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My life seems to always play out for me as a binary choice. My husband Sylvan, for example, whom I love very much, brings out the caring, nurturing side of me.
His friend, Grant, on the other hand . . . .
Grant is a brute. He’s big, he’s loud, and he’s rough. He doesn’t keep his hands to himself and the way he talks — let’s just say, he’s not refined and gentle like Sylvan is. My husband is masculine in all the nice ways. Grant is a different kind of masculine altogether. And it’s definitely not nice.
Nonetheless, he seems to be able, without trying, to bring out of me — and I hate him for it! — the girly-girl that lurks within. He arouses me no matter how much I try to ignore it or hide it. I do my best to keep away from him because I don’t trust him, or myself. But circumstances keep conspiring, don’t they.
Sylvan either didn’t notice anything or didn’t care. I shuddered to think it might be something else.
We fell in love with this couch for our new condo and we got it at a big discount — only it was the assembled floor model and we had to take it as-is. Grant had a pickup truck and was that type of “guy’s-guy” who never hesitated to help a friend.
“Where we going?” he said, slapping the side of his truck after we got the couch in the back.
“Oh yeah — you haven’t been there yet,” Sylvan said. “Follow us,” he said.
“Clarissa can ride with me and show me,” he suggested instead.
“I don’t . . . “ I started, but I had no good overt reason to not climb in his truck. I tried before to skirt around the issue of what Grant does to me, but Sylvan was oblivious and I had trouble finding the words.
“Come on!” he said, and he threw his huge arm around my slender shoulders. He easily had a foot on me, too. He was just so . . . big, you know? He made me feel so . . . small.
“Go,” my husband said, and he kissed me lightly on the front of my lips.
I widened my eyes privately at him, but like I said, he wasn’t getting any of my messages vis a vis his big, rough, loud friend, Grant. He thought I was just shy around that type of man.
Shy, yes. Nervous, also. Intimidated, overwhelmed, confused, all of those. And aroused I would have to add. He made me feel like a different woman. Like a different girl, I want to say — a word I never use, but here I am, using it to describe myself. When I’m too near to Grant, that is . . . .
I scrunched my husband’s fingers in mine desperately trying to convey to him that it wasn’t a good idea for me to go alone with Grant in his truck. But Grant wrapped his massive arm around my neck and rubbed the knuckles of his other hand into the top of my head like I was some rugby teammate or something.
I staggered backward because he was pulling me like a caveman. I seized his forearm in my tiny hands as though to try to pull him off me, but that was pointless, I knew. He was too strong without even trying. He turned me around with his huge hands on my tiny hips. Everything he did was like that. He treated me like a doll. Like a mannequin to be pushed and pulled. He slapped my bum when I climbed up into the front of his truck. I glanced over my shoulder to my husband, but he was already turned away and climbing into his own car.
I knew there would be trouble even with so short a ride in front of us.
I pulled the seatbelt over my body. I was dressed in sandals, dark blue hi-rise running shorts, and my blue pin-stripe Oxford shirt. Grant, as usual, was sloppy by comparison, in his grey t-shirt and red-checked pyjama bottoms like he just got out of bed or something. I shook my head at him and rolled my eyes. But commenting on his choice of clothing was not something I wanted to start the ride with. He probably did just wake up when Sylvan phoned him. Doing what with whom I could only guess, knowing him.
“Alright!” he shouted climbing up into his side of the bench seat. “Just me and the chick this time!” He looked over and grinned like a madman. “Nicely played!”
“As if,” I said. We backed up and rumbled over the parking lot and took off into the busy street. “Go to the lights and turn left,” I said, pointing with my hand at his front window.
“Be more comfy you sat beside me,” he grinned sideways.
He had an old truck with a bench for a front seat. He patted it and grinned that stupid grin of his.
“It’s classic, you know. Girl like you? Should be in the middle sitting beside a man like me in a truck like this,” he said, and he snorted. “Make the other drivers wish it was them.”
“After the left,” I said, ignoring him, “get in the left lane because the road splits up ahead.”
“Give a man a thrill,” he said, still looking sideways at me and not the road. “C’mon!” He patted the seat between us again. “Nobody gonna know.”
I looked down at the old faded vinyl and back up at him through fallen strands of my chocolate-brown hair. “No touching!” I said, seething at him. But I un-clicked my belt and lifted my bum to scooch over beside him. I mean, if it meant so much to him, right?
He immediately dropped his massive hand over my bare thigh below my shorts, but just below them, and pulled on my leg, making me open them. He tucked his fingers under the bottom of my thigh. He was nearly touching my bum.
“I said no touching!” I groaned at him through clenched teeth. I made him look with my bulging eyes down at my leg and his hand around it.
He just laughed. It was too late to move away, though. I had already done up the lap belt in the middle seat.
“That’s much better,” he said, and he squeezed my leg.
“My husband — your friend?” I said, raising my eyebrows at him, “is right behind us, so don’t try anything.”
“No he’s not,” he grinned down over his shoulder at me. “We made a wrong turn,” he said.
I looked up through the front window. “I told you to stay in the left lane!” I said. I dropped my mouth open and glared at him with my wide eyes and shook my head.
“Oops,” he said, with a snake-like grin.
“I half expect you to wiggle a forked tongue out your lips,” I said, and I folded my arms over my chest.
He pulled his hand up tighter between my thighs. “I just bet you do,” he groaned with exaggerated creepiness. I looked out the far passenger window because the side of his hand was touching the middle of the front of my shorts and I wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction of my disapproval. 
“So where’s Sylvan? Didn’t he follow us?” I said turning my face back to Grant. I studied his profile, his forehead, his cheekbones, his chin. He was such a man.
“He got caught at the light and lost us. He must be taking the right way home,” he said, and he looked down at me beside him — right beside him — and smirked.
“Do you think it’s appropriate to be touching me there?” I said, locking my eyes on his and not turning away this time.
“Your husband already knows what kind of man I am,” he said. He moved his hand a little against me. He knew where he had it. He knew exactly what he was doing to me.
“A helpful friend who comes out on a Sunday morning to lend him a hand with furniture?” I said, putting on my most innocent voice. I refused to acknowledge to him that I felt what he was doing to me between my legs. Pushing him away from me would only please a man like that. It would let him know that he was having his desired effect on me.
“You know,” he said, “Sylvan and I shared a dorm back in college.”
“Wonder of wonders, you going to college,” I said, unable to stop myself from smirking up one side of my face.
“I know right?” he said, laughing. He pulled at my thigh and wouldn’t stop pulling until he pried it up from the seat and made me hang it over his massive thigh. Without even looking, but checking out his side window as he pulled a hard left turn, he reached his tree-trunk-like arm over my whole body, wrapped his hand around my hip, and pulled me harder against him.
“I said to be careful,” I said to him. I knew there was little point in squirming away from him. He was not the kind of man to read that subtle a message.
“Hard to control myself sitting all alone with a girl like you,” he said, and he looked down at me again over his shoulder. He always did that to me — he always made me feel so small and so easily overpowered. So girly, like I said. It made me want to be girly for him, if you can understand that.
I felt his eyes all over my body where I formed myself against his body — giving in, I know — and he made me shy like he always does. I looked away. I could feel I so strong that day, that stupid thing he always does to me. He just seems to bring it out of me, that girly-like girl that I just hate but that seems to lurk within me.
“And what’s a girl like me?” I said to him, trying hard to keep control over my body, to match his gaze with my own, to maintain my ownership of my own self. Meanwhile, my leg dangled between his legs. I snaked my arm under his bicep and, twisted around against him, I rested my hand on the back of his forearm. I told myself I was better able that way to control what he thought he might be doing to me between my legs. But I was lying to myself. He made me want to open my legs more. And so I did.
For him. But just for him.
“You’re just so goddamned fucking sexual,” he said. He pulled his arm up and covered my entire stomach with his spread-out hand and fingers, and he pushed it down under the waist of my shorts, and inside them. “Just such a wet-dream of a girl, you know?” he said, grinning at me. His fingers touched the textured pattern of the fabric of the front of my panties. I had put on my dark blue thong panties that morning. I don’t know why. It was just chance, I guess. “Kind of girl that gets in your mind and makes you think one thing only,” he went on.
I licked my lips and struggled to keep my eyes open. My fingers curled around his arm and my nails dug into his skin. “And what is it you think?” I said, but my voice was far too breathy, for too intimate.
“Sylvan liked it, you know,” he said.
I inhaled sharply and bit my bottom lip hard. I wrapped my other hand around his forearm as well. I thought I might have to yank his hand off my body any second, the way he was touching me under my shorts. My toes curled. My back arched off the back of the seat.
“Liked what?” I said, but my voice came out as a groan.
“I told him once I would kill to do a girlfriend of his, this chick he dated for a bit,” he said.
“Oh?” I said, raising my eyebrows but unable to open my eyes. My voice shook. I was losing the struggle to maintain my self-control.
“He let me,” Grant said.
“Bullshit,” I whispered and my body sank down in his seat and I pressed and curled it against his body. I tried to stop myself but I tentatively slid my hand from his forearm to his thigh. My fingers scrunched into his bottoms and my nails tore the cotton fabric and pinched and twisted it. He was making two running feet of his fingertips and making them run on the spot — directly on the spot, if you know what I mean.
“He wanted me to.”
“Tell me the truth,” I said. My hand shook and my fingers fumbled. My breath was becoming short and rapid. I was unable to make my hips sit still.
“He fucking jerked off watching me do his chick,” he said.
I pushed my one free foot down hard into the floor of his truck and thrusted my body up to stretch with my neck and push my face into his muscle-bound neck. I bit him and lashed him with my tongue and I breathed in his ear.
“You’re a fucking liar,” I said. I don’t talk like that. But Grant makes me want to get all dirty. He’s such an incredibly bad man.
“Happened more than once, too,” he said. He began to draw circles with his fingertips over the front of my panties.
I was barely able to breathe. “In your dreams,” I moaned. I inhaled sharply and pushed the pointed tip of my rigid tongue into and all around  his ear.
“Text him,” he said. He finessed his way under the waist of my painties and I felt his cool, smooth fingertips touch parts of me no man but my husband should ever touch.
I undid the lap belt and pulled up my knees onto the bench seat and I threw my arms around his shoulders and pushed my face into his neck. I arched in my back and curled in my feet. I had kicked my sandals off.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said and I kissed his neck and jaw and cheek and temple. I slid my hand heavily down the front of his chest, over his stomach, and down over the front of his bottoms. It was easy to loosen them — just pull the thick white tie knotted at his stomach. I scrunched my hand tightly around his package under his bottoms.
He was big, like I said. Proportionately big everywhere. He scared me.
“Tell him we had engine trouble, that I’m doing a little road-side repair, and that we’re going to be a little later,” he said.
“Did he really like it?” I said, pushing his loose bottoms down and out of my way. I didn’t look, but I knew I had exposed his cock. I wrapped my hand around it and tried to squeeze it hard enough to hurt him, I was so mad at him.
“You two should talk some day,” he said. “Cause he doesn’t know about this part of you, either.”
“How come you do?” I said, squeezing his cock, stroking it, kissing his neck, losing complete control of myself all over him. He was so big. There were lots of places to explore on him.
I pressed the side of my face to his cheek and scanned out his front window and the sides and the back window behind our heads.
“Where are you taking me?” I said, and I pushed my lips into his cheek. I swung around in front of his face and kissed him on the lips with my tongue penetrating him, surprising him. I laughed.
“I told you,” he said. “A little place to work on the engine a bit,” he said with a grin.
I swung around and landed myself plump on the bench seat beside him and I lifted my knees to my chest and planted my bare feet on his dashboard. “What sort of engine trouble?” I said, and I held my phone up to my face and danced over the screen with my thumbs, texting my husband.
“You don’t know, it just stopped,” he shrugged at me.
I dropped my phone on the seat and rolled over onto my elbows and knees. “You keep your eyes on the road like a good boy,” I said, and I pulled at his bottoms and his shorts below until he raised his hips from the seat beneath him to let me tug them down around his knees.
He slid his hand over my back and down my body, over my bum, and under my shorts. He found his way under my panties too, and kept pushing, kept going. His fingertips touched the cleft between my pussy lips and he made me gasp and flinch.
I stroked his rigid, thick, and heavy cock in front of my face. I lashed the side of it with my tongue and squealed with a tiny laugh. I flicked the tip of my tongue at the head and chuckled lightly. His finger, though, pushed between my pussy lips, and if I didn’t muffle myself with the head of his cock stuffed between my own lips, he would have made me scream.
My phone pinged and I sank my mouth over the whole head of his penis and tested how wide it made my mouth open. It almost hurt. But not quite.
I pulled back from his cock and twisted around on my knees to reach for my phone behind me with my grasping, stretching fingers until I caught the corner of it and urged it over the seat beside my knee until I could grab it. I brought it up to my face in his lap and sank my mouth down over his cock until my lips were closed nice and tightly over his mid-shaft.
He made my hips rotate involuntarily the way he worked his finger inside me and all around me down there. He was not one of those men who had any trouble finding the spot, was he.
“I wondered what happened to you,” Sylvan typed. “Typical outing with Grant!” he added in a separate text.
I rested my elbows on Grant’s hip and held my phone in both my hands where it was propped up on his other hip. I bobbed up and down slowly and deeply on Grant’s massive dick as I moved my thumbs, not without some distraction, over the screen of my phone, replying to my husband.
The road curved and sank and rose as we wound our way up through a forest into the hills west of town. The sunlight flashed bright and dark through the front window as we passed through a tunnel of foliage.
I pulled my mouth up from his cock. Strings of my saliva stretched from the head to my lips. “Slow down, it’s too hard to type,” I said.
But he just laughed and pushed his hand into the back of my head, forcing me to open my mouth and take his cock deeper than I was able. Or at least deeper than I thought I was able.
“He says about half an hour,” I wrote to my husband with his friend’s cock buried deep in my mouth.
Grant evidently found what he was looking for up that dark, hidden road, and slowed abruptly and pulled the wheel hard to the left. We bumped through a mule trail and branches scraped the sides of his squeaking and bouncing truck.
I rose up from his lap needing to look where he was taking me. He tried to push my head back down but I struggled against him and rolled onto my back and pushed my feet against his bare thigh until I came to rest on my back across his front seat with my neck and head propped up against the passenger door.
“Let me talk to my husband at least would you?” I whined to Grant and flared my eyes at him. I held the phone up to my eyes to show him I was busy.
He turned sharply to the right and brought the truck to a grinding halt. I looked out the front window across a vast view of the whole valley, and the town, below us.
“Nice,” I said and I went back to my phone. I tittered because I had grasped his erection between my bare feet and raised my knees to stroke him.
“He says you and him did some strange things back when you shared a dorm,” I wrote my husband.
Grant curled his big fingers inside the waist of my shorts and pulled.
I tsk’ed him because he was so pushy and rude. But I lifted my bum and arched my back to help him. He was only trying to take my shorts off, after all, and that wasn’t so bad.
“What did he say?” my husband wrote back.
Grant kept going down on my body because that was the kind of man he was. He was probably right about Sylvan. He should have known what kind of man his friend Grant was. Imagine letting your petite young wife go alone with a man like him in his truck. And imagine he just happens to have a break-down and takes his sweet time bringing his wife back home to you. And then you still have nothing to say about it . . . .
“He said you two got up to some pretty strange things in that dorm of yours,” I wrote him.
Grant slid his fingers under the waist of my thong panties. I glared at him but he flicked his tongue out at me and grinned. So I shook my head at him and pursed my lips and squinted my eyes to let him know how I felt. But I also lifted my bum for him again.
He peeled my panties off my bum and down my legs. I lifted my feet from his thigh to let him take them off. He was going to anyway and I didn’t want them torn or stained, the way he was so determined and single-minded.
“Like what?” my husband wrote back. It wasn’t a denial, was it.
Grant pushed my legs up over his shoulders so that my heels dangled over his back. He pushed my thighs apart and lowered himself onto his chest with his ass sticking up in his side window, which made me titter to think what a pair of hikers would think if they came along.
I stopped laughing though when he lowered his face between my legs. I sucked a sharp, sudden breath through my clenched teeth and drove my fingers into the hair on the back of his head.
I went “Nnnn-gah!” when he kissed the tiny, soft patch of skin between my pussy and leg.
“Like watching him with another girl!” I wrote to my husband and I nearly dropped my phone on the floor of the truck. Grant kissed the front of my pussy. I could feel his hot breath on me.
“He said that?” Sylvan wrote.
Grant blew on my pussy. I could tell how wet I was without feeling myself.
“He said it was your girlfriend!” I wrote.
Grant lashed at me with his tongue. He made me stop breathing.
“Lol!” my husband wrote.
Grant circled the tip of his tongue around the top of my pussy. He was driving me mad. My hips followed his mouth, chasing him. 
“Was it?” I wrote Sylvan.
Grant sucked my clit up between his lips and let it snap back. He made my nude body writhe across his truck seat.
“Kind of,” my husband admitted.
Grant was relentless on me. He was mean to me. He licked me up and down and side to side too softly and too slowly.
“He says you liked watching it,” I wrote my husband.
Grant opened me for his mouth and tongue using his fingers to spread my pussy lips. I cried out loud and arched in my back. It was hard to focus on my husband the way Grant was treating me so ruthlessly.
“Maybe a little,” Sylvan said.
I reached up and over my head and pressed my fingers into the window above me and smeared it. Grant pushed his hands up under my Oxford shirt and took my breasts in his hands. He kept licking me, ignoring the signals I was sending him through my contorting and twisting body. I was writhing like that to try to tell him he had to stop doing that to me.
“Do you still like that?” I wrote my husband.
I dropped the phone on the floor just as I heard it buzz from his reply. Everything inside me crunched down and stiffened and every muscle in my body clenched. I tried so hard to hold it off, but everything in me released at once. My back arched so deeply I was facing the door behind me upside down. I cried out loud and curled my fists. A flood of warmth and light filled my body from the centre to the tips of my extremities.
I rolled on my side and pulled my knees up to my chest and twisted my face into the truck seat. I was embarrassed by what Grant made my body do. I could see over the edge of the seat to the floor and my phone laying face up there.
“Kind of yeah,” was what my husband had written me just before Grant made me climax for him.
We got dressed and drove back down the hill and home. I sat in the middle of the seat and hugged his arm to my body. I mean, it felt weird not to, now that he had done that to me. Only when we pulled up into the parking lot of our condo did I realize that Grant didn’t need directions after all.
“I’ll text him to come down to help with the couch,” I said.
“Maybe we can break it in upstairs,” he said with a sneer.
I slapped his arm. “Stop it!” I cried to him with a grin. “I’m a married woman, you know!” I said and I shook my head at my phone.
Sylvan came down and together the two men carried the couch onto the elevator while I held the buttons and kept the doors open. As we rode up, Grant dropped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me tightly against his body. My husband just stared at Grant’s eyes and listened as he told him about how good his wife was helping him “fix the truck.” I blushed.
They placed the couch and I was right, it looked fantastic and perfect. I went to the kitchen to get beers for everyone. Grant came into the kitchen after me while Sylvan stayed on the couch testing its bounce and putting some music on.
Just as I curled my hands around the three cans of beer, Grant stooped down to drive his massive shoulder into my waist and wrap his huge arms around my legs.
I screamed and kicked like a mad swimmer, but he straightened up and draped my waist over his shoulder. I squealed when he lifted me up so high, but he patted my bum top calm me down.
“Settle down you,” he said and he laughed.
I kept squirming and kicking and squealing as he carried me over his shoulder out of the kitchen and into the living room. He turned around as though looking for where to put me down and I caught my husband’s eyes from where I was draped down Grant’s broad back. Sylvan was only smirking.
“Help me!” I screamed at him.
He only reached up to take the beers from my hands.
I curled my hands into fists and punched at Grant’s back where I hung over him upside down. “Put me down!” I shouted at him.
He swung my body around like I was a doll to him. If I didn’t clasp my ankles together in his back, if I didn’t wrap my thighs around his waist, it felt like he was going to drop me. He teased me and pretended to let me go so that I fell from his body backward and saw my husband again, upside down from where I hung from his friend’s waist. He dipped me low but brought me back up again and I threw my arms over his shoulders and around his neck to hang on for dear life.
He sat down on the other end of the couch and I landed on my knees on the cushions of the couch where they straddled his lap. I was embarrassed about how I was sitting on Grant’s lap and I dipped my head down on the other side of his head from my husband and hid my face in his neck.
“Don’t,” I whispered in his ear. But I kissed it too without my husband seeing or hearing. He let his hands roam all over my body because he didn’t care.
“Good couch, man,” Grant said to my husband, turning sideways to him and nodding like the man’s wife wasn’t straddling his lap and pushing her body into his right in front of him. “No squeaks,” he said, bouncing my body on his lap on the couch.
He made me titter and I bit on the collar of his t-shirt.
“That’s my wife’s discerning taste for you,” was all my husband said.
I licked Grant’s neck and I whispered in his ear again. “Stop it.” I knew what he was doing. I knew what he was thinking. I curled my spine in pushed my groin down hard on his groin to try to make him stop what he was doing.
“I can’t keep my hands off your wife,” he said to my husband.
I pushed my face deeper into his neck and twisted further away from my husband. I shoved my pelvis down into his groin harder to warn him to cut it out. His bulge was obvious and he was lucky I was helping hide it for him. But he pried my body from the front of his body and made me — pushed me — until I knelt high up on his lap facing him. I kept my eyes on his as though to anchor myself and avoid looking at my husband.
I dropped my head to a tilt and pursed my grin at him. He had started to undo the buttons of my shirt from the top. I dropped the backs of my hands into his lap with my wrists folded in.
“What do you think you’re doing?” I said to him. I held my pursed lips tightly closed but the corners of my mouth curled up. I glanced at my husband. But he acted as though he didn’t notice.
Grant looked at me, he slapped my face lightly, and turned back to my husband. “You don’t mind, do you,” he said. It was a statement of fact, not a question. He went to the second button and the third button down the front of my shirt.
I blushed and reached with both hands around behind my bum and I twisted the fabric of his bottoms in my fingers and pinched him. I stretched back and jutted my chest at him to make him stop opening my top, but it didn’t work.
He pulled my shirt up around my waist to make it easier to get to the bottom buttons and when he turned his face back from my husband to my body, he made me chirp, he made me make a little squeal, and I had to turn away again. When he delicately lifted my shirt off my shoulders, I dropped my arms back, spread my chest, and let him tug the sleeves down my arms. He was going to anyway, there was no point fighting him off me anymore. Besides, isn’t that what a husband should be doing?
He turned to my husband and I collapsed my bared body against his chest to hide myself. “Fucking hotter than shit,” he said to Sylvan in a low, rumbling groan, and he whistled.
I twisted my head and dragged my face across Grant’s chest to look at my husband half obscured in Grant’s t-shirt that I tugged up to hide half my face behind.
Sylvan swallowed and stared back. His mouth was closed and his lips were thin. His eyes darted like scared fish in a tank, from Grant’s hands roaming my body, over my shoulders, down my back, and back to his eyes, and finally to my eyes. And then back to my body again, where Grant touched me.
I tittered and twisted away from him and hid my grin. I couldn’t believe my husband wasn’t going to do anything, and I certainly couldn’t do anything.
Grant’s hands dropped down my body and his thumbs pushed into the waist of my shorts.
I bit his ear. “No!” I said.
He just chuckled as though it was cute the way I thought I had any control over things.
I huffed and sighed and stood up and twisted my fingers into the button of my shorts. I grinned at him with my lips pursed and I glanced at my husband. He swallowed.
I brought my exasperated eyes back to Grant’s eyes but I couldn’t stop grinning at him. I bent at my closed knees and waist and I jutted my bum out. I peeled my shorts down my butt and let them drop down my legs so I could step out of them. I picked them up with my toes behind me, took them in my fingers, and stretched my arm out toward my husband. I handed my shorts to him and he took them, he folded them, and he draped them over the arm of the couch behind him.
Grant wasn’t satisfied, though. Men like him never are. I climbed back into his lap, but he reached behind my back and deftly, of course, undid the clasps of my bra. I looked over at my husband and rolled my eyes. What are you going to do, when a man like Grant gets those ideas in his head?
I curled my shoulders in and let the slack straps fall down my arms, before retracting my hands out of them, and finally letting the cups fall from my chest. I snorted a breath of air out my nose and covered my breasts with my one arm folded over my chest as I stretched my other arm out and handed my bra at the end of my fingers and thumb to my husband, who so thoughtfully took it from me and draped it over my other clothes on the arm of the couch.
I stared at Sylvan when I released my breasts from under my arm, and even as I draped my arms over his friend’s shoulders and wrapped them around his neck. He had tugged his t-shirt off already, so I could feel our skin-on-skin contact down the front of our bodies when I pushed my naked body into his.
“Are you sure it’s okay?” I said to my husband.
Grant took my face in his hand and steered me toward his face and he gripped my jaw as he took my mouth with his mouth. I could see how this was going to go.
“He likes it, I already told you,” Grant said. He rocked to one side of his hip. He didn’t even have the decency to ask or to even to tell me what he wanted. I had to guess!
I rolled my eyes at my husband again and I got up from Grant’s lap and tugged the waist of his bottoms off his butt and down his legs.
He only rocked on his other hip.
I shook my wide eyes at my husband and kept his eyes in mine even as I bent over Grant’s body and hooked my fingers in the waist of his shorts.
“Okay?” I said to Sylvan.
He said nothing — he just swallowed.
Grant chuckled.
I pulled his shorts off and tossed them on the table behind me before I climbed back up into his lap. This time, when I slid up his legs, I felt his erection — so very hard! — poke me in my tummy. It was long enough that it touched the underside of my bare breasts and it made me shy, so I hid it between our bodies that I pressed together. It was so hot against my tummy!
Grant pushed his thumbs inside the waist of my panties. “One more,” he said.
I twisted my face into his neck. “No!” I said with a tiny cry in his ear. I tried to kiss him to appease him. He tried to push my panties down anyway and I reached behind me to try to hold them up.
“Take them off for me,” he said.
“It’s wrong,” I whispered in a harsh breath into his ear.
“Show me,” he said, ignoring me. He pushed my body hard enough I had to stand between his legs on the floor in front of him.
The only way I could take them off was to stare in his eyes and ignore my husband sitting beside him. He nodded and I pushed my thumbs inside the waist. He nodded again and I bit my lip and rolled my eyes. I pursed my lips at him pleading with him not to make me. But he just grinned that knowing grin of his, and I knew I had no choice. I peeled my panties down and off my body. I glanced at my husband and he reached his outstretched arm to take my curled-up panties from me.
I climbed back into his lap and wrapped my hands around his cock that stood up so big between our stomachs. “What do you think you’re doing?” I said to Grant.
He sank further down in our new couch and spread his arms to either side over the top of the back, and he smirked at me.
“You think you can get away with anything, don’t you,” I said and I shook my head at him. I wanted him to see how mad I was. I knelt up and leaned one hand into the back of the couch beside his head and reached around behind me to wrap my other hand around his cock where it stood up behind my butt. I had to arch my back to reach him. I tugged him hard to show him how wrong it was.
He jutted his head forward and took a big sloppy lick of my breast. I glanced over at my husband who swallowed again and again and said nothing. “I’m warning you,” I said to Grant. But my eyes were on my husbands.
I only wanted to scare him, to teach him a lesson. I lowered my hips enough for the head of his raging cock to touch the lips of my yielding, crying pussy. I knew I was as wet again as he made me in his truck. I guess I was pretty slippery too. I accidentally took him inside me, folding my full, soft, and wet lips around the whole head of his cock.
I sucked a short, sharp gasp of air in through my grimace and I dropped my head back. Grant kept sucking on my tits as though he didn’t notice what I almost did. I pushed my chest into his face to try to make him stop driving me crazy, and with my chin on top of his head and my fingers curling around in the hair on the back of his head, I looked over at my husband beside us.
He had his hand down the front of his pants. I could see his bulge move up and down rhythmically. I shut my eyes, I twisted my fingers into Grant’s hair, and I exhaled with a groan. I tried my hardest to hold myself up on my quaking thighs but my knees gave out and my body sank down. His penis penetrated me in one, long slow slide, all the way inside.
He was so big, but I was so wet. We fit together on the edge of pain. I felt like he was going to come right back up my throat and out my mouth from the inside. I accidentally squealed and I twisted my face away from my husband to hide, but Grant seized my waist in his hands and lifted me up. I plunged my body back down on his body, fighting against him. As though overcome with some form of auto-erotic stimulation, against my best, strongest efforts, and to my shock and embarrassment, I began to fuck him.
It wasn’t slow and loving, either. I rode on him hard and deep and fast. I cried out, too, far too loud for a condo with neighbours. I gripped the top of the back of the couch and Grant gripped my tits dancing in front of his face. I plunged my body up and down on his and the sucking sounds of my pussy grappling around his too-big cock filled the room.
I twisted around and laughed and leaned over to ride him backward, holding myself up with my hands around his ankles. I knew he liked my body. I thought he’d like to see my back and ass as I twerked my hips and fucked him reverse cowgirl-like. I think men enjoy seeing their penis go in and out of a girls pussy, especially if she is so wet, she’s foaming white around the edges like I was.
He slapped my ass and I yelped. He pulled me backward and I laid over his body on my back with his cock hard and deep inside me. I glanced over at my husband with glassy, narrow eyes. He had his cock out in his hand. He was okay with it, I guess.
Grant stood up holding me against him and I curled my ankles and feet around his legs behind me. He hugged my ribs from behind and fucked me as he walked me to the kitchen counter. He sat me down on it and I lifted my knees up, put my heels on the edge, and laid back, spreading my legs for him. I had to — he was going to do his worst anyway.
He took me hard and mean. He held me by the waist and used me. I arched in my back hard and reached to dig my nails into his ass. I wanted him to plunge into me harder. It was the only way to get it over and done with. I was ashamed in front of my husband.
He pulled me up and I sat on his waist and dropped my chin over his shoulder. He carried me with his hands under my bum and his cock still inside me, fucking me, as I bounced from his hips and I locked my ankles in his back. I raised my eyes and saw my husband over his back watching as Grant took me into his own bedroom and shut the door behind him with his foot.
Maybe he didn’t want my husband to watch everything. I thought it was polite and considerate of him to finish me off, and himself too, away from my husband’s eyes. It was thoughtful of him.
He dropped me on the bed and knelt between my legs. I knew what he was going to do, and I knew he was going to be a heavy man about it. I readied myself and twisted my fingers into the sheets to brace my body. He entered me slowly but it kept moving into me so far, I had to arch in my back and it felt like I was going to gag.
He began to pummel me in my husband’s bed. I knew I was supposed to keep my cries down, my husband was outside the door, after all, but I couldn’t. He made me cum like that. It wasn’t long before he began to ejaculate into me, too. I held him by the shoulders as he expended himself inside me entirely. I wanted to remember that: my climax made my man cum. I felt like that meant I had the power over him after all. I mean, in the end, it was his precious cum inside my pussy, wasn’t it.
We fell asleep triangled up like that. An hour later or so, I got up and peeked out the bedroom door. My husband was asleep in the dark on the couch. He got his own blanket. I shut the door again and crept up under the foot of the sheets on our bed and giggled because I took his slumbering cock in my mouth again.
What?! I was ready again, what can I say? He’s probably one of those men who needs to know when a girl is ready again.
He rolled me over and pushed my back down in front of him and pulled my ass up. He buried himself into me from behind doggy style. He made me chew the pillow and tear at the sheets. If the slapping sounds didn’t wake Sylvan up, my loud repeated cries would have. He made me clench and he made me stop breathing, too. The orgasm was long and deep and thorough.
In the morning, he was already gone. I crept out into the living room and found my husband also just waking up, scratching his head and yawning and looking around as though piecing together how he ended up there, on the couch.
The following weekend, he told me that Grant was coming over.
“Watching a game?” I said.
“Or whatever,” he said.
I got ready in the bathroom. When I was done, I looked like a bride on her wedding day. I picked out my sexiest underwear. And I put on my white denim shorts and pink college hoody because I though Grant would have fun with that.
Just to make sure, I stood in front of my husband who I found in the kitchen making things. “How do I look?” I said to him.
It should have been odd for a wife to ask a husband how she looked before his friend came over to watch a game. It should have been odd for a husband to notice she looked made up like Sunday. It should have been odd for her to bite her lip nervously and twist her feet together in front of him as he examined her head to toe.
“Hot,” my husband said, finally, and he smirked, his breath caught, and he struggled to pull his gaze away from his wife and return to his chopping.
When Grant came in the door, he didn’t even say anything to Sylvan before he pushed me up against the wall and pinned my wrists above my head. He sank his mouth on my neck and I tried to resist him, but you know. I couldn’t.
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