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My husband lets me be single for the big man upstairs

I’m a college instructor in comparative literature. My husband is a professional historian.
So whenever Clay — the former pro football player and now agent who lives in the penthouse atop our building — comes down, the tenor of our lives utterly changes.
And he comes down whenever he wants. If we don’t open our door when he raps on it, he thinks we’re having a seizure or someone died. I mean, why can’t you just go on living like you’re still in the frat house, right?
He’s 40 and gregarious and physical and . . .  charming. He’s all those things, but he’s also really big. I mean, massive-big. And proportional about it, too — his feet (usually bare), his hands, his head, they’re all bigger. It’s like looking up at the Micheal statue in Florence. In awe.
“He’s really quite . . . “ I paused but there was only one word. “ . . . magnificent,” I turned to Lloyd and chuckled. We were nibbling a charcuterie board in bed one night. “Don’t you think so?” I said.
I was trying my hardest to normalize the situation. The situation being, Clay was making me feel things. He pushed me around, he teased me, he tickled me. He touched me in ways anybody at work would be fired for.
He’s just so very physical in that boisterous, care-free, locker-room kind of way that was always so utterly foreign to me.
“A greek god,” my husband said, snapping a tiny canapé in half with his bared teeth. “But a better chin and nose.”  He smacked his lips with self-satisfaction at his little joke.
I laughed and slapped his arm and fell forward over the bed sheets, because he was right. Very right.
I told Eugena in my department about the loud and brash neighbour above us at a faculty party the other day.
“My dear,” she said in a perfect English novel character accent — she’s retiring this year — “why aren’t you in his bed this minute?” She laughed in that “aren’t I a scamp!” kind of way and she patted my husband’s hand where he clutched his wine stem.
“Who knows?” she said to him as she slipped away to the hors d’oeuvres. “Maybe she’d come down new and improved!” she chuckled.
She was always like that, skirting the land of the inappropriate.
But Lloyd looked at me and caught, for a second, a look on my face I didn’t want to show him. I’d bitten my lip.
Because the fact of the matter was, it wasn’t just the way the man looked and behaved when he came storming into our place. It was the way he made me feel.
It was not a familiar feeling. It might not have been even an allowed feeling. And I don’t mean just as a married woman. I mean also as any woman with self respect and personal dignity in the 21st Century.
He made me feel . . . What? Girly? Cutesy? Feminine?
It was 12 noon when we were both startled from our slow-start, quiet Sunday with the crosswords and the newspapers and the classical music. We both recognized it and we stared at each other and smirked. There was no denying the force that was Clay when Clay came a-calling.
I snorted and shut my kindle and got up. “I’ll get it,” I said to my husband and I puffed a little amused puff out my nose. I liked Clay, and I liked not having to keep that a secret anymore, at least.
I told my husband he was an interesting study. That was how I answered his astonished question, “Do you like him?”
He snorted lightly without looking up and went back to his book.
I glanced in the hall mirror as I called through the closed door in front of me. “Hold your horses,” I laughed. He had started rapping again probably thinking an emergency or something was unfolding that required his immediate aid.
I looked ok. I was in my white tennis shoes, blue denim shorts that were perhaps a little too torn and frayed, and my off-the-shoulder black loose knit top. I fluffed my hair up. For him, it’s true.
He must have already twisted the doorknob because as soon as I threw the deadbolt, the door flew open. He shouted something footbally, ducked down to my waist, and ran his massive shoulder into my hips.
I shrieked and fell over his back, whereupon he righted himself so straight up, I shrieked again on the elevator that was his body, and twisted around to plant my hand palm-first into the ceiling behind me. It felt like he was going to heave me through it.
I also laughed uncontrollably. That’s the part I was talking about earlier. He makes me feel things that I’m not accustomed to feeling. Playful. Young. Kitten-like.
He carried me like a sack and patted my ass as he rounded into the living room. “Gonna need your sweet-cakes for a bit,” he shouted to Lloyd and turned to carry me into the kitchen like that.
He’s carried me before. It makes me squeal and kick my legs and punch his back, but I don’t like it when he puts me down.
I rolled my eyes and grinned and chuckled at Lloyd, raising my head from Clay’s enormous back. He shrugged back at me and only snorted, shook his head, and ducked his face back into his book.
Now, normally, Lloyd does this half-hearted thing like it’s part of our old script where he says something about “stealing a man’s wife,” “put her down, put her down,” and Clay says something back like “finders-keepers,” or “fight me for her,” or something equally ridiculous.
But not this time. “Butter,” Clay barked, “and orange juice if you have it,” he said, turning around to let me look in my own fridge that he opened, still dangling body and leg over his shoulder. “You don’t mind?” he said to Lloyd over the counter.
It wasn’t a real question and Lloyd didn’t take it as such, merely waving and still not looking up. “Whatever you need,” he said.
“In that case,” Clay turned to him, throwing me back around to face the floor and the fridge. He really didn’t care how he handled me. “Let me keep her for the game — okay with you?” he said. “You come up too!” he added. “Got a client I’m really trying to reel in,” he said.
“I’ll see about going up,” Lloyd said disinterestedly. He wasn’t for real going to leave me up there without him for the whole game, was he?
Clay turned his head and pushed his lips against my bare thigh. He kissed me, for lack of a better word, right in front of my husband. I let him, as well, but I did purse my lips at his back.
“And your wife is going to distract the fucking be-jesus out of him,” he said.
“Hey!” I protested, driving my elbow into his back. I was holding the butter in one hand and the orange juice jug in the other. “That’s not what I’m for!” I laughed too.
It was such an utterly different world than the polite parties of Lloyd’s and my usual nights out.
He twisted further around so that we met eyes over his shoulder. His hand squeezed — gently — the back of my thigh, right up against the frays of my shorts. I glanced higher up over his shoulder but Lloyd remained entranced by his book. We held eyes again like that, him grinning, me blushing, for two silent seconds too long.
“Then what are you for?” he said in a soft voice too quiet for Lloyd to hear with the classical music stirring to a crescendo at that moment. He just kept looking in my eyes with that infuriating grin of his.
I shook my head finally as though filled with disdain, and I rolled my eyes. “So take me upstairs,” I said to him, also in a soft quiet voice too low for my husband to hear.
“She’ll text you if she gets into trouble,” Clay shouted and he carried me down the hallway and out the door.
Lloyd still said nothing. He’d been up once or twice out of politeness to Clay’s Sunday afternoon game watching parties. He knew what went on up there. He knew it got pretty raw.
I’d never stayed past the opening kickoff — all he ever wanted me for was to help prep food for the men coming over, set it out, look pretty, and say hello to them as they came in, and get the hell out of there. I had no interest in football or watching a game. Much less did I have any interest in hanging around guys like that who were already loud and obnoxious before they’d even got into their beers.
Clay always took the stairs. He ducked for me, he deked around railings and exit signs, and he lifted me gently but rapidly through the building stair well without bumping me against anything. Big as he was, he was extraordinarily graceful on his feet. Pro athletes — I guess they learn how to move like that.
“I’m not staying,” I said. “Got to wash my hair,” I tittered. It was an old inside joke between him and I.
“I asked your husband, so . . .  yeah you are,” he stated flatly.
Another inside joke. He knew that husband ownership shit bugged the hell out of me.
“I don’t like your friends,” I said, bouncing over his shoulder, swinging wide around the stair cases, bounding up floor after floor. I trusted him.
“Oh, but baby,” he said, reaching the top floor, “they gonna love you!” He laughed like a barrel rolling off the back of truck.
“Do you ever care what a woman thinks at all, Clay?” I said to him as he swung me around his enormous bicep and startled me with how he seemed to twist me in three dimensions at once and yet land me — unexpectedly — right on my feet perfectly balanced at his front door.
“And you only know me at my very best,” he replied, and he swung open his double doors and actually took my hand in his and walked me with him down his wide hallway, after pausing to stretch out his super long leg and using his dextrous toes to shut the doors behind us.
“I can’t even imagine,” I shook my head and made my way to his kitchen. His condo was the entire top floor — six times the size of our place.
“You know,” I said to him, opening his fridge and pulling out what he already had and studying the situation, “for a simple brute, you show flashes of good taste,” I said to him, gesturing with my eyes and face around his living room that occupied an entire quarter of the place. It was nicely appointed.
He came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my whole body. It was like being thrusted into a blanket like a kid. I felt his body push up behind me. We’d been alone up in his place before. But something felt decidedly different between us this time. His hands closed over my stomach.
“I picked you out, didn’t I?” he said with his mouth too close to my ear. “Fuckin’ A I got good taste.”
I snorted, I lifted one knee and pressed the balls of my toes into the top of my other foot. I tilted my head away from his and pushed my messy blonde locks over my shoulder.
I turned to him. A married woman would have pushed him off. A married woman would remind him of her status. A married woman would tell him to refrain from touching like that or be in big trouble. A married women might even leave.
I was a very married woman, but I did none of those things. Because, entirely unexpected to me, I was attracted to him, and what was worse, I liked being attractive to him, too. A woman like me should never feel like that, but I did.
“Stop it, Clay,” I said so quietly he would be forgiven for not having heard me. And maybe that was the point.
“You give me the goosebumps . . . ” he said, and he laughed hard, he released me so abruptly I stumbled forward and caught my balance on the fridge door handle, and he patted — didn’t slap like usual — my ass. “. . . when you talk dirty like that.” He carried a plate of something to the long hutch along the living room wall.
I spied him over my shoulder and through the fallen strands of my hair as he made his rounds around his kingdom making it ready for his friends. It was absurd. He looked at me purely sexually. Of course he had no idea at all what comparative literature could possibly mean, the one time he asked me what I did at work, and even then, it was just him trying to be polite.
He treated me like an object to handle, to touch. To look at. He liked me hanging around long enough for his male friends, all brutes like him, to ogle me as they came in, just so he could chuckle and raise his eyebrows at them like I belonged to him or something.
It was frustrating having my entire professional status, my whole personal identity, so easily evaporated by a single breath of his, a crooked grin, a delighted eye. He was lascivious and entitled. There was a better word for him, I was sure, but all that would come to my mind was, “masculine.”
I followed him out with a couple bowls and arranged things on the hutch for him in a more logical order.
He came up behind me and patted my ass again and dragged his hand around my waist and said, “That right there is why I got to have you, Candy,” he said, using a name for me no one ever uses. It’s Candace for my husband, friends, and colleagues at work. Candy was for when I was 14.
I only grinned proudly to myself and puffed a satisfied breath of air out my nose. I let him touch me like that. I turned to look at him go, and he knew I was going to, because he caught me peeking at him and smirked and pointed at me. I rolled my eyes and squeezed in my shoulders. He was turning me into a teenager all over again. How did he do that?
I looked out the incredible view from his condo. — 360 degrees of it — and dropped my jaw open and frowned my brow. That was it, wasn’t it, I thought. I gasped at the simplicity of it, the immediacy of it.
I had a crush on him! “Oh my god!” I groaned to myself and I covered my face in my hands and inhaled deeply. What in the world was a 32-year-old professional woman, married, I might add, doing having a crush on a 40-year-old single man? A brutish guy like that?
I told Lloyd everything. We always shared our self-revelations and we encouraged each other always to stretch, to enter new territory, to find new version of ourselves, or old rediscovered versions. I stared at my phone but put it back in my back shorts pocket. Maybe telling him all excitedly that I found out I have a crush on the big pro athlete upstairs was not such a great idea after all.
Still, I didn’t keep secrets from him. It would have to come out sometime.
But obviously not right then. There was a sudden gust of loud voices and laughter and slapping flesh and even what sounded like punches, and I leaned back, saw the four other men, all about Clay’s size (if lacking Clay’s mobile grace) come in his double wide front doors.
“Double wide for a good reason,” I snickered. Not all of them kept in as tip-top shape as — I was about to say “my man”! — as Clay, it was evident. I hurried to the kitchen because I didn’t want to be surrounded or trapped out there.
Two of them knew me from another time, two of them were new. Clay introduced me to each one separately and carefully nonetheless. After they sauntered into the living room, he leaned back, wrapped his big hand around my hip, and said, his mouth too close to my ear, “That gave them a thrill,” and he tapped my ass, again.
I snatched his wrist in my hand and dug my nails into his skin and gave him a clenched-teeth and wide-eyed look.
“What, baby, you’re beautiful, you know that, you’re fucking hot,” he said, and he pecked my neck with a tiny kiss and left me standing there with that to deal with.
“Bring some beers, baby?” he shouted at me from his chair. The game was starting. I at first glared at him and folded my arms over my chest. I wasn’t some maid!
But he didn’t notice me, he just slapped the legs of his friends, made them sit on the two parts of the big sectional, and laughed and shouted with them.
Trash talking, I guess they call it. I went into the fridge and put a few different kids of beer cans on a serving tray, inhaled behind the wall and shut my eyes to count to five. I stepped out like some bar server, the tray high up at my shoulder.
He noticed me then. He didn’t get the statement I was making, though. “Go around this way,” he said, gesturing with his hand for me to squeeze between the four sets of knees and the large square coffee table that was the centrepiece of his room.
I shook my head but not widely enough for him to notice. I didn’t want to embarrass him in front of his friends and clients.
The men all clammed up like schoolboys as I took my sweet time bending over at my waist with my knees locked straight, presenting the tray in front of each startled man in turn. I was fully aware that Clay was on the third side of the table, and that I was pushing my ass in his direction each time I bent over for each man. Serves him right, I thought. Teach him to talk to me like that!
I finally came to him. And just to show him who’s boss, I bent over and touched his knees with my fingers to stop him from lowering his legs from the coffee table where they rested. Instead — and I loved this part! — I stepped over his legs and stood facing him with my feet apart. I put my hand on my hip and lowered the tray to my chest but I didn’t bend over for him the way I bent over for each of the other men. I looked down at him with one eyebrow raised and one side of my mouth pulled up in a grin. I had him, didn’t I! I almost had to burst out laughing.
He just leaned his head back, slumped further down more comfortably in his chair, and said, with a snarky grin of his own, “You decide for me, baby.”
I narrowed my eyes at him to tell him how I didn’t like being called his “baby” in front of his friends. With me alone, it was fine, of course, but it wasn’t for others. “Then I guess we might be here all night,” I said to him, and I proceeded to sit down on his thighs. Two could play his game, I thought. I stared right back into his eyes. I grinned just like he grinned. I knew the other men were all watching behind me, too.
He made me blink and shiver, though. He put both hands on my knees, and then pushed them, roughly, up my thighs. “Something I said, baby?” he said to me privately. They couldn’t here, the game was on too loud.
I wanted to tell him that calling me “baby” wasn’t for anyone else but him and me. But he was beginning to infuriate me. “You wouldn’t know,” I said, and I casually, carelessly, picked any old can, and opened it up. I made a point of showing him I didn’t care.
He just grinned that grin of his and gestured with his face and mouth for me to pour it for him.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head and glanced behind my back. All four heads quickly darted away and back to the screen. He was loving putting on a show for them. So I put on a show. I puffed an amused puff of air out my nose, I put my free hand down on his upper thigh, and I bent at my waist and leaned forward toward him and lifted the can over his face.
I poured it and missed a little and he laughed and caught it dribbling over his chin. And then I did something I regret. I instinctively shot forward and caught other drips of beer off his lip and chin. I kissed him, in other words.
He could tell I sucked in a quick and deep shot of breath, but he stayed cool. He wrapped his hands around my hips and twisted me until I squealed a little and lifted my legs and got rotated by him on his thighs. I faced the other men and the game sitting on him.
Nobody seemed to notice or care. He took my hand in his and made me hold the can even as he brought it behind my back and made me pour another drink in his mouth. I laughed and he snaked his arm around my waist and over my stomach and it felt natural and ordinary when he pulled me lightly and I slid back further on his thighs until I leaned my back into his chest.
We watched the game together like that, him talking with friends with his face in my neck and half under my hair, his hand around my stomach, his other hand playing up and down my back and his fingers playing under my hair and in my bare neck.
I knew it was wrong. But I couldn’t get off him. I couldn’t help it.
He reached around in front of me and without asking tipped his beer can at my lips. He made me laugh and fall back further against him. I arched my chest out and tilted my head back and caught his pour with my mouth and laughed and swallowed and slapped his thighs that came out from under me, between my legs.
I also felt his boner under my ass. It was getting bigger, too. At first, I thought, “No way!” But it became unmistakable, especially as he lifted me up (!) to straighten himself and adjust his pants, before settling me back down, more comfortably on his bulge. It was now right between my legs.
The game droned on, the men talked and laughed and ate and drank, my Clay right in there with him, ignoring the fact he had slid his hand up under my top and was rubbing my bare back. His other hand slipped under my top as well, and rubbed my bare stomach. His two smallest fingers even slid a little under the waist of my shorts, and rubbed back and forth, dropping deeper a little bit each time.
All I could think was, it was a good thing Lloyd wasn’t up yet. And speak of the devil: my phone buzzed in my back pocket.
Clay cooed like he’d been stimulated by it and I twisted around in his lap and gave him the look and pulled up my phone. I looked at him hard too, because my hand was on his groin as I did so. It fell there, honest. My look made it clear that he was not to say or do anything if I accidentally left it there, too. 
I sat up on him and used both my hands on my phone. I had just done my nails and they were matte pink and pretty. Yes, I wanted him to notice!
“Can’t make it up, tell Clay sorry,” Lloyd had written.
I bit my curled-in bottom lip and inhaled like trouble was brewing.
Clay had been peeking over my shoulder and he pulled the phone up and out of my hands and pushed it down in his chair beside him.
“Hey!” I said and I twisted around.
He stroked my hair and tucked it behind my ear. “Just you and me now,” he smiled, and he went back to listening to his friend tell his story.
I crossed my arms over my chest and pouted to make sure he knew I wasn’t pleased. He made me lean back against his chest — he pulled me back.  Even with his friends right in front of him, he slipped his fingers under the waist of my shorts. I pulled my knees up to my chest and closed my legs, resting the soles of my bare feet on his enormous thighs, trying to hide his hand going further and further down inside my shorts.
It was embarrassing!
He just kept on talking and laughing like nothing was happening. I wrapped my arms around my knees and hugged myself trying to hide in plain sight. He carefully, without anyone noticing, even me, at first, undid the button in the waist of my shorts. His whole hand — and it was a big hand! — slide down inside and over the top of my panties.
If he could just sit there like it was nothing, I wasn’t going to give in. I determined to sit there like it was nothing too, and give him a taste of his own medicine.
His fingers ran along the waist of my panties and I hardly breathed at all. I just stared at the man talking. I might have licked my lips. He ran one and then two fingers underneath the top of my panties and I spun around to face him, putting my mouth on his ear.
I had a lot of things to say to him about how rude he was, about how I was a married woman, about how I might tell my husband to come up, about how I didn’t give him permission for anything. But instead, all I could do was bite his ear lobe and groan to him, “Give me some of your beer, at least!”
I sipped it facing the other men. I maintained myself perfectly still. They were hollering and slapping each other and pointing at the screen — someone scored something. Clay slid his finger down over the lips of my pussy and he found me, to my utter surprise, kind of, completely wet. For him. He was gentle, like I said, but he was also insistent and forceful. I blinked a bit before I shut my eyes. Nobody was watching, nobody cared.
I couldn’t believe it. He entered me with his finger. And also, yes, the man demonstrated to my satisfaction that he knew his way around a girl’s body. He was actually infuriating, the way he would and wouldn’t touch me. So when he finally did, just as I was wondering if he knew where exactly, when it was time, I gasped out loud, I arched hard back in my spine, and jutted my chest and stomach out and twisted around in his lap. All involuntarily.
He found the button and he wasn’t letting me go. I writhed on him and tried to hide my face in his neck twisted all the way backward, but he was relentless on me. He knew what he was doing to me and he knew what was going to happen. But he wouldn’t stop. I tried to cry it to him to stop, but nothing came out my mouth, not even breath.
I reached under my ass and squeezed his bulge under me as hard as I could to make him stop and I felt my whole body shake and go warm. And then, just as I climaxed on him like that, my beer poured all over my neck and chest and stomach and lap. I had twisted my hand around and just poured it out all over. I couldn’t even stop when I knew what I had done because my whole body was so incapacitated.
When I got a grip on myself, I bolted up, lifted myself off him, and tried to speed away. But he got up with me — I guess I poured beer all over his lap too — and he took me by the hand under great control down the long hallway to his bedroom.
“I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life!” I gasped at him and I had to fall against him and hide my face in his chest.
He closed the bedroom room behind him. “It’s okay, it’s okay,” he cooed and he petted my hair. “Take this off, I can wash it, got a laundry right in there, look,” he said, making me look in his enormous and luxurious bathroom. “Shorts too,” he said.
He began helping me out of my sweater before I realized what was happening and I tugged it back down and half squatted and looked at him and grinned. He almost had me!
“Hey, baby,” he said. “Locker room, remember? It ain’t nothing, just take it off, it won’t take long to wash and dry. You can just relax in here and I’ll come back in a little later, okay?” He kissed my lips.
I wasn’t embarrassed about the beer, I was embarrassed about what he did to me. Did he even know what happened? If he did, he wasn’t going to mention it. I lifted my top off and handed it to him, and with him not even bothering to look away, I squatted down and peeled my shorts off my ass and down my legs and handed them to him as well. The button was already open.
He went to the bathroom and put them in the machine. And then he causally took off his pants and t-shirt, too, right in front of me, and put them in the machine. And then he dropped his shorts. I looked away.
He came out completely naked and went casually as a Sunday in the park to his huge closet doors and went inside, turned on the light, and got dressed in fresh clothes. I peeked. He was proportional all over, like I said. It was “oh-my-god!!!” size.
He gestured toward my panties and bra, but I laughed and turned away and giggled nervously. “No, that’s fine, they’re dry!” I said. That was not entirely true.
He went to the bedroom door and paused before opening it. “Just hang out, if you like. Do you like it in here?” he said.
I did. I nodded at him. “Come back and check on me soon?” I said, and I grinned and chuckled at myself.
He didn’t say anything before going out and closing the door behind him. I went to it and pressed my ear to the back of it. I could hear him out there carrying on with his friends laughing and shouting. Like he didn’t have a half naked woman in his bedroom at all.
I padded around and I rolled in his bed and I touched everything in his closet and I examined his bathroom. It had everything. A steam-room. A jacuzzi. An enormous multi-head walk in shower.
“I could get used to this,” I smirked.  His bedroom door flew open and I ran out of his bathroom and ducked under the sheets in his bed and laughed. I was hiding but I could tell when he knelt on his bed. I peeked out from under the sheets and he snatched his hands down my sides and tickled me, the scamp.
I twitched and screamed and he covered my mouth with his hand and held my body down under him, with the sheet over my whole body and face. He proceeded to touch and tickle and pinch and rub me all over my body. I contorted under his touch like an art project, a bulging writhing pure white sheet.
He didn’t care where he was touching me and, because the sheet was between us and virtually nothing else, it felt not quite as bad. I tried to kick when he touched the front of my panties through the sheet, but my feet were trapped. He rubbed my breasts and made me arch in my back all over again. I tried to grab his crotch to get him back, but the sheet was too tight.
Finally, driving me crazy like that, he simply left, closing the door before I even got my head out from under the sheet. The man was leaving me in worse and worse condition. Lloyd should have come up. He should not have left me alone the whole game up here.
I wanted to go out of the bedroom myself and go and slap him in the face or squeeze his cock or something, but there were too many men out there. I held the curtains in front of my body and gazed out over the beautiful view.
That’s when he came in again to check on me. “Half time,” he said.
I rolled standing up and hid myself in his curtains and laughed. He stepped up against me and started to peel the curtains away from me. He exposed my head and face and before I could laugh or talk, he covered my mouth in a kiss.
It was deep and passionate and needy and so I had to let him. It wasn’t joking anymore. It felt serious. Like I had instigated something in him. Something that wouldn’t be stopped.
He continued to unwrap me. When he turned me to the window with the curtains around only my waist and down, he undid the clasp of my bra. He didn’t seem to care that I was facing the city. We were high up, but still.
I twisted around to tell him he was exposing me like that, like I was some kind of exhibitionist or something, but he wasn’t in the talking mood. He pulled the curtain away from the rest of my body and he turned me to the window and pulled my hips up and back with his enormous and powerful hands. I had to give in.
He touched me all over my back and neck and hair and face and chest. My bare chest. I leaned my arms up against the window. It really was pretty safe. Nobody could really see. His fingers weren’t tickling my sides and ribs and stomach, they were tingling them. And then he touched the waist of my panties. It wasn’t the first time that day, either.
A girl should have said no. A girl should have told him that was enough. A girl should have left.
But this girl had no clothes. And this was a girl feeling out of her element. When he pulled, I let him. They stretched between my thighs. I looked at the city all around below, knowing he was stripping me naked. I stepped out of my panties that he held for me, and I spread my legs — he was nudging them wider — and I bent sharply at my waist — he was urging me to.
His hand pressed on my back and I stepped my feet wider and bent my waist deeper. I leaned my face sideways into the glass with my arms. I felt his strong, powerful hands handle my ass, and spread me. I let him do so. When I felt his face press between my cheeks, I shut my eyes and fogged the glass in front of my face. His tongue poked my pussy and lashed my lips and I exhaled with a loud moan and reached around with one frantic hand to clutch my fingers in the hair on the back of his head behind my ass. Not to pull him away. But to push him harder into me.
He licked me like that and I came again. I rolled over the glass and leaned my shoulders back and pushed my hips out. “I’m sorry,” I said, and I snorted a breath. I also tugged at the waist of his pants and pushed my hand down inside.
“What are you sorry for, baby?” he grinned at me and undid his button for me.
“For cuming so quickly like that,” I said with my face down, hair over my eyes, my mouth pulled up in a sideways grin. I knew I was a bad girl.
He just laughed and I slapped his waist and gasped at him and pulled myself up to him. I lifted myself on my toes and I kissed his mouth. “Don’t laugh at me!” I whined to him, and I pushed his pants down and gripped his cock in my hand.
“You know what to do with that?”he sneered at me.
“Don’t be stupid,” I smirked, and I dropped myself down the front of his body and onto my knees.
I couldn’t wrap my hand half way around it. I kissed the tip of the head and looked up at him and laughed, stalling for time, and I lashed my tongue at it, all the way down the side, and I squealed. He pushed his hands into my hair and massaged my scalp and so I decided I really ought to at least try.
I kissed the head and wet my lips and straightened my back. I began to open my mouth but it didn’t feel like I was ever going to be able to open wide enough. I stroked it and looked up at him and giggled. It was so hard and smooth and clean and perfect. I twisted myself around and ran my tongue along the underside and cupped his balls and tried again to kiss the head.
That’s when he put his other hand on the back of my head and pulled. I protested with a groan that I wasn’t ready but it was muffled because the head of his cock pushed my lips open. He pulled again and if I didn’t drop my jaw, he would have scraped his poor penis on my teeth.
I tried to pull back to tell him it was too big for me, but he pulled again and there was nothing I could do but relax and let it completely overfill my mouth.
When he pulled out, I gagged and coughed and laughed, but just as I was going to give him shit for doing that, he shoved it into me again. I realized the only way I could get him to go easy on me was to convince him that I didn’t need him pushing my head rudely like that. I moaned like I loved it — it wasn’t hard to do — and I wrapped both hands around it like a baseball bat and I tried to show him that I could be a good girl and take it in my mouth.
I pulled off and smiled up at him because he trusted me and let me suck him off as best I could without pushing me like that. I went back down on him and corkscrewed my face on his cock and tried to swirl my tongue around it inside my mouth. It did get easier. I realized too that if it should ever happen again, it would be probably be easier and easer each time.
I pulled away again and looked up and marvelled. He was entranced by me. He was feeling really good, I could tell! It made me titter with pride and I tried to take him deeper in my mouth because I knew how men like him really like that.
I guess I did it too well! He tapped my head but I didn’t know until after what he meant. Why don’t these men use their words? His first spurt hit the back of my throat so hard and by such surprise — I had no idea I would be able to make him cum! — I recoiled in shock. But that only made his cum arc over my face. I laughed and squealed in surprise and aimed his cock down. He kept shooting and shooting, and gobs of his stuff hung from my chin like a wiggling worm, ran down my neck steaming hot, and even hung in long gobs from my tits.
I looked down at myself and laughed and rubbed his cum into my tummy. He shot again and I tried to put my mouth over his cock and at least finish him off. I swallowed it that time but still some of it squished out the sides of my mouth and ran down my chin.
He pulled his cock out of me and it made me fall forward and yearn with such emptiness suddenly. He made me lick him clean which I loved to do and he pulled up his pants and cradled my face in his hand adoringly.
“Shower in there is really good,” he nodded with a smile, and left me alone in his room again. I pulled myself into the bathroom just as the dryer went off. I showered in his incredible shower and dried myself and dressed again. I checked myself in the mirror and, satisfied I was decent again, I stepped out of his bedroom and down the hall to his living room.
“Gonna go . . . “ I said, pointing at his door.
He jumped up, tapped his friend who was regaling them with a story to keep going, he would be right back, and he walked me to his front door. We kissed, and of all the things that happened that day, it might have been the hottest thing of all.
I went down to my own place. Lloyd was still on the couch reading. He could read for hours, for days, even, on vacation.
“All good down here?” I said. My voice caught. The shakiness was obvious.
Or so I thought. My husband didn’t even look up. “Good time up there?” he said.
“Uh-huh,” I said, and I went down the hall to our own bedroom to close the door and gather my thoughts and go over what I had done.
One thing I knew for sure: I couldn’t tell him. It was too much. It wasn’t just teasing and playing or even flirting. It was over the line and too hard to admit to.
And anyway, it didn’t feel like it was me who just did that upstairs. I don’t even use the word “girl,” but that’s who it was up there with Clay: a girl from somewhere hidden deep inside me. A girl that he brought out of me.
I stepped out of the bathroom and plopped down beside my husband fully composed as a woman again. And so began my double life . . .
“Thought you were going to watch the whole game,” Lloyd said without looking up.
“Had to come down,” I said. I crossed my arms over my chest to keep my body from shivering. I wasn’t cold.
“You should relax, enjoy yourself,” he said. “Nothing going on down here you’re missing,” he chuckled.
I looked over at the side of his face ducked down into his book. “It’s different up there this time,” I said.
“Different how?”
I snorted and grinned and looked away. “Dangerous,” I said to the kitchen.
“What’s that mean?” he said.
I knew he was looking at the back of my head. I slowly turned to him. “They’re different people up there,” I said. I wanted to say that Clay was the different person up there, but I wasn’t comfortable specifying him exactly.
“But we know,” he said, “don’t we. We become a different person when we’re around different people. You remember that time in Mexico,” he reminded me.
“That’s the dangerous part,” I said to him. I was spelling it out as clearly as I could without actually saying what happened.
But he was being unreasonably thick-headed for some reason. “Never dangerous to find other personalities within. That’s a good thing, honey,” he said, patting my leg.
I looked down and remembered how Clay had touched me. How he made me leap, inside and out, with just his touch.
“Don’t make me go back up there!” I whined at him with a grin.
He grinned back at me. “I should,” he said. “I should insist. Make you face your demons,” he laughed.
I rolled my eyes to the ceiling and puffed my cheeks out with a big exhalation of breath. “I’m begging you, Lloyd,” I said.
“You always said we should push each other. That’s how we grow,” he said.
“Don’t make me,” I said to him. I tried to keep my mouth straight.
“I order you to go back up there,” he said. He bit his cheek because he knew he was being cheeky. He knew I didn’t take well to being ordered. At least, the woman in me didn’t take well to it. The girl in me? Different story, it would seem.
“I don’t want to,” I said. “I’m happy reading down here. Look, I still have the crossword to finish!” I smiled at him bravely.
He pulled it from my fingers. In truth, I did not fight back hard.
“Go,” he nodded with his eyes shutting. “Nothing’s going to happen.”
I shut my eyes and clenched my teeth. He was dead wrong about that. “I’m going to if you keep saying to.”
“Go,” he grinned.
“How do you know nothing’s going to happen?”
“What could happen?” he chuckled.
I bit my tongue. The worst? maybe? “The game’s almost over anyway,” I said.
“Lots of time,” he contradicted me. He dangled his phone at me. He had the updated score on the screen.
“I’m going to change if I go back up,” I warned him.
“I think you should,” he said.
“I’m going to wear something else,” I said.
“Good,” he nodded.
I tried my best. “Bathroom,” I said, and I pushed myself up from the couch and sped down the hallway. I wasn’t going to go up, but I wanted to show him something that I might wear if I did.
I put on a low-cut blue summer dress wrap with flirty pleated skirt that rose up too high in the front. I also, just to show him what a fool he was being, put on makeup. I made myself very pretty and I came out wearing summery high-heal sandals.
I stood in the hallway where it comes into the living room and hung my arms loosely at my sides, my hands slightly turned out, my feet straight and together. I knew what I looked like.
He finally looked up. “That looks incredible,” he said.
I rolled my eyes, I huffed loudly, and I turned and walked angrily up the hallway to our front door.
“I’m going up,” I called and I paused with my hand on the handle.
“Enjoy yourself,” he said.
I fumed and stepped out. “Going now!” I shouted.
“See ya,” he called back.
That was the state I was in when I went back up and tapped on Clay’s door.
He answered it like he was expecting me. He had that kind of grin on his face. When I stepped in and closed the door behind myself, he wrapped his hand around my waist and he kissed my neck.
He walked me around his living room letting all the men see me in my new outfit, never letting me go. He treated me like I was his wife. He kissed me, he murmured to me, and he patted my ass. He even helped me go to the kitchen to refresh the food plates and bowls and bring fresh beers out.
We set things on the counter and even discussed what would be best. And then he turned me around, he clutched my face in both his hands, and he kissed me deeply and long. I cradled his elbows in my palms.
When we set the food out, he held my hand and took me to his chair to sit with him, or on him, more like. I leaned back into his chest and we shared a beer and fed food to each other and I tittered and kissed his neck and whispered things in his ear.
When he noticed someone needed something, like a napkin, he murmured in my ear and tapped my ass. I got up and went to the kitchen and came back to give the man what he needed, and went back to Clay’s lap. I stopped watching the game and curled around on him, draping my arms over his shoulders and pushing my face up into his neck.
“When it is going to be over?” I whispered with a giggle into his ear and I bit and kissed his neck. He flinched and I said sorry and kissed him better. “When?” I whined.
He just grinned and chuckled. “Someone ready for something?” he said in that private voice only for me again.
He made me giggle nervously and I swung my legs from his lap and curled more tightly against him. “Stop it, you’re teasing me now,” I whispered, and I licked his jaw.
“You want me to send them all home?” he said.
It made me squirm on his lap. “Yes!” I groaned and I kissed his mouth. I didn’t care what other men saw.
He moved his hand down my back and over my ass and onto my bare thigh beneath. I hid my face but I knew he was pulling my skirt up too high.
“Stop doing that!” I groaned in his ear. “It’s for you to look at, only,” I said.
“But they need to see what I have,” he said and he kissed my neck.
“It’s embarrassing,” I whispered. He pulled the flouncy skirt of my dress up to my waist. My lower body, my panties, were exposed.
He didn’t care. He tucked his hand inside my panties and pushed down until he held my ass like he owned me. I could only breathe hard into his neck. And lick him and kiss him and lose my mind.
“Come with me a minute,” he said, and he stood up with me on his lap like I wasn’t anything. He carried me clinging to him, hiding my face, down the hall and back to his bedroom. But he didn’t put me in his bed. Instead he undid the big buttons down the front of my summer dress. I helped him. I was ready.
But that’s not what he had in mind. When he got me stripped down to my bra and panties again, he leaned against the wall. “Walk to the bed,” he said.
I was happy to. I loved making him watch me. I was nervous about what would happen at the bed of course. But then he said to turn around and walk back toward him. I liked it. He was staring at my body. He made me titter and wobble on my shoes.
And then he took my little hand in his hand, opened the bedroom door, and tugged me along behind him.
I tugged back and protested but he ignored me. I tried to pull my hand free but it was like tugging your foot from quicksand. He just kept walking. I had to follow. He took me into the living room. The men glanced. I tucked myself into his back to hide. But when he got back to his chair, and turned to me, he settled me down with his eyes deeply on my eyes, and he said, “See if anyone wants another beer,” and he nodded to the kitchen.
He pushed my hand away from his hand and he sat down. I stood facing him with my back to the men. “No!” I groaned quietly. I covered the front of my chest with my arms curled up in front of me and I crossed my feet and tucked my thighs in tight together.
“Go,” he said.
I glared at him and jutted my jaw sideways to let him know that this was not right, but I turned and walked as normal as I could through the living room and to the kitchen because I wanted to try to do what he said to. I got beers and a tray and then I paused behind that wall again and nearly passed out.
I kicked my shoes off so I wouldn’t fall over and I entered the living room in my bra and panties and did what I did that first time at the beginning of the game. He didn’t have to tell me which way to go! I could see him smile to himself like he was proud of how fast I learned.
I stepped around the legs of each man and bent over sharply and low for him to take his sweet time picking the beer he wanted. I took my time too — no need to let Clay have his way with me so quickly. He can learn to wait too!
I even let one of the men slap my ass. I just smiled at him and glanced over my shoulder at Clay. Serves him right, I thought. Making me half naked like that just for his friends to ogle and for him to roll around in his pride.  I could see it in his grin. Maybe he made a mistake, didn’t he!
I pushed my hair out of my face, I spun around, and I stared right into his eyes as I pushed my ass out behind me right into the arms of two men, and I squished myself down between them.
“Why is he yelling at that stripy man?” I said to the one guy with as much wide-eyed innocence as I could. I didn’t even look at Clay but I could tell he was looking at me and I grinned to myself.
The guy tried to tell me but I ignored him and turned to the other guy and uncrossed and recrossed my legs, making sure Clay got a nice long look right up between them in the meantime. I turned my face right to the guy’s face and I said, “Did you play football too?” I jutted my chest out when he looked over at me beside him tucked into the back of the couch deeply.
I wanted to really get Clay back for what he did to me. So I got on my hands and knees and reached my body over the man’s lap to try to grasp the bowl of nuts on the side table. My bare feet draped over the guy’s thighs behind me and my chest hung down into the lap of the other guy between me and the table. I looked at Clay and he looked at me and I didn’t give him an expression at all.
I stayed on my knees sideways on the couch between the two men and I pushed my hand into the one guy’s thigh and arched my back deeply. “Have you tried these?” I said to him with my bra nearly touching his chin. I giggled and fed his mouth a few nuts, one at a time. I even dropped one and retrieved it from his groin and laughed.
I twisted around and looked at the guy over my shoulder with my ass up in his face. “Did you want some too?” I said to him.
That’ll teach Clay to make me serve his friends! I thought. I reached over the guy’s lap and scooped up another little handful of nuts, I rolled onto my back, I rested my shoulders in the one guy’s thigh and pulled my knees up to rest my feet in the other guy’s far thigh. I giggled and reached to feed him a nut at a time, and then I twisted around and gave the other guy a nut at a time too, over my shoulder. And then I fed myself one and looked right at Clay and I chuckled.
I noticed the two other guys staring at my little show. “Aww,” I said to them, “no nuts for you?”
I snorted and pushed myself up over the guy’s lap and I slinked like a panther on the prowl over him, down the couch on my hands and knees, and I snatched a handful of food before I crawled over the first guy — taking my time, of course — and I laid down on my back with my head tight into the second guy’s groin where I had the hardest time settling it down comfortably. My legs spread and draped over the first guy’s lap and I fed them both a nut at a time and giggled.
“You’ll get your nuts handed to you later,” I said to Clay and everybody laughed at my joke.
He grinned and drank his beer and raised his eyebrows at his friends. And then he looked back at me, sprawled like that, his lady, all over his friend’s laps, and I let him suck on it and rolled away from him to push the front of my body into the men’s bodies. I even arched my back to stick my ass out at him and I giggled with my face buried in some man’s stomach.
The game was suddenly over and just like that, everybody was standing up and making moves for the door. I hid behind Clay in the hallway until the front doors were closed. He turned around and looked my body up and down.
I was still angry with him about how he treated me and I defiantly tugged my arms behind my back and undid the clasps to my bra. I shook my shoulders forward with a sneer and I shook my face up at him with narrowed eyes as the straps fell down my arms and my bra fell to the floor.
He tried to reach out for me but I darted out of his reach. I turned around and walked backward and stuck my tongue out at him and went “Nuh-uh!” at him. I was livid with him! I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and I stepped out of them and even threw them at him.
He darted at me and I pranced away, denying him my naked body. He came to the couch and I ran around the other side squealing. He almost caught me but I darted to the chair. He charged at me but I escaped by a hair and darted down the hallway.
He laughed and just walked. When he found me in his bedroom he just smirked. But I was too good for him! I ducked under his arm and though he caught me by the waist, I almost got away!
He picked me up and I kicked and punched and shrieked, but when he turned me around against his body, I wrapped my legs around his waist and locked my ankles in his back. We kissed deeply, huffing and puffing — me at least — and he carried me to his chair.
I reached down and undid his pants and I laughed because he let them fall and kept walking like a little boy with them around his ankles until he stepped out of them. We undid his buttons together and I peeled his shirt off his amazing shoulders and away from his huge chest.
Now he was as naked as me and we were even again.
He sat down and I ended up straddling his lap. I didn’t want to and I knew it was wrong, but when his penis poked my stomach, I reached down and pressed it against me and rose up and down on my knees to stroke it between my body and hand.
I know he was just showing me off, earlier. But I tried to tell him certain things are for him only, not for his friends! I guess I wanted to show him what was really just for him. I snickered at him when I raised myself higher and danced on my knees making my body sway and rotate myself on my hips with the music he put on for us.
“See?” I wanted to say to him. “This is for you, not anybody else!” I gyrated for him and leaned back hanging onto his neck and swept my hair over his knees and pushed my tits up into his face. I’m a good dancer.
He started to touch my pussy again and I tried to curl my hips out and away from his touch because I didn’t say so, but he caught me and made me squirm. I threw my arms around his neck and arched deeply with my breasts pushed up into his neck and I bit his ear to try to stop him touching me.
“Watch it!” I said to him. He was doing that thing again with his finger making tiny and light — infuriating! — little circles all over me. I reached around behind me and between my legs and captured his cock in my fingers and I pulled on it to warn him about touching me like that.
“You should stop,” I said, but I tittered when I said it. It was dangerous! I curled my hips in and dragged just the surface of my bare pussy lips over the head of his cock that I held firmly in my fingers just to show him that he should stop because of what he was doing to me.
He knew too! He went into me with his finger and brought it out and up to his mouth like he wanted to taste me — as if he didn’t already taste me earlier!
“See what you’re doing to me?” I grinned and groaned and breathed against his ear. “See if you like it!” I scolded him, and I rolled off him and curled up in his lap and took him in my mouth again because I was able to now.
I sucked on him fast and hard and light to make him get like he made me. I snorted a puff of air out my nose and knelt back up against his body and hugged him again and dangled my hips over his cock. “You like that?!” I said to him. “Huh?” I lightly slapped his face and laughed.
He kissed me though and then he pushed on my ass. I looked at him with my eyes bulging out. He pushed harder and I clenched my teeth at him. He pushed again and I felt the head of his cock hot and hard touch the cleft of my pussy lips, soft and yielding, and very, very wet. I gaped my open jaw at him and shook my head slowly side to side.
But he was stronger than me. I felt the head of his cock spread me open. “It’s too big for me,” I whispered in his ear. But he pushed and I realized, just like when he fucked my mouth, there was nothing I could do. Not my fault!
I tried to relax but he kept pushing. So I slapped his face hard and I held up my finger to him to warn him and I pursed my lips angrily. That got his attention! And then I squirmed against his naked body — who uses words, anymore? — until I was in his chair. Ha!
I pushed my feet into his chest where he stood in front of me and then I spread my legs over the arms of the chair and slumped myself down to the edge. “Carefully!” I said to him and I reached down to my pussy and helped him by pulling it open for him.
He entered me again that way, and I wrapped my hands around his huge thighs and dug my nails into his flesh. When I was ready to take more of him, I squeezed his leg and he gave me more. “See Clay?” I wanted to say. “Treat me nicely!”
He fucked me in his chair and then he picked me up and put me on his kitchen counter and fucked me there too. It was me who hopped down and pulled him behind me, twisting and turning and leaping down the hallway and laughing all the way to his bedroom.
I let him fuck me on top of me but I knew he was tried holding himself up to not crush me and I laughed and rolled us over and I crawled over his huge body like an island on the sea that was his bed, and I fucked him. When he was done with me toying with him like that, he rolled me onto my elbows and knees and hauled my ass up in front of where he knelt and he entered me too deep and too hard but I knew I had to take it. I knew we weren’t playing around anymore and the man had got to the end.
He powered himself against my ass and it felt like he was fucking my throat from the other end. I twisted my fingers in his sheets and held on. My toes curled and I cried out loud but he didn’t listen to my protests. He jolted my body so hard I had to learn to breathe in time with his thrusts just to get air in my lungs.
He didn’t last long like that. He had a lot of cum in him even though it was his second time that afternoon. I came too.
I had climaxed in the chair, on the kitchen counter, and in his bed. Earlier, I climaxed on his lap and against the window in his bedroom — so five times in total. I guess we were both being stretched. . . .
We showered together and then he let me relax in the jet tub with him.
“I feel like I have to tell him,” I said to Clay as I massaged his chest with my toes stretched out.
“I think you should,” he said.
I looked at him with a screwed-up face.
“In my experience,” he went on, “husbands don’t mind too much when it’s a man like me. They feel proud.”
“Is that what you felt when I was teasing you with the other men?” I said and I stuck my tongue out at him over the suds.
“You’re catching on,” he said and I laughed full and hard.
We kissed and teased and played and murmured and cooed until it was time to go back down. He liked watching me dress for my husband and I liked him watching me too.
“Are you sure I should tell him, you don’t mind?” I said at his door.
“You might be surprised by what he says,” he said.
I just shook my head at him and waved a little finger wave goodbye and kissed him on my toes one last time. As if he knew my husband! He watched me from his door go down the hallway and it made me giggle.
“Go inside!” I shushed at him and I tried to wave him away over my shoulder.
I came in and because I was already clean from Clay being all over me, I sat down beside Lloyd right away.
“Confession time?” I said to him.
It was his turn, though, to shock me. “I know what happened,” he said.
“We kissed,” I said to him.
He laughed. “Clay texted me all afternoon about what was happening,” he said.
I took three beats staring in his eyes but I detected nothing made up. I collapsed over my knees and twisted away. “Oh my god,” I groaned, “everything?”
He only laughed. “I invited Clay to do it.”
I spun around with my face on my lap and looked up at him. He was telling the truth, I could tell.
“Why would you do that?” I said.
He shrugged. “It’s like there’s this other person inside me,” he said. “I read about it — some guys get off on their wives being taken by a bigger man,” he said.
I stared at him long and hard. Finally I said, “He is that,” I snorted. “He’s a bigger man — in a lot of ways.”
We kissed and petted each other and decided to make dinner together.
“You’re really not affected by it?” I asked him.
“Oh I was affected,” he said, laughing.
“But you’re okay with it? Like really?”
“I liked it,” he said. The way he looked at me told me that he was sharing pure unadulterated truth.
The following Sunday, Clay came in. He texted first and I opened the lock for him. He found me in the kitchen getting some things ready like he asked me to. He picked me up and set me on the side of his hip and I locked my ankles around his other hip and buried my face in his neck to breathe him in.
I swear to god, two seconds in his presence and I go from professional self-respecting woman to giggly little feminine girl!
“Hey buddy,” he called to Lloyd. “Little after-game party going on tonight,” he said. “Can I keep her late?”
Lloyd came up behind me and I twisted around and looked at him over my shoulder hanging from Clay’s shoulder. I pressed my groin into his waist to tell him I was ready — more than ready! — to go upstairs like now!
My husband just kissed me and said, “Enjoy.”
“Gonna be wives and girlfriends coming over, you come up if you feel like it,” he said to my husband.
“This is Candace’s thing,” he said waving him off.
Clay nudged my cheek with his face and I spun to him and he kissed me long and deeply on the mouth and in the mouth, too. “You mean Candy,” he said with that deep barrel laugh of his and I squeezed my body against him.
“Let’s go!” I groaned in his ear. I bought new underwear I wanted to surprise him with before everyone got there.
There were a lot more people this time and all couples, too. Clay brought me around to introduce me to all the other ladies and he treated me like his girlfriend, kissing me openly in front of them and patting my behind and teasing me.
When everyone was talking and laughing and the party was in full swing with the game blaring and no one even paying attention, I scrunched both my hands into his wrist and pulled him down so I could say something in his ear.
“What is it, baby?” he said.
“Candy horny,” I said in a little, high-pitched voice in his ear. “I need you to fuck me,” I breathed harder and I pushed my tongue in his ear hard. “I’ve been such a good girl all week!” I pouted at him, stepping backward and pulling him behind me down the hallway to his bedroom.
We didn’t even manage to get the bedroom door closed. He fell on me and crushed me and we frantically pulled each other’s clothes off. When he entered me under him, I arched so high up I was looking at his headboard behind me upside down. I felt like I was being flayed alive.
I rolled onto my front and let him lay on me and enter me that way, lifting my bum for him. I heard voices and tittering — people stumbled in and saw and —hopefully! — left.
He got off me and told me to wait there, he needed to see if everyone was fine. He left me in his bed for 30 minutes before he came back and without even asking me or warning me, he entered me again. He thrashed me in his bed until I was crying out to the ceiling and then he left again. He hadn’t even undressed, he just pulled his fly down!
The party went very late and they were playing poker and carrying on like they do. I fell in and out of sleep in his big bed. Every 30 minutes or so he came to fuck me or shove it in my mouth and he even tried to put it in my bum once!
“Later,” I said to him. I had a lot to learn still. I promised him I would try but that I had to be more ready.
“Okay baby,” he said, and he pushed himself into me so deep and hard I had to scream.
I made him cum in me and I didn’t get off. It must have been three or four in the morning. All I know is, I was riding him reverse cowgirl style and he tapped me to warn me and I wanted him to do it in me so I bent over further, I wrapped my hands around his ankles, and I pumped my hips on him like I meant it. He tried to push me off but I pushed myself onto him harder and insisted. When he came in me I laughed. It went all over too!
He let me wash up when he went out to say goodnight to the last guests and when he came back, I welcomed him into his bed and slept with him all the way through till noon the next day. It was a holiday, thus the party.
“Do you ever wonder about it?” I asked my husband when we sat around a cafe in the university district.
“You mean like details?” he said.
“Like how many times and where and how?” I said.
He looked far off into the distance through passing cars and tall buildings before he came back to me. “Clay tells me most of it,” he said.
I ducked my head down and blushed and gasped. “He does not!” I squealed at him. I raised my face slightly from the table. “Everything?” I asked him and I bit my lip.
“Usually in real time, or shortly after, or before.”
“Before?”
“He tells me what he’s going to do to you. As he’s going down his hallway to his bedroom I suppose,” my husband said.
“Oh my god!” I squealed again.
I looked up and Lloyd smiled and nodded to assure me it was true. “Did he tell you what he tried to do but I couldn’t let him, the night of the party?”
Lloyd just nodded and sipped his mocha macchiato.
“Do you think I should let him?” I asked my husband.
“Do you want to?” he said.
I chuckled. “I know Clay would like to!” I said and I shook my head and bulged my eyes at my husband.
Lloyd took my hands in his and leaned over the table to get closer. “But do you want to?” he said.
I pursed my lips and frowned my forehead. “I’m scared of it,” I finally admitted.
“Maybe just a little at first, then,” he suggested.
I shrugged, still holding his hands. “That’s how I got him all the way in my mouth,” I shrugged. “And in my puss, too,” I grinned. “Eventually.”
“Do you want him to push you little bit?”
“What do you mean?” I said.
“Sort of . . . “ he shrugged. “. . . not leave you a lot of choice.”
“No!” I squealed.
“Is that the woman talking, or the . . . “ he smirked.
He was right, though. The person I become when I’m with Clay likes to be “encouraged.” I shrugged and grinned.
“Should I tell him that?” he said. He showed me his phone.
“No!” I squealed again and I snatched his phone from his hands and held it away from him.
“Give it back,” he said.
“I’ll tell him for you,” I said. And so I did: I told Clay what I wanted, but through my husband’s voice using text.
“Candy would like to try you know what, but she needs you to be gentle and slow and not to expect too much, at least not the first time,” I wrote and I showed my husband.
He sent it and I screamed and hid my face in my hands and folded myself down low over my lap.
I cupped my hand over my mouth like I had a secret to tell him. He leaned over with his ear cocked. “His penis is huge!” I said.
He just chuckled. I think it satisfied him more than if I said it was an average cock.
Saturday night was the next time, not Sunday like usual. “He wanted me to wear this,” I said to Lloyd. Clay bought me a sequinned gown. “Some function downtown,” I shrugged. “Alumni something or other.”
“That looks incredible,” Lloyd said.
I forgot that he and Clay secretly texted all about me. “Why don’t you tell me that he already told you, it isn’t fair!” I pouted.
“That’s the deal — we don’t tell you what we talk about. Ever,” he said.
“You’re enjoying this more than I am, sometimes I think,” I said.
He just grinned.
“He got us a hotel room for the night but I suppose you already know that,” I said.
He helped clasp the nice new necklace Clay got me. “Top floor,” he confirmed. I shook my head and rolled my eyes.
Clay came to the door in a tux. “I’ll have her cleaned and scrubbed and rested for you some time tomorrow,” he said to my husband. I took his arm and this time, we took the elevator down. I looked over my shoulder at my husband in the doorway to our condo and I gave him a cute little finger wave and I blew him a kiss.
I found Clay already texting on his phone on the elevator.
“What are you saying to him!?” I grinned at him.
“Telling him,” he said, slipping is phone away, “that we’ll try that thing tonight maybe.”
“Fuck, baby!” I cried to his neck and I pressed my body against him. He had already trained me to be ready for him anytime and several times. Now I was expected to be ready in any place too?
“You’re going to make me cum in the limo aren’t you,” I groaned against him. Because of course he would. He was that kind of man. Especially since I suggested it . . . .




The Hotwife Deal

“Oh!” my wife Robbin turned to Blake. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and pulled her mouth wide and shrugged. “So sorry!” she said, and she wriggled her phone at him from across the couch.
I had just texted her that my parents weren’t settling down and that I’d better spend the night. There’d been some escape, police all over their neighbourhood; they were even going door to door to alert people and my parents were freaking out.
“Looks like Curt won’t be making it home tonight after all,” Robbin said.
“I guess I should go?” Blake said.
I wasn’t at my parents. There hadn’t been any trouble in their neighbourhood. I was in the hall closet breathing hard through my mouth and leaning my hands into the wall above the bifold doors with my eyeballs right up against the tiny gap between the panels.
This was the part I was waiting on. Will she or won’t she send him home?
“Thousand bucks,” Blake shrugged at me and chuckled in the noisy brew pub earlier that day. We’d just played a game, my team and I, and this guy — maybe 49 to my 29 (Robin was 27) — was a friend of a friend from the other side.
I hung my head down between my high-poking shoulders and snorted and grinned. “No fucking way,” I said. “I don’t have to bet you my wife won’t cheat.”
He was a charming dude, no question about it. He had one of those at-ease smiles like life was a perpetual entertainment to him. His eyes were always flashing like those guys who scheme.
I laughed out loud because he didn’t respond. “You ever get guys taking that bet?” I said to him.
He just grinned crookedly and raised his eyebrows and drank his pint and looked around the place like he couldn’t care less. Everybody else at the long table was laughing and yelling.
“No?” I chuckled at him.
He finally swung his face up at me. He reached for his wallet and counted off 10 hundred-dollar bills, and put his driver’s licence on top of the stack. “Take it,” he nodded.
“Jesus, fuck,” I said, glancing up and table. I dropped my hand over the stack.
“You hold onto it. If she doesn’t go for it, you keep it. The driver’s licence is so you know I won’t do anything stupid.” He leaned back and gestured for me to scoop it up.
“What makes you think I’ll pay you if she does — not that she ever would!” I said, laughing at what I just said. “You don’t know my wife.”
“Make you another bet,” he said and he leaned forward and beckoned me to lean over the table between us. “I bet you that when we meet up next week, you’ll take the two thousand back from me to let me do it with her again.”
He smirked. It was a challenge. I laughed out loud and threw myself back into my chair so hard I had to snatch at the edge of the table to keep from tumbling backward.
My friend beside me caught me and steadied my chair. “You okay, Curt?” he said, slapping my back.
“I’m okay,” I said to him and turned back to Blake. “That’s the most fucked-up thing I’ve ever heard,” I said and I shook my head at him.
“Wait till you hear the third part,” he grinned.
I lifted my chin to him. “Out with it,” I said. “Might as well put it all on the table,” I said.
He leaned over the table even closer. “You’ll offer me another grand to do it with her again and again,” he said.
I giggled it was so ridiculous.
“Anyway,” he said with a shrug, leaning back. “Let’s start with just the thousand.”
I thought about and knew I could use the thousand bucks. He was letting me hold it — what could go wrong? I scooped up the stack of bills. “Easy money, dude,” I grinned at him.
We made a plan: I’d tell Robbin a guy I met through the team was going to come over and look at and advise us on how we could renovate the basement suite and redo the bathroom upstairs and a few other things we’d been talking about. Then I’d pretend just before he got there that I had to rush off to my parents. And then after he had a chance to chat a bit with my wife, I was to pretend that I wasn’t going to make it home that night.
My wife was a quiet and demure young woman. She didn’t get around a lot before we met, and the idea of her cheating on me now was next to impossible to even imagine. This guy Blake made his bets with guys with different wives, but he was going to strike out badly with mine.
The first sign of how badly it was going to go for him was, after texting my wife to tell her to get the guy to wait till I got home, I would finally text her  to say I wouldn’t be back at all that night. She would — of course! — tell him I wasn’t coming after all, let him finish his beer, and say sorry and goodnight and show him to the front door.
“She’ll say I can stay a bit,” Blake nodded at me in the pub and I laughed.
“Okay,” I said to him. “If you say so,” I chuckled.
“You’ll see,” he said and he actually winked at me.
“How am I going to see?” I said, snickering at him.
“Because you’re going to be in the closet the whole time — you’ll sneak in when she takes me on a tour of your house.”
“What the fuck?” I said, screwing my face up at him.
“I don’t want any disputes about what happened,” he said. “You have to watch, or we’re not doing it.”
“I’m going to be in the closet?” I shook my head at him.
“The whole time,” he nodded.
“You think you’re going to seduce my wife, that she’s going to go for it with you, that she’s going to cheat on me, and you think I’m just going to be sitting in the closet the whole time watching?” I frowned at him. It was bewildering. I’d never met anyone quite like him.
“You will,” he said. “Because if you come out and stop proceedings, that’s going to forfeit the bet.”
I tilted my head and nodded. I could see his point.
“But you don’t really have to worry,” he said. “Your wife won’t do anything, right? Nothing to see anyway,” he grinned slightly at me. “You won’t be watching her do anything, will you,” he said.
“Fuck me,” I said, and I shoved his money in my pocket.
Now I was in that closet, I’d just texted Robbin to say I wasn’t going to make it home at all that night, and I was peeling my eyelids glaring through the gap in the doors dying to see her do what I knew she would do. It wasn’t cheating to invite him to stay awhile, but it would be enough to shock me nonetheless — and worry me a little.
“Guess I should go?” Blake said without making any moves to push himself up from our couch where they had sat down to relax with a show on and beers, awaiting my apparently imminent return.
I inhaled, I exhaled, I inhaled, I exhaled. My wife pursed her lips at him — she wore a slight grin up in the very corners of her mouth. She still held her phone up, and still wriggled it’s face at him with my words saying I wouldn’t be coming home at all that night.
“How did you say you knew Curt again?” she finally said to him.
“I didn’t,” Blake said with a grin. “But mutual friends through our teams. I do a lot of renos around the area,” he said.
There was a lengthy pause. Then my wife said, “Guess we could have another beer before you need to leave.” She looked sideways and watched her own hand place her phone face down on the coffee table. “Would you like to stay for another beer?” she said to him.
I dropped my jaw open and I gasped with my eyes wide as saucers. That was unexpected.
“You think you have to ask a man like me if he’d like to hang out and chat with a girl like you?” he chuckled.
My wife snorted and pushed up to go to the fridge and get them beers. She was dressed in a grey crinkly long-sleeve shirt, faded denim cutoffs, and bare feet. She pushed her hand through her long, espresso-brown hair and tossed it over the top of her head and over her shoulders. Her belly button peeked out when her arm pushed up and she flashed her eyes over her shoulder at him and snorted slightly. She was checking if he noticed — she was already behaving strangely.
She came back with two cans and walked in front of him between the couch and coffee table this time, pausing with a grin for him to pull his knees up and feet back from where his toes caught the edge of the table. She handed him a beer when she was between his legs with her lips pursed as though trying to quell her grin. “And what kind of man are you like?” she said.
“A discreet one,” he said, taking the beer from her.
Robbin erupted in a burst of laughter that she quickly subdued.
It wasn’t just that she invited him to stay longer after knowing I wasn’t coming home. She was also behaving in a light-hearted, even giggling sort of way. It wasn’t like her, especially with strangers around. My shock was turning into fascination. We’d been married three years. You think you know someone by then . . . .
“And why would someone like you need to be so discreet,” she said with a challenging shake of her head at him as she pulled up one leg to fold it under her and sat facing him down the couch.
“I’m always in people’s homes,” he said to her. “I see how they live. I notice what they do, how they behave. I can tell what kind of people they are,” he said, and he slowly swung his face over to settle his eyes on hers.
I knew his eyes. They’re striking. He had me mesmerized with them, too, even.
Robbin just pushed her hand over her forehead and up through her hair again to push the strands back that had fallen over her face and puffed a shot of air out her nose.
“And,” he went on, “they tell me about their dreams, their un-lived lives, the different paths they didn’t take when they went down the road they did choose,” he said, and he poured a long pull down his throat.
He knew she’d take the chance to stare at him with his eyes up to the ceiling, and stare she did. She was curious about him. She was intrigued. I could see her interest level rise.
“They tell you about the bathroom they want re-done,” she snorted and laughed, and poured her own beer down her throat.
Only she did it in a way as though to return the favour. She took her time, she leaned way back, and she even stretched her body back over the arm of the couch behind her. She was letting him get a good look at her, too.
He waited for her to come back down. He leaned forward toward her the way he did to me at the pub, and he laid his arm out over the top of the back of the couch with his hand coming close enough he could touch her shoulder if he wanted to. Robbin didn’t pull away.
“The front yard shows you how people want others to think of them,” he nodded at her. She held her face still and stared back into his eyes.
“The back yard shows you how they think of themselves,” he said.
She snorted and grinned sideways at him. “Good one,” she said.
“The inside of the house?” he said. “That shows you who they really are.”
My wife glanced around our living room and erupted in laughter. “Oh no!” she said and she giggled.
“But their ideas for renos?” he said, leaning further over so he looked at her up through the tops of her eyes. She seemed to retract more into the arm of the couch behind her. “That shows you who they think about being. That tells you about the choices they didn’t make.”
My wife frowned at him and her eyes half-squinted. He stared at her for three beats and the silence was heavy enough even I stopped breathing. Suddenly he dropped his arm down the cushion of the couch and scrambled his fingers into my wife’s sides below her ribs and tickled her.
She screamed and laughed and bent over at her waist and kicked her heels out and twisted her body side to side. He stopped just as suddenly and leaned back into the arm of the couch behind himself. My wife pulled her shirt back down over her exposed stomach but she didn’t pull herself back up. Instead, she remained with her legs splayed over the couch cushions between them and leaned her head back on the arm of the couch behind her. She folded her arm and tucked it under her head.
“What makes you think you can just  come in here and do that to a man’s wife?” she said to him.
She sounded upset, but not as upset as I would have thought she’d be. When he ignored her, sat up, and faced the screen and drank his beer, she kicked her bare foot out at him and pushed her heel into his thigh. When he still didn’t look over at her, she pushed again and again, rocking him where he sat.
He turned slowly to her with a look of annoyance on his face and Robbin snickered and poked her shoulders up and laughed.
I was ready to concede the bet. My wife not only invited the guy to stay, but she was behaving very unlike herself. She was laughing, teasing, and being playful with the guy. She was touching him — and letting him touch her. I squinted hard through the gap in the doors and frowned deeply. It was like she was someone else, like someone I’d never met.
He suddenly snatched her ankle and pulled her leg over his lap. She squealed and laughed and contorted all over the couch as he scrambled his fingertips into the soles of her foot. Her body stretched and arched and rolled over and back. Her hair whipped over her face and her hands formed fists and she punched the cushions under her and behind her.
She was seized with silent-laughing spasms.
What she didn’t do was pull anywhere near hard enough to yank her foot free from his obviously light hold on it. And she didn’t pull herself away, she didn’t stand up, and she didn’t tell him to leave.
She didn’t stop him at all.
He eased up on the tickling and her writhing subsided. He began to massage her foot with his thumbs pressing deeply into her sole. Her body slowly flattened out as she breathed again and the back of her ankle came to rest on his thigh. Her heel was dangerously close to his groin.
She arched in her back and pushed her neck over the top of the arm of the couch behind her. “Mm, that’s good!” she groaned. “Man of many talents, I see,” she said, looking down over her cheeks and body to him.
“Other foot,” he said, and she immediately and dutifully pushed her other foot into his lap. He massaged that one, too, just as deeply.
“What do mean, the choices they didn’t make?” she said.
He looked up her body taking his time with his eyes sliding along her long bare legs, over her toned thighs, up over her hips to her bared midriff and even over her ribs with her shirt pulled up high enough to expose her there, and over her breasts to her neck, and finally to her face.
She knew he was taking his time and she let him. Her body even rocked side to side slightly under his slow, lingering gaze.
“Every time we choose something,” he said, “college, partner, city, home,” he nodded at her, “when it’s a real and deliberated choice,” he nodded again and pressed his thumb harder into her sole.
She sucked a pained shot of breath through her teeth and arched in her back and shut her eyes.
“Too hard?” he said.
“No, it’s good,” she moaned almost too lightly for me to hear.
“Whenever it’s a real choice,” he went on, “it’s like another version of ourselves went the other way on it, and that other version goes on to live that other life — like a shadow life, a parallel life,” he said. He massaged her ankle in his palm and ran his fingers up the back of her calf.
“We glimpse it living it’s life sometimes,” he said. “We’re reminded of it, that it exists, that it’s out there, when we see a house on a show, or when we travel to a new city,” he said.
My wife slowly, carefully, pulled her knee up and retracted her leg from his grip around the back of her calf and around her ankle, but it was only to replace her one leg with her other leg that she laid into his open, waiting hands.
“We think about other degrees we might have got at college,” he continued. “Other partners we might have landed with,” he said.
My wife inhaled sharply and dropped her arm over her eyes. Her mouth fell open.
“Is that okay?” he said. His hand had travelled up past the underside of her knee and into the flesh of the back of her thigh.
“Yeah,” she said breathily and through a grin. “You said you were discreet, right?” she murmured. She lifted her arm from her eyes and glanced at him with careful eyes.
“Of course,” he said. He turned himself sideways on the couch and carefully laid both her legs down around both sides of his hips. He leaned forward over her legs and pushed his hands hard into the tops of her thighs, all the way up to the frayed edge of her denim shorts. She laid her arm back down over her eyes.
“We wonder about those other lives, don’t we,” he said.
My wife was breathing harder and her mouth stayed hung open. Her one hand hung from the side of her face where her thumb had folded under her fingers that she squeezed and released. Her other hand was down her side between the back of the couch and her body, with her palm flat out on her bared stomach. It moved around in a light, circular motion. Her fingertips grazed the top of the waist of her shorts.
“We do,” my wife groaned.
“Fuck!” I gasped behind the closet doors and I covered my mouth unsure if I said it out loud or not.
He laid her leg down directly over his groin and lifted her other leg. She stretched it out for him and he ran his hand up the underside of it’s calf, it’s knee, and it’s thigh.
“You seem to know a lot of things just from looking at a bathroom and a basement suite,” she said full of breath.
“I know there used to be a bad girl who lived at one time in this body,” he said.
She grinned and snorted but she didn’t lift her arm from her eyes. The knee of the leg he wasn’t rubbing, the one closer to him, bent up, and her foot landed lightly in his crotch.
I nearly pushed my eyeball through the gap to watch her toes curl down and scrunch in his groin.
“And how do you figure that?” she said.
“Why don’t we go downstairs to the suite,” he said. “If we’re going to talk about your other lives you left behind and wonder about now, we should be in a different space.” 
I gripped the sides of the doors and my breath was hard enough to make the sides of my eyes darken with hyperventilation.
“I don’t think that that would be a very good idea,” she said, but she was breathing heavily through it.
“Why is that?” he said, his fingers pushing under the edge of her shorts and inside an inch or so.
She bit her lip and allowed a short, sharp groan escape her throat. “Because there’s only a bed down there,” she said more with a moan than a voice.
“So bring some music, then” he said, and he bent her leg for her and set it down on the couch. He pulled her other foot from his groin and set it down beside the first one. She lowered her arm from her eyes and looked up at him.
“You assume a lot of things, don’t you,” she said.
“First, though,” he said, “show me the deck outside.”
“Why?” she said. She remained spawled out lazily down the couch even when he stood up and looked down at her.
“I just have to see where the footings are, I have to see how the exterior walls are hung,” he said.
“Gotta see how something’s hung, that’s for sure,” she murmured with a grin — or at least that’s what I thought I heard, as impossible as it sounded.
She pushed herself up with an annoyed groan but he whipped his arm around her stomach from behind and pulled her so she wobbled on her one foot, kicked her other leg up, and fell back against his chest.
She squealed and laughed. “Get your hands off me you creep!” she shrieked.
His hands went under her shirt and wrapped around her bare skin. She pushed down at his forearms around her stomach and curled her fingers to scratch his skin. “Do you want to see or not?” she said twisting around toward him and pressing her heel down into the top of his foot.
He said “Ow!” and let her go and she snorted and grinned over her shoulder at him.
“Come on, then,” she said and she went to the back door, flicked on a light, and went outside.
He followed her, but he glanced over his shoulder at the last second and looked meaningfully at the closet doors where he knew I had been hiding the whole time. His message was clear. The deck was an excuse to give me a chance to sneak out and get down into the suite and hide in the closet by the bed.
I shook my head and exhaled and rolled my eyes to the ceiling. But after he went outside, I peeled out of the closet and tiptoed down the stairs. “This is fucking crazy,” I said to myself. But I snuck into the closet nonetheless.
They took their time coming down. I heard in the distance my wife’s laughter, some squealing, some joking, maybe even some more tickling. I shut the doors on myself when I heard the voices come nearer and the top of the stairs creak.
My wife came into the room — there was only one, a studio suite — and she spun around and flopped down onto her back on the bed. Her shirt was undone but for one button at her ribs.
Blake stood at the side of the bed with his hands on his hips staring down at Robbin. She lifted one knee, lifted the other, she rolled side to side, she lifted her arms and pushed her hands through her hair, fanning it out over the bed.
I held my phone to my face and put the lens in the gap and took a picture. That’s the picture on the cover of this book.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said but it wasn’t a question, it was a groan.
Blake knelt on the edge of the bed and came down onto his hands and knees over her body.
My wife pulled up her knees and flopped them both open sideways and ran her fingernails up his forearms and over his biceps that she squeezed. “You better not,” she said.
He walked over her like a panther with subdued prey beneath him. He leaned his head down below his shoulders and brought his face close to hers.
“I don’t think we should do this,” she said, twisting her face far to the side. If she only raised her eyes, she’d see mine popping out of the sockets behind the gap in the doors. Her chest heaved with heavy breath and her back arched up, shoving her breasts through the open top of her shirt. She was wearing a smooth, shiny, and white satin full-cup bra.
He knelt back to sit lightly on his calves and on her thighs, and he reached forward and undid the last button of her shirt.
“I’m a married girl, you know,” she said, rolling her face back toward him. But she also arched high with the top of her head pressing hard down into the mattress under her, and she shook her shoulders and squirmed her torso until her shirt sleeves came down her arms. She pulled her shirt away from under herself and settled back down on her back under him.
“It’s wrong, you know!” she said, shaking her head scoldingly at him. But her fingers began at the top and popped out his shirt buttons one after the other down the front of his body.
“It’s like another life that wasn’t lived, isn’t it,” he said, pulling his own sleeves down his arms and tossing his shirt over the bed to land on hers.
“It’s that bad girl,” she said in a tiny voice, and she curled her lips in like she said something wrong.
His fingers came to the waist of her shorts. She reached for the pillow and pulled it under her head to give herself more of an angle to watch what his hands were doing to the button and fly of her denim shorts. Her hands landed palm-down on the top of his thighs and her fingers scrunched into the fabric.
I could hear her nails catch on his pants and I exhaled and shut my eyes and licked my parched lips. I swallowed hard and pressed my hand into the wall beside the door on the inside of the closet and held my balance against the wobble in my knees and the shaking in my thighs.
“Just under the surface all this time,” he grinned down at her and he opened her shorts. She was wearing matching shiny and white satin panties.
She sucked breath in sharply through her clenched teeth. Her hands slid over to grip his wrists, but even as he pulled the waist of her loosened shorts down, even as she said, “We can’t,” she lifted her hips just enough to allow her shorts to come down and off her ass.
She shivered and dug her fingernails into the skin of his wrists, but she also lifted her knees to her chest and pointed her feet to the ceiling. He rocked back and pulled her faded denim shorts up her thighs, over her knees, and up her calves that nearly touched his face, and finally off her feet that she pointed to make it easier for him.
He tossed them aside and she kept her knees bent to place the soles of her feet into his chest. “But it’s so wrong,” she said, even as she reached with straight arms between her thighs, over her panties, and to the waist of his pants where she twisted his button and drew down his fly.
“You made the choice to be a good girl, a good wife,” he said as he pulled his own pants down. He stood only long enough to kick them off his feet and let them crumple on the floor at the side of the bed. My wife was in her bra and panties only, and he was only in his shorts. “And you are — you did well,” he said.
She rolled her head sideways and exhaled sharply. She looked away as her hand tugged at the waist of his shorts, pulling them out, and then down. “I hardly think so,” she gasped.
“The other person in you doesn’t go away, it never does, not for any of us,” he said.
She looked up at him with reluctance on her face. But she tugged and pushed and pulled until he lifted his knees one at a time from the edge of the bed. His shorts went down his legs and hung, and then fell, from his heels onto the floor. He was completely naked.
“How do you know all this?” she sighed. “It’s not supposed to be like this,” she said, and she wrapped her hand around his cock.
I gasped inside the closet. I rubbed my eyes and I clenched them tight and blinked them harshly. I brought my face to the back of the doors and looked through the gap. My wife was on her back reaching between her legs with both hands with which she was stroking, petting, and tugging the guy’s cock. I nearly fell down I was struck with such a deep wave of blackening dizziness.
“It’s the other,” he said. “You wanted to know how she was doing, what she was up to on a night home alone,” he said, and he wobbled on his knees to walk up over her prone body.
My wife shivered on her back under him. She lowered her feet from his chest and flopped her legs down sideways around his knees. He took his cock in his hand and drew the tip of it around the tops of my wife’s breasts, through the fabric of her bra.
She chicken-winged her arms and arched her back deeply to reach under herself. The straps went slack and the cups fell up from her ribs. She shook her shoulders and extracted her arms from the straps and tossed her bra over by her other clothes and she chuckled. She wrapped both hands around the shaft of his cock. “You’re going to stain it,” she said, “and then how will I explain that?” She shook her head at him like he was the dope.
He didn’t reply, he only continued walking on his knees over her body. It was she who drew the tip of his cock in small circles around her nipples. When he pushed himself further up, his cock bent down in her hands and she looked at him with flaring eyes and open, shocked mouth. But he only jutted his hips forcefully.
“I can’t!” she said up to him, pleading with him. But he only snickered and jutted his hips harder. With a gasp of disbelief, she rolled her eyes, shook her head at him, and opened her mouth. “Is that what you must have?” she said up to him with disdain.
He chuckled down at her and she glared at him, she pursed her lips, and she frowned. She also arched her back, lifted her chin, and lashed her tongue out and caught the underside of his cock with a long, wide lick.
“You want to see the bad girl?” she said defiantly to him. “You want the bad girl in me to come out and play, is that what you want?” She said as though disgusted. But she shot her head up from the pillow, tucked her chin down to her chest, wrapped both fists around the base of his erection, and pushed her full, pink lips down over the head of his cock.
I could hear her muffled moans from deep in her throat. She sank her mouth down his shaft and pulled back up. She pulled his cock and wrapped her tongue around it and kissed it up and down the side. She shivered and rolled his cock around her forehead and eyes and cheeks before she moaned like someone angry, and she sank her mouth over his cock until her lips kissed the base.
She pulled back off him and stroked his cock against her face like she was angry at him. Strings of saliva stretched from her lips to the head of his cock. “Is this the girl you though you could see in the walls of my house?” she said, and she sank her mouth over his cock again and moaned loudly and pumped him methodically.
I needed to fall to my knees inside the closet to keep from tumbling out the doors.
The second he reached down under himself and barely touched the waist of her panties, she pushed him off her, rolled him onto his back, and rolled herself over top of him. She pushed his wrists down into the bed above his head and she ducked her head down between her shoulders and sank her mouth over his mouth and kissed him with greed and anger all over.
“You think you’re the only one like that?” she said, and she pushed her hips to the ceiling making a jackknife of her body over him, and she reached down and worked her panties off her ass and she shook her knees and lifted her feet to work them off her body entirely.
My eyes were bleeding. My wife and Blake were both completley naked on the bed in the basement suite, right in front of my eyes.
She knelt over his chest and pulled her hair from her face and tugged it over one shoulder. She looked down over her bare breasts and stomach to her hand that was pushing down the front of her abdomen. He pushed his palms into her bare breasts and she exhaled unevenly. She used her first two fingers to spread the lips of her pussy.
From the closet I could see them glisten in the dim light. With her hips shaking and her thighs flexing, she spread her knees sideways on the bed and brought her groin down lower over his face. He ran his hands from her breasts, around her ribs, down her back, and over her ass. He squeezed her hard enough to make her chirp, and he pulled her down until she pulled her fingers away and grinded her pussy roughly down onto his mouth and all over his face.
I groaned, but everybody else was breathing hard and groaning too, and nobody heard me.
My wife arched deeply, spread her knees widely, spread her hands on straight arms wider, and lifted her face to the ceiling. Her tail bone curled in and flexed out, her ass pushed down and lifted up, and her pussy rode all over his mouth in tiny, shaky, rotations.
I forgot to breathe. My eyes were dry from not blinking. My wife was noisy. She was loud. She was greedy and hungry. “What the fuck,” I groaned. It didn’t matter if I was noisy, nobody was going to hear me.
She climaxed on him like that, mashing her groin down hard on his mouth, shaking like a leaf over him, gasping and crying out loud.
And then she laughed, she rolled off of him, and she tickled him.
I didn’t know what was worse, my wife sucking Blake off and him eating her out, or after, the way they tickled and teased and played and laughed. She curled up tightly in a fetal position when he tickled her sides, laughing hard and deeply. And when he pushed her legs apart and nuzzled his hips between her thighs, she threw her arms around his neck, locked her ankles in the small of his back, and kissed him like a lover.
There was no more resistance, there was no further talk of can’t or won’t or shouldn’t. When his dangling erection touched her glistening lips, she shot her hips up and captured his cock in the engorged cleft of her pussy. When he sank down on her, she let her legs flop wide open for him, and she gasped and grinned.
She also laughed and pushed him off her and straddled his thighs and leaned her hands into his chest and pushed her pussy up his cock where it pressed down into his stomach, before she let the head pop back into her, and she squirmed on him, she grinded on him, and she took him deep inside her.
I could see from the closet the man’s cock emerge covered in my wife’s generous fluid, and disappear again inside her far enough for their abdomens to push together. He teased her with words and embarrassed her and she pushed her face into his neck to hide, even as her hips fucked him hard and noisily, the slosh of her wet pussy filling my ears.
He rolled her on her side and entered her from behind and they murmured, they laughed, and they gasped and sighed and cried. She faced me as her body was jolted by him, but her eyes were clamped shut, even as her mouth hung lazily open.
He pulled her hips up and knelt behind her. She went down on her elbows and wriggled her ass for him. When he fucked her from behind, she clamped her eyes shut and cried out. Her fingers twisted in the sheets and her toes curled. He rammed her hard enough to bang the bed against the wall probably loud enough to be heard outside.
When he pulled out and strained in his face and abs, my wife tittered and flopped quickly on her back and struggled to pull herself with her heels and hands under him. His first spurt arced over her face. She laughed and caught the head of his cock in her mouth and her cheeks bulged and her eyes popped open. She swallowed hard but his cum gushed from the corners of her mouth.
She laughed and more cum ran over her chin. She grabbed his cock and curled up she laughed so hard, and his cum shot at her neck and tits and stomach.
When he subsided and flopped on his back, she rolled on her side and played with his cum on her nipples and stomach until she got up, went to the bathroom down there, and cleaned herself. She came back with a warm water-soaked towel and cleaned him up, too.
He got dressed but she stayed in only her pantie and bra. She saw him to the front door and lifted herself on her toes and kissed him deeply. “No telling!” she said to him in a warning voice, but she grinned too and wagged her finger at him playfully.
He waved good bye and she puttered around, cleaned up, put the cans of beer away, and went to bed. I had snuck out the separate basement entrance and made my way back to my car parked a block away.
“Change of plan,” I texted her. “Parents don’t want me staying over, home in a bit,” I wrote.
She wrote back. “Oh goody!” she said.
It was 12 at night. “When did Blake go?” I wrote her.
“Talk to you when you get back,” she said. “Drive safely!”
I nodded my head, I closed my eyes, and I relived the memories of what I had watched. When enough time passed, I started my car and drove the block home and rolled up the driveway.
She was in bed. “We hung out a bit,” she said. Her eyes were on fire.
I could have pressed her. I could have trapped her. She wasn’t a good liar, and she would probably confess everything with the slightest pressure. I left it alone, though. I knew what I needed to know, and whether I wanted her to know that I knew, was a question that didn’t have to be answered right away.
We played a game the next Saturday and sure enough, Blake was there. I gave it some time before I got him off alone at the end of the noisy table. I looked at him and said nothing. I knew it might have looked like I was being the tough guy, the stoic guy, the guy deciding what he was going to do with his life and marriage and wife. But the truth was, I didn’t know what the fuck to say.
I pulled out the original thousand that he gave me, put his drivers licence down beside it, and reached into my other pocket and pulled out the thousand I owed him and put it on top of the first thousand and lifted my eyes to his.
“Thank you,” he said, giving me a perfunctory nod. “How you feeling?” he said.
I shrugged. “Between Robbin and I,” I said.
He smirked. “No hard feelings, I hope,” he said, raising his eyebrows at me. “It can be hard to watch sometimes.”
I shrugged like I was impervious and dropped my hands to smack my thighs. I had nothing. I didn’t drop my eyes from his, but the stack of money sat there between us. He finally looked down at it and then back up at me with his eyebrows raised questioningly. He reached for the money, tidied the stack neatly in his hands, and then looked at me and held the money out to me.
I stared in his eyes without expression. If anyone looked our way, they would wonder why he was handing me two thousand dollars. But nobody looked. I wondered how many other wives of the guys he had done this with. I glanced at the money and away from it and I chuckled sardonically and shook my head.
And then I shut my eyes and I snatched the stack of bills, I folded them, and I crammed them in my pocket.
“Got to go back up to my parents,” I said to Robbin when I got home. “Got to fix something — electrical or whatever, I don’t even know,” I said.
“Aw, you’re always going up there!” she said wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling my body up against hers. She rocked her hips against mine, pushing her pelvis into my pelvis. “How long this time?”
By prior arrangement with Blake, I told her I would go now, and would be back no sooner than 8. It was 2 in the afternoon.
“No sooner than 8?” she said, making sure.
“They want to see the lights outside come on when the sun goes down — that’s their security measure,” I said and I shook my head and snickered.
“Text me when you’re on your way?” she said, and she kissed my lips.
I sat in my car on an undeveloped street a few blocks away no more than 30 minutes before Blake texted me. He didn’t say anything, he just forwarded my wife’s text to him: “Bad girl wants to come out to play . . . “ she wrote him. “All alone all afternoon and so so lonely!!!” she added.
Then he texted me. “You’re call,” he wrote.
I pounded the corner of my phone into my forehead and I grunted like a man lifting weights. I wrote him back. “Make sure there’s music on so I can slip back in the basement door,” I said.
“Down there again?” he wrote.
“No, on the couch upstairs,” I said.
“You sure?”
“Yes,” was all I could write. He told me that it would be better for me to control when and even where. He wanted me to think about it and tell him where, when he texted. He said once I got used to controlling when it would happen and exactly where it would take place, I’d want to start deciding what my wife would wear, and not just clothes, but underwear, too, he said. “Come a day,” he said to me, “you’ll want to dress her for me yourself. Just think about it for now, though.”
When he rolled up my driveway, I could hear my wife’s feet dash over the floor to the front door. I peaked out. He no sooner came up the steps, she flung the doors opened, snatched at his wrists, and yanked him inside the house, shutting the door behind him with her feet. She laughed and kissed him and bent over at her waist and growled at him. She pushed him against the wall in the hallway and tugged his t-shirt up and off him. She grabbed at his belt, and then his pants, and then his underpants, stripping the man naked before he’d come through the hallway.
She laughed and squealed and they murmured and necked. She tickled him and he tickled her back and she shrieked and screamed. She took her clothes off, even her bra. He sat on the couch and she went to the fridge in only her panties and came back, sat on his lap, and laughed as she sloppily poured beer into his waiting, open mouth. And she kissed him and his beer burbled out his lips and over her mouth and chin and it dripped onto her tits and stomach.
It was a study in contrasts, the woman who was my wife all week, unchanged from the events of the previous weekend, except for a certain spark and delight in her, and the woman she was when Blake came over, daring, open, sexual, and expressive.
Aggressive, too. She dropped to her knees and pushed her tight lips down over the head of his cock and lifted her face and laughed before dropping her mouth back down deeply over his shaft. She sucked on him noisily, teasing him and laughing and moaning needfully with his cock deep in her mouth.
He pushed his hands into her hair and pulled it away to see her face and watch her lips forn around his cock. “Such a bad little girl,” he said admiringly.
She popped her eyes wide open at him, dropped her mouth in a grinning gape, and gasped. “You made me this way!” she cried out up to him, and she kissed his cock tenderly and rubbed it around her face and chuckled.
“Anyway . . . ” she said, standing up and bending over at her knees and waist to draw her panties down her legs and off her feet, “. . . this has to be our last time.” She knelt on the couch and walked on her knees over his lap. She bent backward and reached behind herself to find his cock, to rub her thumb over the head, and to poke it between her puffy, glistening lips.
“Why is that?” he said, staring at her breasts and sinking his hands over them to squeeze them and massage them.
She lowered her hips, dropped her head back, and shut her eyes. Her mouth dropped wide open — his cock sank inside her. “Because my husband and is going to notice how different I am,” she said, as she raised herself on him and sank again, and began to fuck him deeply, hard, and fast.
“How are you different?” he said.
Her breathing grew deep and short and her body contorted on his. “That bad girl?” she groaned, and she fell forward against his body and rode his lap with her curling spine and snapping hips. “She’s starting to make her appearances in the bedroom,” she groaned.
The sound of their fucking bodies — the sloshing, the sucking, the slapping — filled my ears. I almost couldn’t hear their words their fucking was getting so loud.
“In what way?” he said.
She laughed and curled into him. She wriggled on him and stretched back and let him tickle her ribs and play with her tits. She reached down between her legs and scratched his cock where it come out of her and went back into her.
“I almost asked him if he wanted to try anal sex on me,” she covered her mouth and giggled.
He grabbed her ass cheeks and shoved her down and pulled her up harder on him and her gasps became deeper and louder. I could tell she was nearing another climax on him.
“Why didn’t you ask him?” he said.
She covered her mouth and pushed her face into his shoulder. “He’d be scandalized,” she said.
“Do you want him to try?” he said.
She couldn’t answer him, though. She began to fuck him roughly and out of rhythm. “Fuck!” she groaned with a cry to the ceiling, hanging on to his neck with her arms stretched out. Her body shook and her breathing stopped. She laughed and sank down on him. “Sorry,” she groaned.
“Why sorry?” he laughed.
“I keep cumming on you!” she said.
He rolled her over under her and began to pummel her body into the couch. She pointed her feet to the ceiling and rolled her head back and smiled with her eyes closed. “You might have to tell him about the bad girl and what made her come out to play,” he said.
“No,” she said breathily. Her back arched up and her head thrashed side to side.
“Don’t be too sure how he’ll take it.” he said.
She bit his shoulder and crunched her body up under him. “Fuck!” she groaned out loud.
He came inside her that time. I saw his cum gush from her pussy lips. She just laughed and cupped her hand under her dripping pussy and dashed off to the bathroom. Before he left, she pranced around in her bra and panties and laughed and teased him. She liked being undressed with him.
I found him the next weekend. I had the one thousand dollars ready for him. He was right: I was ready to pay him this time to do my wife.
He took it and stuffed it in his pocket. “You realize we’re back to even again, right?” he said.
I thought about it. He was right: that was the same thousand he had originally handed to me. “What’s this even about?” I said to him.
“You want me to do your wife again?” he said.
I gritted my teeth and jutted my jaw. “Yes, do I have to spell it out?”
“You have to do something for me,” he said.
I suspected all along there was something coming. I sank back and looked over the table at him with dead eyes. Blackmail? Pictures? Videos? “What?” I said with resignation.
“You’re going to tell your wife you watched,” he said.
“No fucking way,” I smirked.
“You’re going to pick out something  together for her to wear tonight,” he said. “For me,” he added.
“No,” I said.
“Underwear too,” he said.
“Stop it,” I said.
“You’re going to tell her you enjoy it, that you like it.”
“I can’t,” I said.
“You’re going to bring her to a place,” he said, ignoring me. “I’ll text you the address.”
“Forget it.”
“You’re going to tell your wife that you love the way she gets fucked by me, the way she goes down on me, the way she cums all over my face and cock,” he said.
“I can’t.”
“And you’re going to get her ready for me and bring her to me and send her up to the place,” he said. “And you’re going to come back and pick her up when she’s done,” he nodded at me.
I looked sideways and exhaled and grinned. “That is so not going to happen,” I said to him.
“I’m going to give you an app and instructions,” he went on ignoring me. “There’s a few cameras in the condo,” he nodded. “Don’t worry, very private, nothing taped, nothing kept, can’t be hacked.”
I screwed my face up at him.
“You’re going to watch you wife have sex,” he said. “On your computer at home.”
I laughed at him and got up, finished my drink, and left. “See ya later, man,” I said to him.
I got a text before I got to my car. It was from Blake. “I’ll text you when I want your wife. And then you’ll bring her to me.”
“Why are you doing this?” I said.
He wrote back. “I told you,” he wrote. “It’s all about controlling when and where, isn’t it.” I studied my screen in the car. He wrote again. “This time you can dress her for me. But I’ll send some things over another day. And then I’ll tell you what to dress her in.”
I just sneered and drove home.
Wednesday after work, my phone buzzed. It was Blake. I left the kitchen to take it in the bathroom. “I have a client I’m taking out to dinner tonight,” he wrote. “I would like your wife to accompany me.” I stared at the message. “Drop her at the address I’m sending you at exactly 6:30, would you?”
An address came a moment later.
I hadn’t discussed things with Robbin yet.
“What should we do for dinner tonight?” she said. “Just go out?”
I stared at her. She knew something was on my mind and she came to me and wrapped her arms around me. We kissed, but I gently pushed her off me.
And then I told her everything. She protested at first, and then cried, and then sucked it up and owned it. I told her about seeing the other person in her come out — the bad girl — and I told her how aroused I was by it. I told her that I jerked off and came everytime I watched her with him.
“In the closet?” she screwed up her face at me.
“I brought towels with me after the first time,” I shrugged.
“Oh baby,” she murmured and we hugged again.
And then I told her I wanted to help pick things out for her to wear.
“Tonight?” she said. “Maybe we should just stay in.”
“I’m taking you to him,” I said. “He asked for you — he’s taking you out to dinner with a client.”
She gulped. “He said that to you?”
“He’s letting me dress you this time,” I said. “But in future, he’ll be sending clothes for you and telling us what to dress you in.”
“And you’re okay with this?” she said.
“Me?” I said. “What about you?”
She took my hand in her wrist and slid her fingers down over my fingers. She pulled my hand under her skirt and pulled out her panties. She plunged my hand under and guided my finger to the cleft in her pussy lips. She was soaking wet and very hot. She looked at me with helpless eyebrows and tilted her head to the side and puffed air out her nose. She was sheepish.
“It turns me on,” she groaned low and deeply.
We laid choices out on the bed and I got to pick — I went with the red sash dress with the low back. She picked black floral lace underwear. She put on eyeliner and shadow and lipstick and asked me how she looked, putting her face close to mine. My erection poked her in the stomach and she giggled and slapped playfully at my tummy.
“After, we can look after that, okay?”
That’s when I told her about the cameras he said he set up.
She covered her face in her hands. “You’re going to watch me again?” she said.
I wrapped her hand around my erection.
“Fair,” she shrugged.
I drove her to the condo. She turned to me in her car seat and held my hand in hers and brought the back of my hand to her lips to kiss lightly.
“Don’t want you to mess my lipstick,” she explained.
I nodded.
“Wish me luck?” she said.
“I’ll be watching over you,” I said.
She threw herself over my shoulder and kissed my neck. She put her mouth to my ear and said, “That’s the hottest part of it!”
I watched her get out and she twisted around and waved at me with a tiny flutter of her fingers, and then she was gone inside.
I went home and sat in front of my computer. Finally, the lights came on. My heart pounded. I saw two grainy figures enter from the longest view camera. My wife was in her red dress, kissing, laughing, tickling, teasing.
I was able to toggle between cameras. I found them in the living room, making out, my wife straddling his lap on the couch. Her dress came off and his hands were all over her writhing and contorting body. She was smiling and cooing.
She squealed and slid down off his lap and, in only her panties and bra that I had picked out, she landed on her knees, opened his pants, and consumed his cock fully and completely with total enthusiasm. I could hear her moans through the computer.
And then I zoomed in on the face. It wasn’t Blake. It was some other guy I never saw before. 




He learned how to be a cuckold, and I learned to be another man’s date

“Bullshit!” Linc called out. He’s David’s friend — my husband. They’re both 31, but I’m only 29.
“Older and wiser!” Linc always says, and he slapped my thigh. He was always searching for ways to get away with touching me, I could tell.
I kind of thought it was cute. I’m not sure if that would be a consensus opinion, though.
“I think a mature, secure, and self-assured husband would find out the reasons. . . ,” my husband intoned with his old-man nod. He made me snicker when he got his back up like that. “ . . . and proceed from there.”
“Proceed from there!” Linc snorted. He leaned over against me on our side of the sectional and murmured in my ear loud enough for David to hear, “Proceed alright, straight to the bedroom.”
I looked back and forth at them like a polite fan watching a tennis match, even though I was the ball they were whacking back and forth.
Linc remained leaning against my body with his chin resting on my shoulder.
I didn’t mind him. He wasn’t my type in that way, but that only seemed to  make him oddly more attractive to me — in a secret sort of way. I guess he represented “the other” to me. A life not lived.
It’s nothing I would tell either of them about. It was just a little touch of, what? Illicit arousal, I suppose,  that I privately enjoyed. He stirred me somehow. It was nothing I couldn’t control.
“If a husband,” I said, summing up my take of the episode of this show we just watched, “caught his wife cheating, would he automatically blow the marriage up,“ I widened my eyes and grinned at my husband, “or would a certain kind of man tolerate it?”
I had one leg folded on the couch with my foot under my thigh. I was wearing my deep fern-green straight dress, short and cute, and just for fun, I pulled on my ash-toned suede over-the-knee high-heeled boots just before Linc arrived, and tittered in front of the mirror.
Linc always seemed distracted by me and I found it kind of fun to tease him like that. Like I said, he was just a little bit of private fun for me. There had never been any real risk of anything actually happening. He looked for ways to get away with touching me, and I looked for ways to get away with enticing him to try. Especially in front of my husband, which I found oddly exciting. Again, in a private, personal way.
The three of us loved watching episodes of relationship shows, having wine, and laughing our way through discussions of the ins and outs along the way. The two boys loved trash talking each other,  and I loved the thinking they made me do. This latest show was about a no-good, low-down, filthy, lying, cheating wife.
“There’d have to be a reason, though, right?” David said. “I mean, presuming his wife isn’t just some full-on sex fiend. Which he would know about, presumably prior to marrying her.”
“Oh I don’t know,” Linc smirked and he glanced at me, but in an obvious manner that made us all snort.
He played the role of contrarian and provocateur to my husband’s role of stoic Mr. Objective Reasoning. I played the role of referee usually: whenever they got to an impasse, they’d turn to me to put down the “the wise and thoughtful woman’s take.”
“A woman would have a reason,” I said with a firm nod to Linc. I turned to my husband. “But it wouldn’t necessarily be all about her spouse, or even a little bit about him, or even their relationship,” I nodded at him.
“So you’re saying there’s a chance . . . “ Linc smirked as he lowered his hand tentatively onto the band of bare thigh below my short skirt and above the top of my boot.
I rolled my face to him and shrugged. “Breaking rules is fun, we only have to look at you to confirm that,” I said, and I lowered my eyes to his hand on my thigh.
He snorted and snickered, but he didn’t move his hand off of me.
“The question,” Linc said, “isn’t about the wife, though, it’s about the husband. The wife does what she does, how does the husband react?” He slid his hand further up my thigh until the side of his pinky touched and pushed the hem of my skirt, he was that high up.
“The husband,” David said, looking straight into Linc’s eyes and avoiding looking at his hand on his wife’s thigh, “reacts according to what the wife’s reasons are.” He drew his gaze over to my eyes. “Insofar as she tells him, or insofar as he can discern or imagine them.”
Linc tapped my thigh, making even more obvious that he was touching David’s wife, in case David hadn’t noticed yet. “What could be possible reasons,” Linc said with excitement on his face. “I mean presuming things are okay between them, she isn’t lonely or neglected . . . “
“See?” I said, and I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “Everybody always thinks there’s some reason that has to do with what the husband is or isn’t doing to her or with her.” I shrugged. “It might have totally to do only with what’s within her.”
“Well, like what?” Linc said. He wasn’t that stupid, but he played stupid to make people reveal themselves. He was very good at that.
I turned to him. “Maybe she wonders about different choices she could have made along the way,” I said. “Maybe she has different personalities inside her that try to come out.” I turned to David. “Or maybe she’s like any guy — you included!” I burst out in a momentary laugh at David. “It’s fun to do something wrong, to get away with something, isn’t it,” I said to him. “You know that!”
“Would those reasons be enough to make a husband sit back and let it go?” Linc grinned over at David. He was teasing him. He was taunting him. He moved his hand flatly over my stomach. And I let him, both of us looking at David, putting the ball in his court to react or not.
“How can a husband get mad if his wife is exploring herself?” he said.
“Sure, sure,” Linc chuckled. “So you wouldn’t get mad if I . . . “ he said, and he brought his hand up the front of my tight dress over my ribs and up to just under my breasts.
I knew what he was doing. He was taking advantage of the situation to get some free feels in before we all laughed and my husband told him to cut it out.
“How far would you let things go before you’d say ‘stop’?” I said to David.
“According to him . . . ” Linc said, and he actually drew his hand lightly over the underside of my breasts. “ . . . if it’s all her own personal exploration, there is no limit,” he smirked.
I kept my eyes locked on my husband’s even as Linc cupped his hand — lightly, still — over one breast. “You’re going to have to say ‘stop’ to him, he won’t stop on his own — we both know Linc,” I grinned at David.
“That’s the game,” Linc said, smirking even wider. “He has to say stop.” He squeezed my breast.
I flinched and blinked but I kept my eyes on my husband’s eyes. “You have to say ‘stop’” I nearly whispered to him.
“Or you have to say it,” David finally responded, keeping his eyes as locked on mine as mine were on his.
“I’m exploring myself, remember,” I said. “Don’t know how deep that goes,” I shrugged slightly and curled up one side of my mouth in a tiny grin.
Linc snorted and looked at David and rubbed my breast more defiantly. “And I’m just exploring her, too,” he said. “Just say stop,” he said.
“You don’t mind your friend is feeling up your wife right in front of you?” I said.
He shrugged. I knew he was becoming tense — his hands were rubbing the arms of his chair. “My wife has her reasons — her body, her choice, right?” He raised his eyebrows at me.
“Then you won’t mind . . . . “ Linc said, pushing things further. He began to tug at the bottom of my dress.
I pursed my lips to keep from chuckling and I raised my eyebrows at David and rocked onto one hip and then the other allowing — encouraging — Linc to pull it out from under me, and up over my head. I felt safe enough. I was wearing gray cotton underwear that was less revealing than any ordinary bathing suit.
He stared at David with a leer and pulled my dress up and off me, draping it over the back of the couch behind him. “You just got to say stop, right?” he said.
“You’re going to say stop when it’s gone to far, right?” I nodded at my husband.
“Not going to get mad,” he said. There was something on his face, but I couldn’t place it.
Linc swung sideways on the sectional and laid down behind me. I remained sitting up, resting my elbows on my knees with my chin resting on the back of my hung-over hand.
“Are you sure?” I said privately to him.
“I’ll say stop when it’s gone too far,” he nodded.
I wasn’t sure what was happening anymore. Linc laid on his back behind me reaching up to draw his hand around my neck and shoulders, rubbing me. David was watching the way one watches a show. But he was swallowing hard, and trying to hide it, too. I cannot deny that being touched like that by another man — by someone so crass and laughable as Linc, even — was stirring me. It was arousing me.
“I don’t believe you!” I said.
“Test him,” Linc said, rubbing his hand over my bare back and touching me lower down than he should have. “Let’s see how far he can let it go.”
“You would just love that, wouldn’t you,” I twisted around and chuckled at him spread out behind me.
He pulled my shoulders in and I glanced at David but I spun half around and let him, slowly, pull me down onto by back beside him along the couch.
“He said to go ahead and explore away,” Linc sneered.
“You’re not my type,” I said to him.
“Maybe that’s what makes it so safe,” he said.
I was startled by his accidental insight. That was exactly what it was. It didn’t feel like cheating, or an affair, like rolling around with another man should have felt, because there was zero chance of any emotional involvement with him. He was a friend, a friend of my husband’s, a guy I laughed at as much as with. There was no risk of it becoming anything more than that. I draped my arm backward over his lower stomach and he touched my shoulder. I leaned my head back on his shoulder and we turned our faces to each other’s.
“Just pretend he isn’t there, until he says he is,” Linc said.
I had to hand it to him. He was better at getting away with things, at testing boundaries, than I was. He had a lifetime of skirting the law, after all.
I stretched my neck up to his ear and whispered to him, “But he’s right there staring at us.”
Linc chuckled. “He likes it, maybe,” he murmured back at me.
“No man would like it,” I corrected him.
“You’d be surprised,” he smirked, and I had to give it to him. He had far more experience with the depravity of fellow humans than I did. He would know.
“What do we do now?” I said, and I snickered and raised my shoulders up and bit my lip.
“We make out,” he shrugged. He dangled his fingertips over my bare stomach and drew them down to the edge of my panties just on the cusp of tickling me. But not quite.
“But this feels like cheating,” I groaned to him.
David remained silent and still.
“He knows how to say ‘stop’,” Linc said, sensibly.
That was all my husband had to do. It felt like it was even out of my hands, not my responsibility, even, to stop things with my husband right there watching, able and willing to let things go until he said “stop.” We all agreed, didn’t we, that as soon as he said it, it would end. It felt like being a climber with a rope. I could let go, knowing I wouldn’t fall.
The freedom, the loss of responsibility, the giving up of control — it aroused me as much as a man touching me was. Knowing my husband was watching made me lose all self-restraint. He was responsible for what happened thereafter.
We kissed. I don’t know who initiated it, but I definitely know who didn’t stop it — and who, when we broke off, stared a moment, and plunged back in for another kiss, longer and more intensively the second time.
I stopped glancing at David. So did Linc. We grinned at each other and I nuzzled my face in his neck because I was little embarrassed about how I was feeling. Breaking rules felt fun!
We were just having fun, right?
Linc ran his fingertips up my stomach, over my ribs, and over the top of my bra. He made me gasp and grip his wrist, but I didn’t pull his hand away. He drew it slowly down and eventually over my abdomen and then to the edge of my panties and — very lightly — over the front of them. I still gripped his wrist but I still didn’t remove his hand from my body.
I didn’t have to look but I could tell that my husband was burning holes through us on the couch staring with his eyes on fire. I couldn’t understand why he didn’t just say “Stop!”
Linc began to draw little circles on the front of my panties with the lightest touch of his fingertips and he made me push my hips up into his hand to make him touch me a little harder. I knew my husband would have noticed that. It made me want to rotate and thrust my hips harder up into Linc’s hand to make my husband finally say something.
But he didn’t. I drew my knees up and arched in my back. I was breathing harder and unevenly. I still held his wrist — with both hands now — but he was relentless. And good. He knew from experience no doubt how to touch a woman just on the edge of infuriating her.
I gasped with a sharp and strong inhalation and I stretched my neck and bit his ear. “You should stop,” I whispered weakly to Linc. Things were getting serious for me and I wasn’t sure if he could tell or not.
“Or what?” he murmured back to me.
“You’re going to make me cum,” I groaned with a whine. I arched further back to hide my face deeper in Linc’s neck and I wrung his wrist in my hands like he was a wet cloth.
He didn’t stop. My husband didn’t say stop. And I lost my breath. It came up on me quickly, and before I recognized it, I was already past the point of controlling it or subduing it. I stretched back further and inhaled loudly and deeply and held my breath. My grip on his wrist tightened and my toes curled hard. Everything was held in a timeless tension throughout my body.
And then, though I tried so hard to hold it, everything released at once. It was extraordinary. I crunched up in my abdomen and pulled my knees to my chest. I shook and groaned out loud, and then I rolled sideways against Linc, curled up, and couldn’t stop giggling.
I warned him, didn’t I. I just didn’t realize how strong the orgasm was going to be.
I laughed — I was feeling shy — and I grabbed the remote and suggested we put the next episode on. I grabbed the blanket from under the side table and threw it over my body. I pulled my knees up to my chin and ignored the fact that Linc remained seated on the couch directly beside me.
But I couldn’t just carry on like nothing happened. I turned to face David.
“What?” he chuckled.
“Are we not going to notice what just happened?” I shook my head and strands of my hair dropped over my face.
Linc grinned and looked sideways out the corners of his eyes at my husband.
“He made you climax,” David said matter-of-factly as though it was akin to him having gotten me a drink.
I wanted to provoke him, I wanted to see how far he was going to go with this hands-off thing. “He made me climax, hard,” I said.
Linc snorted. I turned to him beside me and snatched his hand and pulled it under the blanket over my lap and pushed it between my thighs.
“Do you like knowing his hand is under my panties this time?” I said to David.
“Show me,” he smirked.
It wasn’t, but now I had to pull the waist of my panties up and push Linc’s hand underneath. I let the blanket slide down my legs and eventually off the couch and onto the floor. Between my legs still pulled up to my chest, my husband could plainly see his friend’s hand under my panties, touching me down there.
“I told you, he likes it, some guys get off on it,” Linc said.
I think he was just trying to get a rise out of David, he was just trying to taunt him like they do to each other.
But David just stared between my legs. And then he dropped his hand over his crotch and squeezed himself.
“Oh my god,” I twisted away and covered my eyes with my hand. But I peeked through the fingers. “Do you like it?” I asked him incredulously.
He didn’t say anything. Linc himself was surprised even though it was he who insisted my husband did like it. “Buddy,” he said. “You sure about this?”
His finger was driving me crazy under my panties. I swallowed and my breathing got jagged again. I reached down over my hips, hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties, and drew them off my butt. He still didn’t do anything, he didn’t look away, he didn’t say “stop.” I pulled them further down, then up my thighs, over my knees, and down my shins — and off my feet.
I dropped my knees open, one leg over Linc’s lap, the other down on the cushion of the couch, spreading myself wide. Linc was rubbing me and I was wet as can be. I stared at my husband in his chair. He only rubbed his crotch through the front of his pants the more vigorously.
I guess we were all exploring ourselves.
“Would you like it if I took his penis in my hand?” I said to my husband. I was defiant — I was hoping he would say “No” and “Stop.” It was scaring me how he wasn’t stopping his friend or his wife.
Linc lifted his hips and drew his jeans over his ass and down his legs. He of course wouldn’t pass up an opportunity like that. “Didn’t say ‘Stop,’ did he,” Linc said to me like a man stealing the royal jewels. He pulled his boxer briefs down too, and let it all fall around his ankles on the floor in front of the couch.
While his fingers rubbed and entered me — while he fingered me — I stared at my husband and draped my hand over his friend’s bare lap. I drew my hand up in increments until my pinky could feel his thickening and elongating cock. I raised my eyebrows at my husband and wrapped my hand around Linc’s cock.
The show droned on but we’d all long lost the thread of it. My husband opened his pants and drew out his own cock, hard and and long. He stared at his wife’s hand pumping lightly and slowly over his friend’s cock.
We teased and wrestled and play-fought before. He snuck little gropes in here and there, and I sensed his hard cock against me more than once. But nothing was explicit, nothing was said, and nothing was acknowledged.
Still, I did wonder sometimes if my husband noticed what was going on. I didn’t think Linc or I were doing such a good job of hiding our mutual arousal amidst our mutual lack of interest in each other that way, when the play fighting was getting out of control. I began to develop my insight. Maybe my husband did notice what was going on all the time, and liked it.
“You enjoying this?” I said to him with a grin.
He only slowly, reluctantly, as though drawn out of a deep trance, looked up at my eyes. He was stroking his own cock watching his wife stroke his friend’s cock, and his friend finger his wife, too. It was uncharted territory for everybody.
“No laughing at me,” he said.
“He is,” Linc nodded. “It’s okay buddy,” he said. “No one needs to know outside these four walls.”
I rolled onto my side and then onto my elbows and knees. Linc reached over my back and kept at me with his fingers between my legs. I stood his cock up in front of my face and looked at David. “Tell me what you like about it, honey,” I said.
And then I kissed the head of Linc’s cock. He gasped and clenched his hand tightly around my ass. I slapped his stomach to tell him to chill. I’m sure I wasn’t the first girl that week to suck his cock.
David swallowed. “Something about seeing you so aroused,” he managed to groan loud enough for me to hear.
“Do you want to watch me take his cock in my mouth?” I said to him.
Linc began to chuckle and talk, but I reached up and pinched his lips together like a teacher.
“Uh-huh,” my husband finally said, after some consideration.
“Why?” I said.
“I can tell you want to, even though it’s wrong to do that,” he said with a meagre voice.
I kept my eyes on his all the way as I ducked my head down, pulled my hair out of his line of sight, and sank my lips around the head of his cock down to the ridge.
I came back up and off him and stroked his cock against my cheek. “Did you like that?” I said, but my voice was hoarse and full of breath. I couldn’t hide what it was doing to me.
I wasn’t alone in that feeling. Linc stretched back and groaned at the ceiling and pushed his hand into my hair.
“You’re friend seems to like it,” I grinned at my husband. Something about the control, the loss of control, the different person, I don’t know what it was, but I was having fun subjecting my husband to the sight of his wife with another man. I licked my lips, I smiled at him coyly, and I went down on Linc deeper and tighter.
“Fuck ya,” Linc exhaled and his finger on my pussy lost some of his expert touch and rhythm.
My husband rubbed his chin and mouth with one hand and his cock in his other hand. His eyes were wide and dilated and his eyebrows were raised up his forehead. He stared at my mouth, even when I took Linc’s cock between my lips again.
I moaned on Linc and my husband murmured, “Fuck!”
I knelt higher over Linc’s lap and poked my shoulders up and dropped my head down. I began to pump his cock with my hand into my mouth, my lips following my fist up and down his gorgeous cock. I moaned loudly, if muffled, and not entirely to drive my husband crazy. It was mostly involuntarily.
I glanced at my husband while I pumped his friend in my mouth. He wasn’t stopping me, he was pumping his fist on his own cock. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but that’s sometimes how it goes — things take on a momentum of their own, don’t they.
I wanted to stop. I wanted my husband to tell me to stop. But he looked further gone than I was. Linc stretched back and groaned and his fingers tapped my back. I knew what he was trying to tell me. But rather than pull up and off him, rather than grip him harder and aim him at my chest, I sank only further down on him. I wanted my husband to watch me swallow a man. I never swallowed him.
Linc’s cum hit the back of my throat. I was surprised that I didn’t gag. He filled my mouth and it gushed from the corners of my lips. I kept pumping him in my hand and mouth, moaning loudly and rising up and down on him with my whole body. Still he came, and gobs of his stuff hung from my chin.
I swallowed and swallowed again. When he finally subsided, I carefully pulled my mouth up off his cock, being sure to not lose any of it. I even licked him completely clean, glancing over through the corners of my eyes to make sure my husband saw that too.
He had cum in his hand. I got up, cupped my hand under my chin, and pranced off to the bathroom. I wasn’t even going to clean him up, even though I had his friend’s cum all over my face and in my stomach.
I came back in my pyjamas and hopped back up on the couch beside Linc. I wrapped my arms around my knees and hugged them to my chest. “You came watching me do that to your friend,” I said to my husband. “Why didn’t you say to stop?”
He stared at the screen and pursed his lips and frowned in his eyes.
Linc caught my eyes and slowly shook his head “No.” I guess they talked while I was out.
We watched the show in silence another half hour. But I couldn’t sit still. “How much did you like that?” I said to David.
He scrunched his face at me and clamped his eyes shut. He chuckled and inhaled as though bracing himself. “It was hot, okay?” he said with a grimace. “I didn’t know it would feel like that.”
“Were you ever going to say ‘stop’ at any point?” I said to him.
Linc again touched my harm and shook his head privately at me.
“Well how far does this go?” I said to Linc.
My husband rubbed the arms of his chair and tried to stare straight ahead at the screen as though I wasn’t staring at him.
“Take your clothes off, Linc,” I said.
“I don’t know,” he said.
“Would you stop us if we . . . “ I said to my husband and without looking, I tugged at Linc’s pants.
I exhaled through his puffed cheeks but he lifted his hips and stripped his pants off. I stroked his cock staring at my husband and then I leaned over and took him back in my mouth. He got hard again.
“Too much,” Linc chuckled.
“Will he stop us at nothing?” I said to him. I made him make out with me and I took my t-shirt off, and then I rolled back on my hips and stripped my pyjama bottoms off. I tugged at Linc’s t-shirt and soon we were both completely naked on the couch.
“This is wrong,” Linc said.
“Do you want to watch this too?” I said to David. The more he failed to speak up, the hotter I got. The idea of taking things too far right in front of my husband was spinning me in the head.
David and I met eyes but still he could say nothing.
“You know I just might,” I said and I snorted.
“No Blaire,” Linc said, but I lightly slapped his cheek and shushed him.
“Do you want me to?” I said to my husband. I pushed Linc back to slump against the back of the couch and I pushed myself up and dropped a knee around the other side of his hip, and I sat my naked tush down on Linc’s naked thighs. I wrapped my arms around his neck and twisted around to face my husband over my shoulder.
“You better stop me,” I said.
He stared back at me but kept his mouth closed.
“No Blaire,” Linc said again, and I wrapped my hand around his jaw and brought my face down to his level. I kissed his squished mouth and I said to him, “You might get your biggest wish if you learn to shut up,” I said to him.
I twisted round again and while petting Linc’s ready cock against my stomach, I said to my husband, “Do you want to watch this too?”
He stared at my twisted back and hips where I sat on his friend. And then he did an extraordinary thing. He nodded.
I looked down at Linc below me and pushed his cock, hard as ever, against my abdomen. He saw it too. I curled my bottom lip between my teeth and emitted a high-pitched and accidental chirp. I didn’t want my husband to notice how aroused I was. But I knew at the same time that my arousal was what he said was making him so crazy.
I twisted around again and pressed Linc’s cock harder against my stomach. I raised and lowered myself on my knees, stroking his cock between the palm of my hand and my stomach. I licked my other palm and rubbed it around the head of his cock. He was dying underneath me. His hips began involuntarily pushing up into mine.
“You have to tell me to stop,” I murmured to my husband. “Something’s going to happen if you don’t.”
But he only dropped his mouth wide open and flared his eyes at our bodies.
“Please David,” I said to him. I raised myself up over Linc’s lap and leaned my hand into the back of the couch over his head. I reached down between our bodies, and with a shaking hand, I gripped his hard cock and I slowly, tightly, stroked him below my hips.
But my husband just kept staring.
Linc squirmed under me and gripped my straining thighs in his hands.
“David,” I exhaled.
He raised his eyes to mine only weakly. He was in some state of delirium. “Blaire,” he said back to me.
“I can’t help it anymore,” I said to him and I bit my lip and curved my eyebrows down. I don’t know if I would have been able to stop things even if he said to, now.
“I love it,” he groaned.
I sank my hips down and pushed my lips around the head of Linc’s cock. I glanced again at my husband over my shoulder, but then I shut my eyes, I exhaled my breath, and my body sank down. Linc’s cock filled me.
After that, I became unaware of my husband. Linc seized my body with his hands around my waist and I gripped the top of the couch and my knuckles turned white. I arched deeply and pushed my breasts into his face and he pumped his hips up into me from below, smashing us together with a terrible slap.
I curled in my spine and sucked my pussy deeper over his cock. He felt good in me, not going to lie. He rolled me over under him and I draped one knee over the back of the couch and threw my other foot over the coffee table. I reached up and over my head and grabbed the arm of the couch behind me. Linc got on his hands and knees and pummelled his hips into mine. I cried out loud.
I rolled under him and pushed my ass up for him. I got onto my knees and elbows and he knelt behind me. I urged him with my hand reaching behind his thighs to pull him, my nails cutting into his flesh, so badly did I want him to slam me.
He gripped my hips in his hands and he threw himself at me. I laid my face down on my cheek and through slitted eyes, I looked over the top of the table to my husband. He was madly wanking himself for the second time that night.
I pulled away and laughed when I knew Linc was close again and he sprayed his cum all over my stomach and chest and neck. I looked at David by rolling my head over and up to make sure he caught that. I never let him cum on me like that. I told him it was gross and demeaning, just like I told him it was gross to swallow him.
Something about my husband wanting to watch me fuck another man made me want to take it further, to humiliate him a little. I don’t know what that is.
I ran to the bathroom again and cleaned myself up. I came back to a silent room, both my husband and Linc not talking but not looking at the show, either.
I sat on my husband’s lap and raised my chin at Linc. “Is that what a cuckold is supposed to be?” I said to him.
He would know — he was our resident expert on all things urban dictionary.
He sucked a breath in and grimaced. “That is, yeah, that’s what that is, ‘fraid to say,” he nodded to the floor.
I kissed David’s cheek. “Is that what you are, honey? A cuckold?”
Linc snickered but quickly covered his mouth and looked away with bulging eyes.
“Is it?” I repeated to my husband.
He bit his lip and crunched his eyes, but eventually he nodded.
“Did you know before?” I said.
He shook his head “no,” silently with his eyes shutting tightly.
I kissed him and patted him.
The following weekend, Linc was coming over again. Things were obviously different this time.
“Do you want to help me get ready?” I said.
“What do you mean?” my husband asked.
“I’ve been reading,” I told him, and I draped my arms over his shoulders. “Sometimes husbands like to dress their wives for their dates,” I told him.
He sucked air through his teeth. “They do?” he said.
“Uh-huh,” I smiled. “Do you want to start with underwear?” I said, and I pulled open the drawer.
He watched me put on make up, too. He changed his mind over whether I should wear a dress, jeans and a hoody, t-shirt and shorts, or even nothing at all but underwear, to greet my date at the door.
We settled on jeans and a hoody. Casual, ordinary, nothing special, he said.
“Tell Linc I’m not here,” he said.
“He already knows you are,” I pointed out.
“It was weird sitting there watching.”
“I thought you liked to watch?” I said, alarmed.
“I do,” he said. “Only, not right in front of you.”
I grinned. I thought I understood. “You want to spy on us!” I laughed and kissed his nose.
He grinned too — for maybe the first time since the whole idea came up the previous weekend. 
“From the closet,” he said.
I stuck my tongue out and couldn’t keep my smile down. “You want to pretend you caught your wife cheating on you, don’t you!”
He actually blushed. And so, we discovered a deeper nuance to my husband’s particular kink.
“Do you want me to play-act with Linc, and talk to him like I’m a cheating wife?” I was really excited about it.
“He won’t do anything unless he knows I’m down for it,” David said, and he was right about that.
“I know!” I said. “Why don’t you text Linc and tell him yourself — tell him you want me and him to pretend that we’re getting away with cheating behind your back.”
“But he’s going to know I’m hiding and watching,” he said.
“Well, babe,” I chuckled. “He kinda knows already, right? Last weekend?” I elbowed him in his ribs.
Linc was just crazy and weird enough to go along with our plan. He took little convincing.
I helped David set himself up in the closet the way he helped me get ready for Linc. And when Linc arrived and texted that he was down below, my husband and I kissed, he sat down, and I shut the doors and waved at him through the gap between them.
“David gone?” Linc said as soon as I opened the door for him.
I almost giggled and lost it. “All night,” I smiled at him. And then I draped my arms around his neck and pulled him close to me to kiss him.
Linc turned out to be an even better actor than me. We made out on the couch. He undressed me. I was not hard to persuade, but I pretended to be. I acted like I was reluctant. And he acted like he was being forceful with me.
When he entered me, lying on top of me, it was real when I squeezed my hands around his biceps and gasped. I didn’t have to pretend to cum, either.
After Linc left, my husband said, “What about other times?”
“What about other men?” I blurted out without thinking. Until I accidentally said it, it never occurred to me that it might ever spread to other people.
But my husband didn’t say no. And it got us to thinking . . . . 




My husband lets me have a weekend boyfriend

Cal was being rough with me. I don’t mind a little kidding around from time to time, but he was tickling me, teasing me, grabbing me, and holding me down. He even bit me!
“Manny!” I shouted to my husband who was in our bedroom in the two-bedroom hotel suite. “Tell your friend to cut it out!” I squealed.
It was hard to talk — it was hard to breathe! — because I was huffing and puffing so much and he laid his whole body on top of mine. I was also laughing too much too because he wouldn’t stop tickling my exposed sides.
“Tell your wife to stop trying to give me a boner!” Cal shouted out to my husband.
As if I was trying!
“Oh my god!” I cried out and I dropped my jaw looking up at him with exasperation. “I am not doing that!” I called out to my husband, and I dug my fingernails into the skin of his wrists and warned him to shut up with my eyes bulging and my lips tight. I stretched my head back and looked up behind me upside down over the floor to our bedroom door.
Manny just stood in the doorway calmly tying his tie and barely bothering to notice what his friend was doing to his wife all over the floor of the main room of the suite.
“You go ahead, me and Piper are gonna hang back and make out,” Cal said to my husband and he chuckled.
“In your dreams,” I grunted, and I pushed my hips up hard under him. But he pushed down on mine equally hard. It was exhausting fighting him! Plus, it was embarrassing the way our groins were mashing against one another right in front of my husband.
We had a dinner to get to — the whole weekend was his and Cal’s company meetings. Their boss liked to treat the senior staff and their SOs - if they had them — to resort towns, nice hotels, and something of a spa retreat to make the meetings slightly more palatable. I didn’t mind one bit. Manny and me booked a two bedroom suite with his friend Cal because Cal, as usual, didn’t have anyone to bring.
“If Cal says you’re giving him a boner,” my husband said with feigned disinterest as he turned around, “then you’re giving him a boner. And it t’ain’t right,”  he said, and he went back into our bedroom. “No good wife,” we both heard him mumble loud enough from inside and we both chuckled.
“Oh my god!” I shrieked again at Cal and I punched his shoulders and back. He moved around and was sitting on me backward, holding my hips down under his ass and my legs down with his hands on my thighs. “Get off me, you pig!” I cried out, but I half-laughed too.
“Oh yeah!” he groaned. “Lower . . . harder. . . “ he said as I punched away.
“I have to get dressed!” I shouted in a  whine.
“Let me help you,” he said. “I’m good at that.”
“As if,” I said, and I pushed my hips up hard enough to finally make him roll off me and I scrambled to roll over him so that I sat on his lap and held his wrists down under me. I hung my head down between my shoulders and let my hair form a surprisingly private and sudden intimate space between our faces.
“You better knock it off,” I said to him in a quiet, warning voice. I quickly closed my lips on his bottom lip and sucked it, but just for a second. “Anyway, I already know what I’m wearing.”
“Show me,” he murmured, quiet enough for my husband to not hear, which made it sound far worse.
I glanced up to Manny’s and my bedroom from where we tangled on the floor. My husband was in the mirror fixing his shirt tuck, his back to Cal and me sprawled together behind him.
“You wish!” I said just as privately and I grinned down at him and I gave him another quick touch of my lips on his lips — not exactly a kiss — and I pushed myself up from him. But not before I grinded my groin into his groin while staring through the bedroom door to make sure. I dropped my tongue far out of my grinning lips and lookd at his crotch from where I stood directly above him astride his hips, and I lashed my tongue out over my lips and inhaled sharply.
See how much he liked being all riled up the way he had been riling me all up!
“Get dressed you,” I said to him, “something nice to look at, please,” I added, and I darted off like a sprite into Cal’s and my bedroom. I closed the door behind me, but not before I peeked out at him through the one inch gap and stuck my tongue out at him. I also curled my hand in front of my crotch like I was heaving a huge cock at him and I laughed. 
He groaned and winced on the floor and struggled to straighten himself and relieve his obvious boner.
I tittered as I turned, and landed my face right into my husband’s chest.
He wrapped his arms around me and rocked his pelvis into my pelvis.
I hung my entwined fingers from the back of his neck and thrusted my hips into his. I drooped way back, trusting his hold around me.
“You’re going to have to watch that so-called friend of yours,” I said with my face half turned away, my eyes pushed into their corners, and a wry grin spreading over my face.
“You’re on your own with him,” he said.
I exaggerated my gasp up at him and widened my glaring eyes. “What is that supposed to mean?”
“Your body, your choice, right?”
“And you wouldn’t have anything to say about it?” I grinned at him with genuine, deep-set doubt.
He rocked me on him, swinging my torso side to side so my hair, fallen down behind my back, swayed close to the floor.
“You never know,” he grinned enigmatically.
I snorted and straightened myself up and patted my palm into his stomach. I had to get to the bathroom and get ready and dressed. But his reply — vague and non-committal — and his grin, equally opaque, kept coming back to me as the night unfolded.
“Gonna go down and register and get the packages,” Manny called to me from the main room. “Cal, I’ll get yours and sign you in too!” he called through Cal’s bedroom door.
“Roger that!” I heard Cal through from the other side of the suite. I also heard the main door close, leaving us alone up there. I was stripped down to my white lacy thong panties and scallop-trimmed bra. I stretched my leg behind me and clicked closed my bathroom door. I didn’t trust him one iota!
I was leaning over the counter with my hips pushed into the edge to get close to the mirror to put my lipstick on. I didn’t even hear my door open, I just felt a cool breeze on the back of my bare legs.
“Fucking hot or what,” Cal moaned.
I sagged in my shoulders and took my lipstick away from my lips. I rolled my head to the side and found him in the mirror behind me, leaning against the open door with his arms crossed over his chest and his legs crossed like he was the most relaxed, casual man on Earth. His eyes took their time sliding all the way up my body.
“You getting a nice eyeful?” I said to him through the reflection. “Because that is all you gonna get!” I said with a grin and a poke of my tongue out my mouth. I turned back to the mirror and stuck my ass up even higher, just to tease him.
“Does it drive you crazy being able to look but not touch?” I said to him without looking at him. I even arched my back further and made kissing shapes with my lips close to the mirror as if that’s how a girl tests her lipstick.
I will confess that it’s fun to tease him back.
“Who says I’m not able to touch?” he said, and he reached from the doorway and dragged the back of his fingers over my bare lower back.
I turned around and leaned back against the edge of the bathroom counter and crossed my arms over my chest and stared at him. I wasn’t going to let him intimate me even if I was in only my underwear. And alone with him.
“My husband, for one,” I nodded once at him, and sharply, too, with my face half turned away. “Remember that tiny detail?” I lifted my chin and rocked my face back and forth. “This bod,” I said with a grin, and I even pushed my breasts up inside my bra, “is married meat!” I stuck my tongue out at him and laughed.
“I dunno,” he said, leaving his hand where it was so that the backs of his fingers now dragged across my lower stomach.
I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of my discomfort.
“I think I heard your husband say something about your body, your choice,” he snickered.
“Pretty sure he’d have something to say about it if he saw what you were doing to it right now,” I said.
He stood in front of me in his tan pants and sky-blue business shirt, untucked, unbuttoned.
“He sure didn’t have anything to say about it when I was rubbing my hard dick all over your ass on the floor a minute ago,” he said.
“Making you hard all over again, aren’t I?” I said and I puffed a shot of breath out my nose and pinched my tongue between my grinning teeth.
“Baby,” he said with that undeniably deep and sexy, slow voice of his, “I’m never not hard when I’m around you.” He even let his finger drag over the tiny scallops on the top edge of my panties.
I fluttered my eyes but otherwise gave him no satisfaction that I even noticed what he thought he was doing to me. My one bent knee swung side to side with the balls of my toes set into the tops of my other toes. I curled my lips together between my teeth.
I was a bit agitated.
“He minds,” I said with my eyes closed. “He just doesn’t tell you how much.”
“All he has to do is say it, and I won’t touch his pretty young wife,” he said.
I snorted. I was younger, but not by that much. I was 30, they were both 32. I shivered but covered it up by wavering my hair behind my shoulders and shaking my head back. He was dragging one finger under the edge of my panties.
“And I suppose if he doesn’t explicitly say it, you’re fully willing to keep pushing your sneaky little fingers down the front of my panties,” I said.
“It’s hard not to,” he intoned deeply.
We both looked down at my body and his hand exploring it.
“All you have to do is say it,” he said, staring at my pelvis, “and I won’t touch you anymore.”
“I highly doubt that,” I moaned more softly than I intended.
“Sounds like I’m having an affect on you.”
“As if you’re surprised.”
“Is that a water gun leaking in your panties, or are you just happy to see me?” he said.
I chuckled and turned my face sideways and covered my mouth with one hand. I didn’t want him to see how me made me laugh. Or how embarrassed he made me.
“You’re so fucking corny,” I said, controlling it, barely, and turning my face back up to his. “It’s no wonder you couldn’t get your own date for this weekend, you got to plunder another man’s wife.”
“Do you only do what your owner allows you to do?” he said.
“He’s not my owner,” I said.
He slipped his finger back out from under my panties and he caught my body in an involuntary gasp and a tiny heave forward. I didn’t miss him touching me down there, but my body did. It was too abrupt of him to stop touching me like that.
“Sometimes neither am I,” I groaned to myself and I turned my face sideways again as though unable to witness what my body does without me.
“He watched you mash your sloppy wet pussy all over my hard dick on the floor, you know, and he didn’t say anything about it.”
“You’re disgusting, you know that?”
“Little baby’s wet again, too,” he sneered.
The lower front of my panties were obviously darker. He dragged his knuckles over the fabric.
“Automatic bodily response,” I said. “Don’t you know anything about female physiology?” I tried so hard to keep my cool under his pressure but my words came out far too breathily.
“Same-same, then, I guess,” he said, and he pushed his pants down against his bulge to outline it more clearly for me, as though I needed that. “I make you wet, you make me hard, only one solution,” he said. He even unzipped his zipper!
“You better not do that if you know what’s good for you,” I said. I turned around and leaned back over the edge of the counter. I made as though I were going to do my eyes, but in truth, I wasn’t going to be able to do anything. He made me too shaky. I turned away so he didn’t see just how badly I was managing myself. I leaned close to the mirror as though I needed to see my eyes that closely.
“That better not be what I think it is,” I said. It felt like his bare cock pushing against the tight stretched fabric of the ass of my panties.
“It aches,” he said. “I need relief.”
“Well why don’t you go back to your room, close your door, and look after yourself in privacy?” I said. I turned around again but I refused to look down and away from his dark eyes. Of course he would have the darkest of eyes. I could see in my peripheral vision that his cock was hanging out the front of his pants. “I give you permission to imagine whatever you like,” I said, and I smirked.
I stepped up against him, ignoring his hard erection pressing into my bare tummy, and I draped my arms over his shoulders. “You can imagine, if you like,” I smiled with my mouth nearly touching his, “these soft lips wrapping around your hard cock,” I gasped involuntarily, but he needn’t have known that. I leaned my head forward and dragged my lips over his jaw and his neck, to his ear, where I nibbled him. “Sucking you, licking you,” I breathed in a hoarse whisper into his ear. “Making you cum all over this hot body of mine,” I grinned. I pushed my hips forward and trapped his hot, heavy cock between our bare stomachs and I rubbed my body back and forth against his, mashing his cock between our tummies.
We both heard the door lock buzz and the handle twist. We were both teasing each other the same way — I wasn’t going to be the first to push him off me, and he wasn’t going to be the first to duck away from me. I kept rubbing the front of my panties against the underside of his erect cock pressed up between us, and he kept pulling me by the bare waist tighter against his stomach.
I tittered. “You’re taking quite the risk,” I said to him.
“I’m telling you,” he intoned deeply and quietly. “He doesn’t mind what I do to you.”
I spoke quietly too. “You are so full of shit,” I said. I reached down between us and seized his cock in my hand. It made me shiver, but I tried hard to quell that. I wanted to threaten him by squeezing his cock hard and shaking it, but it was pretty hard to wrap my hand around it and I only ended up sort of stroking it.
“Where you guys at?” my husband called out.
Cal zipped up against my bare body and turned and left me in the bathroom alone — finally! I threw my robe on over my underwear — and the dark, wet spot on the front of my panties — and came out a few moments after Cal left our bedroom.
He did have a point, though. A man comes out of a husband’s bedroom followed by the wife dressed in a bathrobe and the husband doesn’t say anything.
I went back into the bedroom and pulled on my sleek black pencil skirt and gold chamise top. It was business casual at the dinner so I also put on my high black platforms. Nothing wrong with sexy business casual.
“You guys ready for this?” my husband said over his shoulder on the elevator. Cal pulled me back a bit from my husband’s side where he stood behind us, and even with my husband holding my hand in his, Cal secretly rubbed my ass through my skirt.
“Piper’s ready,” Cal said.
I snorted and rolled my head around and looked at him over my shoulder. I glared my eyes at him — he was taking stupid risks now. I was the only one who didn’t have to get ready for anything — it wasn’t me having to make stupid comments and stroke the right egos all dinner long!
Stupid Cal though, he kept rubbing my ass even though I was glaring at him. Thankfully, the elevator got to the mezzanine floor and the big dining hall and I was released from the tight confinement of the elevator with that incorrigible man.
We sat with me in the middle at a round table that held ten people, but only nine for us, because Cal couldn’t get a girl to come with him. The three other couples were all married.
“What’s the matter, Cal,” one of the other girls said over the table with an amused sneer. “Sadly single again?”
They all knew him. It was a bit of a running joke with the girls who’d been to the big meetings before — by far the hottest guy there was weirdly the only guy without a wife or girlfriend. There was speculation he was gay, but there were enough of us kind of girls around to quickly douse those speculations. Gay he was not. If only! It would have made things easier sharing a suite with him.
“Isn’t Cal staying in your room?” the girl turned to me with her jaw dropping and her eyes sparkling with intrigue. Her husband on whose lap she rested her elbow to lean further over the table toward us, snickered and looked away.
“It’s a two bedroom suite,” I said. “So we get a kitchenette, a bigger balcony, a living room — it’s wonderful, I wish you could see it!” I said, sneering right back at her. I knew what she was fishing for.
“I’m not judging,” she shrugged and grinned, looking away. She leaned against her husband’s chest and peered through the corners of her eyes over her shoulder at Cal.
I chuckled and leaned over to Cal beside me and I tugged his shoulder to whisper in his ear. “That’s a girl who wants to fuck you, unlike me,” I said and I laughed and pushed him back away from me.
He slowly turned his face to mine and lowered his eyelids. He did make me tingle, there was no denying it. And when I felt his surreptitious hand slide over the top of my thigh, I only glanced at Manny to make sure he didn’t notice. No need to make a scene in the middle of the place, and the table cloth was long enough over the sides, I’m pretty sure no one could see anyway. We were at a table along the back wall.
I cleared my throat, I smiled at my husband, and I slipped my hand under the edge of the table cloth, too. I found his middle finger and slowly, steadily, bend it backward. He was supposed to get the message to stop touching Manny’s wife at a table full of wives, but instead, he fought me and pushed his hand further up my thigh.
I was mortified and emitted a little moan accidentally and had to cover my mouth as though I was coughing a little, and I pulled up my chair to bring my ribs more tightly to the edge of the table to better hide what he was doing to me under the edge. I rested my elbows on the table and hung my hands from the wrists and rested my chin on the back of my wrist.
“You okay?” my husband said to me over his shoulder. Food wasn’t served yet and someone was making a droning speech that those of us at the back paid little attention to, but we all had to stare at the stage to at least look like the person mattered.
Cal moved his hand higher up my thigh under the table. I pursed my lips and my eyes fluttered the way he makes them do that involuntarily.
“Not too crowded up in that fabulous luxury suite of yours, then?” that other wife said to me nonchalantly as she picked at a piece of bread on her plate.
“It’s huge, so not at all,” I said with a snarky grin, but my voice cracked like a teen. I didn’t turn to him, but Cal snickered. I knew what he was thinking!
“It’s a little tight, I find,” he said. “But we’ll manage, right Manny?” he added, leaning over in front of me and looking across to my husband.
I ducked my face and curled my lips to hide my appalled grin. 
My husband turned to the wife across the table. “That bastard keeps trying to get with my wife,” he said, and I blushed like a girl and slapped his arm and hung my face deeper down. “Doesn’t know the meaning of property,” my husband said. “Right honey?”
I turned to him and moved my upturned tongue over the front of my top teeth with my mouth closed. He knew those were fighting words for me. He was teasing me. It wasn’t that my body was my husband’s property, but that there was a little thing called “respect” that Cal didn’t know anything about.
He moved his hand further up my lap so that the side of his finger touched my abdomen. I turned to him. “Is it true, that you don’t know the meaning of property?” I said to him.
“That’s why he’s in legal,” the other girl said with a giggle. “Doesn’t he make up whatever definition of property he likes?”
“Is that true?” I said to him. His hand was plainly in my crotch. Were I not tucked up tightly to the edge of the table, it would have been obvious to my husband with one look over his shoulder. I struggled to show no reaction, but it was hard. He was touching me there again. “Do you just make the rules up as you go along?”
“I’ll tell you about legal definitions and rules,” he suddenly said, and the abruptness with which his hand left my body made me thrust a bit in my hips and arch my chest. It was sudden. Just like last time. I hated the way he did that.
“Go back just two or three hundred years,” he said, “and marriage was unheard of for anyone but the elite, who only used it as a legal contract between families with movable wealth.”
I turned to him and accidentally licked my top lip. I pushed my leg against his leg under the table, too. He was making me breathe in fits and starts. I wanted his hand back on me.
“The idea of the binding contract between a man and a woman co-habitating was borrowed for a whole new purpose,” he said. “The church and state both agreed that more order was needed — so they said, right, now it’s a sin against the church to live together without a marriage licence, and there will henceforth be huge benefits from the state for those who sign on the dotted line — the ol’ stick and carrot routine!”
I licked my bottom lip and snuck my hand onto his lap, checking over my shoulder first to ensure my husband was either looking across the table or past me to Cal. I squeezed his thigh to tell him that it was okay if he wanted to touch me more.
“So what they did was . . . ” he said, getting the attention of the whole table. “ . . . was they took away freely available sex and made it possible only inside a marriage.” He nodded his way around the table. Everyone was in rapt attention. I cupped my hand over his crotch to tell him to talk to me instead, and I had to squeeze him there to make him look at me.
“So marriage caught on pretty fast, because it became the doorway from no sex to nightly sex,” he said.
I was infuriated with him for saying that word to our table full of fawning wives. He knew damn well everyone one of them — except me! — would drop their drawers at the first opportunity with him. I found the outline of his hardening cock with my finger and thumb through his pants and I looked away from him to show him that he was boring me, and I stroked his cock a little through his pants.
“Of course now . . . “ he kept on with all the girls’ mouths open and saliva stringing down from the bottom lips to the their laps. “ . . . it’s the other way around, isn’t it,” he said, and he finally looked directly at me and nodded.
I immediately blushed red and turned away from him and hid my grin. This time he was obvious about pushing his hand up over my thigh straight up to my lap and I shook and looked at the side of my husband’s face alarmed and seized with indecision. Do I push him off me, causing a scene? Or do I ignore what he was doing to me?
“How so?” the chatty girl on the other side of the table said. She was the worst of them, mouth hanging open, not even looking in his eyes but staring at his mouth.
“Now, of course . . . ” he shrugged. His hand cupped me directly over my groin. He even pushed the stretched fabric of my dress down between my thighs to let his fingers touch the front of my panties through my dress. “ . . . a marriage is a doorway, still, but a doorway from freely available sex to sex constrained to just one person for apparently ever more.”
I turned to him genuinely impressed that he actually made an interesting point. “Do you mean the way a husband or a wife aren’t supposed to have sex with other people outside their marriage?” Two could play his game! I squeezed his cock hard under the table and I smirked.
“That’s exactly what those necessary words you’re all made to vow at any wedding, church or not, say,” he said. He just stared at me like I wasn’t doing anything to him, but I curled my fingers in, I looked at my husband again, and I scratched my fingernails into the fabric of his pants directly overtop of his now-super hard and rather big erection trapped inside. I didn’t care if I hurt him. Look what he was doing to me!
“Do you think . . . ” the girl on the other side said, dreamily as a teen on her first date. “ . . . that people should just forget about what they vowed?”
“People are people,” he shrugged back. “They always did what they wanted to do, except for that rather brief interlude when church and state got together for a little human behavioural engineering, with predictable results,” he said.
“Are you saying people are all natural cheaters?” she grinned at him. She was getting off on teasing him. Meanwhile, he was massaging the front of my groin. And I was stroking his cock — all through the thin layers of the fabric of our clothes, but still. It made me grin knowing she wanted him to touch her so bad!
I was leaking again.
“I’m saying,” he said, “that they defined natural behaviour as cheating.” His hand was infuriating me between my legs. I clamped my thighs together to try trapping his hand and stopping it from moving on me, but he kept his fingers moving.
It was becoming hard to stay cool. I squeezed his cock a little to tell him to slow down.
“If they outlawed breathing, would you then say we are all outlaws?” he said to her.
I could tell that she was ready to cum just from him talking to her and giving her attention. She wanted more of it.
I  cleared my throat and adjusted my chair and scanned my gaze widely around the hall to cover the fact that I retracted my hand up his body and stuffed it beneath the waist of his pants. I wanted to hold his cock firmly in my hand to warn him that she was just stringing him along for his attention.
He was so cool under pressure. He didn’t flinch and nor did he change the pattern or rhythm of how he was touching me. It was getting bad.
“I would say that sleeping around with men’s wives is hardly the same as breathing!” the girl said.
“What do you say, Manny?” he suddenly said to my husband.
I shivered with alarm and didn’t have a chance to retract my hand from inside Cal’s pants.
I leaned forward on my other hand and rested my chin on my wrist desperate to cover up what was going on under the edge of the table, in both my lap and Cal’s!
“Yeah, honey,” I said far too breathily. “What do you think?”
He snorted and chuckled. “I believe,” he said, leaning forward, “that marriage is too often taken to imply the complete subjugation of the self and one’s independent identity, but like Cal says, normal human behavior will always play out, overtly or covertly,” he said. “I have to believe that — I’m an economist!” he laughed.
“What does that mean?” the girl said.
“Yeah,” I smiled at my husband. I squeezed Cal’s cock to tell him to shut up. He squeezed my pussy to tell me he understood, or at least, that’s what I think he meant. “What do you mean?”
“We make these big pronouncements about how the two are now one, and they even — not everybody, thank goodness, not anymore, anyway! — put their bank accounts together, put their property together, and she even loses her name!” He laughed out loud until other tables spun around at glared at us for paying no attention to the stage.
“But they both remain individuals, they both retain private lives, they both go on living inside their own dark, quiet skull — with another, sure, yeah, but still . . . ” he said, turning to me and kissing me on the cheek. His friend’s hand was slowly manipulating me inches away from my husband’s hand that draped over my other thigh. “But they’re still two individuals joined by legal words and social expectations, but separate actors still.”
“So if your wife were to sleep with another man tonight, you wouldn’t mind?” the pushy girl on the other side said. She wouldn’t dare look at me saying it. I squeezed Cal’s cock hard I was so mad. She even laughed.
“You know, . . . ” he said to her, leaning forward but pushing his hand further up my thigh, even closer to where Cal’s hand was busy between my legs. I pursed my bottom lip in and lightly scratched my nail on the skin of his cock under his pants. “ . .  . it wasn’t so long ago that people just laughed at the concept of a ‘freed slave.’ It made no sense to them — a slave was defined as a not-free person. It was like a house with no roof — it was comical to consider.”
His hand squeezed my thigh. I think he was sensing that I was breathing harder and fidgeting and squirming. But it was because, an inch from his finger, Cal was rubbing me right where he shouldn’t be. I clenched my fingers around the girth of his hot cock, but he was not getting any of my messages.
“And then their humour turned to anger — a slave proposing to be free to them struck at the heart of their own self-identity as a man of property, a man who knew how to control his animals. The beatings of slaves increased ten-fold or more just when they were starting to get their freedom.”
“Are you saying a wife is a slave?” the woman guffawed at him.
“I’m saying that when sex more often than not lead to children, one had to be careful about the fate of their property when it came to inheritance and progeny and all that,” he nodded at the woman. “But most sex doesn’t lead to children anymore unless one wishes it to, so there’s nothing really at risk, anymore,” he said.
I heard his words but they weren’t connecting up to any meaning. Cal was being atrocious — he wasn’t giving me a chance to talk to or listen to my own husband. The girl looked at me like she was getting ready to come over and give me the Heimlich. But I managed to wave her off, before ducking my head down, clutching both my hands over Cal’s wrist, and holding him still.
I wrung his wrist in my hands, but it was too late. The warmth exploded out from my centre and filled all my limbs. I sagged and swooned and nearly dropped over into his lap. He had pulled his hand from between my legs and I had pulled my hand out of his pants just as my husband looked over his shoulder in alarm and pulled me up from Cal’s shoulder.
“Just feeling faint,” I said, “just going to the ladies,” I added, and I skidded my chair back and struggled to my wobbly legs and managed to hold the wall and get myself out of the big room. My husband and Cal both started getting up, and the other wife did, too. But I waved them all off. “I’ll be fine,” I said. I couldn’t exactly say, “Just an orgasm.”
After dining, we made our way to one of the party suites, and when my husband went to get us all a drink, I leaned over the standing table and scratched my nails into Cal’s arm.
“You fucking bastard!” I grinned at him in the darkness.
“What?!” he said feigning ignorance.
I checked over my shoulder. My husband was in line at the open bar. Nobody was close to us.
Did he imagine he was the only one who could speak explicitly about sexual matters? “You know you made me cum at dinner!” I said.
He just snickered and looked away.
I bent down and reached under the small, tall table, and clutched his groin in my fist. “See how much you like it!” I glared at him.
We danced together and I was relieved when my husband suggested we go back up to our suite. Cal was embarrassing me out there, pressing his groin into me hard the whole time.
We all ended up on the couch together for the boys to play their games together. We had a blanket thrown over our laps and our feet all six-in-a-row propped up on the coffee table.
They took turns and when my husband was taking his turn, Cal wouldn’t leave me alone under the blanket.
“You do know, don’t you,” I said to my husband, “that your friend has his hand on my leg right now?”
Manny just sneered and couldn’t even pull his eyes from the game on the screen. “Should I tell him to stop for you, or can you manage that yourself?” he said.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I looked over my other shoulder to Cal slumped in the couch beside me. “I’m going to ask you to stop that. Anyway, it’s too warm under the blanket and I have to take my skirt off.” I turned to my husband. “Are you okay with me taking my skirt off? Because it’s too hot? And too tight?”
“Suit yourself,” he said, not even paying attention.
“I’m taking my shirt off too,” Cal said. “I agree, a bit warm up here,” he said.
I got up from the couch and turned my back to him. I was going to go to our bedroom to take it off, but given how carefree my husband was acting, I decided to teach him a lesson and take it off right in the middle of the room and in front of his friend.  I started with my chamise top.
Nothing. I even checked over my shoulder. Manny was grinning maniacally at the screen and twisting in his torso. I guess he thought he was winning. Cal, meanwhile, had undone the buttons of his shirt and was opening it up. I unzipped my skirt and tucked my thumbs into the waist and worked hard to squirm and pull it down over my ass. It was a very tight skirt, as I said.
I found out later my husband took a picture at that moment. More on that later! But that’s the picture he took of me and Cal on the cover of this story.
I squatted in my waist and knees and got my skirt off. Cal took his pants off as well as his shirt and we both got back on the couch, him now in his boxers, and me now in my panties and bra. We of course pulled the blanket back over ourselves. I slumped down to bring the blanket up to my chin.
Cal took a turn on the game and my husband got up and got drinks and nibbles.
“Turn the lights off,” I suggested to him.
“Distracting you?” I said, turning to the side of Cal’s concentrating and contorting face. I was touching his cock under his shorts, lightly stroking my fingertips up and down the length of it.
“I like the challenge,” he said, bending and swerving.
I just laughed. And squeezed and stroked him. I pushed the waist of his shorts down. When it was Manny’s turn again, he surreptitiously worked them the rest of the way off his ass and down his legs. He slowly and carefully pulled them out from under the blanket and dropped them over the side of the couch. I turned my face slowly to my husband’s face, now concentrating and contorting like Cal’s had been a few moments earlier, and stroked my hand freely up and down Cal’s long, thick, and hard cock.
When my husband was deeply engaged in the game, Cal reached his hand slowly around and behind my head. I pushed my head back to resist him and turned my face to him to glare at him, but he just stared ahead and pushed harder.
He was being absolutely ridiculous!
I pretended to scrunch further down in the couch between the two men until my legs were straight out over the table in front of us. I looked up at my husband but he was deeply into the game. I looked up at Cal, but he was pulling my head and not giving me a chance.
“Sleepy!” I said toward my husband. He glanced at me and smiled but went back to the game. I couuldn’t believe how careless he was being with his wife. I pulled the blanket over my head like I was going to rest underneath.
Cal pulled his knees up and set his heels on the edge of the couch cushion. I could see under the blanket his hard cock standing straight up and my hand rubbing it up and down slowly.
You would think getting stroked would be enough, but he was being very demanding. He kept tugging on my head. I leaned over and took him in my mouth. Maybe a long, deep, once over would teach him to smarten up. His cock filled my mouth and though I only meant to give him a lesson in being rude, I sucked him a little bit more than just once.
It was reckless. He started to pull my head down further over his lap. If my husband couldn’t tell that I was sucking his friend off, then something was seriously wrong.
I had enough and I pulled the blankets off my head. It was too hot underneath anyway. I got up and stepped over their legs and the table and announced I was going to bed. I went through our bedroom door and peeked back over my shoulder. Cal was watching me like a hawk. I left the door a little open, put on the light, and with my back to the crack, I undid the clasps of my bra and squatted to hook my thumbs in the waist of my panties and pulled them down. When I was good and naked, I turned around, found his eyes through the crack in the bedroom door, and flipped him the bird.
I got into my cami and shorts for sleeping in and put out the light. Unable to get to sleep because of their noise, I got up and went to the kitchenette to get water. I knew Cal was watching me in my sleep wear. “You guys about to call it quits?” I said, sipping innocently in front of them.
The truth was, he had wound me up and I had no place to go with all that energy.
“We got to end this somehow,” Cal said to my husband.
“Stakes?” Manny said.
“Next round takes all,” Cal nodded.
My husband snickered. “What the fuck does ‘all’ mean?”
Cal glanced at me and I blushed and turned away and used both hands to drink the water I was so shaky.
“What we were talking about earlier,” Cal said.
My husband looked at me and I looked away. I had no idea what he meant, but I didn’t want my husband to see me blushing nervously like that.
I tittered toward the wall and drank some more. “What were you talking about earlier?” I said to Cal trying to constrain my grin and sound innocent.
“Winner takes Piper to bed tonight,” Cal suddenly said.
I immediately doubled over and grunted like someone kicked. Manny laughed out loud. But Cal just nodded.
“What do I get for winning?” my husband protested. It was not the protest I expected!
I guffawed loudly. “Like I don’t have a say in things?” I shrieked.
“You don’t mind,” Cal said. “You love it.”
He made me blush but I couldn’t deny it.
My husband stared at him and he stared right back. “You’re out of your mind,” he said to Cal and he chuckled.
“Afraid of losing?”
“My wife decides something like that, like I said.”
Cal turned his gaze to me. “You okay being the stakes for the last round?”
“I can’t believe you’re asking me straight out like that!” I said.
“You’re husband will be fine with it,” he said. “Ask him.”
“I am not asking my husband if he would be fine with me sleeping in another man’s bed!” I said. But I looked at him questioningly nonetheless. Was he? 
“Are you fine with it?” my husband said to me. 
I gasped and spun around and squealed to myself. “That’s ridiculous!” I shrieked into my hands hiding my face.
“She’s more than fine with it,” Cal said.
“Moot point anyway,” Manny said. “I’m not losing.”
Cal grinned. “Game on!” he said.
I gasped again and widened my eyes and covered more of my blushing face with my hands. But what I didn’t do was refuse to participate in their silly game. In fact, I sat back down between them.
It was intense and close and went down to the wire. But in the end, it was Cal who won, of course. My husband made a crucial error and lost. I shrieked and ducked down and hid my face. The men put their controllers aside and flicked off the screen.
“Welp,” my husband said. He turned to me and shrugged.
“What the fuck, Manny?” I screamed at him. But I was grinning too.
He just leaned over and kissed me goodnight.
Cal got up and took the blanket with him tugged around his body to cover his nakedness. And he snorted and held out his hand for me to take.
“As if!” I said, and I kicked my foot at him.
“I lost,” my husband said and he shrugged again.
Cal caught my hand and pulled me up beside him. I turned from his shoulder and looked down at my husband slumped like a loser on the couch. He was exaggerating of course. Something in his eyes told me he wasn’t at all displeased with how things worked out.
“You’re just going to let him take me to bed?” I said, but I also stepped with him a few steps toward his bedroom door.
“Do you want to go?” he said.
I rolled my eyes and exhaled and dropped my head back. I rolled on my feet and bit my lip. But I also went a few more steps with Cal that way. “I guess you lost, right?” I said, not exactly answering him.
Nobody said another thing as Cal pulled me backward behind him to his bedroom door and through it. I shut the door, but I waved at my husband before it clicked closed.
Cal tried to kiss me but I shrieked and slapped him and stomped on his toes. He let the blanket from the couch slip and stood in front of me completely naked.
“You don’t deserve this, you know,” I said to him quietly, and I pushed at his chest until he stepped back and fell on his back across his bed. I knelt on the edge and walked on my knees over his prone body.
“You’re so full of shit,” I said to him as I dropped my head down between my shoulders and pulled on his bottom lip with my teeth.
He rubbed his hands up and down over my sides until I collapsed my shoulders and let the tiny straps fall over my head. I let my cami top float off my body. Not need to get it ruined by him!
I sat back on his thighs and drew my fingernails in circles around his chest and stomach and lower, too. I completely ignored his cock that stood against my stomach completely erect.
“You probably had this planned the whole time, didn’t you,” I said, and I reached down and pulled on his cock with both hands.
“It was your husband’s idea,” he said.
I snickered and fell down over his body and covered his mouth with my mouth. His hands roamed over my naked upper body. I reached down between us because I couldn’t stop stroking his cock.
“As if,” I said.
But my husband’s words came back to me from earlier in the evening, when I asked him if he would have anything to say about it if I went with Cal. “You never know,” he said. It struck me at the time and it came back to me now. Also, why was he taking pictures of me undressing in front of Manny?
“He’s aroused by the idea of it,” Cal said, tugging at the waist of my cami shorts.
“You’re very insistent, aren’t you,” I said with annoyance and I rolled onto the side of my hip and off him to take those off, too, before he ruined them. They were for my husband!
I got back on him now completely naked. It felt safer — he wouldn’t snag or tear or stain them this way.
“I won you,” he said.
I snorted and shook my head down at him. “You get me to sleep in your bed, that’s all!” I said sticking my tongue out at him.
But he rolled me off him roughly and squirmed his body between my legs even though I tried to clamp them closed and I pulled my knees up to my chest. I squealed and shrieked but he gathered my wrists in one of his hands and pinned my arms above my head to the pillow. I tried to kick him off me but it was useless and tiring and I rested my heels together on his back.
“I get to do with you what I want to do,” he said.
I laughed. “You only get to do what I let you do!” I said. He tried to lean down over me and kiss me but I shrieked and twisted my head side to side. He lowered his hips and stabbed at me with the head of his cock and I shrieked and laughed. His cock tickled me down there.
“Not allowed!” I cried out. But he pushed harder with his hips and pried my knees apart with his hand. I bit his neck and ear and lifted myself from the bed to bite his arm, but he rammed his rude cock into me and my body arched because it was so sudden and unexpected.
I tried to tell him that I didn’t say he could do that yet, but he pushed down into me and I guess I was a lot wetter than I thought I was because he went in very smoothly and completely despite being a little bit bigger than what I was used to.
Like I said earlier, sometimes me and my body don’t see eye to eye and my body does things my mind doesn’t necessarily condone.
Cal mashed his hips into my hips and pulled back up and completely out of me. Like the way my body responded when he stopped touching me, it yearned for him and bucked up under him, trying to catch him and get him back inside me. My body embarrassed me!
But he put it back in and subdued me. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of victory, but it was too hard to stop making the loud moans that he caused me to make, and I thrashed in my head and body side to side under him trying to deny him. I guess it might have sounded differently to someone listening outside the door.
That’s where my husband was, the whole time, it turned out. He told me in the morning. He said hearing me go off like that aroused him, “A lot!”
Cal rammed himself into me and I bucked under him, trying to kiss and lick anything I could get my grasping mouth on. He rolled us over and I pinned his wrists to the bed above his head and I curled my hips and plunged myself down over him and back up.
“See how much you like it!” I said to him with mock anger.
“You really got me now!” he groaned. “Payback is a bitch!” he moaned.
I laughed. It was true, I was fucking his brains out. I guess he did win me.
I gripped the top of the headboard and wriggled my ass enticingly at him. He took me from behind and made me moan too loud for a hotel room. Especially one with a husband in the other bedroom. But then, he wasn’t in there, was he.
In a way we were mostly just wrestling. Naked this time, and with bits going into places, but still, it wasn’t much different from what we were doing on the floor earlier with clothes on. Or at the dinner table — the way he made me cum.
I rode him reverse cowgirl style because I know how much a guy loves that, and when he was about to cum, I squealed, leapt off him, and took him in my mouth as much as I could. But he popped out when I couldn’t swallow and his cum landed on my face and chin and neck and tits.
We showered together and he turned out to be nice that way, a considerate lover! We went to sleep all tangled up and kissing but I was awoken sometime later with him down between my legs. He got me that time, and made me cum again. I woke up later on and squealed at the chance to get him back. He came in my mouth and this time I swallowed all of him. I was getting better at him quickly.
In the morning, when I came out of his bedroom, Manny was already up.
“I’m sorry about making so much noise,” I said like a mouse and I hid my face and bit my lip.
That’s when he told me he was outside the door listening. “Jerking off,” he confessed.
I guess Cal was right all along.
They had meetings all day and I had appointments in the spa, too. In the evening, we drove to the nearby town to walk around explore. Nobody from their company was there, and I started teasing my husband, pretending to be Cal’s wife, holding his hand, kissing him, and telling clerks in stores that he was my husband.
I was watching him. He really did love it!
When we got back to the suite, it was late. “Okay, then,” I said to my husband. “I guess see you in the morning,” I said, and I went instead to Cal’s bedroom and shut the door.
I shrieked silently to myself and got naked and into his bed. I could hear them out in the main room, playing again. My husband didn’t seem to mind that I went to the wrong bedroom, but Cal was frustrating me. Why was he taking so long to come to bed?
I got up and cracked the door open. They both noticed. I put my finger through the gap and curled it, beckoning Cal to come join me.
He did. When I shut the door behind him, I caught my husband’s eyes. He was grinning at me. I don’t know which of them is worse!




Wife to a professor, sl*t to a trucker

Even his name — Ricky — was unlike anything I’d ever been in the same room with. I’m the accountant at a small boutique wine importer. Ricky was our new long-haul truck driver who made deliveries to our warehouse every Wednesday afternoon.
Normally the shipping side of things and the office side were hermitically sealed from each other. We had an image to project in the front office, after all, and it didn’t include jeans and t-shirts. I was even given a generous wardrobe budget because our image was everything, and the people we dealt with were the type who wanted to visit in person.
Ricky was just a name — and not even that. He was an employee number, one of the columns in my spreadsheets. What was delivered, when, what was loaded and taken away, when, an expense report, a cheque issuance — I don’t even remember if I imagined a face to go with the numbers.
So when a rough-shaven older man in jeans and t-shirt and baseball cap darkened my always-open office door, my first thought was, we were being held-up.
Tracy, the receptionist, appeared over his shoulder and tried to explain that he wasn’t listening to her.
“Numbers don’t add up,” the man said. He stepped inside my office and shut the door behind him to close Tracy out of the picture. I waved her off anyway — I knew he was our new driver because of the paperwork he was waving at me. I recalled that I made an error — not an everyday thing for me! — and I forgot to follow it up. That’s what prompted his visit.
“Come on in,” I smiled at him and got up from behind my big dark desk. I might have only been 31, but I was taking to the executive level of life very well. I knew he was 42 — I recently worked up his benefits package. But he looked 52 or even more. Like my dad, I thought, and unlike anyone else my husband and I hung out with.
It’s strange, the effect a closed door can have on a space when it’s normally left open. Especially when someone different is sharing that space. Voices sound closer and softer. The lighting is subdued. The air is more still.
He turned to me so we were shoulder- to-shoulder when I came around my desk, and he held the paperwork out for me as he set his reading glasses down the end of his nose.
“Here,” he said, stabbing the paper with his thick, calloused finger. “46 boxes, not 466,” he said.
I snickered because it was a comical-sized error. We’d be broke if I ordered 466 cases of that stuff!
He turned to me with a defensive look on his face as though I might have been laughing at him, or as though it was his error.
“I did that,” I said, taking the other side of the paper in my fingers. I couldn’t help notice the contrast between our hands holding opposite sides of the sheet — his, rough, old, and scarred with short and chipped nails, mine, thin, delicate, and soft with sky-blue painted nails. “I’m sorry — I knew that I did it too, but I goofed up and forgot to fix it.”
I tugged the sheet but he didn’t let it go. His face was still turned to mine. I didn’t want to turn my face to his face because it would have left us too-close together. The fact of the closed door made things feel tight. We would have made quite a picture in contrasts: against his faded, work-stained and torn jeans and stretched, misshapen dark and dusty t-shirt, was me, white shirt with collar fashionably up, high-waist black pencil skirt with slit high up the back, and peep-toe ankle-strap platforms.
“You can give it to me,” I said far more softly and quieter than I intended. “I’ll fix if for you — I’ll print you a new one.”
I finally turned to him because he still wasn’t letting it go. When I did, he dropped his eyes from mine, but only to draw them down the front of my body slowly to my very peeking-out toes, and all the way back up again.
“Just not used to getting apologies from your type,” he said, finally letting go of the paper.
“Oh . . . ?” I turned away from him to go back behind me desk to lean over to find the relevant document to correct. “ . . . and what type is that?” I said, grinning at my screen.
“High-end . . . “ he started, and I knew there was a word he was going to use but that he stopped himself from saying.
“This . . . ” I said, straightening up to go to the printer and get the new sheet off it. I gestured with my hand down over my body. If he was going to look at it, he was going to look at it, I couldn’t stop a man like him. One way I found to defuse men’s objectification of women’s bodies was to just do it ourselves. “ . . . is company property — they give me these clothes,” I added hastily, not meaning to imply my body was company property. “Part of the corporate image they like to project,” I said with an exaggerated fake smile.
“And this,” he said, mimicking me with a gesture down his body with his hand, “is my property, part of my own self-image I like to project,” he said with a firm nod.
I tittered but I covered my mouth because I was afraid he’d think I was laughing at him again. “That’s actually pretty amusing,” I said. I felt I needed to tell him it was funny as I came back around to the front of my desk and laid the paper on it for him.
“You seem a bit surprised that I can crack a funny,” he snorted. “You’re surprised that grunts like me can even talk in sentences, aren’t you, or can read your numbers.”
“It’s not true!” I said and I frowned — but I grinned, too — and I turned away from him to bend over the front of my desk to sign the paper and write a note for the other end that this was a replacement.
I didn’t have to bend over at 90 degrees at my waist, and I didn’t have to do it right in front of him. I didn’t have to stick my ass out like that at him either. But I knew he’d be looking at it. I was feeling something. I felt like showing off a little, since he was so brazen about looking me up and down. It’s not like there was anything real going on, certainly not between a man like him and a woman like me.
I had always been the mild-mannered, rule-following, polite daughter. Not for nothing did I glom onto accounting right out of high school. I left the hungry, wild, risk taking aggressive girls to the pages of the novels I read at night in bed while my husband slept soundly beside me. Sometimes I had to wake him up, but that was about as crazy as I ever got, and good thing too. It was safe. I was what they call in finance “highly risk averse.”
But sometimes, you know?
I must really have been feeling something that day. I twisted around keeping my pose bent-over pose, and I looked up at him over my shoulder. I flicked my tongue at the end of the pen I held between my parted lips. “When you’re done taking it all in,” I said, “you can come here and sign.” And then I wiggled my ass at him and I giggled!
I was giddy inside. I was light-headed. I felt like I was floating.
I didn’t want him to think that I was one of those up-tight girls who couldn’t have fun. He already thought I was some “type,” but he was wrong about me! I only tittered because I wanted to keep things light and fun between us. He was going to be showing up in our warehouse every Wednesday. It was important to keep things professional between us.
He leaned over the desk beside me and I teased him. Everything was out of character for me that day. I blame the closed door, the mistake I so rarely make, the new intimate items I had on underneath, I don’t know. I never have fun. But I wanted to have fun with Ricky. I pulled the pen away from him just as he reached for it and I chuckled.
We were both bent over the desk with our shoulders and hips touching. I turned my face to his. I glanced over my shoulder to make double sure the door was closed. And I puffed an amused shot of breath out my nose.
“You gonna fight me for it?” I said in a quite voice and I touched the bottom of my top lip with the pointed tip of my tongue and dropped my mouth wider open.
I held my hand that held the pen against the front of my shirt on top of the texture of my bra I could feel through the fabric of my top. If he took the pen, his big rough hand would brush my breast. Or nearly so, if he wasn’t careful.
I never flirted with men!
He flicked his eyes from my eyes to the pen and my chest beneath it and back to my eyes. My shirt was open just enough buttons to show him the scalloped top edge of my nail-matching sky-blue lacy bra.
“You’re a careful man, aren’t you,” I grinned at him, and I pushed the pen into his hand and spun around to lean on the front of my desk while he remained leaning over it, signing the paper beside my hip. I crossed my arms over my chest and looked down on the back of his head.
“I know . . “ he said, straightening up and folding the paper in thirds before tipping the end of it against the brim of his cap and pushing it into his back pocket. “ . . . when I’m being tested,” and he snorted.
He walked toward my closed office door but I reached out and clasped his bare bicep in my hand and yanked him back. He spun around alarmed and stared disbelievingly at my hand that remained wrapped, partially, around his upper arm.
“That was not a test!” I spoke harshly, but still with my voice subdued. We were after all still in the middle of an office floor in the middle of the work day.
“And neither is this, I suppose,” he said, and he chuckled gesturing with his hand up and down my body.
“Is that all you think I do here, test people?” I said, and I pushed up from the edge of my desk and stepped toward him. It was my turn to come too close to him and make him feel the tension he had been making me feel the whole time!
“No,” he nodded with a grin at me. “Someone like you, looking that perfect, in an office that looks like this,” he gestured around my space, “just goes and makes ridiculous mistakes on the paperwork everyday.”
“It was a mistake!” I gasped at him and I dropped my jaw and widened my eyes. I darted my hand around behind him to snatch the paper back out of his back pocket to show him it was only a single repeated digit, but he seized my wrist in his huge, strong hand and held me there, nearly against him, my hand around his waist.
“Sweet young thing like you,” he growled low and quietly. “Trying to put your moves on a man like me,” he said, and he tsk-tsk’d. “Unlikely.”
He made me laugh again and I straightened up very close to him still with my hand trapped in his hand against his hip.
“I don’t know men like you,” I said to him and I tittered at my own words and looked down because I was shy about talking like that.
“And I sure as fuck don’t know girls like you,” he said. And again, he let his eyes roam down and up and all over my whole body. The way he did it, not trying to be sneaky and not trying to hide it, somehow made it less offensive than when guys in the boardroom or during client meetings did it.
“I’m married, you know,” I said to him and tried to yank my arm away from him but only pulled it up between our chests.
“So? I’ve done that three times, so I beat you at that, too,” he said.
He made me laugh for the third time. “What else do you think you beat me at?” I said. It was far too private in there.
“I seem to catch your mistakes, you ever catch ay of mine?” he said, still holding my wrist though I squirmed it in his hold back and forth.
I guffawed. “I don’t make mistakes!” I squealed. “As if!”
He stepped backward and pulled me with him, stumbling toward him on the carpet in my high heels. He leaned against the front of my desk. “Could have left it — make you pay me ten times what you owe me,” he grinned.
“I would have found it, don’t be silly,” I said. I ended up stepping over his feet that stretched out between my feet which I had to do to keep from tripping and falling into him.
He let my wrist go and I soothed it in my other hand and looked at him with a frown for how he hurt me. But he only made things worse. He wrapped his hands around my waist and dropped them down over the back of my ass. He squeezed me, too, and he tried to pull me closer against him.
I stumbled a little bit closer to him because he was going to make me fall over. “You could be in big trouble, you know,” I said, and I flared my eyes at him like he was not understanding the risks involved.
“You’re married,” he said, “so no chance you’re coming after me for my wealth,” he said.
I snorted out loud and covered my mouth with my hand and turned sideways because he was making me laugh too much. He pulled me with his hands around my ass until our hips bumped together where he relaxed against the front of my desk.
I glanced quickly again over my shoulder. My door was still closed. “What a sec,” I said, and I pushed myself away from him with my hands in his chest and I darted to my door and leaned my ear on it. Everything sounded normal out there. I carefully and quietly twisted the lock in my door and came back to him. I stepped over his legs and put myself back where I had been before, and I even draped my arms over his shoulders and dangled my fingers down the back of his neck.
I tickled my long fingernails lightly in his skin.
“You saw through me right away, didn’t you,” I said, and I lashed my tongue out at him. “You probably think I made the mistake on purpose so you’d come up to my office like this.”
“No,” he said, grinning and rocking my hips against the front of his hips. “You did it to see if the new guy even looks at the paperwork before signing off on it.”
“You think you know me so well,” I said.
“I know your type,” he said.
I dropped my head back and squealed at the ceiling of my office. I thrusted my head back down so my dark-coffee-brown waves of hair flew over my face and I tucked in my chin, I looked him hard through the tops of my eyes, and I said, low, tight, and gravelly, “You don’t know anything about me,” and I pushed my neck out, I lifted my face up, and I covered his mouth with my mouth.
It went on longer than I expected. Who am I kidding? I didn’t expect to kiss him at all, oh my god! But he was infuriating me. 
I pulled away from him and rocked my forehead against his forehead and caught my breath. “So is that the kind of girl you thought you saw in this big office behind that big desk?” I said.
Something came over me. I was feeling defiant. I was feeling rebellious. I’d always been judged to be a certain kind of girl, and I always conformed myself to what they judged me to be. And after all that, this man, like no other man I’d ever been anywhere near before, was the first and only one to explicitly admit to my face that he was judging me. The stripped-away pretence and double-talk and fake nonsense was refreshing. Is that what his world was like? Free of pretence?
“Girl’s got a lot going on in there, don’t she,” he murmured.
I snorted and dropped my mouth open and looked down between our bodies. I looked down because my hands had gone there as though they were someone else’s. It was my fingers that were feeding the tail of his belt through the large metal loop, and that was tugging at it to make the pin pop out of the hole in the leather.
“Never judge a book by it’s cover,” I breathed into his ear, and I bit it lightly. “Didn’t they teach you anything in school?” I groaned, and I pushed my hand down the front of his pants.
“Surprised you even think I went to school,” he said.
I kissed him wth my face corkscrewing against his face, and I pulled away, huffing and puffing, and began to draw my body down the front of his body like the warm syrup I had become.
“I’m not like that,” I said to him with my face at his stomach, looking up at him from below. I dropped onto my knees and peeled his pants open. “I’m more like you than you think,” I said, and I fished his bare cock out of his shorts and groaned because, holding it, I nearly fainted.
There was nothing I was doing that I could fully claim to be me doing it, even though I knew that that was my hand wrapping around that thick, hot penis.
“Don’t do anything just to prove to anyone what you are,” he said, and he caressed the side of my head with his fingers running through my hair.
I widened my eyes up at him and then I squinted them. I knelt up straight and wrapped one hand around his ass and stroked his erection toward my exposed neck. I couldn’t figure him out. No one had ever said that to me. I closed my eyes and sank my lips around his cock and pushed until it forced my mouth to open wider and filled it.
I moaned, but it was muffled. Nothing was like anything. I drew off him and plunged back down on him, further. He caressed my head gently and I liked knowing he was watching. I’d never done anything sexual outside a bedroom. I’d been with one boy before my husband, and even then, we only touched each other. I only sometimes sucked on my husband’s cock, but only when I was feeling particularly frisky and adventuresome.
It just wasn’t me. But with Ricky . . . not so much.
I worried about him cumming and realized that I couldn’t risk any spots on my dress. I certainly never tasted it before, but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like it. But what was I going to do? Leave him like that? Make him shoot into a cloth or something? We didn’t have much time. Someone was bound to be coming into my office soon.
“Do you like that?” he said down to the top of my head.
I twisted myself around to look up at him with his cock in my mouth. “Mm-hm,” I said, and I closed my eyes and sucked harder to show him. Because, in fact, I did like it. I liked how it made me feel, all slutty-like.
The way he asked, it wasn’t creepy and it wasn’t self-congratulatory. He was actually asking me if I liked something. Was this his world too? No pretences, no hidden motives, checking if people liked things or not? For real?
I moaned louder than I should have for the middle of the work day in the middle of a small office, and I pushed my mouth deeper down his shaft to try to muffle my noises better. I felt his thighs stiffen and his breath shorten. I don’t know who I became, but I dug my sharp painted nails into his bare ass and pulled hard. I jutted my chest and licked him all over his cock and pulled on it fast and hard. I lashed my tongue and made sure he saw me, looking up to show him I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I couldn’t say it in a million years! But he seemed to read minds well enough.
I groaned on him and sucked harder. His first spurt hit the back of my throat and I instinctively laughed and pulled off but I sank my mouth back around him remembering I didn’t want his cum on me. He filled my mouth so much my cheeks puffed and I swallowed what I could but it came out the corners of my mouth and dribbled down my face and hung in wiggling gobs from my chin.
I pulled myself up on his body and stood in front of him and handed him a tissue from the box on my desk. I held his hips in my hands and closed my eyes. “Help me,” I said in a whisper and put my face up to his to wipe his spots off my skin.
I trapped my tongue between my teeth and reached down to tuck his flaccid cock carefully back in his pants and I pulled up his fly, did his button, and even redid his belt.
“Be sure to check in with me when you’re back next week,” I said in a suddenly professional voice, stepping back from him. “Call up from the warehouse phone next time — it’s right inside the loading ramp door,” I said, going around my desk and back to my chair. “Extension 6,” I said to him meeting his eyes with mine. “And wait down there. I’ll come.”
“Okay, Miss . . . “ he said with his eyebrows up.
“It’s Danielle,” I said, looking back to my screen. “But you can use Ma’am. And please leave the door open on your way out, thank you.”
I heard him snort but I didn’t look up.
I felt guilt, naturally. I felt confused, too, about who that was that did that. I also felt giddy — ha! I screamed in my car before I got out of my parking slot. I actually sucked a man off — and swallowed him! Oh my god!
I tried to bring the conversation around to it at home, feeling my husband out, looking for the way in to break it to him that something happened, without going into the nitty gritty details. I asked him about his work, naturally.
He was a teacher of medieval history at the university. I teased him by calling him “professor,” but he hated that, even though he was “Dr.” because of his PhD.
“It certainly wasn’t the end of independent life,” he said. I’d asked how people used to get married, and how they lived, being married.
“It wasn’t marriage as such,” he said. “More informal, more contingent.”
“Like shacking up?” I said.
“Yeah,” he nodded. “With probably exactly the same success rate of staying together that we get with all the social pretension of it and the church and the government licence and everything else.”
I chuckled. But I couldn’t see my way to the topic at hand yet. “But they expected things, I guess.”
“Monogamy?” he raised his eyes to mine and I quickly looked away.
Too close! Too soon! “I guess,” I said.
“There wasn’t the same attention paid to it,” he said with a shrug. “Sex wasn’t seen as a duty, the way bringing home resources would be, or raising the children would be, or defending against threats.”
He looked at me as though I had further questions. I know he loved talking about his field. He showed nothing on his face that I had a reason to ask other than just being nice and showing an interest.
“What did they do?” I screwed up my face and with a snort. “Just cheat all the time?”
“It was more like gambling is for us, maybe,” he said. “It’s not for everyone, and maybe you had to sneak out to do it. But it wasn’t the end of the arrangement if one was found out playing card games with the boys in the back room down at the ol’ Inn,” he chuckled.
“Or pursuing a harmless dalliance with the delivery man,” I shrugged, but I also looked hard at him.
He laughed. “Or several!” he said. “It’s hard info to gain traction on, but a few researchers have been doing DNA tests here and there, and — yeah! — lots of mismatches going on!” he said, and he laughed more. “But not a lot of uxoricide.”
“Uh, what?”
He looked right at me. “Sorry. Killing of one’s wife. Uxoricide. You’d think with the prevalence of illegitimate offspring, there’d be more violence that way, but . . . “ he shrugged. “ . . . it doesn’t seem to have been a threat to them, or something they really cared about. I mean . . . ” he looked away from me and back down to his computer screen. “. . . they cared, but like, about as much as finding out the husband was sneaking off to play poker.”
I almost told him what happened. But I didn’t. It wasn’t because I wanted to lie to him, to betray him. It was because I knew: the thrill of it was that I had a secret, it was that I had a “risky venture” in life, something that was all mine and also, something that was — so different for me! — a little wrong.
“Probably as long as they didn’t rub their partner’s face in it,” my husband suddenly started up again, “but kept it secret so he or she didn’t have to walk around the village in shame or being laughed at, bob’s your uncle,” he chuckled. “The public knowledge of it, that was always the problem, not the actual fact of it,” he nodded at me.
I couldn’t tell him how much I agreed with him. I couldn’t tell him anything.
My phone lit up around 2 the following Wednesday and I didn’t have to see what other light on my phone was blinking to know it was the warehouse. I also didn’t have to lift the receiver to see who it was calling me from down there. I’d been sitting on pins and needles the whole week waiting for it.
The pressure was too much. I wasn’t, it turned out, the kind of girl who can lead a double life. My husband might have told me inadvertently that as long as I kept it out of sight, he could keep it out of mind, but I couldn’t do that. I knew what I was. And that was a proper, good, abiding girl. I was not a cheater.
I headed down to the warehouse having made up my mind to have a heart-to-heart with Ricky and let him know that it was all a terrible mistake.
It’s not my fault, the office made me wear nice clothes. The men down there all stopped and checked me out as I clacked in my beige pointed-toe pumps. I was in a blue striped Oxford shirt and a brown taffeta vest with a brown above-the-knee skirt. A tight skirt, though. I bit my lip. Ricky would like it, I knew that much.
I found him leaning against the open doorway of the loading bay looking like some hard-bitten movie character.
“Ricky?” I said, beckoning him with my finger curling to follow me. “Can you come with me please?”
The other men chuckled at him like he was the bad boy in trouble with the teacher. They all knew me as an efficiency task master. Or at least that’s what I hoped they saw in me.
“I want to show you the special stock shelves, for when you get a special additional order to deliver,” I said loud enough they could tell it was business I had to discuss with him up in the mezzanine crowded with boxes.
“Right-ee-o, Danielle,” he said, kicking himself off the wall.
When he was on the metal clanking steps behind and below me, I turned around. “It’s Ma’am out here, you got that?” I said, scanning around the floor from half way up the steps.
“Ma’am,” he nodded, joining me in scanning around.
He was teasing me again and I knew it. I squinted my eyes at him. This might be harder than I thought, I realized. He was everything I never was.
We got to the top level and I talked loudly enough that everyone else below went about their business. I lead Ricky down the furthest and darkest aisle between the high-stacked shelves of boxes of wine bottles and I turned around against the unpainted cinder block wall. The contrast with my office couldn’t be more extreme. I was as clashing in my dress here as he was, dressed in his jeans and t, up there.
He immediately stepped up to me and put his hands on my waist. We could hear the men talking and the beeping of trucks backing up.
“I just wanted to say,” I started, but he covered my mouth with his mouth.
I scrunched my hand into his groin. “Let me talk, would you!” I said and I peaked around his shoulders to make sure we were private.
He chuckled and pushed me backward until I stumbled against a stack of boxes. He kissed me again and I let him, too, but only until he let me tell him that we couldn’t do this anymore.
He picked me up by my waist and sat me down on the edge of a box. I squealed and covered my mouth. “Put me down!” I shouted in a whisper but I also giggled. He was being so stupid!
He pushed his rough hands into my bare knees and then over them, and up my thighs. The bottom edge of my skirt went up my legs with his hands.
I reached down between my legs and tried to tug the bottom edge of my skirt back down, but he just grinned and leaned over, standing up, to push his grizzled face between my knees.
“Ouch!” I said emphatically to him. His three-day whiskers scratched me like a Brillo pad.
“Open up,” he said.
“We have to talk!” I said. But he kept pushing my skirt up so that I had to hold my hands around his neck to balance myself and lift my derriere off the boxes so that he didn’t tear my skirt.
He got it up around my waist and I thought, now that that was out of the way, we can finally talk.
“So . . . ” I started, folding my arms over my chest. I tried so hard to be professional, even though I was sitting on a stack of boxes so high I wouldn’t  be able to jump down without twisting an ankle, and with my skirt up around my waist, exposing my pretty white underwear to him. My legs were parted too, because he was pushing himself between them. “ . . . as I was saying,” I nodded at him to try to focus him on the topic at hand.
He rudely and gruffly shoved his hands up the outside of my bare thighs and curled his fingers around the waist of my panties and tugged at them.
I clutched my hand around the middle of the waist below my belly button and gave him my stern teacher finger. “Now just stop that!” I said, and I flared my eyes at him and pursed my lips. “Listen to me!” I said.
But he just pushed his head down between my thighs. I had to pull them apart or he would have given me a rash with his stubble, my skin up there was so soft.
He gently pushed my body and I collapsed backward onto my elbows. It made me let go of my panties and he pulled them down my legs. I needed to wriggle side to side on my ass to keep him from tearing them!
He pulled them over my knees and down my shins and over my shoes. At least he was careful about that part!
I sat back up. It was increasingly hard to maintain my professionalism, but I cupped my hands together in my lap, even though I was nude from my waist to my pretty shoes. “I need to discuss something with you,” I said, and I nodded firmly at him and squinted my eyes to ensure he understood I meant business.
But he wrapped his hands behind my bare ass and scooped me up and  dragged me to the edge. I would have fallen off if I didn’t wrap my arms around his head. I squealed and laughed. He ducked down into my lap with his face like I was some trough he was going to eat from. His whiskers hurt and I said “Ow!” and slapped the back of his head. But there was nothing I could do except pull my knees up, catch my high heels in the edge of the box I sat on, and drop my legs wider apart and out of the way of his very pushy face.
“I’m trying to talk to you!” I harshly whispered and I pounding my fist into his back where he leaned over my lower body.
The sensation of his hot, wet tongue touching me between my legs was like stars exploding behind my eyes. I wasn’t expecting it and I wasn’t used to it. I didn’t let Fergus do that to me yet. We were only married three years!
I shrieked from his touch and he chuckled and reached up to cover my mouth with his hand. I bit his palm hard when he touched me again between my legs with his tongue. I curled my fingers up in his hair and tugged but he pushed down against me and touched me again with his tongue down there, this time going inside a little bit.
There was nothing I could do. I fell back on the box and I stopped tugging his hair and started pushing his head. I arched my back deeply and inhaled noisily. I couldn’t believe he was actually going to do that!
I grasped his wrist in my hand and pulled his hand over my mouth again because he was going to make me make a lot more noises if he kept doing what he was doing to me. I bit and sucked on the side of his hand and I automatically sucked off his finger and clamped my lips hard around it when he made me feel things more strongly.
My body was not my own. He made me writhe and contort under his touch. My hips vibrated and my lungs emptied. I thrashed side to side with my hair whipping across my face. He was relentless and unforgiving. My heels punched through the cardboard, and my body clenched all over hard, and releasing, and clenching again.
He didn’t seem to care that it was gross to go there with your mouth, and he didn’t seem to care whether I requested it or not, or didn’t want him to. Nothing seemed to matter to him, it seemed, when he wanted to do something!
I squirmed like a worn on a hook and I pushed my hips up into his mouth because he wasn’t touching me enough or too much or something. My spine curled and my hips rose and fell. I was rubbing my pussy up and down over his lips and tongue. Oh my god, I thought, as I bit his finger deep in my mouth and clenched my eyes and cried on the inside. He made me masturbate myself on his mouth!
I’ve had orgasms before, of course, I’m not completely inexperienced! But they were usually in my mind, or at least that’s where they started. My husband laughed at how I climaxed, because I was shy about it and embarrassed. I mean, who wouldn’t be!?
This time, though, I fought it off with my mind, but it came up through my body. I didn’t want to do that with this man, and certainly not while displayed like such a whore over a bunch of boxes in the dirty mezzanine of a warehouse! But the soles of my feet twitched and soon my legs were vibrating out of control.
He didn’t seem to recognize the signals and just kept right on. I tried to pull his hair and I tried to pull my body away from him, but he didn’t care what he was doing to me. My whole world went black and then filled with light. Everything happened at once and my body felt filled with warm honey. I arched so hard in my back I faced the wall behind me upside down. I glared with beading eyes, I was so amazed at what was going on in my body.
I never had one like that before. That’s for sure.
He kept me in that state so long I was utterly exhausted when he finally let me off his hook. He lifted his face away from me and my legs fell together to the side and I covered my poor, exposed little pussy with my hands, and I chuckled for no reason I knew of. It was like I was on some happy drug.
He treated it like everything was fine with what we just did. In his world, I supposed, maybe it was. He didn’t say anything, but he was such a gentleman, he carefully guided my panties back over my feet and pulled them up for me. He picked me up from the edge of the box and then kissed me before he let my feet touch the mezzanine floor again, rocking me against his body. I hugged his head and kissed him back harder than he kissed me.
When he set me down, I stepped back from him and dusted off my dress. “How do I look?” I said, and I turned slowly around for him.
He swept his hands over my butt and cleaned dust off me. “Good as ever,” he said with a smirk.
I stepped up to him and couldn’t stop smirking myself. I draped my arms over his shoulders and kissed him hard and deeply.
“You are not a very good listener!” I said to him.
“Gonna deduct my pay?” he said.
I snorted and we necked some more. “No, but you’re going to have to come to more meetings until you learn,” I said with a grin and I bit my tongue and pushed away from him.
I reached the railing out the front end of the aisle. In a loud voice for others to hear, I said, “And your truck is due for an inspection next week.” I looked at him with my eyes bulging so he understood. “So don’t forget to tidy it up!” I said sternly.
“No Ma’am,” he nodded at me.
I smirked. And then I turned, I looked over my shoulder at him, and I blew him a kiss. I said, in a whisper, “Same time next week?”
I’m not a dull girl. But the following week was the most exciting week by far in my life, aided by the fact, no doubt, that I couldn’t tell anyone about why.
I tried to tell my husband, but he made it hard again. “You wouldn’t be able to do that!” I teased him.
“What? Look the other way?”
“If I was doing something wrong?” I said.
The idea was so foreign to him, the concept so impossible, that he only laughed. “I would prefer to look the other way. I don’t want to know!”
I know that wasn’t his response to me really telling him that something was going on, but it was close!
I always wore nice clothes to work so my husband couldn’t have noticed that I was taking particular care Wednesdays. I determined that I would go to Ricky’s truck to talk in private with him and really truly let him know that we had to stop. But there was nothing wrong with looking really sexy doing that, was there?
I chose a short white sweater with rolled up sleeves and a short, high-waste skirt with tall black socks that left a few inches of bare thigh between the tops of my socks and the bottom of my high skirt. Also, I put on my shiny, black peek-toe platforms. It was over-the-top sexy anime, but I thought Ricky would like it. The shoes were so high I wobbled in them.
When he called, I told him to go wait for me in his truck. I didn’t want anyone seeing us going out together. I crossed the parking area with my head down scurrying and being careful not to trip. I tapped on the outside of the door and Ricky leaned over to open it up for me. The engine was idling and I laughed trying to pull myself up inside.
I shut the door behind me and pretended to straighten myself and get square in his seat with my clipboard in my lap as though I really was going to inspect him.
He whistled looking at my body and I crunched down low, spun sideways toward him and laughed shyly. I tried to tug my short skirt down but it wouldn’t go. I blushed and hid my face behind the clipboard.
“Stop looking at me!” I squealed and tittered.
“Better start in the back, I guess,” he said, gesturing over his shoulder to the sleeper box behind the seats.
I looked over my shoulder and bit my lip. I was scared. “Okay,” I said with a sigh. He took the clipboard from my hands and set it down on the dashboard. I put my hands on my thighs and breathed in deeply and let it out with puffed cheeks and big bulging eyes. I looked over at him and laughed again and bent over and tugged my skirt.
“I’m nervous,” I said.
“Just go in the back. Feel it out,” he said. “Tell me when you’re ready.”
I snorted and rolled my eyes and looked over my shoulder again into the darkness of the sleeper box. “What if I’m not ready?” I said.
“That’s okay,” he said. “Just say you’re not.”
He was making it far too easy. “Should I take my shoes off first?” I asked him.
“Sexier with them on,” he smiled at me.
I smiled too, and tittered. “Don’t look at me, okay?” I said. And I rolled over and stepped down between the seats and leaned over to put my hands on the bed back there and looked around.
He ran his hand around my ass beside him. I let him. He put his hand on my thigh and ran it up between my legs, and I let him do that, too. It felt good. I kneeled one knee on the bed and then the other and got on my hands and knees on his bed back there.
I looked over my shoulder because I knew he was looking at me anyway. “You made it nice back here. All for me?” I said.
He shrugged. “Sure . . . but I keep it pretty tidy and clean too anyway.”
I rolled over onto my back and leaned against a pillow I pulled behind my head. I pulled up one knee and crossed my other leg over it. “Why don’t you come back here and help me inspect it?” I said.
He came through like a bear in a tent. He wasn’t even on his back yet before I threw my leg over his lap and crawled over his body on my hands and knees. I dropped my head down between my shoulders and swept my hair up over my head so it fell down above both our heads, and I ducked down and kissed him.
“I missed you!” I said to him and I bit his tongue. “It was a long week.”
“I was hoping you’d take my call,” he said.
I just laughed. He was such a clown. He began to lift my sweater up my body and I helped him because I wanted to show him the underwear I bought.
I sat back on his lap kneeling over him and I let him watch as I took my time lifting my top up and pulling it over my stretched body and head. I put it aside and bit my lip and lifted my breasts in my bra at him. It was a red bra with a black ribbon bow in the middle. “Do you like?” I said.
He grabbed my breasts and rubbed me.
“Careful,” I said and I collapsed down over him.
“Too hard?” he said.
I leaned down and bit and kissed his ear. “That’s not the problem,” I said. “Too sensitive.”
“What might happen?” he said, rubbing my body all over.
“I think you already know what might happen,” I said.
He found the tiny zipper at the side of my skirt and I twisted around to watch his huge hands take my tiny skirt off my small body. I pulled my hair aside for us both to watch, and then I pushed myself up to press my hands into the ceiling to let him pull my skirt down my legs. I wriggled my bum to help him and I left my shoes and socks on.
And then I did something that even I wasn’t prepared for. But it was his fault! I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and pulled them down until they stretched between my thighs. Not for the first time, he removed my panties the rest of the way.
“Might as well, right?” I said, folding my arms behind my back and unclasping my bra. I let the straps fall down my arms, and though I teased him a moment, I laughed and let the cups fall from my chest. I was naked for him down to the tops of my socks.
I fell on him and hid my face and blushed and kissed his neck. “You make me feel good,” I said to him. “Did I ever tell you that?”
He took his clothes off and I let him. I helped him. I pulled his pants at the bottoms and fell back laughing. It felt natural to be naked with him, even in the back of his truck in the parking area of our  in the middle of the day. It was dark enough that no one could see and the engine rumbled to cover our sounds. I had a feeling there would be a lot of sounds! Plus the vibration was kind of exciting me.
It was very clean — way cleaner than I was prepared for. It felt like a rocket ship inside, compact, self-contained, clean, and with all the amenities you could want for life. He closed the curtains and put on a string of point lights. I laughed and clapped. He said he bought them and put them up for me.
We laid down together and at first I felt okay because we just kissed and murmured and laughed a little and rubbed noses. But then he started to push himself against me and I realized that he was probably thinking something was going to happen. We were under the sheet and all twisted up together in our limbs and very naked. I reached down and found his cock that surprised me it was so big and hard already. I gulped and wrapped my hand around it, hoping maybe I could make him cum and avoid the worst of it.
But he rolled over me and raised himself on his hands and knees over my body. He pulled the sheet away from us. I was naked and exposed under him and nervous, too. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I didn’t think it through and now that he was over top of me with me under him and with his cock touching my stomach every time he came down to kiss me, I realized I didn’t have any control over him anymore.
Or myself. I wrapped my legs around his waist and hooked my ankles together behind his back. I only wanted to tell him that it was nice being with him again, but all that came out was a low, long groan. I wanted to kiss him, but instead I pulled with my legs and raised my hips up to his. I wanted to pat him and assure him that this was enough, but instead I gripped my hands in his hips and pulled him down to me.
His cock penetrated the lips of my pussy and I sucked a sharp breath through my clenched teeth and pinched both hands hard into the skin of his waist.
“You okay?” he said in that low rumbling voice.
“Be careful with me?” I said, and I tapped with my fingers on his waist to tell him to try a little more.
He entered me further and I arched in my back and gasped with a noisy inhalation. “A little more?” I said to him. I liked showing him how brave I could be.
But he pushed himself fully down and hard, too, into me, surprising me and catching me off guard. I groaned out loud and squeezed my chest up into his body and wrapped my arms tightly around his back. I bit his neck.
“Still okay?” he said in my ear.
“Harder,” I said in his hear with a whisper. I snorted because I felt like a slut, his slut, but I wasn’t laughing anymore, once he began to plough me for real.
I felt flayed, I felt skinned alive. And then I rolled him over, I laughed and tittered, and I rode him right back, curling my hips in and out and ramming my pussy down the length of his cock.
“See how much you like it!” I said to him and I giggled. He squeezed my tits and I fell on him. He rolled us onto our sides and I pressed my hands and knees into the walls of his sleeper box, pushing myself hard back against him as he thrusted himself sideways into me from behind.
We rolled around and laughed and fucked in every position known to man! But I could tell he was ready when he pushed my back down in front of him and hauled my hips up to where he knelt behind me.
I bit my lip and crunched my fingers into his sheets to get ready for him.
“You want it hard?” he said softly.
I groaned because I couldn’t imagine anyone asking someone else such a personal question. It was embarrassing! “Yes!” I said and I hid my face down in the sheet. “Hard as you like to do it,” I cried out into his bed.
He jolted me so badly I couldn’t breathe and when he pulled back out, my whole body seemed to suck back with his cock. He rammed into me again so hard I fell off my elbows and onto my stomach. I curled my hips up laying flat and he laid on me with his weight and penetrated me deeper than I thought I had a pussy for!
I came, too, though I tried to hide it. He knew though — he said so afterword. He came inside me and made me feel like I was nothing but — and excuse me, but I saw it on my husband’s computer once — a cum bucket!
Like every other time — I guess my lover and I had our routine already! — I dressed, he helped me find my clothes (which were all over) and I made myself all professional again before I opened the door, blew him a tiny, private kiss, and stepped down from his huge, rumbling truck.
The following week, we drove somewhere else for my lunch break. I made him come earlier. As he drove to a spot he thought would be hidden enough, I lifted my feet onto his dashboard and took my own panties off this time, thank you very much! I wore my narrow leather skirt for him, and my black shirt this time.
I completely undressed while he tried to drive and I laughed because I was distracting him so badly. I started to rub myself in his passenger seat and when that wasn’t enough I brought his hand between my legs and made his finger rub me.
He needed to shift gears with the big stick between us. I was being a scamp and got up and rubbed my pussy all over his hand where he gripped the stick and tried to shift gears with it. I sat in his lap completely naked and hung from his neck kissing him as he turned this way and that. I even slid down to the floor of his truck and took his penis in my mouth while he was still trying to drive!
When he stopped, I leapt up and threw myself into his sleeper box. I opened my legs for him and urged him to hurry with my arms up and outstretched. “Fuck your horny slut already!” I shouted at him and I laughed.
He was such a gentleman, he always made me cum first.
Like every time, he helped me make myself proper again too, and helped me become professional before I climbed back out of his truck and out of the other world that  it was for me.
“What if I told you I had a boyfriend?” I said to my husband. “An affair?”
He didn’t look up from his computer. He snickered, though. “Well, like I said,” he grinned. “Out of sight, out of mind.”
“Every Wednesday,” I said. “At work.”
“Sounds great,” he smirked.
“Truck driver,” I said.
He laughed. “The rough and tumble type! Older too, I’m sure,” he snickered.
“46,” I said.
He laughed.
“You okay with that?” I said.
“Uh huh,” he answered easily.
“He makes me cum so hard,” I said.
That got my husband’s attention! He didn’t know I could even talk like that. And the fact is, I couldn’t, at least not until Ricky started doing me.
But you know what? Maybe he was right. I knew one thing for sure: our sex life had never been better. For one thing, I swallowed him for the first time that week! (And guess what? — I loved it!)
Even his name — Ricky — was unlike anything I’d ever been in the same room with. I’m the accountant at a small boutique wine importer. Ricky was our new long-haul truck driver who made deliveries to our warehouse every Wednesday afternoon.
Normally the shipping side of things and the office side were hermitically sealed from each other. We had an image to project in the front office, after all, and it didn’t include jeans and t-shirts. I was even given a generous wardrobe budget because our image was everything, and the people we dealt with were the type who wanted to visit in person.
Ricky was just a name — and not even that. He was an employee number, one of the columns in my spreadsheets. What was delivered, when, what was loaded and taken away, when, an expense report, a cheque issuance — I don’t even remember if I imagined a face to go with the numbers.
So when a rough-shaven older man in jeans and t-shirt and baseball cap darkened my always-open office door, my first thought was, we were being held-up.
Tracy, the receptionist, appeared over his shoulder and tried to explain that he wasn’t listening to her.
“Numbers don’t add up,” the man said. He stepped inside my office and shut the door behind him to close Tracy out of the picture. I waved her off anyway — I knew he was our new driver because of the paperwork he was waving at me. I recalled that I made an error — not an everyday thing for me! — and I forgot to follow it up. That’s what prompted his visit.
“Come on in,” I smiled at him and got up from behind my big dark desk. I might have only been 31, but I was taking to the executive level of life very well. I knew he was 42 — I recently worked up his benefits package. But he looked 52 or even more. Like my dad, I thought, and unlike anyone else my husband and I hung out with.
It’s strange, the effect a closed door can have on a space when it’s normally left open. Especially when someone different is sharing that space. Voices sound closer and softer. The lighting is subdued. The air is more still.
He turned to me so we were shoulder- to-shoulder when I came around my desk, and he held the paperwork out for me as he set his reading glasses down the end of his nose.
“Here,” he said, stabbing the paper with his thick, calloused finger. “46 boxes, not 466,” he said.
I snickered because it was a comical-sized error. We’d be broke if I ordered 466 cases of that stuff!
He turned to me with a defensive look on his face as though I might have been laughing at him, or as though it was his error.
“I did that,” I said, taking the other side of the paper in my fingers. I couldn’t help notice the contrast between our hands holding opposite sides of the sheet — his, rough, old, and scarred with short and chipped nails, mine, thin, delicate, and soft with sky-blue painted nails. “I’m sorry — I knew that I did it too, but I goofed up and forgot to fix it.”
I tugged the sheet but he didn’t let it go. His face was still turned to mine. I didn’t want to turn my face to his face because it would have left us too-close together. The fact of the closed door made things feel tight. We would have made quite a picture in contrasts: against his faded, work-stained and torn jeans and stretched, misshapen dark and dusty t-shirt, was me, white shirt with collar fashionably up, high-waist black pencil skirt with slit high up the back, and peep-toe ankle-strap platforms.
“You can give it to me,” I said far more softly and quieter than I intended. “I’ll fix if for you — I’ll print you a new one.”
I finally turned to him because he still wasn’t letting it go. When I did, he dropped his eyes from mine, but only to draw them down the front of my body slowly to my very peeking-out toes, and all the way back up again.
“Just not used to getting apologies from your type,” he said, finally letting go of the paper.
“Oh . . . ?” I turned away from him to go back behind me desk to lean over to find the relevant document to correct. “ . . . and what type is that?” I said, grinning at my screen.
“High-end . . . “ he started, and I knew there was a word he was going to use but that he stopped himself from saying.
“This . . . ” I said, straightening up to go to the printer and get the new sheet off it. I gestured with my hand down over my body. If he was going to look at it, he was going to look at it, I couldn’t stop a man like him. One way I found to defuse men’s objectification of women’s bodies was to just do it ourselves. “ . . . is company property — they give me these clothes,” I added hastily, not meaning to imply my body was company property. “Part of the corporate image they like to project,” I said with an exaggerated fake smile.
“And this,” he said, mimicking me with a gesture down his body with his hand, “is my property, part of my own self-image I like to project,” he said with a firm nod.
I tittered but I covered my mouth because I was afraid he’d think I was laughing at him again. “That’s actually pretty amusing,” I said. I felt I needed to tell him it was funny as I came back around to the front of my desk and laid the paper on it for him.
“You seem a bit surprised that I can crack a funny,” he snorted. “You’re surprised that grunts like me can even talk in sentences, aren’t you, or can read your numbers.”
“It’s not true!” I said and I frowned — but I grinned, too — and I turned away from him to bend over the front of my desk to sign the paper and write a note for the other end that this was a replacement.
I didn’t have to bend over at 90 degrees at my waist, and I didn’t have to do it right in front of him. I didn’t have to stick my ass out like that at him either. But I knew he’d be looking at it. I was feeling something. I felt like showing off a little, since he was so brazen about looking me up and down. It’s not like there was anything real going on, certainly not between a man like him and a woman like me.
I had always been the mild-mannered, rule-following, polite daughter. Not for nothing did I glom onto accounting right out of high school. I left the hungry, wild, risk taking aggressive girls to the pages of the novels I read at night in bed while my husband slept soundly beside me. Sometimes I had to wake him up, but that was about as crazy as I ever got, and good thing too. It was safe. I was what they call in finance “highly risk averse.”
But sometimes, you know?
I must really have been feeling something that day. I twisted around keeping my pose bent-over pose, and I looked up at him over my shoulder. I flicked my tongue at the end of the pen I held between my parted lips. “When you’re done taking it all in,” I said, “you can come here and sign.” And then I wiggled my ass at him and I giggled!
I was giddy inside. I was light-headed. I felt like I was floating.
I didn’t want him to think that I was one of those up-tight girls who couldn’t have fun. He already thought I was some “type,” but he was wrong about me! I only tittered because I wanted to keep things light and fun between us. He was going to be showing up in our warehouse every Wednesday. It was important to keep things professional between us.
He leaned over the desk beside me and I teased him. Everything was out of character for me that day. I blame the closed door, the mistake I so rarely make, the new intimate items I had on underneath, I don’t know. I never have fun. But I wanted to have fun with Ricky. I pulled the pen away from him just as he reached for it and I chuckled.
We were both bent over the desk with our shoulders and hips touching. I turned my face to his. I glanced over my shoulder to make double sure the door was closed. And I puffed an amused shot of breath out my nose.
“You gonna fight me for it?” I said in a quite voice and I touched the bottom of my top lip with the pointed tip of my tongue and dropped my mouth wider open.
I held my hand that held the pen against the front of my shirt on top of the texture of my bra I could feel through the fabric of my top. If he took the pen, his big rough hand would brush my breast. Or nearly so, if he wasn’t careful.
I never flirted with men!
He flicked his eyes from my eyes to the pen and my chest beneath it and back to my eyes. My shirt was open just enough buttons to show him the scalloped top edge of my nail-matching sky-blue lacy bra.
“You’re a careful man, aren’t you,” I grinned at him, and I pushed the pen into his hand and spun around to lean on the front of my desk while he remained leaning over it, signing the paper beside my hip. I crossed my arms over my chest and looked down on the back of his head.
“I know . . “ he said, straightening up and folding the paper in thirds before tipping the end of it against the brim of his cap and pushing it into his back pocket. “ . . . when I’m being tested,” and he snorted.
He walked toward my closed office door but I reached out and clasped his bare bicep in my hand and yanked him back. He spun around alarmed and stared disbelievingly at my hand that remained wrapped, partially, around his upper arm.
“That was not a test!” I spoke harshly, but still with my voice subdued. We were after all still in the middle of an office floor in the middle of the work day.
“And neither is this, I suppose,” he said, and he chuckled gesturing with his hand up and down my body.
“Is that all you think I do here, test people?” I said, and I pushed up from the edge of my desk and stepped toward him. It was my turn to come too close to him and make him feel the tension he had been making me feel the whole time!
“No,” he nodded with a grin at me. “Someone like you, looking that perfect, in an office that looks like this,” he gestured around my space, “just goes and makes ridiculous mistakes on the paperwork everyday.”
“It was a mistake!” I gasped at him and I dropped my jaw and widened my eyes. I darted my hand around behind him to snatch the paper back out of his back pocket to show him it was only a single repeated digit, but he seized my wrist in his huge, strong hand and held me there, nearly against him, my hand around his waist.
“Sweet young thing like you,” he growled low and quietly. “Trying to put your moves on a man like me,” he said, and he tsk-tsk’d. “Unlikely.”
He made me laugh again and I straightened up very close to him still with my hand trapped in his hand against his hip.
“I don’t know men like you,” I said to him and I tittered at my own words and looked down because I was shy about talking like that.
“And I sure as fuck don’t know girls like you,” he said. And again, he let his eyes roam down and up and all over my whole body. The way he did it, not trying to be sneaky and not trying to hide it, somehow made it less offensive than when guys in the boardroom or during client meetings did it.
“I’m married, you know,” I said to him and tried to yank my arm away from him but only pulled it up between our chests.
“So? I’ve done that three times, so I beat you at that, too,” he said.
He made me laugh for the third time. “What else do you think you beat me at?” I said. It was far too private in there.
“I seem to catch your mistakes, you ever catch ay of mine?” he said, still holding my wrist though I squirmed it in his hold back and forth.
I guffawed. “I don’t make mistakes!” I squealed. “As if!”
He stepped backward and pulled me with him, stumbling toward him on the carpet in my high heels. He leaned against the front of my desk. “Could have left it — make you pay me ten times what you owe me,” he grinned.
“I would have found it, don’t be silly,” I said. I ended up stepping over his feet that stretched out between my feet which I had to do to keep from tripping and falling into him.
He let my wrist go and I soothed it in my other hand and looked at him with a frown for how he hurt me. But he only made things worse. He wrapped his hands around my waist and dropped them down over the back of my ass. He squeezed me, too, and he tried to pull me closer against him.
I stumbled a little bit closer to him because he was going to make me fall over. “You could be in big trouble, you know,” I said, and I flared my eyes at him like he was not understanding the risks involved.
“You’re married,” he said, “so no chance you’re coming after me for my wealth,” he said.
I snorted out loud and covered my mouth with my hand and turned sideways because he was making me laugh too much. He pulled me with his hands around my ass until our hips bumped together where he relaxed against the front of my desk.
I glanced quickly again over my shoulder. My door was still closed. “What a sec,” I said, and I pushed myself away from him with my hands in his chest and I darted to my door and leaned my ear on it. Everything sounded normal out there. I carefully and quietly twisted the lock in my door and came back to him. I stepped over his legs and put myself back where I had been before, and I even draped my arms over his shoulders and dangled my fingers down the back of his neck.
I tickled my long fingernails lightly in his skin.
“You saw through me right away, didn’t you,” I said, and I lashed my tongue out at him. “You probably think I made the mistake on purpose so you’d come up to my office like this.”
“No,” he said, grinning and rocking my hips against the front of his hips. “You did it to see if the new guy even looks at the paperwork before signing off on it.”
“You think you know me so well,” I said.
“I know your type,” he said.
I dropped my head back and squealed at the ceiling of my office. I thrusted my head back down so my dark-coffee-brown waves of hair flew over my face and I tucked in my chin, I looked him hard through the tops of my eyes, and I said, low, tight, and gravelly, “You don’t know anything about me,” and I pushed my neck out, I lifted my face up, and I covered his mouth with my mouth.
It went on longer than I expected. Who am I kidding? I didn’t expect to kiss him at all, oh my god! But he was infuriating me. 
I pulled away from him and rocked my forehead against his forehead and caught my breath. “So is that the kind of girl you thought you saw in this big office behind that big desk?” I said.
Something came over me. I was feeling defiant. I was feeling rebellious. I’d always been judged to be a certain kind of girl, and I always conformed myself to what they judged me to be. And after all that, this man, like no other man I’d ever been anywhere near before, was the first and only one to explicitly admit to my face that he was judging me. The stripped-away pretence and double-talk and fake nonsense was refreshing. Is that what his world was like? Free of pretence?
“Girl’s got a lot going on in there, don’t she,” he murmured.
I snorted and dropped my mouth open and looked down between our bodies. I looked down because my hands had gone there as though they were someone else’s. It was my fingers that were feeding the tail of his belt through the large metal loop, and that was tugging at it to make the pin pop out of the hole in the leather.
“Never judge a book by it’s cover,” I breathed into his ear, and I bit it lightly. “Didn’t they teach you anything in school?” I groaned, and I pushed my hand down the front of his pants.
“Surprised you even think I went to school,” he said.
I kissed him wth my face corkscrewing against his face, and I pulled away, huffing and puffing, and began to draw my body down the front of his body like the warm syrup I had become.
“I’m not like that,” I said to him with my face at his stomach, looking up at him from below. I dropped onto my knees and peeled his pants open. “I’m more like you than you think,” I said, and I fished his bare cock out of his shorts and groaned because, holding it, I nearly fainted.
There was nothing I was doing that I could fully claim to be me doing it, even though I knew that that was my hand wrapping around that thick, hot penis.
“Don’t do anything just to prove to anyone what you are,” he said, and he caressed the side of my head with his fingers running through my hair.
I widened my eyes up at him and then I squinted them. I knelt up straight and wrapped one hand around his ass and stroked his erection toward my exposed neck. I couldn’t figure him out. No one had ever said that to me. I closed my eyes and sank my lips around his cock and pushed until it forced my mouth to open wider and filled it.
I moaned, but it was muffled. Nothing was like anything. I drew off him and plunged back down on him, further. He caressed my head gently and I liked knowing he was watching. I’d never done anything sexual outside a bedroom. I’d been with one boy before my husband, and even then, we only touched each other. I only sometimes sucked on my husband’s cock, but only when I was feeling particularly frisky and adventuresome.
It just wasn’t me. But with Ricky . . . not so much.
I worried about him cumming and realized that I couldn’t risk any spots on my dress. I certainly never tasted it before, but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like it. But what was I going to do? Leave him like that? Make him shoot into a cloth or something? We didn’t have much time. Someone was bound to be coming into my office soon.
“Do you like that?” he said down to the top of my head.
I twisted myself around to look up at him with his cock in my mouth. “Mm-hm,” I said, and I closed my eyes and sucked harder to show him. Because, in fact, I did like it. I liked how it made me feel, all slutty-like.
The way he asked, it wasn’t creepy and it wasn’t self-congratulatory. He was actually asking me if I liked something. Was this his world too? No pretences, no hidden motives, checking if people liked things or not? For real?
I moaned louder than I should have for the middle of the work day in the middle of a small office, and I pushed my mouth deeper down his shaft to try to muffle my noises better. I felt his thighs stiffen and his breath shorten. I don’t know who I became, but I dug my sharp painted nails into his bare ass and pulled hard. I jutted my chest and licked him all over his cock and pulled on it fast and hard. I lashed my tongue and made sure he saw me, looking up to show him I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I couldn’t say it in a million years! But he seemed to read minds well enough.
I groaned on him and sucked harder. His first spurt hit the back of my throat and I instinctively laughed and pulled off but I sank my mouth back around him remembering I didn’t want his cum on me. He filled my mouth so much my cheeks puffed and I swallowed what I could but it came out the corners of my mouth and dribbled down my face and hung in wiggling gobs from my chin.
I pulled myself up on his body and stood in front of him and handed him a tissue from the box on my desk. I held his hips in my hands and closed my eyes. “Help me,” I said in a whisper and put my face up to his to wipe his spots off my skin.
I trapped my tongue between my teeth and reached down to tuck his flaccid cock carefully back in his pants and I pulled up his fly, did his button, and even redid his belt.
“Be sure to check in with me when you’re back next week,” I said in a suddenly professional voice, stepping back from him. “Call up from the warehouse phone next time — it’s right inside the loading ramp door,” I said, going around my desk and back to my chair. “Extension 6,” I said to him meeting his eyes with mine. “And wait down there. I’ll come.”
“Okay, Miss . . . “ he said with his eyebrows up.
“It’s Danielle,” I said, looking back to my screen. “But you can use Ma’am. And please leave the door open on your way out, thank you.”
I heard him snort but I didn’t look up.
I felt guilt, naturally. I felt confused, too, about who that was that did that. I also felt giddy — ha! I screamed in my car before I got out of my parking slot. I actually sucked a man off — and swallowed him! Oh my god!
I tried to bring the conversation around to it at home, feeling my husband out, looking for the way in to break it to him that something happened, without going into the nitty gritty details. I asked him about his work, naturally.
He was a teacher of medieval history at the university. I teased him by calling him “professor,” but he hated that, even though he was “Dr.” because of his PhD.
“It certainly wasn’t the end of independent life,” he said. I’d asked how people used to get married, and how they lived, being married.
“It wasn’t marriage as such,” he said. “More informal, more contingent.”
“Like shacking up?” I said.
“Yeah,” he nodded. “With probably exactly the same success rate of staying together that we get with all the social pretension of it and the church and the government licence and everything else.”
I chuckled. But I couldn’t see my way to the topic at hand yet. “But they expected things, I guess.”
“Monogamy?” he raised his eyes to mine and I quickly looked away.
Too close! Too soon! “I guess,” I said.
“There wasn’t the same attention paid to it,” he said with a shrug. “Sex wasn’t seen as a duty, the way bringing home resources would be, or raising the children would be, or defending against threats.”
He looked at me as though I had further questions. I know he loved talking about his field. He showed nothing on his face that I had a reason to ask other than just being nice and showing an interest.
“What did they do?” I screwed up my face and with a snort. “Just cheat all the time?”
“It was more like gambling is for us, maybe,” he said. “It’s not for everyone, and maybe you had to sneak out to do it. But it wasn’t the end of the arrangement if one was found out playing card games with the boys in the back room down at the ol’ Inn,” he chuckled.
“Or pursuing a harmless dalliance with the delivery man,” I shrugged, but I also looked hard at him.
He laughed. “Or several!” he said. “It’s hard info to gain traction on, but a few researchers have been doing DNA tests here and there, and — yeah! — lots of mismatches going on!” he said, and he laughed more. “But not a lot of uxoricide.”
“Uh, what?”
He looked right at me. “Sorry. Killing of one’s wife. Uxoricide. You’d think with the prevalence of illegitimate offspring, there’d be more violence that way, but . . . “ he shrugged. “ . . . it doesn’t seem to have been a threat to them, or something they really cared about. I mean . . . ” he looked away from me and back down to his computer screen. “. . . they cared, but like, about as much as finding out the husband was sneaking off to play poker.”
I almost told him what happened. But I didn’t. It wasn’t because I wanted to lie to him, to betray him. It was because I knew: the thrill of it was that I had a secret, it was that I had a “risky venture” in life, something that was all mine and also, something that was — so different for me! — a little wrong.
“Probably as long as they didn’t rub their partner’s face in it,” my husband suddenly started up again, “but kept it secret so he or she didn’t have to walk around the village in shame or being laughed at, bob’s your uncle,” he chuckled. “The public knowledge of it, that was always the problem, not the actual fact of it,” he nodded at me.
I couldn’t tell him how much I agreed with him. I couldn’t tell him anything.
My phone lit up around 2 the following Wednesday and I didn’t have to see what other light on my phone was blinking to know it was the warehouse. I also didn’t have to lift the receiver to see who it was calling me from down there. I’d been sitting on pins and needles the whole week waiting for it.
The pressure was too much. I wasn’t, it turned out, the kind of girl who can lead a double life. My husband might have told me inadvertently that as long as I kept it out of sight, he could keep it out of mind, but I couldn’t do that. I knew what I was. And that was a proper, good, abiding girl. I was not a cheater.
I headed down to the warehouse having made up my mind to have a heart-to-heart with Ricky and let him know that it was all a terrible mistake.
It’s not my fault, the office made me wear nice clothes. The men down there all stopped and checked me out as I clacked in my beige pointed-toe pumps. I was in a blue striped Oxford shirt and a brown taffeta vest with a brown above-the-knee skirt. A tight skirt, though. I bit my lip. Ricky would like it, I knew that much.
I found him leaning against the open doorway of the loading bay looking like some hard-bitten movie character.
“Ricky?” I said, beckoning him with my finger curling to follow me. “Can you come with me please?”
The other men chuckled at him like he was the bad boy in trouble with the teacher. They all knew me as an efficiency task master. Or at least that’s what I hoped they saw in me.
“I want to show you the special stock shelves, for when you get a special additional order to deliver,” I said loud enough they could tell it was business I had to discuss with him up in the mezzanine crowded with boxes.
“Right-ee-o, Danielle,” he said, kicking himself off the wall.
When he was on the metal clanking steps behind and below me, I turned around. “It’s Ma’am out here, you got that?” I said, scanning around the floor from half way up the steps.
“Ma’am,” he nodded, joining me in scanning around.
He was teasing me again and I knew it. I squinted my eyes at him. This might be harder than I thought, I realized. He was everything I never was.
We got to the top level and I talked loudly enough that everyone else below went about their business. I lead Ricky down the furthest and darkest aisle between the high-stacked shelves of boxes of wine bottles and I turned around against the unpainted cinder block wall. The contrast with my office couldn’t be more extreme. I was as clashing in my dress here as he was, dressed in his jeans and t, up there.
He immediately stepped up to me and put his hands on my waist. We could hear the men talking and the beeping of trucks backing up.
“I just wanted to say,” I started, but he covered my mouth with his mouth.
I scrunched my hand into his groin. “Let me talk, would you!” I said and I peaked around his shoulders to make sure we were private.
He chuckled and pushed me backward until I stumbled against a stack of boxes. He kissed me again and I let him, too, but only until he let me tell him that we couldn’t do this anymore.
He picked me up by my waist and sat me down on the edge of a box. I squealed and covered my mouth. “Put me down!” I shouted in a whisper but I also giggled. He was being so stupid!
He pushed his rough hands into my bare knees and then over them, and up my thighs. The bottom edge of my skirt went up my legs with his hands.
I reached down between my legs and tried to tug the bottom edge of my skirt back down, but he just grinned and leaned over, standing up, to push his grizzled face between my knees.
“Ouch!” I said emphatically to him. His three-day whiskers scratched me like a Brillo pad.
“Open up,” he said.
“We have to talk!” I said. But he kept pushing my skirt up so that I had to hold my hands around his neck to balance myself and lift my derriere off the boxes so that he didn’t tear my skirt.
He got it up around my waist and I thought, now that that was out of the way, we can finally talk.
“So . . . ” I started, folding my arms over my chest. I tried so hard to be professional, even though I was sitting on a stack of boxes so high I wouldn’t  be able to jump down without twisting an ankle, and with my skirt up around my waist, exposing my pretty white underwear to him. My legs were parted too, because he was pushing himself between them. “ . . . as I was saying,” I nodded at him to try to focus him on the topic at hand.
He rudely and gruffly shoved his hands up the outside of my bare thighs and curled his fingers around the waist of my panties and tugged at them.
I clutched my hand around the middle of the waist below my belly button and gave him my stern teacher finger. “Now just stop that!” I said, and I flared my eyes at him and pursed my lips. “Listen to me!” I said.
But he just pushed his head down between my thighs. I had to pull them apart or he would have given me a rash with his stubble, my skin up there was so soft.
He gently pushed my body and I collapsed backward onto my elbows. It made me let go of my panties and he pulled them down my legs. I needed to wriggle side to side on my ass to keep him from tearing them!
He pulled them over my knees and down my shins and over my shoes. At least he was careful about that part!
I sat back up. It was increasingly hard to maintain my professionalism, but I cupped my hands together in my lap, even though I was nude from my waist to my pretty shoes. “I need to discuss something with you,” I said, and I nodded firmly at him and squinted my eyes to ensure he understood I meant business.
But he wrapped his hands behind my bare ass and scooped me up and  dragged me to the edge. I would have fallen off if I didn’t wrap my arms around his head. I squealed and laughed. He ducked down into my lap with his face like I was some trough he was going to eat from. His whiskers hurt and I said “Ow!” and slapped the back of his head. But there was nothing I could do except pull my knees up, catch my high heels in the edge of the box I sat on, and drop my legs wider apart and out of the way of his very pushy face.
“I’m trying to talk to you!” I harshly whispered and I pounding my fist into his back where he leaned over my lower body.
The sensation of his hot, wet tongue touching me between my legs was like stars exploding behind my eyes. I wasn’t expecting it and I wasn’t used to it. I didn’t let Fergus do that to me yet. We were only married three years!
I shrieked from his touch and he chuckled and reached up to cover my mouth with his hand. I bit his palm hard when he touched me again between my legs with his tongue. I curled my fingers up in his hair and tugged but he pushed down against me and touched me again with his tongue down there, this time going inside a little bit.
There was nothing I could do. I fell back on the box and I stopped tugging his hair and started pushing his head. I arched my back deeply and inhaled noisily. I couldn’t believe he was actually going to do that!
I grasped his wrist in my hand and pulled his hand over my mouth again because he was going to make me make a lot more noises if he kept doing what he was doing to me. I bit and sucked on the side of his hand and I automatically sucked off his finger and clamped my lips hard around it when he made me feel things more strongly.
My body was not my own. He made me writhe and contort under his touch. My hips vibrated and my lungs emptied. I thrashed side to side with my hair whipping across my face. He was relentless and unforgiving. My heels punched through the cardboard, and my body clenched all over hard, and releasing, and clenching again.
He didn’t seem to care that it was gross to go there with your mouth, and he didn’t seem to care whether I requested it or not, or didn’t want him to. Nothing seemed to matter to him, it seemed, when he wanted to do something!
I squirmed like a worn on a hook and I pushed my hips up into his mouth because he wasn’t touching me enough or too much or something. My spine curled and my hips rose and fell. I was rubbing my pussy up and down over his lips and tongue. Oh my god, I thought, as I bit his finger deep in my mouth and clenched my eyes and cried on the inside. He made me masturbate myself on his mouth!
I’ve had orgasms before, of course, I’m not completely inexperienced! But they were usually in my mind, or at least that’s where they started. My husband laughed at how I climaxed, because I was shy about it and embarrassed. I mean, who wouldn’t be!?
This time, though, I fought it off with my mind, but it came up through my body. I didn’t want to do that with this man, and certainly not while displayed like such a whore over a bunch of boxes in the dirty mezzanine of a warehouse! But the soles of my feet twitched and soon my legs were vibrating out of control.
He didn’t seem to recognize the signals and just kept right on. I tried to pull his hair and I tried to pull my body away from him, but he didn’t care what he was doing to me. My whole world went black and then filled with light. Everything happened at once and my body felt filled with warm honey. I arched so hard in my back I faced the wall behind me upside down. I glared with beading eyes, I was so amazed at what was going on in my body.
I never had one like that before. That’s for sure.
He kept me in that state so long I was utterly exhausted when he finally let me off his hook. He lifted his face away from me and my legs fell together to the side and I covered my poor, exposed little pussy with my hands, and I chuckled for no reason I knew of. It was like I was on some happy drug.
He treated it like everything was fine with what we just did. In his world, I supposed, maybe it was. He didn’t say anything, but he was such a gentleman, he carefully guided my panties back over my feet and pulled them up for me. He picked me up from the edge of the box and then kissed me before he let my feet touch the mezzanine floor again, rocking me against his body. I hugged his head and kissed him back harder than he kissed me.
When he set me down, I stepped back from him and dusted off my dress. “How do I look?” I said, and I turned slowly around for him.
He swept his hands over my butt and cleaned dust off me. “Good as ever,” he said with a smirk.
I stepped up to him and couldn’t stop smirking myself. I draped my arms over his shoulders and kissed him hard and deeply.
“You are not a very good listener!” I said to him.
“Gonna deduct my pay?” he said.
I snorted and we necked some more. “No, but you’re going to have to come to more meetings until you learn,” I said with a grin and I bit my tongue and pushed away from him.
I reached the railing out the front end of the aisle. In a loud voice for others to hear, I said, “And your truck is due for an inspection next week.” I looked at him with my eyes bulging so he understood. “So don’t forget to tidy it up!” I said sternly.
“No Ma’am,” he nodded at me.
I smirked. And then I turned, I looked over my shoulder at him, and I blew him a kiss. I said, in a whisper, “Same time next week?”
I’m not a dull girl. But the following week was the most exciting week by far in my life, aided by the fact, no doubt, that I couldn’t tell anyone about why.
I tried to tell my husband, but he made it hard again. “You wouldn’t be able to do that!” I teased him.
“What? Look the other way?”
“If I was doing something wrong?” I said.
The idea was so foreign to him, the concept so impossible, that he only laughed. “I would prefer to look the other way. I don’t want to know!”
I know that wasn’t his response to me really telling him that something was going on, but it was close!
I always wore nice clothes to work so my husband couldn’t have noticed that I was taking particular care Wednesdays. I determined that I would go to Ricky’s truck to talk in private with him and really truly let him know that we had to stop. But there was nothing wrong with looking really sexy doing that, was there?
I chose a short white sweater with rolled up sleeves and a short, high-waste skirt with tall black socks that left a few inches of bare thigh between the tops of my socks and the bottom of my high skirt. Also, I put on my shiny, black peek-toe platforms. It was over-the-top sexy anime, but I thought Ricky would like it. The shoes were so high I wobbled in them.
When he called, I told him to go wait for me in his truck. I didn’t want anyone seeing us going out together. I crossed the parking area with my head down scurrying and being careful not to trip. I tapped on the outside of the door and Ricky leaned over to open it up for me. The engine was idling and I laughed trying to pull myself up inside.
I shut the door behind me and pretended to straighten myself and get square in his seat with my clipboard in my lap as though I really was going to inspect him.
He whistled looking at my body and I crunched down low, spun sideways toward him and laughed shyly. I tried to tug my short skirt down but it wouldn’t go. I blushed and hid my face behind the clipboard.
“Stop looking at me!” I squealed and tittered.
“Better start in the back, I guess,” he said, gesturing over his shoulder to the sleeper box behind the seats.
I looked over my shoulder and bit my lip. I was scared. “Okay,” I said with a sigh. He took the clipboard from my hands and set it down on the dashboard. I put my hands on my thighs and breathed in deeply and let it out with puffed cheeks and big bulging eyes. I looked over at him and laughed again and bent over and tugged my skirt.
“I’m nervous,” I said.
“Just go in the back. Feel it out,” he said. “Tell me when you’re ready.”
I snorted and rolled my eyes and looked over my shoulder again into the darkness of the sleeper box. “What if I’m not ready?” I said.
“That’s okay,” he said. “Just say you’re not.”
He was making it far too easy. “Should I take my shoes off first?” I asked him.
“Sexier with them on,” he smiled at me.
I smiled too, and tittered. “Don’t look at me, okay?” I said. And I rolled over and stepped down between the seats and leaned over to put my hands on the bed back there and looked around.
He ran his hand around my ass beside him. I let him. He put his hand on my thigh and ran it up between my legs, and I let him do that, too. It felt good. I kneeled one knee on the bed and then the other and got on my hands and knees on his bed back there.
I looked over my shoulder because I knew he was looking at me anyway. “You made it nice back here. All for me?” I said.
He shrugged. “Sure . . . but I keep it pretty tidy and clean too anyway.”
I rolled over onto my back and leaned against a pillow I pulled behind my head. I pulled up one knee and crossed my other leg over it. “Why don’t you come back here and help me inspect it?” I said.
He came through like a bear in a tent. He wasn’t even on his back yet before I threw my leg over his lap and crawled over his body on my hands and knees. I dropped my head down between my shoulders and swept my hair up over my head so it fell down above both our heads, and I ducked down and kissed him.
“I missed you!” I said to him and I bit his tongue. “It was a long week.”
“I was hoping you’d take my call,” he said.
I just laughed. He was such a clown. He began to lift my sweater up my body and I helped him because I wanted to show him the underwear I bought.
I sat back on his lap kneeling over him and I let him watch as I took my time lifting my top up and pulling it over my stretched body and head. I put it aside and bit my lip and lifted my breasts in my bra at him. It was a red bra with a black ribbon bow in the middle. “Do you like?” I said.
He grabbed my breasts and rubbed me.
“Careful,” I said and I collapsed down over him.
“Too hard?” he said.
I leaned down and bit and kissed his ear. “That’s not the problem,” I said. “Too sensitive.”
“What might happen?” he said, rubbing my body all over.
“I think you already know what might happen,” I said.
He found the tiny zipper at the side of my skirt and I twisted around to watch his huge hands take my tiny skirt off my small body. I pulled my hair aside for us both to watch, and then I pushed myself up to press my hands into the ceiling to let him pull my skirt down my legs. I wriggled my bum to help him and I left my shoes and socks on.
And then I did something that even I wasn’t prepared for. But it was his fault! I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and pulled them down until they stretched between my thighs. Not for the first time, he removed my panties the rest of the way.
“Might as well, right?” I said, folding my arms behind my back and unclasping my bra. I let the straps fall down my arms, and though I teased him a moment, I laughed and let the cups fall from my chest. I was naked for him down to the tops of my socks.
I fell on him and hid my face and blushed and kissed his neck. “You make me feel good,” I said to him. “Did I ever tell you that?”
He took his clothes off and I let him. I helped him. I pulled his pants at the bottoms and fell back laughing. It felt natural to be naked with him, even in the back of his truck in the parking area of our  in the middle of the day. It was dark enough that no one could see and the engine rumbled to cover our sounds. I had a feeling there would be a lot of sounds! Plus the vibration was kind of exciting me.
It was very clean — way cleaner than I was prepared for. It felt like a rocket ship inside, compact, self-contained, clean, and with all the amenities you could want for life. He closed the curtains and put on a string of point lights. I laughed and clapped. He said he bought them and put them up for me.
We laid down together and at first I felt okay because we just kissed and murmured and laughed a little and rubbed noses. But then he started to push himself against me and I realized that he was probably thinking something was going to happen. We were under the sheet and all twisted up together in our limbs and very naked. I reached down and found his cock that surprised me it was so big and hard already. I gulped and wrapped my hand around it, hoping maybe I could make him cum and avoid the worst of it.
But he rolled over me and raised himself on his hands and knees over my body. He pulled the sheet away from us. I was naked and exposed under him and nervous, too. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I didn’t think it through and now that he was over top of me with me under him and with his cock touching my stomach every time he came down to kiss me, I realized I didn’t have any control over him anymore.
Or myself. I wrapped my legs around his waist and hooked my ankles together behind his back. I only wanted to tell him that it was nice being with him again, but all that came out was a low, long groan. I wanted to kiss him, but instead I pulled with my legs and raised my hips up to his. I wanted to pat him and assure him that this was enough, but instead I gripped my hands in his hips and pulled him down to me.
His cock penetrated the lips of my pussy and I sucked a sharp breath through my clenched teeth and pinched both hands hard into the skin of his waist.
“You okay?” he said in that low rumbling voice.
“Be careful with me?” I said, and I tapped with my fingers on his waist to tell him to try a little more.
He entered me further and I arched in my back and gasped with a noisy inhalation. “A little more?” I said to him. I liked showing him how brave I could be.
But he pushed himself fully down and hard, too, into me, surprising me and catching me off guard. I groaned out loud and squeezed my chest up into his body and wrapped my arms tightly around his back. I bit his neck.
“Still okay?” he said in my ear.
“Harder,” I said in his hear with a whisper. I snorted because I felt like a slut, his slut, but I wasn’t laughing anymore, once he began to plough me for real.
I felt flayed, I felt skinned alive. And then I rolled him over, I laughed and tittered, and I rode him right back, curling my hips in and out and ramming my pussy down the length of his cock.
“See how much you like it!” I said to him and I giggled. He squeezed my tits and I fell on him. He rolled us onto our sides and I pressed my hands and knees into the walls of his sleeper box, pushing myself hard back against him as he thrusted himself sideways into me from behind.
We rolled around and laughed and fucked in every position known to man! But I could tell he was ready when he pushed my back down in front of him and hauled my hips up to where he knelt behind me.
I bit my lip and crunched my fingers into his sheets to get ready for him.
“You want it hard?” he said softly.
I groaned because I couldn’t imagine anyone asking someone else such a personal question. It was embarrassing! “Yes!” I said and I hid my face down in the sheet. “Hard as you like to do it,” I cried out into his bed.
He jolted me so badly I couldn’t breathe and when he pulled back out, my whole body seemed to suck back with his cock. He rammed into me again so hard I fell off my elbows and onto my stomach. I curled my hips up laying flat and he laid on me with his weight and penetrated me deeper than I thought I had a pussy for!
I came, too, though I tried to hide it. He knew though — he said so afterword. He came inside me and made me feel like I was nothing but — and excuse me, but I saw it on my husband’s computer once — a cum bucket!
Like every other time — I guess my lover and I had our routine already! — I dressed, he helped me find my clothes (which were all over) and I made myself all professional again before I opened the door, blew him a tiny, private kiss, and stepped down from his huge, rumbling truck.
The following week, we drove somewhere else for my lunch break. I made him come earlier. As he drove to a spot he thought would be hidden enough, I lifted my feet onto his dashboard and took my own panties off this time, thank you very much! I wore my narrow leather skirt for him, and my black shirt this time.
I completely undressed while he tried to drive and I laughed because I was distracting him so badly. I started to rub myself in his passenger seat and when that wasn’t enough I brought his hand between my legs and made his finger rub me.
He needed to shift gears with the big stick between us. I was being a scamp and got up and rubbed my pussy all over his hand where he gripped the stick and tried to shift gears with it. I sat in his lap completely naked and hung from his neck kissing him as he turned this way and that. I even slid down to the floor of his truck and took his penis in my mouth while he was still trying to drive!
When he stopped, I leapt up and threw myself into his sleeper box. I opened my legs for him and urged him to hurry with my arms up and outstretched. “Fuck your horny slut already!” I shouted at him and I laughed.
He was such a gentleman, he always made me cum first.
Like every time, he helped me make myself proper again too, and helped me become professional before I climbed back out of his truck and out of the other world that  it was for me.
“What if I told you I had a boyfriend?” I said to my husband. “An affair?”
He didn’t look up from his computer. He snickered, though. “Well, like I said,” he grinned. “Out of sight, out of mind.”
“Every Wednesday,” I said. “At work.”
“Sounds great,” he smirked.
“Truck driver,” I said.
He laughed. “The rough and tumble type! Older too, I’m sure,” he snickered.
“46,” I said.
He laughed.
“You okay with that?” I said.
“Uh huh,” he answered easily.
“He makes me cum so hard,” I said.
That got my husband’s attention! He didn’t know I could even talk like that. And the fact is, I couldn’t, at least not until Ricky started doing me.
But you know what? Maybe he was right. I knew one thing for sure: our sex life had never been better. For one thing, I swallowed him for the first time that week! (And guess what? — I loved it!)
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