

I CHEATED WHILE HUGGING MY HUSBAND

Alex Lee


Copyright © 2020 Alex Lee

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or modified in any form, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the copyright holder.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

I.  Fireworks

II.  A night out

III.  Our new roommate

IV.  A sleepless night

V.  Epilogue


I.  Fireworks

Antony and I were on a 12-day escorted tour in Peru that we had booked for our 10th wedding anniversary. We had left our kids at home with Antony’s mum and were travelling by coach, visiting beautiful nature spots and scenic towns during the day and enjoying nice dinners in the evenings, usually at the hotels where our tour group was being stationed for the night.

In the evening of day five of the tour, the tour guide took the whole group to watch the fireworks dedicated to the celebration of the cross of Cusco. Since we were a tour group, they let us first on the viewing platform, and we managed to take the best vantage points, right in front. It felt a bit nippy outside, and I was pressing my body tight against my husband’s, trying to steal his warmth and hoping that the fireworks display would not last for too long. I had underestimated how quickly the air temperature dropped in the Andes once the sun went down and had dressed too lightly. We were standing next to another couple from our group, Paul and Jessica, and it was a constant struggle to keep our places in the front row at the parapet guardrail because the crowd was growing denser by the minute, squashing us from all sides. I was not complaining since I was standing between Antony and Paul who shielded me to some extent, but poor Jessica was standing on the other side of her husband and two girls were literally stepping on her toes. We were packed like sardines, and the waiting was becoming unbearable, so everyone sighed with relief when the fireworks finally started. And they were magnificent!

I was watching the show with excitement, when, perhaps about two minutes into it, I felt a hand brushing my ass. I tried to look behind me, but my limited ability to move amongst the mass of human bodies pushing me ever so tightly against the parapet did not allow me to find out who the offender was. I looked back at the sky, attracted by the crackles of the egg-shaped pattern firework that had just lit the mountain hills in front of us. Then I felt once again someone’s palm on my butt cheek.

This time I was much quicker, and I saw out of the corner of my eye that the hand that had just touched my bum was, in fact, Paul’s.

I thought that this was just an innocent contact because of the jolts the people in the crowd were giving us, but after I felt his hand on my ass cheek a couple of more times, I began suspecting that it might not be accidental. I felt weird and huddled up closer to Antony, while I gave Paul a hate glare. Paul grinned innocently at me and pointed with the hand that had just brushed my shorts at a red firework crossette in the sky that had just broken into multiple smaller comets.

“Look! This one is my favourite! Jess, Sonya! I love beauty!” he shouted.

Paul’s face was gleaming with joy, and he did not look at all like someone who had just done something wrong. I began doubting my rushed conclusion and regretted making a face at him.

What if I imagined Paul’s transgression? Will he ever dare to touch me, while his other arm is wrapped around his wife’s shoulders? Paul is such a sweet, how could I even think that he could do something like this? It must be my imagination, I thought.

Antony and I had befriended Paul and Jessica on the tour. They had also come to celebrate their 10th wedding anniversary like us. In fact, my husband and I would have never made friends with them, if it were not for the tour guide who had announced during the group’s introductory session that we were the two couples celebrating wedding anniversaries. Chatting with Paul and Jessica felt very natural because our two families had a lot in common. Our new friends also had two kids about the same age as ours, and they too had left them home with Paul’s parents. Paul and Antony both loved football, and they could talk for ages about the game. They also talked a lot about cars, guns, and other manly hobbies. One could tell that they enjoyed each other’s company.

Jessica and I were friendly to each other and easily made chit-chat, but I must admit that I did not quite like her. She was always very polite to Antony and me; however, often she was also border condescending to me, either telling me how to dress better or giving me unsolicited advice on how to bring my children up. When Jessica did that, she pissed me off. Still, I had decided to tolerate her for the time being because I convinced that deep down, my new friend was a very insecure person and was overcompensating for her insecurities by trying to make others feel insecure themselves. Jessica believed that the people who allowed her to patronise them posed no threat to her. At the same time, she felt vulnerable around people whom she did not know well or thought she had not subjugated enough. For example, she was quite comfortable and laughed at any flirtatious jokes that her husband was throwing, in my presence or that of Julia, one of her friends from the tour group, whom she regularly patronised as well. However, my new girlfriend would grow extremely jealous and suddenly become snappy at her husband because of the way he had looked at some random girl that was passing by.

Jessica could easily make us all feel guilty if we did not agree with her opinion on something, but Paul used to get the worst treatment by his overbearing wife. She would give her husband the silent treatment for hours as a punishment for not siding with her. Sometimes I felt sorry for Paul, who had to tolerate his wife’s mood swings and her dominating nature.

As for Paul, I liked him. He was a handsome thirties something tall brunette chap, jovial, always smiling, chatty and funny, but funny in a good way, never overdoing it. He was often too impulsive for his own good and tended to be a little too confident at times, especially when he wanted to show off his masculinity, projecting himself as a kind of a macho guy, but overall, he was delightful to be around. I also suspected by the way he talked to me and looked at me, that he had a secret crush on me. To be fair, I was sure that Paul liked me a lot, and I was not surprised because I knew that I was a catch back then, and men happened to develop crushes on me. I had never reciprocated since I loved Antony and had never thought of having an affair. As long as Jessica did not get a whiff of Paul’s little crush on me, I did not mind it because I knew that it was all innocent; both Paul and I were in respectful and loving relationships, and I was a faithful wife. I could not define what I felt for Paul as having hots for him but let us say that I was just a little curious. While I did not think much of his compliments, I felt flattered to feel secretly adored by a handsome masculine guy, that Paul was, and I certainly enjoyed his company. My husband was fun to be in his company as well, but in an entirely different way to Paul. Antony is the smart guy, who always analyses things and manages to share his thoughts in a non-intrusive and yet charming way, so while he and Paul were the exact opposites, they in a way complemented each other.

Until that moment on the platform, I had thought of Paul as a funny and attractive guy who liked to make flirty comments but was overall well-behaved. I regarded him as someone who enjoyed entertaining our two couples with some innocent jokes and flirts, but nothing more than that. That is why I was taken aback when I felt his hand grazing my butt.

Jessica interrupted my thoughts with a squeal, “Look at the red ones, wow!”

She jumped with excitement, and even reached out for my hand, pushing out of the way her husband, as she said, “Sonya, it feels so electrifying, doesn’t it?”

Jessica had this compulsion to show off all the time how much she was enjoying herself and seeking acknowledgement from others, which made her act somewhat animated, even fake.

I did not like it when she did that, but I still took her hand, looked at her and replied with a smile, “Yes, I love it!”

That was when I felt Paul’s palm on my right buttock once again. There was no mistake; he was feeling my ass. I let go of Jessica’s hand and grabbed the guardrail in front of me. Yet, I did not pull away from Paul but stood still and looked at the next firework streaking into the sky.

I told myself, no need to make a scene, not in front of his wife, Antony and all those people. People are squashing us from all sides, pushing Paul against my body, making the temptation irresistible. I should be able to understand. The guy has hots for me! I know by the way he has been looking at me, by his jokes, so what do I expect? Boys will be boys! It is so crowded here that no one else will notice Paul’s little transgression.

I tried to justify in my head Paul’s behaviour with the temptation caused by my proximity because I wanted to forgive him. He had been so kind to me since the moment we had met, so I had to give him some slack. However, that was not the only reason. I kind of also liked feeling his hand on my bum. I should have felt violated by his action, and I did, but at the same time, I felt this rush of erotic warmth and emotion pumping through my veins, flowing through my whole body and making my head spin a little. I liked the novelty of the feeling of doing something forbidden, of being desired by a man who was not my husband.

If people knew what was going on, they would have struggled to understand my behaviour. I was not sure that even I understood myself. I felt like a slut at that very moment, but instead of moving away from Paul or tell him to move, or push him away, my hand remained on the handrail in front of me, and I stayed still. At that moment, I found out that the sensation of newness aroused me!

“Honey,” Antony said as he let go of my other hand and put his arm around my shoulder. “I think what makes the show so beautiful is the thoughtful decision of the organisers to set up the firework display against the backdrop of the mountain peaks, thus avoiding the glare of the city underneath. So smart, isn’t it?”

That was my husband! Always trying to reason things out, and I loved him. I loved him a lot, and I was determined to stay faithful to him for the rest of our lives. However, I was still not prepared to break free from the strange excitement of being squeezed between the two men, my lovely husband, and this new man who was insistently keeping his hand on my buttock.

It’s not a big deal, Sonya, I told myself. This is like taking a sip of wine, just to taste it a little. It’s not like drinking the whole bottle and getting drunk.

“Very smart, hon,” I finally answered my husband’s question.

Just when I had managed to convince myself that I should not be too alarmed by Paul’s hand on my bum, I felt his fingers crawling up my ass cheek until he found the waistband of my shorts and began to slide his hand slowly between the skin of my hip and the fabric of my shorts. I still did not move.

Surely, he won’t do it when he realises that I do not wear any underwear! I thought.

I was wearing jogger style shorts with elasticated tie waist and had not put on briefs underneath. I had always shaved my private parts, leaving only a thin landing strip in front, so I had never complained of excessive sweating in the groin area. However, sitting in a coach seat for hours could make you sweat down there and irritate your delicate parts. Thus, when getting ready in the morning, I had decided to leave my thong in the suitcase, so I did not have to worry about unnecessary chafing.

Antony asked me something, but my brain seemed unable to comprehend what he was saying, my mind seemed preoccupied with another question. I felt my heart pounding in my chest as I wondered. Will he dare do it? Will he have the audacity to grope my naked ass just a few inches away from my husband and his wife?

Paul did not let me wait for his answer for too long: he did it! He slid his hand further down and cupped my naked ass cheek!

I sighed, and luckily, my husband and Jessica did not hear me because of the loud crackling noise made at that moment by the peony shape firework soaring into the sky. My soft moan was not caused so much by my sexual arousal; it was, to a much greater extent, a result of the release of tension built in anticipation of that touch on my naked flesh.

Paul was taking an enormous risk. I saw myself turning around, however difficult it was going to be with all the people pushing us up against the parapet guardrail, and slapping him in the face, shouting at him, “You bastard!”

But I did not do it. Instead, I smiled at my husband, who was still staring me in the eyes, waiting for my reply. I gathered enough of my composure to be able to provide a vague answer to a question I had not heard, “Yes, honey, it feels great!”

I let Paul’s hand stay inside my shorts, allowing him to feel my butt for about a minute, letting him gently squeeze my ass cheek and rub his palm against my soft skin. However, when he slid his hand further down, trying to reach my pussy from behind, I stepped back from the parapet, pushing my back and butt against the people standing behind me and forcing Paul to pull his hand out of my pants.

I said immediately, loud enough so that not only Paul and Antony could hear me but also Jessica, “OK, folks, the fireworks will be over in a couple of minutes, let’s beat the crowds to the footbridge, shall we?”

“Good idea, Sonya,” Jessica concurred with me, and we began making our way through the throngs of people gathered on the platform.

While we walked to the pick-up place where our coach was already waiting for us, I did not speak at all and avoided looking at Paul. Antony and Jessica, oblivious to what had just happened between their spouses, talked about their impressions of the fireworks.

Paul also described what he had felt while watching the show, in a very poetic way, something not very typical for him, “Overwhelmed by the beauty in front of me, I felt like stretching my hand and touching it, dragged by its irresistible appeal.”

“Ha-ha, Paul,” Jessica laughed and mocked her husband for his choice of words. “Catching a firework? Do you even listen to yourself?”

While Jessica did not know what he was referring to, I knew, and this time I could not resist but look at him.

He was expecting it because he grinned at me immediately as he said, “Sonya, you are a sensual person, and you know what I mean, right?”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. If you play with fire, you can easily catch one, Paul!” I replied briefly.

When we got on the coach, I thought of an excuse not to sit next to Jessica and Paul. I said that I had a leg cramp and I needed to lay down on the back row of seats where no one was sitting. Antony joined me.

I decided not to tell my husband about my experience with Paul at the fireworks show, so we continued the tour as if nothing had happened. I made sure that we kept away from Paul and Jessica for the next two days by befriending another couple from Utah with whom we spent most of the time. I also changed our seating arrangement in the coach to avoid the awkwardness of having to sit behind Jessica and Paul. Paul behaved as if he had done nothing wrong whenever Antony and I bumped by accident into him and his wife.


II.  A night out

On the third day after the fireworks, we arrived in Lima. Antony and I got off the coach and were getting ready for a group visit to the cathedral at Plaza de Armas when Paul and Jessica approached us.

“Hey, folks,” Paul said. “Jess and I think of going out for drinks tonight. The tour guide recommended one of the nightclubs in Lima, and we plan to visit it with a bunch of other folks from the tour. Would you like to join us? Jess has a birthday today, and the first three rounds of drinks will be on us! I’ve read somewhere that this is a Peruvian tradition.”

Antony politely congratulated Jessica, “Happy Birthday, Jessica!”

She giggled, “Thank you!” and offered her cheek for a kiss.

Jessica was smiling from ear to ear. She began bouncing with excitement up and down on her toes as if she was about to be kissed by Elvis.

My hubby leaned forward to kiss her cheek, but because of Jessica’s constant movement, Antony misjudged his target, and his mouth landed on hers.

Oops! I thought when I saw his lips touching hers. This is gonna freak Ant out!

I knew my husband. He was so shy that he would never have tried to do something like this on purpose. Even if he had the hots for Jessica, he would not have kissed her on the mouth in front of Paul and me. Antony blushed with embarrassment as he pulled away from Paul’s wife.

What had happened was just an innocent misunderstanding; however, Jessica took the small mishap as some kind of proof that my hubby was into her and poked Paul in the ribs as she squeaked, “Look at that, honey! Your birthday girl has a new admirer!”

Then she looked triumphantly at me as if she had already stolen my husband with one unfortunate peck on the lips. She was pissing me off. At that moment, I wished I could tell her that her husband was so much more into me than she could have ever imagined, but of course, I did not.

Paul acted like a true gentleman and brushed aside the little incident as he chuckled, “Well, what can I do? My gorgeous birthday girl is irresistible!”

Antony’s face turned crimson red as he mumbled, “Yeah, sorry, I did not mean to, I meant, I mean-”

“Don’t worry, buddy!” Paul laughed but then decided to tease my poor Antony, tapping him on the shoulder, “I am like you. I can resist anything but temptation!”

I came to my husband’s rescue by deflecting the attention from him as I put my arms around Jessica’s waist and pulled her towards me for a hug, “Happy Birthday, Jess!”

“Thank you, Sonya!” Jessica thanked me in a squeaky voice, and we hugged.

“So, you are coming then?” Paul asked when I pulled away from his wife.

“We haven’t planned anything for tonight, have we, darling?” Antony asked me and looked at me, still struggling to regain his composure.

I had not completely gotten over Paul’s behaviour at the fireworks, but his wife’s stupid attitude had pissed me off, and I wanted to show her that I could also flirt with her husband if I wished so.

So, I answered Antony’s question, “No, we haven’t,” and then I turned to Paul as I smiled almost flirtatiously, “It will be a great pleasure for Antony and me to join you and your lovely wife, Paul.”

“Oh, that is fantastic!” Paul exclaimed, unable to hide how happy he was that I had accepted the invitation. “I am so glad that you will join us, my friends! I really missed your company for the past couple of days. I contemplated murdering that elderly couple from Utah that was with you all the time!”

I melted when I heard his joke, and I laughed, almost as if I were telling him, OK, you are forgiven this time, you naughty boy! But make sure you behave from now on!

I saw a shadow flit across Jessica’s face. I knew that she had not considered me a threat because I had gone along with her self-appointed role of the ‘alpha-female’ in our relationship, but this time I had made her jealous, and I liked it.

“That’s great! We are doing the Santo Domingo tour so see you tonight!” she said abruptly, took Paul’s hand and led him away to the pick-up point of their tour.

A few hours later, I put on the only outfit I had in my luggage, which I considered somewhat suitable for a club night. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I liked what I saw. The high-rise miniskirt with moon and sun print went well with the black booties and it paired nicely with the black solid stretch-knit cropped cami top to create a casual, yet elegant look. I was pleased with my choice of spaghetti strap top because it was comfortable to wear, and still sexy, revealing enough of my bust to accentuate the round shapes of my boobs. The skirt’s high-rise waist created a focal point at my thin waistline without drawing the attention too much away from my long legs, which were nicely emphasized by the mini’s hemline at mid-thigh level. The asymmetrical front slit of the miniskirt showed even more of my upper thigh, revealing just the right amount of skin to keep Antony interested. The skirt was well secured in place through its concealed back zip closure; thus, I did not have to worry about it twisting around when I danced or climbed on or off bar stools.

Only if I could instil the same attention to dress etiquette in my husband! Despite my subtle hints to put on something more formal, Antony decided to come to the drinks dressed in the same shorts and t-shirt which he had been wearing all day.

It turned out that since we were a considerable group going to the nightclub, about twelve or thirteen of us, the tour guide had arranged for the coach driver to drive us from the hotel to the venue at 8 pm and pick us up from the club at 1 am. The poor driver, I felt sorry for him. He had to navigate the massive coach through the streets of Lima and had to be up the next day for a 10 am departure. However, I was grateful that the arrangement saved us the hassle of ordering a taxi and worrying about coming back to the hotel in the middle of the night. We did not know how safe Lima was at night.

The club was a popular place not only for the locals but for tourists as it got full very soon. Paul bought the first three rounds of drinks as he had promised. Antony is not much of a drinker, but occasionally when he likes the company and especially when we are on vacation, he can get very drunk and soon it became clear that this evening was going to be one of those occasions. I was also indulging in Rafael Tirado Laberinto, one of the white Chilian wines which they had at very reasonable prices in this venue. In the beginning, we all sat at one corner of the bar and chatted, but once the alcohol began flowing, we started to venture onto the packed dance floor.

Dancing was a good way to stay away from the alcohol, so I was glad that Antony stuck around dancing with me for at least thirty minutes. However, since neither he nor I knew how to dance hip hop and they started playing a Beyoncé song, we were about to head back to our seats, when Jessica waved at us.

She was already more than tipsy and slurring her words, she said, “Don’t worry, Sonya! We don’t know how to dance hip hop either; just watch the others and learn by doing!”

Paul and Jessica persuaded us to stay on the dance floor. They were not bad at hip hop while it was a bit of a disaster for Antony and me. The only thing that my hubby and I managed to achieve was to add more sweat to the one already coating our bodies. I was also concerned that perhaps my short skirt was revealing too much of my butt when I was trying booty popping or rolling my hips. Well, I could undoubtedly deduce from Paul’s glances that I was making an impression on him, so I was glad when the DJ decided to play a slow dance song from the eighties.

Antony invited me to dance with him, and I interlaced my hands together behind his neck. He placed his hands on my hips, and we began dancing. My husband seemed very horny since only a few seconds into the dance, he pulled me in closer to his body and deliberately pressed his erection against my tummy.

Antony complimented my outfit, “Honey, you are so sexy tonight in your miniskirt! I can’t wait until we get back in our room to take it off you.”

“Hi-hi,” I giggled, “Honey, I will put on another outfit which you love, my satin lace gown, as soon as we get into our bedroom. I promise!”

My husband slipped his hands from my hips onto my bum, leaned his face towards mine and as I closed my eyes, he planted a hard kiss on my lips. I was horny too, and I was sure that the wetness I was feeling between my legs was not only my sweat.

When we broke the kiss, I looked over Antony’s shoulder, and my gaze fell upon Jessica and Paul, who were also dancing in a close embrace. Paul managed to grin at me, and I felt that it was appropriate to smile back at him.

When the DJ chose to play another slow-beat song, Antony and I prepared to go back to our spot at the bar; however, Paul asked me to a dance. I hesitated for a second, but since Jessica assumed that it was without question expected that she had to dance with my husband as well, I let go of Antony and put my hands on Paul’s shoulders. He placed his hands on my hips, and we began dancing.

The song must have been a popular tune for the locals because suddenly many more couples appeared on the floor and within a minute or so I lost eye contact with my husband and Paul’s wife. I did not worry; I knew Antony was not a cheater. Since he was a rather quiet guy, I wondered how he was handling Jess, who was too chatty for his taste.

Paul’s voice interrupted my thoughts, “You look gorgeous, Sonya! You are the sexiest woman on this dance floor!”

I smiled politely and replied, “Thank you, Paul.”

So far, Paul had kept the expected ten to fifteen inches of separation between our bodies, but now he pulled me closer to him, leaned his face towards my cheek, and I felt his warm breath on my skin as he whispered in my ear, “Sonya, you know that the first time I met you, I thought that you were a model! You have the most beautiful face I have ever seen and perfect body proportions!”

I knew that I was pretty, and I knew that I had a slim body with slender legs, very well shaped B-sized boobs and a firm butt, all of which had always attracted men’s attention. I understood what outfit colour and make-up went best with my shoulder-length blonde hair and deep blue eyes, turning men’s heads whether I was walking in the office or going out for coffee with friends or with my husband. I was well aware of my impact on men. However, I also realised that Paul was showering me with compliments because he had decided to flirt with me openly and was hoping to get something more than a slow dance with me. I could easily guess his promiscuous intentions.

Yet, I liked his compliments and decided to respond in kind as I smiled, “Thank you, Paul. You are also a very handsome man.”

“I am glad you think so, Sonya,” he replied as he pressed his body tightly against mine, and yes, I felt his hard-on against my stomach.

I kept dancing but pulled my head backwards, looked him in the eye and smiled to let him know that I felt his erection, but I was not freaking out.

Paul’s response was to smile at me and, without removing his crotch from my tummy, he said, “Isn’t it wonderful that we appreciate each other?”

I hadn’t been blind, and I knew that he was hugely hung because I had noticed the bulge in his shorts. Also, his wife, in her desire to show off how much she had better things than me, had managed to tell me that her husband was not only well-endowed but had exceptional stamina in bed. I knew all that; however, feeling Paul’s massive cock pressed against my body was a totally different revelation. I felt embarrassed that I had perhaps involuntarily given Paul the impression that I might engage in an affair with him despite that I was a married woman. I was also confused that I kind of liked what I felt on my stomach. I didn’t like it that much, to be honest, but I was curious. Yes, the right word is ‘curious’. I wondered what it would be to feel such a monster between my legs.

Maybe that is why Jessica seems a little insane, I thought, and the idea involuntarily brought a smile to my face. Being fucked by such a massive dick must twist your mind.

After three glasses of wine, my judgement was questionable.

I knew that, and that is why I told myself. Pull yourself together, Sonya! It is not as if your husband is not capable in bed or that the two of you do not have great sex. Just don’t fall for the charms of this hunk and push his dick away!

And yet, the newness of what I was feeling prevented me from doing the right thing, and I did not push Paul away.

Instead, I told him, “I am sure Jessica appreciates you a lot, Paul. And you appreciate her too.”

“Oh, yes, we do. Jess is gorgeous, but I thought we were talking about you,” he said, and his grip on my waist tightened.

“Why?” I asked him, and a coquettish smile flickered across my face. “Why do we have to talk about me?”

“You know why, Sonya. You know that you are mesmerizingly beautiful, and when I am with you, I cannot talk about anything else but you,” Paul replied, beaming with excitement.

He pressed his crotch against me even more tightly, so tightly that it became almost impossible to sway to the music, and we stopped dancing.

“I think it is time to stop with the compliments, don’t you think so, Paul?” I said because I began to fear that by entertaining this exchange of compliments and letting him shamelessly advertise his erection, I was giving him the come-on.

“Why? We both like each other, and our significant others are on the other side of the floor from where they cannot see us,” he replied and perhaps figuring out that he was about to cross my red line, he pulled his crotch slightly away from me, just enough so that we could resume dancing.

I did not reply. We were dancing in a tight embrace while the prudent wife inside me fought my newly discovered promiscuous self.

“Would I upset you too much if I sneaked in a kiss?” Paul asked me and suddenly leaned his face towards me, preparing to plant his lips onto mine.

I turned my head to the side, dodging the kiss, and then I pressed my cheek against his as I whispered in his ear, “No, Paul, you can’t do this. I am a married woman!”

Paul did not reply but tilted his head and kissed my neck, a long, sensual kiss.

I did not pull away.

I just repeated in a faint voice, “You can’t do this.”

Paul’s right hand slipped down from my hips to my butt, and he squeezed my left ass cheek, while his left hand let go of my waist, slid up onto my side, then onto my stomach and made its way onto my chest. Before I could react, Paul planted a second kiss, further up, on my jawline and at the same time his hand cupped my right breast, squeezing it gently. I was not wearing a bra; hence I felt very well how his fingers softly squeezed my hardened nipple through the fabric of my cami top.

I could not let this continue any further, so I pushed him away. It was just in time because the song finished, and the other couples broke apart.

“Thank you for the best dance I have had in ages,” Paul said as he took my hand and smiled at me.

I replied, “Thanks,” as expected and let him lead me to our seats at the bar where Antony and Jessica were already sitting.

When I saw Jessica giggling at something Antony had just said, I felt a great relief. They had not seen me and Paul dancing way more intimately than expected and did not suspect anything.

I decided to keep away from Paul for the rest of the evening. My job was made easier when others from our tour group joined us, and everyone seemed focused on getting drunk. They were joking loudly, and I would say, two of the girls, despite the presence of their husbands, appeared to be brazenly hitting on Paul and Antony. For his part, Antony looked determined to ignore them and indulged himself in various cocktails featuring Pisco, the local brandy. I stuck to wine for a while, but after the fourth glass for the evening, I felt that I was more than just tipsy and switched to lemonade. Jessica did not cut down on the alcohol, and soon she was too drunk to be a good company. She got agitated by Sarah and Amber, the two wives that seemed out of control and were flirting with Paul.

Paul was going along with Sarah’s and Amber’s frisky behaviour but only to a point. Contrary to what I had come to expect from him, whenever their remarks were becoming too suggestive, he would back off making it clear that he was joking and nothing more. Alan and James, the husbands of Sarah and Amber, seemed more interested in each other than in their wives’ behaviour. They could not stop talking between themselves at the corner of the bar, so much that I started to suspect that they might be in fact, gay. Soon, Jessica’s drunkenness took an even uglier turn. Her agitation turned into a series of snappy outbursts at her husband, so I was not too surprised that, when I stood up and told my husband that I was heading to the bathroom, Paul followed me in an attempt to take a short break from his drunken wife.

“She’s awful when she is drunk,” Paul told me as he caught up with me in the corridor leading to the loos, “And Sarah and Amber make things worse.”

“Yeah, Jessica is a bit snappy tonight, isn’t she?” I replied. “She seems jealous, Paul.”

“She is, but I have given her no reason to be jealous.”

“Haven’t you?” I said, and I looked at him.

“Well, I meant in general,” he chuckled because he knew what I meant and after a short pause, he added, “Some special persons excluded.”

I smiled and shook my head before I entered the ladies’ room.

I could not stop thinking about Paul and his attitude. He felt that his wife had unfairly treated him because of the two drunken girls’ flirtatious behaviour. And yet, he had no qualms about flirting with me and more than that.

And silly me, I thought, I had allowed him to do it. But no more! I should stop thinking about him as this hot and interesting guy. I should treat him as the cocksure skirt-chaser that he really is, a dandy that I should stay away from.

That was easier said than done. By that point, I knew that Paul was a womaniser, a ruthless philanderer who didn’t care if he hurt or destroyed someone’s family in the pursuit of his carnal desires. However, he was still making me feel in a way that I had never felt before. He was not even my type, but there was something about him, some masculine assertiveness combined with his impulsiveness, that attracted me and completely disarmed me when he was around me.

I was still looking down, straightening my skirt, when I popped out of the bathroom and bumped into Paul. He had been waiting for me.

He grabbed my waist and pulled me into him, “There is no one around, Sonya. What about that kiss?”

I opened my mouth to tell him off, but he used the moment to press his lips against mine. I realised that my curiosity about this stranger had grown into a small crush on him when I subconsciously parted my lips and let his tongue touch mine. The prudent inner self was telling me that I should not do it and pull away while no one else had come into the semi-dark corridor and seen us. The other-self, the lustful one, wanted me to continue savouring the warm waves of excitement that were flowing from my groins through my stomach, and all the way up to my hypersensual nipples pressed against the chest of the stud whose tongue was exploring the depths of my mouth. And he was not shy about his ambitions. Keeping hold of me with one arm wrapped around my waist, his other hand ventured into my skirt slit. Softly caressing the skin of my upper thigh, his hand made its way further up between my thighs in front, nudging me gently to part my legs and give him access to the tiny triangle of the G-string thong covering my pussy.

After fifteen seconds or so, letting Paul’s tongue touch all over mine while his hand rubbed my pussy through my thong, I managed to get enough strength and break the kiss.

With a string of saliva still connecting our lips, and my rapid and heavy breathing breaking up my words, I laid my hands on his chest, and as I pushed him away from me, I said, “This was the most you could have hoped for, Paul. No more!”

Then I walked down the corridor. Paul did not follow me; probably out of precaution, he had decided to re-join our group at the bar later, making sure we did not raise any suspicions.

Shit! I thought as I walked. What have I done? I kissed another man, and I let him feel me. Shit! I have just cheated on my husband!

I was about to turn around the corner when I stopped as I felt panic and guilt starting to take hold of me. I felt my heart racing and a sudden feeling of warmth spreading through my chest, neck and face.

Antony and the others will surely notice what I have done when they see my flushed face. Shame and guilt must be oozing out of me, and they will see it straight away, I continued to panic.

I looked behind me. Paul had disappeared. Maybe he had gone into the gents or taken the other exit.

I took a deep breath. OK, I’ve done what I’ve done. I will do it no more. I must calm down now. At the end of the day, I have only made out with Paul; it’s not like as if I had let him fuck me or something. I will draw the line here, and this will never be repeated! I promise this to myself! No one will know of my little indiscretion with Paul, we are both drunk, these things happen when people are drunk, and as long as they are not repeated, it should be OK. It was just one-off. I still love my husband, and all will continue as if nothing has happened.

Self-talk helped me. My breathing finally slowed down; my heart rate went back to normal. I checked that my top and skirt were all in place. Then I remembered that I had to check if my lipstick was still intact.

I went back to the ladies, went inside, and looked at my face in the mirror. My passionate kiss with Paul had only slightly smeared my lipstick. I pulled a tissue out of my purse and wiped the few lipstick smudges off my face.

Better be safe than sorry! I thought.

Then I re-applied my lipstick and examined my face once again.

It looks better! I sighed with relief. I hope Paul is smart enough to check his face for lipstick smudges too.

When I came back at the bar, I found Jessica and Antony, bargaining about the price of two paintings with some art trader, who for some reason the nightclub bouncers had allowed to enter the premises. I knew that Paul’s wife and my husband were utterly drunk when, despite my efforts to dissuade them, they bought a painting each.

Paul joined us just when the so-called artist left, having sold two of his paintings, certainly for much more than what they were worth. To my great relief, Paul did not have any of my lipstick smeared across his lips or face. If there had been any smudges, he had taken care of them. Paul was cautious, and that was good. He did not look at me, and that was good too. I had decided that what we had done was a one-off thing, and he also seemed to have concluded that putting an end to our little fling was for the best.

Fifteen minutes later, the coach driver turned up to tell us that it was time to leave if we wanted to use his services. Paul and I had to carry the large paintings because our better halves were so drunk that they were barely able to walk, rendered incapable of looking after their recent purchases.

When we got in the hotel, it was 1:30 am, and the bar seemed to be still open.

“I will buy you a drink, folks,” Alan suggested.

More alcohol was not advisable for Antony and Jessica, but they still took seats at the bar.

“Come on, Ant,” I told my husband, trying to dissuade him from having another drink, “Let’s go to bed. I don’t want to be holding this stupid panting of yours anymore.”

My plan to persuade Antony to leave the bar because of the artwork he had bought, got ruined by Jessica, who slurred her words, “Come on, Sonya! Paul will take my picture to our room; give him your key card, and he will leave Antony’s painting in your room.”

Antony pulled his key card from his pocket and gave it to Paul, who smiled politely and took the two pictures with him to carry them into our rooms.

“Room 618, Paul,” Antony said as he smiled stupidly at Jessica’s husband and slurred his next words, “Don’t be late or you will miss the round.”

“Oh, your room is next to ours,” Paul exclaimed before he left us.

I ordered a small glass of white wine while my husband opted for vermouth. Paul came back ten minutes later, only to be met by another verbal onslaught from his wife. At this point, even Antony understood that it was time to go to bed, so he finished his drink and said goodbye to the others. Fortunately for Paul, when Jessica saw that Antony and I headed towards the lifts, she too accepted that it was time to leave, so she and Paul caught up with us just when the lift doors opened.

When we got in the lift, Jessica was still giggling almost uncontrollably about something Antony had allegedly said at the bar. However, as soon as the lift started moving up, she lost her balance and with that her good mood when Paul reached out to try to steady her.

She slapped his hand away and slurred her words, “Keep your hands off me! Go and hug Sarah!”

“Don’t make a fool of yourself, Jess, please!” Paul begged his wife, but she did not listen; instead, she continued to shout at him and pushed him away when he reached for her once more.

Antony and I watched in silence as Paul and Jessica argued; Paul trying to keep his voice down while Jessica did not care.

We reached our floor, and when we stood in front of our rooms, Jessica did not even bother to say good night to Antony and me, so pissed off she was.

Before she entered their hotel room, she punched Paul in the chest and barked at him, “You should go and sleep with Sarah!”

“See you tomorrow, folks! God help me tonight!” Paul said as he smiled at Antony and me while he held open the door which his wife was trying hard to slam behind her.

“See you,” I replied while Antony just waved his hand and we entered our room.


III.  Our new roommate

I almost tripped over the painting which Paul had leant up against the wall in the corridor.

I took it and looked at it, “What is it, Ant?”

“Ah, I think it is supposed to be a depiction of Cusco,” my hubby replied with a drunken grin on his face.

He shoved his foot into the back of his shoe to take it off because he did not want to bend over but stumbled and had to lean on the wall. He realised that he was too drunk to keep his balance, and after grinning at me once again, he sat down on the storage hallway bench and found that a sitting position was more comfortable while removing shoes.

I ignored his predicament and continued to examine the painting, “I don’t see any city, just a mishmash of blue, red and orange colours.”

I was not happy that my lovely husband had spent a hundred and fifty dollars on something I could hardly qualify as art and, most importantly, we did not need. However, I did not want to spoil the mood at that moment by confronting him about his rationale and decided to leave that conversation for the morning when he was going to be sober.

I struggled to figure out what the artist had tried to illustrate, “Some geometric figures. No, really, what is it supposed to depict?”

“I told you. It is the city of Cusco through the eyes of the artist,” Antony said as he peeled off his shirt and then, after steadying himself by leaning his back against the wall, he threw it, aiming to hit his open suitcase in the bedroom, but he missed it.

I pretended that I had not noticed his airball and continued to scrutinise the artwork. There was no point to embarrass my husband by talking to him how plastered he was. I was a little bit drunk too, but he was way worse than me. I had not seen him so drunk since his bachelor party.

“I don’t understand modern art, hon,” I finally said, went into the bedroom and left the painting on the table.

“Well, it is modern art. Alejandro, the artist, said it was the colours of Cusco,” Antony clarified.

He stood up and took off his shorts before he repeated, “The vibrant colours of Cusco.”

This time he decided not to risk showing his basketball skills, so he dropped his shorts on the floor and walked towards me.

He seemed almost ready for sex, but not quite so. I saw the bulge in his boxer briefs and could tell, knowing my husband, that he was semi-erect. Antony had never had erection problems, but I do not think the alcohol was helping him that night.

A loud shouting erupted in the room next door.

Antony and I looked at each other, and I whispered, suppressing my laughter, “Wow!”

My hubby was much less discrete.

“Ha-Ha!” he laughed loudly and blurted, “Paul is having a hard time with Jessica!”

“Yeah, honey, they seem to be at loggerheads over Paul’s behaviour around Sarah and Amber. I hope they won’t be too noisy to spoil our playtime,” I said with a seductive smile and stood in front of my husband.

Antony put his arms around my waist and said, “Nothing can spoil our playtime if you dress the way I want you to, hon.”

I knew exactly what he wanted. He loved it when I lay on my back next to him, dressed only in my dark blue lace satin sleeping gown, without any other lingerie. The robe had a hemline well above the knees and revealed my upper thighs. Antony enjoyed running his hand over the nightie’s soft silky feel fabric, pull the gown up and feel my naked thighs until he slipped his hand between my legs and rubbed my pussy. Sometimes my hubby would focus first on my breasts. He would bury his face in the robe’s deep cleavage and suck my nipples. Eventually, he would untie the ribbon and pull the two sides of the dress apart to gain full access for his mouth to my bare stomach and the ultimate target of his efforts further down between my legs. I also found another position with this gown extremely arousing. I would lay down on my side next to my hubby with my back turned to him, untie my robe and bend my knees. He would slowly run his hand up the back of my naked thigh, push aside the flimsy fabric off my butt and slip his hand between my legs from behind to touch my pussy. I loved the ease with which he could take me in this position, without having to take off my nightdress.

At the dance floor, I had promised my husband to dress in the nightgown that we both loved, so I put my finger on his lips and told him, “I know what you want! Your wish will come true, but please take a shower first and brush your teeth, honey.”

Antony knew that I did not like having sex if we had not showered first, so he smiled and obediently headed for the bathroom.

Paul and Jessica had stopped arguing for a few seconds, and now they resumed their quarrel.

While I waited for my drunken husband to take a shower, I changed into my sexy nightie and listened to the row next door. I secretly gloated when I compared Antony and my relationship with that of Paul and Jessica’s. Those two were at each other’s throats the whole evening, and now, when they thought that they were on their own, they did not hold anything back.

Paul, who seemed very amiable toward his wife in front of others, was now responding in turn to her insults, “Yes, I might be an imbecile, but you are a bitch, Jess! You are one unbelievable bitch!”

I continued to listen to the quarrel in the other room and imagined Paul’s face flushed red with anger and the tensed muscles of his masculine body as he fought to control his fury. For some reason, I was siding with Paul, not with Jessica.

I began analysing Paul’s relationship with his wife and his behaviour. Paul might be playing around, but now I know why. Jessica is pushing him away, practically making him stray.

It appeared that Paul was trying to hug Jessica in the other room, as I heard her screaming, “Don’t dare to hug me! Make-up sex won’t do it this time!”

“Be quiet, Jess! You will wake up the entire hotel!” Paul sought to calm his wife down.

She has already woken it up, I thought and smiled to myself as I imagined how Paul was desperately trying to hold his wife in his grip, pressing his body tightly against hers while she was fighting him, thumping his broad chest with her fists.

“Get out! Your dick won’t be enough to mend what you have broken!” Jessica shouted once again.

Hi-hi! I giggled quietly and whispered in my head. Well, he has a big dick, Jess! Are you sure?

My mind wandered back to the nightclub. I saw myself on the dance floor where Paul was holding me tight, and I stood there unable to dance, flustered and aroused by the novelty of the feeling of a stranger’s cock pressed against my tummy. Then I teleported myself back to the moment he kissed me in the corridor, and I almost felt once again his hand finding its way between my legs.

A door slammed in Paul and Jessica’s room, and calm ensued.

Suddenly, I woke up from my daydream. What am I doing? Am I fantasising about Paul? Shit! I must get him out of my head, once and for all! I should stop thinking about Paul and his family problems! I should think about my family problems. Like what?

Antony’s drunk! Yes! I have a problem with him. He is totally plastered, and he will have a terrible hangover tomorrow. Probably he won’t even want to wake up in the morning to pack his suitcase. I have to make him do it now before he falls asleep; otherwise, I will have to do it for him tomorrow morning. But can I make him do anything in his state now? Even being able to have sex with me tonight is questionable. Antony just can’t hold his liquor, unlike Paul who surely can. I bet that despite all the drinks, Paul can still fuck well, too bad that Jessica seems not to appreciate him.

Oh, here we go again! Fuck it! The moment I think of sex, I conjure up images of Paul! Am I falling in love with him? Fuck! No! I should not even entertain such a possibility!

In frustration with myself, I grabbed the tour schedule from the table and looked at it, trying to focus my mind on the sightseeing which we were going to do in the days ahead.

Antony popped out of the bathroom, completely naked, but fortunately, he had managed to dry himself. He grinned at me, pulled off the light duvet to one side and slumped on the bed. The sight of his limp dick and his drunken face strengthened my doubts about his ability to perform in bed that night. However, I was determined to have sex with my hubby right there and then. I thought that, if Antony made love to me, he would somehow wipe out of my mind the memories of what I had done with Paul and help me get over my lingering guilt. I went into the bathroom. I peed, showered, brushed my teeth and after I dried myself, I put back on my sexy gown.

I popped out of the shower only to find Antony asleep, snoring quite loudly.

Well, I’ll wake him up, I thought. It is quiet in Paul and Jessica’s room; they must have reconciled and are having sex. Antony and I should have sex too!

I turned off the lights, leaving only the night light on, folded the duvet and placed it at the foot of the bed. I got on the bed, and I lay on my side next to my husband.

I caressed his forehead and whispered, “Antony, look at what I have put on! It’s playtime!”

He did not open his eyes, only smiled, mumbled something about loving me and continued to sleep.

I was about to make one last attempt to wake him up when I heard someone swiping a key card through the magnetic reader of our door. I sat up, grabbed the duvet and quickly pulled it over Antony and me as I lay down back next to him.

Whoever was at our door swiped the key card once again, and I heard the release-lock mechanism unlocking the door. The door opened and closed. I peered into the dark corridor, trying to see who entered our room.

I shook Antony’s shoulder as I tried to rouse him, “Wake up, Antony! Someone is coming in.”

My husband seemed firmly in the land of Nod, so I shook him once again, quite violently, and he opened his eyes.

I repeated, “Someone is coming in!”

He looked at me and asked me, “What do you mean?”

At that moment, I saw Paul tiptoeing into our bedroom, holding a key card in his right hand. Our guest was not wearing any clothes. He had wrapped a hand towel around his waist, but because it was too small, he was holding on to it with his left hand at his back to prevent it from coming undone.

When he saw us, he turned on the lights, waved at us and said as he smiled shyly, “Please don’t get spooked! I am really sorry, folks, but Jessica kicked me out and, in a rush, I have taken your key card instead of mine. She does not want to let me in; I think she is fast asleep now! Do you think I can crash on your couch?”

At that moment, it struck me. Paul still had in him Antony’s key card which my husband had given him earlier to bring the painting in our room.

Antony propped himself up on his elbows and looked at the intruder.

When he recognised Paul, he smiled and managed to say, slurring his words, “Of course you can, Paul. Be our guest!”

“I really appreciate it. I don’t want to go down to the reception desk and become the next fool in the staff’s collection of humorous hotel stories. Tomorrow Jess will let me in when she sobers up. She will be a different person.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Antony said.

“I am truly in your debt, folks. I fucked it up in the other room I am afraid,” Paul continued to apologise.

“No problem,” Antony waved with his hand and lay back on his back as he mumbled, “Come and fuck here.”

I wasn’t sure whether my husband realised what he had just said, but his last words made Paul uneasy.

Our guest blushed and said immediately, “Yeah, I will let you sleep. Only if you could give me three minutes to take a quick shower as I only managed to brush my teeth before, Jessica, you know--”

“Kicked your ass out,” Antony interrupted him and giggled.

Paul did not bother to reply and went straight into the bathroom.

I shook Antony’s shoulder because he seemed to be drifting off once again, “Ant, get up and put on your underpants!”

My husband would not move. He grunted something which I didn’t catch. Since we had someone else sleeping in our room and having sex with Antony was out of the question, I thought we had to put on some underwear.

I got up and found clean boxer briefs in Antony’s suitcase. I threw them at him, and they landed on his face.

Since he seemed non-responsive, I decided to take care of him before I searched for my thong.

I went to Antony and removed the duvet from him, exposing his naked body and his soft dick. I had always been in the group of women who would say that size didn’t matter and had never paid attention to this particular detail of the male body. However, my recent interactions with Paul had piqued my interest in the matter. I looked at my husband’s cock and thought that he was not small at all; even in its flaccid state, I could tell his was of average size, and I knew it satisfied me quite well.

I told myself that I did not need to look at other men’s dicks to know that my husband had one absolutely adequate for my needs, and yet, there was this lingering curiosity of how would it compare to Paul’s. Sex is great with my hubby’s equipment, but how much better would it feel with something as substantial as what appears to be Paul’s cock?

The moment I caught myself thinking of Paul’s manhood, I silently admonished myself. What are these dirty thoughts about dick sizes, Sonya? You are turning into a slut! Shame on you! You know that size does not matter; love matters! Stop this nonsense and hurry up! Make your husband decent before Paul comes back!

I grabbed my hubby’s underwear and pulled his hand as I said, “Come on, Antony! Get up! Paul will get out of the bathroom at any moment. Put on some underwear! Please!”

“All right, all right!” my husband almost shouted, and got up.

Wobbling, he turned around and leaned his back against the wall.

He managed to put his boxer briefs on, and grinned at me, “Happy?”

“Yes!” I replied and went to him to give him a hand while he lay back in the bed.

I tucked him into bed, almost as if he was a small child.

Unexpectedly, it appeared that Antony’s sexual desire got fired up because he pulled my hand and made me bend over him as he said, “Just a kiss for a good night, hon?”

The sound of splashing water in the shower cabin stopped, and I knew that Paul would be out soon, so I told my husband, “Honey, let me go! I need to change!”

However, Antony pulled me closer, and I had to give him that kiss. When we pulled away from each other, I stood up and listened to the sounds coming from the bathroom. I hesitated for a second or two wondering if I had enough time to change before Paul popped out of the shower. Antony seemed not to care at all since he shut his eyes, and to my utter surprise, he fell asleep almost immediately.

I was just about to run to my suitcase and put on my thong, when Paul popped out of the bathroom, covering his groins with his hand towel. Oddly, he had decided not to replace it with one of our larger bathroom towels, perhaps because they were all wet. He and I had to negotiate the narrow passage between the bed and the wall, so he thanked me with a smile when I stepped backwards pressing my calves against the box-spring of the bed to make room for him to pass. Since his towel was not large enough to wrap it around his body, Paul began walking sideways, facing me and keeping the cloth in front of his cock.

There was not much room between me and the wall, so when he got in front of me, he rose up onto his toes and sucked in his stomach, trying not to make contact with me. However, his thigh brushed mine, and a second later, I felt something soft and warm grazing the back of my hand, which I had put before my groins. I realised that I was touching his cock and immediately moved my hand away, but with my sudden move, I lost my balance and was about to fall backwards onto my sleeping husband behind me. Paul dropped his towel on the floor as he grabbed my waist to steady me.

“Are you all right?” he asked me as he kept his hand on the small of my back.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Paul let go of me and stepped aside into the open area between the foot of the bed and the little writing desk. He did not attempt to cover his groins since he realised that it was already too late, I had been already looking at his cock. I picked up his towel from the floor and handed it to him.

“Is he asleep?” Paul nodded towards Antony as he began drying his massive penis in front of me.

“Yes, he drank too much,” I replied quietly, and I moved my gaze away from Paul’s groins.

I went to the other side of the bed and held on to my gown as I lay on my back, making sure that I did not flash my naked ass and pussy.

I covered myself with the duvet and told our guest, “I think there are an extra pillow and a blanket on the top shelf of the wardrobe, Paul.”

Paul left his towel on the couch and went to the wardrobe, this time showing me his firm butt.

He looked at what was on the shelf, grabbed a blanket and turned around.

“There is only a blanket on the shelf. Don’t worry. I will manage somehow,” Paul assured me and walked towards the couch, swaying his dick, looking so relaxed and casual that one would think he was in his flat with his wife after they had showered and were getting ready for a romp in the bed.

Although I had reinforced in my head just a few minutes earlier that it did not matter how big a dick was, I could not help but admire the size of that thing dangling between Paul’s legs. I had felt it when we danced, and I knew it was sizeable, but only now, when it was swinging in its full glory a few feet away from me, I realised how massive it was, not only in length but in girth.

“Good night, Sonya!” my new roommate said and turned off the lights, leaving only the night light on.

He lay on his back on the couch and covered himself with the blanket.

“Good night, Paul,” I replied.


IV.  A sleepless night

Having drunk five glasses of wine, I had felt drunk at one point in the evening, especially when we were leaving the hotel bar. However, probably because time had passed or due to the emotions stirred by our unorthodox guest, I had begun to sober up. And this did not help me fall asleep. I could not stop analysing my behaviour in the nightclub. And of course, I felt uneasy knowing that this other man was sleeping nude on the couch, covered only by a blanket, while I was lying dressed only in my nightgown, without any underwear, just six or eight feet away from him. His presence kept me awake, especially that the images of his body and his dick kept conjuring inside my head. However, even all this did not bother me that much. What worried me was the fact that I kept thinking about him, thinking about the way I had felt when we danced or the shivers that had run through my spine when he held me at the bed. What worried me most was that these thoughts aroused me.

I stayed awake for probably an hour, and I realised that I was not going to fall asleep. I listened to the sounds in the room. Antony was snoring continuously, pausing briefly every ten minutes or so only to mumble some words in his sleep. Someone was talking on a mobile phone all night, probably the room above us. Paul was quiet. He was not snoring; I couldn’t hear his breathing either. I wondered if he was sleeping, so I slightly raised my head and looked at the silhouette on the couch. Paul appeared to be sleeping, having curled up in a ball and bent his knees on the tiny couch with his head resting on one of the couch arms.

It seemed that the person who had preoccupied my thoughts was fast asleep, and this made me relax as I comforted myself. You see, Sonya? Nothing significant has happened after all. It was just a little flirt, which will pass, and you will continue living happily with your lovey husband once again.

I cuddled up to Antony.

That is when Paul proved me wrong; he had not been fast asleep. I heard rustling coming from the couch and looked in that direction. Paul had just sat up and covered his groins with the blanket, staring at Antony and me. When he saw that I was awake and looking at him, he stood up, still holding the rug in front of his crotch.

“I can’t sleep, Sonya,” he whispered.

I rolled onto my back and raised my head, supporting myself on my elbows.

My movement woke up Antony and surprisingly for his drunken state, he sat up and asked Paul, “Can’t you sleep, buddy?”

“Yeah, my neck is killing me. Do you have some painkillers?” Paul replied as he tilted his head to one side, then the other, trying to stretch his neck.

“Take one,” I said and leaned over to pick up from the top drawer of my nightstand a blister pack of Advil, which I always kept in my toiletry bag when on a trip in case I had a headache or some mild cold.

The smile that flickered across Paul’s face alerted me that something was wrong, and I immediately looked down at my cleavage. My robe had opened, and my boobs had fallen out of it. I blushed but did not panic, just fixed my gown back in place, and after smiling shyly at Paul, I took the blister pack.

I was about to toss it to him when I realised that he was probably not going to be able to catch it if he didn’t want to let go of the blanket covering his groins. So, I decided to take the pills to him. I sat up and slipped off the edge of the bed.

I put my feet on the floor, and that’s when I gathered from Paul’s gaze that I had suffered another wardrobe malfunction. My gown had pulled up, and he was staring at my naked pussy. I quickly stood up and, red-faced with embarrassment, I fixed my robe once again before I handed him the pills. Paul pretended that he had not seen anything and took the blisters. I looked over my shoulder at Antony, who was clueless, trying to set the alarm on his watch.

I went to the mini-bar fridge and opened a bottle of mineral water. I filled in a glass for Paul, who quickly wrapped the blanket around his body and took the glass from my hand.

He took two pills and gave me back the blister pack of Advil, “Thank you, Sonya! You are a life-saver!”

“No worries,” I replied as I also took back the empty glass from his hand.

Then I took another glass and poured some water for myself.

After I drank it, I asked Antony, “Do you want some, honey?”

“Yes, please,” he slurred his words, still under the heavy influence of the alcohol in his bloodstream.

I gave him the whole bottle, and he gulped down the remaining water. He left the empty bottle on the floor and lay back on his back.

I went back to the other side of the bed, and this time I took extra care not to flash myself once again when I lay down.

Paul massaged his neck, “This couch is killing me! I wished I had grabbed my pillow when Jess kicked me out,” and then he chuckled, “or just not have picked a fight with her.”

“Oh, buddy!” my hubby exclaimed. “The couch will give you a stiff neck. The three of us can squeeze on this bed; it is super king-size after all. Come on, Sonya, move closer to me!”

I could not quite believe my husband’s words, but when he slipped to the edge of the bed, I moved closer to him, making room for Paul to lie down next to me on my other side.

Paul did not wait for another invitation and jumped on the bed. This time it was his turn to flash himself when he unwrapped the blanket from around his waist to cover himself with it as he lay on his back. I pretended that I had not seen anything and rolled onto my right side, turning my back to him.

I thought that it would be impossible to fall asleep, with this other man for whom I clearly had hots, lying just a foot or so away from me. However, when Antony rolled onto his left side to face me and hugged me, I cuddled into him, and within ten minutes, I fell asleep.

I was not meant to sleep for too long. I was awakened, probably an hour or so later, by someone’s hand rubbing my shoulder. I was still lying on my right side, and when I opened my eyes, I saw my husband’s face a few inches away from me. He was in a deep sleep, having clasped his hands in front of his chest. Then I realised whose hand I was feeling on my shoulder. It was Paul’s! And that hand slipped onto my chest from behind and kept sliding further down until it found the cleavage of my gown. At the same time, I also felt Paul’s chest rubbing up against my back and his already familiar hard cock pressing against my ass cheek.

I stayed still, paralysed by the inner struggle between sinful desire and marital fidelity. My body liked the feeling of lustful surrender when Paul’s hand found my left breast under the robe and gently caressed my areola, circling slowly around the nipple. I knew that I should remove his hand, but I kept delaying action for just a few more seconds, and then for a few more, gradually succumbing to my carnal yearnings. Paul continued to grope my boob for another minute or so, softly squeezing my mound of flesh, and gently rubbing his fingers against my hardened nipple. My breathing was becoming more rapid and urgent; I felt the first waves of sexual pleasure emanating from my breast under the magic touches of Paul’s palm and spreading throughout my entire body. The rational part of me understood that I had to do something right then if I wanted to stop this descent into debauchery before it was too late. Finally, I managed to act. I quickly wrapped my arm around Antony’s shoulder and pressed my chest against his clasped hands, thus forcing Paul to let go of my tit.

It appeared that with my smart move, I had pushed Paul back and successfully fought off the lustful sensations that had begun to overwhelm my ability to resist. I was wrong. Within a few seconds, I felt Paul’s hand brushing aside the hair at the back of my neck, and the warmth of his lips on the skin of my nape sent shivers of excitement down my spine. My heart was still racing after his sensual kiss when he wrapped his arm around my waist from behind. Finding the gap between the two halves of my robe in front, Paul slipped his hand onto my tummy, and the moment his palm made contact with my bare skin, I felt goose bumps and tingles erupt all over my body. After a few seconds caressing my flat stomach, he withdrew his hand only to find the ribbon of my robe and pull it, untying the bow holding together the two front panels of my nightgown. I could have grabbed the gown and not let go of it, but I guess my desire to feel his gentle palm on my belly, once again prevented me from doing anything. And Paul did not disappoint. He pulled the left panel of the gown over my left hip, revealing my naked belly, butt and legs. He pressed his erect cock against my bare butt, while his hand wandered once again onto my tummy. My body began trembling when I felt his fingers circling around my belly button. His hand moved further down onto my mons pubis, and his fingers rubbed the landing strip above my vulva, making their way towards my pussy.

At this point, I did not know what to do. I felt trapped. If I raised my voice or made a noise, or a sudden move, chances were that Antony would wake up and I did not want to be caught in this position where Paul was all over my naked body. Questions would be asked, and my whole infidelity would be revealed. On the other hand, despite that my entire body welcomed Paul’s touches, I did not want him to go any further. Touching my naked pussy was a red line which I was not prepared to let him cross.

Or so I thought. Paul managed to squeeze his hand between my legs and as if in a trance, I opened them up, not a lot, just a little, but enough to let him find my cunt. He located my clit, and as he began tapping it gently, a sigh of pleasure escaped my lips. I loved his touches, but I had to do something to stop this madness that was leading me down a slippery slope to fornication.

I was determined to preserve whatever still remained unbroken of my wedding vows. I thought of using my husband’s body once again as a way to push Paul away. I lifted my top leg, and as I bent my knee, I rested it on Antony’s hip. My hubby, numbed by the alcohol, was still fast asleep and did not even move.

Paul removed his hand from my pussy, but only to put it on my left buttock. Slowly and gently, he began sliding his hand towards my inner thigh. Since I was resting my left leg on my husband’s waist and kept stretched out my right leg on the bed, I had, in essence, spread my legs apart and my butt was sticking out, opening full access to my pussy. Paul’s hand found my vulva from behind, and I moaned softly when he touched my yearning cunt. He caressed my labia majora for a few seconds and then his fingers made their way into my slit, parting my pussy lips. Paul’s fingers reached my vagina, and he immediately discovered how wet I already was. He began rubbing my pussy up and down straight away, sliding his fingers smoothly from my yawning vagina along the length of my crack up to my clit, spreading my pussy juices onto it. Paul was spending a couple of seconds gently rubbing my bud and then moving his fingers down back onto my vagina. There he was indulging in stretching my inner pussy lips wide open and caressing the opening of my well-lubricated pussy hole. Paul pressed his large cock along the length of its shaft against my butt cheek. He began moving his pelvis up and down, slowly and cautiously, against the soft flesh of my bum. His movements reminded me what he was ultimately up to, but the sweet sensation in my pussy had rendered me helpless to resist the lustful pleasures in the hands of this stranger.

A soft moan escaped my lips. Antony moved, only to wrap his arm around my shoulder and hug me, without even opening his eyes as he continued to sleep. I buried my face in my husband’s chest in an attempt to muffle the sounds of the quiet moans that I could no longer suppress. When Paul inserted two fingers inside my vagina and began finger fucking me, I knew that I was going to do the unthinkable – to let myself climax in the hands of another man while cuddling up to my sleeping husband.

Just when I thought that I could not have betrayed Antony any worse, Paul moved his cock away from my butt and slid his body a few inches down. He removed his fingers from my gaping vagina, and then I realised what he intended to do. I felt his balls brushing the inner thigh of my right leg, which I was still holding stretched out on the bed.

Oh, my God! I thought. Will I let him fuck me?!? Will I really let him fuck me? Oh, my God! Once I am fucked by this stranger, I cannot be un-fucked! Once it’s done, I will have fully cheated on my husband, right under his nose, with his arm wrapped around me.

I could not even finish my thought when I felt the head of Paul’s cock pressing against my pussy hole.

I knew that this was it! I was about to commit the unimaginable, I was about to allow to be penetrated by another man’s dick and destroy my wedding vows, but I was unable to break free from the warm sensation of being taken by someone else other than my husband. I let myself be taken down the sinful path of complete and utter fornication.

Paul pushed his penis gently but firmly, and my vagina began to do what it was made to do, stretching up as much as it could to accommodate his huge cock. I felt so stretched down there as I had never felt in my life before. The tip of Pall’s penis was stretching the elastic rim of my vagina to the limit. When Paul made another thrust, more powerful and demanding than the first one, my whole pussy began feeling the relentless pressure of the warm hard flesh that wanted to go inside it. My vaginal walls felt the urgency to relax much more than what they had used to, to be able to accommodate the unusual size of this penis. The pressure inside my pussy was overwhelming but overwhelming in a good, pleasurable way.

At this point, I knew that I could not stop being fucked and I raised in the air my left leg, this way opening my vagina as much as I could. Paul made another thrust, and the head of his cock went inside me.

Oh, my God! I thought. This feels so full, so good!

Sensing that he was firmly in, Paul made another deep thrust inside my vagina, and I felt like my groins were going to burst open from the immense pressure that this large phallus was exerting on the walls of my vagina. And an explosion was coming but in the form of pleasurable convulsions. My body shivered when Paul made yet another thrust in, and I was full, so full like I have never felt before. The sense of fulness and warmth grew into a tingling sensation in my pussy and my inner thighs, quickly spreading to my stomach and my erect nipples. The tingles of excitement ran along my spine up to the nape of my neck. Paul put his hand under my left thigh that I had lifted in the air, squeezed its soft flesh and lifted it further up. Then he began fucking me in earnest. I felt the pre-orgasmic spasms of pleasure ripple through the muscles inside my vagina, my tummy, my thighs and even my buttocks.

I could not control my heavy breathing any longer, neither my moans, so I moved my head away from Antony’s chest and arched my back and neck as I began moaning a constant “Oh, Oh, Oh.”

Paul increased the pace and depth of his strokes. He was thrusting relentlessly inside my vagina, shaking my entire body. I felt a new wave of tingles propagating from my groins into my spine and tummy, and a few seconds later, it grew into a colossal euphoric feeling spreading throughout my entire body. The sensation was becoming so overwhelming that my vision blurred, and I feared I would faint.

Paul began grunting, and the sound of his voice drove me to a climax instantly. I covered my mouth with my hand and shut my eyes as I started to experience the most powerful and long-lasting orgasm I had ever had in my life until that moment and have never experienced anything like that since then. If my orgasms before had felt like a massive wave lifting my body from the ground and taking me on a ride of pleasure, this felt like a surge of a tsunami, growing ever bigger and faster with no end in sight. I let go and let myself be taken away by the full release of the massive build-up of sexual tension.

I was not sure for how long I had been lost in sexual bliss when I felt a brush of a hand against the hypersensitive nipple of my right breast, and I instantly knew that my husband had moved. He had touched my boob with his left hand, which had been trapped between his chest and my tits.

The only thing I managed to do was to open my eyes and look at Antony’s face, who was just waking up. Paul’s grunts, my moans and the shaking of the bed could not have gone unnoticed, even by someone as drunk as my husband. The moment Antony opened his eyes, I cupped his face in my hands and pressed my lips against his. I pulled my leg away from Paul’s grip, and bringing my knee further in toward my chest, I placed it on my husband’s hip, thus entirely blocking Antony’s line of sight to the lower part of my body. My hubby shut his eyes and squeezed my shoulder as he prepared to enjoy the softness of my kiss. I pressed my tits against his chest and slid my tongue inside his mouth. I did not mind the strong smell of alcohol on his breath as long as he provided me with the kisses that deepened my sexual trance. I kept kissing him passionately, breaking the kiss very briefly to take a short breath, and resuming it immediately, thus making sure that the pleasure which had filled in my entire body in the hands of these two men did not fade away, while at the same time not giving a chance to my husband to realise that I was being fucked by another guy at that very moment. And that other guy continued to pound my pussy with all the zeal and passion he had accumulated during the past several days while he had chased me.

I let go of Antony’s face. My hand found the waistband of his boxer briefs and slipped inside his underpants. I grabbed his erect cock and began stroking it. My husband responded by hugging me even tighter and doubling on the tongue action inside my mouth.

After another couple of minutes of relentless fucking, Paul finally reached the point of no return. He thrust all the way in, pressing the head of his cock against my cervix, and began unloading his sperm inside my womb. My new lover remained still, and I felt his throbbing penis, busy ejaculating inside my pussy. That was something which I should have worried about very much because I was not on the pill and I knew that I was ovulating, but at that point, my whole world was reduced to the sensations in my groins. The rhythmic convulsions of my vagina wrapped tightly around the cock that had taken my wifely innocence, was the only thing that mattered. After unloading his semen inside me, Paul resumed thrusting deep but at a slow pace, almost as if he was trying to make sure that every last drop of his sperm reached my womb.

Paul’s thrusts gradually became less frequent and shallower while my muscles began to relax and the tingling sensation inside my vulva began to subside. When my new lover decided that the two of us had sufficiently enjoyed the intimacy of the post-orgasmic bliss, he popped the head of his cock out of my vagina and gently caressed my ass cheek, letting me know that he had finished. He quietly moved away from me, trying to minimise the sound of rustling sheets, and that was just in time because Antony decided that he did not want to be wanked to ejaculation and opened his eyes. He nudged me to lay on my back. I complied and saw out of the corner of my eye that Paul was pretending to be deep asleep, having rolled onto his left side with his back pointing towards us. As soon as I spread my legs and bent my knees, my husband lay on top of me. He positioned his crotch between my legs and penetrated my already wet and loosened vagina in one deep thrust. He began fucking me at full speed in the missionary position, looking me in the eyes and smiling softly at me. I smiled back, and I am sure my smile was full of love but also with guilt. However, Antony appeared very happy and content, and he seemed not to notice any whiff of my guilt but only saw my passion and love.

I worried that he would find out that my pussy was full of Paul’s spunk, or that it was too loose after having been just fucked by my new lover’s large cock, but my hubby did not find anything unusual or at least did not say anything to that effect. I also thought that my husband’s dick would not fill me in after I had been so massively stretched down there less than a minute before, but my worries were all in vain. I felt surprisingly well my husband’s cock. I orgasmed once again, a couple of minutes after he had penetrated me, just at the same time when he also unloaded his sperm inside me. Antony shouted how much he loved my pussy, something very uncharacteristic for him because he usually only grunted while he ejaculated.

When my husband finished, he pulled out his cock, and lay on his back next to me.

Ever since he had woken up, he had not talked to me, but now he said, sounding much sober, not even slightly slurring his words, “I loved it, honey! This was the best orgasm I have ever had! I love your pussy!”

I did not know back then about the sloppy seconds, which would have explained to me why Antony liked so much fucking me after Paul. I only read about it once we got back home. Despite my ignorance, I had also felt that my hubby had thoroughly enjoyed making love to me after I had been just fucked by the other guy, who was still pretending to be fast asleep.

I smiled at my husband and told him, “I loved it too, honey! This was my best orgasm too!”

I did not lie when I told my husband that I had loved it, but I lied that it was my top orgasm. Nothing could beat, and indeed never later did, what I had felt with Paul’s dick inside my vagina.

The next morning when I woke up, the first thing I did was to look to my left. Paul was not there. I shut my eyes as the recollection of what had happened hit me. Shit! I have let another man fuck me!

Antony woke up too, sat up and I heard him whisper since he assumed that I was still asleep and tried not to wake me up, “Morning, Paul! Did you manage to sleep well?”

I slightly opened my eyes, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Paul. He had wrapped one of our larger bathroom towels around his waist and was tiptoeing out of our room.

When Paul heard my husband, he turned around and replied as he whispered too, “Good morning, Antony! Yes, I slept very well. I’d better go now; I think I’ve heard through the wall that Jessica is awake, time to make peace with her! Big thank you for having me for the night and sharing so much with me, sincere apologies for the trouble!”

He sounded very apologetic.

“No need to apologise, Paul. It has been my pleasure,” Antony replied.

Paul headed towards the door, continuing to tiptoe. I sat up, and I checked that my robe had stayed tied up. Paul heard me and stopped.

He looked at me over his shoulder, and a faint smile flickered across his lips as he said, “Good morning, Sonya! Thank you so much! I won’t forget your generous hospitality!”

Had my husband looked at me and saw my flushed face when I replied quietly, “It has been a pleasure, Paul,” before I looked away from the man who had fucked me right under his nose, he would have perhaps figured out why Paul was so apologetic.

Paul left us and, a few seconds later, Antony and I heard him knocking on the door of his room and his wife letting him in.

For the rest of the trip, I felt weird around Paul, and he appeared not at ease around me too. He also seemed to have decided to focus on repairing his relationship with Jessica. They spent most of their time on their own, away from the rest of the tour group. By the time we parted our ways at the end of the tour, we were barely speaking to each other.


V.  Epilogue

I don’t know whether Antony has ever found out that Paul fucked me that night. He has never said or hinted anything to indicate that he has.

However, I find it hard to believe that he is entirely oblivious of what happened. When I was kissing and hugging Antony on the bed, he must have felt the jolts of my body while Paul was fucking me from behind. I even think that Antony did see Paul pulling his glistening cock out of me. Perhaps my hubby was too drunk to remember or feels that he was too much out of it to believe what he saw, or he just does not want to raise the subject fearing that once the Pandora’s box is open, we won’t be able to put it back.

Whatever the reasons, Antony had never spoken about Paul’s sleepover in our hotel room until last month. We were about to have sex, after watching an MFM porn, when he told me, “Remember when I fucked you while Paul was sleeping on the other side of the bed, in Lima? I loved it!”

Antony’s recent confession makes me think that if he indeed watched me having sex with Paul and remembers it, then my husband secretly has enjoyed witnessing being cucked, but he does not want to admit it because he is too ashamed to do so.

Ah, and I would only say this to the gals reading this story: the morning after pill does not always work! Trust me! I had to find that out the hard way twenty days after we came back home from our tour in Peru.
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