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Chapter One

Peter

The morning sunlight set Lauren’s long blond hair aglow, as she stood at the kitchen window peeking out. I wondered what she was up to. I know my wife, and she was up to something.

Lauren is a beautiful woman. She has inquisitive, expressive, pale blue eyes that can’t hide her enthusiasm for anything that excites her. She usually lets her fine blond hair hang down to the middle of her back, unless she’s training for a 5K race, when it’s tied in a ponytail. But I think her hair looks its best swept up into a bun at the back of her head, revealing her long, slender neck and the flawless, pale skin on her shoulders. We’ve been married for fifteen years, and at thirty-five years old she can easily pass for a woman ten years younger.

I leaned against the kitchen cabinet and stared at her firm little ass. She was wearing white shorts, those white shorts, the one’s that looked like they had been spray painted on. I love the way the knit fabric dips into the valley between the firm globes of her ass, especially when she’s not wearing panties. Like today. Her breasts are not big, but her black tank top revealed just a bit of cleavage. Her greatest asset is her legs! Damn, those long, limber, firm, runner’s legs never failed to create a stirring in my groin.

I know how hard Lauren works to keep her body fit and tone, and I compliment her as often as possible, but not so often that it sounds phony. Besides, I didn’t need to pile it on, so to speak, no, she deserves my every attention.

Lauren suddenly let go of the curtain and stepped away from the window. When she leaned back against the wall she blushed, as if she had been caught doing something wrong. When she saw me taking in her delightful curves, I noticed that her eyes were bright with excitement. Something had gotten her attention.

“How long have you been standing there?” she asked. She bit her lower lip and her face reddened.

I didn’t answer her question, instead, I gave her a sideways glance. “What have you been looking at?” I had to smile because she looked like she was sexually aroused. Lauren took a quick glance out the window, then turned back to me.

“Nothing really,” she said nervously. “Just checking on the guy trimming the chestnut tree.” She paused and looked out again as she spoke. “I told him exactly how I want it done. I’m just making sure he doesn’t cut too much.” 

That’s a long explanation, I thought, and long explanations are sometimes an indication that something is amiss. I couldn’t help but wonder why she seemed to be excited. It took a minute, but I remembered.

Dillon.

The handyman, or would calling him a handy boy be more accurate.

I own a company that provides me and Lauren with a great lifestyle. But the tradeoff, yes, there usually is a tradeoff, was that I had to spend more time away from home than I would have liked. But Lauren had grown up poor, and it gave me great pleasure to provide my beautiful wife with all the comforts available, as well as a few unnecessary luxuries like a Mercedes Sport Coupe, a big house on five landscaped acres, and a wardrobe any movie star would envy. Of course, the expensive vacations we took to exotic destinations benefited me as much as it did Lauren.

But the love I received from my wife in return for my hard work was worth every dime and every minute I spent sleeping in a lonely hotel room. I adore Lauren, and for some reason I can’t understand, she loves me too.

“So, you want to be sure the man out there does the job properly?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “I don’t want him to ruin the chestnut trees.”

Really? I hoped I hid my skepticism well, but I had to smile. I had seen her staring at Dillon every time he was near enough to see.

“Why don’t you go out there and supervise,” I said. “But doing that might cause an injury.”

Lauren gave me a puzzled look. 

“An injury?” she said. “What are you talking about?”

“Lauren, my love.” I crossed the room and stood at the window. “If you were out there, especially wearing those shorts.” I wiggled my eyebrows playfully. “He would be looking at you instead of what that power saw was cutting. Before long, instead of seeing dead limbs falling from the tree, you’d see a severed arm or a mangled hand.” I chuckled, pulled the curtain aside, and looked out. “Or maybe something more important.”

“Eww,” she said. “You can be so gross sometimes.”

“What?” I said, feigning ignorance.

“Oh, please,” she said. “He couldn’t be more than what, twenty-two, maybe twenty-three? He’s much too young to be interested in me.”

“Really?” I gently pulled her in front of me so that we could both look out the window.

“What are you doing, Peter?” she said, but she didn’t offer any resistance. 

“Nothing much,” I said. “I thought we could both keep an eye on your, ah… handyman.” Her skin felt warm against my hands when I placed them on her bare shoulders. “Let’s make sure he doesn’t ruin any of our trees.”

Lauren turned her head and gave me a hard look.

“What?” I said jokingly. “I like looking at him too.” 

Lauren blushed and turned away as I reached around her and moved the curtain aside with my right hand.

“This is silly,” she said, but she looked out the window, training her gaze on the tree where Dillon was hard at work.

“There he is,” I said softly. “He’s in the tree with the ladder leaning against its trunk. Oh, too bad,” I said playfully, “most of him is hidden by the leaves.”


Chapter Two

Lauren

I was so wet that my shorts were beginning to stick to my pussy lips.

Dillon was out in the yard working, his young body slick with sweat. I like the way he moves. He has a fluid, determined gait when he walks, a confident look when he assessed his work, his broad shoulders flexing when he exerts himself. It all came together to make my pussy wet.

He was high up in one of our chestnut trees, his chain saw vibrating the summer air. He was hidden in the foliage, but I had watched him when he climbed his ladder, watched as his thighs flexed and relaxed as he pushed himself up onto a limb and then disappeared into the leafy branches.

Like so many other times when Dillon was working around the yard, I found it almost impossible not to watch him. Sure, Dillon is younger than me by at least a dozen years, maybe more, but that doesn’t mean a girl can’t look—can’t fantasize—right? And right now my fantasy had me bent over the tailgate of Dillon’s pickup truck as he fucked me from behind.

I moved away from the window and leaned against the wall, ready to reach down and dip a finger into my pussy and get myself off, but sensing that I was being watched, I opened my eyes and saw my husband, a shit-eating grin on his face, as he watched me.

I had been so deep in thought, or should I say so deep in fantasy, that I hadn’t noticed when my husband entered the room. With Peter away so often, I had never worried that he would catch me, so I was embarrassed when I opened my eyes and saw him standing there, his eyes glued to my ass.

With my husband out of town so often I needed someone to handle the chores I couldn’t do myself. We live on five acres and that requires a lot of upkeep, so a couple months ago, I asked my friend, May, if she or her son knew someone who needed to earn some extra money.

“Yes,” May had said. “I think I do know of someone.”

“Great,” I replied. “Is he someone in the neighborhood?”

“He’s a friend of my Carl,” she said with a sigh. “I’d recommend Carl except that he’s doing an internship in the city, and he’ll be gone all summer. I’m thinking of Carl’s friend,” she smiled. “I think you’ll like him. In fact, I think you’ll like him a lot!”

“Good,” I said. “So you can recommend him?” May just smiled. “Wait,” I looked at May for a long beat, “he’s not a felon, or on some federal registry, is he?”

“No, no,” May laughed. “Nothing like that. It’s just that…ah…well, let’s just say he’s easy to look at.”

“Easy to look at?” I paused. I had to think about that for a minute, but May went on.

“Yeah, you know, good looking?” She waved her hand in front of her face, fanning herself. “And what a body!”

“If he’s Carl’s friend,” I said, surprised. “He must be young.” I saw the smile on my friend’s face widen. “You don’t mean that you and him…?”

“Oh, don’t I wish,” she said. “I wouldn’t mind being his milf.”

“Milf?” I asked, confused.

“Yes, milf.” She paused for a beat and then spelled it. “M.I.L.F.” She smiled. “You know, mothers I’d like to fuck.”

I’m sure my eyes widened to the size of saucers. “I’ve never heard of that.”

“Oh, Lauren,” she chuckled, “where have you been for the last ten years?”

I shook my head. “Don’t give up hope, May, you might have your way with him one of these days.” I sighed. “But I’m more interested in knowing if he’s responsible, mature…” I smiled. “And not a felon.”

May gave me Dillon’s phone number, and the next day I spent two hours interviewing him in my living room, much longer than necessary. But I kept coming up with questions just to keep him there. May had been right. Dillon is easy on the eyes.

Dillon had showed up for the interview wearing tight-fitting denim jeans, a white T-shirt that stretched across his broad chest like a second skin, running shoes and a baseball cap. His long black hair curled up over his shirt collar and around his ears, which made him appear even younger. And sexy.

He had that all-American look about him, you know, a boy next door innocence with piercing pale-blue eyes that made me feel naked when he looked at me. And he’s a big boy, about six-foot-one and a muscular hundred ninety pounds, maybe a little more.

Like I said, easy to look at.

I had embarrassed myself during the interview, but I just couldn’t keep my eyes off of him, as he sat on the sofa across from me. He caught me looking at his body several times, and I thought it was cute the way he blushed when I caught him looking at my breasts straining against my white blouse.

But what I found most engaging about Dillon was that even though he couldn’t be more than twenty-two, his mature manner, his direct gaze, gave me the impression that he was older than his actual age. Just imagine, a young man’s stamina with an older man’s attitude, what more can a woman ask for, right?

Whenever he worked around the house of in the yard, I seemed to find excuse after excuse to talk to him, or to sneak looks at him. It’s a wonder he got any work done.


Chapter Three

Peter

A branch fell from the tree and thumped against the ground.

“There he is,” I said. “At least part of him, anyway.”

Halfway up the tree, Dillon’s legs came into view as another limb fell to the ground.

Lauren smiled. “I don’t know what you’re up to, but if you think I’ve got the hots for him, you’re wrong.”

“Am I?” I stepped closer to my wife, my hips barely toughing her butt. “Let’s not be hasty,” I said.

We watched another branch fall from the tree, then another, and another, and more of Dillon’s body came into view as each one fell. It was like watching a jigsaw puzzle in reverse.

“He has great legs,” I said. “Don’t you think?”

“I suppose so,” Lauren said slowly.

She was trying to sound uninterested, but I knew better.

“Oh, come on.” I gave her shoulder a gentle squeeze. “You’re a runner, you know how to assess someone’s legs. Look at those thigh muscles.”

I listened to her breathing, deeper than usual, as I waited for her response.

“Okay, you win,” she said. “His does have good legs, they look strong.” She looked over her shoulder at me. “Happy now? Satisfied?”

“Almost.” I kissed her shoulder lightly, just brushing my lips over her smooth skin. “Let’s see what he’s up to,” I said with a smile, “I mean, we certainly don’t want him to ruin our trees.”

I thought I heard a low, smart ass, come from her.

We stood at the window, me behind my wife, my cock beginning to thicken as I thought about her being interested in this young man. I could understand why Dillon had gotten her attention. I mean, he did have a great body, muscular, good looking, and did I mention he’s young? 

A moment later, the saw went silent and Dillon climbed down the ladder. He opened a red and white cooler and withdrew a bottle of water. Standing with his back to us, he looked up into the tree as if he was appraising his work. Sweat glistened on his impressive shoulder muscles as he lifted the bottle of water to his mouth and drank almost all of it at one time.

“Wow, look at that young, hard body,” Lauren said. She turned her head and smiled at me. “Just kidding.” She bumped me with her butt playfully. “I’m just teasing you.”

“Really?” I asked. “Just teasing, huh?” I pushed my hips against her butt, moving side to side until my half-erect cock pressed into the soft recess between her cheeks. “I don’t think you’re being honest, my love.” I paused for a beat before continuing. “With me or with yourself.”

“That’s silly.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I mean, even though he’s too young for me, I can still appreciate that body. He is attractive.”

“He’s beautiful, wouldn’t you say?” Another squeeze of her shoulders.

“If I was being honest,” she said, “then yes, I’d say he is beautiful.” She kept her gaze on him as she spoke, but her voice sounded soft, far away, thoughtful. “Very, very, very, impressively beautiful.” She bumped her ass back against my hardening cock again, harder this time. “How’s that for honest?”

“Very good,” I said. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

“Really?” she said.

“Yes, my love, really.”

Dillon strode around the tree, his eyes turned up, the sunlight glinting off the sheen of sweat covering his body. I stood behind Lauren, my cock swelling in my pants, as I listened to my wife’s quickening breaths. Watching Dillon, his muscles glistening, flexing, relaxing, was turning Lauren on—and that was turning me on.

I felt my wife’s skin getting warmer under my fingers as she watched him, her gaze following him as he hefted fallen limbs and tossed them into the bed of his pickup truck. His arms were corded with lean muscles bulging with his efforts. I could feel an almost imperceptible push of my wife’s ass back against me. I pushed back.

I kissed her neck where it meets her shoulder and watched goosebumps erupt on her skin. My body hummed with excitement when I thought about my fantasy, the one we hadn’t talked about in quite some time.    

Would Dillon be the one, I asked myself, as I watched my wife’s chest rise and fall with her deepening breaths as she watched Dillon work. 

I couldn’t stop myself, I had to know if she was aroused. Besides, I try never to miss an opportunity to put my hands down my wife’s pants. I let my hand stray down her flat stomach, over her shorts, and down between her legs. I could feel her heat as I cupped her sex.

Lauren clenched her legs together, holding my hand in place.

“What are you doing?” she said absently, her eyes still following the handyman.

“It hasn’t been so long since I’ve touched you there that you don’t know what I’m doing,” I said teasingly.

I felt her body relax.   

“Actually,” she said and moved her legs apart, releasing my hand. “That feels good. Better than good.”

“So now you remember?” I said.

“Stop being a smart ass,” she said. She put her hand over mine and pressed it against her pussy.   

“I can tell you’re enjoying this,” I said.  

“I am,” she said softly. “Your hand feels good.”

“I don’t think my hand is the only thing you’re enjoying,” I said. I cupped her sex tighter.

“So you think there’s something else that’s making me horny?” She was being playful. A good sign. 

I smiled and put my chin on her shoulder as we watched Dillon. His biceps flexed as he tossed a limb into the bed of his truck.

“Oh, I’m pretty sure it’s not something else as much as someone else,” I said.

Lauren smiled and said, “I plead the 5th.”

“I thought you might.”  

She spread her legs slightly, and her swollen lips filled my palm. Lauren shuddered when I ran a finger along the cleft between her lips and felt the little bump of her clit. Her moisture was working through the material of her shorts. 

Lauren’s pussy is always warm. I can feel her heat against my leg when we embrace, even when we’re not even remotely involved with sex. But when Lauren is excited, or when her mind is filled with the idea of sex, she gets very wet, and her juices make her even warmer. It could tell it was that way now.

I rested my hand on her hip, just below the waistband of her shorts. Damn, her skin was so warm. She pulled the waistband of away from her stomach, allowing my hand easy access as I moved it down over her smooth mound and dipped a finger into her slit. Her outer lips were wet and sticky, and she shivered and moaned when I ran my finger slowly over her smooth, erect clit.

“Feel good?” I whispered into her ear.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes it does.” She rested her forehead against the window. “Finger me,” she moaned.

Her pussy was begging for attention, so I moved my middle finger along her wet slit and let it rest against her opening. But she thrust her hips forward until my finger slid inside her to the first knuckle.

“Yesss,” she moaned. “That’s it.”

I teased her for a moment, withdrawing my finger and spreading her lubrication along her engorged clit. 

“Deeper,” she hissed. She pressed her hand on the outside of her shorts, forcing my hand tighter against her hot pussy. My finger slipped back into her slick entrance. Se moaned as she rocked her hips back and forth, her breath clouding the window pane. “Please, finger fuck me. Come on, it feels so good.”

When I pushed my finger into her cunt, her juices flowed out and pooled in my hand. Lauren loves to fuck, sometimes I think she’d rather fuck than eat, and right now her pussy was begging to be fucked.

Lauren clenched her legs together as I slid my finger in and out of her. She shuddered when I used my thumb to spread her lubrication over her engorged clit. 

“Two,” she moaned. She bowed her knees slightly, giving me more access to her hot pussy. “Use two fingers,” she whispered. She leaned her body back against me, moaning and bucking her hips, gyrating her ass against me, as her juices flowed out of her.

I pushed another finger into her tight, hot hole, then curled them and rubbed that spot that always makes her crazy. Lauren had taught me how to find her G Spot, and when I saw her reaction when I used a finger to massage it, I never failed to pay it lots of attention. 

I whispered into her ear. “Like that?” 

She didn’t answer. I could hear her quick, shallow breaths as her body stiffened and her cunt clenched around my fingers. I rubbed her harder, pressing my fingers against the bumpy spot just inside her opening.

She took a shuddering breath and put her hand against the wall to steady herself, as a groan came from deep in her throat. Her body tensed as her pussy warmed with the slick juices of her orgasm.

I felt her body relax, as I continued to finger her, but more slowly now. When her breathing was almost normal again, I slipped my fingers out of her and ran them up her slit and over her clit. I palmed her smooth mound for a beat before removing my hand from her shorts. 

Lauren turned and put her arms over my shoulders and kissed me. When the kiss ended, she took my hand and brought it to her mouth. The scent of her arousal filled the air between us, as she held me in her hot gaze. She smiled wickedly as she sucked my fingers into her mouth, one at a time, licking her juices from them. My cock was so hard I was afraid to press it against her for fear it was so brittle it would break. 

She kissed me again, and I could taste her sex when she sucked my lower lip into her mouth and teased it with her tongue. It surprised me, but I quickly got the idea. My wife was still excited, and it was because she was watching an attractive young man working in the yard. Okay, maybe I had a little to do with it, but still, watching Dillon is what got her started.  

Lauren curved her body against me and deepened the kiss. I felt her breasts pressed against me, as I worked my tongue into her mouth and tasted the lingering flavor of her orgasmic juices. 

Lauren began grinding her hips against mine again, slowly rotating her hips against my rock hard cock, as our kiss grew more determined. I tried to stay composed, tried to be in charge, but my ears buzzed with excitement and my cock was achingly hard. I needed to do something about it, and soon. I was glad when my wife leaned away and broke the kiss. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said softly.

My cock throbbed at her suggestion.

I nodded and let her take my hand and lead me to our bedroom.


Chapter Four

Lauren

We stepped into the bedroom, and before I could even close the door, Peter pushed me against the wall with a determined, urgent kiss. I was so wet, so ready, that I shoved my shorts down wiggled out of them. I unbuckled Peter’s jeans and lowered them to his thighs. I couldn’t wait any longer. I pushed him to the bed and nudged him down onto the cool sheets. I leaned over him and ran my tongue over his chest, flicking it against his hard nipples and inhaling the scent that had drawn me to him from the start.  

I stood and pulled my blouse over my head and tossed it aside. My nipples hardened in the cool air, as I stood gazing at my husband’s hard cock. I smiled and licked my lips as I knelt in front of him. Without bothering to take his pants off, I grasped his cock and took it into my mouth.

His cock was warm and hard. I ran my tongue under the flare of his glans, something Peter especially enjoyed. With our eyes locked together, I ran my tongue over the hole at the tip of his cock and tasted the spicy-sweet flavor of his precum.

“God, that feels so good,” he said.

I sucked him into my mouth until his bulbous head pressed against my throat. I used my hand to spread my saliva over his shaft as I moved my mouth up and down. I wanted to take all of him and deep throat him—doing that never failed to get him even more excited. I took Peter’s hands and placed them behind my head, and with his cock still in my mouth I looked up at him.

“Help me,” I said. Peter knew exactly what I wanted.

I moved my mouth down his slippery cock until his head was once again pressed against my throat. I breathed in around his shaft and gazed at Peter as he gently pushed my head down on his cock. Peter gasped a ragged breath, as his head slipped into the tightness of my throat, making my eyes water.

I made swallowing motions using my throat muscles to massage his cock head. Peter loved feeling that, and I loved pleasing him that way. His hips came up off the bed as he bucked and pushed his cock even deeper into my throat.

I kept him there as long as I could, but my throat muscles flexed and forced him out. I took a moment to catch my breath, and then we did it all again.

“You are so good at giving head,” he hissed as he released the breath he had been holding in.

I could tell he was getting close when his cock began to swell and the velvety skin of his shaft tightened. He must have felt it too.

“This feels so good I can’t believe I’m saying this,” his words came out between gasps, “but you need to stop.”

“Stop?” I said playfully as I licked and sucked the knob of his head. “Oh…, no, not yet.”

I like to bring him as close to the edge as possible without sending him over. I get it right most of the time, but sometimes I misjudge and end up with a mouth full of cum. Not that I mind. I don’t, not at all, I like the taste of cum.

But Peter usually needs a good rest between orgasms, so when I suck him off he thinks he’s cheating me, that I’ve gotten nothing in return for giving him a blowjob. I’ve tried to explain that my pleasure comes from giving him so much pleasure. I’ve told him many times that I love to suck cock, that I love feeling the hardness of it beneath the soft skin. It turns me on, and I like to make my husband feel good.

Peter put his hands on my shoulders and tugged me up.

“Come on,” he said as I got to my feet. “It’s your turn.”     

Peter got out of bed and tugged at his pants excitedly, hopping from foot to the other to keep his balance. But he stopped and stared at my naked body, his eyes wet and bright with excitement, so I decided to give him something sexy to look at. 

I spread my legs and gave him a clear view of my shaved mound cresting between my thighs, my glistening slit exposed to his hungry eyes. My nipples darkened from pink to brown as I pinched them and made them stand up. And then I closed my eyes and let my hand drift down between my legs. I could feel his eyes on me as I stroked my pussy, spreading my juices over the soft folds of my cunt. I stared up at him, a sensuous smile on my lips.

“Jesus,” he hissed, “you are so fucking beautiful.”

Peter got on the bed between my legs and stared at my finger as it played over my clit. He took my hand, brought it to his lips, and then he licked my juices from it.

I smiled as my husband’s head dipped between my legs and he went to work doing what he does so well. 

Peter used his thumbs to spread my swollen lips, then ran the tip of his tongue slowly from the cleft at the top of my pussy all the way down to the edge of my puckered anus. Then back up again. I shuddered as his tongue slid into my opening.

I rose up onto my elbows and watched as his head bobbed between my legs, his tongue fucking in and out of me.

“I love when you do that,” I hissed. “Deeper, please. It feels so good.” I fell back onto the pillow as his warm breath caressed my clit and his tongue worked in and out of me.

Peter worked his thumb against my sensitive nub, stroking and tongue-fucking me until my body stiffened. I put my legs over his shoulders, opening my pussy to him. The heat of my orgasm filled my insides, warming me, until I felt my juices gushing out of me. Peter continued to lap at me, as my ambrosial juices filled his mouth and dripped from his chin.

Peter gave me a little time to collect myself, dragging the tips of his fingers softly along the insides of my thighs. He planted a kiss on my smooth mound and then moved up over me, covering my body with his. 

He got into position between my thighs and I reached between us and guided him into me. The head of his cock slipped between my folds, opening me, and then his shaft moved up inside of me. My warmth enveloped him, as his prick burrowed into me all the way to the hilt. And then, with his body curled over mine, he set a regular rhythm. I wanted more than a quickie, so to make it lasted, I squeezed my thighs tightly against him.

“Slow down,” I whispered, “we have lots of time.”

Squishing sounds rose from between us, as Peter slowly pumped his cock into me with slow steady thrusts. I slid my right hand between us and moaned as I rubbed my clit. It only took a minute before another orgasm rippled through me. 

Peter rose up and supported his body with his hands and stared down at me. Another orgasm pooled in my belly as his rhythm quickened. I writhed under my husband, hunching my clit against his girth, as my pussy clenched around his cock. I squeezed my eyes shut as my moans filled the room. 

“Yes!” I pulled Peter against me. “Harder. Please, fuck me harder.”

I gave myself over to my orgasm. My juices flooded into my cunt, lubricating me, as my husband plunged his cock into my slick hole with a new determination.  

Catching my breath, I thrust my hips up to meet his pumping cock, my fingers pressed into the sweaty skin on his back. I felt his balls tighten and I knew he was close. A moment later, grunting with each thrust, he quickened his pace, driving his dick into me with more force. 

Peter rose up on his knees and pulled my legs over his shoulders, and with his eyes locked on mine, he lowered himself down on me. His cock went deep, very deep. I moaned loudly as his wide cock rubbed against my clit.

“You get so deep when you fuck me like this,” I said. My words mingled with my moans as I spoke. “I love it.”

Peter clenched his eyes shut as he thrusted into me one last time and went still. With a shuddering groan, Peter emptied himself into me, thick dollops of his seed erupting into me, coating my insides with his sticky sperm. He lowered my legs and slowed himself, dipping into me with slow, shallow thrusts, spreading his cum inside me.

He laid on me as his cock slowly deflated, and I could feel his heart beating against his chest. A moment later he rolled off me, his body coated in sweat.

We lay next to each other, panting, our skin shiny with sweat.

A few minutes later, when we had gotten ourselves under control again, Peter put his arm around me and kissed me.

“That was hot,” he said as he made random patterns on the sweat covering my breast and bringing my nipples back to life. “Really hot.”

“Yes, it was,” I cooed.

“You are so much hotter than usual.” He gave me a knowing smile.

“You know me,” I said. “I like to fuck.” I snuggled my head against his shoulder.

“Yes, but liking to fuck isn’t something that only happened today. You have always liked to fuck.” He kissed my forehead. “There was something more this time.” 

I took his hand and placed it on my breast. “You’re getting at something,” I said, “why don’t you just tell me what it is?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said.

I could tell that he was fighting to keep from smiling.

“Oh, I think you do.”

“You mean the handyman?” He gave my nipple a gentle pinch. “Yeah, I’ll admit it. I think he turns you on. He’s hot. And he’s young.”

“Well, you’re partially right,” I said. “He is hot, I can’t deny that.” I lowered my gaze and looked at him from under my brow. “And okay, I also like that he’s younger—“

“By several years…,” Peter interrupted.

“Yes,” I smiled, “by several years. But I think that’s the problem. His age probably means he wouldn’t be very good in bed, he’s too young to be very experienced. You know, more quantity and less quality? And because he’s ‘several years’ younger, as you so quickly pointed out, he probably wouldn’t want to have anything to do with me. He probably looks at me and thinks I’m an old lady.”

Peter chuckled. “Are you kidding?” He rose up on one elbow and stared at me. “You have the body of a woman much younger than thirty-five.” His gaze moved down my naked body and settled on my pussy lips, still red from our fucking.

“So are you thinking what I think you are?” I looked at him and raised an eyebrow.

“What…? He faked surprise.

“I think I know what you have on your mind, Peter.” I kept him in my gaze as I waited for his response. 

“Do you? Really?” he asked.

“I think so.” I turned onto my side so that we were facing each other.

“Tell me, then.”

“You’re thinking about your fantasy,” I whispered. “You still want me to do it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said softly. “I’ve never really stopped thinking about it.”

“It’s been a long time since the idea has come up,” I said. I snuggled closer to him, hoping my doing so would let him know that I wasn’t judging him, and that I wasn’t turning him down, either.  

“But still.” His eyes seemed to be searching mine. He was probably trying to see if I was seriously considering this. “I never stopped wanting it.” 

I felt his sticky cock stir against my thigh. 

“Mmm,” I moaned softly. “You still want me to do it.” I nodded toward his cock. “I can tell.”

“Yes, I do,” he said, “but only if you want to.” He put a finger under my chin and raised it until we were looking into each other’s eyes. “Why? Are you thinking you might do it?”

“I might…” I said, drawing out the words slowly.

“You mean it?” he asked.

I couldn’t miss the note of hope in his voice.

“We’ll see.” I ran my fingertips through the coarse hair on his chest. “You never know,” I said playfully. “I just might.”

“That would be so fucking hot,” he said and pulled me to him. 

“It’s what you’ve wanted for a long time, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” he said. “I have always wanted to watch you fuck another guy.”

“And you want to watch,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, I want to watch.”

“Just so we’re clear,” I said. “I’ll only do it if you can watch.”

Peter pulled me into a tight embrace, and I felt my sticky juices seeping out of my pussy onto my thigh. He put his forehead against mine and I could see the flecks of gold swimming in his chocolate brown eyes. 

“You are the sexiest woman a man could ever hope for.” His breath caressed my cheek as he spoke. “And you are do hot.” 

I kissed my husband gently and said, “You’re absolutely right, and don’t you forget it.”

We fell into a trouble-free nap, our bodies curled against each other.

I woke first and laid in bed listening to Peter’s soft, rhythmic breathing as he slept next to me. We had had two large, tinted-glass doors installed in our bedroom wall so that we could go directly to the pool just outside without walking through the house.

Peter didn’t move as I got out of bed and went outside and sat by the pool. With the sun warming me, I thought back to the night Peter told me his fantasy.

There are any number of things that make a good relationship work, and I think sex is one of those things—an important one. I know couples that try to find something to replace the sex missing in their lives. They over eat, they over spend, but for the most part they soon learn that sex is too important to a relationship to be replaced by something else. They might get fat, they might go into debt, but they still notice that something is missing.

When our sex life slowed, Peter and I tried to explain it away as something every couple experiences. But when sex became infrequent and predictable, we wanted to do something to bring the excitement back into our lovemaking, so we began having regular date nights.

Dressing up, going to a nice restaurant, having a few drinks and dancing, was fun. We enjoyed spending that time together. We enjoyed those nights, and the added intimacy it brought to our lovemaking when we got home, but we still needed something more.

It was on one of those date nights that I learned what Peter wanted me to do.

The little black dress I wore for the first time hugged my body like a glove—it was the very reason I had bought it. It was made of silk, but it looked like it was made of water when I moved. The saleslady where I bought it pointed out how nicely the dress showed off my long, well-defined legs, but I worried that it also showed off a little too much cleavage—not that there was a lot to show. 

As I got dressed that night, I peered at my reflection in the mirror and smiled. With my long blond hair swept over one shoulder, and only spaghetti straps covering my tanned skin, I shrugged, glad I had bought the Little Black Dress.

Peter walked into the bedroom and froze when he saw me.

“Wow,” he exclaimed. He gave me a low, wolf whistle and smiled widely as his eyes moved over me as if he was seeing me for the very first time. I was flattered. Yes, I was very happy I had bought the dress.

I pirouetted slowly, letting my husband get a good look at the dress he had paid too much for. 

“You like?” I asked. 

Peter’s eyes sparkled. “Yes, definitely, oh yes. I like. I like very much.”

Okay, the good reasons for buying the dress were piling up.

I had to fend him off, but thirty minutes later Peter and I headed out for our regular Saturday night date night.


Chapter Five

Peter

Lauren looked beautiful and sexy as she danced, her fine blond hair shimmering in the overhead lights.

All the tables were occupied when we had arrived at the club, so we took seats at the bar and ordered a drink while we waited for a table to become available. Sitting on the high bar stool, Lauren’s dress rode up her thighs, but she either didn’t notice or she ignored it. Lauren likes to have fun, especially when she can use her body to tease me. The purpose of date night was to get our sex life into a higher gear, so I thought that maybe that’s what she was doing now. I kept my eyes on her long legs as she adjusted herself, letting the hem rise even higher.

Lauren’s usual drink limit is two glasses of wine, but she was on her third before she realized she was getting tipsy. When she got up to dance, she had to hold on to the bar to keep from wobbling.

I could feel my wife’s body moving beneath the silk of her dress as we danced to a slow song. But that wasn’t the only thing that was turning me on that night. When Lauren felt my semi-erect cock pressed against her, she gave me a quizzical look.

“You’re awfully spry tonight,” she said. “It must be the dress.”

I held her at arm’s length, and said, “Yes, you look beautiful…”

“But?” she eyed me warily. “What’s going on?” she whispered into my ear as we slow danced.

“I’m glad you noticed,” I said. “By the way, you look sexy and beautiful in that dress.”

“Thank you.” She looked at me, her eyes narrowed with skepticism. “But you’ve told me that several times already tonight.”

“Have I?” I asked. “I guess that means I like it a lot, right?”

“Yes,” she said, her smile widening. “Has someone in the club caught your attention?” She looked around quickly, then back to me. “I’m betting there’s a blond somewhere that you’ve noticed.”

“You’re right about that,” I said.

“Okay.” She glanced around the dance floor again. “Point her out to me, I want to see her.”

Lauren was having fun. She would sometimes point out a woman to me when were at the mall, and especially at the beach, and ask if I thought the woman was attractive. She usually chose women with something noteworthy about them, like oversized breasts or an ultra-short dress. I thought that’s what she was doing now, so I played along for a minute.

“You’re wrong,” I said. “Well, not completely.”

Lauren bumped her hips against my growing cock. “Come in, spill it Mr. Pierce.” She glanced quickly at the other couples on the dance floor. “I’ll bet she’s blond.”

I let out a resigned sigh. “Okay, you got me,” I said. “She’s blond, good looking as hell, and she’s wearing the sexiest little black dress.”

Lauren tilted her head and narrowed her eyes. “Okay, where is she. I’ve got to see this woman who has you so horny.”

“Do you really want to see her?” I said. I put my head next to hers so she wouldn’t see my wide smile.

“Yes, I think it’s sexy that a woman has you so turned on.” She looked around again. “Where is she?”

“You’ll see her if you go into the lady’s room,” I said. Lauren shot me a puzzled look. I paused for effect, then smiled. “She’ll be staring right back at you from the mirror.”

There was a short pause while she processed this, but then she leaned back and playfully slapped my arm.

“You’re talking about me, aren’t you?”

“I just can’t get anything past you, can I?” I kissed her cheek.

Lauren tightened her embrace and whispered in my ear. “So what’s really going on?”

Over the years, I had rehearsed the words to use every time I thought about telling my wife what I wanted, thought about the best words to use to describe my one and only fantasy. But right then all of that was gone like smoke rising from a fire. I was mute.

“Well…” she said, “it can’t be that bad.” She smiled nervously, “can it?”  

“I hope you won’t think it’s that bad.” I paused for a beat, then said, “Okay, I’ll tell you, but you have to promise you won’t get mad at me—or think I’m crazy.”

Lauren rolled her eyes. “I already think you’re crazy,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, “scratch that part. But promise me you won’t get mad at me.” 

“Uh, oh.” Lauren rolled her eyes. “You want me to promise that before I even hear what you have to say?” She bit her lower lip. “This must be worse than I think.”

“No, it’s not that bad really.” I swallowed. “I think.”

“You know that now that it’s come up,” she bumped my cock again, probably to lighten the conversation, “you’ll have to tell me. So tell me. Spill it Mr. Pierce. She had to sense that I was nervous.  

I sighed. “Okay,” I said. “Did you happen to notice that guy sitting at the table across from us?”

“What guy?” She shook her head. “I didn’t notice anyone. But what about him?”

“Oh, he definitely noticed you, my love.”

I turned her so she could see the table where a guy was sitting with a couple. 

“See the guy at the table across from where we’re sitting?” Lauren nodded. “He’s been checking you out all night.”

“Oh, my God.” Her body stiffened. “I’ve been letting my dress ride up my legs thinking I was getting your attention.”

“And you did get my attention, my love.”

“But my dress! Oh God. It’s too short, isn’t it?” Even in the dim light I could see her face redden. “God. I hope he couldn’t see too much. I mean, this dress is so short.” She hid her face against my shoulder. “I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be, my love.” When I pulled her tighter, my hard cock pressed against her thigh. It was even harder now. “Actually,” I said, “I think it’s sexy that he was looking.”

“Oh, please,” she said. “You’re making all this up.”

“I’m not, really,” I said.

“You’re just trying to make me feel sexy.” She kissed my cheek. “Thank you for that.”

“I’m not making this up,” I said. I think I finally convinced her because she turned and took a long look at the guy. 

“Are you sure he was looking at me?” she asked.

“Oh, I’m sure.” I moved my hand down her back and rested it on the feminine swell of her hips. “When you swiveled your seat to face me, his eyes zeroed in on your long beautiful legs. He was having a very good time.”

Lauren stared at me for a long beat, probably still not completely convinced I was telling her the truth. I nodded. “I’m telling you, he was totally checking your out.” 

“I’ll be more careful when we sit down,” she said with a sigh.

“No, please don’t,” I said. I pressed my erection against her and said, “Feel that?” She nodded. “That’s what it did when I saw him looking.”

“It’s turning you on that some guy is trying to look under my dress?” 

“Oh, yes,” I said. “And instead of being more careful, I’m hoping you put on a little show for him. You know, let your hem rise higher, turn so that he can see up the dress, let him see your pretty lace panties.”

Lauren stared at me for a long beat before speaking. “You’re serious?” she said, leaning back to look into my eyes. “You want me to be an exhibitionist?”

“No, not really,” I said. “It just turns me on to think that he’s seeing more than he should. And it would be even hotter if he knew you were showing him on purpose.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “You, my dear, are a sick man.”

“Yes, I am,” I said with a smile, “and that’s only one of the things you love about me.”

“This isn’t funny, Peter,” she said.

“I know it sounds crazy.” I tried to explain something I wasn’t sure I even understood myself. “Date night is all about revving up our sex life, right?” She nodded slowly. I pressed myself against her, this time I was sure to press it against the heat of her pussy. “Isn’t that proof that it’s working? At least it is tonight.” I said.

She stared at me as she chewed her lower lip.

“So you want me to let my dress ride up,” Lauren said slowly, “let him see what I’m wearing underneath? That’s all, right?”

“Well, if you wanted to go into the lady’s room and take off your panties that would be sexy too.”

“What?” she said, a little too loud. “No way. Maybe we should just—“

“No, no, just a little show,” I said quickly. “Let him see your panties, nothing else.”

“Oh, God,” she sighed. “Where do you come up with these ideas?”

The music stopped, but we kept moving slowly as if it hadn’t. 

“So you’ll do it?” I asked.

“I’m not making any promises,” she said. “But if it will turn you on, then why not?”


Chapter Six

Lauren

My heart was racing when we returned to our seats at the bar. I tried not to be obvious about it, but I had to see who Peter was talking about. I swiveled in my seat, and when I was facing Peter I could see a guy over Peter’s right shoulder. When I looked at him, he was staring right into my eyes. And he was smiling!

He was early forties, I guessed, and his dark hair glowed with threads of silver at his temples. I don’t know why, but his wireless glasses made me think he was probably a banker, or maybe an insurance executive. Not that it mattered. 

He sat at a table with a man and woman, and he had a clear view of me—and my legs.

Peter gave me a nod, indicating that he wanted me to do it. Alright, I thought, turning my husband on is what date night is supposed to be about, then why not. I shifted in my seat, as much out of nervousness as anything else, and let the hem of my dress rise higher. I swiveled toward Peter, but if the man looked, he would have a good view of my legs.

Peter looked from me to the man at the table, then to my legs. He smiled.

“Very nice,” my love,” he said. Peter gave the man a sideways glance and said, “He’s looking, and he doesn’t seem to care if anyone notices. He’s quite blatant about it, actually.”

My heartbeat ratcheted up a level. 

“Oh, my God,” I said. “I don’t know about this.” But I felt a tingle between my legs and a warming in my belly.

I couldn’t help it, I was intrigued. I turned, and when my back was to the man, I shifted so that the hem of my dress rose even higher. I glanced quickly at my legs and my breath caught. The lacy tops of my thigh-high stockings showed. I was surprised that I was even doing this, but even more surprised that it was turning me on. Letting another man, a stranger, see up my dress made me feel sexy. It was silly, really.

He would see so much more if we were at the beach or a pool, I told myself. But in this setting, sitting here with my husband, even though he was all for what I was doing, was something I never dreamed I would do.

But I was getting wet. I felt my pussy tighten and my nipples hardened. I was being naughty. Very naughty. And I liked it.

I swiveled around completely, until my back was toward the bar. In this position the stranger would have a view up my dress. But I couldn’t look to see if he was looking, it would be too embarrassing if he was.

I looked at Peter. “Is he looking?” I asked quietly, aware that we were surrounded by people.

Peter took a quick glance toward the table where the man sat. 

“Look for yourself.” He smiled. “He doesn’t seem to care if you catch him looking.”

I took a deep breath and slowly scanned my eyes toward the guy. My heart skipped a beat when I saw him. His gaze was so focused on my legs that I didn’t think he noticed that I was looking at him.     

The moisture seeping into my pussy surprised me—I was enjoying this more than I thought I would—or should. 

“Spread your legs a little,” Peter said quietly, “give him a thrill.”

I looked at Peter, shocked that he would ask me to do that.

“What?” I said. “You’re not serious.” 

“Oh, but I am, my love. Just think about this.” He smiled as he spoke. “You’re getting him excited.” He glanced quickly at my legs, exposed to the lace tops of my stockings, then back to me. “He’ll probably think about this when he jerks off later.”

“Peter!” I said, louder than I had intended. “I can’t believe you would want me to do that.” But part of me wanted Peter to convince me to do it. It would be totally naughty to open my legs and let this stranger look between them. But I wanted to be naughty, it was turning me on. I found it exciting.

“Why not,” Peter said. “It’s probably true.” Peter placed his hand over mine. “And be honest, doesn’t the thought of doing that turn you on just a little?”

I sat still, frozen by my own wicked thoughts. I imagined the man, a stranger, lying naked in his bed as he slowly stroked his cock and thought about seeing my legs, the lace tops of my stockings, the lace panties I wore for Peter’s eyes only.

It really isn’t a big deal, I told myself. If we were at a beach or a pool, my bikini would show much more skin than he’d see tonight. But purposely letting him see my panties was a big deal to me, but only because it was turning me on so thoroughly.  

Without taking my eyes from Peter’s, I smiled and slowly parted my legs. Not too much at first, not too obvious, but I knew the man could see all the way up between my soft thighs. I felt sure he could see my black panties.

Could he see me? I had to know. My breathing caught when I looked up and saw the man at the table. He was staring at my legs, his mouth slightly open. He must have felt my eyes on him because he suddenly looked up at me and smiled. He fucking smiled!

I could hear my blood rushing through my veins, and my skin pricked as if it had been stung by a thousand bees. Out of habit, I pressed my legs together and turned away. But when I did, all the excitement the situation had created in me vanished. I was actually disappointed in myself. Not for letting him look up my dress, but because by closing my legs I had denied him.

When I made eye contact with the stranger again, he was frowning. I was so wet I could feel my warm juice soaking through my panties. 

Jesus, I thought. I’m actually enjoying this.

The stranger held me in his steady gaze as I slowly parted my legs slightly. He nodded his head slowly, then let his eyes go back to my legs. I parted them a bit further, but when I looked at him, he shook his head as if to say my legs weren’t parted enough. Was I actually letting this stranger direct me, was I giving him the control to decide how far this went? The answer was yes, and I was enjoying it.

In spite of the cool air in the club, I felt a drop of sweat drip down between my breasts. I was so damn hot, this was so sexy, so damn wicked and naughty. I thought I would come right there and then. 

I looked directly at the man and slowly spread my legs until I was sure he could see all the way up my dress. He smiled. I looked at Peter. He was watching the man’s eyes taking me in.

“He’s loving this,” Peter said.

I surprised myself when I said, “And so am I.”

“Are you?” Peter asked.

“More than I ever thought I would,” I said softly, my voice husky. “Much more than I should.” 

“Damn that’s so hot, my love.” He turned to the bar and took a long swallow of his drink. “But there is something else, something I want to tell you.”

I eyed him suspiciously. “Yes…?” I said slowly. But the way Peter was looking at me made me nervous. “There’s something more?” 

Peter took my hand and nudged me from my seat. “Come on, let’s dance.”

We moved to the music of a slow dance, as Peter steered us away from the other couples on the dance floor. 

“You seem pretty turned on about what you were doing,” he said.

I looked away from Peter, embarrassed. “Yes. I’m surprised, but being so naughty did turn me on. A lot.”

“Well, I think it’s time I told you the rest of my fantasy,” he said.

I leaned my head back and gazed up at my husband. “You’re scaring me,” I said.

“There’s no reason to be scared.” I kissed her cheek. “I would never want you to do something you didn’t want to do.”

“I know.” I looked around the club thinking, no, hoping, I might see the man on the dance floor watching me. I turned back to Peter. “Okay, tell me.” 

“I don’t know how to put this,” he said, “so I’ll just be blunt, okay?”

“That would be fine,” I said.

“Okay, here goes.” He took a deep breath. “If you wanted to do more with the guy at the table?” He raised an eyebrow. “It would be okay with me.”

“More?” I asked. “What do you mean more? The only way I can let him see more is for me to get naked.” I stared at him, waiting. 

“No, no,” he said, “you look to damn sexy in that dress to take it off.” He looked into my eyes. “But maybe you could ask him to dance.” He pressed his rock hard cock against me. “Then if he doesn’t suggest it, maybe you can suggest going out to his car with him.”

“Go out to his car?” I raised an eyebrow. I wasn’t sure exactly what he meant by that. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“What I’m suggesting, my love,” he took another deep breath, “is that you invite the guy to come home with us.”

I just stared at Peter for a long beat, taking in what he had just said, processing the information and coming up with only one thing. Peter wanted me to let this man, this total stranger, fuck me. 

I leaned back on my heels and said, “You’re not serious?”

“Oh, yes,” he said, “I’m very serious.”

“And that would be okay with you?” I felt his cock pulse against my thigh and I took it as proof that he really wanted me to do this.

“Yes…”

Liquid heat filled my pussy, and the walls of my cunt clenched as if in anticipation of having a hard cock pushed into it. I wanted to see how far Peter would let me go.

“So, if I wanted to, you would be alright with me inviting him to come home with us and do what? Fuck me? I pressed myself against his erection. “Jesus! Peter! You are as hard as iron.”

“There’s your answer,” he said, as he ground his hips against mine. “And yes, if you wanted to suck his cock I would be okay with that, too.” I swear I felt his cock shudder. 

I looked into his eyes, shocked. “You mean I could fuck him if I wanted to? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Yes, that’s what I’m saying.”

As crazy as all this sounded, and it sounded crazy to me, at least Peter was being blunt and honest about what he wanted. But I was confused. It had been sexy to be naughty when I showed off my legs at the bar. It even turned me on. But talking about actually taking a stranger out to the car and blowing him, or letting him take my panties off and fuck me had me so hot I wanted to fuck Peter right there on the dance floor. This was much more than just being naughty, and it turned me on as much as it shocked me.

“Your whole body is shivering,” Peter said.

I realized he was right. My pussy was soaking wet, and my clit throbbed along with my heartbeat. The thought of doing what Peter was suggesting made me hot, very hot.

“I have to admit,” I said, “the idea of doing that is sexy.”

“Well, we did want to charge up our sex life,” he said.

“Hell, this would be super-charging it.” 

“Want to try?” he said. “Just ask him to dance and see what happens?”

“I don’t know, Peter.” I needed time to think, but the song was ending.

“It will be fun,” Peter said enthusiastically, “and very sexy.”

“Are you sure…?”

“I want you to know one thing, my love,” he said. “I will not ask you to do anything you’re not comfortable with. Ever.”

“Okay,” I said, not sure I was actually agreeing to this. “I’ll dance with him,” I said. “But I’m not promising anything.”

“Of course not,” he replied. “Just a dance, unless you decide to go further.”

We walked back to our seats at the bar, and I knew that if this man, this stranger, wanted to go out to the car, if he wanted me to suck his cock, even if he wanted to fuck me, I would let him. I told myself that I’d do it because it would turn my husband on, but I couldn’t lie to myself, I wanted to do it. I couldn’t be the one to suggest it, but if he did, I would go along with it. It’s what Peter wanted, it would give him pleasure. And that meant it would give me pleasure.

My blood felt hot as it coursed through me. I had not been this turned on, this excited, in a very long time. This would be the naughtiest thing I had ever done. But a little voice in my head said, this is not only naughty, it is totally slutty. But that thought only served to turn me on even more.

We turned at the corner of the bar and headed for our seats, and suddenly I was filled with disappointment. The table where the stranger had been sitting was empty. I don’t know how to explain it, but seeing only empty drink glasses on the table, the seats unoccupied, brought on as much disappointment as relief. 

“That’s too bad,” Peter said as we took our seats at the bar. “I believe you were ready to do it.”

“Yes, I was,” I said. “But only because I thought it was what you wanted me to do.”

“Oh, no, my love,” Peter said, his eyes softening. “No. No matter how much I want you to do this, you must promise me that you’ll only do something if you want to.” He touched my cheek with his fingers. “I love you, you know that. And I would never want you to do something that made you uncomfortable.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Promise me.” He held me in his stare, waiting until I had not only promised, but until we had sealed the promise with a kiss. No wonder I love this man so much.

We sat at the bar and ordered fresh drinks.

“So that’s really your fantasy?” I asked. “You really do want me to fuck another man.”

“Yes.” He gave me a sideways glance. “And if at all possible, I want to watch as you do.”

“And that idea turns you on?”

“More than you can know, my love,” he said. “What do you think? Is it something that turns you on too? I mean, fucking another man might actually be sexy.”

I gazed at my husband. I felt my juices dripping through my insides, my cunt filling with heat. I had an idea that I thought Peter would enjoy.

I put my arms over Peter’s shoulders and gave him a deep, wet kiss.

“Wow,” Peter said.

“Let’s go home,” I said. “I want to show you what I would have done if that man had come home with us.”

“Mmm. Sounds sexy,” Pete said.

“I’ll show you how I would have sucked his cock,” I said. I stood and grabbed my purse. “I’ll show you how I would have fucked him.”

“You are very turned on about this, aren’t you?” he asked.

We stood facing each other in the narrow space between our stools. I didn’t care who could see us, as I took Peter’s hand and pressed it against my pussy.

“Can you feel that?” I asked. “How hot my pussy is?”

Peter looked around nervously. “People might—“

“I don’t care,” I said quickly. “I want to show you how much your fantasy turns me on.” He looked at me with a puzzled expression, so I continued. “I want to show you how wet my pussy is. Let’s go home, I want you to fuck my brains out.”

Peter smiled at me.

“We are going to have some very sexy times ahead of us,” he said as he led me from the club and took me home.


Chapter Seven

Peter

About a month or so after my confession at the club, Dillon arrived on the scene.

It was the morning after another night of us talking about my fantasy, another night of crazy-hot sex, when I woke to a squishing sound and a slightly shaking bed. When I heard Lauren’s soft moans I knew what she was doing. I’ve heard her masturbate before, but it’s usually at night in our dark bedroom after she thinks I’ve fallen asleep. Her sexy little episodes of playing with herself typically happen when we’ve had sex and she wants one more orgasm, or when something has really stimulated her in a big way.

I think it’s sexy as hell to listen to my wife finger herself, her breathing ragged, her moans soft, quiet, surreptitious, her pussy so wet I can hear the sounds of it across the bed. More often than not, once she’s finished herself off, she falls asleep quickly, leaving me with an erection that could cut glass.

I laid next to her with my eyes closed, my cock getting harder, until I heard a shuddering inhale of air and Lauren fell quiet and the bed stilled. I waited until I heard her long, slow exhale that signaled she was done.

Lauren isn’t embarrassed about masturbating. She knows I find it sexy. I know that it fulfills something she needs, whether it’s another orgasm or playing a fantasy in her thoughts. But I waited until her breathing returned to normal before I opened my eyes and turned to her.

I kept my gaze on her as I took her hand and brought it to my face and smelled her fingers. Her scent was pure sex.

“You are so bad,” Lauren said, her face flushed, her eyes bright with excitement.

“What were you thinking about when you were playing?” I asked.

“Different things,” she said.

My Lauren is a very sexy lady. She is multi-orgasmic, and sometimes she likes to get off just because it feels good to do so. But we had talked a lot about that night at the club, fantasized about what she would have done if the stranger had come home with us. And lately we’d been talking about Dillon a great deal, too. I had a feeling that in her fantasy, her finger was actually Dillon’s youthful cock. So I asked. 

“Were you thinking about Dillon while you were playing?” I asked. I wiggled my eyebrows playfully.

“It’s not polite to ask a woman who she was fantasizing about while she masturbated,” she said.

“I thought that was about asking a woman her age?” I said. “It’s not polite to ask a woman how old she is.”

She smiled. “Well, that too.”

“So it’s both. Age and fantasy?”

“Only while the woman masturbates,” Lauren joked.

“Okay, so now that you’re done I can ask.” Lauren frowned, but I smiled in triumph. “Were you thinking about Dillon while you were getting yourself off?” 

“I was thinking, my dear, about the night we went out and that guy was looking up my dress,” she said. “At least that’s what I started out thinking about.”

“But…?”

She lowered her gaze. “Well, when I heard Dillon’s truck put into the drive, heard his door open and close, I will admit I started thinking about him.” She smiled coyly. “It didn’t take long to come once I imagined him on top of me.”

“Talk like that is going to get you laid again.” 

“Then I better stop,” she said. “I’m just a little too spent right now.”

We got out of bed and showered together, taking turns washing each other’s back and letting our soapy hands wander between each other’s legs. When we went downstairs we noticed that Dillon’s pickup truck was gone.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Twelve-thirty,” Lauren answered. 

“Where has the day gone?” I asked.

“Time flies when you’re sleeping, doesn’t it?” she said.

Lauren got out of bed and made her way down to the kitchen.

Lauren was opening the refrigerator door when I joined her in the kitchen a few minutes later. She was wearing a thin, white, night gown that let the light pass through it, silhouetting her slender body. I felt my cock stir again.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Yes, famished,” I said as my eyes took in the curves of her body.

A few minutes later, as we stood at the counter together making sandwiches and sipping orange juice, I asked about Dillon.

“Is Dillon scheduled to work here tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yes. He’s supposed to,” Lauren replied. “He has one full day of work left before he’s finished.”

“Then we better not waste it,” I said. “Why don’t we go shopping?”

“Shopping?” Lauren knew I hated to shop. If I offered to go shopping with her, then she knew I had something special in mind. “What are we shopping for?” she asked. 

“I want to buy you a bathing suit,” I said, “a bikini actually.” I smiled wickedly at her. “I want to find the smallest, sexiest one in the store.”

Lauren stared out the window, her focus somewhere in the misty distance, I thought. Even if nothing happened between Lauren and Dillon, it would still be sexy to see my wife in a skimpy bikini parading her beautiful body in front of him.

“Maybe we should turn the heater up on the pool, make the water warmer,” she said. “I feel like I might want to take a swim tomorrow, maybe get a little sun.”

“I like the way you think,” I said. “Are you going for the no tan lines look?”

“Of course,” Lauren said with a smile. “I hate tan lines.”


Chapter Eight

Lauren

The grass sparkled with remnants of last night’s rain, as I peered through the kitchen window when I heard Dillon’s pickup truck drive onto the property. The truck blocked my view of him as he gathered his saw, but I watched him climb the ladder and quickly disappear into the tree’s foliage. A moment later his chain saw roared to life and buzzed the air.

Peter walked into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee.

“Is that Dillon’s saw I hear?”

“Yes,” I said without turning away from the window. “He’s already hard at work.”

“How many trees does he have left to do?”

“Three,” I replied, “counting the one he’s working on now.”

“That should keep him here all day, don’t you think?” Peter joined me at the window.

“Yes, I think so.”

“So that gives you lots of time to get his attention.”

I turned and opened my robe.

“You think this will accomplish that?”

Peter’s eyes bulged. He had helped me pick it out at the store, but this was the first time he saw me wearing it. 

“Whoa,” he said and gave me a low whistle. “There’s not much to it, is there?” 

My shimmering, lime green bikini left little to the imagination. The bottom was made of one small piece of material held together by strings tied at each side. The waist dipped so low the rise of my shaved mound was visible. The top covered only slightly more than my pink nipples, and the curve of my breasts swelled out the sides.

Peter stepped back and let his eyes move slowly over her body.

“Dillon is going to love that,” he said, his eyes bright with excitement.

“Ya think?” My lips stretched into a smile.

“Oh, I think, alright.” His eyes moved over my body again. “Damn, my love, you look good enough to eat.”

I smiled, and I hoped he was right.

I had combed out my blond hair and left it handing loosely down my back, and I had applied just enough pink lipstick to make my pouty lips glossy. I looked down at myself and marveled at the bikini’s ability to hold my tits in, but I hoped that at some point the bikini would fail and Dillon would get a good look at my firm breasts.

Peter’s gaze moved lower and he sucked in a breath when he saw the camel toe between my legs. I had stood in front of the mirror that morning, pulling and tugging at the bikini bottom until it looked just right. Peter had often told me that nothing catches a man’s attention more than a woman’s camel toe.


Chapter Nine

Peter

I sat on the edge of the bed in the master bedroom looking through the sliding glass doors. Lauren looked sexy as she sat in the only chair on the patio next to the pool. I had put the other chairs away so that only the padded chaise lounge was available. We left nothing to chance.

My cock stirred in my pants as I watched Lauren apply sunblock to her pale skin. I imagined it was Dillon’s hands moving over her chest, up her legs, slipping beneath her bikini bottom. I know, sunblock is not usually applied to skin that is covered by a bathing suit, but if you could see Lauren’s firm, runner’s legs, you’d know why I thought Dillon, or anyone for that matter, wouldn’t pass up a chance to at least try to get their hands in her pants. Even if it was just in my fantasy.

I heard Dillon’s chain saw buzzing in the distance. I couldn’t see him from where I sat, but I knew that if he looked in the direction of the house he’d easily see my wife sprawled on the lounge, her legs spread to allow her inner thighs to tan.

Not only is Lauren’s body hot, but she has a man’s attitude when it comes to sex. When we first got married, I had a difficult time convincing her that she was good in bed. I remember one short conversation we had that I thought finally got through to her.

“You could make a dead man’s cock hard,” I told her. She had smiled at the comment, but I saw a new confidence when we had sex after that.

I got up and walked into the kitchen and got a glass of water and brought it back to the bedroom. I picked imaginary lint from my pants, tugged at the hem of my socks, used my hand to wipe invisible dust from the top of the night stand.

I felt like a caged lion, I just couldn’t stand still.

Lauren looked at her cell, turned to me and smiled, than looked in the direction of where Dillon was trimming our trees.


Chapter Ten

Lauren

I sat on the edge of the pool with my legs dangling into the cool water. I could hear the deep whine of Dillon’s chain saw when he cut into a limb. 

I was lying on a chaise lounge, my skin glistening with a layer of sun screen and a sheen of sweat. I had been sunning myself for about an hour, as my mind whirled with thoughts of how to approach Dillon. Peter had told me that all I needed to do was stand in front of him in my tiny, hot bikini and Dillon would do the rest. But I wasn’t so sure.

Dillon is younger than me, and he’s good looking with a great body, so I’m sure he gets his share of the local girls. Why would he want someone more than ten or twelve years his senior, I wondered. But I had spent the morning watching him from my perch beside the pool, catching glimpses of him as he worked, his muscles glistening with sweat, his hair stuck to his forehead. I had to admit that it would be fun to take him to bed.

I picked up my phone and checked the time. I had planned on calling Dillon over when he broke for lunch. He usually sat under a tree while he ate, but I hoped my plan would change his normal lunch time ritual.

When Dillon’s saw fell silent, I turned, and even though I couldn’t see him, I smiled at Peter. Butterflies took flight in my stomach as I stood. I used my hand to shade my eyes as I watched Dillon climb down from the tree.

“Well, here goes nothing,” I mumbled.

I walked to the edge of the pool and dove in, hardly making a splash in the sparkling water. I swam across the pool and then returned to where I had started and got out. I stood on the pool deck and saw myself reflected in the floor to ceiling glass windows of the master bedroom. I knew that somewhere on the other side of the lightly-tinted glass, my husband was watching, and his cock was probably already hard.

It was time to put the plan into action.

Dillon was standing next to his pickup truck, his cell phone pressed to his ear. I called out to him, my hand high in the air, my breasts jiggling slightly under the thin material of my bikini as I bounced on my feet.

“Dillon…” I shouted. He didn’t hear me, so I shouted again, louder this time. “Dillon…”

Dillon turned and waved when he saw me. When I waved him over, he said something into his phone and then dropped it onto the front seat of his pickup. I was standing next to the pool, my wet skin glistening, as he walked toward me. The way he looked at me made me feel naked, but with my wet bikini stuck to my body, I was practically naked anyway.

His tight cutoff jeans were so short the white material of the pockets hung below the jagged hem. He wore boots with socks and a sweat-stained cap, nothing more. He was practically naked too. Seeing his bare, muscular chest glistening with the sweat of his morning’s labors made my pussy tingle. I wanted to reach out and glide my hands over his pecks, feel the bumps of his abs, reach into his shorts and… His voice brought my attention back to the present. 

“Hi, Mrs. Pierce,” he said. 

I watched as his eyes devoured me. When he looked up and saw that I had seen him, he smiled, revealing even white teeth.  

“Hi, Dillon.” I squinted in the bright sun. “I hope we’re not working you too hard.”

“No, I’m fine, ma’am.”

Ma’am! He just ma’amed me. My heart sank, taking all my plans with it. There was no way he was going to want to get involved with a woman he called ma’am.

“Ma’am?” I said. “Really, Dillon. How old do you think I am?”

Goosebumps rose on my flesh as his eyes brazenly moved over my body. His gaze starting at my eyes and not stopping until they reached the small triangle of lime green material just barely covering my sex. Standing there and feeling his gaze taking me in I expected to feel self-conscious, maybe even embarrassed. But what I felt was an arousal blooming hot in my belly. 

“Well,” he said with a smirk. “From looking around this place, you know, the big house, the pool, the nice cars,” he shrugged, “I’d say you were older, maybe late thirties, maybe even forty.” He turned his attention back to my body, now glistening with a sheen of sweat again. “But looking at that body, wow, that’s different.” He smiled. “Considering that body, I’d have to say you’re about mid-twenties. Max.”

Even though I was standing in the sun, I felt my skin get warmer. 

“Bless you, Dillon,” I said. Now it was my turn to ogle him.

The bulge in his shorts suggested something above average, but it was his muscular arms, his calloused hands, and the way he made me feel naked when he looked at me that made my insides quake. I imagined those powerful arms embracing me, my legs wrapped around those muscular thighs, and his full lips capturing my mouth in a passionate kiss. My clit swelled with the thought.

“So what can I do for you?” he asked.

I stared, the pause filled with possibilities. You could tear my bikini off and fuck me, that’s what you can do for me. Of course, I didn’t say that. Instead, I shook away the visions glowing in my thoughts.

“You’ve done so much for me already, Dillon.” I looked up at him from beneath my brow. I used my most innocent sounding voice when I spoke. “I want to do something for you.”

It was Dillon’s turn to stare into my eyes for a long beat before answering, and I couldn’t help wondering if there were sexy visuals running through his thoughts.

He smiled. “That sounds great.” His gaze moved to apex of my thighs. “What did you have in mind?”

I smiled seductively.

“Oh, well, I was wondering if you’d like to join me for lunch.” I smiled coyly. “I could give you something good, something sweet if you’d like. I have lots of things to offer.”  

He pointed in the general direction of his pickup truck and said, “I brought my lunch.”

Was he toying with me? Or maybe he just wasn’t interested. Or had I been too obvious? Some men preferred a less aggressive woman. 

I shrugged, but a thought occurred to me. “That’s fine,” I said. “Just bring your cooler over and we can have lunch together. But I’d really like to give you something, you know, to eat.” I paused, letting the double entendre sink in. “I don’t know, maybe a sandwich, or anything you like.”

“Are you sure it’s not too much trouble?”

“No trouble at all,” I said. “It’ll only take a minute. Grab a seat, I won’t be long.” I turned to leave but stopped and turned back to him. “It’s really hot, so if you want to take a dip in the pool, you can.”

“That sounds great,” he said, “but these shorts are dirty and I didn’t bring a bathing suit.”

I gave him a coy smile. “So? With all this property surrounding us and no neighbors, no one would see you if you just jumped in for a skinny dip.”

Dillon gazed at me for a long beat, his mouth partially open.

“What about your husband?” he said. “Won’t he mind me being out here with nothing on?”

“Peter?” I said. “No worries. My husband has an open mind. He wouldn’t even care if I joined you.” I thought for a short minute, then said, “In fact, I might just do that. If it won’t make you uncomfortable, that is.”

His smile crinkled the corners of his eyes. “It’s your place,” he said. His eyes roamed over my body again. “But to answer your question, no, hell no, it wouldn’t make me the least bit uncomfortable.”

“Good.” I took a long look at him. “Go ahead. I’ll only be a minute.”

I could feel his eyes on my ass, as I walked toward the house. “This is going to be easier than I thought,” I mumbled.


Chapter Eleven

Peter

I watched Dillon and my wife eye fuck each other as they stood at the edge of the pool talking.

Lauren’s bikini left little to the imagination as she turned and walked to the house, the firm globes of her ass flexing and relaxing with each step. It was hot watching Dillon’s gaze follow her, but it’s what happened after Lauren left him standing there alone that made me gasp.

Dillon turned and knelt down next to the pool and dragged his hand back and forth through the water for a moment. He stood and looked around as he walked back to the lounger. He took off one boot and sock and then the other. With his back toward me, he unbuckled his shorts and let them fall to his ankles. Dillon’s muscles weren’t confined to his legs and torso. I remembered what Lauren had told me so many times.

“Most men have flat asses,” she had said. “It’s so unattractive.”

Dillon’s ass was pure muscle, no sagging at all.  Definitely not flat. She had never mentioned it, but I had no doubt that my wife liked the shape of his ass.

Dillon didn’t seem to be the least bit self-conscious about being naked, as he walked back to the pool and dove in, splashing water over the decking. He wasn’t a good diver, but so what, he wasn’t here for the Olympic trials. 

Lauren poked her head into the bedroom and smiled.

“What do you think?” she said.

“About what?” I replied.

She sighed. “You know about what.” She came into the bedroom and stood next to me and looked through the tinted glass. “About Dillon. Do you still want me to try?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “But only if you want to.”

Before she could answer, Dillon reached the edge of the pool closest to us and used his arms to hoist himself up out of the water. I heard a little gasp escape from Lauren.

“Damn!” she said. “The boy is hung.”

My wife’s comment about another man’s cock took me by surprise. I agreed with her, Dillon was definitely hung, but hearing my loving wife say it out loud caught me off guard and brought out a feeling of jealousy I didn’t know I had.

“And what a nice ass,” she said as Dillon turned and dove back into the pool. I wondered if he had gotten out for the sole purpose of showing Lauren what he had to offer. As he took another lap across the pool, I was sure he had succeeded. 

“So, to answer your question,” Lauren said, her gaze following Dillon as he swam, “yes, I want to.”

I couldn’t hide my grin, but my stomach continued to churn with anxiety.

“Well then,” I said, “you should probably go out and see if he wants to.”

The way he had looked at my wife when she had walked to the house left me with little doubt about what he would want.

Lauren must have been thinking the same thing, because she gave me a coy smile, kissed my cheek, and left the bedroom with an exaggerated wiggle of her ass.

Dillon was on his third leisurely lap when Lauren returned to the lounge and with a tray containing sandwiches, four beers, and a bag of chips. She put the tray on a small side table next to the chaise lounge, turned, and watched Dillon making his way toward her. He took the last ten feet underwater, pushing his long hair back off his face when he emerged at the edge of the pool.

Lauren yelped playfully and took a step back when Dillon splashed her with water. She shook her finger at him, but I could tell she was just having fun.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and watched my wife parade around in front of Dillon. My jealousy surprised me, and my anxiety continued to knot my stomach, but damn, I told myself, this is going to be sexy. I stood, and my cock tented my shorts, as I walked from one end of the room to the other, stopping only long enough to look out onto the patio so see what was happening.


Chapter Twelve

Lauren

I stood at the edge of the pool watching Dillon swim, his wet, glistening shoulder muscles flexing as he moved through the water. Nice, I thought, very nice.  

“Eating in the pool is not allowed,” I said when he reached the edge where I stood. He looked up and I could tell his eyes were locked between my legs. I knew it had to be a nice view, so I let him look for a few long beat before I turned and walked back to the lounge and sat down.

Dillon put his hands flat on the edge of the pool and lifted himself up out of the water.

Jesus! I thought when I saw him stand. I couldn’t take my eyes off his big cock, and the same thing kept repeating through my thoughts. Is that for me? Is that for me? I certainly hoped it was.  

Dillon seemed at ease even though he was naked. But why not, he had nothing to be embarrassed about. Nothing at all.

“Damn,” I mumbled, my eyes still locked on the thickest cock I’d ever seen. “And it’s not even hard yet.” It hung from a patch of dark, closely-trimmed pubic hair.

“What was that?” he said as he walked toward me.

His voice started me. When I looked up, he was smiling at me. He had caught me looking, but I really didn’t care anymore.

I reluctantly tossed a clean white towel to him, and lowered my voice.

“I said, it’s time for lunch.” Seeing his cock and thinking about eating lunch seemed to be a fitting thought. That cock would be more than just a snack. 

Dillon wrapped the towel around his waist and walked to where I was seated on the low chaise lounge. Standing in front of me like that, the bulge in the towel was on the same level as my eyes. I wondered what he would do if I reached out and pulled the towel aside and took his cock in my mouth. But he turned away before the thought could turn into action. 

He picked up a beer from the table next to me put the bottle to his lips. As he drank, he tipped his head back, making the outline of his cock under the towel stand out even more. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it. I could just reach out and touch it.  

I wondered if he was doing this on purpose. But then I realized that yes, of course, he knew exactly what he was doing. I liked that he was trying to seduce me, and that he didn’t look at this as a sure thing. Even though I was. Having to chase me will only make him more determined to catch me, I told myself. 

The naughtiness of being out here, nearly naked, with a man who was not only naked but also hung, made my pussy lips swell. I was so consumed by these thoughts that his voice startled me. 

“It’s beautiful out here,” Dillon said as he looked around. “Peaceful, serene, really nice.”

“Really private, too,” I said. I put on my sunglasses and looked up at him. “Why don’t you sit down, enjoy your lunch.”

Dillon looked around and asked, “Is there another chair somewhere?”

I patted the chaise next to me. “No, but you can sit here,” I said. “I don’t bite.”

Dillon smiled at me and shrugged. “You can bite if you want.”

He sat down next to me, and even though he had just gotten out of the pool I could feel the heat emanating off his body. It felt good, masculine.

We had finished two beers each by the time we finished lunch. I stood and looked down at Dillon.

“I’ll go get a couple more beers,” I said.

“I don’t know,” he said and shaded his eyes as he looked up at me. “I need to have a clear head when I use that saw. It can be very dangerous.”

“So I’ve heard,” I said. 

He stared at me for a beat before he said, “Yeah, a lot of things can be dangerous.”

I looked at him for a beat, my mind swirling with thoughts. How aggressive should I be? Peter had once said that a lot of men didn’t like aggressive women. But I put myself in Dillon’s place. What if he was reading me incorrectly? He worked for Peter, my husband, and we paid him well. Was Dillon willing to jeopardize that? Dillon was interested in me, that was easy to see, but he had no way of knowing what to expect.

No, I knew that if anything was going to happen between us, it would be up to me to get it started. The problem is, I told myself, that I don’t have any experience with this sort of thing.

I took a deep breath and put my foot on the edge of the lounger next to his thigh. His gaze moved up my leg, stopping where my pussy lips swelled against the thin material of my bikini bottom. But he just stared, nothing more. Not yet, anyway. But standing there like that, his eyes on me, made me feel desirable, sexy—wicked. And I liked the feeling.

“So what do you think?” I asked.

He just looked at me, his eyes narrowed with confusion. “What do you mean?” he asked.

“About taking the afternoon off?” I said. “It’s too damn hot to work anyway, and besides, I could use some company.”

“Where’s your husband?” He looked around. “What would he say if he came home and saw us out here skinny dipping?”

“Skinny dipping?” I looked down at myself, and said, “I’m wearing a bathing suit.”

He gave me a skeptical look.

“Yeah, kind of,” he said. “But I’m not.”

“Yes,” I said enthusiastically, “I noticed.” My gaze moved along his broad shoulders and then lowered to his flat, solid-looking abs. “I definitely noticed.”

“But your husband would be upset to see us out here, wouldn’t he?” 

“Honestly?” I asked. He nodded. I bit my lower lip knowing this would make or break the deal. “In all honesty he would probably ask if he could watch.” 

“Would he?”

“Yes, he would,” I said. “Does that bother you?”

He stared at me for a beat, then said, “No, not at all.” The bulge in the towel rose as he leaned back on his forearms, a confident look on his face. “I’m pretty open minded.”

Is he getting hard? I forced herself to look away from his cock. 

“So you’d be okay with that?” I asked.

“Sure, if you are.” He smiled at me. “I mean, why not. I’ve done it before. You know, been with a woman while her husband watched us. I know some guys are into that. It’s probably sexy for them to watch their wife having a good time. As far as I’m concerned, I think it shows how much a man loves his wife. If he’s willing to let her test her own limits, explore her sexuality, than he must really care about her.”

I stared at him, surprised at his explanation. Most guys would probably say something more crass, like, as long as I get to fuck you, or something like that. But Dillon’s mature response impressed me. And it turned me on more than a little. I mean, think about it. A big, strapping young guy like Dillon, bulging muscles, youthful good looks, but with a mature, masculine, attitude. Now that could be fun.  

“Well, then,” I said. “I’m glad you feel that way.”

“I thought you would be,” Dillon said. “Dressed like you are, or nearly dressed, anyway, I wondered if something more than lunch was happening.”

I watched a change come over him. His blue eyes darkened as if a shadow had passed over him, and his facial expression became more serious. Even the way he spoke changed, his attitude taking on a more determined tone, his gaze more searching. He jutted his chin, portraying a confident, challenging attitude, as if saying, I can give, but I can also take.

It was a transformation I liked. I felt my stomach quiver.

“So, have you figured it out yet?” I asked. He tilted his head and narrowed his eyes. “Whether something more than lunch is happening?”

He didn’t say a word, as his hand moved over the smooth skin on my calf, slowly moving it higher. I closed my eyes and moaned softly as his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin on the back of my knee. I opened my eyes and looked down and saw him smile, his eyes roaming over my body. I liked that he hadn’t waited for an invitation, that he considered me so accessible that he could just touch me without asking my permission, or Peter’s. I thought it showed a confidence that made him look more mature, more confident. 

“I think you’re beautiful, Lauren,” he said softly. His fingertips slid over the soft skin on the back of my thigh. “And your skin is so soft.” 

“Thank you,” I said.

I was glad he used my first name. It would be a little too weird for me if he called me Mrs. Pierce while we fucked. But I wanted to have a little fun.

“What happened to Mrs. Pierce?” I asked.

He continued to stroke my leg, his fingertips fluttering over my soft skin. With his gaze locked on mine, he slipped two fingers beneath the small swatch of cloth covering my wet pussy.

“Mrs. Pierce would never have allowed me to do this,” he said.

“Mmm,” I moaned. “She wouldn’t?” 

“No, definitely not,” he said. He slipped a finger between my lips and spread my juices along my slit. “And Mrs. Pierce wouldn’t let me do this, either,” he said.

I closed my eyes as a shiver went through my body.

“No,” I cooed. “She probably wouldn’t.”

“And she definitely wouldn’t have let me do this,” he said.

I gasped as he slipped a finger into me.

“Oh, God,” I said softly. “You’re right. But Mrs. Pierce doesn’t know what she’s missing out on.” I threw my head back as he inserted another finger into my pussy. 

“You’re very warm,” he said. “And very wet.”

I moaned, the only answer I was capable of at the moment.

His shoulder muscle felt warm and hard against my hand when I grasped it to steady myself when my knee went weak. It was exciting to have someone other than my husband touching me, making me wet.

He worked his fingers in and out of me slowly as he pressed his thumb against my clit.

Feeling the strength of his muscle reminded me of that it would be easy for him to overpower me. He could use his strength to make me submit to whatever he wanted to do to me. It felt sexy, exciting, dangerous, to think about that as he fingered me.

Heat bloomed deep in my belly when I wondered if one day I’d find out just how dangerous he could be.  

I felt light headed. That this attractive young man found me so desirable worked to increase the heat in my pussy. I felt my bikini bottom sticking to my damp lips. I could jump his bones right here, right now, I told myself. But that’s not what Peter and I had agreed on. I repeated to myself, I’m doing this for Peter. I’m doing this for Peter. And I was. But I was also doing it because at this point, I couldn’t imagine not letting Dillon fuck me.

I sighed deeply as I gazed at the bulge under the towel, knowing what awaited me.  

I want to fuck him so badly. 

Dillon followed my gaze and smiled. 

“Do you like what you see?”

“Yes, I do,” I replied. 

He slowly spread his legs until the ends of the towel separated and his thick cock came into view. “Still?” he said softly. “You still like what you see?”

My heart beat so loudly I was sure he could hear it. I slid my tongue over my lips, moistening them as I stared at his cock. My blood pulsed as it rushed through my body, and it felt like a thousand bees were stinging my skin.

I looked up and saw Peter on the other side of the glass door that lead into the bedroom. 

“My husband is watching us,” I said. “Would you mind if he came out and joined us?”

I don’t know why I was asking his permission. This is our house, Peter is my husband, and I’m his wife. I didn’t belong to Dillon, not yet. But I liked that I felt like I needed Dillon’s permission. He seemed to have taken charge without saying or doing anything to make it happen. This is going to be hot, I told herself.

“I think it would be better if you went in and told your husband what we talked about.” He turned and waved to Peter. Peter waved back, a puzzled expression on his face. “If he’s okay with it, let me know and I’ll come in. I want to give the two of you time alone to talk. To make sure this is what you both want.”

I hadn’t expected him to be so mature about the situation, hadn’t expected him to be considerate and understand that there was another person who was part of this. He wasn’t making it up, he had done this before and he was making us as comfortable as possible. I was impressed with his patience and understanding.

My pussy clenched as I stared at the big cock that could soon be mine to play with. He was semi-hard, and the thick foreskin covered about half of the head. It looked like his cock was wearing a turtleneck sweater. I tried to imagine what it would feel like inside me, but I knew I would have to experience it before I could even guess at what it would do to me.

“If we don’t stop,” I moaned, “I will…” My breath caught.

His fingers increased the pressure on my clit, and the heat of my orgasm spread deep in my belly. Standing in front of this beautiful young man, my body on display and his to explore, filled me with lust. I arched my back, jutting my pussy harder against his stroking fingers. I held my breath and gave in to my orgasm.

I bit my lower lip, hoping to keep from shouting, as my body shuddered and my orgasm washed through me. My clit throbbed and goosebumps rose on my skin as my juices spilled out of me and ran down my thighs.

Dillon slowed his movements, releasing my clit from the pressure that had brought me so much pleasure. As my breathing slowed, he took his fingers from under my bikini and stared up at me.

“You, Lauren,” he said, a hint of awe in his words, “are so fucking hot!”

I took a shuddering breath.   

“I better go see what Peter says about this,” I said breathlessly.

“Yes,” Dillon said. “Make sure it’s what he wants.” 

Without taking my eyes from his prick, I said, “I know what I want.”

I walked toward the house on unsteady legs. “But I’ll talk to Peter to make sure it’s what he wants,” I called over her shoulder.

“Damn, what a fucking body,” I heard him say just before I stepped into the house.


Chapter Thirteen

Peter

Is he fingering my wife’s pussy?

I watched Dillon’s hand move up between my wife’s legs. The sight of Lauren’s head thrown back in ecstasy, another man’s hand moving between her legs turned my cock to steel.

I wanted to take it out, just to relieve the pressure, but I knew if I so much as touched it I would explode all over the carpet. No, I wanted Lauren to have my first load, I wanted her to see just how hot it made me to watch her fuck another guy. I stood and took a few steps toward the window just as Dillon’s hand fell away from Lauren’s pussy. They said a few words and Lauren walked away.

I watched Dillon’s eyes follow my wife’s firm little ass as she walked to the house. When she stepped inside, Dillon laid back on the chaise lounge.

“Jesus, Lauren.” I looked through the window and then back to her. “Did he just get you off?”

“Oh, yes,” she said.

My stomach clenched. Jesus! This was going to happen, Dillon was going to fuck my wife, and I was going to watch as he did.

“So he’s okay with this?” I asked, already knowing the answer. If he wasn’t, Lauren would not have let him touch her like that.

“Yes, he is.” She smiled wickedly. “And as if that’s not enough, he’s done this before, with another couple, and he’s fine with you watching.”

Lauren’s face was flushed, her eyes bright with excitement, and her nipples strained against the thin material of her bikini top.

“Not only that.” She embraced me. “He considers it proof of a man’s love for his wife if he lets her have sex with another man.” She thought for a second, then said, “’Explore her sexuality,’ is the way he put it.”

“He’s right,” I said. “I do love you.”

But what made me feel comfortable is that I knew many men would think I was weird, or sick, or maybe I felt inadequate in bed and so I’d let another man satisfy my wife. None of that was true in my case, but knowing that Dillon accepted this for what it was, just another aspect of my and Lauren’s sex life, made me realize we had picked the right guy. The thought settled my stomach somewhat.

“Okay,” I said. “But what about you? What do you want?”

The answer to that question was written in the heat of her eyes, the way she bit her lower lip, and the way her pussy was swelling against the thin material of her bikini. But still, I wanted to hear if from her. I had to know she was doing this willingly.

“Do you want my official, I’m your wife answer,” she asked teasingly, “or do you want the truth?”

I had to force a smile, because anxiety knotted in my stomach. This was the place where the decision would be made. If Lauren wanted to go ahead, then it would happen, and it would happen right now, and right here in our bed. 

“I want your honest answer,” I said. “But the truth, please. This is too important a decision to be less than honest.”

Lauren stared at me for a long beat before answering. But then she smiled.

“My honest answer is that I’d like Dillon to fuck my brains out. I’d like to suck his big cock and let him do whatever he wants to do to me.” She leaned in and kissed me, then looked deep into my eyes. “And I want you to watch it all as it happens.” 

My eyes burned, something I experienced only when I was under a lot of pressure.

“Okay,” I said, my stomach doing flip flops, “and what’s your official wife answer?”

Lauren smiled coyly and lowered her gaze for a beat before she looked up at me from under her brow.

“The same,” she said. “I’d still want him to fuck me silly.”

I smiled, but my apprehension built. Lauren was really going to do this—wanted to do it. After all the talking, all the explaining, it was really going to happen. I’m sure her decision had something to do with who would be fucking her, and that thought made my cock throb, but it always worked to increase my anxiety. I mean, this was no longer something we were talking about in the abstract. No, there was now a face, a body, and a large prick to go along with the fantasy.

I think right now, looking at my wife, her skin so heated with excitement that I could feel it from where I stood, I felt sure she would have been disappointed if I told her I had changed my mind.

She looked at me with her pouty lips, her expression was like a teenage daughter asking her father for something she really wanted but wasn’t sure he would let her have. Well, I saw no reason to deny her anything. Especially since I would be getting something out of this, too.

“Okay then, my love,” I said. “Let’s call him in.”

Lauren opened the sliding door and we both looked out and saw Dillon swimming across the pool toward us. His glistening muscles flexed as he pulled himself through the cool water. When he reached the edge on our side, he looked up and saw us.

Lauren waved him over. Dillon pulled himself out of the water slowly. We watched his chest rise up, his pecks flexed, streams of water cascading down his chest and over his well-defined abs. He rose higher and put his knee on the deck and his thigh blocked our view of his cock. But when he stood up I heard a soft, breathy gasp escape from my wife. Dillon was hard, his cock standing out big and proud. He picked up a towel and considered it for a beat, then he tossed it aside.

His cock seemed to be leading the way as he walked to the house, and all I could think about was that he was going to fuck my wife with that thing. Jealousy roared through me as I watched Lauren’s eyes follow his prick as it came closer. She turned to me, her eyes wet with lust, her face flushed. She raised an eyebrow as if to ask if I was sure I wanted this.   

She put her palm gently against my cheek. “You’re sure? I mean, really sure?” 

“More than ever,” I said.

Her skin was on fire when she embraced me. “I love you,” she said. She turned and looked through the glass as Dillon drew closer, then she turned back to me. “Please know that I love you,” she said, “no matter what happens.”

Lauren’s eyes were filled with lust, desire heated he skin. Hell, we both knew what was about to happen. I knew if I put my hand in her bathing suit she’d be soaked.

We were about to cross that line that can’t be uncrossed, we were going to ring the bell that can’t be unrung. And it would happen very soon. The realization hit me like a ton of bricks.

Had I given this enough thought? Had we discussed this thoroughly? What would our relationship be like afterward? An odd feeling came over me, something I never considered when I pictured this happening. I wanted to stop this, I wanted to tell Lauren that it had all been a mistake. My stomach bubbled with jealousy and anxiety. Was I really ready to watch another man fuck my wife? All I had to do to stop this was to say one simple word—no. But I didn’t, because for all my second thoughts, for all my squeamishness, my cock was as hard as iron. I wanted this to happen. 

Crazy right? Just as crazy was what we were about to do. My cock was so hard it ached, my balls tightened and tingled. I watched Dillon approach, I saw the desire in my wife’s eyes, and then my little head took over. Yes, this was going to happen, I wanted it to happen. 

My thoughts fell away as Dillon ducked his head into the bedroom

“All right to come in?” he said, his smile suggesting he already knew the answer.

“Yes,” Lauren said, “come on in.”

Dillon walked into the bedroom. “I’m glad you approve, Mr. Pierce,” Dillon said and held out his hand.

“Peter,” I said as we shook hands. “Call me Peter. We can be informal, I mean, you’re going to fuck my wife, so why stand on formality?”


Chapter Fourteen

Lauren

I stood motionless, my ears buzzing, as Peter’s words made my nerves tingle.

“You’re going to fuck my wife…” he had said. This was real, and it was really happening.

Being given to a man by another man made me feel like a whore. It was only for sex, and only for now, but it made my clit tingle. The thought aroused me more than I ever would have thought possible.

I stared at Dillon as my mind filled with the idea that this beautiful, young man would soon have me, and I would have him. My pussy was on fire, soaked with my juices. It would only take a light touch for me to come.

“My wife tells me you’ve done this before,” Peter said.

“Yes, I was explaining to Lauren,” he looked at me and smiled, “that I know there are a lot of men who get off on this. I’m okay with that. I mean, who wouldn’t want to fuck a woman as beautiful as your wife?”

I liked the familiarity Dillon exhibited. I know it turned Peter on to know that I was about to finally fulfill his fantasy, but it was sexy to listen to them talk about me sexually. This was going to be very hot.

I didn’t want to waste time. We were all standing there, nervous, waiting for someone to do something. I know that action is a great way to alleviate stress, so I took it upon myself to move things along. I looked at Dillon and smiled.

“Since you’re the experienced one here,” I said, “how do we start?”

He turned to Peter. “What do you have in mind?” Peter looked at him, a puzzled look on his face. Dillon continued.” I mean, do you want to leave me alone with your wife,” he smiled at me. “Or do you just want to watch, or do you want to be involved?” 

Peter’s gaze moved from me to Dillon, then back to me. When we talked about this in the past, Peter always said he wanted to watch another man fuck me. But if he wanted to leave me alone with Dillon, or participate in some way I would be okay with that. As much as I wanted to feel Dillon’s big cock in me, this was also about Peter. I could see my husband’s hands shaking. He looked at me.

“What would be most comfortable for you?” he asked.

“Well, you’ve always said you wanted to watch,” I said. “But I’m fine with whatever you do.”

Dillon spoke up, helping with the decision.

“It won’t bother me if you want to just sit this one out.”

“I think you’re right,” Peter said.

There was a large, padded armchair against the wall at the foot of the bed. Peter sat down in it.

“I’m fine here,” he said. “You two have fun.” He cleared his throat. “Just ignore me.”

I could see the outline of Peter’s cock through his shorts. Peter might have been nervous, but he was also aroused. He gave me an almost imperceptible nod as if to say, okay, go ahead. I nodded back.

I smiled nervously at Dillon and said, “Okay, then, it’s up to you now.”

Dillon’s cock was semi-hard, the glans completely hidden beneath his foreskin, his balls hanging loosely between his legs. I thought my heart would jump out of my chest, as he took a step toward me.

Wow, I thought, this is really happening.


Chapter Fifteen

Peter

Lauren stared at Dillon’s cock as she took his hand and led him to the bed. Facing each other, Lauren slid her hands over his chest, down his muscular arms, and back over his shoulders. My body was shaky, and my stomach did flip flops, when the reality of what was happening crystalized in my mind.

I was going to watch another man fuck my wife.

Lauren put her arms over his shoulders as Dillon pulled her into a kiss. How strange, I thought, as a pang of jealousy rippled through me. I hadn’t considered kissing. I know that’s crazy. I was willing to let her suck another man’s cock, willing to let them fuck. But kissing? It seemed too intimate to me, but at the same time it turned me on. Every time my jealousy heightened, it seemed, so did my arousal.

The thought disappeared when Lauren moaned softly and curved her body against his, pushing their hips tight to each other as they kissed. My cock pulsed when I saw Lauren comb her fingers through Dillon’s long, black hair as he reached around and cupped her firm ass.

But my nerves vibrated like a tuning fork when I saw Dillon’s dick peeking out from between them and realized that his cock, now hard, was pressed against her warm, naked, flesh. 

Was this what I really wanted, I asked myself. This was going to happen unless I stopped it, and part of me wanted to do just that. But the sight of my wife in the arms of another man, his cock hard against her bare skin, was hot, very hot. It was sexy. And it was making my drip with precum. 

Their kiss broke. Lauren took a step back and smiled as she took his hard cock in her hand. I felt like an electric current went through me when I heard my wife’s voice. It was only one word, but that one word signaled that it had begun.  

“Nice,” she said, as she gently stroked his shaft, pulling the foreskin back and forth over his head.

“I’m glad you like it,” he said.

“Sit down, and I’ll show you just how much I like it.”

My whole body shook as I watched Dillon sit on the edge of the bed, his legs slightly parted. Lauren got on her knees between his legs and pushed them apart. My stomach bubbled with apprehension as I saw my wife reach out and run her fingers through the dark pubic hair circling Dillon’s thick cock.

My chair was facing the foot of the bed, so I had a good view of my wife’s face as she knelt before this unfamiliar cock. She gently lifted it with both hands and stared at it for a moment. She turned to me and, biting her lower lip, she raised an eyebrow as if to ask for my permission, to see if everything was okay. I nodded, letting her know I was fine, that I was okay. She smiled.

Lauren tucked a wing of long blond hair behind her ear, giving me a clear view as she licked her lips. My stomach clutched, and I swear I felt the room tilt, as my wife, her gaze locked on me, took his meaty head into her mouth. Dillon moaned as her tongue swirled around the rim of his head. But my breath caught in my throat as I watched her lower her mouth over him, sinking down on his shaft until almost half of his hard cock had disappeared in her warm mouth.  

I thought my head would explode.


Chapter Sixteen

Lauren

Dillon’s cock is beautiful—thick, hard, and powerful—and it filled my mouth.

It hovered slightly above his stomach as I got on my knees between his thighs. I put my hands around his shaft and gently lifted it, surprised by its weight. I detected a faint smell of chlorine from his recent swim in our pool as I stared at the shape of it, the way it thickened in the middle, the width of the base and the way his foreskin rippled around a hidden knot that felt big and bony. My gaze followed the blue veins crisscrossing just beneath the velvety smooth skin.

I stroked it slowly, pulling the foreskin down and revealing a pearl of precum glistening at the tip. I looked over at Peter and raised an eyebrow, my way of asking if he was alright with what was happening. He nodded, giving me permission to move ahead.

I wanted to make sure Peter saw everything I was doing, so I tucked my hair behind my ear and then looked at him while I pumped Dillon’s cock slowly. Peter sat in the chair staring at me, his eyes wide, his face pinched in concentration. I raised an eyebrow, wordlessly asking for permission, hoping he would give it. Peter smiled and nodded back, letting me know that he was good, so far anyway.

I turned back to the cock rising from my loose fist. I licked my lips to moisten them, then while holding my husband in my hungry gaze I ran the tip of my tongue around the rubbery head. Dillon’s cock pulsed when I slid the flat of my tongue over the tip and licked his precum away.  

I turned back to Peter, and judging by the size of the bulge in his pants, I could tell he was enjoying the show I was giving him. I felt sexy knowing I was able to excite two men at the same time. I kept my gaze on my husband as I parted my lips and sucked Dillon’s meaty head into my mouth. Dillon moaned softly as I took a quick breath around his thick shaft and then slid my mouth down his cock until I had as much of him as I could.

His cock tasted good—warm and masculine.  

I continued stroking him, using my hand to spread my saliva over his shaft. I felt it throb and the sweet-spicy taste of his precum filled my mouth again. 

I took his cock out of my mouth and stared at it as I stroked him. I had never seen an uncircumcised cock before and I liked watching the foreskin slide down to reveal the purple head underneath it, and then roll up and over the head again.

I wrapped my hand around it, but it was so thick my fingertips barely met. Jesus, I thought, this is going to feel so good. But I knew it would take some doing before I got used to it.

I could feel the blood rushing through my body, heating my skin and making my pussy tingle. But I couldn’t stop looking at this beautiful new cock. Dillon’s abdominal muscles tightened as he rose up onto his elbows.

“What do you think?” He smiled down at me. “Enough for you?”

I kept my eyes on his prick and gave it a gentle squeeze. “It might be too much.” I looked up at him. “I’ll need time to get used to it.”

“Take as much time as you need,” he said. When he nodded toward his cock, I knew what he wanted. I gladly obliged.

I tightened my fist around Dillon’s cock and stroked it. His cock was about eight inches long, about the same length as my husband’s, but it was thick, very thick, and all I could think about was seeing if I could make it bigger and harder. I had never had a cock this big and it would be a challenge to take it all into me, but I would. I wanted to experience it in all its glory.

Maybe I am just a slut at heart.

I used my thumb and forefinger to spread the hole at the tip of his cock and licked the precum oozing out of the deep groove.

“Mmm,” I moaned around the head, “you taste good.” Excitement washed over my trembling body when Dillon’s cock shuddered against my hand.

“Damn.” He sucked in a noisy inhale. “You’re very good at this.”

“Mmm,” I moaned around his shaft, the universal language of pleasure. His cock gave a slight shiver. Yes, he understood the language of sex.     

It felt good in my mouth, and he shuddered when I swirled my tongue under the flare of his glans. His chest heaved with each intake of air, as I moved my mouth slowly up and down on him, taking more and more of him into my mouth each time I did. As I took him deeper I felt his bulbous head at the back of my mouth. I took another breath around his shaft and lowered my head until I felt it open my throat and slide in. I gagged as my throat muscles instinctively flexed and pushed his cock out, causing my eyes to water.

I held his glistening shaft, and as soon as I caught my breath I took him into my mouth again, sinking down, spreading my saliva to lubricate it as I stroked him. 

“Take your time, Lauren,” Dillon said softly.

I looked up at him, and smiled. “Do you think Mrs. Pierce would do this for you?”

Dillon shook his head. “I doubt it,” he said, “but don’t let that stop you.”

“Not a chance,” I said and closed my lips tightly around his shaft.

I cupped his balls with one hand, as I ran my tongue up one side of his shaft, stopped to suck his meaty head into my mouth for a moment, then ran my tongue down the other side. He moaned when I licked his balls, and when I sucked one meaty orb into my mouth he spread his legs further. I took that as a sign that he liked what I was doing, so I continued to bathe his balls with my warm tongue. 

I stroked him as I licked and sucked his balls, making the sack slick with my saliva, and then I ran my tongue slowly up his shaft until I reached the head. I sucked him deep into my mouth, and taking a breath around his shaft, I forced his head into my throat again. With his head lodged tightly in my throat, I made swallowing motions and tightened my hand around his balls.

Dillon’s hips rose up as he tried to push more of his cock into my mouth, but I put my hands on his thighs to hold him back. I had all of him I could handle.

“Wow, that feels so good,” he said, as his hips pressed against my palms. “I have never felt anything like that before.”

I didn’t doubt that for a minute. Dillon’s cock was almost too big for me to get his head down into my throat. 

I began sucking his cock again, stroking him as I moved my mouth up and down his velvety shaft. Saliva coated my chin and dripped onto my chest. I lost track of everything as I worked his cock, sucking his head out from beneath the foreskin, then rolling the skin back up to cover it. As I did, I wondered if an uncircumcised cock would feel different in my pussy.

With all the teasing and playing we’d done recently, it didn’t take long before I felt Dillon’s balls tighten and his cock began to swell.

I didn’t know if he would get it up again if he came, but I wasn’t willing to take the chance. I wanted to feel his fat cock inside me. I took him out of my mouth.

“I can’t wait any longer,” I said as I stood.


Chapter Seventeen

Peter

Lauren stood and pushed Dillon back onto the bed and turned to me. I knew what was coming. A shudder went through me, as Lauren untied the strings holding her bikini bottom together, which I caught on the tips of my fingers when she tossed it to me.

Lauren’s desire was obvious. From the damp bikini bottom I held to my nose as I sniffed her arousal, to her flushed ski, to her eyes filled with passion and want, I understood the gravity of what we were about to do. 

But denying her what she wanted would be denying me what I wanted.

My wife was naked, and she was standing in front of another man. And she was waiting for my approval.

We had arrived at the place where a decision had to be made. Was this what we really wanted? I could see what Lauren wanted. But, did I want this? A simple nod from me and there would be no turning back. We now stood at the precipice of our relationship—on the line was our relationship, our love for each other, our combined future.

Holding all of that together was the proverbial bell that, once rung, could not be unrung.

Lauren held me in her hot gaze.  

“Do you want me to fuck Dillon?” she asked, her voice deep and sultry.

“Yes, I do,” I said, my gaze moving from my wife to the big quivering cock that awaited her, then back to her. “What about do you want?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I very much want to fuck Dillon.”

Jesus! How could I possibly say no?

I nodded and watched a smile stretch her lips.

“Are you sure?” she said. 

“Yes, I’m sure if you are.” My heart raced, my cock oozed precum, at the same time, my stomach clenched.

“I love you,” my wife said.

Dillon was laying on the bed, his hard cock standing straight up stiff and ready, his eyes taking in my wife’s beautiful body.

“I love you,” I said.

Lauren smiled and then mouthed the words, thank you. 

Dillon began to get up, but Lauren put her hand on his chest, stopping him. Has she changed her mind, I wondered.

A shudder went through me when Lauren got on the bed and straddled Dillon. She looked back over her shoulder at me and held me in her gaze. Her eyes blazed, and I could see her body trembling as she rose up over him and grasped his cock.

I thought I’d come unglued as I watched my wife guide Dillon’s cock to her glistening opening and lower herself onto it. It was amazing to see Lauren’s pussy accept his bulbous head as it disappeared between her pink lips. She settled down onto him, taking in almost half of his cock. She gasped and rose slightly, revealing Dillon’s glistening shaft.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Or heard.

“Wet enough for you?” Lauren asked as she took shallow dips over his cock.

“Oh, yes,” Dillon said, his voice strained. “And warm too.” 

She continued taking shallow dips on his cock, spreading her juices, lubricating him in preparation of taking more each time she lowered herself onto his thick cock. Dillon put his hands on her hips and gently pushed her down onto him as his hips rose each time she lowered herself down. Lauren’s cunt is so warm when she’s wet, and she was very wet right now. I couldn’t blame him for wanting to plunge all of his cock into her.

But Lauren kept her slow, shallow pace, getting accustomed to his size before taking more of him in. She went lower and lower until only the thick base, the knot, remained outside of her. She rose up and stopped, her pussy gripping only his fat head, and then with one steady push she lowered herself down until all of his cock disappeared inside of her.

The sight took my breath away.

“Oh, God,” Lauren gasped, her voice smoky. “You are fucking huge!” she said.

Dillon grasped Lauren’s hips tightly, his fingers pressed deeply into her flesh. But he said nothing, as Lauren began a slow rise, allowing me to see more and more of his glistening shaft. 

Lauren kept her pace slow, rising up until only his meaty head was lodged in her cunt. She took a few shallow dips before lowering herself down his shaft, taking the thick, hard muscle to the hilt.  

The head of my cock was shiny with my precum, and my balls tingled, as Lauren rose up, trapping Dillon’s thick head between her glistening lips. She looked back over her shoulder at me as she took shallow dips on his dick. Her eyes blazed with heat, as she lowered herself all the way down on him, her gaze locked on mine the whole time.

My body trembled, my ears buzzed. I had hoped for this for so long, and now my beautiful wife was making sure I was a part of it even though I wasn’t on the bed with her.

Taking in the sexy sight unfolding just a few feet away was going to make me come. I had to stop. Would I lose my enthusiasm, would my excitement dissipate if I came? I held my cock, but stopped stroking, as I sat back in the chair and watched my wife taking all of this young man’s cock inside of her. 

I never loved her more.

Lauren leaned her body over Dillon and began moving her hips up and down his shaft, increasing the pace for a moment, then slowing as if she was savoring each inch of his formidable cock. Dillon held her hips and pushed up to meet her every thrust. I could hear my wife’s breathing quicken and grow louder each time she took him in. 

Lauren’s pace quickened again, and now I knew what she wanted. Her inner lips hugged his glistening shaft like a sleeve as she rose over him, before her folds slid back inside her as she sank down on him.

I could tell by the sound of her raspy breathing that Lauren was close.

Dillon bent his knees slightly and pushed his heels into the mattress for purchase, as he gripped her ass, kneading it, spreading it to give me a clear view of his big, glistening cock sliding in and out of her. Even from my seat I could see how hard he was.

A moment later when Lauren rose up until she had only the head inside her pussy, Dillon tightened his grip on her ass and held her there, stopping her from sinking down again. Holding my wife above him, he began thrusting his cock up into her pussy. I watched her opening spread around his dick as he pushed in, massaging her pussy, stroking her clit.

Lauren’s body shuddered and a loud, raspy inhale escaped her as I watched her orgasmic juices flow down Dillon’s cock, coating his balls and spreading onto his thighs. Dillon kept at her, using shallow thrusts to milk out every drop of her juice. It was an incredible sight to see him getting her off, making sure she was completely spent before pushing all of his prick deep into her again.

Dillon fucked her slowly for a moment and then patted her ass.

“Let’s try something else,” he said.

“What do you have in mind?” Lauren sank down on him as she sat up, wiggling her hips and moving her clit over his girth.

“Get up on your hands and knees,” he said, “let me fuck you doggie style.”

“Umm,” Lauren moaned. She got off of him and turned around, jutting her ass up, offering herself to his cock.


Chapter Eighteen

Lauren

I was on my hands and knees offering up my pussy to Dillon’s rigid cock. Peter’s eyes glistened, as he stared at me. His cock looked rock hard in his hand.

I felt Dillon’s hands on my hips, as his meaty head probed and prodded at my cunt. He would get deeper into me in this position, so he dipped the head into my slit, coating it with my lubrication, preparing me for what was coming. I kept my eyes on my husband as I felt Dillon’s cock enter me, and I shuddered with the sensation of being pushed open, spread, used, as his cock sliced into me.

I knew Peter was watching as Dillon took long, slow, strokes deep into me, burying his prick to the hilt. .

Dillon slowed, dipping half his cock into my liquid heat before withdrawing until only his head was in my pussy. I pushed back against him, trying to get more of him into me. I looked up and watched my husband stroke his cock.

“Are you enjoying this?” I asked.

“It’s very sexy,” Peter said.

I could see precum glistening on the head of his cock.

“Is it everything you imagined?” I asked as Dillon picked up the pace. 

“Umm,” Peter moaned, “it’s even sexier than I imagined.” His gaze moved to Dillon, then back to me. “I can see that you’re enjoying it, too.”

I closed my eyes tightly and gasped, as my cunt clutched around Dillon’s cock as it plunged into me. I wiggled my ass against him and looked at my husband. “Yes, Dillon knows how to fuck.”

I watched Peter stroke his cock, his hot gaze taking me in. I wanted Peter to get involved in this sexy act.


Chapter Nineteen

Peter

My cock throbbed in my hand as I watched another man fuck my wife.

On her hands and knees facing me, Lauren’s face was so close that I could see individual drops of sweat on her forehead.

“Oh, God,” Lauren said as Dillon’s hips moved against her and he pushed all of his cock into her.

He hadn’t given her time to adjust to his size when he had gotten behind her. She had already taken his cock, but from past experience I knew he was getting deeper into her in this position.  He was holding her hips, pumping into her with long, slow strokes.

A moment later, he grasped her hips and held her in place as he thrust into her so hard that her tits swayed and jiggled each time his hips slapped against her ass. She had to put her hands out in front of her to brace herself against his powerful thrusts.

My wife was loving all of this—Dillon’s big, thick cock fucking her while I watched from only a couple of feet away. Her entire body sparkled with arousal. 

My gaze moved over her glistening skin as I took in my wife’s body. Seeing her like this, Dillon kneeling behind her as he drove his cock into her, her skin flushed with excitement, her eyes glimmering with arousal, I didn’t think I’d ever seen her look more beautiful than she looked at that moment.

I smiled at her and said, “You are so sexy.”

Lauren stared at my cock, hard and ready and only inches from her face. Her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth and slid over her lips, making them shine.

“Let me suck you,” she said, her eyes still locked on my erection.   

I looked at Dillon. His head was thrown back, his eyes tightly shut. He seemed to be in a sexual fog as he fucked my wife with long, steady, determined strokes.

Lauren gave me a wicked smile.

“Come on,” she said with a moan, “I always wanted to be spit roasted.”

Spit roasted? Where did that come from?

It seemed to me that the situation was having quite an effect on my innocent little wife. Or maybe I was seeing her less-than-innocent side. Whatever I was seeing sent currents of excitement up my spine. 

I stood and stepped to the foot of the bed and let my cock bob in front of Lauren’s face. She looked at me from under her brow and smiled wickedly.

“Feed it to me,” she whispered.

I grasped the base of my cock and held it out in front of her face, but she only stared at it. Her tongue slid over her parted lips again as I waited for her to lean forward and take it into her mouth. She looked up at me with her hot, smoky gaze. 

“Come on, Peter.” Her tone was tense, challenging. “Feed it to me, come on.”

I grasped my cock and stepped forward. I put my hand behind her head as I pushed my cock against her lips. Her tongue darted out and flicked at my head. She looked at me from under her brow. 

Okay, if she wanted me to feed her my hard cock, fine.

I grasped a handful of her hair between my fingers to hold her in place. Staring into her eyes, I pushed my cock against her lips, pressing past them and into her mouth. I shivered with excitement as her lips closed around my prick. Her mouth was warm, wet, and I almost lost my load when I felt her tongue against the tip.

She looked up at me. 

“I can taste your cum,” she said, her words muffled by the meaty cockhead in her mouth.

This was all so much hotter than anything I had ever expected. 

I looked at the full-length mirror on the wall beside the bed and watched, transfixed. I smiled when I saw our reflection in the mirror. Spit roasted, Lauren had said. With Dillon pumping her from behind and me in front of her with my cock in her mouth, it was easy to visualize what she had meant. 

I had imagined this so many times over the years, visualized what it would look like to watch my loving wife taken by another man. But none of those images came close to what I saw reflected in the mirror. Each time Dillon thrusted his cock into her, Lauren was rocked forward and more of my cock disappeared into her mouth.

Up to this point I had been a basket case. I had been filled with apprehension about what to expect, wondering what Dillon would think of a man who allowed his wife to be fucked by another man. I had been fretful and jittery about how Lauren would react to another man fucking her.

But as I stared into the mirror I realized that I was both a spectator and a participant to all of this. Lauren was fulfilling my fantasy, my desire, my wish, and that made me realize that she was giving me the greatest gift ever. An intimate, sexy gift that I had waited so long to receive. 

Watching it in the mirror, hearing Dillon’s hips slapping against my wife’s ass, his fingers pressed into the soft flesh of her hips, listening to her whimpering around my cock as I pumped it into her mouth, brought on a feeling of closeness unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

As strange as it seems, I think I loved her more at that moment than ever before.

With my cock in her mouth, Lauren reached out one hand and stroked my balls, making my stomach clutch. I had to slow down, I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted my first load to be proof of how much I had enjoyed this. And I wanted to pump it into her pussy.

Dillon continued to fuck my wife, picking up the pace until she shuddered with another orgasm, then slowing until she caught her breath. He kept his eyes focused on his cock as it slid in and out of my wife’s shaved pussy, his balls banging against her clit. Dillon increased the pace of his thrusting and Lauren couldn’t hang on. My cock slipped from her mouth as she moaned loudly. She pressed her forehead into the mattress, moaning and gasping as Dillon began slamming into her, grunting each time he buried his cock in her. 

With his head thrown back, he fucked her with abandon, pulling her against him, holding her in place as his hips humped against her.

I wondered if I should give them room, move out of the way and let them finish. Instead, I knelt next to Dillon. My heartbeat picked up as I looked down between them and saw my wife’s pussy wrapped around his thick cock.

I heard Dillon’s raspy moans deepen, the squishing sound of my wife’s wet pussy, his hips slapping almost violently against her ass. I wondered if there was something like sexual overload. If there was, then I was right at the brink of it.

I reached out and put my hand on Lauren’s back to reassure her that I was there, right beside her, letting her know that if she was uncomfortable with the almost savage change that had come over Dillon, she could stop him. I wanted her to know that she was safe.

But what I felt stole my breath and sent butterflies into flight in my stomach.

Holy shit!

This furious fucking was turning her on. I could feel her body twitching as she came almost continuously. Her inner thighs glistened the orgasmic juices flowing out of her. Her mouth was partially open as raspy, shuddering breaths escaped from deep inside her chest. What I took for worry and concern was actually hyper arousal. Or had I actually discovered sexual overload.

My cock throbbed as I watched Dillon soundly fuck my wife.


Chapter Twenty

Lauren

I felt more than saw my husband move beside me, and because of the way Dillon was fucking me, I was glad he did. Dillon is strong, and the thoughts I had had earlier, that he could easily overpower me, now took on an ominous slant. But with Peter next to me I felt safe. I knew he would not let anything happen that I didn’t want to happen.

But feeling safe also allowed me to let my sexual feelings rise. I liked being on my knees like this, letting another man fuck me at will, letting him pull me against his cock. I felt sexy, and because I like to please, because I have found that I have a submissive side, I let him take me any way he wanted. 

But I was almost disappointed when Dillon’s furious fucking slowed. I assumed he didn’t want to come yet, which was fine with me. He put a hand on my back, forcing me to arch downward, which pushed my cunt to him more directly. I waited for him to plunge into me, because in this position I would feel all of him, including the boney knot at the base of his hard shaft.

The sound of Dillon’s ragged breaths filled the room as he worked his cock into me with long, slow thrusts. Each time his knot pushed into me I felt my lips open up around it, stretching to accommodate all of it. And it created a suction as he pulled back. It was like when you press your wet palms together and pull them apart. I had never felt anything like it before.

Dillon kept up his slow thrusts, his meaty head burrowing into my cunt each time his hips pressed against me. His cock felt good, powerful, as it got thicker, swelling in preparation of his orgasm.

He increased his speed, and I sensed a new urgency in him, a deeper determination. I knew it wouldn’t be long now. 

I spread my knees further apart, opening up to him, as I waited to accept his hot seed, wanting him to fill me with it. But with a sigh he withdrew almost completely out of me. He paused for a beat, and then with a deep grunt he pushed his shaft all the way into me until I felt the knob of his head pressing against my cervix.

His cock pulsed once, and then he withdrew until only his head remained inside me.

And then I felt it.

After one final, determined thrust he went still, impaling me on his heavy cock, as he emptied himself into me. His body shuddered as stream after stream of cum shot into me, filling me with his hot sticky seed. He moaned, loud and guttural, the sound coming from deep within his body.

I felt his cock spasm as he used slow, shallow thrusts to spread his sperm, lubricating me with it. It spilled out of me, coating my clit with its warmth. 

I have never felt so full before. Never.

When his body stopped shuddering, he curled himself over me. I could feel his weight against me, his chest heaving against my back. He remained there as his cock slowly deflated and slipped out of me. A moment later he rolled off of me.


Chapter Twenty-One

Peter

My apprehension, my anxiety, my fears and all the jealousy I had been harboring, coalesced into the most extreme excitement I had ever experienced, as I watched this young man fuck my wife with his hard, pumping prick.

Lauren spread herself for him, arching her back to push herself out to him, as he took long, slow thrusts into her. But not for long.

My vision turned crystal clear as everything pulled away except for the narrow scene right in front of me. 

Lauren’s inner lips surrounded his cock as he pulled out, then folded back inside her as he pushed his shaft back into her. His pace quickened, matching his rapid breathing. He fucked into her hard and deep, the bed’s springs whining in sync with his movements.

And then I watched as he withdrew his glistening shaft until only his bulbous head was enveloped in her wet folds. He hesitated a beat and then with a slow but steady thrust, he slid his cock all the way back into her.

Lauren gasped and held her breath as Dillon shuddered. With each spasm of his cock, I could imagine another spurt of sticky cum shooting into my wife. Creamy and white, it oozed out around his cockhead and spread onto Lauren’s clit. My stomach clutched, my cock achingly hard, as Dillon let out a long, low moan and then slowly filled my wife’s cunt with his cock. With his hips pressed against her ass, his cock was buried to the hilt inside of her.

My cock, hard as steel, pulsed in my hand as I stroked it. I could feel my sticky precum against my fingertip as it dripped over the head. The sights and sounds surrounding me were sexier, more intense, than anything I had imagined it would be.

Spent, Dillon leaned over against Lauren’s back, as his cock slowly slipped from her pussy. A moment later, Dillon rolled away from Lauren and lay on the bed panting. From my position behind her, I had a clear view of her pussy.

A chill went up my spine and my heart skipped a beat, maybe several beats, when I saw how open Dillon had made my wife’s cunt. Her swollen lips were red from the pummeling he had just inflicted, and her slit glistened with ropes of his cum.

Lauren looked back at me, her gaze soft, languid, and said, “I feel so full.”   

My cock pulsed as I watched Lauren reach between her legs and use her finger to spread his cum over her engorged clit. I instinctively knew what she wanted—what she needed. She rubbed herself, using his cum as a lubricant. She held her breath until her body bucked and a stream of Dillon’s cum flowed out of her as her orgasm took hold. Her juices mingled with his and gushed out of her pussy, coating her inner thighs.

Right there, not two feet from me, my loving wife’s pussy dripped the hot seed of another man. I could smell her arousal and her sweat, splotches of red bloomed on her hips where Dillon had grasped her and held her in position for his driving cock.

It was an incredibly sexy sight. One I would remember always.

Dillon rose up onto his elbow and stared at my wife.

“How was that?” he asked.

“Wonderful,” she said. She looked at me. “Was it everything you expected?”

“Yes,” I replied. “And more.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

Lauren

Dillon had been gone for about two hours by the time Peter and I had finished. He was like a man on a mission as he fucked me. I got the feeling that he was trying to mimic the way Dillon had fucked me, but I told him that wasn’t necessary.

“Fucking Dillon felt good,” I said, “really good.” Peter opened his mouth like he was about to say something, but I put my finger to his lips, stopping him. “But…” I gave him a gentle peck, “I like the way you fuck me better.”

Peter’s facial expressions softened, especially his eyes which had been narrowed in concentration since Dillon’s arrival.

“I’m just trying to reclaim you,” Peter said.

“Reclaim me?” I asked. “What does that mean?”

Peter sniffed my neck, taking a long inhale and then letting it out.

“I can smell him on you,” he said as he took another sniff. “It’s like he’s marked you, claimed you as his own.”

“What…?”

“Just listen,” he said. “I had no idea I would feel this way. Maybe its primal, maybe it’s a male gene, I don’t know. But I can smell Dillon on you, it’s like he’s marked you as his territory.” It was Peter’s turn to put his finger on my lips to stop me from saying something. “No, hear me out. This is a good thing. Because of that, I feel like I need to reclaim you, I need to reestablish myself with you.”

“You know that’s crazy, right?” I said.

But I have to admit that I found this a very sensual response from Peter. Another man had marked me, and now my husband felt he had to reclaim me. Fine by me.

“I don’t think it’s crazy at all,” he said. “It’s simply that I want to fuck you more than ever, and I don’t mean more times, I mean with more desire.”

I turned so that we were facing each other.

“Peter,” I started, “fucking Dillon was hot. I enjoyed it and I could tell you enjoyed watching us.” I put the backs of my fingers against his cheek and stroked him gently. “But—and this is an important but—with you there is something more important than the physical act of sex—with you there is emotion. With Dillon it was purely sex, nothing more, and especially not emotion, intimacy. Those things I share only with you.”

We embraced, our sweat pressed between us. If my husband felt more desire for me, than fucking Dillon had been the best thing I’d ever done.

The idea came to me that night, while we toweled off after taking a hot shower together. Peter had mentioned many times that he hated having all the yard tools stacked in a corner of the garage. He had suggested that we have a tool shed built so we would have a place to store all those tools.

“Peter?” I asked. “Do you still want to have a tool shed built in the backyard?”

“Yes,” he replied. “It would keep all that mess out of the garage.”

“I agree.” I took his towel from him and began drying his back. “Why don’t you pick a spot where you want it built. We could get things started on Monday. You know, line up the permits, check out some plans and designs.”

Peter looked at me with a skeptical smile.

“What are you up to?” he asked.

“Nothing really,” I said. I turned away as if I was no longer interested, knowing that would spark Peter’s interest even more. 

“No, tell me,” he said. “You’re up to something, I just know it.”

“Well…” I stared at Peter’s reflection in the vanity mirror. “I thought that since Dillon is about finished trimming the trees he might like to continue working. He could build the shed.”

“Dillon?” Peter said, giving the idea some thought. “He’s capable, that’s for sure.”

Oh, yes, Dillon is very capable. Peter was still reclaiming me, so I kept that thought to myself.

“So what do you think?” I asked.

“That’s fine with me.” A smile slowly spread across his lips. He gave me a sideways glance. “Of course you know that a job that big would require he hire someone to work with him.”

“Of course,” I said, smiling. “He had someone working with him one day last week, so I’m sure he wouldn’t have a problem with that.”

“Another guy worked with Dillon?” Peter asked.

“Yes, last week. He seemed nice enough,” I said. “He’s young, but he looks capable.”

Peter gave me a sexy, wicked smile.

“Capable, huh?”

I smiled in response.

“I’m sure Dillon and his friend would do a…” Peter’s eyes moved over my face, making me blush. “I’m sure the two of them would do a good job.”

“Yes, I believe they would.” I let my towel fall to the floor as I took my husband’s hand in mine. “Come on, let’s go back to bed and talk about tool storage ideas.”


Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed telling it. And if you enjoyed The Handyman, be sure to check out my other books. You can find them on Amazon.com. Just search the title on Amazon, or search my name, Caprice Rayne.

Marsha’s Awakening

Marsha is in search of a man willing to fulfill her husband’s fantasy, but she doesn’t expect to be successful. Until she meets Keith on her first day at her new job. They become friends, they flirt, and Marsha thinks Keith might be a good candidate for the fantasy. But is he?

I’ve had lots of good feedback from readers who said they loved this story. Maybe you will too.

And watch out for the next story about Marsha’s sexual awakening. Coming soon to Amazon.

The Diary: A Fantasy Train Ride

Zack finds a diary on his way to work one morning, and as he searches for its owner he learns about her fantasies. When he finds her, Zack can’t believe his luck. But what is Kim really up to?

You’ll love the surprise ending to this story.

And be sure to watch for the further adventures of Lauren and Peter as they continue their fun. Dillon hires a friend to work with him, and with her husband out of town, Lauren has lots of time to flirt with the two young men. Two handymen?

Read about the sexual fireworks when Peter returns home rip-roaring horny and ready for anything.

If you can take a minute, please leave a review of my story, also on Amazon. Reviews are important to a writer, it lets us know not only what you liked, but what you would like to see improved.
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