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Innocent Wife One Minute






I





O

 wen kicked the heavy hotel door closed behind him with a crack of his brown Berlutis and sneered. He took his time drawing his gaze down the lithe, tightly-wrapped body of Aria and back up again.

“Leave it on,” he nodded decisively without expending himself enough to go all the way back up to her eyes but settled his gaze instead directly on the exposed flesh of her pushed up mounds. He curled his wrist and dexterously unclasped his cufflink still under the sleeve of his banker’s grey Burberry suit jacket.



Aria paused with her hands still clutching the ends of the knot on the front of her lilac twist-front McKenna dress. She shot her head back and shook loose her silky mane of smooth jet black locks. “Fine,” she uttered as soft and pure as oil. She  nailed him through her black Cartiers and wriggled her hips to raise the hem of her short dress enough to hook her thumbs into the waist of her black tulle thong. She checked Owen’s eyes: did he appreciate that she picked out to wear part of her 26
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birthday present from him last month?



She pulled them down without bending her knees until they fell around her deep purple Gucci pumps like a cloud, and she stepped out of them lightly as a gazelle. “But,” she poured out with an exaggerated pout stepping deliberately and with high knees toward the man now exactly twice her age, “you might get it on me . . . “ she patted her chest with her long, thin fingers with the long pink matte painted nails. “. . . if I don’t get it all in here,” she nearly blew in a whisper out her lush violet-painted lips. She stood against him and looked down between their bodies to where her elegant fingers undid his belt and pants with the agility of a pianist.

Owen dropped his jacket down his arms behind him and flicked his wrist so it flew to the bed. He used his toes to pick off his shoes and wrapped his hands — clean, trimmed, perfect — under Aria’s shiny silken hair and gripped her around her long, slender neck and put light but increasingly heavy downward pressure on her collarbone. “I want you to let some hit your dress. You my Monica.”

Aria giggled breathily and dug his penis out of his boxers. She hugged his back and then his ass as she slid her body down the front of his body until she gracefully came to her knees. She pressed her chest to his thighs and looked up to him. She let his thickening and hardening cock dangle on her eyes, cheeks, over her nose, her chin, and her neck. She played with it, chasing it with her face and her lips. “Baby needs to mark his toys?” she said up to him with his stiffening rope washing all over her face.

He snorted and tugged at thick strands of her hair that he curled up into his fists like reins of a horse. But she pursed her lips tightly and prevented his erection from entering. “No,” she said, gazing up at him. She wrapped her delicate, cool hand around his heaving, heavy cock and pumped it against her tightly pressed lips again. “No,” she pretend to protest again. “Mm-mm!”

“You got it coming to you,” Owen murmured deeply, watching her playacting with distracted amusement. She took away his worries, didn’t she.

Aria twisted her head side to side like a child refusing a spoon and when she brought his full erection to her lips again, she tried to protest loudly but could only moan through her pursed mouth. She creased her brow and cried out inside her closed mouth all the while holding his cock against her lips.

Owen pulled her hair and she tried to push her head back against his strength. He drew his hand around her jaw and stroked her cheek with the back of his knuckles. She continued to flick her face from side to side now spreading her lipstick over the head of his enlarged cock. He pushed a finger between her puffy lips and worked it between her rows of perfect teeth. He got a second finger in there too and began to pry open her mouth. She clamped her jaw tight as she could but his strength was overwhelming. He wrapped one hand around the back of her precious head and pushed her lower jaw down with his fingers on her teeth. When her mouth dropped he shoved his hips against her face and his cock pushed rudely into her mouth against her pretended will.

Aria moaned and dropped her head back to allow him deep access. She clenched her fingernails into his bared ass and looked up at him with lust-enflamed eyes. Pretending was fun, but damn if he didn’t win again! She moaned long and deeply and smiled at him with her curving, joy-filled eyes. She imagined how that looked to him, and she had a good idea, too. That morning when she worked on her makeup, she took a selfie at a sharply high angle looking up to see what her coal-lined eyes would look like for him, with his cock overpowering her mouth, again. It looked good, she knew. Everything she and Owen did looked beyond hot.

She settled into her duty with slow, long, and tight draws over and back along the length of his steely shaft giving him the kind of moans he elicited from her when he went down between her legs. This afternoon, there’d only be time for a blowjob, unfortunately. Owen’s wife was already downstairs at the restaurant awaiting her husband and his assistant up in the room finishing “business.”

Aria nonetheless was able to rub herself and she clenched and squirmed and squatted on the floor in front of Owen with his cock, slick and shining with her saliva, pushing between her lips. It was when he began to pivot his hips and literally fuck her face that she knew he was rising to his climax, a sensation that filled her with a kind of delirium and made her want him more than was physically possible. She sank two fingers up inside her puss and drilled her mouth onto him, spiraling her mouth over his cock and crying out from inside her throat muffled and stuffed. She was pouring wet, hence the need to remove her panties earlier, besides the effect it had on Owen.

“Fuck,” he exhaled. She pushed his ass and sank deeper on him. She dragged her tongue up and down his cock inside her mouth and wrapped her fist around his cock and squeezed and pumped him. She bobbed on him faster and tighter until she felt his body go rigid and his breathing stop. The first shot filled her mouth and she pulled off squeezing him harder. The second shot hit her lips and chin. She dove back onto him and pumped him out into her mouth but pulled off again to let it run out and down her chin where it dripped on her breasts. She rolled her head back and half closed her eyes as more and more of his come spurted from him onto her pretty neck and over her gold chain, down between her mounds, and inside her top and over her bra. He grabbed his cock in his own hand and aimed his last shots at her top.

He chuckled, bracing himself against the wall with an outstretched arm. “Wipe your face and tits,” he said to her, pulling his pants up. “But not your dress.” She scooped his come from her chin and neck with her finger and brought it to her mouth to suck and clean off. When she reached for her panties he shook his head “No.” He pushed them into her purse. “Might need to fuck you later — don’t want to waste time.”

She set her jaw and briefly closed her eyes. She snapped her purse closed and put her compliant smile back on. “Shall we?” she said, twisting the door handle.

Owen pulled out Aira’s chair to ensure she sat directly facing Evelyn. He took his seat with his wife to his right, his girlfriend-slash-assistant to his left. He chuckled when he saw how his fresh stains on her top caught the dim light. “Bill Clinton got nothing on me,” he said to his wife.

“Mm?” she responded from over the top of her menu.





II



“You have a good afternoon?” Owen leaned over toward his wife and nudged the three paper shopping bags at her feet with his shoe. “Cucinelli, Armani, de la Renta,” he noted. “Sounds like the start to a bad joke,” he glanced at Aria. She laughed but stopped herself and fumbled with the pendant dangling between her soft shallow mounds, and between two stains below.

“I love coming to New York!” Evelyn crossed her leg from the knee of her other leg dangling her YSL suede heel sandals from her painted toe. She pondered Owen with her pinkie in the corner of her mouth. “You two get done what you needed to upstairs?” Her grin might have suggested she knew something. But then again, thought Owen, this was Evelyn we’re talking about.

Aria on the other hand cleared her throat and lunged at the menu. Her eyes bugged out behind the tall fresh sheet. “Scallops look interesting,” she said.

“It was a mess,” Owen said to his wife. “It was hard. But thanks to this one’s steady grip of the issues, we managed to get most of it swallowed.”  He nodded at Evelyn with seriousness while gripping Aria’s bare shoulder in his hand. “She’s there when I need her,” he said, squeezing Aria’s shoulder. Evelyn watched where exactly.

Aria looked out over the top of her menu. “All in a day’s work,” she demurred. Under the table she slipped her foot out of her Guccis and pushed her toes up inside the bottom of Owen’s pant leg. “But not quite finished yet, he says.” She looked at him with an innocent questioning look. “But I’m ready when he is as usual.” She slowly turned her gaze back to his wife and clenched her toes on Owen’s crotch.

“Have I told you,” Evelyn leaned forward toward Aria, “he seems to want to spend more time with you than me!” She shook her head in mock disgust at Owen then laughed at herself. “You’re a savior, Aria, you surely are. Before Owen found you last spring, he was late at work, delayed with return trips, always too busy to even bring me on trips like this.” She took Aria’s limp hand in hers and patted it. “We’re both grateful for you. You know I can’t handle him alone.” She laughed and sank back in her chair. “Drinks? What shall we have to celebrate?”

“Anything that’s wet,” Owen clapped. 

Aria just barely stopped herself. “I’m ready for a Mojito. Or two.” She and Evelyn could be sisters, she reflected, or best friends at least. The truth was, she enjoyed Evelyn. Evelyn was only a few years older, blonde where Aria was brunette, but both of them showed hints of Asian in their blood and in their bearing and discretion. But, based on what Owen had to say, they were from different planets when it came to the bedroom.

“The first time,” Owen said to her one evening when they were in a different hotel in a different city, sprawled, naked, and spent, “she wasn’t sure how to do it with me behind her.”

“What do you mean?” Aria chuckled.

“I mean she didn’t know how to, you know, where to put it, exactly.”

“Well there is a choice I guess,” she rolled her eyes.

“She hadn’t done it in that position before.”

“What?”

“She hadn’t really been with another guy before me.”

“She hasn’t been with anyone since you either — or so you like to tell yourself.”

“You see the way she talks and thinks. It’s not just me that thinks that.”

“True. Do you think she’s curious about new things?”

“Pretty sure not,” Owen smiled to himself. “She was sheltered — her household was very strict, very separated from everyone else. She hasn’t seen a lot.”

“That’s why she loves coming along on your trips.”

“Don’t worry, it’s safe, she’d never guess anything even if you parade it right in front of her. She can’t imagine people doing that, let alone her own husband.”

“Do you think you should treat her like that though?” Aria curled around Owen’s arm and pulled her naked body up against his.

“She likes her closed world. She likes knowing what she knows.”

Aria brought his hand between her legs and rotated her hips barely perceptibly. “Maybe she’ll surprise you one day.”

“Highly doubt,” he shook his head.

“A woman can,” Aria said, pushing her face closer to his neck and reaching the tip of her tongue out to touch him there. She also pressed her hips forward so her pussy, smooth and soft and warm, touched his hand.

Owen rolled his hand over and cupped her pussy. “You trying to tell me something?”

Aria laughed with shyness and hugged his arm to her bare body tighter. “Maybe.”

He touched her lips down there and found her damp. “Somebody didn’t get enough?”

“Somebody didn’t get her turn,” she pouted. She pressed her hips harder into his hand. “But I don’t want just your hand,” she whispered.

“And that’s why you ain’t her,” Owen said, lifting himself up and pushing on her legs forcefully beneath him.

“No!” she squealed.

“Big bad wolf gonna huff and puff.”

“No!” she cried again pushing her knees together.

Owen gripped them and pried them apart.

Aria finally let herself be over-powered. “Why am I not her?” She covered her pussy with both her hands to protect it from the evil-doer. Owen lifted one finger and she clenched both hands down tighter. He forcefully lifted her arm by the wrist and she giggled and cried softly as a whisper, “No!” before relenting. Her arms flopped back and her fingers got ready, twisting into the white sheets. She pushed her pillow to make it perfect. “I beg you to stop!” she said lightly and bit her lip.

Owen kissed a trail of tiny kisses down the inside of her thigh and reached the soft skin between leg and pubis. “She never ask for it.” He kissed her pussy lips lightly and she inhaled sharply. He kissed again and she stretched her neck back and barely whispered, “Baby . . .” all full of heat and breath.

“The first time I ate her out,” he said, raising his face from between her thighs, “she stopped me because she thought she peeing, not coming.”

Aria laughed but she also gasped and chewed hard on her knuckle. “If you’re not used to it,” she couldn’t finish her sentence.

“We did it in my car,” he said.

Aria breathed hard and rolled her head side to side. “Who initiated it though?” She inhaled tiny high-pitched cries.

“Me of course,” he said, using his fingers to pronounce her clit which he barely touched with the tip of his tongue, over and over.

“Of course,” Aria breathed. She plunged her fingers into his hair and pulled hard. “You’re that kind of man.”

“I tried to grab her and hold on but she started hitting me.” He poked his tongue around and around her hardened clit and began moving into her with a finger.

“Like I hit you?” Aria watched her hips involuntarily rise up and follow his tongue in tight little rotations. Her breathing was fast and short. She sucked tiny inhalations with little inward cries and bit down on her knuckle.

Owen chuckled and sucked on her pussy lips, letting them snap back. Aria groaned and writhed. “Baby,” she repeated with what breath she had. Her head thrashed side to side over the big white soft pillow.

“She hits for real, not like you.”

“I hit you for real too, but it only makes you fuck me harder.”

“You love it,” he said.

She bit her bottom lip and managed a high-pitched “Mm-hm!” He was relentless and he was good. She could feel the nerves in her foot arches electrifying and a weightless sensation fill her lungs and knew he was bringing her perilously close.

“The first time I came on her tits?” Owen kept on.

“Uh-huh?” Aria managed barely able to hear him.

“She wouldn’t let me near her for a week.”

Aria half laughed and half moaned. “She didn’t like is?” she managed to whisper at the top of her lungs.

“Even less than in her mouth.”

Aria was peaking. “Who’s mouth?” she squeezed out.

“Evelyn’s mouth.”

“With your cock all hard?”

“All ready to shoot.”

“Oh god. All hard in your wife’s mouth?”

“That’s right, shoving my cock deep into my wife’s mouth, making her gag on it.”

“Oh shit,” Aria twisted the sheets hard. “Did she try to keep you out of her mouth?”

“She tried keeping her lips tight, she wasn’t going to let me in.”

“Oh fuck. But you pushed hard didn’t you.”

“I shoved it in there.”

“Between her lips.”

“I forced it.”

“Fuck me Owen.”

“I had to push her mouth open,” he said.

“Fuck me!”

“Then I fucked her pretty little face.”

“Owen,” she breathed at the top of her lungs. She squeezed her tits and her leg muscles stiffened. “You came in her mouth didn’t you.”

“All over her face and neck,” he said, rubbing her soaking pussy below his mouth.

Aria said nothing. Owen noticed she wasn’t breathing, either. “On her chin. She had to swallow it too.”

“Fuck!” Aria began to shout. She trembled and vibrated and her hips shot up and crashed down. “Oh my god,” she moaned deep and long as though possessed.

Owen felt the flush of her juice all over his face and came up from between her legs. “Even now?” he said.

When Aria recovered, she nodded with a coy smile. “Even for now,” she petted his stomach with no strength at all.





III



Thomas, Owen’s boss, called him. “I’m not coming into the office today, bring me those documents — I’ll deal with them at home.”

“Your home?” Owen squinted.

“Was I unclear?” He ended the call.

Owen pulled down a handsome mid-6 figure income and projected confidence and strength everywhere and with everyone, except for with his boss. “Sure thing, dick,” he said into his dead phone.



He rang the bell at the mansion on the lake. Thomas answered the door cursorily, not even stopping as he swooped by to another of the 30 or so rooms. “Just land it there on the table,” he gestured to the ornate 18
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C French walnut table poised between the mirrored curving staircases. He was in a plush white bath robe dragging a grey towel over his wet hair. “Evelyn will look it over.”



Owen hovered the folder over the table frozen in the act of letting it go. “Odd,” he thought. He never heard of an Evelyn around the office, other that his wife, of course.

“Evelyn?” he called to Thomas’s back.

Thomas stopped turned around and sauntered back toward Owen and stopped halfway curling his fists into his waist. “I’m sure you know her,” he said.

“Pretty sure I don’t,” Owen chuckled with a grin over half his face.

“Evelyn?” Thomas called over his shoulder keeping his gaze on Owen.

It took a few seconds but from inside the room emerged his wife, one hand around the wrist of the other, her head down, a sheepish grin creeping over her mouth. She was dressed in a short, cream-white number with a tall turned up collar and a deeply plunging neckline. Her pumps were extraordinarily high.

She pursed her lips and met Owen’s dumbfounded gaze with her eyes hard to their corners. “Thanks,” she said in a whisper, taking the folder as Owen’s thumb and finger grip mechanically released.

“Surprised?” Thomas broke the silence. “What’s the big deal? She’s a paralegal, I need someone I can trust to look over the language.” Thomas continued rubbing the towel into his hair.

When Evelyn walked past Thomas, her foot falls in a single-file line, her ass pushed up by the pumps, Thomas reached out with his arm and stopped her with his hand flat on her stomach. Evenly slowly spun around on her toes and Thomas’s hand stayed in place so that he now held her by her opposite waist, and he pulled her body tight against his.

“We’ve been going over a lot of documents all morning,” he said, facing Owen straight on. “Haven’t we darling,” he said, not taking his eyes off Owen’s. His hand rubbed up and down her side as high as the underside of her breast. Below her clavicle rested a large blue sapphire Owen didn’t recognize. Evelyn’s eyes remained fixed on Owen’s shoes but finally she shook her head to clear her hair from her face and raise her gaze to Owen’s eyes. “We have,” she said.

“I wasn’t aware you knew each other,” Owen dropped his head to a side tile.

Thomas chuckled with feigned surprise. “You introduced us!” he corrected Owen. “You even told me yourself she’s a whiz with filings.” He gestured for her to leave but as she turned he sank his grip into her ass and yanked her close against him to kiss her sloppily on her cheek. She clacked in her pumps through the door into his office.

Thomas rolled his wrist to check his watch. “I’ll be done with her in a few hours, about when you’re on your way home from the office,” he said. “Why don’t you swing by and save me the cost of an Uber.” He turned without waiting for an answer and went through the door into his office, closing it behind him. Behind the door he heard a squeal and a shriek.

Owen didn’t return to the office, opting to go home early instead. He paced around their home fighting himself against urges to explore her closet, her jewelry cabinet, her computer. Even the cream-white dress — a sexy number for sure — was unfamiliar to him and was not her usual conservative style. He poured whiskeys and replayed conversations looking for clues. Instead, his mind kept defaulting back to conversations with Aria in bed, at intimate restaurants, in his office, in her apartment, laughing about Evelyn and her innocence, her lack of experience, her naïveté.

Next day, Thomas called him to his office at work. “Might need your little wife on a semi-regular basis going forward, Owen.”

“Sir?” Owen blinked.

Thomas finally looked up from his laptop. “She’s good at what she does. I’m going to need more of that. I’ll let you know when I’m taking her. You going to have a problem with that?”

Owen stared off into the corner of the office walls unsure how to respond. “To do some paperwork? Go over some documents — filings?”

Thomas fixed him with a glare like Owen was being dim. “What do you think?”

“Well sir,” he cleared his throat. “You were in your bathrobe last time.”

“Is this you taking me on?”

“Sir?”

“Is this your idea of confrontation? You want to call me on something?”

“I’m just . . . “

“Just what? Are you looking for a reason to end your gainful employment in my office?”

“What? No! I didn’t . . . “

“Well then what are you still doing standing in my office?”

Owen pointed out the door and began to shift back out.

“One more thing,” Thomas said.

Owen paused at the threshold.

“I’m going to need her at the partners’ meeting tomorrow.” He gestured without looking up for Owen to leave and close the door.

At home, Owen pulled up a stool to the counter and dug into the take-out order. Evelyn joined him. “So you’re coming to our meeting tomorrow?”

“Yeah, uh-huh,” she replied not looking up from the box she scooped out.

“What for?”

She paused and fixed him with her gaze. “Thomas wants me there in case there are detailed questions on the filings this month.”

“You’ve been doing his paperwork for real?”

She furrowed her brow and snorted air. “What in the world do you think?” She shook her head and continued scooping food out of the boxes.





IV



In the morning, Owen couldn’t help notice how long Evelyn was taking finding her outfit for the day. “I can take you in,” he said to her at the closet entrance.

“That’s nice of you,” she smiled over her shoulder. She was only in her bra and panties as she fingered her way down her dress hanger.

“The red one is good,” Owen said softly.

She pulled it out and rested it against her body, kicking out a leg to flair the skirt. “A bit skimpy and revealing for the office, don’t you think?”

“But it looks pretty hot on you.”

She considered him a few moments before turning to the mirror. “This one then?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he assured her. “But maybe something else underneath.”

Her eyes involuntarily narrowed as she scrutinized him. “Underneath?” she said in nearly a whisper.

Owen filched through her intimate wear hangers until he pulled down a thin-strapped quarter-cup bra and boy hipsters, each with a dark red tiny bow in the middle. “Maybe?” He handed it to her.

She took it from him skeptically. It was something one wears for a sex partner, not for under business attire during the work day. But she nonetheless shook loose her first bra and turned her back to him to clasp the new bra. He also went down on his knees and carefully tugged down her first panties and held the new ones below her raised feet to help her get into them. He pulled them up and kissed her stomach.

When she finally came down to meet him at the front door and hitch a ride to his office, she looked incredible. “You like?” she giggled lightly, twisting herself around to make her skirt flare out. She was stunning.

They entered the office together. Owen guided her to Thomas’s office and lightly rapped the door causing it to swing open. Thomas looked up from his table and Owen guided Evelyn into the office with his hand pressed into her lower back.

“Evelyn’s here for you,” he said.

Evelyn dangled her purse from her fingers in front of her thighs and stepped like a bride toward Thomas who got out of his chair to meet her half way. “Close the door, would you?” he said to Owen not taking his eyes off Evelyn’s eyes, her mouth, her neck, and her waist.

An hour later during the meeting, Evelyn opened her purse to get a pencil. Inside, Owen caught sight of her panties bunched up. Evelyn’s eyes shot up to his before she snapped it closed again. Their eyes stayed locked together for more than a moment.

That evening, Thomas called Owen at home. “Bring her over,” was all he said. Owen stared at his phone trying to comprehend.

He went into the den where Evelyn was reading still holding his phone out. “He’d like you now.”

“Now?” she said.

“He just called.” He gestured at the phone in his hand.

Evelyn closed her book and her eyes quickly scanned the corners of the room. “But it’s evening,” she pointed out.

“I don’t know,” Owen shrugged. “I guess you better.”

When she came down from upstairs, she was dressed in a black cocktail dress with her hair up and makeup like she was going out to club. “Do I look alright?”

Owen swallowed dryly. “You look incredible.”

“Drive me?” She found it hard to hide her excitement.

“What do you think he needs?” Owen asked her half seriously.

“More paperwork, I guess!” she smiled trying to assure him.

When he brought her to his boss’s door, Thomas stopped him from coming in. “Thanks Owen,” he said, pulling his wife past him into the house. “I’ll send her back tomorrow,” he said, closing the door in Owen’s face before he had a chance to protest. He caught sight of his wife just before it shut. She looked stunning as she shrugged at him with a “what are you gonna do?” expression.

In the car, he phoned Aria..

“Baby, can’t do tonight,” she said.

“Need you,” he said quietly.

“I know baby, but it’s my mother.”

He put his phone down. Dim light from Thomas’s office windows came on. Owen felt reduced from shame but he got out anyway, taking care to not let his car door close. He snuck past shrubs and trees under cover of night to scamper up closer to the office windows. They looked out into an idealic scene of nature with a creek, boulders, and pines, and the lake behind. He looked the other way — to the crack in the curtains.

He crept up close. He reminded himself that he was an executive, a senior partner, at one of the most prominent architectural firms in the state, that he was a wealthy, successful, and confident man — a winner, a commander, someone who ran things and oversaw multi-billion dollar budgets and some of the biggest projects in the country. And here he was creeping through muddy gardens, crouching under shafts of light like some perverted peeping tom.

He pressed his eye to the window and peered inside. It took him a few moments to understand what he was seeing. But when his eyes got the fragments straight, he realized he was looking at the back of his wife where she leaned against the front of Thomas’s desk, and that Thomas was in front of her with his arms around her waist, grabbing, massaging, her ass. When he brought his eyes up, he realized from the movements and tilts of their heads they could only be necking.

He stepped back and broke off a branch and stumbled to drop into the dirt. He scrambled like a dog on all fours to escape detection in case they heard the snap. But when he peered from behind a tree trunk, no one was at the window. He crept back. His heart pounded and his throat ran dry as the desert. He got down on his knees in the mud still with his suit on.

He looked again. This time, it was his wife’s back again, but her dress was off her shoulders and bunched around her waist. It was also pulled up from her thighs — he could see her ass on the desk. She was minus panties. When his eyes focused in the dim light, he realized Thomas was just then delicately easing them off her feet, still clad in her tall black spikes that she held up to him.

She reclined back to rest her elbows on his desk. She shook her hair and it draped behind her to spread over Thomas’s desk. He watched as Thomas undid his pants and let them drop to his ankles. His wife placed her feet on the edge so her knees were pulled up. She bit her finger.

Thomas knew he was becoming erect. He watched, doing nothing, as Thomas placed both his hands on his wife’s knees and began to gently part them. She didn’t resist him. He wrapped his hands around her thighs and yanked her body to the edge of his desk. He could see his wife arch her back and lay down. He saw her reach with outstretched arms to hold the man by his thighs. She wasn’t only being taken right in front of her husband, she was urging it, she was leading it.

Owen could tell Thomas’s cock had entered his wife’s pussy by the way her head shot back and her mouth grimaced. She looked stabbed. Owen undid his fly — it was automatic, involuntary, even unconscious — and he took his hardening member in his hand as his boss pushed himself into his wife. Her body began to jolt on his boss’s desk where his wife sprawled, open, ready, and welcoming. He watched his wife still with shoes on but naked up to her bra wrap her long beautiful legs around his boss’s waist and lock behind his back. Thomas reached over her body, so open and available to him, and squeeze her breasts. He watched his wife cover his hands with her own and squeeze him harder.

After fucking his wife a few minutes, Thomas pulled out and removed what remained of his clothes. He hauled Owen’s wife up from his desk and pulled her dress off from her waist where it had gathered. He carried her like a prize to his big couch. Owen looked for signs that she was resisting, that she was uncomfortable, or that the action was in any way unwelcome. Instead he saw his wife impatiently throw aside her dress and skip over to Thomas reclining on the couch, and straddle him eagerly, and reach behind and below herself, between her legs, to grab, to hold, and to aim his hard cock at her clearly moist pussy. He watched his wife’s pussy lips wrap around his boss’s shaft and he watched her let go and sink down on him. He came on the lower window watching Evelyn ride Thomas, tightly gripping the couch back behind his head, her head swooning and her back and shoulders undulating in smooth waves. When he regained himself, he saw his wife drop her head into Thomas’s neck and Thomas’s ejaculate spurt from her cock-stuffed pussy and run all over her ass.

He went home and though he tried to sleep in the big, empty bed, he could not get the scene out of his mind. Though he tried to be angry, and he tried to find shame and disgust within himself, he only found, in his palm, his cock hardening again. The sight of his wife, trim and hot, made up and ready for her lover, riding him with abandoned enthusiasm, didn’t make him feel anything at all except of blindingly aroused. How could a man of his stature and his bearing live with that humiliation, he thought. But with one arm draped over his eyes and his other busy between his legs, he saw his wife ramming herself back into Thomas’s lap and he shot again.

A week later, Evelyn explained she was staying downtown in a hotel. “We have too much to get done,” she explained. “But come meet me at the hotel restaurant for dinner.” It would be the first time that he would have left the house since submitting his resignation.

He was seated at the reserved table alone and checked his watch making sure he got the time right. Twenty minutes late, his wife entered the restaurant and gave him a tiny wave. Behind her entered Thomas. It was the first time since he left that he even saw Thomas. Neither of them were wearing coats or anything indicating they came anywhere other than from upstairs. Thomas pulled her chair out and took the seat opposite Owen.

During dinner, Owen noticed a spot on the lapel of his wife’s jacket. He used his napkin to lean over and dab the mucus off. After they finished, they sauntered to the hotel foyer. Thomas asked Owen how he was getting along. “I’m happy,” he reported. “I think I might set up a painting studio and pick up where I left off at college,” he nodded.

“That’s great, Owen, that’s just great,” Thomas nodded with disinterest.

Evelyn leaned toward him and placed her hand on his chest. She kissed his cheek and pulled back. “Not sure when, okay?”

Owen understood she meant when she’d be home. Thomas wrapped his arm around her waist and steered her toward the elevators. Evelyn looked back at him over her shoulder and gave him a tiny fluttering wave with her perfect fingers. When they entered the elevator, she had wrapped her arm around Thomas’s waist and laughed. Owen saw her fist scrunch into his suit, and he saw, as the doors closed, her feet turn toward his, closely, and for her body to rise up on her toes. He saw also Thomas’s hand reach under the edge of her skirt and go up under it.





Hotel Seduction





Alyssa could just see the hot tub from her and Hunter’s 6

 

th


 
floor hotel balcony window. And in the heat and light of the noonday sun, it just steamed there all by itself with no one in sight. But going down without her fiancé in her denim-blue low-riding bikini with the big white hoops at the hips was a trip too far outside her comfort zone. Why did he insist she bring that one and no other? It seemed like a sexy suggestion at the time, but now — how was she supposed to take advantage of the hotel amenities in comfort with him at his conference meetings all day every day?




She scanned all around the palm-tree lined inner court — the pool, the hot tub, the thatched bar, the dining room. No one but scurrying white-clad staff seemed to be around. Hunter wasn’t going to be back for hours — his meetings were scheduled till 5 at least. It so wasn’t Idaho in February out there!

She put on her bikini in the hotel suite just to see, not to go down in, of course. She looked hot — she was 24, why wouldn’t she. She flipped her lazy waves of honey blonde hair and puckered her lips close to the mirror to put on her favorite lipstick — desert taupe. “What the hell,” she thought. She did her eyes too, dark liner, thicker than she usually would, as though she was getting ready for a night out. And maybe she was, seeing what she could look like for Hunter when he came home. Something about being left alone all day in a hotel that was more a resort, so far from home — the heat, the sunlight, the palm trees — all while feeling that strange new feeling of being a man’s fiancé, it made her want to explore being someone else, someone sexy, someone bold. She put on music and danced and kept trying on more makeup and some of the jewelry she brought, too, secretly, for him.

She looked back out at the hot tub down there and then she looked back in the mirror at herself. With heels on, anklet, belly chain, both necklaces, bracelets and rings and big hoop earrings, she looked stunning. In the too-tiny bikini, she looked downright slutty. She poured her fiancé’s whisky into a glass and shot it down. “Fuck it!” she declared, not a phrase she had said often in life, and she wrapped herself tightly in the long, luxurious hotel pool robe, shot another gulp of whiskey from the bottle, lifted her chin defiantly, and glided out the door without looking back.

It made her nervous to disrobe knowing there were hotel balconies rising up all around her, but she was determined to try new things, feeling more like a woman now she had a near husband. She laid a pool towel on the recliner and rolled another up for a pillow and stretched herself out on her back. The heat penetrated her to the point she tingled. Her fingernails, glossy coconut, slowly drew tiny circles on her lower stomach. She pressed the tiny orbs of her shoulders down and her chest strained into the A cups of her top. She pulled her knees up but then thought “fuck it” again with a tiny whisper to herself, and a grin, and she stretched her legs straight out. The sun hitting her bikini bottoms made her tingle beneath. She licked her lips like someone who wanted something in her mouth. On her earbuds vintage hard rock pounded. Her toes curled and when she drew her fingertip along the edge of her bikini bottoms — just to check it wasn’t revealing too much — she nearly failed to resist the urge to slide a finger beneath. The way it fit, so tight across her lower stomach, she could see her mons pubis down the dips of her abdomen under her bikini bottoms. It made her feel exposed and nervous, but bold and risqué, like she really was ready to try new things.

She couldn’t stand it anymore. She pushed up and strode over to the hot tub. She’d turned the timer on when she came down and by now it’s surface was enshrouded in foam. She stepped down into it and slumped on the ledge below till the bubbling water touched her chin. The warmth invaded her. She looked up to the windows, behind her and all around, and down into the water again but nothing could be seen, she was sure. She rolled a towel for a pillow, rested her head on the edge, and closed her eyes. Beneath the roiling surface, she slipped one finger, then another, then most of her long, delicate hand, beneath the waist of her tiny bikini bottoms. The sun, the heat, the bubbling water, the rock and roll, and how she had teased herself on the recliner, even up in the room playing with her makeup, all conspired to break her self control as well as her moral sense of proper decorum. She was out in semi-public alone in a revealing bikini only a husband or near-husband should ever see and she was dangerously close to running the light tip of her middle finger over her mons pubis and into the creases below. She blamed it on the whiskey, sighed with her mouth parting open, and sank a finger into what surprised her with its ready warmth and inviting moisture. She inhaled, she smiled to herself, and she let her mind drift — it was that good.

Distant but approaching voices startled her. Three young guys laughed, cajoled, and stripped down at the edge of the far side of the pool and dove in, one after the other. She slipped down further into the water so that only her eyes were visible above the edge of the hot tub. They looked all the same age — about her age — but they were all built tank-tough with rippling abdomens and massive shoulders. They hadn’t noticed her yet and she liked it that way. The invasion of her private time was extremely inconvenient. When they climbed out of the pool and strolled casually toward her and the hot tub with the disinterested saunter of those who knew the grounds well, she tried to slink lower in the bubbling water. There was no way she could now have stepped out and avoid being seen — it would even be awkward to get out without saying hi, they were so close. In the time it took her to think, they were stepping up onto the hot tub deck. She turned away and faced away — thankfully with big dark glasses on — and tried to make herself as small and invisible as possible.

It didn’t work. “Whoa!” said the first one, already with his toes touching the water before anyone noticed her in the hot tub. “Uh,” he stammered, “You mind sharing?”

Her heart pounded but she wasn’t going to show them that. She smiled and gestured with her hand over the expanse of the large hot tub. “Equal rights,” she said.

All three guys came into the water making waves and splashes they were so big and when the third stepped in, there wasn’t enough room on the ledge on the opposite side. Alyssa slid over and made room for him beside her. “Thanks!” he nodded.

“No problem,” she said in a voice far softer and quieter than she intended.

They carried on talking to each other, laughing, splashing water at each other and generally ignoring her. Her glasses were dark enough to give her freedom to watch them without them knowing. She gathered the two opposite her were Aiden and Colton, and the one beside her, easily the biggest of them — they were all big in every way — was Miles.

“You here by yourself?” the one  beside her suddenly said.

She looked left and right and then at the guy beside her, Miles, and pressed her fingertips into the base of her neck as if to say, “You talking to me?” “You mean down here by the pool or you mean in life?”

Miles laughed. It was a big, natural easy laugh, the laugh of someone, she noted, who never had a reason to try to be confident, he was so born with it. His chin was wide and sharp, his neck bulged with every word he uttered, deep and sonorously. “I guess I mean at the hotel.”

“My fiancé is downtown at a conference all weekend.” She smiled with her lips pressed closed and she nodded, but only once. It felt strange and good to say “my fiancé.”

“Cool,” he said, nodding back.

“Yeah,” she nodded again. “It is.”

Miles stood up. He was at least 6’4” and his shoulders looked at least that wide too. She found it hard not to stare at such a big body, especially one so tight and stretched that it looked like there wasn’t an ounce of fat on him. “Boys,” he said, “I’m going over,” he pointed with his thumb over his shoulder to the poolside bar, “to get us all a round of shots.” He turned to look down at Alyssa who he caught looking up at him. “Can I bring one back for you?”

“Sure,” she heard herself say before she even had a chance to think or compose a more appropriate reply. It so wasn’t like her, but it was too late — she immediately regretted agreeing to it but he was already gone. Now she’d have to drink it. What was she getting herself into? She wasn’t big on shots at the best of times.

Miles came back with eight shots. “Hey,” Alyssa said, “I said I’d have one!” She reached for hers, which she noted of herself, and found rather easy going and forward for her.

“Oh no, it’s one each, just Colton over here needs 5 for every one we have.”

Coltan laughed. “Fuck you, Miles.” He was the smallest of the three — maybe just 6 feet tall.

“Just six feet,” Alyssa murmured to herself. She held her shot at the ready at her lips and when Aiden tipped back they all did, slamming their shot glasses down on the tray in turn. Everyone immediately grabbed another and Alyssa forgot to not drink a second. By the time that one was swallowed, she felt her head become weightless. She looked around at the three guys as they talked and laughed and realized she was in a hot tub without her fiancé enjoying shots with three built strangers. This sure wasn’t Idaho. She lifted her sunglasses up her head to prop them in her hair and pushed herself to sit up straight on the ledge. She rested her elbows behind her on the edge of the pool. Something in her — probably the shots and the whiskey in the room earlier — made her feel more than a little comfortable, even though without looking down she knew her small but round-as-tennis-balls boobs were above the water and barely contained within her skimpy bikini top. She looked at Aiden across from her and was amazed how he looked at her breasts full on and only slowly drifted his eyes up to her eyes. She was even more amazed at her own reaction — she smiled at him as though it was perfectly fine for him to so blatantly check her out, as though she liked being checked out by guys like these. Maybe it was because she did.

“You have a very lucky fiancé,” Aiden said, handing her one of the cans of beer they had brought to the pool with them.

Miles stood up in the middle of the hot tub and cheered them all with his can. “Fuckin’ rights!” he said to Aiden. He sat back down hard beside her causing waves to slosh back and forth across the pool. “You’re sure brightening up my day,” he said looking over the massive mound that was his rippling shoulder down at her. “These boring bastards keep hanging around with me and I can’t ditch them.”

She felt so small beside him. “No need for anyone to go,” she said. She meant that no one should have to leave, as though he was serious, but before she could feel awkward for sounding like she didn’t realize he was joking about good friends, all three had taken her comment as a further joke, but one that seemed to imply something quite a bit different than what she was prepared to think about.

“Whew!” Miles banged cans with Colton and Aiden again. “She a party girl,” he said, “I told you when we were up in the room.”

“You were watching me?”

Colton opened his beer can. “Hard not to,” he smiled. “You, the sunlight, the palm trees, the pool — it’s a pretty nice picture compared to where we’re coming from.”

“Oh,” she took the beer and tilted it back in her mouth. She never drank beer, at least she didn’t before this day. “And where is that?”

Aiden nodded at her. She was getting delirious with looking from one chiseled naked-from-the-hips-up body after another. “We’re on a week off from the regular season. Pro hockey players —  Buffalo.”

“Currently Buffalo,” Miles leaned down as though to explain.

Colton screwed up his face. “Maybe Arizona, eh boys?”

“He might be traded before we get back,” Miles again explained to her.

“Aw,” she smiled, “Going to break up the three musketeers.”

“This could be our last hoo-haw all together for a while,” Aiden said.

“We played together as teenagers in junior,” Miles leaned closer to her to explain more. His leg touched hers but she didn’t budge. She allowed it — an accident she wasn’t even sure he felt. She knew she was supposed to pull away. She instead looked up at him, into his eyes, with hers blinking innocently, she knew. His bicep, about as big around as her waist, touched her shoulder. The effect was electrifying but she wasn’t going to show that, either. It was however nearly too much the way he reached up to put his can aside and left his arm draped on the edge of the hot tub and behind her head. He was so big, his huge hand drooped over the edge of the pool on her other side. She was virtually surrounded by him and the look was not good if someone — Hunter, for example — came into the hotel courtyard just then, but on the other hand, they were only touching leg to leg and only incidentally and not even necessarily knowingly.

She listened to Colton talk about their younger years together and how they bonded in some hockey-mad town in Canada but was only half following it. She turned to put her beer can down and Miles’ hand was right there over her shoulder to help take it from her. When she turned to face Colton again her empty hand drifted down under the water and accidentally fell slowly as snow and as lightly as snow, too, onto Miles’ leg. She pretended she didn’t know — it was, defensibly, as hard as the cement ledge. Miles added to Colton’s story and she twisted to look up at him as he spoke, her innocent eyes on his checking if he knew her hand was on his thigh. He showed nothing, so she scratched him in secret with her sharp painted nails. Why? “Because fuck him,” she heard her internal voice say. Who was that? she wondered. It was so not her.

That got his notice. He grinned as he tipped his beer at his mouth. His arm closed around her and she shouldn’t have, she would be the first to say, but she allowed his huge forearm to press against the back of her head, and her head pressed back to rest against his arm. It was wrong, wrong, wrong. She scrunched her fingers and tore at his skin under the water. He was being cruel. She thought she would teach him to presume and began to pay all her attention to Colton who was still talking, even when Miles had something to add.

“We rode that bus, man, must have been 10,000 miles that year!” Colton shook his head.

“At least, probably twice that!” Miles said.

She ignored him pointedly. “How did you all end up on the same team, Colton?” she said, she realized, in the tone of a caring teacher.

Miles began talking again, though. “Pure luck,” he began, but she slipped her delicate, light and small hand up over his shorts and she scrunched her little fist in his crotch. It worked to shut him up like she meant it to. But she also gulped. She left her hand resting there knowing that he knew that she knew that under his shorts lurked something more akin to a huge ship’s rope than a normal part of male human anatomy. She tried to show nothing on her face as she listened with sympathy to Colton’s story of their beautiful friendship, but no one could see under the foamy water and she — fiancé to Hunter or not — was unable as though paralyzed to pull her hand away like she knew she should.

Miles’ hand on her far side wrapped around her shoulder the way a boyfriend would a girlfriend and she didn’t stop it or pay it any mind, either, not outwardly. Instead, she was nearly fainting at her own boldness. She slinked down a bit and leaned into his chest with her back and shoulder. It felt so natural, so comfortable. What was she doing? Her head sped and slowed at the same time and her mouth went dry. She lifted her leg and carefully, slowly, drawing no attention, draped it over his leg. It was like crawling over a fallen tree his leg was so big. His other hand went under the water as slowly as she had been moving against him. Under the foam his massive paw wrapped around her thigh just above her knee and gently pulled it higher up over his leg. They both watched Colton talk. They both showed nothing. She didn’t know why she was doing this. She carefully continued to draw no attention as her hand slid up to his stomach under the water, but only to push down at first just a touch under the edge of the top of his swim trunks. She scratched a light line there. And then she reached under the water with her other hand and pulled the edge up to allow her hand to go under. “Oh yeah?” she nodded with tilted head at Colton, unaware anymore of anything he was saying. She felt entirely like she was someone else.

She curled her lips and bit them as Colton and Aiden droned on talking while Miles and her listened with divided attention both. No one seemed to know that she was slowly pushing her hand under his trunks. Her fingers, long, delicate, came to that rope that she felt earlier through his trunks. His hand around her back rubbed her shoulder and she couldn’t help sinking further and deeper against his body. She wrapped her fingers around his cock. Even though it was only beginning to stir under her touch, still it felt massive — she couldn’t have stretched her fingers all the way around it. She was fascinated by it. It became difficult to follow what Colton was droning on about and what Aiden was adding.

Miles’ hand slid up her thigh and she instinctively spread her legs apart. When he touched the front of her bikini bottom, she twisted around and looked up into his eyes. Their faces were close and, though it felt other-worldly in the hot sun with the voices droning and the steam of the hot tub all around their bodies, she reached with her far hand and tugged on his hand where it draped around her shoulder and without knowing what she was doing, she stretched her neck, shut her eyes, and pressed her lips, full and warm, into his. And she even heard herself moan. She knew why too. His fingers, at once massive and strong, touched her down there as gently as a breeze. She pulled away from the kiss and inhaled sharply through her teeth and shivered a moment as her grip tightened around his growing cock.

She tried to listen to Colton again but her far hand, still tugging on his hand where it draped around her shoulder, pulled harder and she sat up. It was enough to bring his hand over her small breast that disappeared inside his palm. Though he left it there, though he gently squeezed it, and though it wasn’t under the water but was perfectly visible to the other men, she looked back at Colton as though nothing was going on. When his other hand pulled at her bottoms and his fingers touched her beneath, on her bare skin there, and then on her lips there, she sucked air and closed her eyes and moaned out loud even while Colton kept talking. He touched her so lightly she pressed her hips forward, wanting more. Colton finally stopped and stared but it was already too late. She was panting. He had lifted her bikini top up over her breast and she let him untie it, and leaned forward so it fell off. She didn’t mind being topless facing Colton and Aiden. There was something about Miles’ hand, big enough to cover both her bared breasts, that made her feel not just protected, but in some way, owned. She felt like he wanted to show her breasts to his friends, and that she somehow was right to allow him. She squeezed his cock hard as she could — obviously nowhere near hard enough to hurt him — and she shivered again though she had never been hotter.

“I’m overheating,” Miles suddenly announced. Like a submarine surfacing he hauled himself up on to the edge of the hot tub. He walked over and got fresh beers for everyone, even for Alyssa, and when he came back, he sat down on the edge so that one leg was on either side of Alyssa and he shimmied up close so the back of her head was touched by his crotch. Again she knew she should pull away. But she chose to pretend nothing was unusual about pressing back into the pelvis of a man like him. And she smiled and stared back and forth at Colton and Aiden even as she wrapped her arms under and around Miles’ thick tree-trunk thighs. But she realized something was different. She spun around and discovered that he wasn’t wearing his trunks. It was his bare cock and balls that were pressing into her hair and neck. He sat forward and reached down over her shoulders and had taken both her breasts in his hands and he rubbed her as casually and as easily as one might handle a glass or the hand of one’s girlfriend. Colton and Aiden glanced and definitely noticed but they kept up the illusion of not drawing attention.

When Miles spoke again, she felt compelled to twist around as before to look up at him, to listen to him with attention, to nod and hear him, to look at him with her wide, innocent eyes. But she discovered, when she did so, his cock, larger and heavier, was right there at her chin. She ignored it, nodding at him. But her hands, soft and cool, squeezed his thighs and her chest jutted into his hands. When he looked down at her, his eyes were so piercing, his voice was so deep, she didn’t mean to, but she allowed herself to kiss the head of his cock. When nobody said anything, and when all Miles did was wrap his hand in her hair and gently cradle her head, she went back to him, she opened her mouth, and she pressed her soft lips, tight and hard, around the head, and allowed it inside her warm, wet mouth.

Still no one said anything. She closed her eyes. Miles massaged her head and he adjusted himself to make him more available to her and she twisted around further and cupped his balls and sank her lips further onto his impossibly thick and still growing shaft. When he twisted his fist in her hair, she moaned. She pulled off and shook her head. She was disbelieving — she was Hunter’s fiancé. And yet, she was turning on her knees on the ledge and she was leaning down between Miles’ legs and pushing her mouth down over his cock again, deeper yet. It was easier to stay on him, to keep her mouth wrapped around his cock, than to pull off and risk needing to think about what she was doing, to face him to, what, laugh? explain herself? pull away? She closed her eyes and evaded explanation to herself, to Miles, to Colton and Aiden, and she wrapped her tiny hand as best as she could around the base of his monstrous cock and she sucked on him. She knew that once she started she would have to finish. It was only the third cock she had ever had in her mouth. There was the guy in high school, there was Hunter, and now there was Miles. She moaned because something about it was just too overwhelming to her. She arched her back and shoved her ass up. She wanted to show him how deep she could take his cock in her mouth, in her throat. Why she wanted to impress him like that she couldn’t say. But his reaction was so casual it made her only want to fuck him with her mouth all the more. Maybe it was because she knew he must have girls in every city. Something about how it must mean so little to him, made her feel more free. Maybe it was the shots. Maybe it was the sun. She nearly gagged she shoved his now-hard cock so deep into her throat. She didn’t care that the other two guys were watching.

She pushed herself up from his lap and drooled on his mouth and laughed like a mad person and she moaned kissing him, stroking his cock, and pushing her pelvis so hard into his massive hand. She decided she’d make him come in her mouth, though she never had done that with anyone, not even her fiancé. She wondered if Miles would know it was her first time trying to swallow. She went hard on him and she gripped his cock hard as she could. His come was hot and it shot out hard. It filled her mouth and she gulped to swallow but it was too much, and it ran out her mouth. She lifted off him and his come continued to shoot out, hitting her lips and chin and she stood up, amazed, and more come hit her tits. She dove back down on him and tried to catch more in her mouth. She realized he was rubbing her under her bikini and something about the realization triggered her and she felt her legs turn to rubber and her back arch. She came hard on his hand, holding his wrist in both of her hands. She knew she cried out loud, and she wanted to, her lips against his lips. It was so powerful.

When she recovered, she snatched up her robe and skipped as much as ran to the door and the safety of the hotel. She tied her belt tight and stared at the floor of the elevator. In her room, she ran to shut the curtains. But not before glancing down at the three guys. They were laughing and talking just like before. She went to the shower and tried to scrub herself clean.

She flopped face down on the bed and clamped her eyes tight trying to erase the memory of what she did. Her phone buzzed. Hunter was on his way back.

She kissed him at the hotel door, she petted him, and she adored him and listened to every little thing about his day. Over dinner downstairs, he asked how her day went. She hesitated. “I have a confession,” she pursed her lips and looked up at him through her hair fallen around her face.

“What kind of confession?”

She thought long and hard. “I did something I probably shouldn’t have.”

He laughed and sat back and gulped down a mouthful of wine. “What could you possibly have done, you were just hanging around the hotel all day.”

She looked hard to the side. “I was in the hot tub. And, well,” she bit her lip.

“And?”

“These guys came in.”

He nodded.

“And well,” she looked up at the ceiling. “I stayed in there and I guess we got talking.”

“Okay honey.”

“The thing is . . . “

“Yeah?”

“He touched me.”

“He touched you.”

She closed her eyes and nodded slightly. “And honey?”

“What’s wrong babe, what happened?”

“I didn’t move away.”

“Where did he touch you?”

“His leg, it sort of touched my leg.”

“Okay.”

She looked hard into her fiancé’s eyes. “But I didn’t move away.”

“But is that all?”

“I guess.”

“Honey, I understand.”

“He was a huge man. I think they were maybe some kind of athletes.”

“Oh yeah.”

“Maybe hockey? I don’t know.”

“Oh really? Would I recognize him?”

“I don’t know honey. Maybe I’ll see him again tomorrow and get his name for you.”

“Could you? That would be excellent!”

“You don’t mind that he was, like, in the hot tub with me, and touching me, and other stuff?”

“You seem okay.”

“Yeah, I guess I’m okay.”

When they got back to the room, a little bag was hanging on the doorknob. Alyssa got to it first and looked inside. It was her bikini top.

“What’s that?” Hunter said, unlocking the door.

“Just a thing about laundry service.”

The next day, Alyssa paced around her room like a tiger in a cage. She kept her curtains mostly closed but could not stop peering out and down at the pool and tub. She also tried to stay away from her makeup in the bathroom, but the longer she paced, the more she checked herself in the mirror, and the more she did to her face. She had earlier checked out the store on the hotel ground floor and found a one-piece bathing suit, black with a red sash, that she loved. She wondered, could not stop wondering, if Miles would like it.

Finally she heard voices outside again. She peered down. Of course it was them again. She sat on the bed. She had a book and a drink and music on — everything she needed to hang out in the room by herself. But of course she was going to go down.

They were already in the hot tub when she emerged into the courtyard. She ignored them but she knew they — and especially Miles — was watching her as she dove nearly soundlessly into the pool. She swam under all the way to the nearest side, emerging only when she was sure they were all looking. She rose up with smooth water pouring off her skin and her new black tight shiny one-piece and she pulled herself out of the pool and walked toward the hot tub like she was Queen Nefertiti. 

“You boys have room for me in there?” she smiled.

All three pushed and shimmied but she placed her hand on Miles’ shoulder and carefully stepped down on the ledge beside him. She slipped under the water and placed her hand directly onto his crotch. “Miss me?” she said to him with her eyes blazing and her lips pale pink and full.

“You know I did,” he said back to her with the same smile and in the same low, private voice.

“My fiancé was excited to hear me tell him what I got up to yesterday.” She bit her lip and pushed her hand under his trunks again. She wrapped her hand around his cock and stared into his eyes from close.

“You, uh, told him?”

She looked over at the other two and giggled. “Not everything,” she said.

“The management had a word with us about putting on a public display.”

“Well maybe we should go up to my room then?”

“You and me?” Miles began already to pull himself up and out of the tub.

“All of us!” she squealed. “We’re just going up for drinks, I’m not going up alone with you.” She slapped his cock. “What kind of girl do you think I am?”

Colton and Aiden looked at each other and shrugged. All four got onto the elevator. Miles stood against the back wall. Alyssa stood hard against him  with her back to his stomach and she fondled his crotch with her hands behind her back. “Where are you guys from originally?” she said to Colton.

“Tiny place you never heard of north of Michigan,” Colton nodded. “And he’s from just down the road from me,” he nodded toward Aiden.

Alyssa giggled and squeezed Miles’ cock. She twisted around and looked up at him. “Where you from, huh, big man?”

“I don’t know where I’m from, but I know where I’m going — straight to hell.” He chuckled.

Alyssa chuckled with him and turned around against him and reached around behind his neck and pulled him down to kiss him long and softly. The door hissed open and she dragged him by the hand like she could hardly wait. In the room, she poured drinks. Aiden and Colton sat at chairs at the table and Miles took the big soft reclining chair. Alyssa dropped her robe on the bed and pushed Miles’ legs to squish in beside him on the front edge of his chair.

“Maybe we should go,” Colton slapped Aiden on the leg.

“No!” Alyssa cried out with alarm. She reached behind her without looking and pressed her palm into Miles’ cheek. “You leave me here alone with him and I’m not sure what might happen. Anyway, I want to show you something.”

“Okay,” Colton shrugged and leaned back.

“Wait here!” she said closely to Miles’ face and she kissed his lips. She leapt from the chair and disappeared into the bathroom.

“The fuck you doing, Miles?” Colton glared at him with wide eyes.

“Fuck dude, I don’t know, but chick is hot and I’m not doing anything.”

“You want us to go or stay?” Aiden looked hard at him.

“She said stay so stay,” said Miles.

The door opened and Alyssa stepped out. She covered her face with her hands in embarrassment but made her way to the middle of the room. She was wearing very low riding lace hipster panties and matching half cup bra, both mint green. “I bought this today for my fiancé,” she said. “Do you think he’ll like it?” She turned around slowly letting their eyes feast on her tight little body. She stared into Miles’ eyes, most interested in his reaction.

She stepped over toward Colton and lifted her leg over his outstretched legs and bent over. She pushed her ass toward his face and looked right into Miles’ eyes. “Do you want to touch me?” she said to Colton looking at Miles. Colton glanced at Miles and then momentarily touched her ass. She squealed and arched and brought her fisted hands up to her neck. “I don’t mind,” she said, twisting around. “Nothing wrong with touching.”

He massaged her butt and she slowly pulled away. She walked over to Aiden’s lap and she straddled him and pushed her breasts up into his face. “You like?” she said softly to him, wrapping her hand around the back of his head, pulling his face harder into her chest. “Do you think my fiancé will like it? “she asked him.

“I’m pretty sure,” he nodded.

She stepped carefully off him and began to walk slowly and with her hands on her thighs toward Miles. “I think maybe it’s time you two should go now,” she said, still locking eyes with Miles. Colton and Aiden understood and without hesitation they left the room.

Alyssa stepped over Miles’ legs. “I was probably right about not letting you in here alone with me.”

“Are you sure you want to do this?” He deliberately kept his hands to himself.

She reached over and got her phone. She stood with her legs spread around his legs and stepped up so close her belly was nearly in his face. She phoned her fiancé. “Hey honey,” she said. “It’s me.”

She pushed the waist of her panties down in front and reached for Miles’ hand and made him push them further. “Nothing much, just having a little fun thinking about you.” She giggled and said, “uh huh!”

She lifted her legs one at a time to allow Miles to peel her panties off. “Hey, you know how I told you about those hockey players I met?”

Miles looked up in her face with alarm. She turned around and touched the clasp at the back of her bra and Miles understood and undid it. She let it slide down her arms and she turned again to face him and draped it over his head. She laughed and said into the phone, “Yeah, well, a girl can fantasize too, can’t she?”

Naked, she reached down and tugged with a pouting expression at his shorts. She stepped back and pointed at the floor. Miles stood up and tore his shorts off. “Baby, I had to touch myself a little, I hope that’s okay.” She pushed him back into the chair and sat on his lap. She pressed his cock, half hard, against her glistening lips down there. She panted when his cock touched her. “I am, can you tell?” She laughed languidly. Miles touched her clitoris and she gasped. “Yes, I am thinking about him,” she moaned. “Is that okay?” She raised herself up on her knees and reached down to hold his cock up below her hips. “I’m thinking about how his cock would feel inside me, baby.” She began to lower her hips until the head of his cock touched her pussy. She gasped and breathed hard. “Uh huh, I am, how can you tell?” she breathed hard into her phone.

She lowered her hips further and Miles wrapped his huge hands around her waist. “Oh baby,” she whispered but not so much into the phone. She put it on speaker face up on the table beside them. She pressed down and his cock popped inside of her. She moaned. “Baby you fuck me so good,” she said to Miles. “I loved making you come in my mouth yesterday, baby,” she said, also looking at Miles.

They could hear Hunter. “Did you suck him off all the way, babe?”

She smiled at Miles and half closed her eyes and licked her lips. “Uh huh, and I loved swallowing every drop too.” She curled her hips and her pussy enveloped his cock.

“Babe,” Hunter’s voice crackled, “That’s so hot.”

She gasped and leaned hard against Miles’ chest with her hand. “I’m fucking him right now baby.” She began to move up and down on Miles, taking him deeper inside herself. “I can feel his cock deep inside me baby, right now,” she gasped, leaning forward to sloppily kiss his lips. “Baby,” she panted. “It’s almost too big.”

“So good,” they could hear Hunter pant as well.

She rose up in Miles’ lap and plunged down harder. “Oh baby, you cock feels so good inside me!” she yelped. She swiveled on his lap and pushed her breasts into his mouth. “Oh god you’re so big,” she cried out. She kissed his mouth sloppily and noisily. “Baby, you’re going to make me come,” she said to Miles, close to his mouth. She kissed his face and fucked him harder. “Oh my god I think I’m going to come,” she cried louder. She scratched at his arm and tugged at his shoulder.

“Fuck him harder babe, faster!” Hunter was also losing his breath on the phone.

She rose and fell in his lap faster and harder. “Oh god I love fucking you so much,” she cried out. She began to pant hard and breath short. She cried out in a high pitch and slapped his skin. She began to shake and quiver. At the height of her orgasm clenching her body and making her thrash, Miles began to come inside her. She arched and threw her head back and groaned like a woman possessed.

And then, unable to restrain himself in the heat of the moment, Miles grunted and moaned out loud. His come gushed into her. Alyssa popped her eyes wide open but she also nearly laughed and pinched his lips shut. She grinned and held her finger to her lips. She almost couldn’t stop laughing. When he subsided, she crawled off and his come gushed from her pussy all down her legs and onto the floor. She gaped wide eyed at it and picked up the phone.

“No, just me honey,” she said. She sat back  down on Miles with her back against his chest. She twisted around and kissed the bottom of his chin and when he looked down they kissed mouths. His hands roamed all over the front of her naked body, over her breasts. With her phone back at her mouth, she said, “You made me come so hard,” and she kissed him holding the phone nearly against both of their lips. “Nobody honey, just you and me,” she said. She got off Miles and dragged him by the hand toward the bathroom. “Baby, I’m going to have to shower, so I’m getting off the phone now, okay?” She pushed Miles in and turned the water on. “Call me before you head back so I can get my surprise ready for you.” She listened some more. “Love you too honey,” she said on the phone, even as she reached to hold Miles cock in her hand. “Bye,” she breathed.

They necked in the shower and after, she took him to bed. “He’ll text before he starts heading back so we have time,” she said. “In case you need to do me again.”

“You’re a bad girl,” he said to her.

“Am I? “ she leapt up on him and straddled his hips. She squirmed till her pussy was at his mouth. “Do I taste like a bad girl too?”

He shook his head and he grabbed her by the hips and took her with his mouth. It sounded like she couldn’t breathe until she nearly yelled.

Later, at dinner in the restaurant below with her fiancé, it was Hunter who noticed the three hockey players first. “Oh hey, is that him?”

Alyssa spun around and immediately spun back, lowering her face and shielding her eyes with her hand. “Oh my god,” she groaned. “Don’t look!”

“I want to meet him, call him over!” he barely kept his voice down.

She turned red. “Hunter, no!” she squealed, but she also turned to check and made eye contact with Miles.

“Bring him over, would you!” Hunter insisted. Alyssa sheepishly gave Miles a little finger wave. Miles waved back and she gestured for him to come over with her curled first finger.

“Hi Miles,” she said suddenly formally. “This is Hunter, my fiancé.” She gestured to Hunter who was beaming and holding out his hand for a handshake.

“Hey Hunter,” Miles said, towering over their table.

“Wow,” was all Hunter was able to say. “I love you man!” He was spellbound.

“What are you guys having?” Miles nodded. He also surreptitiously planted his huge warm hand on Alyssa’s back, and rubbed her subtly.

“Why don’t you stay and sit with us?” Hunter beamed like a kid. Alyssa shook her head at him with her eyes bulging. But she also leaned back a little into Miles’ massaging hand.

“We already ate, thanks, we had to eat early — flight home leaving tonight,” Miles nodded.

Alyssa spun around and looked up at him. “You’re leaving tonight?”

He looked down. His hand rubbing her back wasn’t subtle anymore. He squeezed her shoulder, even the muscle near her neck. “We’re out of here in about an hour,” he grinned crookedly at her.

Her hand almost involuntarily, almost instinctively, covered his hand where it draped heavily and huge over her collar bone. She tilted her head slightly and met the gaze of her fiancé. When Miles leaned slightly forward, she pressed equally back, pushing the back of her head into his abdomen.

“I guess you have to pack and stuff,” Hunter said with crestfallen disappointment.

“Something like that,” Miles sighed.

Alyssa pulled on his fingers with her warm hand and tilted her head all the way back against his stomach to look up at him from where she’d been before, below his abdomen. “Do you need some help packing?” she asked full of innocence.

He hesitated and smirked. He glanced at Hunter. Hunter nodded with big eyes like it was some sort of brilliant idea. “Well, you know how guys are,” Miles’ said awkwardly.

Alyssa couldn’t help her head tilting over and rubbing her cheek against his massive forearm. Her eyes involuntarily fluttered. “I could just go up for a bit and make sure he’s got everything,” she nearly whispered to Hunter. She crossed and uncrossed and recrossed her legs under the table.

“Just for a bit?” Miles nodded at Hunter.

“I could help too,” Hunter offered.

Both Alyssa and Miles were quick in reply. “Oh no! No, no,” Alyssa rapidly shook her head pushing back her chair.

“I think she’s got it,” Miles nodded rapidly. He helped with her chair.

She stood up and pressed back against Miles’ body. “I don’t know, like 30 minutes or so?” she nodded at her fiancé.

“An hour?” Miles looked down at her and nodded. “I got a lot of stuff.” His hand had slid around her side to cover most of her stomach up to where the underside of her breasts began to curve out.

“An hour then?” she nodded at Hunter.

“I’ll finish here, I guess,” Hunter said. His soon-to-be wife looked tiny pressed against the man.

“Hey,” Miles said to him, tossing a hundred dollar bill onto the table. “I got this for you.”

“No no!” protested Hunter.

“I insist,” Miles nodded. He turned and brought Alyssa around with him, his hand tightly around her waist. He even gently patted her ass. As the couple weaved through tables toward the exit, Alyssa twisted around and, curling the side of her lip between her teeth and with red-faced guilt, she flutter-finger waved at her fiancé, and disappeared toward the elevator.

An hour later, lying in bed with his clothes on, legs stretched out, remote on his stomach, Hunter’s phone buzzed. It was Alyssa.

“Honey?” She was panting as though she had run up some stairs or something.

“What’s going on babe?”

“Um, Miles made a mistake — such an idiot!” She squealed as though she had been grabbed or pinched. “His flight isn’t leaving tonight at 9, it’s tomorrow morning at 9.” Hunter also heard her whisper “Stop it!” He also heard her try to stifle her laugh and then a quieter whisper that seemed to say, “He’s my fiancé!”

“So are you still packing then?” Hunter sat up with his brow creased.

“Yeah, yeah, still packing. He’s got so much stuff!” She sounded like she was struggling or wrestling. He also heard what sounded like a moan, only it was muffled.

“So you coming back down sometime then?”

“Mmm,” was her reply, along with more heavy breathing.

“Babe?”

“Honey,” Alyssa struggled to force out a reply. “I think I’m going to stay up here tonight.” She whimpered and stifled a cry.

Hunter paused for a while. “What? What do you mean?”

“I think I have to,” she barely squeezed out.

“You have to?”

She didn’t reply. Instead, he heard the phone drop and a high-pitched, surprised-sounding gasp. Then it was Miles’ shocking, abrupt voice. “Thanks bud,” he said, and the call was ended.





Backstage Hotwife


Briana pulled the hot air brush through her long, layered, brown-sugar blonde hair. She had already done her Paris brun eyes in copper shadow with dark thick liner and extended lashes. She did her cheeks in soft peach. She shaved her flossy light brown pubic hair into a thin short strip. She fitted on her pastel pink tanga panties and floral lace half cup bra. She carefully drew her lips with a baton of matte rose petal. She held her silver stick earrings up to her ears and wiggled them. She examined her robin’s egg blue fingernails and toenails. Everything was perfect. For whom? Who knows, she momentarily grinned.                                                                        

On her and Jason’s bed lay her high-neck zip-back hibiscus red dress. On the floor awaited her black peep-toe platforms. Jason came in already in his tux. “Help me?” Briana said thoughtfully. She floated her dress above her head and let it settle down onto her shoulders and turned her back for him to zip her up. The gala party atop the Renaissance was the social event of the season. Jason’s invite was their signal they had arrived. Briana bit her lip and sighed.

Jason leaned around her shoulder and kissed the curve of her neck softly. “You look incredible,” he murmured.

“I’m nervous as hell,” she fanned her face.

He wrapped his hands around her tight sides from behind and clasped his fingers together over her stomach, flat and toned. “Just enjoy it,” he said into her hair. “It’ll be a night like none other.”

She leaned her head sideways and twisted around to kiss his lips. “I’d rather just enjoy you,” she purred. “At home. You know that.”

The penthouse atop the Renaissance was legendary. Four-story tall windows, a glass-box pool with waterfalls, a 360-degree view of the sea and the city, and a stage for a band and a dance floor. They stepped off the chaperoned elevator directly into sight of what they could not believe — they looked at each other with eyes bugging out — was actually that band, live, in person. “Holy shit,” Jason muttered, eyes wide.

“Don’t leave me anywhere,” Briana clutched his arm to her chest. She wrapped her fingers around his. “I’m gonna glue myself to you.”

Jason chuckled and wrapped his arm around her waist. “Don’t worry, never letting you go.”

“You’re my man,” she said looking up at him with her blinking doe eyes. “Aren’t you,” she whispered into his ear. She poked her tongue out to lick him a tiny bit. She was feeling a little naughty. “I want to go down on you when we get home,” she moaned. Jason held her at arm’s length and looked at her with mock suspicion. She giggled. She didn’t talk like that often, or perhaps ever.

The music pounded and the drinks flowed from trays floating around on the hands of servers in bikinis. “This is incredible,” Briana said. She shouted it at Jason but he could hardly hear her. She began to tap her thigh and her head began to bop. She gazed around behind Jason’s back. She half-recognized several of the men — they were all in tuxedoes, athletes, rock stars, politicos, guys she recognized from the news. She pushed herself into Jason’s arm harder because a lot of them were noticing her, too, and not averting their gazes. She wished she didn’t wear such a short dress, but she noted that she was hardly the most scantily clad woman in the place. “Everybody’s looking at me,” she said to Jason. He turned to her and squinted — he couldn’t hear her. “Never mind,” she bit her lip. She couldn’t help smile though, if only to herself.

Before she knew what was happening, two young women in short black dresses came up to Jason. In startling young Japanese accents they begged him to dance with them. Jason looked over his shoulder at Briana. The girls tugged at each of his hands. They looked like sex objects straight out of some anime video. “Go for it!” Briana let his arm go. She bit her lip again and shrieked, clasping her hands to her mouth. Jason walked away from her backward, the two Japanese girls giggling and pulling him deeper into the crowd on the floor.

Briana watched until she couldn’t see him anymore — it was dark, the lights were flashing in every direction, and her husband was dressed like most of the other men. She saw him try to watch her but when the girls twisted him away and pulled him further in, she waved him off. “Enjoy yourself,” she called out loud, but of course he would never have heard her. She looked one way and the other and her shoulders curled forward and in. She stood at their tall table and checked her phone peeking around out the corners of her eyes.

“I’d say he’s enjoying himself,” the deep, male voice said over her shoulder. She spun around startled. A man — tall, salt-and-pepper hair, strong jaw — gazed out toward the throng dancing in front of the band.

Briana was 25. The man had to be at least 45. “Hard to say,” she said, turning back to her drink and her phone. “Disgusting” she thought.

“How about you?” he said.

She turned again to face him now with a spark of defiance. She held her drink up to nearly push her engagement ring right in his face. Except it wasn’t there. She had taken it off when she was trying other rings, and forgot to put it back on. “How about me what?”

“Enjoying yourself?”

“Moderately,” she turned to the dance floor again. “I was, anyway,” she muttered to herself.

“Can I ask a dance?”

She sipped and stared trying to appear to have not heard him. But inside she was a tangle of thoughts flooding her like rip tides. To say “no” would put her right back where she used to be — painfully shy, missing life, unable to take chances. But to say “yes,” she’d be dancing with an older man with her fiancé out of sight. She froze. He gave her an answer himself: he took her wrist and though he didn’t yank her rudely, he took her in a way that was too confident for her to resist. And she didn’t think she ought to make a scene.

Briana and Jason didn’t go out much. But Briana could dance — she danced everyday usually at home, and usually in front of the mirror. She told herself it was just a good, non-boring fitness routine. Secretly, though, she loved how it made her feel. She’d close her eyes and imagine she was in different clubs in Paris or London or New York, not that she knew much about how they looked and felt. When Jason was out of town, she even dressed in something short, something tight, and danced with headphones on too loud.

The man took her to the edge of the crowd. She bopped listlessly in front of him and looked away left and right. She begged for the band to end the song. More people came on the floor and soon she wasn’t on the edge but inside the throbbing mass, sometimes up against the man and sometimes pressed from behind by other total strangers. She closed her eyes and began to feel the music the way she did alone at home. She ignored the man, she forgot about other people, and she felt only the beat. She bent her knees and when she came up, she was back there, in her room, her headphones on, in the club. Only when she opened her eyes again, she really was in a nightclub atmosphere. And she began to dance.

The man’s hands, large and strong, wrapped around her waist from behind and she arched her back, reached behind her head and flipped her hair forward over her face, and pushed her butt back into the man’s hips. She reached further back and ran her fingers into his hair and pulled his head over her shoulder. She twisted around against him, pressing her tight body into his, and when her mouth was an inch from his mouth, her breasts against his broad chest, her legs stepped wide around his, she laughed, she pushed her pelvis into his, and she tugged on his lapels. She stomped and she spun, she bent over in front of him and she stepped around him, she wrapped her hands around his face from behind and she let her fingers ripple down his shirt, over his hips, and onto his thighs. She began to feel out of her body. She was really starting to have some fun.

She looked for her husband from deep inside the mass of bodies but he was nowhere and it was too dark and too crowded anyway. The man’s hands grabbed her and she came to him. His fingers danced on her bare thighs and she lifted a leg and pressed her heel into the back of his thigh. His arm braced around her back and she leaned all the way over backward. He took both her hands and pulled her deeper into the crowd. She draped her arms over his shoulders and licked his neck just for fun. Why not? What could be safer than a charity gala? Her fiancé was in the room, wasn’t he, even if he was out of sight for so long. She looked again for Jason but still she couldn’t find him. The man kissed her ear and he said, “They’re taking a break after this one.” She nodded and laughed and pressed her whole body into his. She was feeling crazy. “Would you like to meet the band backstage?”

“Oh my god,” she shrieked in his ear. “Let me find Jason!”

“Let’s keep it a secret just for you,” he said into her ear. His hand grabbed her butt and she squealed. “Follow me now,” he said in her ear. “Before they finish, or we won’t be able to get away in secret.”

“But my fiancé,” she said loudly in his ear. “He’ll wonder where I am.”

“Is that him over there?” the man said. He indicated with his head tilted a booth near the side of the dance floor. The two Japanese girls were kissing and touching a man. Briana stared and gaped. It was Jason, and he wasn’t pushing them off. He was in fact wrapping his arm around both of their waists. She looked back at the man with her jaw hanging.

“He’s feeling good just like you are,” he said. “He’ll be sorry in the morning, but for now, let him have a little fun, right?” He tugged her hand and she stepped one step in his direction. She looked again over at Jason. He was kissing one of the girls and then the other. The man tugged her hand again and she took another step toward him. She looked at her hand in his. She looked up at his face. He tilted it in the direction of the shadows beside the stage. She went with him — Jason wouldn’t be the only one with secrets about the night.

He took her through a door she didn’t know was there. When it closed, the sound of the band was muffled. He stood her against the wall. She looked again but the door was closed. He said to her, “You’re the most stunning girl here, do you know that?”

“No,” she answered and she looked down.

“Can I kiss you? It’s just for fun.”

She rolled her lips in and widened her eyes. Then she thought of Jason and what she’d seen. “If you want to,” she said too softly to hear. It put her right back years ago. Only this time, instead of running away, instead of freaking out, she reached out, ran her long, elegant fingers around the back of the man’s neck, and she smiled at him, she licked her lips, and she pulled his face toward hers. She titled her head and she brought him close enough to kiss him. She thought it would be a peck. But they both came together again and she realized she liked it, and that she wanted more of it. She even heard a moan and realized, with a little embarrassment, that it had come from her mouth.

He wrapped his strong hand around hers and pulled her along through the dark hallway. She hurried her steps and pressed her body into his arm — it was dark. The music out the end of the hallway had stopped. The man lead her around a bend and they emerged into a beautiful, dimly-lit room with couches, food spreads, drinks and gentle, spacey music. There were guitars and other equipment spread around. “Wait here,” the man said to Briana, and he sat her down on a small couch. He went down a dark hall and a moment later sounds of men talking loudly and heavy footsteps filled the room. The four band-members emerged into the room, sweating, swearing, and grabbing whatever food and drink they encountered. Her man was leading them in and conferring with them, telling them things and guiding them to more drinks and the couches. The frontman of the band laughed and threw his arm around her man’s shoulders. It was like they were longtime friends.

When the band was relaxed and talking, he came back to Briana and slipped down onto the couch with her. He took her hand in his and she let him, squeezing his hand back. “Who are you?” she said in his ear leaning against him.

“Manager,” he said.

Before either of them knew it, they were necking again. His hand fell on the inside of her thigh and she didn’t push it away. Soon, two women came into the room from the same hallway Briana had travelled down. Each of them joined two of the bandmates — girlfriends or wives, it became evident. One of them asked Briana her name.  The other got her a drink. She was immediately one of the crew. Nobody knew she was shy girl or that going out to see bands or even to clubs was a novelty for her. She thought about Jason and whether he was looking for her yet, but the man’s hands on her back ended that thought.

“Charlie!” the frontman shouted at him. When her man looked, a beer can flew across the room directly into his hand. The frontman gestured to Briana. She nodded. She never drank beer, not until this night, anyway. He tossed her a can and she surprised herself with how cool she was catching it.

“Charles,” she said, looking at her man.

“Can I introduce you to any of them?”

“No,” she smiled, “it’s enough just being here.” She leaned back to ogle at the spectacle of this band, all being ordinary people with towels around their necks all in a room with her and she leaned back against Charlie’s chest. She crossed her legs and his hand pushed around her back and settled on her hip. She looked up and sideways at him and they kissed again. She rested her hand on his thigh — about an inch from his lump, she breathed and closed her eyes to think. She scrunched her hand and her nails scratched him there. When she twisted around to place her can of beer on the table behind her, she accidentally let her hand fall lightly on his crotch. He showed nothing. So she left it there. And when no one was looking, she scrunched her fingers into a fist again.

“You enjoying yourself?” he asked her when they had a chance to talk privately.

She toyed with his lapels and curled her lips into her mouth. She nodded and recrossed her legs. His hand, now trapped between her thighs, squeezed her and she squeezed back. When she reached up and touched his cheek, he leaned his head down and she moaned against his lips and they kissed longer. His hand moved up to the edge of her dress, and then slightly under. She felt her back arch though she didn’t mean to. And when she meant only to recross her legs, again, she didn’t, and they remained uncrossed. And slightly parted. “I am,” she said. She noticed how she didn’t think about Jason the last few minutes. She wanted her legs to stop trembling even if it wasn’t visible, or felt by Charles, but she also didn’t want to close them together. She tried to ignore his hand. If Jason walked into the room she’d drop dead — just the thought made the blood rush from her head.

Before the band went back out on the stage, the famous frontman motioned Charles over for a private conference. While they talked, the frontman glanced at Briana and she looked away. Charles escorted her back out the long hallway. Before they went through the door back onto the dance floor, he said, “Why don’t you and your date meet me at this door when he says goodnight to the crowd and they go into their last song. I can introduce you.”

“Are you serious?” Briana was breathless.

“He wants to meet you.”

“Both of us?”

“You,” Charles made clear to Briana. “We’ll have some entertainment for your date as well.”

She found Jason at their table. “I was about to call security!” Jason was nearly distraught. “Where’d you go?”

“You won’t believe it!”

“Try me.”

“I was backstage during the break with the band!”

“How the fuck did that happen?”

“That’s not all!” she lifted her chin. “You and I are invited back again after the show to meet the whole band!”

“No shit!”

“Shit!” Briana high-fived Jason.

After the show, Charles lead Jason and Briana back into the green room. He immediately brought them to the frontman. “This is Briana,” Charles said to him, “and Jason!” he added with over-exuberant enthusiasm. The frontman shook Jason’s hand and Charles immediately steered him away toward a table of food populated with five or six of the bikini-clad servers. Charles engaged Jason in talk about what he does and where he’s from. He kept his back toward the frontman, and Briana.

When Jason finally was able to turn to look, neither the frontman nor Briana was there. “What happened to Briana?” he asked Charles.

“Don’t worry, he’s just showing her around, he loves showing them the stage and the equipment and the song list, you know?”

Jason tried to respond but two girls, giggling, pulled him toward a couch. Charles joined him. He handed him a card. “Look, Jason,” he said, “That’s my card. Anytime you and your date want to come to any show in town, you give me a call, I’ll set you up, front row all the way.”

Jason turned the card over and looked at it skeptically. He grinned. “What’s the catch?”

“I’ll make sure Briana gets home a little later on, you go on ahead when you’ve had enough of the fun here.” Charles winked at Jason. “I’ll look after her real good. Give you my word, we’ll get her home safe and sound.” He nodded encouragingly at Jason. “Little later on.”

“Well what, can I see her?” He was incredulous.

“Little later on,” Charles shrugged.

“Well, let me text her at least.”

“Little later on, bud,” Charles smiled at him. He gave Jason a reassuring nod. “Give it some time.” Jason squinted at him. “She’s fine, having a little fun. I’ll get her to call you, yeah?” He looked at him with a sideways glare. “You should too, go have a little fun,” he said, gesturing his head toward the servers.

Jason looked at one and then the other cute server suddenly tucked under both of his arms and looked back at Charles. He shrugged and nodded.

The frontman threw his arm around Briana’s shoulder and steered her toward another door that closed quickly behind them — a large guard lurked in the darkness. “Come on up to my room, we can have a couple drinks away from this madding crowd.”

“Let me just get my fiancé,” she turned, but the door behind her was already closed and guarded. 

“He’s fine, he’s busy, he’s having fun, I assure you!” He lead her further down the hall and finally to a harshly lit cement area with a service elevator. “Charles is looking after him. Charles will make sure you get home, and your man there is going to be fine, he’ll be waiting at home for you.”

“I just don’t know if he knows where I am.”

“He knows, he knows, Charles explained things to him.” They arrived at the floor under the penthouse — the elevator opened inside the suite. It was stunning. “Look,” the frontman said, “I’m going to have a shower, I’m soaking with sweat, there’s drinks there, here,” he tossed her a device, “put on whatever music you like.” He disappeared.

Briana gazed around the lap of luxury the room felt like. She pulled out her phone and texted Jason. “I’m just seeing some stuff,” she said to him.

Jason wrote back a few moments later. “It’s okay hon,” he wrote. “I’ll see you later at home.”

She stared at her phone surprised and confused. “You’re okay with this?” she finally wrote.

“If you are,” he said.

She squinted at her phone but slipped it away when the frontman came back out. He was only wearing a large plush hotel bathrobe. “Hey,” he smiled at her. “I don’t know about you, but nothing I love better than a good hot shower, and the one they have here is out of the world. You’re welcome to it if you feel like one.”

“You always invite your girls to a shower?”

He laughed and poured out two drinks. “Hey, I got no expectations, I just can’t think of anything better!” he laughed. He seemed to ignore her and slipped open one of the surrounding balcony doors and stepped out to take a long, deep breath, and lean over the railing. He seemed so, what was the word she wanted? Honest.

Briana stood halfway between the back of the frontman and the hall leading to the bathroom he came out of. It was so weird, she thought. But she did feel like a shower — the green room was hot and sweaty and she had been dancing a lot. The frontman turned around, sipped from his drink, and leaned his back against the railing. They looked at each other from afar and he gestured down the hall and shrugged with a knowing smirk.

Briana turned on her platforms and faced him square on with her arms hanging straight at her sides. She was all alone in a suite atop a hotel with arguably one of the most famous men in the world. Her fiancé’s text played in her mind over and over: “It’s okay hon.” She bit her lip. The frontman seemed to lean with greater relaxation on the railing. He was apparently content to watch her from afar. She bit her top lip and thought to herself, “Girl, you wanted to be someone different. You’re certainly in a different situation right now.”

She didn’t know what the mood was that crept up on her, but she reached behind her neck and pulled her zipper down. She grinned at him and she flung her hair up to let it settle around her face in a sweet, wild mess. She knew how to dance and she had a great body, that she knew for sure, at least. She thought about it and she knew she shouldn’t. But before she could talk herself out of it the way she knew from experience she always could, she pulled at her hips and began to shimmy herself out of her dress until it flew up over her head and she tossed it onto the nearest couch. She curled her shoulders and hung her face and twisted her legs one in front of the other — she was dressed in only those pastel pink tanga panties and floral lace half cup bra. She decided to not be embarrassed. She stood straight again and hung her arms straight. The man smiled and lifted his glass as though to cheers her. She closed her eyes, dipped her head, and felt the beat. She began to snap her fingers and swing her hips and began to dance. She smiled at him and laughed and raised her arms high over her head and brought them down with her hands tracing out the contours of her body, her breasts, her waist, and her hips. She was beginning to feel wild. She reached behind and unhooked her bra and spun away from him to shake it down her arms. She flung it aside and turned to face him with her hands on her breasts. Then she flung her arms out to the side and exposed herself. She laughed with shrieking delight, but she stopped herself too, and took her dance seriously.

He didn’t come toward her. He just let her perform — as though he understood so much, and also took her dance seriously too. The more he did nothing, the more she was filled with the desire to go further. She turned again and, pulsating her hips maniacally, she hooked her thumbs in the waist and peeled them down over her butt. She stepped out of her panties and giggled and covered her pussy but then showed that to him too. He didn’t ask her to get naked. He might even have only wanted to have a drink with her. She felt a wave of self-consciousness flood over her when she realized she was dancing naked in the stranger’s hotel room — her, shy Briana, fiancé to Jason, the homebody who likes tea and books. She covered her mouth with her hands and shrieked and inhaled and spun around and ran in tiny steps down the hall and slammed the bathroom door.

Showered just as he had suggested, she came out wrapped tightly in the same style of lush hotel bathrobe that the frontman wore. She peered sheepishly from the dark hallway against the wall and noticed he was on a couch, the lights were way down, the city was lit up beyond, and there were music videos on. She saw her dress on a couch and her bra and panties on neatly piled on top — he had tidied her clothes up. She couldn’t herself or her situation. She stepped further toward the main room. He noticed her and turned and smiled and gestured for her to come in. “Feel better, am I right?”

His smile was deep, genuine, and beautiful. She tightened her belt and stepped into the room. “Yes, you were right,” she grinned. He didn’t indicate for her to sit beside him, he didn’t give her a leering look, he didn’t seem to be pressuring her for anything. She sat in a chair the furthest away from him and glanced at the huge screen. He began to describe the music and the video from a very professional point of view, telling her about mixing and other production techniques he told her she could hear. The more he did nothing to reel her closer, the more she realized she was being silly. She kept her eyes on the screen and lifted herself out of the chair and stepped half backward and half sideways onto the couch. She looked at him and listened to him talk and nodded and looked when he pointed. She shifted on the couch until she was next to him. As naturally as anything, he lowered his pointing arm around her shoulders and she automatically snuggled in closer against him.

“You’re okay?” he said so softly and sweetly, she realized she was. She remained incredibly nervous, but it had become a good, exciting nervousness.

“Uh huh,” she nearly whispered looking up at him. He was staring at her lips. She felt so self-conscious she curled them in and licked them. She looked at his too. He leaned toward her and she closed her eyes and they kissed. She pulled back and chuckled and then kissed him again, this time for real. The music pounded and the video faded. When he pulled his mouth from hers, she pressed forward into him and slipped her fingers, long and elegant, around the back of his neck to keep him from getting away again, and she giggled and kissed his mouth hard and pushed her tongue inside.

Her robe fell open — he might have tugged the belt or she might have, who knew — but she only twisted toward him all the more and stretched her neck the more he sat back, more ravenous than she realized she had become. When he held her shoulders back, she squirmed out of the arms of the robe so it remained only loosely tied around her waist and she pushed against his restraining hands. “What do you think you’re doing to me?” she play-scolded him, and she jutted her jaw and clenched her teeth. She tugged his belt open too as though angry at him. She pushed her hands inside his robe and felt his chest, his stomach, and then she swung her leg over his and sat up in his lap, against his abdomen.

She leaned into him and kissed him now more thoughtfully. He ran his hands over her smooth, round shoulders, down her elegant, long back, and onto her round, beautiful cheeks. She tried to moan but she was panting so much it became a deep guttural groan. She licked her lips again and she knew her mouth was hanging open and her hair was a mess over her face and over his too, but she never knew this kind of voraciousness. She felt an emptiness inside her, a hollowness, and she knew what it was that would fill her, struggle as she tried to banish the thought. It was no good though — her hand, acting on its own, reached down in front of her own stomach, her own abdomen, and she found his hot, stiff, thick and hard cock.

She realized things were serious now. She looked down and she shivered. That was her hand, white, pure, long fingers, wrapped so delicately around the man’s strange-feeling, long, wide and hard penis. She sucked her lips between her teeth and she pulled up on it and plunged both hands back down over it. She looked in his eyes and knew she looked far too insatiable, far too gone over the line to pull anything back now. She tilted her head and decided almost as though with another’s mind to tell him, “I want to suck on your cock.” She hadn’t spoken with such vulgarness even to her fiancé on their wildest sex date nights. But something about him not pushing her, not even asking her, even explicitly telling her in utterly convincing fashion — it couldn’t be anything other than true, he wrote and sang nothing but truth — that he had no expectations, made her want to take things in her own hands, to be the one to push, to be the one to want, to be demanding, to be the one to take.

She slid down his body and kissed his chest and stomach all the way. It was so strange to be making love to another man, and yet, she marveled, look how easy it really was. All those years of saying no, more because she didn’t think she could, and now look at her, on her knees, licking up the underside of the stiff cock of such a famous man there wasn’t a woman in the world who wouldn’t throw their body at him, and probably half of them already had. She laughed at herself. Such a silly girl, she thought, as she closed her eyes and pushed her lips, all soft and matte rose petal, down over his head. She usually stopped there. But for him, she pushed further. She didn’t gag so she wanted to know more for herself than for him if she could take it all the way. But she also wanted for him to know. She wanted to give him so much, the one who asked for nothing and could have asked for it all. She took it as deep as she could and she squeezed her lips onto his shaft. When she pulled off she looked — a perfect print of her lips three quarters the way up his lovely, velvet shaft. She laughed and showed him. He played in her hair lightly, twisting his fingers in it, but not tugging, not grabbing, and in no rush at all. She realized he wasn’t going to push her to do anything. 

She stopped thinking about the time and she settled into a tantric mode of sucking on his cock, closing her mind to everything except his penis and her mouth and her breath and his fingers in her hair. She moaned long and with yearning. She stopped at one point suddenly and looked up at him. She realized her eyes were glassy. She reached down and felt herself — she was flooding wet. She looked at him with curved eyebrows, hanging mouth, and half lidded eyes. She had never wanted a man inside her more than she did at that moment. And yet, she felt the need — he was so beautiful — to ask him. It came out in a plaintive whisper. “Can I make love to you?”

He appeared as taken as she was, as stunned, as breathless. She climbed up into his lap and hovered her hips over his. She pressed her breasts into his face and against his mouth. He suckled at her without greed or rush. She reached behind herself and found his cock. She stroked it with her fingers and slowly lowered herself. She shook like a piano string. He shushed her and he calmed her and she chuckled as though full of nerves again, but it wasn’t that. It was her attempt to maintain some decorum and keep herself from fucking him rabidly. When the head of his cock pressed against her pussy lips, her body instinctively opened. She shuddered and kissed him frantically and let go of his cock to grab his skin around his neck. When she lowered herself more, his cock began to stuff inside of her and she felt its heat and hardness and she knew she was raining all over it, her body lubricating him because it knew before she ever did what she was going to do even before she went back to the green room with her fiancé in tow. She knew.

She yelped and cried as his cock filled her. She wanted so much to use her body to give him pleasure. He rubbed her tits and he ran his hands around her back and over her shoulders and along her thighs. She lowered herself and sighed so deeply it felt she had collapsed her lungs. She lifted back up and the suction sound her pussy made hanging on so tight to his cock made them both laugh. Until she cried, deep and loud. It caught her by surprise. Orgasms for her came, but only after steady focus and much concentration, all conditions being exactly right. This one, without the man or her even touching her buttons, came out of nowhere. It was from deep inside, a vaginal orgasm, she read about one time, wondering what it would feel like. She found out. She cried out and lost control and bucked on him and rammed herself deeper and faster against him. She tore at his skin and she bit his face. She thrashed on him and collapsed. She panted loudly both from physical exhaustion and from mental amazement.

But he gave her little time to think about it. He rolled her under him and pulled up her legs and lowered himself between her thighs. She opened for him so gladly, so full of want and happiness. She wrapped her painted nails around his waist and pulled him, she wanted him deep. (She wanted his come.) He pumped himself into her. She loved how he grunted and she knew it was because of what she had unleashed in him. He rammed her hard and she knew it was going to be sore, but she only opened wider and pulled him at the waist harder. She flung her head back and hollered she had never felt so profoundly good.

He pulled out of her and rolled her onto her stomach and hauled up her ass in front of where he knelt. She wanted him to. She stuck it up and arched her back so sharply her breasts pressed into the couch. She reached behind and grabbed his wrist and wanted so much to make eye contact with him — she wanted to see him when he closed his eyes and shot. She didn’t make it. Another orgasm claimed her consciousness more deeply than the first and she left the planet, it felt like. She realized he was ramming her hard and that his come was shooting inside of her. She felt drunk on him. When he finished, he collapsed onto the couch beside her and she rolled to her side and he wrapped his arms around her and with her back to his chest, he pulled her close against himself.

After a while, she pushed up and pulled him up behind her. She lead him with both her hands behind her back pulling on his finger back to the bathroom and the hot shower. She kissed him, she pressed against him, and they washed each other. She was the one to lead him, again by a finger she held behind her back in both her hands, to his bedroom. Before she reached the door, she heard her phone buzz. She startled, but she only turned, raised herself on her toes, and kissed the man.

He held her waist and pressed her back. “Do you want to get that?”

She kissed him again and stepped backward pulling him into his bedroom. “I don’t think so,” she whispered. She kicked the door closed behind him and added, “I’ll call him in the morning.” She lead him all the way backward till she touched the bed with the back of her legs, and collapsed onto it. She squirmed into the middle of his huge bed and said, “Will you lick me?”





Natalie’s Lost Youth


Natalie paused with her hand wrapped around the opened knob of their bedroom door. She closed her eyes and inhaled long and deeply through her nostrils: in, hold for five, out, out through her projected matte light-peach lips. Calmed, she nodded once firmly and pulled it quickly open, wafting breeze from the rest of the condo over her face and billowing strands of her freshly-done highlighted beach-sand hair.

“Going down to the gym,” she called through to the kitchen to Elliot toiling in there as she cruised rapidly past toward the condo front door. She was already through and out into the hushed, plush-carpeted hallway before Elliot even had time to lean out to call back to her in his withering voice, “I’ll come . . . too . . ?” The door at the end of the hallway clicked closed by way of reply.

Inside, she pressed number 2 on the elevator, but she also hovered her finger over number 4, curling in the corner of her bottom lip between her teeth, staring at the digit as though it were an optical puzzle. She finally pressed it, and just in time too, bringing the elevator to a lung-sinking rapid stop. The doors swished open and Natalie, pressed against the back wall, knew this was a decision she was about to make — a quantum wave collapse, Elliot would call it. Time froze until the doors began to close again, and she dove out into an exact copy of the hallway above.

Even though Leland texted her when she was still getting ready that he’d leave his door unlocked for her, still she lightly tapped the knuckle of her middle finger on the dark, natural grained wood before she depressed the handle and swung his silent, heavy door open before her. She remained on the hall side of the threshold.

Natalie and Elliot lived in 1205 and Leland lived in 405 — it was exactly the same layout. Only it was completely different. Her husband of five years supervised a team of IT techs. He lived inside code, and it was the code that was inside his head. His was a binary universe — everything was or was not, and that was how he lived.

Natalie, manager of one of the noted galleries in uptown’s gallery row, had therefore free reign over what went on the walls at home and what furniture went where between them. She also was able to  “test” new works by bringing them home to hang on one or another of their condo’s many big, white walls — the key feature that sold her on buying it in the first place. She even had a furniture-staging contract through a friend, so she was able to completely redo their interior for the purpose of “feeling out” a new painting, staging the furniture around it for the sake of the photos for the auction brochures and the gallery’s website. If buyers’ imaginations were stoked showing how the work would look in a typical living room, sales inevitably followed. The result, though, was a condo that looked constantly like a non-lived-in real estate showing — as though the owners were long gone.

Leland’s, on the other hand, lay under thick accumulations of the detritus of busy, perhaps even fevered, thought. Books piled like snow drifts, every wall a bulletin board riddled with tack holes, newspapers and computer equipment and monitors (always on, always news) filled the place with the busy buzzing bedlam of either an insane or a genius mind — or one that balanced precariously moment by moment between the two. He lived in the grey area between the sort of black and white that regimented Elliot’s world. Where Elliot most proudly sat back in self-admiration with a solved elegant body of code that worked perfectly, Leland considered dull solutions to delicious mysteries death itself.

Natalie stepped lightly over the line and gently pressed his door closed behind her and marveled at the walls, the ceilings, the pile-narrowed hall telescoping out in front of her, at once familiar, being the same as hers, yet like a version from an alternate universe filled with everything that was not order. He was a journalist.

“In here,” Leland shouted through the tunnel that led to the kitchen. Natalie stood in the entrance and gazed inside at length. Though Leland lived in disorder, his body, fresh from shower with a pristine white towel too loosely tied around his taut waist, was tight. As was his hair, his broad shoulders, and especially his fascinating, dexterous hands and long fingers: he was together. He was at the moment putting the final touches on a brunch charcuterie board for them to enjoy, as he told her, on his balcony. He was one of those cooks who never used or needed a recipe. “Paint by numbers,” he called them. “Artists mix their own colors.” She couldn’t argue that. “Try,” he said, holding a thin slice of some sausage between his thumb and forefinger up to her mouth. “Saucisson sec,” he said, inserting it when she trustingly opened her lips.

She worked it over her tongue and chewed it slowly. “I’m at the gym for my workout,” Natalie said, letting go the handles of her gear bag so it flopped to Leland’s kitchen floor. “I feel like riding,” she tilted her head and poked the corner of her lips with her rigid tongue, loving her double entendre. She crossed her arms over her torso and peeled her tight pink workout halter top up over her head. “That’s delicious by the way.”



Leland turned and leaned his sculpted physique against the counter behind him and licked his fingers one at a time with a self-satisfied grin letting his eyes roam over her body at will — she liked to put shows on for him, he already knew that from their early encounters in the 2

 

nd


 
floor gym.



She peeled over her head her workout bra and turned, not showing her awareness that she was suddenly nude from the waist up in a man’s kitchen. She folded it carefully on top of her halter, draped over the back of a stool. She didn’t pause, but proceeded as though choreographed to hook her thumbs in the waist of her Lululemons — all without making eye contact with Leland — to peel them down her legs. She twisted and stretched excessively to pick them off her toes. She pushed her panties off the same way — as though she were alone, as though a man’s eyes were not on her. But she also took her time, letting that man savor the view.

Leland licked his fingertips and grinned at her. He merely wriggled once and the towel around his swimmer’s abdomen fell like scales from the eyes to pile around his ankles. Natalie shook her head like he was such a bad boy, and she stepped on her toes up to him feeling her heart pound like a hammer inside her chest. It was easily the worst thing she’d ever done, she grinned back at him, and she hadn’t even really done it yet. But she knew where it was going. Still, when her cool palm wrapped firmly around his already-aroused and surprisingly hot cock, the strangeness of it, the newness of it, made her shudder. She took it in both her hands and stroked lightly up the length of it, feeling it pulsate, feeling it thicken and lengthen from her touch. She giggled lightly because she was so far outside her comfort zone. She’d never had the chance in her pre-20s for anything like this, not like everybody else did. She missed out completely, she told herself. She deserved a taste. She was only getting what most already had – it wasn’t cheating, it was only a matter of timing. She gripped his cock hard in both her hands, pressed her naked body against his naked body, and shivered it felt so exotic, so other-worldly. She lifted her lips to his and they kissed.

But she didn’t fake a trip to the gym complete with workout clothes and bag, she didn’t exchange texts on the sly all week, she didn’t rub herself to orgasm in the middle of the night beside her soundly sleeping husband, just for an illicit kiss, nude or otherwise. She rolled her eyes and curled her lips and used the leverage of their pressed bodies to slide down against him until her knees touched Leland’s kitchen floor, and she realized she was on her knees, as the insulting phrase went back in secondary. Funny, she thought, how a man’s cock was at the perfect height for a woman’s mouth when she was on her knees, as though we were designed this way. Her thoughts were pushed from her mind though when Leland pushed his fingers into her hair and tugged and pushed until there was nothing for it but to open her lips and accept his now raging hard cock into her mouth, he pressed so hard against her.

He insisted with his hands cradling the back of her head, implying his force more than expressing it. But his moans and words of encouragement, “Yeah, that’s it,” made clear his insistence. Still, when there wasn’t really a choice, she was intrigued by how much more of a cock could fill her mouth without her recoiling and gagging than when it was her idea with a passive receiver, such as Elliot.

But again her idling thoughts were interrupted. He shoved his hips forward cramming himself into her oral cavity harshly, so harsh she meant to tell him “No,” she meant to push him back and pull him out, to give him her best “careful bub!” look. But his ass was already against the counter, his hands were already holding her head firmly in place, and he was already pushing forward again, albeit slowly, and she realized, to the extent her mind was still cogent, that she wasn’t actually sucking him off, he was fucking her mouth.

How did that make her feel? He didn’t seem to invite her input and nor was it something she would be able to consider until after, back home in the safety and comfort of her and her husband’s carefully circumscribed home where such intrusions were not on the menu. In any event, once she curled her fingers around his tree-stump thighs, once she set her sharp chocolate-milk nails into his flesh, once she experienced and survived the sensation of that foreign object of his ramming through the back of her throat, and lived, she wasn’t needing it to stop right away, exactly.

Elliot was so nice, she thought, even with Leland’s cock fucking her mouth like she was some sex toy to him. He asked, he cared, he checked in frequently. Leland pulled his cock out pulling with it strings of her saliva and his pre-cum from her lips sloppily and noisily, and he heaved her up by the armpits and even as she tried to shake her head in disgust at him and his primitive, savage, manners, he dragged her out of the kitchen and toward — she knew, because it was the same layout — his bedroom. He treated her like a fuck toy.

She half-walked and was half-dragged and it made no difference anyway. If he only asked, he’d learn that she would go willingly with him there, that she might even be eager to, but he didn’t ask. He popped the door wide with his knee and threw her onto his bed. She raised herself on her elbows and pulled up her knees and wanted to protest, wanted to let him know it was no way to treat a lady, but he gave her no time or space. He knelt on the bed and just as cavalierly, just as selfishly, flung her legs apart and she flopped onto her back appalled and disgusted. It was like he read no novels at all.

She made a move to close her legs, but what was the point? She satisfied herself to make her mind known by at least turning her face to the side, even if she didn’t fight him with her legs anymore. He was obviously a brute. He pulled her up by the hips with the same jarring roughhousing with which he threw her down. He cupped his three day-growth face around her entire pussy and he licked her not like a kitten at a plate of milk, say, the way polite and caring Elliot might, but like a ravenous wolf cleaning meat from the bone of a fresh kill. He was insensitive, self-centered, and direct. She was uncomfortably raised upside down on her shoulders and head with her knees now draped around his shoulders, her muff now spread and fully available like a meal served to a king. He ate her like she belonged to him.

She couldn’t have pulled away or tamed him if she tried. But nor could she even try. His tongue, his mouth, his whole way of being in this world, blanked out her mind and seemed by remote control to take over her body. Everything collapsed down to a point — the point where his tongue touched her. She fought against giving him the pleasure of her orgasm. She twisted her fists in his perfect, high-thread count white sheets, she thrashed her head side to side, and she struggled with her hips. She squeezed her knees together and locked her ankles behind his shoulders. She curled her fists and pounded at his bed. But he was relentless. He wasn’t going to stop. She cried out and inhaled sharply and cried out again, higher. It was like he knew what he was doing — like he knew exactly how to handle a girl. There was nothing she was able to do to stop. The one thing she didn’t try was to think about her husband.

She didn’t in fact even remember that part till long after she’d climaxed, collapsed, and curled up against him, kissing and nibbling his nipples and stroking his chiseled abs and chest. He wasn’t pressuring her but she knew he expected her to fuck him now. She shook her head even though he said nothing. She slid over top of him and raised her hips and reached down between them, even though all he did was grin that devil grin of his. She bit his lip and licked his cheek and gave him her comically angry face like she was indeed mad at him, even as she hovered her hips and stood his cock up so his head touched her lips down there. She dripped on her hand. “You’re so bad,” she groaned, just before kissing him long and deeply and with passion — and released his cock from her grip, and lowered her hips to take him, inch by long inch, inside her pussy.

Why did she feel so compelled to show him what a good lay she was? Why did she need to impress him with how she could move on him? She sat up on him and pressed her hands into his chest. He was so big under her. She wanted to examine the feeling she was having of wanting to swallow him completely, he did such strange and new things to her, but again he erased her mind like he seemed able to do at will, when he reached up with his beautiful hands and took her breasts to squeeze them, knead them, and to tweak her nipples. Her last conscious thought was, “How did he know that?” She leaned down over him and shoved her tits in his mouth. “Fuck you’re good,” she moaned in his ear. “You feel so fucking good,” she said, her breath rising and her body losing control. They were sentences she’d never said to a lover, and would have laughed if she did. But not now.

He flipped her over and rolled on top of her. She locked her ankles around his back and her fingers around his neck. He began to fuck her like some sort of machine, a jackhammer, a pile driver. She yelped and she cried. He made her body twist so far back she saw the wall behind her head. She wanted so much she couldn’t get enough. When she knew he was on his final ascent and was about to lose it inside her, she blacked out again. She could feel her pussy twitch and convulse, she could feel it as though it wanted to stroke his cock, as though it was designed to pull and milk him – and maybe only him.

He flooded her just as she released. When it ended, finally, she laughed and rolled into him and poked at him playfully. She’d never had that experience before. But it was about 45 minutes since she slipped away from her husband, and it was time. “Don’t think just because I came to you this time that you can have me whenever you ask,” she said, kissing his nose, his lips, his chin and his chest.

“How about whenever I tell you,” he stated.

He not only discovered a secret about her but he wasn’t above exploiting it either. She didn’t reply. She dressed and, before she went to his front door, she kissed her fingertips and touched them to his cock, limp and pleased with itself, slumbering between his legs where he continued to slumber as well on his perfect bed. “We’ll see,” she said. She couldn’t answer any other way: he figured her out. Of course she’d come whenever he demanded her. It was crude of him to point it out so crassly though.

It worked out well, going to the “gym” at virtually all hours. If she came back out of energy, mussed, even sweating, what was there to suspect? But it became increasingly frequent. “Don’t you think you might be overdoing it, honey?” Elliot queried her without taking his eyes off his screen.

He might also have noticed her attention to details in her lipstick, her subtle coffee-tone eye shadow, her fixing her hair at length in the bathroom, just for the gym downstairs. He caught her once in her rose-red high-hip thongs and matching full cup bra both with jet-black bows in the middle, but she dismissed his question with a chuckle. “It’s all I have left! Everything’s in the laundry.” The kind of workout she was headed for didn’t need panties and bras, once things got going.

“It’s just, is it healthy to go for vigorous workouts at any old time — isn’t it supposed to be at regular times, you know,” Elliot scratched his head and scrunched his nose, “rhythm and health and bodies and stuff?”

“Oh, pfft!” she replied, this time pulling up tight white shorts over white satin low-hip panties and pulling on a black shimmering halter top not quite concealing her white satin bra though the wide arm holes. “I just suddenly feel like a workout, you know how I am.”

“It’s like nearly 11 PM.”

“I know! It’s perfect — nobody will be there.”

“I’ll come down with you.”

“No no, honey, I need to go alone, it’s my alone time — thinking time.”

“I won’t talk, I should get into working out too.”

“Really, no, I don’t think so.”

“You don’t want me there.”

“It’s not that.” She lingered at the door before going through, but she hesitated on the other side.

She didn’t have long to wonder about what she was doing though. Leland texted again. “Door’s open, I’m waiting in bed for you.”

“No preliminaries anymore?” she protested back, but she also made her way to the elevator. They didn’t talk at all. He tore at her clothes and he mounted her from behind. He spent himself into her and when he was done, he sent her back upstairs. Yes, she had an orgasm or two. Yes, there was something about being taken like that, being used, being abused, even, that made her shaky inside and a slave to him. She disliked it, but if he took too long between texts demanding her, she hated that even more. She always wanted to examine in herself what it was that made her so craven for his sessions, but whenever she was in the midst of them, it was as though her brain was not only switched off, but she had forgotten there was anything to turn it on for. He pounded her so ferociously, she had to make excuses to her husband for her pained walking when she got back up. “You know what they say, no pain.”

“You’re injuring yourself,” Elliot said, massaging her sore thighs and hips.

She hesitated under him on the bed, her face sideways on a pillow. “I know,” she finally peeped out.

“Why is it always these muscles?”

“I don’t know — squats?” she tried.

“You’re leaking,” he said once.

She pushed him off, rolled over, and glanced down. The front of her blue satin panties were soaked with Leland’s cum. “Woops, sorry,” she said to Elliot, and she dashed off to the bathroom.

“What was that?”

“I don’t know.” She smiled at him knowing it would lead him to think it was some unmentionable woman thing.

And he did. “I know,” he smiled back.

He went down on her and she let him, and after enough time, she moaned for him and even cried out, and then she tapped his head and said “thank you.”

“You were very wet,” her husband said, pleased with himself. His chin and cheeks glistened with Leland’s cum.

One evening, Elliot and Natalie were snuggling in bed. They’d both gone there with books and what began as a little thinking-of-you kiss from him to her turned into a longer, face-cradling making out.

“You’re really a sweet man, aren’t you,” she murmured to him.

“I enjoy you, I like our life together,” he stroked her shoulder.

She nuzzled his neck and rolled toward him, reaching down and picking up his cock. “What’s this,” she smiled crookedly. It grew in her hand.

“I was wondering if you were going to notice,” he pursed his lips and rolled his eyes up to the corner of the room.

“Does baby want a little blow job?” she said to him full of faux innocence in a cheery, light voice. She pushed the sheets off him and used her nails to stroke his abdomen. She crawled between his legs and stroked him lightly. She kissed the head of his cock and smiled up at him. She licked the full length. He rested back into his pillows with his arms folded behind his head. Her phone buzzed. “Ignore that,” she said to him, leaning down to kiss the head of his cock and to push her lips against it, resisting his entry and lifting her head to chuckle and see if he liked any of that.

Her phone buzzed again. She knew who it was. She tried so hard to focus on her husband, to suck his cock, to give him a little attention at least, but her mind was spinning off into orbit. She popped her lips off his cock and reached over him to the bedside table. “Who the hell is it anyway?” she pretended not to know.

“I want you,” was all Leland had written.

“Busy with husband, wink wink,” she wrote back.

“Who is it?” Elliot asked.

She grabbed his cock with more zeal and bent over it. “Nothing. Something at work.” She pushed her mouth down his shaft and forgot that she hadn’t shown him yet that taking his cock to the back of her throat so far her lips kissed his pubis was something she could now easily do — something she liked to do.

“Holy shit, Nat,” he said.

“Did you like that?” She chuckled. “I watched a YouTube.” She dove back down on him, she even pulled his hand and pushed it into her hair. She pressed his hand on the back of her head. Her phone buzzed again.

“Need to fuck that little tight body of yours now,” Leland had written.

“Is everything okay?” Elliot asked with concern.

“It’s okay,” she said, texting back to Leland. “Busy!”

“Do you need to stop?” Elliot asked.

“I’ll come up there,” Leland threatened.

“I’m trying to give my husband a fraction of the attention I give you,” she replied.

“You’re obviously distracted,” Elliot said. “If you’re not enjoying this . . . . “

“It’s fine!” she shouted at him. She pushed her mouth on his cock and wrapped her hands around his shaft and sucked hard, stroking him fast and tight into her mouth. “Cum in my mouth, honey,” she said hurriedly, before plunging back down on him.

Her phone buzzed again. She tried to moan and groan with Elliot’s cock in her mouth. She lifted up and kissed him. “Maybe try to push me a bit, honey. Maybe be a little rough on me.”

“What do you mean?”

The phone buzzed. “I’m going to come in there and fuck your body on top of him if you don’t get down here now.”

“Hold my head down, honey.”

“How do you mean?” he asked, confusion spreading over his face.

“I don’t know,” she panted. She texted on her phone. “I’m coming!” She put her phone on the bed. “Like you want to fuck my face, Ell.”

“What the?” he recoiled.

Her phone buzzed.

“I might like it, just try it, don’t you ever want to just lose yourself in my body, in my mouth?” she pushed her lips over his cock again.

Sucking on her husband, she read her phone. “Going to fuck you super hard for being a bad girl.”

She moaned but not for her husband. Holding his cock in her mouth, she texted Leland back. “Going to fuck you back harder, prick,” she typed. “In five.”

Elliot pulled his hips back and his cock popped out of her mouth. She scrambled to get it back in, but he snatched her phone instead. “Who is texting you?” She swiped to snatch her phone back but not before he caught sight of the last few texts.

She sat back and looked at what he’d probably seen. Elliot pushed further back and pulled up pillows behind himself and pulled the sheets over his body. “What is that?” Elliot said, utterly mystified.

She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around her knees and sank her face down.

“Who?” Elliot repeated himself.

“A boy,” Natalie finally replied.

Elliot stared at the top of her head a while. “I’ve been down to the gym a few times, you know. Lights were off. Nobody around.” He nodded. “What’s his name?”

She bit her lip and looked to the side wall — to the big dark painting there. “Leland,” she replied. “Doesn’t matter, just a guy.”

Her phone buzzed again.

“Is that him again?” Elliot gestured to the phone in her hand.

“Yes,” Natalie replied.

“Are you going to go down to fuck him?” he said.

She didn’t realize it would be an option. She was confused about why he would ask her. Wouldn’t he simply say, “It’s over,” or, “I’ll kill you,” or something like that? She also, for her part, answered in an equally unexpected way. She might have said, “No,” or “It’s over,” or “I’m sorry!” or anything like that. But instead, she said, “Yes.”

“Natalie, are you leaving me?” Elliot asked her. It was soft, it was hurt, and it was scared.

“No!” she readily and honestly replied. “No!” she repeated. Her phone buzzed. She wrote back. “Just give me a minute.”

“What does he want with you?”

“Honestly?” she said.

“Always.”

“A fuck buddy.”

“And what do you want with him?” Elliot gathered the sheets around his neck after a long pause.

“Honestly?” she asked again and smirked.

He nodded.

“He’s nothing I could live with, Elliot. But he’s . . . I don’t know, my lost youth? He’s the playing around I never got to do. He’s the summer fling, the romp in the sheets everybody did at college, except for me. He’s nothing, he’s a fling, he’s just all the guys other girls played around with and nobody remembers anybody’s name a month after college ended. He’s just what I didn’t get to do before you and I.”

Elliot thought long and hard. She’d been raised in a strict Christian home. She’d gone to church through college. She saved herself for a husband. “He wants you down there now, doesn’t he? Just like all those other times your phone buzzed and you suddenly had to go to the gym.”

Natalie tilted her head and pursed her lips. “Busted I guess,” she said sheepishly. But she also pushed up and went over to her closet to pull on new purple thongs and a matching textured balcony bra. Because, yes, she needed to go down.

“Are those for him?” Elliot said.

“They’re from him,” she shrugged sheepishly. She wriggled to pull up a tight denim skirt and chose her number 1 football shirt crop top. “That too?” Elliot asked.

“No,” she said, slipping her feet into half-tall sandals. “I bought these.”

“For him?”

She looked down at herself before she looked over at Elliot, her hand back on the door knob again. “I guess. Yeah,” she nodded with sympathy for him.

“When will you be back?” Elliot asked, not sounding defeated at all.

“I’m not sure, Elliot,” she said. Her phone buzzed. She opened the door and went half way through.

“Natalie,” Elliot stopped her.

She cocked her head to listen but her body was oriented to the front door down at the end of the hall.

“Does he fuck your face hard like that? The way you like it?”

Her chest heaved and her heart was pounding. “Yes,” she managed to squeeze out before letting go their bedroom door knob and nearly running to the front door and the elevator beyond.

She entered Leland’s both afraid of his wrath and at the same time nearly legless with anticipation. “Baby?” she called out. She knew though he would be in his bedroom. She peered in. He wasn’t there. She looked in the living room, eager to jump on him. She tugged at her top — he wasn’t there either. She pushed her hand down the front of her shorts, her pussy was throbbing so much. She felt beneath her panties. She was soaking. She bit her lip and nearly couldn’t walk, thinking that he was waiting for her to find him on the balcony — she wanted, she needed, to suck his cock so much. He wasn’t there, either, though.

Her phone buzzed. Her mouth opened like his cock was already pushing against her lips, moist and painted pink just for him. “Where am I?” he wrote her.

“I need to fuck you so bad,” she wrote back.

“I’m sitting on your couch with your husband,” Leland wrote her.

“No you’re not, tell me where you are. I need it.”

“Come on up,” he replied.

Unable to find him anywhere in his condo, and checking the gym — that would be like him too — she finally went up to her own floor and listened at her own door. It was too thick to hear. She crept it open.

“In here,” she heard Leland’s voice call.

“What the actual fuck,” she muttered to herself. She stepped clandestinely down the hallway. Leland was watching for her and waved from the couch. On the other side of the L-shaped set sat Elliot.

“Come in,” he called to her.

She stepped two steps closer and stopped again.

“Seriously, come in,” Leland repeated. “You already told Elliot you were going down to fuck me, so  don’t worry, this is no big surprise for him.” He looked at Elliot. “Right El?”

Elliot looked over his shoulder at Natalie blankly.

“Sit right here, Nat,” Leland said, patting the couch beside him. "Elliot has something to tell you.”

“Okay,” Natalie replied slowly. She sat beside Elliot.

“No no, over here,” Leland patted the couch by him again. Elliot gestured with his head toward the spot. Natalie slowly lifted herself and sat on Leland’s side, but as far away as she could. She made herself small and darted her glance back and forth between the two men.

“We’ve been talking,” Leland smiled at her. “Mano a Mano.” He shrugged at Natalie. “You see, I came up here thinking we were still pretending to go to the gym. But Elliot told me you told him everything.”

“I’m so sorry, babe,” she said to Elliot.

“But that confused me, because you weren’t here — only, he already knew you weren’t going to the gym. So I asked him — because that’s what I do, I ask people shit that intrigues me. I asked him, if he knew you were going down to fuck me, why is he just sitting here letting you go?”

Natalie shrugged and darted her glance back and forth unsure where he was going.

“Tell her Elliot. Tell her what you told me.”

Elliot cleared his throat. Natalie looked at him confused and worried.

“What did you tell him, honey?”

“Go on, Elliot, it’s okay.”

Elliot pushed his glasses up to the bridge of his nose. “It turns me on.”

“It turns him on,” Leland smiled wryly at Natalie and nodded with his eyebrows raised. “He’s not mad at you, darling, he’s turned on by you fucking me.”

Natalie pushed up and sat beside Elliot and picked up his hand and held it in hers. “You don’t have to say that, El,” she nodded.

“It’s true, though,” he confirmed. “I knew you were going down to be with him for a while now. I didn’t know who, of course, or which condo, but I knew it was somebody. And it made me . . . “ he pushed his tongue into his cheek.

Natalie squeezed his hand. “Made you . . . ?”

“I would jerk off knowing you were somewhere in the building with somebody, like that.”

Natalie looked back at Leland shocked.

“It gets better,” Leland nodded. “He wants to watch you with me.”

She looked back at Elliot disbelieving. But he wasn’t denying it. She scrunched her brow and shook her head, pulling her shoulders up to her ears.

Elliot leaned forward for emphasis. “It’s the infuriating chaos of it!” he shout-whispered.

She stared at him as though locked in place. Finally, she said, “Did you want to watch like right now?” She looked at Leland and shrugged and he mirrored her.

Elliot didn’t answer. But he undid his fly, opened his pants, and pulled out his cock. He began to stroke it and nudged his head toward Leland looking at his wife right in her eyes. She glanced down. His cock was straining hard.

She looked back and forth again, still unsure. “Did you want to sit there, or . . . ?”

“I want you to pretend I’m not even here. In fact,” he said, and he got off the couch and ducked down behind it, peaking around the edge on his hands and knees.

“Turn the lights lower,” Leland said to Natalie. “And put some music on.” She did, and she glanced at the floor. Elliot was there, peering around the edge. She went over to Leland and hiked up her skirt enough to spread her legs to straddle his lap. When his hands wrapped around her bare torso below where her football shirt reached, she shivered, she remembered what he did to her every time he touched her, and she forgot about her husband watching from behind the couch behind her.

She darted her head forward and her luxury of hair fell over both their faces. She grinded her pelvis into his crotch, her pretty purple thongs against his jeans. She moaned and kissed him passionately. When he moved his hands up her body, she raised her arms to allow him, to encourage him, to lift her top off. She wanted so much to show him how his underwear looked on her.

When he grabbed her tits, she gasped. They both heard a moan from behind the couch and she stifled a giggle. Leland barely touched her shoulders and she understood: she slinked down his body like oil and on her knees she undid his pants and pulled them off. She panted she had wanted his cock so bad. She whimpered when she pushed her mouth over the head of it.

When Leland grabbed her head by both sides and began to pump her face down on his cock, shoving it deep into her throat and making her gag and cough, she scratched at him with her pretty nails and pushed herself harder onto him. He twisted his hands in her hair and she simpered. He yanked her and she stood up, ripped her skirt and purple panties off, and she straddled his lap again. She raised her hips and, knowing her husband could see everything, she reached down between them, wrapped her hand around Leland’s cock, and she pumped it, she held it, and she lowered her glistening lips around it, burying it inside her all the way.

She stuffed her face in his neck and rode him hard and fast. Leland’s hands grabbed at her shoulders, at her hair, at her breasts and at her ass, tugging, pushing, and pulling her. He picked her up and carried her, her ankles locked in his lower back, her arms locked around his neck, over to the other section of couch, the one directly behind which Elliot crouched. He turned her so she faced away, so her body flopped over the back of the couch. When he entered her from behind, she bucked and cried out and when she looked down, she met eyes with Elliot looking up from the floor at his wife getting fucked so fine.

With each thrust Leland rammed her with from behind, jolting her body, she whimpered loudly, gasping and sucking air. Elliot pushed himself up below her face where it bounded with Leland’s jolts. Her hair fell around both their faces and waved as her body shook. He strained up with his cock in his hand and he kissed his wife on her lips.

Leland rammed her harder and she arched her back and her head rolled back to face the ceiling. He wrapped his hands around her torso and squeezed her breasts too hard from behind. She cried out and her body spasmed. Leland filled her. Elliot came in his hand.

What didn’t change after that night was Leland with his unpredictable timing and insistent demands, nor Natalie with her subservience and state of readiness that he inspired in her body, if not her mind. Nor did the venue — Elliot liked watching, but he liked more knowing without seeing. It could be anytime. Her phone would buzz — they’d be watching a show, or reading together in bed. Or even making love on the couch. And she would bite her lip and he would know — she was going to go to him. To suck his cock, to let him fuck her mouth, to fuck him, to be rammed by him so hard, she’d come back up sometimes barely able to walk.

The only thing that really changed, was how Elliot bought her new underwear and new outfits for her to wear when she went to Leland, and how he helped her get ready when he called. It drove him a special kind of crazy when she texted from below to say she was going to spend the night with him.

“Why?” she asked him,

“I know the kind of pleasure you must be experiencing. I always got off on your pleasure more than my own. But I can’t give you that sort of pleasure. It doesn’t matter, though — I still get off on your pleasure whether it’s from me or someone else.”

“I could never leave you,” she said, kissing him. “I have zero interest in living with him, in doing anything domestic with him.”

“I know,” Elliot said. He kissed her back. “Disorder is a nice place to visit, but you belong in order.”

She laughed and hopped in his lap and kissed him with her arms wrapped around his neck tight. She was feeling things for him. She pressed her denim shorts into his lap and her breasts in her tank top into his neck. She wanted him. But her phone buzzed.
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