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She was tall and thin. So unlike me. Chestnut brown hair, probably all hers, tumbled down to her ass in waves. She had small breasts and no hips. Her face was angular but feminine; her smile was ready made. Her eyes, a striking gray. Her skin was literally the color of honey. So, unlike me. No wonder he kept walking by her. No wonder he kept going to her specifically to buy us more drinks. No wonder, he didn’t just order drinks and walk away, but also took the time to speak and share a couple of laughs. Jealousy raged through my body like fire, but I reeled it in. George didn’t like it when I acted jealous. He hated insecurity in women. I wasn’t insecure. I just didn’t like it when his focus was on anyone but me. That’s normal. Right?

I sighed and toyed with the top of my martini glass as I watched them. Her eyes met mine and she gave me one of those ever-ready smiles. I stiffly smiled back at her and averted my eyes, looking back at my drink. I had long ago finished my dinner and was ready to go. This 35th celebration of my birthday had not gone the way I wanted it. I wanted George to whisk me away to some tropical island, especially since he’d just gotten a promotion and raise at the Post Office. But no. All I’d gotten was movie, dinner, and drinks. Same shit all the time, whether it was my birthday, our anniversary, or Valentine’s Day. The man had no imagination whatsoever. But I loved him. What can I say? I just took what came with it.

I shifted in my seat and sighed loudly again, bored. When was he going to stop flirting and come back to our table so we could leave? As if reading my thoughts, George shared one last laugh with the pretty bartender with no ass and came back to our table, holding another martini for me and glass of scotch on the rocks for him.

“She’s pretty, “I dryly said, taking my glass and sitting it to the side.

“Who?” he asked, sitting across from me and sipping his drink.

“That bartender you keep ordering our drinks from.”

He glanced over at her and nonchalantly shrugged. She was watching us like a hawk. I wanted to throw my drink at her head, but I kept my glass in my hand. He turned back to me. “She’s alright.”

I snorted. “Just alright? One could never tell you thought that by the way you keep talking and flashing teeth at her every fifteen minutes.”

George sternly looked at me. “Now Passion, don’t start.”

I shrugged and picked up my fresh martini, sipping noisily.

“She’s just friendly, that’s all. You know how girls like that are. They’re always trying to get big tips.”

“She needs big tips. Maybe she could buy some tits and ass with it.”

He raised his eyebrow at me. “Sorry?”

“She has no tits. Just your type.”

He rolled his eyes skyward and sat back in his seat, crossing his ankle over his knee. “That is not my type.”

I cut my eyes at him. “Big titties and extra padding obviously aren’t either.”

“Babe, how many times do we have to go through this?” he asked, exasperated. “I love you. You are perfect to me and for me just the way you are. I don’t care that you’ve gained weight. I wish you’d get off that.”

“Then why are all the women you follow on social media all thin and pretty? You obviously have a type George. And it isn’t me anymore.”

I felt tears stinging my eyes and discreetly wiped one away. George sighed and put his hand over his face. “You ready to go?”

“Are you sure you want to go? And leave her?”

“Alright, that’s enough. I’m not doing this with you tonight. You wanted to go out for your birthday, we came out- “

“I wanted to go to Turks and Caicos or Tahiti for my birthday. But as always, you didn’t listen and just did what the hell you wanted.”

“You want to pick a fight with me tonight? Is that what you want? Let’s go home then. We can argue there.”

“Stop trying to make me think I’m crazy; I know I’m not. We haven’t made love in three weeks; you think I don’t know you’re not attracted to me anymore?”

“We haven’t made love because you’re barely wanted me to touch you since you gained weight after losing your job,” he pointedly said, gulping the rest of his drink. “Don’t put this on me. This is all you.”

“Fuck it, let’s just go,” I gripped, gulping the rest of my own drink. I almost chocked and my eyes bulged. I pulled myself together and touched my chest, relieved I hadn’t spewed martini everywhere. I glanced over at the no ass bartender and was annoyed to see she was still watching us. She gave me another smile and I frowned, looking away from her. I looked back at George and saw he was watching her too.

“Can you be a little less obvious with your filtration George? It’s goddamn embarrassing.”

“Passion, for the last time, I am not flirting with that girl. And that’s what she is to me, a girl. She’s young enough to be our daughter.”

“Right, just like all the girls you follow on social media. They’re all looking for Daddies and I’m sure you’re just anxious as fuck to fill that role.”

I hated the way I sounded and hated even worse how it made me look. But I was on a role and couldn’t help myself. I was married to a successful, handsome, well-built Black man who dressed nice, had a bald head and a goatee. He was just whore bait for any young whore who was looking for an older man to take care of her and wine her and dine her. George was 50 but didn’t look his age. I always thought being ten years younger than him would work to my advantage when I was older but clearly, I had been wrong as hell about that. I wasn’t a bad-looking woman, but I had gained weight, mostly in my tits and ass, and I hated it. I wanted my old body back. I hated all young, thin women with long hair. I wanted to shoot her ass.

“I’m going to the bathroom to take a piss, and I hope like hell when I get back you will have calmed down and gotten yourself together.” George stood and crossed to my side of the table, chastely kissing my cheek. “No matter what you think or whatever wild ideas you have in your head, I love you, you are still the woman of my dreams, and I don’t want anyone else. I hope and pray you can believe in that again someday.”

I sat in my chair and sulked, watching my fine ass husband walk away. He and the bitch shared smiles again and I almost leaped out of my chair. I needed to get myself under control. The alcohol was obviously going to my head. I had never been good at holding my “spirits” and I’d reached my limit a long time ago.

I reached inside my purse and retrieved my compact, checking my makeup. I still looked nice, I guess. I had worn a black mesh, burn out dress that accentuated my extra-large chest and round, plump bottom and had on minimal makeup. My flat-ironed hair had lost its curls over the evening, but it flowed to my shoulders and framed my face in a flattering way. I’d felt very pretty at the beginning of our night out, but I’d felt like shit since coming to the restaurant and seeing all the pretty, younger women around us, most of them having girls’ night out with their friends. And the waitress with no ass wasn’t helping either. I really wanted to go home and forget the whole night. I hoped I’d be able to psyche myself up and have sex with George. The last thing he needed was insecure, pity sex but I felt bad for neglecting him sexually lately.

Besides, the alcohol had me beyond horny. I was anxious to give up the pussy. It had also been weeks since George had licked me down below, and I was feenin’ for it. He wasn’t spectacular at it, but he did an alight job. I had blown him once in those three weeks, but I couldn’t get him to cum, so I stopped. I was convinced it was because he’d lost attraction to me. I don’t care what he said. I saw how he looked at that bartender. I saw the kind of women, or girls, or whatever, he followed on social media. I know he wanted something or someone other than me. He was just stuck. Who walked away from a ten-year marriage based on weight gain? Even I knew that was stupid. But if he could have his cake and eat it too…

My heart jumped in my throat when I looked up towards the bar and saw the bartender was no longer standing in her spot. I looked around the entire bar and restaurant but didn’t spot her anywhere. Where the fuck had she gone? And why hadn’t George come out of the bathroom yet? It had been minutes. Where the fuck was, he? Were the two of them together?

I leaped out of my chair and grabbed my purse, stomping my way towards the bar in search of that bitch. If she was anywhere with my husband doing anything she shouldn’t be doing, I swear to God, I was going to kill her-

“Passion!”

Startled, I stopped in my tracks and turned around. George was standing right behind me.

“Where are you going?”

I walked close to him and shoved my finger in his chest. “Where the fuck was you?”

He frowned, puzzled. “Huh?”

“I said where the fuck was you?”

“I told you where I was going. I went to the bathroom.”

“Were you with her?”

“What? Who?”

“Her!”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“That bitch at the bar! Were you with her?”

My husband looked at me like I was a two-year child throwing a tantrum in the grocery store. “Passion, for God’s sakes- “

“Don’t fuck with me George! Answer me! Were you with her? Were you fucking her?”

He grabbed my arms hard and slightly shook me. “Passion stop it! Stop it! People are starting to stare!”

“I don’t give a fuck! I want to know where you were and what you were doing with that skinny no ass having bitch!”

“Goddamnit, I’ve had enough! We’re getting out of here!”

George rushed me towards the back of the restaurant, but I resisted, punching at him and shoving him. He refused to let me go and held me tight, almost dragging me towards a curtained off area in the back.

I kept screaming and swatting at him like a bitch that had lost her mind. “I’ll kill her, you hear me! I’ll kill her! I’ll kill both of you!”

Beyond angry and at his wit’s end, George opened a door behind the curtain and shoved me inside. It was pitch black inside.

He slammed the door shut behind him, and I screamed.

“Shut up!” he yelled.

Wincing, I shut my mouth and frantically searched for his face in the dark.

“George! George, where are you?”

“I’m right here,” he flatly said.

“What are you doing? Turn on the light, I’m scared.”

“Not until you calm down.”

“How do you expect me to be calm when I can’t see?”

“Do you promise to behave if I turn on the light?”

“Promise to behave? What the fuck am I, a child? Turn on the goddamn light.”

He was quiet for so long I feared he’d snuck out the room and left me in there by myself. But then, light.

I gasped and looked around me. We were in a large storage room of some sort with tables, chairs, party decorations, and the like.

I turned and locked eyes with my annoyed husband. I wanted to be furious with hm, but the look in his eyes chilled me. He was looking at me like he couldn’t stand me. I was sure he was going to kill me.

“Unbelievable,” he grumbled through his teeth. “You are just fucking unbelievable.”

“George, what is going on? Why’d you bring me in here?”

“Why do you always have to do that? Why do you always have to ruin things?”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“I take you out for a beautiful night on the town for your birthday and as usual, it’s not enough. I’ve done nothing but spoil you and pay attention to you and only you all evening. And you still don’t trust me. Don’t believe in me. Don’t believe in us.”

“You expect me to believe in us when you spent half the evening flirting with that bitch at the bar?”

“See? That’s what the fuck I mean! I wasn’t flirting with her!”

“Then what do you call it? And she was all up in your face too. You can tell she wants you. No respect whatsoever for me as your wife!”

“Passion, you don’t even know what the hell you’re talking about. You’re just umping to conclusions about nothing, as usual.”

“It sure as hell didn’t look like nothing to me.”

George plaintively stared at me for a long moment, his bearded jaw ticking restlessly with irritation. “Well, why don’t I let her tell you what it was.”

Stunned, I dumbly blinked at him. “What?”

I heard a noise behind me and unexpectantly turned around. I was stunned to find the skinny bitch at the bar with no ass walking out of a shadow of darkness, towards me. She had a strange, sinister smile on her face.
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Heated, I looked back at my husband. He was standing there blank-faced, just looking at me. I looked back at her and was surprised to see she had stopped right behind me.

I looked at George again, perplexed. “What the hell is going on?” I shakily asked.

Neither of them answered me at first.

“I have a surprise for you,” George simply said.

“You what?”

“Dear, this is Malika. Malika, this is my wife Passion.”

“Pretty name for a pretty woman,” she slickly said, still smiling at me. “Passion. Such a complimentary name for such a… fiery woman.”

“What the fuck are you doing in here?” I rudely asked her, still looking between them.

“Passion,” George patiently began.

I stood in flat, no ass’s face and stuck my finger in her chest. “You need to get the fuck out of here bitch. My husband and I are having a private conversation, and unless you want me to pulverize your ass to tiny bits, it would serve you best to get the fuck out of here now.”

Malika humorously looked at George. “If she’s this fiery out the bed, I can only imagine how much of an alley cat she is in it.”

“You have no idea,” he drawled, hiding a smile.

“You are so much prettier when you don’t speak,” she said, winking at me. “Try doing that more. Silence is very golden.”

“Look, bitch- “

“You want to know what your husband and I were talking about lovely? You.”

I stopped, dazed. “What?”

“You Passion,” George confessed. “We were discussing you.”
 

“I’m sorry?”

“We were discussing you.”

“I was asking about you,” she said in her breathy, young-sounding voice. “I was complimenting George on what a beautiful wife he has.”

I slightly shook my head. “I’m… I’m not understanding.”

“She thinks you’re beautiful Passion,” George loudly said, as I were dumb and deaf. “She thinks you’re hot.”

Chills ran up my arms when she slightly touched my shoulder, rubbing the bare skin.

“Hot as fuck,” she said, giggling.

I moved away from her. “Is this some kind of a joke? Are you two trying to trick me? Trying to throw me off? Well, guess what? It’s not going to work. Not at all. I am on to the two of you.” The alcohol was making me talk and feel crazy. My skin was on fire since as she touched it, but I ignored it, convinced it was the alcohol.

“Malika wants to taste you Passion,” George slowly said to me, stressing each word.

I stumbled back and almost fell in my heels. My heart pounded wildly in my chest. A whir started in my ears and I shook my head, feeling dizzy. I blinked several times and looked back and forth at them both. “What?” I weakly asked.

“I want to taste you,” she emphasized, staring intensely at me.

“That’s your surprise,” my husband said walking over to me and rubbing my back. “She wants to eat you out for your birthday.”

I gawked at him, taken aback. “George…”

“Remember when we went out to dinner a few weeks ago? And we had that very liberating and honest conversation about fantasies? It was one of the few times in our marriage where we could talk like that and I didn’t have to worry about you getting suspicious or jealous. Anyway, remember I said my fantasy was to have a ménage trois with Gabrielle Union and Beyoncé and you surprised me by confessing to having a secret crush on the lesbian big-breasted waitress at the diner you frequent during your lunch hour? You said she flirts with you sometimes and you ignore it, but sometimes you do wonder what it would be like to make love to a woman.”

Heat spread through my body at George spilling my sexual secrets to this strange woman in the room. What was taking place in that moment was astounding and embarrassing to me. What in the holy fuck…?

“Yes George, but…” I struggled to find the right words. “That was just talk.”

“Was it?” he pressed.

“Was it?” she repeated. The challenge in her tone made me turn my head to look at her. An unexpected jolt of lust rushed through me, seizing me in place.

“Yes,” I insisted. “It was.”

“Well, I’m here. And I’m offering. This is the perfect time and space to take advantage of your fantasy.”

I looked over at George. “George, did you solicit me to this girl?”

“I’m not a girl sweetie,” she said, offended. “I’m 21. And it was nothing like that. I called him over and asked about you. I told him you were beautiful and very sexy. Then I asked if he thought you’d be interested in hooking up.”

“You just came right out and asked him that?”

“I’m not shy about going after what I want.” She took my hand and pulled me away from George.

Dumbly, I allowed her to pull me to her. What was happening to me?

“And I want you,” she huskily added.

She stared deep into my eyes, demanding an affirmative. I looked over at George and he just nodded, his eyes heavy with lust and anticipation.

“How do you feel about this?” I meekly asked him.

“I think it would be hot as shit,” he bluntly confessed. “Forgive me for saying this, but she is young and attractive, and you are all woman, mature, and beautiful. I’d love to see her on you.”

I swallowed the jealousy threatening to retch itself from my chest at my husband calling her attractive. He wasn’t asking to fuck her; he wanted to watch her fuck me. I was amazed at how quickly I’d gone from enraged and out of control with so much violent anger I wanted to kill them both, to considering allowing this much younger woman to have her way with me sexually. While my husband watched. George always said I was bipolar and crazy. Still, I tried to convince myself it was the wine and martinis. But my ego needed this. I was 40+ and plus sized. My old ass needed the fix; the realized fantasy. She wasn’t a mature stud as I preferred like the big-tittied waitress at the diner, but she was young, fit, sexy, and aggressive. And that did the trick. 

Before I could stop myself, I said, “I’m not returning the favor. I’m not into girls.”

She put a soft hand to my cheek, and I slightly flinched but didn’t pull away. “Sweetie, you don’t need to. It’s your birthday. This is all for you.”

Some dishes crashed somewhere in the background, and I looked towards the door, alarmed.

“But there are other people in there.”

She looked at me in question.

“I…” I lowered my eyes and felt my face reddening. “I tend to get a little loud when I…”

She giggled in understanding. “Don’t worry. They won’t hear a thing. This room is soundproof so you can scream as loud as you want. And trust me, you will be doing a lot of screaming.” She stuck her very long tongue out at me and moved it in waves.

My heart almost jumped out of my chest and my pussy did jump.

“Holy shit,” George stammered.

“What if someone comes in here?” I nervously asked, trying not to imagine that tongue demolishing my pussy.

“They won’t.”

“But what if they do?”

She raised her hand to me and closed her eyes, shaking her head. “Do me a favor and stop talking. Let’s get your clothes off so I can see what you’re working with.”

“Trust me Malika, you’re going to love it as much as I do,” George said, walking up behind me. He put his big hands on my shoulders and kissed my cheek. “By the way, she’s delicious.” He licked his lips, and her eyes brightened with excitement.

“I can’t wait to find out.”

Frozen, I vulnerably stood there and watched her hands as they eagerly put her hands at the opening of my dress and peeled it off my shoulders and down my back, to my waist.

She slid the straps of my bra off my shoulders and pulled my bra beneath my titties. “Your titties are lovely mommy,” she delightfully gasped. “Big and beautiful.”

To my surprise, she immediately started sucking them. My body jerked and I widely stared at her, amazed at how good it felt. For a younger woman, she knew her way around big titties. Her skills were quite impressive. She held my titties in her hand like a sandwich and painstakingly paid attention to each one, licking, kissing, and sucking them in turn as she moaned.

Behind me, George tenderly rubbed my shoulders and back. His warm full lips caressed my neck.

The combination of my husband’s familiar touch and this stranger’s electric one had my entire body strumming with tingles. The temperature in the room was rising and it made me feel heavy.

I heard myself moan when Malika began rubbing my bare hips. She dragged her nails across the skin and pressed them deep, raking them over me.

“Oh,” I softly cried out.

She was literally fucking my titties with her mouth, moving her body back and forth with each greedy suck and release of my tingling nipples.

“Ooo,” I cooed as my eyes drifted to the back of my  head. “Ooo. Oooo.”

George licked the shell of my ear, and I trembled. “That’s right baby,” he huskily whispered. “That’s right. Let her have you.”

“That feels so good,” I whined aloud, without meaning to.

“I know it does,” she arrogantly said with a wink.

She massaged her way around my hips to my thighs; then up to my pudgy tummy.

“I love your fupa,” she muttered with a mouth full of titty. “So fucking sexy.”

She caressed my stomach; then sneakily moved down to my pussy. Still glued to my tits, she eased my dress down the rest of my body. I kicked it off my heels; then stood there gap-legged, desperately waiting. George stood quietly behind me, still stroking my skin and alternately kissing my neck and ear.

Malika didn’t immediately move on, which annoyed me. But it also drove me crazy in a good way. She could not remove herself from my titties. She stroked and sucked and licked and kissed on them for minutes, ravenous. Nothing else could steal her concentration. Until it did.

When I thought I would explode with impatience, she finally moved on.

She kissed her way down my stomach and stopped at my soaked panties. She lightly ran her hands over the flimsy, lacy material and pressed her face to my crotch, sniffing soundly.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered, staring down at her.

“You smell absolutely delicious,” she purred, looking up at me with those haunting, sexy eyes. I still couldn’t get over the fact that this much younger woman desired me and asked my husband for a taste of me. The thought alone made me want to squirt all over her face.

If I ever told this story to one of my friends someday (fat chance of that), they’d laugh in my face and call me nuts. They’d be right. I had wanted to kill this girl. I had hated her on sight. My jealousy had me imagining all kinds of ways I could off her and get away with it. But it had taken little more than enticing words of sexual promise and compliments for her to have her way with me. I wasn’t that dense. I wasn’t that forgiving and forgetful. But the promise of fulfilling oral sex… When I hadn’t had any in a while… When my husband wasn’t that great at it… When I already had girl fantasies… It’s amazing what smooth talk from a sexy woman can do to you.

My body inadvertently jerked when Malika stuck her tongue out and slowly licked my pussy from top to bottom on top of my panties, staring at me. She rubbed my pussy through my panties and kept licking, immobilizing me with her sultry eyes. The ripple of waves in her tongue had me mesmerized and speechless.

George moaned deep in his throat and put his arms around me, moving them down to my panties. He peeked over my shoulder down at her and she smiled at him, seemingly not minding the intrusion.

“You want to get rid of these panties for me Georgie so I can eat your wife’s cunt?”

A noise I had never heard my husband before rumbled from his chest. He practically ripped my panties, yanking them off of me. He leaned down behind me and bit my ass hard, before rudely slapping it. I gasped loudly, grabbing his head. He lifted my feet to take my panties all the way off. He tossed them to the side and stood back to his feet, holding my pussy and smacking it as well. I weakly collapsed against him.

“George,” I sighed. I was more turned on by husband’s aggression than I had ever been in my life.

“Damn George,” Malika giggled, impressed.

“Go ahead,” he panted from behind me. “Take her. Take this pussy. It’s yours.”

“Then you might want to move your hands then,” she said with little irony.

George haltingly took his hands off my pussy and put them on my breasts, fondling them. My head dropped back against his shoulder and I moaned.

“Nice bush,” Malika slyly commented.

“I’m sorry,” I breathlessly said, putting my head up to look down at her. “George likes it that way.”

“No, I like it. You have grown woman pussy. Trust me, it’s very hot.”

She put her hands against the sides of my pussy and spread my lips back. I watched her, barely breathing. A swell of desire I’d never felt cocooned my body in waves. When she stuck her tongue out and began intensely licking me, the cry that escaped from my throat sounded feral and desperate. It was on repeat as she endlessly licked me, tasting me like I was the best thing she’d ever tasted in her life.

I could feel George’s super hard erection pressing against my ass. His hands had intensified on my titties and he had now pulled one to the side, wildly sucking it. He put his hand down to Malika’s head and held it as it moved between my legs. The sight of her mouth on me while my husband dominated my breasts… The thrill it gave me can’t be put into words. I just know I was in another world and I never wanted to leave it.

Malika ate my pussy so loud and I loved the sounds she made as she feasted on me. George’s animal like moans and groans and growls had me weak in the knees. I reached back to put my hand on his head and reached down to put my hand atop his on top of Malika’s head. I slightly bended my knees and opened my legs wider, giving her better access.

“Mmmmmmmmmm-hmmmm,” she enthusiastically moaned, licking me faster.

“Oh God!” I cried, near tears. “Oh Malika! Malika! Oh, that feels so good! It feels so good! Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Just then, George started kissing me with a passion he’d never shown before. We kissed like strangers caught up in a fog of forbidden lust while Malika continued to ravish my pussy. She began using her fingers on me while she tasted me, the slushy sounds of them going in and out of me making feel untamed and unhinged. I kissed my husband harder, winding my pussy tight against Malika’s face. She moaned with feral excitement and began sucking on my clit with zeal.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, breaking free from my husband’s warm lips. “Oh my God.”

“Baby, you’re so beautiful,” he murmured, rubbing my ass around in circles. “Letting this sexy younger woman eat your pussy.”

I was almost triggered by him calling her sexy, but I reigned it in. This was not the moment to act crazy and jealous. Besides, it felt too good to stop her.

“Oooo, your pussy is so sweet and tasty,” Malika cooed, looking up at me. “So juicy. Very juicy for a mature woman.”

What bitch, you think older women’s pussies don’t get wet? I wanted to snap. I swallowed my ire and just smiled at her and nodded.

She momentarily paused to pull a nearby chair towards us. My eyes widened with anticipation when she put one of my feet up on it and spread me open with her hands.

“I want you opened wider for me,” she explained, her eyes full of heat and lust. “I want my face all up in this pussy.”

She began eating my pussy again and the intensity of having myself spread wide for her left me speechless. All I could do was stare at her with my wife open. This younger woman was an animal. She was sucking and eating my pussy so loud even George paused touching and kissing on me to look down at her. The moans coming from her lips were of someone obsessed and consumed with tasting each and every part of my pussy and licking up every available drip and ooze of honey there was.

“Oh my God, you taste so good,” she rasped, licking me swiftly.

“Malika,” I moaned. “I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum.”

“Cum for me Mama,” she urged, grabbing my tits and playing with them. “Cum for me now.”

“Cum for her baby,” George growled from behind me. “Feed her that pussy. Squirt in her mouth.”

Those saucy words from my ultra conservative turned ferociously alpha male husband sent me over the edge. I came harder than I’d ever come in my life. And I did squirt. Another first.

“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” I screamed, grabbing Malika by her wild thick hair and pulling hard.

“Mmmm, Yes Mommy. Yes. Give it to me.”

I kept coming. And kept coming. And kept coming. I couldn’t make a sound, my body jerking and spasming against this strange and exotic young lady and my husband. Malika reached around my body, moved George’s hands out the way and possessively grasped my ass. She used my ass to move my pussy back and forth to her face.

“Touch her titties George,” she breathlessly commanded my husband. “I like to see your hands on your wife’s tits.”

George followed through with exuberance. I became lost in the touch of them both. I felt like the most beautiful, sexiest, woman on the planet. I felt no one else mattered; that no one could compare to me. They were making me feel that way. I couldn’t thank my husband enough for this opportunity. It was going to be hard as hell to walk away when it was over.

Time seemed to fly by and stand still at the same time. I was transformed. Altered. I felt myself dying and being reborn in those moments. I was wanton. A vixen. An unabashed slut. Unapologetically. Enthusiastically.

I hadn’t felt this wild, free, and uninhibited since my college one-night stand days. It’s funny how you always think your sex life is satisfying until you have eye-opening sex with someone new, and they take you to heights you never knew existed. That person for me was this young lady kneeling down between my legs giving my pussy the business. A woman I had wanted to kill not even an hour before. Life was truly an unexpected trip.
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It wasn’t long before I was lying on my back on a small table in the room, legs bent and spread, while Malika kneeled in front of me, continuing to savagely eat my pussy for dinner. George had respectfully stepped aside and let her have me. I was aware he was still somewhere in the room; where, I had no idea. He was as quiet as a church mouse. I half-expected him to play with his dick or try to fuck her while she ate me, but no. He behaved himself. What a selfless act of love he was exhibiting. I appreciated that, because from the sight before his eyes, I was sure it wasn’t easy.

I kept my hands behind my head in total submission. Malika’s head winded round and round in my pussy, her hands groped my breasts and hips, and her tongue and lips obnoxiously slurped and munched on my pussy. I still had on my heels, and I couldn’t stop staring at them. They were the only items of clothing I still had on and the sight of them up in the air chilled me. They were up in the air because I was allowing a stranger to eat my pussy for my birthday, and it had all come together because my genteel husband had graciously allowed her to fulfill her fantasy of tasting me. This was the best fucking birthday ever! Literally!

“Oh!” I gasped, bracing myself to cum for what seemed like the one-hundredth time that night. “Oh!”

“Oh, Passion… Passion…” she mumbled, face deep in my pussy. “I just love this pussy. I don’t want to stop eating it.”

“Please don’t stop eating me Malika,” I whimpered. “Don’t stop making me feel good, please.”

My body thumped hard against the table as I erupted and exploded violently, the nerves in my body a sea of rippling flames of pleasure. I was done.

Sadly, so was she.

Malika effortlessly got up off her knees and stood up, licking her lips and wiping her mouth. She sucked her fingers as she watched me, and my pussy spasmed uncontrollably. Damn. She’d made me cum without even touching me.

I’m sorry,” she soberly said, looking sad. “I have to go. My break is way past over. I had a great time. Thank you. Thanks for sharing your birthday with me. I hope to see you again one day. You know where I am if you want to find me.”

Catching sight of my husband across the room, she grinned at him and winked. “Thank you again George. My entire week has been made. You guys take care.” She seriously looked at me. “And heh, be kind to your husband. You have a good man who clearly loves you and only you. Appreciate that.”

Not saying anything more, she sashayed to the door and walked out, closing it softly behind her.

I just laid there on the table, still naked with my legs cocked open. I felt lost. And kind of broken. Damn. She was just going to leave me like that?

“You were remarkable.”

I glanced up and saw George standing between my legs. He was looking at me with a love and tenderness I hadn’t seen in months. I supposed that was my fault. I hadn’t been particularly kind to him lately. Malika was right. I did have a good man. And I needed to start appreciating him more. Oddly enough, this experience had made me feel closer to him.

“Are you okay?” I softly asked him.

George shook his head in awe, grinning stupidly. “I’m more than okay. I’m fucking fantastic! You have no idea how hot it was to watch you with her. You looked so beautiful. So sexy.”

He gently ran his hand down my body. I quivered beneath his touch, arching my tits to his hand. My pussy came alive again as I looked into his eyes. I wanted more. I wanted him.

“George,” I weakly began, reaching out for him.

“I want to fuck you right now,” he said through clenched teeth. “I want to fuck you so badly Passion.”

“Yes! Please!”

George unbuckled and unzipped his pants in one quick move and plunged his hard as nails dick deep inside my pussy.

“Oh!” I screamed.

George placed his hands at my hips and started going at my pussy like a man possessed. He hadn’t fucked me this intensely since we’d started dating. I just lied there in complete submission, my hands still behind my back, my big titties jiggling wildly as he thrashed inside of me. Our eyes held one another with deep love and lust.

“My baby is so beautiful,” he gruffly said, bucking his hips like a stallion. “So hot sexy and beautiful.” He closed his eyes and threw his head back, lost. “Baby, your pussy feels so goddamn good. I loved seeing her eat this pussy. My pussy. My pussy… My- “

His voice abruptly cut off as he exploded inside of me, roaring. He kept lightly pumping for minutes, still holding my eyes captive. Multiple mini quakes and tremors went off inside of me in succession. They weren’t as mind-blowing as Malika’s, but they were still prominent.

When our bodies had calmed and our breathing had labored, I put my hands to his chest and lovingly rubbed his sweaty skin.

“I love you George.”

“I love you with all that I am Passion. And she’s right. It’s all about you. You’re all I want.”

He leaned down to kiss me. “All I need to get by.”

Our kiss was loving and gentle… But sizzling with passion. I had a feeling the bed was going to be creaking a lot when we got home.

We got dressed, pulled ourselves together as best as we could and exited the storage room separately, seconds apart. No one saw; no one suspected a thing. We headed towards the exit of the restaurant, hand in hand. On the way out, we passed Malika holding court with a strikingly beautiful woman, young like herself, by the doorway. They looked like they were deep in flirtatious conversation, but it wasn’t interesting enough to keep her eyes off of me when we passed by them. George simply smiled at her and nodded his head, tightening his hand around mine. She tilted her head and returned his nod, but when she looked at me, a firestorm smoldered behind her stormy gray eyes.

Our eyes held as George and I walked out the door. A sliver of desire danced up my skin when I felt her hand discreetly touch mine, but I kept my eyes forward and didn’t react. My heart danced with gratitude. I was sure I’d never see this beautiful stranger again. I decided that for the sake of my marriage, it was best not to and that kind of made me sad. But I would undoubtably remember that night and the beautiful, exotic bartender with no ass but one hell of a hurricane tongue, for the rest of my life.
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