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I
told my husband that his friend Brent makes me do things that I can’t stop. But he keeps inviting him over to watch games on Sundays anyway.
“It’s demeaning, the way he orders me around,” I said to Nic. Brent was older than him — 36 to my husband’s 33 — but much older than me, at 27. Maybe that was one reason it felt like I had to do what he told me to.
But the bigger reason was the way he said it. It was like he expected me to follow his orders as though there was no possibility of me doing anything other than that. He didn’t leave me any room to deny him. He didn’t even have to speak firmly to me, I just felt him inside me.
It was impossible to explain to my husband those feelings he gave me.
“I can’t say ‘No,’ to him,” I pleaded with Nic. I squeezed his hand in my hands and bit my lip and tilted my head. I curved my eyebrows up at him and dropped my mouth open. I was begging him to say ‘No’ to his friend for me because I couldn’t do it myself. “Something changes in me as soon as he comes in the door,” I tried to explain to Nic. “He makes me feel like a different person. Just talk to him. Please?”
“Maybe you like it, though, being that different person,” he said. “Maybe we should just see.”
“You’re not understanding me,” I sighed to him. “It’s not a matter of liking it or not. It’s the not having any control over myself. You have to do something.” 
“Control over what?” he grinned crookedly at me.
I jutted my jaw sideways and raised my eyes to the ceiling. He was dense. It was like he was being obtuse on purpose. “Control over myself,” I repeated to him. “I don’t know what he’s going to make me do next, and I’m afraid I won’t be able to say ‘No,’ no matter what it is.”
“Maybe I kind of like it, though,” he said.
I shook my head at him like I didn’t hear correctly. “How can you like it?” I screwed my face up at him. “I’m your wife!”
“Maybe that’s why I like it.”
He just kept grinning stupidly.
I couldn’t believe what he was saying. “Well maybe I’ll just let him go as far as he wants to take me, then, and we’ll just wait and see how much you like it!” I said. I was mad at him for not caring what his friend does to his wife.
“Why don’t you do that then?” he said, and he grinned even wider.
His friend was on his way over. We didn’t have much time. I squinted at him and dropped my jaw. “Oh my god!” I said. “Are you’re getting off on the idea of it?”
“But if you like it,” he said, “I’m not the only one getting off it seems.”
“I don’t like it!” I shouted at him, and I turned around and glared at the opposite wall. I crossed my arms over my chest and clamped my eyes shut. I was already feeling it and he wasn’t even there yet. I could feel him coming into me.
“Maybe I love watching you lose your self control,” he said, and he laughed.
“I don’t lose my self control!” I shouted at him over my shoulder. “Ever!”
“With him though?”
“Yes! With him! Okay? That’s why I want you to stop him for me! I don’t like not having self control!”
“But why?” he said, still grinning that stupid grin of his. “What might happen?”
“I don’t know what might happen! That’s what I’m trying to tell you!”
The doorbell rang. Brent had arrived. I grunted at my husband angrily. “Please?” I said to him. I stepped up close to him and wrung his arm in my hands. “Don’t let him?”
But he just chuckled and went to get the door. I ran upstairs to lock myself in the bathroom and pull myself together. I could hear them murmuring to each other in secret at the front door. I felt relieved: I hoped my husband was telling him to knock it off with the way he treats his wife.
I put on white shorts and a long loose t-shirt and fixed my hair and checked my lips and came down. They were already in the den in the basement and I could tell by the golden glow at the top of the stairs that Nic turned out the main lights and put on the strings of bulbs that he loved so much down there. It was such a man cave I could hardly stand it. I went down to at least greet the guest.
“Hey, hey!” Brent growled. “There’s my girlfriend!” That’s what he liked to call me. “Come here and give me a kiss,” he said.
“Hey Brent,” I said, and I went to the little kitchenette to see if my husband remembered to stock it for himself and his friend. I bent over to look in the small fridge.
“Sweet fucking ass on that girl, I tell you what,” I could hear him say to my husband. “I want that wrapped around my face!”
I half stood back up, bent at the waist, and looked at my husband over my shoulder. He just snorted at Brent and grinned. He didn’t speak to him like I had hoped he did. Brent wasn’t brought down with a talking to, he was ramped up.
“Bring me and your husband a beer, would you, girlfriend?” he called over the room.
That was what I was trying to tell my husband: A girl like me isn’t supposed to respond to orders from men like him like that. But he was so crude, so ill-mannered, that there was no way to respond.
“Do you want a beer Nic?” I asked him. I needed to hear him say something, anything!
“I already told you!” Brent laughed. “Two brews, let’s go!” he said, beckoning me with his hand. He wasn’t even looking at me because the game was starting.
I brought two cans out and sauntered in my own sweet time over to the two couches. I dropped Nic’s can in his lap from high enough up to shock him. I stepped over his outstretched legs propped up on the table and took my time blocking his view of his precious super-huge screen. I looked down at him over my shoulder as I stepped up to his friend, also with his legs stretched out and propped up on the table.
He didn’t take the can from my hand that I held down for him. Instead, he wrapped his arm around my waist, gripped his hand over my bare stomach from behind where my t-shirt lifted up, and he pulled me down until I stumbled backward over his legs and fell down to sit in his lap. He clasped his hands together around my waist and pulled my ass up his legs until I was snuggly pressed against his chest.
I kept staring at my husband. I glared at him. He ignored what was going on and watched the big screen instead.
“Miss me, girlfriend?” Brent said, and he leaned forward to push his lips into my cheek.
“Do you want your beer or not?” I said to him, twisting around in his lap and threatening to drop it in his crotch from eye level.
He just snickered and took it from me. When I got up from his lap, he patted my ass. I sagged on my hips and looked down over my shoulder at him and I narrowed my eyes.
“So crass,” I said, and I shook my head.
It was absurd, the things he said and did to me, and ridiculous that I was unable to make him stop. It was otherworldly that my husband let him. If anyone else did half the things he did, even once, I’d be so up in their grill about it. But he always got away with it somehow. He turned me into some completely other woman from some completely other place. Even from some completely other time.
“You know what would be fine?” he said to my husband, turning his lingering gaze away from my body and back to the game.
I pursed my lips and made my way through, around, and over their legs again. I knew he was watching me in the corners of his eyes.
“Wassat?” Nic said, not looking away from the game, either.
“If you’re sweet little Tonya here brought us our drinks and food like a Vegas private-betting room server,” he said.
My husband laughed. “Like what?” he said.
I went back to the kitchenette rather than leave the den. I had to check on things. Make sure bowls were there and stuff.
“Be so fucking hot if your wife got down to her underwear for us,” he said.
I turned toward the wall and gaped widely and popped my eyes out privately. Was he out of his mind!?
“That would be hot,” my husband chuckled.
I shut my eyes and pressed myself into the wall and tried to disappear. I should have gone upstairs like I planned to.
“Hey girlfriend?” Brent called out.
I didn’t answer. I pursed my lips and clenched my eyes and formed my hands into fists and quietly growled deep and low.
“You got any peanuts or something to nibble over there?” he said.
I turned around and found the bowl I had earlier prepared and took the cover off. I was relieved, at first. It was just food he wanted.
But I was wrong. He wasn’t going to be decent after all.
“Uh-uh!” he warned me with a sideways grin. “Lose the t-shirt and shorts, would ya?” he said. “For me?”
I dropped my head sideways and stuck both hands on one hip. I showed him how tired I was of his crap.
My husband twisted around and grinned at me over his shoulder. Not only had he no intention of stopping his friend, he was actively encouraging him.
I always knew there was something off with him, the way he watched and grinned and spied out the corners of his eyes whenever Brent was over and was pinching me or tickling me or pulling and pushing me around. I had to hide how it aroused me, but I realized: I wasn’t hiding it very well from him at all. He liked watching me get aroused by his friend. He liked it all along. He wanted to see me like that.
I read about men like that. They don’t admit it to themselves and they don’t talk to their wives about it, but they secretly like it when other men touch their wives — or more. It’s like some sort of control through sharing, or some sort of status symbol, like letting your envious friend have a spin in your hot car. But only a spin! just to show him what you have.
“What, here?” I said to Brent. I narrowed my eyes at him harshly.
“Well we could go to your bedroom if you’re more comfortable stripping for me there,” he said.
My husband just tittered nervously. I recognized his titter. He was turned on. Probably more than me, too, except I hid it better.
I glared at Brent but then I crossed my arms over my body, took the bottom of my t-shirt in my hands, and I pulled it slowly up and over my head. I dropped it on a stool at the counter.
“Shorts too,” he said, nodding and looking down my body.
Nic slowly twisted around to look at me like some little boy sneaking a peek at a girl. I shook my head and untwisted the button in my shorts and looked up into the corner of the ceiling as I squatted in my waist and knees, hooked my thumbs in the waist of my shorts, and worked them off my ass and down my legs. I hung them from my finger and thumb and let them drop onto my t-shirt over the chair.
“Put some sluttly shoes on,” Brent said. “Complete the look.”
I licked my lips and huffed with impatience. I so wanted to say “No!” But instead I went up stairs to my bedroom closet to pick out a pair he might like. That’s what I warned my husband about. His friend made me do things I would never do.
I thought he might have noticed that I put on black thong bikinis and my hottest full cup black lace bra. It wasn’t the sort of underwear a girl puts on just to hang around at home in, unseen. I like to think a man like him would have put it together that I wasn’t surprised at all that he would be looking at me in that underwear.
I came down the stairs wobbly in my tall, spike-heel open-toe sandals, holding the rail all the way.
“Nice,” he nodded and I bit my bottom lip to stop myself grinning. I hated him so much!
“Stop right there for a second,” he said. He stopped me where I passed in front of my husband’s bare cement wall covered in criss-crossing clear and dim lamp bulbs. “That is fucking sweet,” he said, and he held up his phone and took pictures of me.
My husband wasn’t stopping him from doing anything. I was disgusted.
I turned this way and that and lifted my arms up over my head and dropped my mouth open. He sent me some of the pictures he took of me later on. That’s my favourite one on the cover of this story. I think you can tell by looking at me the way I mean it when I said he turns me into someone else when he comes over and treats me like that. Also, the picture looked really good, I thought. Sexy, sort of.
“Over here, now,” he said. I started to walk in my wobbly heals. “Don’t forget our food,” he said with a chuckle and I grinned to myself and turned around and got the bowls because he was right, I forgot!
I walked straight toward him placing one foot directly in front of the other and dropping my face down with my eyes up to stare at him out the tops of my eyes and through my fallen blonde bangs. He made me arch in my back and jut my chest. He made me want to show myself in ways I never usually feel. I thought to myself, but I didn’t say it out loud anymore: “You better say ‘stop,’ Nic . . . you better say ‘no.’”
I stepped up to Brent and made him reach for the bowls. He took them from me and set them down behind him on the table.
“Now that is more like it,” he groaned low and deep like a lion. I snorted a puff of air out my nose and held my arms folded up against my chest because I was shy suddenly. He made me grin and I tried to hide it and bite my lip. I held my curled-up fists in front of my mouth and rested my chin on my thumbs, staring down at him.
“Turn around for me,” he said in a private, quiet voice.
I stepped my high heels in a tiny circle on the spot, slowly enough for him to make sure he got to see what he needed to see.
He felt my upper thigh from behind with his hand wrapped around it and it made me shiver. He squeezed my bared ass cheek and it made me chirp involuntarily. I was glad it was mostly dark down there. I was blushing more than ever.
I glanced at my husband as I turned in a  slow, erotic and enticing 360, but he pretended to not even notice me dancing for his friend. As if!
Brent wrapped his hand around my waist and drew his hand further up around my ribs, just under the band of my bra. “Closer,” he said in that sultry bedroom voice only for me to hear, and he parted his stretched out legs. I knew he wanted me to dance for him between his legs. I glanced over at Nic but he was staring at the screen.
I leaned over at my hips, and with my arms straight down, I planted my hands on his thighs and balanced myself to lift one leg and then the other over his shin so that I stood between his legs. I looked down at him and clamped my hands around his wrists. It might have looked like I was pulling his hands up over my bra, but I swear that I was trying my hardest to hold his hands down and off my breasts!
He was stronger though. I bit my lip and lost my breath and made another little high-pitched chirp because he began to massage my breasts. I squeezed my knees together and retracted my hips away because of how it felt when he touched me like that. 
“Why don’t you put some music on?” I said over my shoulder to Nic. He did, with the game on too, which he turned down.
I twisted side to side on my hips with my feet and legs together standing between Brent’s legs and I finally let my arms fall to my sides to expose my body fully to him. If he liked to look so much, let him look then. Nic didn’t seem to care, did he.
I closed my eyes and rolled my head back and waved my hips around in wider circles with my knees bent but still together. I found the beat in the music and lifted my elbows up to my ears and let my hands fall down the back of my neck.
I slowly turned around for him again because I knew he liked that. I peeked through my slitted eyes at Nic. He was grinning and rubbing his legs with his strained hands like he was having trouble breathing. I snorted and I moved back around to face Brent who didn’t move his hands off my body the whole time. I dropped my fingers to my abdomen and drew little circles on my soft skin there just above the waist of my low-riding panties. He pressed his hands into my body and pulled them down my sides and over my nearly bare hips, rubbing me all over and making me gyrate for him, pushing and pulling my hips.
He controlled me like that.
He barely urged me forward with the slightest curl of his fingers in my hips and I knelt on the cushion between his knees and let the backs of my fingers brush the tops of his thighs. He tickled my stomach and sides, but not in that laughing way. It was in that way that made me look over my shoulder at my husband. He wasn’t going to stop his friend, even though he could easily tell what his friend was causing in me.
I drew my fingertips over the backs of his fingers where he touched me all over and I smiled down at him and said “Stop!” in the quietest whisper, before I collapsed down on him and curled up in his arms with my face buried in his neck. He was embarrassing me.
“You should stop,” I whispered again against his ear with a wide grin but I also pushed my arm under my back and found his groin with my hand, hidden from my husband by my body.
He chuckled out loud and I writhed deeper against him and hid myself further in his neck where I bit him and sucked on his ear. “You should ’t touch my panties,” I said to him and I squealed accidentally and emitted a high-pitched moan in his hair. He wasn’t touching my panties, not yet, but he started to as soon as I told him not to!
He made me squirm and contort on his lap. I pulled my body away from him getting on my hands and knees over his lap and I glared my wide eyes at him, but he slapped my ass hard and made me go “Nnnn!” with my tongue pinched between my teeth.
“You’re going to be in so much trouble!” I groaned at him softly and I tried to calm him down by kissing him. I drew up and rested my arms over his shoulders and pushed my chest out into his neck. He rolled his head back and I ducked my face down between my shoulders and necked with him a little bit.
It was no good though. It was just making matters worse. I bit his bottom lip and made a loud, pained cry — he had touched the front of my panties right in the middle. I warned him not to, but he didn’t listen. With the music and the lights and everything else, the more he touched me there, the more he made my hips move side to side and curl in and out, involuntarily and accidentally, of course.
I arched further and spread my thighs apart to straddle his lap and I pushed my face into the side of his head and licked his ear. “He’s right there watching,” I said with a barely controlled breath and I poked his ear with my tongue and couldn’t stop grinning. I had to hide. My body moved in wavering circles. I had the shakes all over. He wouldn’t stop rubbing his finger over the front of my panties too lightly and too hard at the same time. It was maddening!
“Ignore him,” he whispered into my ear. And then he poked his finger under the tiny waist of my small black panties.
I leaned into his neck to say “Don’t!” but he made me titter instead. I squirmed and turned my face away. He made my body push down against his hand. My hips involuntarily curled in and out and I shook like I had tremors in my thighs.
His fingers went further down the front of my panties and I squealed against him and bit his neck to keep from making more noises. I knew my back was arching deeply and my ass was poking up high. I didn’t know if my husband was watching, but if he was, it didn’t look good.
Brent was merciless with me though. He brushed the side of his finger over my bare exposed pussy lips and made me gasp sharply. My whole body snapped and I ducked my head down to peek upside down against his chest at my husband on the other couch. But I was unable to look. Brent began to touch me all over where I was very wet and I bit my lip and clenched my eyes.
I saw enough to know my husband was staring right at me and Brent. He began to rub me and I recoiled and try to pull my hips away but his hand stayed inside my panties following me. I pushed my groin into his stomach but he still kept on me. I grunted loudly in his ear and inhaled sharply. I was making a lot of noise. Thank goodness for the music at least!
I twisted around hardly able to breathe. Brent wouldn’t stop rubbing me even though he knew what he was doing. “Turn it up!” I cried to my husband barely able to talk. He was too slow to turn up the volume of the music though. I began to cry over Brent’s shoulder. My hips began to vibrate. Every muscle in my body strained and shook.
“Fuck!” I groaned into his hear.
He just kept rubbing me. It was like he couldn’t tell what was going to happen. I was unable to tell him to stop anymore, not that that would have worked, anyway.
It started, like they always do when they’re going to be big, in the soles of my feet — a rapid twitch. That’s how I know I’m over the edge. The flood of warmth burst out from the middle of my body and filled me like a warm luxurious bath. I flowed out to every extremity of my limbs and rolled my head back and gasped loudly at the ceiling. It wouldn’t stop! I kept twitching all over poor Brent until he finally, mercifully, pulled his hand out of my panties.
I collapsed on him and kissed his chin and jaw and mouth madly. I suddenly felt very shy and struggled up from Brent’s lap and covered the dark-stained front of my panties under my hands and darted on my toes out of the den and upstairs to my bathroom.
It’s where I should have stayed the whole time to begin with!
I heard them come up from the den and talk and then I heard the front door close. I got dressed in my loose jogging pants and crop-cut college shirt and crept downstairs. My husband was in the kitchen on the main floor.
I curled my lips between my teeth and twisted my fingers together behind my back and stepped out into the kitchen on the balls of my toes like some twisting ballerina.
“Um, so,” I said behind him when he didn’t notice me come in.
Nic spun around. “Brent’s just gone out to pick up some takeout dinner for us,” he said full of smiles and cheer.
“He’s coming back?!” I said with alarm.
“Sure!” he said cheerily, carrying plates and cutlery back down the stairs. “Any reason why not?”
He paused when he asked me that, looking at me from the doorway to the stairs. We held each other’s gaze for what felt like minutes.
Any reason why not, he asked. As though he couldn’t think of any reason himself.
I was still buzzing inside from the climax Brent gave me. If he came back, he was going to do more things. And I wasn’t going to be able to stop him anymore than I had so far been able to.
I shook my head “No” to my husband and licked my top lip.
Brent came in without knocking. I looked over my shoulder at him and waved and smiled.
“Come on!” he said. “‘Nother game starting!” He took my arm in his hand and pulled me down the stairs behind my husband.
I sat beside Brent and we all leaned forward over the table to eat.
Brent suddenly snorted as though he remembered a joke to himself. “Your husband,” he said, gesturing with his head. “He fucking loves it when I get all over you like that,” he said and he laughed out loud. “Tell her!” he said to Nic.
I slowly raised my face from the plate and looked nervously over at my husband.
He just shrugged.
“Did you like watching your wife cum on my finger like that?” he said to him.
I giggled and turned to him and punched his arm. “Stop it!” I said and I grinned sideways and privately at him.
“He loved it!” Brent shouted out loud.
I rolled my head over my shoulder and looked at Nic. He was grimacing and finally he nodded.
“You done eating?” he said to me. I pushed my plate away. He leaned all the way back and pulled down his fly.
I turned away and covered my mouth with my hand and twisted my leg over my other leg. I looked at my husband who only looked back at me. His eyes were scared, but not for the reasons they should be.
Brent tugged at my shoulder and I pulled harder away from him. “Get off me!” I said to him half over my shoulder.
He reached around and tugged me by the wrist.
“Hardly!” I shouted at him. But he guided my hand to his cock. I wasn’t really pulling back very hard.
“Are you just going to sit there?” I shook my head at my husband. I wrapped my hand around Brent’s cock and slowly, lightly, stroked him up and down.
“He’s going to watch you suck me off and swallow me,” Brent said with a growl and a grin.
I turned to him. “I don’t swallow!” I said.
“You will now,” he laughed.
“Nic!” I said, pleading for him to say or do something. I rolled over and got on my knees between Brent’s knees. “Make him stop!” I said, grinning widely. I looked up at Brent from between his legs. He wrapped his hand around the back of my neck and pulled me closer to his erection. “You wish,” I sneered at him. But he pulled me harder and I knew he wasn’t going to let me go.
“You better say something,” I said sideways to my husband, and I opened my mouth and sank my lips down over the head of his cock.
It made me close my eyes and moan, muffled, to feel his penis penetrate me in my mouth. He pushed and pulled my head and laughed and said things and I raised and lowered myself and got my mouth further and further down his shaft.
I wanted to lift off him to tell him that he didn’t have to push my head anymore, that I knew what he liked, but he wouldn’t let me lift up. I moaned angrily with his penis filling my whole mouth. Finally I forced my head up from his lap and came off him and squeezed and shook his cock against my face. “I will suck you off, okay? Just let me do it,” I said. I licked his cock from the base to the tip and smiled at him. See? I wanted to say. It doesn’t have to be rough.
I sank my mouth down over his cock and pumped him into my mouth with my hand. I felt proud of myself when I felt his body tense under me. He stopped saying things, too! I smiled and corkscrewed my face down on him harder. I could tell he was getting close. Serves him right! He didn’t stop even when he knew he was making me close!
His cum erupted before I fully expected it and he filled my mouth and made my cheeks bulge and my throat constrict. I tired to swallow, I really did! but he came so much, it gushed out the corners of my mouth and ran down my chin and dribbled over my chest. I lifted off him to catch my breath and more of his cum arced over my face and hair. I sank my mouth back down over his cock and tried to suck it all out of him, but I coughed again and his cum hit my shirt and stomach.
He finally subsided and I made sure to clean him all up with my lips and tongue. I hadn’t swallowed a boy since high school, I didn’t like it so much, but I guess I was willing to make an exception for Brent. I got up and needed to go back up stairs to clean myself for the second time that day! I laughed as I passed by my husband because a wiggling gob of Brent’s cum whipped from where it hung from my chin and I caught it in my palm before it flew onto my husband’s lap.
When I came out of the bathroom and into the bedroom, I was startled by Brent lying there. “No!” I said, and I laughed and headed for the door.
“Your husband sent me up here,” he said.
I paused at the door and pressed myself into the edge of it. “You’re so full of shit,” I said to him.
“Go and ask him,” he shrugged and he tucked his folded arms under his head. He crossed his ankles and grinned like the cat that ate the bird.
I looked out the door and down the hallway. I knew he was right. I stepped back inside the doorway and closed it behind me. I leaned on it with my hands behind my back, pressed flat between my back and the door.
“So what if he did,” I said. “Doesn’t mean you just get to do whatever you want to me.”
He chuckled and nodded at me. “It’s what you want,” he said.
I stepped forward and bent my knees against the edge of our bed. I swung my hands and let my fingers brush over the blanket. “You think you know me that well, you don’t know anything,” I shook my head at him and pinched my tongue between my teeth.
“Come here and lie down with me,” he said.
I laughed with my head rolling back. “I hardly think so!” I said, and I pulled my feet up and knelt on the bottom of the bed. I angrily pinched his toe where it stuck up in front of me.
“Just for a bit,” he said. “I don’t want to miss too much of the game — half time, you know?” he said.
“I know what ‘just’a bit’ means to someone like you,” I shook my head at him. I shifted on my knees and separated his feet so I could sit on my calves between them. There wasn’t room on the end of the bed to sit down unless I did that.
“You think you know me, it seems,” he chuckled.
I squirmed up between his legs to push my hands down in his thighs. “I know men like you all too well,” I sneered.
He pulled his knees up and reached down to his waist to undo his pants.
“What do you think you’re doing?” I said, as I helped him with his fly. I pushed myself off the end of the bed and tugged his pants down from his hips and over his legs. I draped them over a chair and got back up on the bed between his legs. “Mm?”
He lifted his hips with a sneer and pulled his underpants off his hips.
I rolled my eyes and looked over my shoulder at the door to make sure it was closed. I pulled his shorts off and tossed them over his pants.
“You think that’s going to change my mind?” I said.
He wrapped his hand around his cock and pulled it looking right at me with that grin of his. “Come close,” he said.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes and got down on my elbows and knees and I kissed his abdomen and all around his balls. “No closer,” I said, “okay?”
“Up to you,” he said.
“I’m only doing this to help you calm yourself down,” I said. “I would have thought cumming in my mouth earlier would have been enough, but I guess there’s never enough for a man like you.” I sloppily licked his cock up the underside.
He snorted looking down his body at me. “You’re right about that,” he said.
“I suppose you think I should get naked for you,” I said with a sneer. “I can tell how you think!” I rolled over and lifted my hips and pushed my legs up to pull my pants down my legs and I threw them over the chair. I also took my top off.
I got back up and walked on my knees up to his chest that I touched and then I tugged to make him take his shirt off. “Do you like how these feel?” I said to him. I picked up his hand and pushed it over the cup of my bra. I was wearing my new white satin underwear for him.
“Not bad,” he said.
I laughed. “As if,” I said. “You love it!” I folded my arms behind me and unclasped the bra. “I know what you’re after though.” I let my bra fall down my arms and I tossed it on the chair too.
I knelt straight up and leaned over his body and rubbed both my hands up over my bare breasts. “Go on, I know you want to,” I said down to him.
He grinned and took my tits in his hands.
“See? So predictable,” I said, and I rubbed my hand down his chest, over his stomach, and around his cock.
“Come over me, sit on me,” he said.
“No thank you!” I said. “Like I would do that!” I shook my head and narrowed my eyes, but I lifted my knee over his hips and sat on his thighs. “Only because I choose to!” I glared at him.
“Of course,” he said. He rubbed my body all over and I leaned down over him and kissed him and let my chest push down into his chest.
“I suppose you want my panties off too,” I said close to his ear.
He just chuckled.
“See? Like I don’t know you,” I said, and I poked my thumb under the waist of my panties and worked them side to side off my ass and down my thighs. I laughed and stood up on the bed, using his hand to balance myself. “Help me!” I said, and I wriggled my bum.
He reached up and pulled my panties the rest of the way down my legs until I stepped out of them. I came back down to sit on his lap now as naked as he was. “Doesn’t mean you get to do anything, just wanted to get more comfortable,” I said. “Anyways, you probably like it don’t you.”
“I love it,” he grinned.
“Don’t even try to, you hear me?” I said, and I pulled his bottom lip with my lips.
“Do what?”
“As if you don’t know!” I giggled and I wiggled my hips and dragged my abdomen over the top of his erection.
“Seems you’re the one with ideas,” he said.
I sat back on his lap and pulled his cock up against my stomach. “You couldn’t be more wrong. I’m only doing this with you so you don’t embarrass my husband any more than necessary,” I said. I lifted myself on my knees and pushed his erection between my legs but I covered the head with my hand. “No!” I said firmly.
“I think he’s pretty aware of what’s going on up here — he sent me up here to find you, remember?”
“You are such a liar!” I squealed at him and I dropped over him to kiss him because he was being cute and I accidentally let the head of his cock touch the lips of my pussy.
“Don’t!” I grinned at him. I snorted and let my hips move a little back and forth just to tease him.
“A little bit,” he said. “And then I won’t bother you anymore.”
“I’m sure,” I said, tussling his hair and kissing him all over his face. “I give you a little, you’re going to want to push it all the way in me,” I said.
“Test me,” he said.
I giggled and buried my face in his neck. “No!” I said. I bit his ear and whispered, “No fucking another man’s wife!” and I chuckled. My hips accidentally came down a bit further and the head of his cock pushed my lips a little wider.
“One inch,” he said.
I was actually impressed that he wasn’t just pushing his hips up into me from below. I got back up to kneel over him and I reached down between my legs and held his cock up under my pussy. “One inch!” I said in a sweet and cute high voice. “And if you control yourself, maybe I can let you have a little more, okay?”
He grinned.
“Okay!?” I repeated and I widened my eyes at him and squeezed his cock sternly. I sank my hips down and engulfed the head of his cock inside my pussy. I gasped and let go and fell over him, landing my hands into the pillow on either side of his head. “Just a little,” I pleaded with him with a shaky voice.
He finally pushed his hips up into me.
“A little more is okay,” I said into his ear.
We both pushed at the same time and I gasped and tried to pull away but instead we crashed together hard. I didn’t know I was so wet.
He wrapped his hands around my ass and moved me on him. I bit his cheek and tried to tell him that that was all he got, but I was breathing too hard. He kept fucking me!
“You should . . . “ I tried to tell him, but I lost my voice, I grabbed his hair, and I began to ram myself against him as hard as he was ramming me. We made a loud slapping noise together. I also cried loudly.
I guess I inspired him or roused him or something, because he started to roll me and throw me around and penetrate me in every way. I cried out loud and lost my breath and gasped and arched under him and over him. I pinched his skin and bit him. He kept making me cum!
I knew he meant business when he threw me down in front of him. I lifted my ass up for him and he pushed my chest down into the bed. He knelt behind me and entered me roughly. I reached around behind him to tap the back of his thigh to let him know it was okay to do it the way I knew he really wanted to do it to me. I guess it was kind of too late to hold back anymore.
He took me so hard it was difficult to breathe the way my body jolted from within. I twisted my hands in the sheets and bit the pillow hard. I knew he was going to cum because he loved to fuck me so much. He came inside me. He wasted me. I was exhausted. It was such hard work to fuck a big man!
He took me downstairs by the hand after we cleaned up. I was in a nice cami and shorts, all gold and shimmering. I knew Nic would recognize it. I thought he might like it if I wore it.
We didn’t say anything but I got up and got food because I knew he would be hungry, and I fed him and laughed and slapped his hand because I wanted to feed him. We both said bye to him at the door when it was time to go, and I lifted myself on my toes to throw my arms around his neck and kiss him goodbye.
I turned around against the closed front door and faced my husband. “We need to talk,” I said.
It all came out. He had a secret voyeur kink all along! He told me it accidentally came out when he and Brent and some other guys were all drunk at poker one night and trash talking each other. Brent was the one who suggested it, he said. He could be a voyeur without any risks if it was his wife he was watching, and his friend who knew he was.
“What? You weren’t watching me up stairs, were you!?” I said.
He shrugged.
“From where!?” I shrieked and I covered my face in my hands and blushed.
“The bathroom,” he admitted. It joined the other room. He was able to sneak through to watch Brend and me fuck on the bed.
“Did you . . . ?” I said, half turning my face and grinning.
He nodded.
“Into your hand?”
“A cloth,” he said.
I giggled. And then I stepped up to him and draped my arms over his shoulders. “You should have told me,” I said, and I kissed him.
“I didn’t think I’d like it with you,” he said.
I pinched my tongue in my teeth and smiled. “You didn’t think you were a such a big fat cuckold too, did you,” I said, and I rubbed my nose against his nose.
“No telling, olay?” he said.
“Of course not,” I said. “But are we gong to invite Brent to come over again next Sunday?” I asked him, biting my lip and squeezing his hand and bouncing on the balls of my toes.
“If you want,” he said, and I squealed and kissed him hard and hugged him harder.
I was climbing the walls all week, especially Saturday! My husband surprised me with a present on Sunday.
“Open it,” he said.
“What is it?”
“Just open,” he said with little patience.
It was a very nice, extremely sexy, red lace bra and panty set — they had tiny black bows in the middle of the bra and on the front of the panties. “Very cute!” I said and I kissed him.
“That’s for Brent,” he said.
I looked at him and dropped my mouth wide open. It was hard to contain the wide smile spreading over my face. “Seriously?” I said.
“Don’t tell him I bought it,” he said.
I looked at them again in my hands and raised my face up to his and bit my lip. “He’s going to love it, you know,” I said coyly.
“You should wear a nice dress for him,” he said.
He helped me pick out my short red one.
“These shoes,” he said. He put them on me: my high, peek-a-boo-toe white heels.
“You really know what a man likes, don’t you,” I said.
He rolled his eyes and I immediately kissed him and reassured him.
“You know what I mean!” I laughed. “A man like Brent.”
“Do you want to hide?” I said to him.
“It makes it more real, in a way,” he said.
“Why don’t you hide in there,” I said, gesturing to the closet. “I’ll tell Brent you had to go, that it’s just him and me all day.”
“He’ll know somethings up,” he said.
I rolled my eyes. “So!?” I said. “He knows how to have fun, too, believe me!” I kissed him and pushed him backward into the closet. “And no coming out no matter what you see or hear!” I grinned at him.
Brent rang the bell just as I shut the doors on my husband. I squealed and shimmied to the front door. Brent came in and this time, instead of him being all over me, I was all over him. I didn’t have to tell him the lie that Nic wasn’t home. He didn’t even seem to notice one way or the other. I guess I’m a bit of a distraction!
He carried me and made me laugh and put me down on the couch and I kicked my high heel shoes at him and my dress fell up around my waist and I pretended to complain about how he was treating me. I pretended to say no and I pretended to resist him and fight him off me, too. I knew he liked feeling like he was overpowering me.
I put the game on for him and I sucked him off. I got out of my dress and rode in his lap laughing because I was teasing him and blocking his view kissing him and stroking him. I loved getting him beer and opening it for him and pouring it in his mouth sitting on his lap and spilling it all over both of us, and I loved feeding him too. I liked his hands all over my body especially when he was paying attention to the game and rubbing me at the same time. I don’t know why that especially turned me on.
I kept asking when half time was coming.
“Not yet,” he kept saying and I squirmed on him and pouted and made him feel how wet I was for him.
Finally some whistle went and he announced that it was half-time. I squealed and jumped up and shrieked and pulled him behind me to the stairs going up.
“Hurry!” I shouted at him.
He carried me on his back piggy-back style to our bedroom and he dumped me on the bed. I rolled around and tore the rest of my clothes off, and his too. When he lowered his hips between mine, I pushed mine up and caught him inside me and I arched deeply so far I rose on my head and faced our headboard backward and upside down.
His cock felt so good inside me!
To say he was a good lay would be understating it, but I didn’t want to cum so hard and so much in case it hurt my husband’s feelings. But I couldn’t stop. He was like some kind of magic man!
I rode him backward and he took me in all sorts of ways and we even flew downstairs and fucked in the kitchen when we only meant to get glasses of water. I let him take me from behind on the couch, too. And I laughed and held him down on the floor under me and fucked him like that. I forgot all about my husband. I forgot he was somewhere spying on his all the time.
He came so hard when I finally let him cum in me, I thought he was going to pass out. Him or me, it was hard to tell, because I climaxed very hard yet again too. I lost count how many times!
That’s how it started, anyway. Every Sunday we played all over the couch and den and if he was a good boy he got to fuck me at half time.
I guess he was always a good boy!
And my husband got to watch every time. Although, when I told him I was thinking of maybe a little holiday weekend just for Brent and me only, he said, “No way,” but his eyes said something different . . . .
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