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      PHILIP

      The first year of marriage is special - some would say magical.  Even the simple everyday occurrences have meaning, like, your first joint savings account, your first holiday as a married couple.  That buzz of newness thrilled me for the months after our marriage.

      Our first Thanksgiving, we played it safe.  My mother hosted and we brought a few pies.  Everybody loved it, and we promised the next year, we'd have the family over to our house.  For Christmas we stayed in.  We opened presents on Christmas Eve, just the two of us, sitting together in the dark, the only light coming from the  dozen or so candles we had lit and arranged in our fireplace.

      For our first New Year's we decided to fly to Vegas for the weekend.  It was there I saw my Jessica in a whole new light.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      During the day we walked up and down the strip, popping into various casinos and trying our luck at the slot machines.  I lost about fifty bucks, my wife hit a triple diamond and won a three thousand dollar jackpot.  Our new year was getting a great start.

      As the sun set, we went back to our room and changed.  I was putting on my favorite purple paisley shirt when I saw her come out of the bathroom. My hand caught on the third button, my heart skipped a beat, and my cock grew hard.

      Jessica looked divine.  She was an angel giving me dirty, dirty thoughts.  She was wearing a blood red ankle-length dress, with a slit running all the way up the side to her hip.  The U-cut front showed off her ample cleavage.

      My mouth watered at the sight.

      Her natural beauty was accented by just the right amount of makeup.

      "Honey," Jessica said to me.  "You're making me nervous."

      "Why?"

      "The way you're looking at me.  Your mouth is hanging open and it looks like you may be having a stroke."

      "You have that effect on me,"

      "Well, don't embarrass me," she said with a smile, looking down at my crotch.

      I adjusted my erection and we headed down to the club to ring out the old year and bring in the new.  By the time we hit the main floor, my hard-on had deflated enough to be mostly unnoticeable.  I tried my best to avoid staring at my wife's tits, a courtesy most men we passed didn't offer.

      There were lots of women in the club, about two-thirds of the crowd.  Some with a date, but more than a few roamed the club in prides.

      We danced for a little bit.  When I say we danced, I mean my wife danced and I watched her for the most part.  Oh, I moved around a bit, followed the beat of the music as best I could, but I was a klutz compared to my wife.  She was born to dance.  Her sense of rhythm was innate.  The way she moved her hips was almost magical.  Her performance could hypnotize, turn a saint into a sinner, bring a knight to his knees.

      When I married Jessica I knew she was far and away out of my league, but she didn't see it that way.  What she saw in me, I couldn't tell you, but I never questioned it.  I just vowed to myself to do everything I could to keep her.

      JESSICA

      I love dancing.  I love to move to a beat.  My father was a drummer so our house was always alive with music.  He played in a couple of cover bands in college, I think that's where my mother met him.  Yes, my mom was a groupie.

      My husband, Philip, can't dance for crap.  He's got no rhythm, but I love to watch him try.  He lacks dancing skills and he knows it, but he still humors me when I ask him out onto the dance floor and he makes his clumsy moves and couldn't care less about what anyone watching him is thinking.

      I love that self-confidence and I would kill anyone who said anything bad about him.

      Philip is the love of my life, plain and simple.

      Now, don't get me wrong, I can still appreciate the sight of a handsome man who doesn't happen to be my husband.  I noticed several roaming the club when we came in, and all of them noticed me.  Philip has told me he loves showing me off, he feels he's lucky to have such a gorgeous wife, and he's right.

      That's another thing I love about him.  He doesn't get jealous.  I work in advertising and I have to deal with men every day.  Most are professional, but I've had to brush off more than a few come-ons in my life.  It comes with being a woman.

      I was looking around the club, checking out people mostly, when my husband grabbed my hand.

      "This way," he said as he dragged me through the throng to a small table that had just opened up.  "You stay here and I'll go get us some drinks."

      "Sounds good," I said.  He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then went off in search of refreshments.  I watched his ass as he walked away in search of our beverages.  Phillip has the cutest ass and I love getting a chance to see him shake it as he moves.  I love men's asses.  While I was staring at my husband's butt, I failed to notice the man who had set his glass of whiskey on the table next to me.

      "Do you mind if I share this table with you?" the man asked.

      I nearly jumped out of my skin when he spoke.  I turned to him and then almost swallowed my tongue.  The man was gorgeous as fuck, he stood about six-three with a solid build and looked down on me with his piercing blue eyes.  His skin was tanned and his black hair was sprinkled with a little grey he didn't bother to hide.  This was the kind of man who would have swept me off my feet in my single days.  Now I only admired them from afar.

      "Uhm," I said.  It took me a moment to remember where I was and who I was with.  "Sorry.  I'm waiting for my husband to return."

      "Oh.  That's fine.  I just need a place to set down my drink."  He bent down and retied his shoe.

      I don't believe for a second his laces were undone, but I didn't comment.

      "Name's Leonard, by the way."

      The handsome stranger held out his hand.  I reached over to shake it.

      "Jessica."

      "Pleasure to share this table, if for just a second."

      "Here for the party?"  I don't know why I sparked a conversation.  Maybe I wanted to be polite, maybe I just wanted to enjoy Leonard's company for a little bit longer.  Either way we chatted for a few minutes.

      I found out Leo, as his friends call him—and he insisted I do the same, I found out Leo was in town to wrap up some last-minute business deal and decided to stay to celebrate the new year.  I told him I was newly married and this was my first New Year's Eve as a married woman.

      "Well, congrats to you and your husband.  He's a very lucky man."

      I looked across the room and spotted Philip heading our way.

      "Speaking of my husband."  I turned to point Philip out but Leo was gone.

      I missed him leaving, and got mad at myself for it.  I was a married woman and shouldn't have been excited about chatting with another man.  And I had to admit to myself I was just a little bit excited.  Philip always told me how pretty I was, but it was nice to know other men also found me attractive.  It was a real ego boost.

      "Here you go sweetie," Philip said as he handed me my gin and tonic.  "Sorry it took so long, the line is a motherfucker."  I love that my husband doesn't mince words.

      We spent a few moments in silence, sipping our drinks.  I should have told him about Leonard, Leo, what the fuck does it matter.  I should have told my husband about the man who chatted me up while he was gone.  But I didn't.

      Eventually, Philip started talking about the dude in front of him who was bitching to the bartender about the price of drinks.  He wanted to tell the guy, if he wanted cheap booze he should go downtown and sit at a three-dollar blackjack table.  They'll serve him all the well drinks he can handle.

      So we talked for a bit, made a few plans we'd get to when we went home.  We even went back out on the dance floor after we finished our drinks.  Overall it was a pleasant, if average, evening, but before we knew it, everything changed.

      PHILIP

      It was about 11:30 that I decided to go back to the bar to get our midnight toasts.  I figured it would take me at least twenty minutes to get a drink.  Luckily I was able to spot a free table nearby for Jessica to save for us as I headed out in search of libations.

      The club we were in was made up of three levels.  We were on the lower level.  Most of it was taken up by the dance floor.  There was a small bar, but it was constantly packed and since I didn't have a nice set of tits, I didn't think I'd get very prompt service.  I went upstairs instead.  The bar on the middle section was larger, with more bartenders, but it still took me almost fifteen minutes to get our champagne.

      I turned from the bar, checking my watch as I went.  That was a mistake.  I found out it was 11:50 and had ten minutes to make it back to my wife, but I didn't notice the big lunk that was standing behind me.  He passed in front of me, but I tripped over his lagging foot and almost fell to the floor.

      "Fuck," I said.  I didn't fall, but the drinks spilled all over the floor.

      The last thing I wanted to do was to head back to my wife without anything to toast with.  That would be bad for our first New Year's Eve together.  Most people already had their drinks and were watching the TVs, so I was able to get a bartender pretty quickly.  As soon as I ordered two more glasses of bubbly, I heard the DJ tell everyone they had five minutes till the end of the year.

      The bartender was able to fill one glass, but didn't have enough for a second.  Before I could tell him, I'd just take the one, he was gone to get another bottle to open.

      It wasn't my night.

      By the time he got back and opened the bottle, the ten-second countdown to midnight had started.  He quickly poured another glass.

      Ten

      The bartender had seen me spill my other drink, so he didn't charge me.

      Nine

      I pulled a twenty from my pocket. "Thanks."

      Eight

      I pushed through the crowd toward the stairway down to the dance floor level.

      Seven… Six… Five…

      The way was blocked.

      Four…

      I looked down and could see my wife where I had left her.

      Three…

      She was not alone.  An older man stood next to her.

      Two…

      They both were counting down with the DJ.

      One…

      "Cheers," I whispered to myself.

      "Happy New Year," the crowd yelled as one.

      My focus was fixated on my wife.  Throughout the crowd, people were cheering and drinking and kissing.  Everyone but me and my wife and the stranger standing next to her.  I watched, transfixed, even though the crowded staircase was thinning out.  The man said something, my wife shrugged.  He raised his glass to her and took a drink.  Then, to my shock and horror, he reached down and kissed her.

      I was stunned.  The glasses fell from my limp hands, shattering on the floor  My heart started racing.  And most surprising of all—my cock instantly grew hard as steel.

      JESSICA

      The kiss did not come out of the blue, and while our tongue’s tangled I thought back to how this happened.

      My husband had been gone for about five minutes when I saw Leonard gliding through the crowd, his eyes fixed on me.

      "Are you stalking me?" I asked when he got close enough to hear me.

      "Would you believe me if I said no?"

      I laughed. And we started talking, picking up from where we'd left off.

      I was finding myself really liking this man.  He had a charming way of leading our conversation.  He was never offensive or vulgar, but wasn't shy about sprinkling our chat with innuendo and double entendres.

      I'm not proud to admit it wasn't until the DJ announced the last five minutes of the year that I started to worry about where Philip was.  I glanced toward the bar; he wasn't there.

      "You looking for your husband?" Leonard asked.

      "Yeah.  He went to get us drinks to toast in the New Year."

      "He better hurry.  The countdown will be starting soon."

      "And it's our first as a married couple."

      "You told me.  I'm sure he'll make it."

      I was too, until the DJ stopped the music and told the crowd it was a minute to midnight.

      "If he doesn't make it back, I could share my drink with you," Leonard said.  "To toast in the New Year."

      "No," I said.  "But thank you."

      I felt a tingle run through me.  This was so wrong.  Spending the waning moments of the year with a complete stranger.  The funny thing was, he didn't feel like a stranger.  I'd only talked to the man for maybe a half hour total, but I felt like I was with a friend I'd known since high school.  The man had a ridiculous way of setting a woman at ease.  If I wasn't married, I would have spent the first moments of the new year fucking him.

      That's why when the time came, I wasn't surprised at all.

      "Ten… Nine… Eight…" We counted down along with the crowd.

      "Seven… Six… Five…" I looked over at Leonard.  He was smiling at me.

      "Four…" I smiled back.

      "Three… Two… One…"

      Leonard rose his glass to me.

      "Happy New Year!" we yelled.

      Our eyes met.  I tried to turn away.  But I couldn't.

      "May I?" he asked.

      I knew what he wanted.  I didn't say no.  Like a gentleman, he waited.

      This was so wrong.  I was a married woman.  But it was the New Year, and it was a custom to kiss your partner at midnight. And since my husband wasn't here, it was his loss.

      I nodded slightly. And that was when Leonard leaned down and kissed me.

      As soon as his lips met mine, I felt sparks fire and my body quiver. I felt his tongue gently press against my mouth and instinctively I opened up to accept it.  His tongue probed and I suckled it.  Leonard tasted of whiskey and tobacco, and I loved it.  I shouldn't have.  I should have pushed him away, but I didn't.

      We kissed for what felt like forever, but was maybe thirty seconds.  I was the one to finally pull apart.  I was a married woman after all, and I would rather not have to explain any of this to my husband.

      I wasn't ever going to lie to Philip, but I wasn't going to bring it up.  That would be wrong, to rub it in his face, I told myself.  I don't know who I was kidding.

      "Happy New Year, Jessica," Leonard said with a grin.

      "Happy New Year, yourself." I smiled at Leonard, "You're a good kisser."

      I watched as Leonard's smile faded and his eyes open wide.  I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I knew instantly who it was.

      "Philip," I said as I turned to greet my husband. "I was wondering where you've been."

      He didn't say a word.  He just looked at me, his eyes burning, his expression stony—unreadable.

      "Philip? Love?"

      Instead of talking, my husband took my head in his hands and pulled my face to his.  He savagely kissed me, his tongue attacking my mouth, fiercely penetrating my lips.  The initial shock of being caught kissing another man quickly fled and lust swept through me.  Philip held me firm and fucked my face with his tongue.  I took it.  I had been a bad girl and knew I needed to give my husband whatever he wanted.

      I pressed my body against Philip's and I felt his erection pressed against my abdomen.  I was horny as fuck.  I could feel my pussy leaking into my panties.  Talking to Leonard had got me started, but it was my husband's reaction that set my juices loose.

      "Come," he said to me, pulling me through the crowd.  I held onto his hand for dear life.

      "Pleasure chatting with you,” Leonard said.  I could just hear his laugh fade away as we moved through the crowd.  I felt a little bad for him, spending his time on me, knowing I'd ultimately head out with my husband—if not this suddenly, then eventually for sure.  Maybe he thought, if he played his cards correctly, we'd invite him up to our room.

      I had to stop my train of thought right there, danger lay down that track.

      I thought Philip was dragging me back to our room to fuck me.  I desperately hoped so.

      I was half right.

      My husband couldn't wait to get us back to the room.  He pulled me down the hall near the restrooms and into an unlocked janitorial closet.  The smell of bleach assaulted my nose, but I didn't care.

      Once inside Philip swirled me around and pushed me up against the now-closed door.  He reached through the slit in my dress and grabbed my panties.  I pulled his head to mine with one hand and started savagely kissing him, all the pent up sexual tension from spending time with another man flowed through me.  With the other hand I unzipped my husband's slacks and fished out his erection.  It was steely hard and dripping pre-cum.

      Philip tugged my underwear hard, ripping it loose.  I was stung by the snapping elastic, but I didn't care.  The pain spurred my lust.

      I lifted my dress, my husband grabbed my ass and lifted me up.  With a grunt, he impaled me on his cock.  He was balls deep with one thrust.

      "Fuck," I screamed.  I had planted my face into my husband's shoulder to damped the yell.  I could only hope no one heard us.  Although to be truthful, at the moment, neither of us gave a shit.  Besides, I'm sure there were other couples hooking up nearby, some probably even doing it on the dance floor.

      My husband gave me no time to adjust to his cock.  He started fucking me hard, lifting my body up and slamming it down on his erection, with a rapid steady rhythm driven by some demon of desire.

      I loved being taken like this, rutting like animals, in this dark, damp, antiseptic space.  Without warning, I started cumming, the tingling in my pussy became a torrent of power, sweeping through my body.  I cried out my husband's name, then began to laugh uncontrollably as waves of pleasure moved through me.

      "Yes.  Yes.  Yes," I cried, not even trying to silence myself.

      As I was coming down from my climax, my husband was reaching his.  His thrusts sped up and he drove himself deeper and harder into my pussy.

      "Fuck me, Philip, fuck me,” I said.  "Cum for me. Cum for—"

      With one final push, I felt my husband's cock pulse inside me, filling my vagina with his warm cum.

      I shuddered with another small orgasm.

      When he was totally spend, Philip pulled out and lowered me to the ground.

      The passion that had fueled our urgent fuck had passed, and we were both a little too out of sorts to say anything.  We made ourselves as presentable as we could and headed back to our room without a word.

      I thought my husband would be the first to say something, to explain what had come over him, but all the way up to our room, not a word escaped his mouth.  We showered and went to bed.

      We were lying there naked, the only sound was the distant revelry of the throngs of partiers on the Strip far below.

      "Well, that was something," I eventually said.

      I was afraid Philip would remain silent, but it seemed he was eager to talk after all.

      "Who was he?" he said without hesitation.

      "Who?"

      "You know goddamn well who."  His voice was stern but not angry.

      "Oh, you mean Leonard.  He was just some guy who came over to talk to me.  Seemed nice."

      "Was he a good kisser?"

      I chuckled.  "Yeah, he was."

      "Better than me?"

      This was getting weird.  Of course Leonard wasn't a better kisser than Philip, but he was different.

      "Why do you want to know?  You jealous?"

      It took a moment for my husband to answer.

      "Truthfully," he said, "I don't know."

      His answer surprised, but also intrigued me.  I remained silent, hoping he'd elaborate.  I leaned over and started playing my fingers through his chest hair.

      Eventually he did.

      "When I saw you kiss him, this stranger, I was stunned.  It hurt to see you do it, like a punch to the gut.  But then I realized I was getting an erection."

      It took all of my willpower to not say anything in response to that.  I was stunned to find out I could arouse my husband by making out with another man.  I didn't speak but my hand did clench, causing my husband to yelp in pain as I pulled at his hair.

      "Sorry," I said, releasing my grip.  I moved my hand lower and started playing with his cock instead.  "This better?"

      Philip started moaning, so, yes.

      "At that moment," he said, "all I could think about was fucking you.  It took every ounce of self-control to not bend you over that table and take you right there."

      "Damn, that's hot," I said.  And it was.

      "You're not mad, are you?  That I pulled you away from Leonard?"

      Of all the things my husband had ever said to me up to that point, this shocked me the most.

      "What the fuck?  You think I would be mad at you?  I'm the one who was kissing someone else.  You're the one who should be mad."

      "Oh, I was.  For a split second I wanted to kill him.  But then I looked again and realized how sexy you were.  How your lips met his, your tongues intertwining.  It was so fucking erotic, seeing you totally uninhibited.  And instantly all my attention was on you.  You are so beautiful, so fucking sexy.  I can close my eyes and the image is burned in my memory.  Oh… oh shit… oh fuuuuuuuck."

      Philip came again, but this time instead of inside me, when his cock erupted he shot his load all over his stomach.  I hadn't realized I'd started stroking his cock.

      "Let it out, sweetheart," I said as I milked his erection.  "Let it out."

      "God, you must think I'm a perv," my husband said as his cock slowly deflated.

      "Oh, no," I said.  "You want to see something pervy, I'll show you pervy."

      I got up and straddled my husband and started licking the cum out of his chest hair, before taking his flaccid penis into my mouth.  I cleaned his cock like a good little cum slut, then started sucking him off to get him hard again.

      He had come twice that night, now it was my turn for another.

      "You dirty wench," he said.  Once he was hard enough he threw me over and slid his erection into my wet aching pussy.

      We fucked for a good long time that morning. Philip didn't cum again, which is why I came three times.

      It was a hell of a way to ring in our first New Year as man and wife.
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      PHILIP

      Over the next few weeks, we fucked like newlyweds, which technically we were.

      During our lovemaking, our pillow talk would include mentioning how much fun we had in Vegas.   Leonard's name did come up a few times in the beginning, but by the end of January we'd totally forgotten about him.

      Well, my wife had.  I, on the other hand, had not.

      For some bizarre reason, thinking about my wife kissing Leonard never failed to get me hard. And it didn't stop there.  In my mind, I'd picture them kissing, then I'd imagine him playing with her breasts, taking her clothes off and going down on her.  I'd picture Jessica sucking his cock, before he'd bend her over and fuck her from behind.

      It was crazy to imagine, but also highly arousing.

      I wanted to talk with her about it.  Maybe, I don't know, see if she wanted to have a threesome or something, but I never got up the nerve.

      And life went on.  Valentine's day was approaching and I needed something to surprise my Jessica with.  This would be our first Valentine's Day as husband and wife and I wanted it to be special.

      First, I made reservations at our favorite restaurant in the city.  It was a tough get, seeing as every other guy in the universe was doing the same thing.  But I pulled a few strings and got a great spot.  (Pro Tip - Spreading around a little cash at Christmas time at your favorite night spots can pay big dividends down the road)

      Second I bought her a beautiful diamond and ruby necklace, one that would look exquisite around her delicate neck.

      Lastly, I peeked into her browser history.  I found a few of the sites she orders her panties and bras from and was able to confirm her proper size.  Then I stopped at her favorite lingerie shop to purchase her something intimate.  Nominally, this was a gift for my wife to wear, but I made sure it was something sexy that I would enjoy taking off of her.

      By February first, everything was set.  I had dinner reservations and the necklace and lingerie set were wrapped up and tucked away.  It would be a night to remember.  Then, Fate threw a wrench into all my plans.

      I'm a lawyer and at the time I was working on several big cases for some high-profile clients, cases that, when I closed them successfully, could end up cinching my promotion to full partner.  Well, one of the clients had an emergency that needed taking care of so I had to fly out to Cleveland to smooth over some rough edges in a contract I had written the previous year.

      "Fuck," I said looking at the email on my phone.

      "What is it, sweetheart?" my wife asked from across the dinner table.

      "I've got to make a last-minute work trip."

      "Told you not to check your email while you were eating." Jessica chuckled and went back to her salad.

      I did some quick calculations in my head.

      "Okay, we can make this work."

      "What work?"

      "I've got reservations at Chez Jean-Paul for next Friday."

      My wife's eyes opened wide.  "How the fuck did you get a table there on Valentine's Day?"

      I smiled, "With my irresistible charm."

      "No, really. How?" my wife said, dryly.

      "Ha, ha. Anyway, I'll fly out to Ohio on Friday, meet with the client on Monday and get everything done by Wednesday.  I can fly back Thursday morning."

      That would get me back a day before Valentine's Day.  That felt like a safe window.

      It wasn't.
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        * * *

      

      The next day I had my assistant make my travel plans.  Everything went smoothly.  I met my client at his home on Monday, we went over all the contract issues and I was able to re-write the contract to his specifications.  By noon on Wednesday, all parties had signed and I would have a nice little bonus waiting for me at the end of the quarter.

      February in Ohio is prime winter storm time, and of course a nor'easter blew in that afternoon.  I was not surprised when I got the text that my flight back home was cancelled.  I called and tried to re-book on a later flight, but the earliest they had was a red-eye that left Friday night at 10:16, and I could even get bumped from that one.

      As I watched the flurries swirling outside the window I saw my well-laid plans flitter away on a puff of cold, white, snowflakes.

      How could I be such a fool, letting my job interfere with my home life?  Before we got married, I promised Jessica I wouldn't do that.  I let her know in no uncertain terms that she was my number one priority.  And maybe even more importantly, I promised myself I'd do everything I could to make her happy.  Sure, making money helps, but it's not the most important thing.

      I went down to the bar and ordered a scotch to try and settle my nerves.  Our first Valentine's Day and I was hundreds of miles away from the woman I loved.  Instead of making love to my wife on Valentine's Day, I'd be sleeping alone.

      And I wasn’t only feeling bad about what I was missing.  I knew Jessica had really been looking forward to dinner at Chez Jean-Paul.

      Fuck, I thought.  I’d have to call the restaurant and tell them to cancel my reservation.  If I didn't they'd charge my credit card a $100 cancellation fee.

      I took out my phone and started scrolling through my contacts.  So much effort wasted, favors called in, opportunities missed.

      I was about to dial the restaurant when a thought struck me.

      There was no good reason why Jessica's good time should be ruined because I was stuck in Cleveland.  There was no reason she couldn't go to dinner, savor the experience.  Then she could tell me about it when I got in on Saturday, fingers crossed.

      So, I dialed my wife's number.

      It didn't ring, it went directly to voice mail.

      What the heck?  Why didn't she answer? She always answered when I called.

      I hung up.  I didn't want to leave a message.

      I tried again, same results.

      I took another sip of my drink.

      What could Jessica be doing?  Was she out with her girlfriends?  It wasn't snowing back home.  In fact, it was around sixty degrees last time I check my weather app.  So, of course she was probably out with friends.  But again, why didn't she answer?

      I remembered the guy from Vegas.  The stranger she started talking to. The man she kissed.

      And I got hard.

      What the fuck, I thought.

      Why was my mind going there?

      I knew why.  Seeing Jessica with another man aroused me.  I was alone and horny.  Of course my mind would go to my sexy wife.  And nothing was sexier than my wife flirting with another man.

      My mind started swimming in a steamy pool of desire and lust.  I wanted to be with my wife, but I wanted to watch her with another man as well.  I wanted to make love with her, but I wanted to see her cum on another man's cock.

      My train of thought ran through station after station of debauchery and raw hot sex.

      When I got the notice my flight was cancelled I thought my Valentine's Day plans were ruined, but now, I realized, fate was offering me a special opportunity for a sizzling evening.

      I can tell you it didn't take long for me to come up with a way to not only save my Valentine's Day plan, but also to make it the hottest, sexiest, most awesome amazing Valentine's Day ever.

      JESSICA

      It was Wednesday night and I was getting ready to go out with one of my girlfriends when I discovered my phone was dead.  I must have forgotten to plug it into the charger the night before.  Luckily I had a few hours before Christie was supposed to pick me up, so I plugged it in while I took a shower.  I really don't know how we survived without cellphones.

      It was fully charged by the time I got dressed.

      I had a couple of missed calls from Philip.  I called him back.  While the phone rang I looked up at the TV.  The nightly news was starting and they were leading with the storm that had covered the entire northeast with a four-inch blanket of snow.

      God, I was glad we lived in Arizona.

      Before my husband even answered the phone, I knew why he had called.

      "Your flight's been cancelled," I said when he answered.

      "You're psychic," he said.

      "No, I'm watching the news right now and see the map of Ohio is covered in that wonderful shade of purple which means everything is shut down for a while."

      "At least I don't have to be the one to tell you the bad news."

      "So, no Valentine's Day together, no dinner, no after-dinner fun.  And I had such fun planned."

      My husband paused, probably thinking of all the dirty naughty things I planned to do to him to show him how much I fucking loved him.  Last week, I had looked up some things on the internet, and went to one of the local adult toy stores and got some playthings.  Now, I'd have to save them for another time.

      "About that," Philip eventually said.  "I was thinking, there's no reason to waste a hard to get reservation like this.  I've already cashed in favors to get it.  Why don't you go?"

      "I won't enjoy it without you."

      "I thought about that.  How about you go to Chez Jean-Paul and I'll join you on Facetime."

      "Ugh."  I didn't like the idea, but I also really wanted to go.  I'd heard so many amazing things about the place.  "I don't like this sweetheart.  Can't you get the rez moved?"

      "Really?  You want me to ask the hottest restaurant in town if they can slide us into another opening?  You really think they have any openings any time soon?"

      "No," I sighed.

      "We can turn this into a fun thing." Philip always was an optimist.

      I hemmed and hawed for a bit, but eventually he talked me into going.

      "In my sock drawer, you'll find a small box," my husband said.  "Inside is a little something I'd like you to wear."

      "What is it."

      "Some sexy undergarments."

      "Why does it matter what I'm wearing under my clothes?  You're not going to be here to enjoy them."

      "I want you to feel special, Friday night.  And I know if you're wearing something sexy under your dress, that will help."

      This was getting silly.  But I couldn't really argue.  Wearing something my husband bought me, something sexy, did have a way of boosting my spirits.

      "Okay."

      "And when you get home, I'll want to watch you take them off."

      "What!"

      "Hey, just because we can't be together, doesn't mean we can't fool around.  I was thinking we could do a little—uhm, sexting, I think the kids are calling it."

      I shook my head and laughed.

      "Dear, sexting has been a thing since before we were in high school."

      "Well, I never—"  Philip stopped talking, like he was waiting for me to confess something.

      "What?"

      "Nothing."

      I would not be giving him that satisfaction tonight.  Telling him what I did with my high school boyfriend would wait for another day.

      "Will you do it?" my husband asked.  "Will you wear the sexy lingerie I bought you for Valentine's Day?"

      He sounded so urgent.  Like it was very important to him.  There was no way I could turn him down.

      "Of course, love," I said.  "I'll wear it just for you."

      He said thanks, but not before he gave a soft chuckle.

      We talked until my girlfriend showed up, then we exchanged love-you's and hung up.

      I had to admit, I would have rather spent Valentine's Day with Philip, but if we couldn't be together in the flesh, my husband's plan was a very good substitute.  I even started thinking about how I could use one of the toys I bought to entertain him.

      I got so excited, I couldn't wait to tell Christie.  She'd get such a kick out of it.
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        * * *

      

      The box was exactly where my husband said it would be, in the bottom of his sock drawer.  Inside was a pair of red and black lace panties and a matching half bra.  It fit perfectly.  I was amazed he knew my size.

      The day I went shopping for sex toys, I also bought myself a new dress.  It was a black number, with short sleeves and a V-cut that drew focus to my cleavage.  It was snug, but not too tight and hung about two inches above my knees.  I had planned to wear my 'fuck me' pumps, but since my husband wasn't going to be there to enjoy me walking in them, I decided to skip the torture and wear something nice but a little more sensible.

      I arrived at Chez Jean-Paul a few minutes early.  I waited at the bar until the host came to lead me to my table.  He was a tall man, white, with short blond hair, clean shaven and wore just a hint of cologne, a nice subtle piney scent.

      "Here you are Mademoiselle, table for two," he said with just a hint of a French accent.

      "I'm sorry," I said.  "I thought my husband called to change the reservation."

      "Oh, no need to apologize.  Monsieur Phillipe did call and confirmed.  Table for two."  The host pulled out the chair for me and I sat down.  "Can I get you a drink while we wait for your guest?"

      There was to be no guest, but I didn't want to argue.  I'd have to tell my husband there was a misunderstanding.  "I'll have a Chardonnay, s'il vous plait."

      I sat for a few minutes, waiting for Philip to call.  I took a few sips of water and scanned the room.  It was packed, not an empty table in sight.  And I was the only one who was alone.  I felt a little out of place, but I really didn't care.  I knew my husband would soon be here with me, if not in the flesh, his image and voice would be here, thanks to twenty-first century technology.

      "Your drink, miss."

      I looked up at the handsome black man who set a glass of white wine down in front of me.

      "Royce?"

      It was my husband's co-worker and best friend since law school.  Royce was a couple of inches taller than Philip, about six-four.  He had dark brown skin and soulful matching eyes.  He kept his head shaved, but had a tightly groomed goatee.  He wore a black suit with a light purple shirt and a cream-colored tie.

      "Jessica."

      Royce sat down across from me, which surprised me.  You'd think he would have assumed my husband was in the bathroom and asked before he sat down.

      "Uhm, didn't expect to run into you here,” I said.

      "It is Valentine's Day and this is one of the hottest tickets in town.  Where else should I be?" Royce gave me a silky smile.

      "With your date," I said matter-of-factly.

      My husband's friend just kept on smiling.

      I was about to continue my line of questioning when a waiter finally showed up.  She was a white blond woman, with a slight French accent.

      "Will we be ordering a la carte or prix fixe?"

      "Uhm, We're not together,” I said.

      "Could you give us a few more minutes to look over the menu?" Royce asked the waiter, who pretty much ignored me.

      "Sure, sure.  I'll bring you two waters."

      She was gone before I could tell her I'd only need one.

      I looked over at my uninvited guest.  He was giving me another smile, this one like a mischievous child who'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.  And I'd be lying if he didn't get my heart fluttering.  I love my husband, and would have preferred if he could have been here, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy having this handsome black man at the table across from me.

      "So where is your girlfriend?" I knew Royce wasn't married, but I didn't really know if he was seeing anyone steady or not.  Philip rarely talked about his friend's social life.

      "I'm between girls, I guess you could say."

      "So, no date?"

      "I didn't say that."

      "You have me at a disadvantage, sir."

      "It'll be clear soon.  Let's order."

      I wanted to tell Royce to leave, but I didn't have any polite way to do so.  I didn't want him to think I didn't enjoy his company, but I also wasn't sure my husband would appreciate it when he called and found me sharing a Valentine's Day dinner with another man.

      Oh, how wrong I was.

      My phone buzzed and I was so glad to see it was Philip.

      "Hey, love,” I said, activating the video call. "Was wondering when you'd call."  I set the phone down, on the table so he could see where I was.

      "I wanted to give you plenty of time to order."

      "Funny, because we haven't.

      "We?" he asked with a smile.

      "Yeah.  Your buddy Royce is here."

      "Oh.  Is he?  Could you put him on for me?"

      "I'm right here, Phil.  You're missing out on a wonderful dinner."

      "Hey," I said.  "You're not missing out on anything.  Royce decided to crash our date."

      I expected my husband to back me up, to tell his buddy to leave, so we could get on with our Virtual Valentine's Day tryst.

      "Sweetheart, I think I need to tell you something."

      "What?"

      "This is our first Valentine's Day as a married couple, and I really want to make it special."

      "It is, you did.  It's not your fault about the weather."

      "I know.  But still.  This is supposed to be a romantic day.  A day for couples.  A day to make love."

      I liked where this was going, my husband's words were starting to get me wet.  I wanted him to tell Royce to go so he could continue with his sweet nothings. I pulled the phone closer.

      "Honey, let me get rid of Royce and you can tell me again what we're going to do later."

      I waved my hand at my husband's buddy and gave him the meanest look I could muster, trying to shoo him away.  He gave me the sweetest smile, then stuck out his tongue.

      "That's just it, Jess.  I don't want him to go.  I asked him to join you."

      "What do you mean?"

      "Since I couldn't be there tonight, on this special night, I asked Royce to take my place. To be my stand in.  He's your date for this evening."

      I nearly dropped the phone.  "But, we had plans.  We were going to—" I cupped my hands to the microphone on the phone and whispered, "sext."

      Philip smiled at me and whispered back.

      "I know.  And trust me this will be better."

      My face must have turned red, because Royce chuckled.

      "You want me to, you expect me to, to, to play with myself for you while your buddy watches."

      "No, sweetheart.  That would be silly."

      I gave an audible sigh of relief.  "That's good.  I thought you'd lost your mind."

      "No.  I want you to have sex with him."

      I did drop the phone this time.  I knew what my husband was saying, but didn't believe it.  Or maybe I did believe it and thought he was joking.  Did I want him to be joking?  I looked over at Royce and he smiled again, and by god I felt myself get wet.

      I would never cheat on my husband, but the thought of fucking this handsome man did arouse me.

      "You still there, honey?"  My husband's voice caused me to jump.  The phone had landed face down in my lap.

      I picked the phone up and just stared in disbelief at my husband's face.  I couldn't continue this conversation with Royce sitting across from me.

      "Let me call you back," I hung up before Philip could say anything else.

      I stood to step outside.

      "Stay here," I said to Royce.  "Order me Glenlivet, one ice cube."  I had a feeling I was going to need something a little stronger than Chardonnay to survive the night.

      "Wild horses couldn't drag me away."

      "Whatever," I said as I headed off to the restroom.

      I found an empty stall and called my husband back.

      "What the actual fuck?"

      "You're taking this well," Philip said.

      "How should I take this?  Telling me you expect me to fuck another man."

      "I said 'have sex' with him.'"

      "Don't get cute.  Explain yourself."

      "Okay.  Look, I know you find Royce attractive.  You've told me several times.”

      "I said he was handsome, I didn't say I wanted to fuck him."

      "You didn't say you wouldn't."

      "I need to tell you every guy I don't want to fuck?"

      Philip laughed.  "This conversation is getting away from us.  Let me make this quick.  I want this to be a special night.  I can't be there in person, but I can be there in spirit.  Let Royce be my stand in.  I want you to do with him, everything you would do with me.  Nothing is forbidden, nothing is barred.  Anything you would let me do, let him."

      I was numb listening to my husband explain his plan.  I had so many questions.

      "You want me to pretend Royce is you?" was my first.

      "Yes. No.  Kinda.  He's my stand-in, but he's not me.  I don't want you to call him Philip or anything.  I just want you to relax and enjoy the evening, like you would if I was the one there with you."

      For some reason I was coming to understand what my husband was asking me to do, and I was warming up to the idea.

      I did find Royce very attractive.  I didn't know him that well, but every time we've met he's been nothing but a gentleman.  I liked talking to him and he can make me laugh.  He's definitely a man I would take home if I wasn't married.

      "So, what do you get out of this situation?" I asked.  "You think I'll let you fuck Christie?"

      "No, nothing like that.  I just want you to have a good time."

      "I don't believe you."  No man lets his wife fuck another guy, just because he wants her to have a good time.

      Philip thought about it for a few minutes, like he was going to tell me something he was embarrassed about.  Eventually he confessed.

      "Remember New Year's Eve, in Vegas?"

      "Sure," I said.  How could I forget that kiss?

      "You remember that kiss?"

      "Are you reading my mind?"

      "I guess that's a yes.  Well, I remember it too.  And I remember how I felt seeing you kiss another man and how it got me so hard."

      "Why?"

      "I don't know.  I wish I could say.  I just find it so fucking arousing, thinking of you with another guy.  I liked the kiss, I want to see what it feels like to watch you go further."

      "And you want me to do that, tonight?  With Royce?"

      "Yes."

      "And you won't get mad?"

      "Absolutely not."

      "And you won't ask me to let you sleep with another woman? Cause I won't."

      "No.  I don't want to sleep with another woman.  Tonight is about you.  All about you."

      I wanted to pretend I was thinking about my husband's proposal.  I waited to answer, but I had really decided I would do it when he first asked me.

      "Okay, Sweetheart.  I'll fuck Royce."

      "Yes!"  I could hear my husband’s fist pumps.

      "So, this is why you wanted me to wear the sexy undies you bought me.  You had this planned all along.  Did you even have to go to Cleveland, or was that also a part of your plan."

      "Honey, I'm not that devious."

      "Good, cause I'd hate to think you lied to me."

      "Never," Philip said.  "I do have one other request, though."

      "I knew it!  You want me to let you have my ass."  He had always wanted to have anal sex and I've always demurred.  It wasn't that I didn't want to do it.  I just wanted it to be a special occasion.

      "No.  No.  I don't want your ass.  I take that back, I would love to have your ass, but it's not my request tonight."

      "Too bad, cause I would have let you."

      We both laughed.

      "So what do you want?" I asked.

      "I want to watch."

      "But you're in Cleveland."

      "Set up your phone and start a video call."

      "I can do that.  Well, I gotta get back to my date.  Don't want to keep him waiting."

      "Darling, Royce isn't going anywhere.  He's wanted to fuck you ever since he met you at the company Christmas party two years ago."

      "And you knew?  We will talk about that later.  Anyway, bye bye."

      "Bye.  Look forward to your call."

      "I bet you do."  I hung up the call.
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        * * *

      

      Since I knew what was coming later, my dinner with Royce passed like a mirage.  It wasn't like I didn't enjoy it,  I was just eager to get onto the night's main event.  And I was sure Royce felt the same.  So we ate, but tasted nothing.  We talked and laughed, but nothing we said felt important.  Instead, I was feeling out the man in front of me.  I knew I liked him, but was he really someone worth breaking my recently professed wedding vows for?

      After an hour of chatting, I decided yes.

      We asked for the check but were told the meal and a very hefty tip were already taken care of.  My husband had thought of everything.

      "So, would you like to head to my place for a nightcap?" I asked my dinner companion.

      "I would love to, Mrs. Stewart.  But one thing first."  Royce pulled out a small box.  "I would like to give you this."

      I opened the box.  Inside was a lovely heart-shaped ruby surrounded by a ring of small diamonds.

      "It's beautiful.  Thank you."

      "I would love to take credit, but Philip bought this for you."

      "Then he must have had this planned from the start.  I'm going to kill him."

      "No, no,” Royce said.  "He had the box hidden at your home.  I picked it up tonight, he gave me the code to open your garage door."

      "Okay, I won't kill him," I said.  "This time."

      We stood and I let Royce put the necklace around my neck.  When his fingers brushed my skin, goosebumps formed and I felt my body tingle.  Just as I was about to step away, I felt his lips kiss my ear.  My knees grew weak and I fell back into his strong embrace.  The feeling of Royce's strong arms around my waist and the subtle aroma of his cologne filled my senses with a need to be possessed by this man.

      I looked up and smiled.  "Take me home," I whispered.

      And he did.
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        * * *

      

      I tried to be discrete, as I led my husband's handsome black friend up the steps to our front door.  I wanted nothing more than to throw myself at my husband's proxy, but I didn't want our neighbors to know what kinky shit we were getting up to.

      Once we were across the threshold, everything changed.

      I threw my shawl on the chair next to the door and turned to Royce.  He dropped his jacket to the ground and took my face in his large strong hands and pulled me in for a kiss.  And what a kiss it was.  His lips were soft, but his tongue was hard as it probed my mouth, as if he were seeking to suck out my soul.  I returned the kiss with passion.  I ran my fingers over his smooth scalp.  I moaned as my body prepared to take a new cock for the first time in over five years.

      Royce moved his hands down my body, feeling every inch of my back as they made their way to cup my ass.  He savagely kissed my neck and began sucking.  I sigh as my husband's friend marked me.

      "I think we need to take this upstairs.  I need to.  I need." I tried to say my husband's name, but instead I gasped, "Royce."  My lover had reached under my dress and was rubbing my pussy through my lacy panties.

      It took every ounce of willpower to pull away.

      "Stop.  Stop," I said.

      Between the first and second 'Stops' Royce had removed his hands from my pussy.

      "Sorry, I got carried away."

      "Oh, please don’t apologize," I said.  "I have to call my husband.  He wants in on this."

      "Can't blame him."

      "I know you know where the bedroom is.  Did my husband tell you where he keeps the beer?"

      "I'll find it," Royce said.

      "Grab me one and meet me upstairs."

      Royce gave me a kiss on the cheek and headed to the kitchen.  I went up to our bedroom, the one I shared with my husband, the one I was about to fuck another man in.

      I sat down on the bed and called Philip.  He answered on the second ring.

      PHILIP

      "Took you long enough,” I said.  The vision of my wife on the phone, set my heart racing.  She looked different than she did, the last time I called.  Her hair was mussed, her lipstick smudged, and she had a slightly glazed look in her eyes.  "You guys got started already I see."

      "No, no.  We just kissed a little," my wife said, but I could tell she was hedging.

      "Really? Just kissing?"

      After a sly smile, she said, "well, he did rub my pussy."

      I laughed.

      "But through my new panties," she hastily added.  "The only fluid we exchanged was saliva when we kissed."

      "I'm not mad.  I'm just glad you remembered to call me.  I'd hate to spend the night just imagining what you two get up to."

      My wife set the phone down on our dresser, giving me a great view of the entire bedroom.

      "I see Royce gave you the necklace.  Do you like?"

      "Oh, Philip, it's lovely," my wife said.  "I can't wait to thank you for it properly."

      "Enjoy tonight and that will be thanks enough," I said.  And it was true.  While I would have loved to be with my wife this evening., watching Royce stand in for me was a great second option.

      "I plan on it," Jessica said.  "I hope you don't get too jealous."

      "I will be jealous, and I'll enjoy every minute of it."

      My wife seemed a little concerned, but I tried my best to explain.  Being jealous was a part of the pleasure.  I was jealous watching Leo kiss her on New Year's Eve.  I wanted to be the one tasting her lips, but I wasn't and that made my blood boil and my cock hard.  I loved that feeling and I wanted to experience it again.

      While I was putting my wife at ease, I noticed Royce coming into the room.

      "I see my friend has decided to join us."

      Royce reached around my wife and handed her a can of beer, then took a sip of his own.

      "You like my beer?" I asked.

      "I like your wife, better,” he said as he nuzzled his face into her neck.

      Jessica closed her eyes and leaned back into my friend.  I saw her nipples harden in her dress, although that might have been my imagination.  One thing I knew for sure, my cock was getting hard.

      "Royce, I want you to take my wife's dress off her."

      My friend looked up at me.  He smiled and gave me a thumbs up.

      "Are you going to be directing us?" Jessica asked.

      "I'd like to," I said.

      "Well then, we better do what my husband says," my wife said to Royce.

      She stood up and moved away from the camera lens.  Royce unzipped her dress and let it slip to the floor.  There she stood, in just the pair of matching red bra and panties, Royce's hand resting on her hip.  His black skin contrasted erotically against her peachy complexion.

      I got undressed along with my wife and friend.  I started to slowly stroke my cock as Royce caressed my wife's arm.

      "Jessica, suck his cock."

      My wife looked at me.  She smiled and slid to her knees.  I watched in awe as she lowered Royce's boxers.  His cock was good-sized.  Not a monster cock, like you see in porn, but slightly larger than mine.  All of a sudden I was second guessing my decision to let her fuck my friend.  What if she enjoyed his cock more than mine?  Who the fuck was I kidding, of course she'd prefer a larger cock.  I'd just have to try harder to please her.  And as I slowly stroked my erection seeing her slather my friend’s black cock with kisses, I knew I had my work cut out for me.

      "Suck it," I said.

      Jessica was licking the pre-cum that was dripping from the slit in Royce's crown.  I could see her roll her eyes, as she engulfed his cock in her mouth.  She was able to take about half before she started gagging.

      "Fuck, that feels good," Royce said.  "Suck my cock.  Give your husband a good show."

      And Jessica did.  She bobbed her head, taking as much of his shaft down her throat as she could, she used her hands to stroke the few inches left out.

      Royce couldn't help but use his hands to guide her head as she sucked him off.

      "Phil, your wife is a great cocksucker."

      "I know."

      And she seemed to enjoy herself.  While she sucked my friend's big black cock, she was rubbing her pussy.  I could hear her moan as his erection stretched her lips.

      "Enough foreplay," I said.  "Fuck her Royce.  I want to see you impale my wife on your cock."

      Royce looked over at me.  "Dude, I want to nut in her mouth."

      I shuddered.  Up to now I had been in control, and now my friend was resisting my influence.  Oddly enough, I found myself aroused by his defiance.

      My wife took my side.  "You heard him, Royce," she said.  "Fuck me.  I want to feel your huge cock stretch my married pussy."

      Royce gave me a wicked smile.  "Sure thing, Jess."

      I knew he was listening to my wife and not me.  I may have thought I was in control, but that power was solely my wife's to command.

      My friend helped Jessica to her feet, then unceremoniously bent her over the bed and moved behind her.  I watched transfixed as he rubbed the tip of his cock along her dripping slit.

      "Oooh, that feels nice," my wife said. "But I don't think I'm ready to take that monster cock of yours, Royce.  I could use a little help."

      "Yeah, Buddy," I said. "You need to give her cunt a little tongue love."

      My friend's cock wasn't really that much larger than my own, but it was fun playing like he was hung like a horse.  He didn't need to be told twice, to go down on my wife's luscious pussy.  Royce knelt down and started licking the tangy dew that was dripping from her labia.  He pushed his face into her ass, his nose nestling between her peachy cheeks, as he lapped at her treasure.

      "Fuuuuuk," my wife squealed as her lover feasted on her cunt.  Her hands tightly gripped the bed linen as a small orgasm passed through her.

      Royce added his fingers to the mix, rubbing them along her love canal, getting her ready to accept him.

      The action was getting a bit too hot for me and I had to pause my masturbation, lest I come too soon.

      "I think that's enough," I said.  "Get on with it."

      My wife gave a sigh at the loss of the stimulation but she quickly started moaning as Royce slowly slid his eight-inch erection into her well-lubricated pussy.

      "Ohhhhhh, shit," she said as she rested her head on the bed and enjoyed being filled by my friend's cock.

      I almost came myself when he bottomed out and his body slapped against her ass.  The contrast of his dark black skin against her peachy complexion was so beautiful and made my own cock twitch with delight.

      "Shit, your pussy is tight," Royce said.  "Your hubby not fuck you enough?"

      I knew he was joking, but his words were like a light punch in the chest.  I don't know why, but I liked it.  Feeling that mild humiliation added to my pleasure.

      "Oh, he fucks me good," my wife said, coming to my defense.  "It's just that a woman's body is more resilient than you men realize.  Now, shut up and fuck me."

      And he did.  Royce started thrusting hard and fast, like he was trying to pound my wife's body deep into the mattress.  The sounds of flesh on flesh filled my hotel, like I was watching a pay-per-view porno, which I was, really.

      I resumed stroking myself.  I could feel a tingle in my shaft as I heard my wife's moans start to rise.  It was obvious she was close to cumming on my friend's cock.  She was slapping her palms against the bed and her breathing grew fast and shallow.  These were sure signs a major climax was at hand—signs I only witnessed a few times since we’d been together.  I hoped it was because she was fucking someone new, not because Royce was just that much better a lover than I was.

      "Oh, Royce, You feel so fucking good. OHHHHHH!”

      Jessica came and came hard.  Her body shaking, her hands gripping the bed sheets.  Royce had to hold her hips up so she wouldn't collapse on the floor as her legs lost strength.

      "That's it, Jess, come on my cock.  Tell me you love it, tell me you love my cock.  Tell your husband who owns this pussy tonight."

      My wife moaned through her orgasm, before turning toward the phone on the dresser and staring directly at me.

      "Oh, honey, thank you so much.  This feels so good." She closed her eyes as she enjoyed another smaller climax.  The bliss on her face was beautiful.

      I felt my own climax rising, my balls pulled tight against my body, my shaft tingling as I stroked faster and faster.

      "Tell him, Jess.  Tell. Him." Royce punctuated the words with his thrusts.

      "Oh, fuck.  This pussy is yours, Royce.  It's yoursss." Jessica hissed as she spoke, like saying the words filled her with as much pleasure as it gave me hearing them.

      "Ooooooh, I'm close," my friend said.  "I'm going to cum, I'm—where? Quick, where do you want it?"

      Royce was asking my wife where he should come, and needed an answer now.  At that moment I realized he wasn't wearing a condom.

      "You tell him, Phil."

      Holy shit, my wife was telling me to decide where her lover came.  In her pussy, filling her womb with his seed, or pull out and shoot his load onto her back, painting her with his white pearly cum.

      Royce did not slow down as I contemplated my answer.  He was going to cum soon and I had to tell him where, before the question was moot.

      I usually used a condom when I fucked my wife and planned to finish inside her.  She wasn't on birth control and we weren't planning on starting a family yet, although it was something we had talked about long before we got married.  There was a real chance she might get pregnant if I told Royce to come in her pussy.

      "Buddy, shit, Phil?  I. Need.  An answer!"

      My friend tensed up.  I could see his ass clench as he gave one final push against my wife's body and held himself tightly against her.  He grunted and I could tell he was cumming, shooting his potent load inside my wife's unprotected womb.

      My indecision was the answer.

      "Take my cum, Jess," Royce said.  "Take it."

      The thought of my black friend impregnating my wife sent me over the edge.  I groaned as my cock pulsed in my fist, shooting semen into the air.  The first two ropes struck the wall, the rest landed on the carpet at my feet.

      I road my emotions like a rollercoaster, enjoying the high of my orgasm as my stomach fell into a pit of jealousy and hurt.  The thought of pregnancy would have to be dealt with later, but not right now.  Tonight, was about me sharing my wife with my friend.

      My wife mewed as Royce came inside her, filling her with his cream.  I could see her smile, and I felt a warmth fill me.  The thrill of seeing my loving wife in such a blissful state, was the perfect Valentine's Day gift for me, better than anything else I could imagine.

      Jessica opened her eyes and looked directly at me, her smile unwavering.  "Thank you," she silently mouthed, before blowing me a kiss.  I would have done the same, but my hand was coated in semen.

      "I love you, Jess," I said, just as my phone died.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      JESSICA

      Hearing my husband say he loved me, while another man's semen flooded my womb, sent another shiver of pleasure through my body.  I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment.

      I had collapsed onto the bed, with Royce's body over me.  I could feel his cock slowly deflate inside me as he caught his breath.

      "Thank you, Philip," Royce said.

      There was no answer.  I opened my eyes again and saw the phone was black.

      "Shit, we got cut off," I said.  "Could you get up and grab the phone?"

      I felt Royce pull out of me with an audible plop and I felt his cum begin to roll down my thigh.  It felt so fucking wrong and I loved it.  I would have to really let my husband know how much I enjoyed his gift when he returned home.

      I thought my lover was going to grab the phone, but instead he pulled me into the bed.

      "Don't worry about Philip," Royce said, his voice a comfort to me at the moment.

      I loved cuddling after a good fuck.  Philip and I always did and now I was wrapped in the arms of his friend.  Not the Valentine's Day I would have imagined, but one I enjoyed nonetheless.

      My phone buzzed on the table.  I looked over and saw a text pop up.

      "I really should get that," I said as I slipped out of my lover's embrace.

      
        
          
            
              
        Low battery, text you tomorrow when I head out

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Love you

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I know

      

      

      

      

      

      I was about to reply when another text popped up.

      
        
          
            
              
        Enjoy the rest of the night

      

      

      

      

      

      Philip punctuated his text with a smiley face.

      I turned to Royce.  He looked so handsome, lying there.  His dark black skin glistened with sweat, his flaccid penis laying across his thigh, still wet with both our fluids.

      I licked my lips at the sight.  I wanted nothing more than to take his cock into my mouth again.

      "Like what you see?" Royce said, his tone cocky as hell, like he knew the answer.

      "Yes," I said.  "But first I have to pee."

      I left my lover alone and went to the en suite bathroom.  I closed the door behind me and leaned back against it.

      For some reason I was shuddering.  I felt like a misbehaving teenager again, slipping out of my parent’s house to meet up with my boyfriend who they did not approve of.  Even though I had Philip's approval, I still felt like I was cheating.  And to make matters worse, that thrilled me.  Royce's cum was drying on my skin and I wanted nothing more than for my husband to be here, so I could rub his nose in it.

      I was such a wicked wife.

      I peed and washed my hands before returning to my lover.

      It felt odd to see another man, a man not my husband, standing naked next to the bed and not feel a bit of embarrassment.  It also felt exhilarating, the taboo nature of the act made me tingle.

      I did get a little embarrassed when I saw what he was holding in his hands.

      "So you two into bondage," Royce said, lifting up the pair of fuzzy handcuffs that I thought I'd tucked into the nightstand drawer.

      "You like sniffing around other people's bedrooms?” I said, trying to change the subject from the sex toys I'd recently purchased.

      Royce smiled.  "The drawer was open a crack."  Without really answering my question he continued.  "But since this pair still has the price tag on it, I can only assume you haven't used them yet."

      The amused smile on his face turned to one that conveyed evil intent, like he was a predator and I was his prey.  The look sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.  My fight or flight reflex kicked in.  Fight being giving in to the lustful desire that now churned through my body, flight being ending our encounter and waiting until my husband came home to reclaim me.

      I wanted to remain faithful to my loving husband, but I also wanted to let the tall black man here with me fuck my brains out.

      "You look conflicted," Royce said.  The man must have psychic powers since he was reading my mind.

      "I just think… I'm worried that… We ought to…" I couldn't really put my apprehension into words.  I didn't really know what was stopping me from indulging in the pleasure of the moment.  Philip did tell me to enjoy myself.

      "You're worried about what your husband might think, if we continue tonight's dance without him."

      I nodded in agreement.

      Royce gently laid the cuffs onto the bed and slowly walked to me.  His calming demeanor settled my nerves.  He placed his hands lightly on my shoulders and immediately I could feel my juices begin to flow.  My mind may have had reservations, but my body really wanted this handsome black man to use me.

      My husband's friend took my chin in his hand and lifted my head so I was looking him square in the eyes.  I thought he was going to kiss me, and I parted my lips in anticipation.

      "You know this is what he wanted, right?  Philip couldn't be here to celebrate the holiday so he asked me to stand in for him, to be his proxy to put it in legal terms."

      I smiled.  That sounded like something my husband would do.

      Royce continued.  "My buddy just watched me fuck you.  I know you enjoyed it, he also enjoyed it.  We all enjoyed it.  But regardless, we were performing for Phil, we put on a show for his pleasure."

      He paused, letting his words sink in.  He leaned in and whispered into my ears. "Now, let me do something for your pleasure."

      The strength in my legs fled and I collapsed into Royce's strong embrace.  He kissed me and I returned the kiss with equal passion.  Our tongues tangled together, exploring new lips, tasting new flavors.  We fell onto the bed, and rolled around, our hands touching and feeling.  My fingers wrapped around my lover's penis that was quickly growing.  With one hand, Royce groped my breasts giving my nipples a sharp pinch while he explored my moist folds with the fingers of his other.

      I moaned as the pain and pleasure registered and I felt a small climax take me.

      "Shall we use those new toys you bought?"

      The thought of being bound up and under this handsome man's control made me gush and it felt like a faucet had opened between my legs.

      Royce kissed me on the cheek and stood up, leaving me a quivering mess on the bed.

      "You have another pair of these?" he asked me.

      I couldn't speak, but I shook my head, no.  I had only bought one pair.

      "Well, then, we'll have to improvise."

      The handsome black man use the cuffs to secure my left hand to a bedpost.  He then rummage through my husband's closet and pulled out a handful of ties and finished securing my other limbs to the four corners of the bed.  I was lying helpless, spread-eagle, before a man who I would have considered a mere acquaintance just a few hours before.  I could feel my juices dripping down my skin as my body prepared to once again take his cock.

      "First things first, give me a safe word."

      "What's that?" I asked.

      "It's a word you say when I start doing something that makes you feel uncomfortable and you want me to stop."

      I thought for a moment, but realized there wasn't anything I could think of to make me want to stop this gorgeous man from using my body.

      "I don't need one," I said.

      He leaned down and patted my cheeks.  "You sweet, naïve, young woman.  Of course you do.  You don't understand how filthy and depraved a man's mind can be.  You always need a safe word." Then he slapped me, to make the point.

      "Ouch, stop that," I said.  I tried to rub the spot where he hit, but my hands were bound.

      "So, we're calling it a night then?  Do you really want me to stop?"

      "No.  It's just—"

      "Then give me a safe word.  You need to be able to say 'stop' or 'don't' without ending our little game.  Some people enjoy feigning distress."

      I thought for a moment, trying to come up with a word I could remember, but not something I would utter in the heat of passion.

      "Tampa Bay," I said.

      Royce raised his eyebrow and smiled in amusement.  "Okay, Tampa Bay it is.  Let's get started."

      My lover gently brushed a strand of my hair out of my face and kissed me on the cheek.  He then started running his fingers lightly across my body, causing goosebumps to erupt on my skin.  He teased my arms, legs, and stomach, but stayed away from my breasts and pussy.

      For the next ten, maybe twenty minutes he had me giggling and writhing against my restraints.

      "Fuck.  That tickles."

      Royce gave me an evil grin.  "I know."

      And he kept it up for an hour more or so it seemed.  I'm sure if I checked a clock it would have been much shorter.

      When I thought I could stand no more, and contemplated yelling my safe word, he roughly mauled my breasts with both hands and pinched my nipples hard.  It was almost as if he could read my body.

      I jerked, and my pussy quivered as I came.  I mewed as I enjoyed the sensation.

      Royce pinched my right nipple hard and pulled, stretching the skin and sending an excruciating jolt through my body.  At the same moment, he sucked my left nipple into his mouth and I was lost in a maelstrom of pain and pleasure.

      I could feel my pussy weeping with joy.

      "Fuck me, please," I begged.  "I need you inside me."

      The feeling of helplessness before this gorgeous man filled me with a strange desire, a desire I had never experienced before.  I loved my husband, but goddammit I needed this black man right now.

      "I will fuck you again, tonight.  But it will be when I'm good and ready."

      His denial of my request frustrated me, and I could sense he was very pleased with himself.

      Royce stood up and went to rummage through my nightstand.

      "Oh my," he said as he pulled out the vibrating dildo I had purchased.  "This is bigger than I am.  You really use this?"

      "Not yet.  I just bought it."

      "So, we'll be breaking this in, then."

      "No! That's for me and Philip."

      I really did want my husband to use it on me.  I was expecting Royce to put it back, but he didn't.  Instead, he closed the drawer and moved toward me.  He started stroking the plastic phallus in a slow seductive manner.

      "I said I was saving that."

      Royce didn't answer, instead he turned on the vibrator and started running the tip along my inner thighs.  My pussy quivered in anticipation.

      I almost told him to stop, again, but I didn't think he would.  It was then that I remembered my safe word and realized my lover thought I didn't mean for him to stop.  And I guess I didn't, because I didn't use the word.

      I closed my eyes and accepted that my husband's friend was going to be the one to break in my toy.

      "That feel good?" Royce asked.

      I moaned in response to his question.

      I yelped when he finally made contact with my pussy lips.  He worked my labia hard, getting the dildo nice and wet.

      I came when he touched my clit.

      "Fuuuuuuckkkkkkk," I screamed.

      He then plunged the entire dildo into my cunt.  I was filled like never before, and the vibrating shaft sent my body over the edge.  My vagina walls pulsed around the toy, and my body arched in uncontrollable pleasure.

      I think he thrust the dildo a few times, but I was too lost in the bliss to really notice.  Whatever he was doing, it was wonderful.

      I screamed a few obscenities and almost passed out before he withdraw the toy.

      I sighed with relief that it was over.  Royce had given me one of my greatest orgasms, one I would remember and cherish for a long while.

      I felt a bit of sadness when I felt him begin to untie me.  Like our night was over.  It didn't take me long to realize I was wrong.  Instead of letting me up, my black lover flipped me over and retied my bounds.  Now I was lying face down on the bed.

      "Have you ever been fucked in the ass," Royce asked.  He slapped my butt cheeks hard before I could answer.

      "No," I said squirming at the thought.  I was planning on letting my husband have my ass this night, but since he wasn't here, it was Royce's for the taking.

      "You have any lube?"  My lover was rubbing his fingers along the edge of my anus.

      "In the—in. In the drawer." I was barely able to get my answer out as my body was wracked with tremors, this new sensation was driving me wild with desire.  I had never wanted anyone to fuck my ass more than I did at that moment.  The fact that it wasn't going to be my husband just made the occasion that much hotter.

      A sigh of remorse issued from my lips as Royce stopped teasing my anus and went to grab the lube.

      "Don't worry, slut, I'm not going anywhere."

      Philip had never called me a slut, ever, even in the heat of passion.  I probably would have slapped him if he did.  But for some deep dark reason, I loved it when Royce did it.

      I wanted to turn around and see what my lover was doing, but I couldn't.  So I just lay there and waited, my body shivering with anticipation of what he had in store for me.

      I felt the mattress shift as Royce crawled onto the bed.  Even though I knew he was there I still jumped when I felt a drop of cold lube drip onto my ass.

      "Just relax," he said as he gave my butt a sharp slap.  "I'll go easy since you're a beginner."

      "Do your worst,” I said.  I tried to sound hard, but my voice was shaky.

      Royce laughed.

      "You don't really mean that."

      I started to answer when I felt something blunt push against my virgin anus.  I tensed up and was rewarded with another slap.

      "Relax, I said.  It's just my finger."

      My lover was eventually able to push past my resistance and began fucking my ass with his lubed-up finger.  When I grew acclimated to one finger he added another and worked both in and out.

      I was in heaven, feeling his slick digits get me ready for his cock.  I wanted some stimulation on my clit but with my hands tied down, I was out of luck.  I tried rubbing my mound against the bedsheets but couldn't get friction in the right spot.

      SLAP

      I froze when I felt the sting of Royce's hand on my ass.

      "Quit fighting," my lover said through gritted teeth.

      "I need to cum."

      "I'll get to that, trust me.  Let me get inside you first."

      I buried my head into the pillow and screamed in frustration, and then stopped moving.

      "Good girl."

      I guess my ass was ready, because I felt Royce move over me and push his cock against my anus.  His fingers had felt like a baton, but his cock felt like a baseball bat.

      "NO! It won't fit." I was afraid he would split me in two.

      Instead of pulling away, Royce increased the pressure.  With a grunt, he penetrated my ass and kept pushing.   My ass stretched wide to accept my lover's cock and I felt as full as I ever had before.

      I gave a deep growl.

      "You like that?"

      I could only grunt; words escaped me.

      Royce held still, letting my body adjust to his size, then he began to slowly fuck my ass.  I would be lying if I said I didn't like it.  It was a strange sensation, some pleasure with a hint of pain.

      I was beginning to enjoy my ass fucking when Royce reached around and started rubbing my clit and blew my fucking mind.

      My body shook as waves of ecstasy passed through me.

      "Oh. My.  God!" I screamed.  "Fuuuuuuuck."

      Royce lay on top of me, fucking my ass, sandwiching me against the mattress.

      "God your ass is so tight."  My lover's breath caressed my skin as he whispered into my ear.

      He kept slowly moving within me, extending my climax.

      "I'm going to cum in your ass," he said.

      "Yes," I hissed.  "Cum in my ass."

      "Something your husband hasn't done."

      I smiled as the thought sent shivers through my pussy.

      "Yet," I said.  I may have given my anal virginity to Royce, but I really wanted to reward Philip for the greatest Valentine's Day gift ever.  And I could think of nothing better than letting him fuck my ass.

      "Oh, I'm close."  Royce began speeding up his thrusts.  With a grunt he pushed deep and held.  It was wonderful, feeling his cock pulse and the warmth of his semen fill my colon.

      When he was finished, Royce kissed my neck and pulled out.

      "Stay there,” he said, “I’m going to go get a towel to clean you off."

      I laughed—like I was going to go anywhere.

      I was still feeling a bit euphoric as my lover unbound my limbs.  Royce lay a towel on the bed and rolled me over so I wouldn't make a mess.

      "You rest up, I'll run you a bath."

      I gave him a contented smile before closing my eyes and taking a well-deserved nap.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I was woken by a soft kiss on the cheek.

      "Did I wear you out?" Royce asked as he picked me up and took me to the en-suite bath.

      "You're quite the lover," I said.

      While I would rather have had my husband with me on Valentine's Day, it felt nice being in Royce's gentle arms.

      He set me into the warm water and then the pampering really began.

      He rubbed my wrists and ankles where I'd been secured to the bed.  Then, he sponged my sweaty body, paying special care to my tender pussy and ass.  He massaged my shoulders, even doing my scalp.

      "You're a very special woman, Jessica.  Philip is very lucky to have you."

      "And you're a special friend to step up and take care of me while he's gone."

      "It was my pleasure," Royce said.

      The rest of the evening was a blur.  After my bath, I went to make us a couple of drinks while Royce took a shower.

      "I hope your husband doesn't mind me wearing this," Royce said.  He came into the kitchen like a Nubian God, his black skin in sharp contrast to the white robe he was wearing.  His smile filled me with comfort.

      He wasn't my husband, but he was a more than adequate substitute.

      "If he doesn't mind you cumming in my ass, I don't think he'll mind you wearing his robe."

      We spent the rest of the night getting to know each other a little better, sitting on the couch, enjoying our drinks.  We talked about our likes and dislikes, our work histories, our hopes for the future.

      It was around two in the morning when Royce stood up.  It was hard not to take a peek as his robe parted revealing his beautiful penis.

      "Well, it's been a wonderful night," Royce finally said.  "Maybe I should get dressed and leave before I overstay my welcome."

      "You'll do no such thing," I said, reaching up to pull him down into my arms. "You're staying here tonight."

      "In the spare room?"

      I laughed, and kissed him so he didn't say anything else stupid.

      "You've given me a very special gift tonight," I said.

      "That was from Philip," my lover said.

      I was shocked when Royce pulled a small box out of his pocket and handed it to me.

      "Is this something else Philip was supposed to give me?" I asked him, my eyes thin with suspicion.

      "No.  It's something I picked up after he asked me to act as his proxy.  Open it."

      Inside was a gold bracelet with a small charm on it, a heart with JS engraved on it.

      "This is so lovely, you shouldn't have."

      "Let me put it on you."

      Royce took the bracelet, but instead of putting it around my wrist, he lifted my foot and secured it around my ankle.

      "This is a special bobble, you may want to only wear on special occasions," Royce said.  I was only kind of listening because he was running his finger up my calf and thigh toward my well-fucked pussy.

      "What kind of special occasions?" I asked.

      "Ask Phil."

      "I will," I said as I admired the jewelry.

      We went up to bed and made love one more time.  I was about to fall asleep when Royce rolled over to face me.

      "Tonight was fun," he softly said, an understatement to say the least.  "But I went easy on you.  Maybe next time, I'll try to actually get you to give me your safe word.  That's always a fun game."

      My body quivered at the thought of a next time.

      "If there is a next time," I said with as much nonchalance as I could muster.  We both knew, if my husband allowed it, there would definitely be a next time.
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      Which hotwife has the next sexy Valentine’s adventure?

      Next in series: A Hotwife’s Special Night by Olivia Lawless

      Nick will stop at nothing to provide a special night for his wife Erica, including a stay at a swanky downtown hotel. Secretly, Erica was hoping for another home improvement project. She was only a bit disappointed when Nick surprised her with the plan for Valentine's Day but was going to make the best of it.

      Join in on the fun and see what happens when Nick, and a very special guest get together to give hotwife Erica a very special night.

      Get the book HERE

      Explore the entire series HERE
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      I splashed a handful of cold water on my face, trying to wash away the shock of what I had just seen.

      To a passerby, there was nothing out of the ordinary, but my world had been rocked and I didn't know why.

      I was with my wife Trisha at the W hotel in Dallas celebrating my 29th birthday.  The plan was to start the evening with a quick drink at the bar and then taxi over to the American Airlines Center to watch my Coyotes take on the Dallas Stars.

      We hit a detour.

      I'd left my wife at the bar to use the restroom. When I came back, my spot had been taken by another man.  I noticed him as I came around the corner.  He was tall, about six and a half feet, maybe, with blond hair and lightly tanned skin.  I could just make out the stubble on his face.  He was basically what some women would call, a hunk.

      Normally seeing my wife chatting with another man wouldn't upset me.  She worked in a male-dominated environment and she interacted with men all the time.  I was used to it, and quite honestly never minded it.

      What penetrated me to my core and sent my heart fluttering was when the man said something – I was too far away to hear – and my wife started laughing, and then he placed his hand on her thigh and she didn't brush it away.

      I should have raged at this display of intimacy, should have marched over and intervened, no need for violence, a simple "excuse me" should get the cad moving on.  I wanted to do that, but I was rooted to the spot, my emotions, a maelstrom of jealousy, rage, and surprisingly, lust.  My cock was hard, probably visible through my pants.  So, instead of moving to confront the man making moves on my wife, I returned to the restroom to compose myself.

      After what felt like an hour, but was more like five minutes, of staring at my reflection and trying to sort out my feelings, I wiped off the excess water from my face and headed back out.

      I'd like to say I headed straight to the bar to handle the situation, but that would be a lie.  Instead, I slipped around the corner and sat in an empty booth to watch the interaction.

      The first thing I noticed was that the stranger had moved closer to Trisha.  The second was the new drink that was sitting in front of her.  The third was the incredible erection in my pants.  I felt glad I was sitting down.

      Here I was, lusting after my wife, while she was seriously flirting with a man neither of us had ever seen before this night.  At least that's what I was assuming.

      I wanted to take my wife to our room and fuck her silly.

      The man's attention was drawn away from my wife and toward his phone.  He excused himself and answered it.

      Trisha took a sip of her drink and started fidgeting in her seat, playing with her napkin and glancing back over at her new friend.  The one thing she didn't do was look around for her husband.

      After a moment, the stranger returned his attention to my wife.  I couldn't hear what was said, but when the man waved the bartender over for his check, I figured he was leaving.  A look of disappointment appeared on Trisha's face or maybe it was my imagination – my own dark fantasies digging their claws into my psyche.

      The man paid his bill and seemed to lean toward my wife as if to kiss her.  I could feel my hand shake, my cock twitch.  This didn't make any sense.

      For a moment, Trisha moved closer, but then realized what she was doing and pulled back.

      They both chuckled at the situation and shook hands instead.  The man was turning to leave, but before he could release her hand, my wife pulled him back in and whispered something into his ear before giving him a light kiss on the cheek.

      The kiss sent a shock wave through me, sending me backward into the booth cushion.

      While I was reeling, the man smiled, said see ya later and left.

      Finally, Trisha started looking around for me.

      That kiss, that simple friendly kiss had me heartbroken and horny as hell.  A tiny voice in my head was telling me I had about two hours until the opening puck drop, enough time to get a quick dinner and make it to the game.  I ignored that voice, there was something I wanted, no something I had to do.

      I swiftly made my way to my wife.  Her eyes lit up when she saw me, not with surprise, but with lust.  She was horny herself.  If that stranger hadn't left and I was still dallying around, I'm sure she would have pulled him into the lady's room and fucked him.  That thought made me want her even more.

      "Miss me?" were my first words to her.

      Our eyes locked into a knowing gaze, one only loving spouses of ten years could understand.

      "Take me to the room."
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        Three hot stories of wives who like to break their wedding vows and the husbands who love to watch.

        Christian wonders why his wife is so popular at their Tennis Club and he gets to watch her beat another man on the courts and then in the bedroom.  Brett has to find entertainment for the bosses while they work out a multi-million dollar business deal. When his first choice drops out, his wife eagerly volunteers for the task.  And a couple likes to play flirting games with strangers while on vacation. One night, the wife gets tired of playing pretend and her husband finds his life changed forever.

      

      

      

      The Things We Do For Lust

      
        
        Peter and Robin planned to spend a week in Las Vegas celebrating their anniversary, but an unexpected stroke of good fortune interrupts the happy couple's plans. They win a nice little jackpot, and the attention of a handsome stranger. Suddenly, they find themselves celebrating with a man they hardly know – someone Robin finds intriguing, and Peter finds intimidating. A night of flirting and a day of seduction later finds the married couple at a crossroads. Will Robin be lured away? Or will she be able to control her desires for a man other than Peter? Or maybe – something else.
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