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Prologue

Not long ago, my husband asked me if I had any fantasies. I have several, but I didn’t tell him what they are—especially not the one I think about most often. I mean, if I told Paul I wanted him to be more dominant, wouldn’t that be like giving him permission to make me his submissive? It would destroy the fantasy. When I asked Paul if he had any fantasies, I had no idea how much his answer would change my life.

We were in bed, snuggling, following another night of good, but predictable, sex.

“Do you have a fantasy?” I asked.

He smiled shyly. “I do have one,” he said.

“Oh?” I smiled back and waited. Did Paul want to role play? Pick me up in a bar? Or maybe he wanted me to give him oral sex as he drove along the interstate, allowing truckers to see what I was doing. Nope! Nothing quite so conservative. Not even close!

“Well…?” I said.

Paul’s smile faded. “I want to watch you have sex with another man.” 

After the shock wore off, I said, “You’re not serious?”

“I’m very serious,” he said, his voice suddenly husky.

How can a man say he loves his wife, but then wants to watch her having sex with another man. I know Paul loves me, so what was he really up to? Was this a test? 

Paul is an airline pilot and is frequently out of town on layovers. Was he cheating on me and hoped this would alleviate his guilt? Or was it something else. We had recently moved to western North Carolina from upstate New York, and my friend, Kim, had promised to visit us. Kim is beautiful, and Paul has said many times that he thinks she’s hot. If I had sex with another man, would Paul feel entitled to a threesome with me and Kim?

All these ideas flooded into my thoughts, as Paul moved closer and I felt his erection against my thigh. We’re not old, but after nearly twenty years of marriage one time a night is our norm. We had just finished having sex, and Paul was ready again. I was impressed.

We had sex again, and I could feel Paul’s reaction as we talked about his fantasy. I haven’t felt him that hard in a long time. The fantasy definitely had him aroused. He wasn’t just trying to get into Kim’s pants after all. No, Paul was serious, he wanted me to fuck another man—and he wanted to watch as I did.  

Jesus!

I knew I could never do it. I take good care of myself and I’m not bad looking, but I’m not a hard body, not a hot wife. I have never attracted another man’s attention, and for whatever reason, no one had ever made a pass at me. Not once.

But Paul and I just had the hottest sex we’ve had in a long time, so why not play along with it. I mean, I could never actually do it, but I could make up stories that would lead Paul to believe I would. Maybe it would add some much needed spice to our sex life.

I mean, what harm could it do, right?

But I had no idea about what was in store for me. I had no idea that I would soon learn me the difference between love and lust.

My name is Marsha, and I want to tell you about my awakening…


Chapter One

I love the way Paul fucks me.

He’s arched over me, supporting his weight on his forearms as he slides his cock deep into my pussy, groaning as he feels himself encased in my liquid warmth. He slowly withdraws, and I moan against his shoulder when his rigid shaft glides over my sensitive clit until his smooth head tugs at my entrance.

Pressed together like this, I feel his chest vibrate with a deep moan of pleasure as he buries his cock to the hilt inside me again, coating his velvety skin with my slippery juices, his balls laying on my ass. 

He’ll do it all again, withdrawing his cock, dragging it over my clit, and then slowly plunging himself deep into me again. And then he’ll do it again.    

A few minutes of this and my pussy gushes with my orgasm, the warm juices flowing around Paul’s dick and sliding down my ass, soaking the twisted sheets under us.

Paul smiles down at me and puts his forehead against mine.

“I love you,” he whispers, and then he begins using his hard cock to massage my slick pussy again. 

My husband knows how to fuck me.

“You like that, don’t you,” he says and begins slowly withdrawing his cock again.

“Yes, yes,” I say in my softest voice as I wait for his cock to sink back into me. “Stroking me like that feels so good, baby,” I moan as Paul’s cock pushes completely into me again. “I can feel all of you inside me when you fuck me this way.”

“Your pussy is so warm,” he says, ”and I can feel you pulling on me.” We are having another night of hot sex, something we’ve been doing a lot lately.

Ever since my husband told me his secret fantasy, it seems like his libido never takes a rest. He is always horny, and his cock seems to be harder than ever. What surprised me was that even though I knew I would never fulfill his fantasy, talking about it turned me on too—a lot.

“Have you been thinking about it?” His cock withdrew slowly as his hips rose until I could feel only his head inside of me. “About the fantasy I told you about?”

“You mean about you watching me fuck another guy?” I pulled my legs up and pressed my knees against his hips as he buried all of his cock into me.

Paul’s cock isn’t big, or thick, nothing like the ones we’ve seen when we occasionally watch a porno movie together. But his cock gets very hard, he’s attentive to my needs, and he knows how to keep me happy. No, Paul isn’t big, but he’s always been more than enough for me.

But as good as our sex is, as much as we love each other, I sometimes feel like there’s something missing. Not in Paul’s lovemaking, it has nothing to do with him. It’s more about me. I wish Paul was more demanding, more commanding, in his desires. When we talk about his fantasy he leaves so much of it to me. Can I do it. Will I do it. Sure, the final decision should be left up to me, but I need a good push, or maybe even a shove, in that direction.

I’m not only talking about fulfilling his fantasy. What I want, what I need, is for Paul to be assertive, more forceful, to take charge of our sex life. I love to please him, it’s how I get my pleasure, and I think that sometimes Paul holds back, afraid his desires will disturb me. If he only knew. If he would just tell me what he wants instead of asking, I think he would be surprised at my response. 

“Damn, you feel so good inside me.” I whispered.

Paul pulled back, sliding almost completely out of me, his glans just inside my entrance. He slid back in, causing me to gasp, as I felt myself spread around his girth, my pussy clenching him, holding him inside me. 

“You feel good too.” Paul slowly stroked my pussy. “Don’t you think it would be sexy to fuck another guy?” His cock pulsed. “Have you thought about it?”

“I have thought about it,” I said, and I had. I pushed my hips up to meet his next slow thrust. I wanted to feel every bit of his dick inside me.

“Really?” His quickening breath spread warmth across my shoulder. “Do you think you could do it?”

I didn’t think I’ll ever be able to fulfill his fantasy, not without him pushing me into it, anyway. But I didn’t want to tell him that because the idea really got him hot. We were having fun talking about it, and it turned him on when he believed I would do it, so I did my best to make him think I would. What harm could that do?

“Yes,” I said. “But we have to find someone appropriate to do it with.” I gasped as Paul withdrew most of his length, sliding almost all the way out of me again. I held onto him, my nails digging into his sweaty back. “It can’t be with anyone we know,” I added.

With his meaty head just inside my opening, he fucked me with short thrusts, using the wide rim circling his glans to massage my wet entrance. It felt like an electric current was running through all the nerve endings inside me, driving me crazy.

“We’ll have to find somebody then,” Paul said as he plunged back in, his hips slapping against mine. “Do you have any ideas how we can meet someone?” Paul’s cock was getting harder, I could feel it begin to swell. It happened every time we talked about this. 

“Not really,” I said. “I don’t know of anyone.” I didn’t want to discourage him, I knew how much he enjoyed talking about this. “But if we find someone I think I can do it.”

His cock pulled on my pussy as his hips slowly rose. He stopped for just a beat before plunging back into my slippery warmth.

“That would be so sexy,” he moaned as his body tensed. I knew he was holding back.

He wanted it to last. He wanted more time to encourage me to do it. If he only knew all he had to do was be more insistent, press me harder. But unless it was his idea to push me, it wouldn’t have any realism. It couldn’t be my request, it had to be his will.  

“It would be sexy,” I agreed. I pushed my hips up, letting him know I wanted him to be deep inside me again. “Especially with you watching us.”

Paul moaned hoarsely as he plunged into me more forcefully. He caught his breath and slowed.

“Maybe we should think about posting an ad in one of those magazines,” he said as he sucked in a noisy breath. My pussy pulled at his girth when he pulled out slowly, stopping when only his meaty head remained trapped by my entrance. “You know, something like, couple looking for someone to fuck a hot wife.”

Hot wife?

The last thing I thought of myself was that I’m a hot wife. Far from it, if you ask me. I mean, I’ve been told I’m pretty, and I keep myself in good shape. But I’m no hard body.

“I don’t know about an ad, baby,“ I said, as Paul’s cock slid into my hot sex. “Fucking some random guy doesn’t sound very sexy to me.”

“You’re right,” he said. ”But he wouldn’t be random. We’d have to meet him, get to know him. We’d move slowly so we were sure he was the right guy. I’m not talking about being reckless, but let’s keep looking, okay?”

Talking about this turned Paul on, but I mean, fucking some guy would be hard enough, but doing it while my husband watched? I don’t know if I could. Even though it turned him on, I wasn’t sure Paul could either. 

I felt my husband’s cock shudder inside of me and I thought he was getting ready to come. But then he slowed again, stroking my pussy with those long slow thrusts.

“Maybe you’ll find someone on your new job,” he said.

“Maybe,” I replied.

I was starting a new job tomorrow so I had no idea who I’d meet. But I didn’t want to spoil Paul’s mood, so I didn’t tell him that fucking someone I worked with might not be such a good idea either. It could cause problems.

“If I meet someone at work,” I said softly, “I’ll see what I can do.” I must have sounded positive because Paul suddenly plunged into me again, harder this time. He was having trouble keeping his pace slow. I didn’t think he’d be able to hold out much longer. Talking about this always got to him.

Pressing his hands into the pillows on either side of my head, Paul rose up over me and began stroking in and out of me with a regular rhythm, rocking back and forth over me. I reached down and dipped my finger into my wetness, then brought it up and rubbed it lightly against his nipple, then I did the same with the other one. Paul moaned as his nipples hardened against my fingers.

His cock slid into me, pushing my pussy lips open, exposing my clit to his rigid dick. I curved my hips and hunched against his shaft as liquid heat pooled in my belly.

“Oh yes, baby, right there,” I cooed as the heat spread through me, filling my cunt and flowing around Paul’s cock, coating it in my warmth. I gasped and my body shuddered, as my orgasm spilled out of me and down my ass.

“Oh, fuck,” Paul moaned and pushed into me hard, squeezing himself into me as far as it would go. “I love it when you come. You get so warm and slippery.”

My pussy tingled as another orgasm warmed in my belly and then flowed through me, adding to the already wet sheets.

I’m an ejaculator. Of course men have a different name for women like me—squirters. I’ve heard that some men like it, some don’t. Thank God my husband is a member in good standing of the first group.

Paul and I have become accustomed to changing the tangle of wet sheets on our bed after a night of hot sex. Paul says he doesn’t mind at all.

“Those wet sheets are like a sexual report card,” he says. “Wet sheets are an A.”

Tonight would probably be an A+, I thought, as another orgasm moved through me.  

“Oh, God.” I moaned as another torrent of hot juice flow through me.

“That’s another reason a man would enjoy fucking you,” he said.

“What is?”

Paul leaned down and kissed me, gently sliding his tongue between my lips. I combed my fingers through the hair on the back of his head and pulled his mouth harder against mine. Paul sucked my tongue into his mouth as our kiss hardened, our chests heaving against each other. When our lips separated, he whispered in my ear. 

“I know lots of guys who say they’ve heard about women who squirt when they come.” His voice was husky. “But none of them have ever felt it. None have ever known a woman who can come like that. I love it, I can tell you that. Your pussy gets so warm, so slippery. I love to feel you come. Most men would.”

“I’d be so embarrassed,” I said. How would I know if the guy I’m with is the one who would like it?

Paul changed his rhythm, quickening his pace, pressing himself harder against my swollen clit. It didn’t take long before I came again. As my come washed over his dick, he slowed down and stroked my pussy again.  “Maybe someone will get your attention,” he said. “You’ll meet a lot of new people tomorrow.”

“You never know, right?” I said playfully. “There just might be someone I like.”

“If you do meet someone, I want you to know that I’m serious.” Paul’s cock twitched inside my pussy, just like it always does when we talks about this. “Did you feel that?”

“Oh, yes,” I said. “I’ll take that as a sign you really want me to fuck another guy.”

“You have no idea how much I want to see you, legs spread, your body sweaty, your tits shaking each time he pushes his cock into your hot cunt.”

I knew it was time, Paul was getting close, and I knew how to get him going. I knew what to do, what to say, to bring him to the edge of his passion and then push him over it.

“Okay,” I whispered, my breath against his shoulder. “If I meet someone I’ll try. If just talking about it gets you this hot, I can only imagine how hot you’re going to get when I bring some guy up here to our bedroom, strip his clothes off him, and then drop to my knees and suck him till he’s rock hard.”

“Shit,” Paul hissed. “That would be sexy as hell.” Paul moaned as his cock pulsed inside of my sex. His thrusts were steady, and getting stronger.

“Just think about it, baby,” I said. I raised my voice a little so he could hear me over his moans and heavy breathing. “After I got him hard I’d lay on the bed and spread my legs so you could see how wet I am for him.”

“Oh, God,” Paul moaned. “Fuck. That would turn me on.”

“Just imagine me lying on the bed, and a guy, his cock hard and dripping precum, moving between my spread legs, lowering himself until his purple-headed prick was pressed against my wet hole.” I moaned. “You’d love to see that, wouldn’t you baby?”

“Fuck yes,” he hissed from between clenched teeth. “Fuck. I’d be so hard watching that.”

Paul was pummeling my pussy now. There was no mistaking that he wanted me to fuck another man as he drove into me. No mistaking that he would love watching me take another man’s cock deep into my dripping cunt.

“Do you want me to reach down and guide his dick into me,” I whispered, trying to keep my voice sexy, “or do you want to watch him find me himself, the head of his cock poking against my pussy, probing for the wet heat of my hole?”

Paul’s breaths came in short, raspy gasps, and I could feel his heart beating against his chest. Hell, I could feel my own heart beating against my chest as Paul drove his cock into me. He was so hard and horny. But talking about this had me just as turned on. I was soaked, my pussy was slippery and hot, my clit tingled.

I spread my legs and wrapped them around him, pressing my feet against the backs of his thighs so he could ride me. I held on, feeling his body moving against me. I waited, anticipating his come filling me.

“Is that what you want, baby?” I cooed. “Watching another man humping me hard, seeing me under him, losing control, begging him to fuck me? Is that what you want?”

Paul’s cock swelled, and I knew it wouldn’t be long now. I pushed my hips up, meeting each of his powerful thrusts. He was working hard now, sweat dripping from his chin onto my tits. I pulled him down against me and felt the wiry hair on his chest against my pebbled nipples.

I love it when Paul fills my pussy with come. Ever since we started talking about his fantasy he seemed to come with much more force than before, and there was more of it too. I locked my feet behind his thighs and held myself in place for him, my hands gripping his upper arms so that our bodies were moving as one. I stayed right with him as he drove into me, pinning me to the mattress.

“Yes, that’s it” I said between gasping breaths. “Fuck me baby, fuck me good. I want your come.”

Paul fucked me wildly, pumping his stiff cock into me, his balls slapping my ass. I knew he was working on his load.

“Come on, give it to me, empty your balls in me, fill me up. I’m just a cunt for your cum, come on, use me. Fuck me. Fuck me the way you want to see another man to fuck me. Come on, show me what you want him to do to me.”

Paul rose up on his hands and arched over me as his thrusting increased, his hips slamming into mine. A guttural, animal groan came from deep in his chest. He had reached the place that I loved to take him to; he was working on his own orgasm, no longer considering my pleasure, his only thoughts on what felt good for him, no longer caring about anything but fucking me until he released his hot seed.

It’s the only time Paul takes charge, his cock commanding, insistent, and domineering, and it makes me know that I’m providing him with a pleasure so deep that he can’t control himself. 

“Yes, baby, fuck me,” I gasped, ”make your cock feel good. Feel my slippery pussy wrapped around your dick.”

Paul plunged into me one last time, his body tensed, and with his dick sheathed in the slippery walls of my cunt his cock exploded, spasm after spasm of cum jetted out of his meaty head. He pushed deeper into me and I felt his cock spasm each time he shot a stream of his seed. My cunt clenched his shaft, holding it snugly in place, as his cum warmed my insides all the way to my core.

I waited for the next feeling I knew so well. Paul began moving his cock slowly back and forth, spreading his sticky warmth through my pussy until his seed flowed around his cock and dripped down my ass.

“Oh,” is all I could say as my pussy throbbed and the warmth of his cum coated my insides. I tightened my arms around his waist, urging him not to stop yet.

“Stay there, baby, keep your cock inside me.” I bit his shoulder and pressed my engorged clit against his girth, hunching it until I felt the familiar heat in my belly begin to pool, warming my insides as it flowed around my husband’s cock, spewing out of me and soaking his balls, adding to what was by now a puddle beneath us on the sheets.

We were spent, and Paul’s cock began slowly deflating as our breathing slowed,. Lying beneath him, I used my fingertips to make random lines in the sweat on his back until, with a loud groan, he rolled off me and settled his head on the pillow.

“Holy fuck,” he said. “Even after all these years, we can still fuck like a couple of rabbits.”

“That was amazing,” I said between breaths.

Paul moved closer and curled his body against mine, both of us lost in the sexual fog of our afterglow.


Chapter Two

A few minutes later I laid in bed listening to Paul’s rhythmic breathing.

Hot wife? I wondered. Was Paul serious? 

I got up, walked into the bathroom, and looked at myself in the mirror. My skin glowed in the light, my inner thighs were red from the friction of Paul’s fucking, my pussy lips still swollen. I smiled at the image of a well fucked woman.

Hot wife? I raised an eyebrow. “Maybe not so much,” I mumbled.

I could be wrong, but my idea of a hot wife differed from what I saw in the mirror. I bit my lower lip at I looked at myself.

My skin is pale and smooth, and the only blemish I have is a small birth mark on my right shoulder. I think my upper arms are too big, so I tend shy away from sleeveless blouses, or I wear a jacket or sweater if it’s not too hot. Oh, and I think my feet are too big. I wear a size eight shoe. For someone my height, five-feet-seven inches, I feel like I’m wearing flippers. But that’s another thing Paul says I worry too much over.

Paul describes my eyes as denim-blue and warm, except for when I’m angry or turned on. At those times, he says, they fill with heat and look like two gas flames. He thinks that’s sexy. So, okay, I guess I have nice eyes. What’s next? 

My shoulder length, wavy blond hair can sometimes frizz up at the slightest hint of humidity. I combed my fingers through it and shook them, fluffing the tendrils before letting them fall back onto my head. Hmm, still thick and lustrous, I think. Not bad. But what about the things most men consider important? 

My breasts are a little small for my size. I know, I know, most women feel that way. Paul is my husband, so he’s supposed to say nice things about me, right? But I really do think he’s honest in his praise, or the occasional frown.

“Would you stop worrying about your boobs,” he had said one night when I complained about the size of my breasts.

“I can’t help it.” I looked down at my chest and frowned. “They’re small.”

“Have you ever looked at them in the mirror?” he said. “I mean, looked at them without being so critical of yourself?” He smiled at me. “Maybe they are a little small, sure, but it’s not like they’re tiny. And they don’t sag. They’re nice and round, and they’re firm.” He stared at my breasts. “And those nipples, hell sweetie, look at them. They point up, and they’re so damn responsive. They’re beautiful. What more can you want?”

“I don’t know,” I laughed, “maybe a size or two bigger?”

“Look, if it will make you feel better,” he said with a sigh, “get a boob job. Just don’t do it for me, because I’m perfectly happy with them just as they are.”

“No, thanks,” I said. “No boob jobs for me.”

“Good,” he said. “Now bring those cuties over here and let me show you how much I love them.”

How can I not love this guy.

I blinked. I tilted my head and turned my gaze back to my reflection, looking for the things I like about my body. 

For one thing, my weight has never been a problem. I am usually about one-hundred-thirty-five pounds. Except during the Christmas holidays when I put on a few extra pounds. But I lose it quickly afterward. My stomach is flat and there are no stretch marks. My thighs don’t touch, well, not unless I stand with my feet together. My waist is narrower than my hips. Okay, not too bad for a woman my age. Did I just say that? Hell. I’m only thirty-nine!

I turned to look at my body in profile. My ass is still firm and juts out just enough so that it doesn’t wiggle when I walk. Paul says my ass is smooth and creamy, and it fills out my jeans nicely. Did I mention that I really love my husband?

My legs are long enough to satisfy me. I used to run regularly, and the muscles are still shapely and fairly well defined. I’m still a size eight, just like I was in college, and I can wear a two piece bikini without being embarrassed.

But a hot wife? That might be a stretch.

Would someone other than Paul find me attractive, sexy? Based on my experiences I didn’t think so. And I have good reason to feel that way.

I was starting a new job tomorrow, and I had no idea how many men worked at my new place of employment, but I didn’t put much faith in meeting anyone there to fulfill Paul’s fantasy. I had worked in places where the employees were predominantly male. Some were younger, some older. But not one of them had ever hit on me or made a pass—not once. While I wouldn’t have accepted it if any of them had, it did kind of deflate my ego a bit.

“Hell, Paul,” I had said one night when we discussed me meeting someone to fulfill his fantasy, “no one has ever even hit on me. I don’t think any guys have even noticed me.” I smiled at him. “Except for you.”

“It’s not that you’re not attractive, believe me,” he had said. “I think most guys would consider you to be very attractive.”

“I don’t know about that,” I had told him. “Not one guy? Ever?”

“Look, sweetie,” he had said. “It’s not always about a women’s body. It can also be about a women’s attitude. Think about it. You talk about your husband at work, you dress conservatively, and you always wear your wedding ring. When guys look at you they see an attractive woman—a happily-married attractive woman. They think that hitting on you would not only be a waste of time, but they’d be embarrassed when you turned them down. It’s not that you aren’t attractive or anything, it’s just that you look so—I don’t know—so wholesome.”

“Wholesome?” I wondered if that was a good thing or a bad thing.

“Yes, wholesome,” he said. You look more like a PTA president than someone who would cheat on her husband.”

“Of course you’d say that,” I replied. “You’re my husband and you love me.”

“I do love you.” He raised an eyebrow. “But I’m beginning to think you’re just fishing for compliments.” He laughed. “You’re pretty and you’re attractive, Marsha. I don’t know why you don’t believe me.”

Okay, I could live with that. My husband loves me, so of course he would find me attractive. But maybe he’s right, maybe I have been concerned for no reason.

Standing there staring at myself in the mirror, my hair a mess, my pussy still warm, I thought about what Paul was asking me to do. Have sex with another man? And he wanted to watch? Where did that fantasy come from?

Paul had taken my virginity when I was a sophomore in high school, him a senior. We have been together since then and I have never been with anyone else. It’s something I’m proud of in a way, but it’s also the reason I sometimes wonder what it would be like to be with another man. I mean, I’m only human, and I have wondered how different it might feel. Did different guys fuck differently? I’m sure some guys are better than others in bed. But I sometimes wondered if another man’s cock would feel different than Paul’s.

I also wondered if Paul was testing me. Was he trying to see if I would fuck another guy? I mean, as an airline pilot, Paul is out of town regularly on layovers and long flights. Did he wonder about what I did when he was away? But I also wondered if he would use my being with another man to justify a threesome with me and my friend, Kim. Kim is beautiful, and Paul has mentioned more than once that he thinks she’s hot.

But then I read that magazine article that said seeing their wives with another man was the most prevalent fantasy of married men. So maybe Paul wasn’t trying to get into Kim’s pants. Maybe he really did want to watch me fuck another man. 

Talking about it while we had sex really turned Paul on. Hell, it turned me on, too. But maybe it did because it was only a fantasy. Did it turn us on because we didn’t think it would ever happen? I value my marriage, and I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize it. When I really thought about it, I mean really thought it through, I had some serious misgivings about how Paul might actually react if we did this.

I went back into the bedroom and quietly slipped beneath the sheets.

My thoughts wouldn’t shut down. Fulfilling Paul’s fantasy was sexy to talk about, but I knew I couldn’t do it—wouldn’t do it. We could talk about it, have fun with it, and let it turn us on. I would even make up stories, fictitious men who were pursuing me, wanting to fuck me. Men who would agree to let Paul watch. It didn’t really matter because I knew it would never happen.

I looked at the clock, 11:40.

I looked over at my husband, his breathing rhythmic. Yes, we can still fuck like rabbits, I thought. I had to get up early, I didn’t want to be late for the first day on my new job. Maybe there would be someone there that I could use to make up a story, use him to turn Paul on.

I could feel Paul’s sticky come oozing out of me, as I turned over and went to sleep.


Chapter Three

Driving to work the next morning, two things reminded me of the hot sex Paul and I had the night before. As usual, talking about Paul’s fantasy had turned me on almost as much as it him. My mind was still full of visuals of another man fucking me. It wasn’t lost on me that I could experience another man and not feel the guilt of cheating. It would be all the pleasure without the stress of my husband finding out. He would be there. At least, that’s the way it played out in my mind.

The other reminder was what was causing me to squirm in my seat. When Paul gets excited, I mean really turned on like he was last night, he not only gets horny, but he comes a lot. I’m talking volume. I read somewhere that the average man releases about a tablespoon of sperm when he ejaculates. That sounds about like Paul on a regular night. But when we talk about his fantasy, especially during those times when I am able to convince him I’d do it, his ejaculate triples in volume.

Because of that, it didn’t surprise me that I felt Paul dripping out of me, making my panties sticky. It made me feel sexy. I love the taste of Paul—sweet, musky, and I thought about slipping a finger inside my panties, coating it with cum, and then tasting it.

Damn, Marsha, I scolded myself, you have got to stop thinking like this. It was all very exciting, but it was beginning to consume my thoughts. 

The car’s tires hummed on the pavement and I began thinking about where all this was going. Paul and I were having fun with his fantasy. The sex hadn’t been this hot in a long time. But as exciting as it made us, I wondered if Paul was serious. Beginning in high school and lasting until we had been married for a couple of years, Paul had been seriously jealous. It even bothered him when I got a job. He was sure, he told me, that I would meet someone and leave him.

It had been a long time since he had shown any signs of jealousy, but had he become secure enough in our relationship that he would be okay with me fucking another guy?

It’s all so damn confusing.

I was still trying to sort it all out when I pulled into the parking lot of Dynasty Industries, my new temporary place of employment. I parked my car in the huge parking lot and got out. I hadn’t been here since my two-hour orientation class a week ago, and with having so much information thrown at me at once, I wasn’t sure how to get to the area where I would be working.

An older woman parked her car next to mine and when she got out I must have looked lost.

“This your first day, honey?” she asked.

It looked like she had applied her makeup with a trowel, and her perfume, which she must have bathed in, burned my eyes.

“Yes, it is,” I replied. “How can you tell?”

“We’ve all heard about the temps that are starting work today.” She reached out and shook my hand. “We’re all happy to see ya’ll, believe me. We’ve gotten so far behind.”

We started walking toward the huge building, the scent of her perfume following us.

“Busy place, huh?” I asked.

“Yes, busy is right.” She rolled her eyes. “The new computer system isn’t working right. Matching orders with merchandise is a real struggle.”

“Aren’t computers supposed to make our lives simpler?” I asked jokingly.

“We’ll see about that, honey.” She smiled. “By the way, my name is Gloria, what’s yours?”

“Marsha.”

“Nice to meet you hon.”

The red brick building was so long you couldn’t stand at one end of it and see the other end. Huge air conditioning units, and what looked like antennas, rose up from the flat roof. My end of the building was two stories high with office doors lining long corridors. I remembered from my orientation class that about half the building was a big warehouse. Long, dark aisles separated rows of tall steel shelves containing boxes and crates filled with the electrical parts that made up the machinery the company sold. 

Gloria hadn’t exaggerated. I had to learn my job quickly because the work was piling up fast. I had to match customer orders for machinery with the parts needed to build that piece of equipment. Once everything was located, the parts were sent to another area of the facility to be put together and then shipped out.

The computer had so many glitches I was surprised they used it at all. When the computer indicated a part I needed was not in inventory, I put that order aside to wait until a shipment of parts arrived. I would eventually notify the customer that his equipment was on back order. The stack of these invoices grew higher and higher on my desk until my supervisor noticed it.

“We can’t trust the computer,” she said. She looked around and then whispered, “Don’t t tell anyone I said that.” I nodded. She picked up the stack of invoices. “Sometimes…well quite often, the computer is wrong. Before sending a back order notice to the customer, you’ll need to go down to the warehouse and see if you can locate the part yourself.”

“How will I know where to look?” I asked.

“Oh, don’t worry about that, Marsha.” She rolled her eyes. “There’s lots of guys working down there, and they’ll be happy to help you out.”

“Okay,” I said.  

My supervisor began to walk away but stopped and turned back to me. She stared at me for a beat as if considering something before speaking.

“Look,” she said, her voice low. “I hear you’re new to the area, so I just want to give you some friendly advice.” She looked over her shoulder than back to me. “There’s a lot of, ah, a lot of fooling around goes on in this place. Know what I mean?”

I stared at her, and she must have noticed that I was confused.

“Okay, I’ll just be straight with you.” She lowered her voice again. “Some of the women here, including the married ones, screw around, and it’s making all of us look bad. A lot of the guys working here think because some of the women are easy that all the women are like that. Get my meaning?” I nodded. “Good. Just be careful when you’re in the warehouse, those guys can be very aggressive.” Her gaze moved over my body, then back up. “Especially with the good looking ones.”

I smiled. “I’m happily married,” I said. “You don’t need to worry about anything like that.”

She just stared at me for a long beat before a half smile curved her lips. She turned and walked away.

An hour later I took a couple of invoices and made the long walk down to the warehouse. Instead of walking the long corridor, I stepped outside and walked through the parking lot so I could sneak a cigarette. As I reached the end of the building I saw four men standing in front of a closed overhead door next to a small door marked ‘warehouse entrance.’

As I passed them, one guy whistled and another made a remark I couldn’t hear, but whatever he said caused the other men to chuckle. When I turned around they all fell silent and found something interesting about their shoes–all except for one whose eyes brazenly moved over me.

“Hi, darlin’,” he said. “Nice day, ain’t it?” His eyes moved over my body.

“It was,” I said, “until now.”

The other men looked at him and laughed.

“Oh, darlin’.” He put his hand against his chest. “You’re breaking my heart.” I frowned. “You’re new here, ain’t ya darlin’?” He flicked his cigarette into the parking lot.

The three men standing with him walked away, and I felt their eyes on me as they passed by on their way into the building. I turned back to the man who had made the remark.

He was average height, maybe five feet ten or eleven inches tall. His body was lean and strong looking with broad shoulders and arms corded with wiry muscles. His chest pressed tight against his white t-shirt. It didn’t look like his muscles came from a gym, more likely they came from a job requiring heavy lifting.

He had black hair that curled at his collar, making the threads of grey at his temples stand out. He was nice looking, but there was a hard edge to his appearance, and his tan made me think he spent a lot of time outdoors. I could only guess at his age, but I thought he was a maybe three years older than me.

I could feel his dark eyes undressing me as we stood there looking at each other. He was not my type at all. I don’t like guys like him, men who thought so highly of themselves. Rude men who looked at women as if they owned them.  

“Cat got your tongue?” he asked when I turned and walked away.

I frowned. “Smart ass,” I said as I opened the door. Before I stepped inside I heard him say something that I didn’t catch, so I turned back and looked at him. That’s when I noticed his smile.

His full lips curled up at the corners, dimpling his cheeks. Lines formed in the corners of his dark brown eyes, but instead of making him look old, they softened the hard look I’d seen earlier. As his smile widened I noticed a glint of mischief in his eyes, making the smile friendly, warm—sexy. I felt my face flush.

I don’t know why, I just couldn’t help it with that smile beaming at me, but just before I entered the warehouse I smiled back at him.

I found what I needed in the warehouse, but when I returned to my office I couldn’t get him, or his smile, out of my thoughts.

The following morning, when I arrived at my desk I found a white, unmarked envelope propped against my stapler. I put my purse in a desk drawer and locked it, then sat down. I picked up the envelope, opened it, and found a handwritten note inside.

I am sorry about yesterday darlin’, it began, and I didn’t mean to be rude or disrespectful. I hope I see you in the warehouse again. I think your pretty.

I noticed the use of your instead of you’re. The note was signed, Keith. I knew who it was from, and I thought it was nice of him to apologize for his behavior. I smiled. I had a name to put with the face—and with that smile.

He was in my head for most of the morning and I didn’t understand why. He was a smart ass, and he was too full of himself, but still, he seemed harmless. After lunch I had an order to check on and walked down to the warehouse. If I saw Keith I planned to thank him for the note of apology.

When I walked into the warehouse, Keith was standing by the counter locked in conversation with another male employee. When he saw me he stopped in mid-sentence and watched me walk toward him. His dark-eyed stare made me feel naked.

“Hi, darlin’,” he said. “How’s things going?”

“Just fine.” I held up the invoice. “Can someone help me find this part.”

Keith reached out, took the order form, and studied it for a beat before saying, “I know where these things are.” He turned to me, his eyes taking me in as he spoke. “Follow me, darlin’.”

I followed him down the aisle. I tried not to look at his butt, but I couldn’t help it. Most men have flat unattractive asses. But not Keith. His body was tight, including his ass. He didn’t look like one of those gym rats with bulging muscles, but he did look strong and healthy—stocky.

“I want to thank you for the note you left on my desk,” I said when I caught up with him.

“Well, darlin’,” he said. “I didn’t want you to be mad at me.”

As we walked, Keith had a comment for every female employee he passed. He must be well liked, I told myself, because everyone responded to his jokes and spicy remarks with humorous replies. I got the impression that he flirted with all the women. He probably thinks he a modern day Don Juan I told myself. But as nice as it was for him to send the note of apology, I remembered his attitude from the day before and thought he was probably someone I should avoid.

Keith was a perfect gentleman as we searched for the parts. We found what I needed and I left. Back in my office, I stared at my computer screen, but my mind was back in the warehouse. I thought about how he flirted with all the women we passed as we walked along the aisle.

He’s an attractive man, I told myself. I could see how he could easily attract a woman’s attention. Even mine.

I shook the thought away.

Driving home, I thought about Keith. He wasn’t my type at all, but Paul didn’t need to know that. I could tell him that I met this guy at work and that I thought he might be a good candidate to fulfill the fantasy. 

But maybe it’s too soon, I thought. I didn’t want Paul to worry that I was just picking up on anyone, and I didn’t want him to think I was just making it all up—even though I was. If I wanted the story to get Paul horny, then he would have to believe it was real. 

I still hadn’t decided what, if anything, I should tell Paul by the time we went to bed that night.


Chapter Four

I was making dinner when Paul came home from work. He looked tired.

“Long day?” I asked when he kissed me.

“Long flight,” he said. “We ran into a lot of turbulence.”

“Good thing I made your favorite dinner,” I said. “Spaghetti and sausage.”

I was glad I had made Paul’s favorite dinner. A couple of glasses of wine at dinner would put him in a good mood. I had decided to tell Paul about Keith. While I didn’t like Keith very much, that wouldn’t stop me from using him to make up a story to get Paul excited.  

“That sound great,” he said. “That’ll perk me up.”

“Good, why don’t you jump in the shower while I finish?”

When Paul got out of the shower he looked refreshed. He rubbed his hands together as he walked into the kitchen. His energy level was back to normal.

“Smells good,” he said and kissed my cheek.

“Feeling better?” I kissed him back.

“Yes, much better.” 

As we ate dinner, I wondered about the disappointment I’d felt when Paul came home looking so tired. I had thought that meant we wouldn’t have sex tonight. I looked across the table and watched him eat. He looked up and smiled at me.

“What?” he said.

“Nothing.” I smiled at him. “Are you feeling better?”

“Yes,” he said. “I’m feeling very good.” He wiggled his eyebrows suggestively. 

But the thought wouldn’t leave me. I had been disappointed when Paul came home and looked tired, thinking we wouldn’t be having sex that night. But what I was struggling with was that my disappointment wasn’t as much about not having sex with my husband as it was that I wouldn’t be able to talk about Keith.  I mean, I didn’t even like the guy, why was he in my head so much?

But it didn’t matter  now. Paul had perked up. I looked forward to going to bed later.  

Paul was laying on the bed as I knelt between his spread legs sucking his cock. I love sucking Paul, I mean I really enjoy it. I get so wet feeling the hardness under the soft, velvet skin as I engulf his cock with my warm mouth, tasting his precum as it leaks out of him.

A couple of years ago we rented that movie, Deep Throat. After seeing the way Linda Lovelace was able to swallow that guy’s dick, I told Paul I wanted to be able to do that. He promised that he would let me practice on him anytime I wanted. And practice I did! It took a while, but eventually I was able to swallow all of Paul’s cock. And he loved it! And so did I.

He liked it when I got the head into my throat and made swallowing motions. I would breathe around his shaft and then sink down until his head slipped into my tight throat. I gagged a lot at first, but eventually I was able to do it easily. Paul said there was no feeling in the world quite like it.

I can’t help myself when it comes to sex with Paul. He has a way of bringing out my inner slut without even trying. And that’s not a complaint. I think it’s because I love knowing that I can give him such intensive pleasure. If he would just take it one step further, be more demanding, more domineering.

Paul tugged my shoulder, indicating he wanted me to move on top of him. Reluctantly, I let his cock fall out of my mouth and I straddled his thighs.

I reached under me and grasped his cock. Holding it up against my wet opening, I rubbed it in my juices, lubricating him. I lowered myself onto him until his head slipped between my folds.

“Is this what you want?” I said as I took short dips onto him. He nodded, his eyes locked on mine. He gasped when I lowered myself down on him a little more.

“You feel so good,” he said. “So warm and smooth.”

Knowing that it feels good for Paul turns me on. I think it has something to do with me getting so much pleasure from giving pleasure. Knowing that he is enjoying the feeling of what I’m doing, blowing him or fucking him, makes me horny. I get off knowing how good I’m making him feel.

Paul once told me that because I get so much pleasure from providing pleasure, I would make a good submissive. When I Googled the word Submissive and read what it meant, I found myself getting wet and agreeing with him. The idea of a man using me for his pleasure got me hot. I guess Paul isn’t the only one with fantasies in this family.

I stared into Paul’s eyes as I slid down his cock until I had all of him engulfed in my heated pussy. He pulled my hips down harder onto him as he pushed up, letting out a loud gasp as he went completely up into me.

I smiled down at him as I fucked him the way he sometimes fucks me. I rose slowly, very slowly, letting the smooth walls of my cunt pull on his cock. When only his head was inside me, I stopped and took quick little up and down movements, massaging my pussy and letting the flare of his rim stroke my entrance. A minute of this and I slid back down, slowly, slowly, feeling each inch of him spreading me open as he went deeper.

Paul reached up and cupped my breasts, then slid his thumbs over my nipples, making them stand out like small berries.

“That feel good?” he whispered.

“Yes,” I cooed. “But you can squeeze harder if you want.”

He took my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and squeezed gently.

“Harder, baby,” I said. “You know how I like it.”

I threw my head back and groaned with pleasure as his fingers tightened on my nipples. He gradually increased the pressure, sending shuddering currents through me and making my clit throb.

One night, Paul told me that he was afraid he’d pinch the nipples right off my tits it he pinched them harder.

“Harder, baby,” I said, riding up and down on his rigid shaft. My juices flowed, coating him as his fingers tightened around my nipples, squeezing and twisting. I rocked up and down his length as I reached that point where the pain kicked in. I needed just a little bit more.

“Harder, baby, harder,” I gasped, my ass slamming against his thighs. “Make them hurt.” I put my hands over Paul’s fingers and squeezed them, showing him what I wanted.

“Are you sure,” he said, looking into my eyes. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I’m sure, baby,” I said, my voice low, rough, more demanding. “Do it, make them hurt. Fuck, I want to feel it all the way down in my pussy.”

And so he did. The pain shot through my nipples and sped down to my pussy like an electric current. I lowered myself down onto him hard, then spread my legs a little wider, gasping as the pain hit and the thick base of his cock spread my swollen lips. The hot liquid flowed out of my core and flooded over Paul’s embedded dick. I could feel the warmth pooling between us and soaking our thighs.

“Oh, God,” I said as I came, squirting, squishing, my pussy clenching around Paul’s hard dick.

As my orgasm receded he slowly released the pressure on my nipples. I took a deep, calming breath. “That was fucking intense.”

“Hell yes, it was.” Paul cock swelled and twitched inside of me.

I rose up and began my slow, rocking dance on his cock once more. We needed time to catch our breath before we could start all over again. My nipples were on fire, but I looked forward to when Paul would clamp his fingers on them again, pinching even harder this time.

Paul let go of my breasts and his hands slid over my hips. He kneaded my ass cheeks, running his hand down my ass to the edge of my wet pussy, then back up again, his finger bumping over my anus. Paul has never showed any interest in anal sex, but he enjoys using his finger. He inserts it and presses his finger against the membrane separating his finger from his driving cock.

I rode him slowly, all the liquid of my orgasm squishing between us. Paul looked up at me and smiled.

“You look so sexy when you fuck,” he said. “It’s written all over your face that you’re enjoying yourself.” He smiled up at me and said, ”I love you, babe.“

“I love you too,” I said and leaned down and kissed him, sliding my tongue into his warm mouth as he gripped my hips and pushed up into me. Bent over him in this position, my engorged clit slid along his smooth cock, making my pussy tingle each time he thrust up into me. When our lips parted, I rose up again and began slowly rocking on his rigid cock.

“So tell me,” he whispered when our kiss ended. “Have you met anyone at your new job?”

“Oh, yes,” I said in my best innocent voice. “I’ve met lots of people.” I smiled down at him. “There’s Gloria, she showed me around my first day there. Mmm, let’s see,” I said thoughtfully, “there’s Joyce, a fat woman with mall hair.” I lowered myself down on him, feeling his cock slide into me. There’s let’s see—”

“Very funny,” he said, giving my ass a playful slap. “You know what I mean. Have you met any guys? Guys you think might be possibilities.”

Keith’s name entered my thoughts, and my pussy twitched when an image of his smile flashed in my brain.

“Maybe,” I said. “But it’s too soon to say.” His cock reacted.

Paul shuddered and his cock throbbed inside of me. “Really?” he said breathlessly. “You really think so?”

I gazed down at him as I rose up until my pussy gripped only his meaty head. Paul’s fingers tightened on my hips as he tried to pull me back down onto him, but I kept at it, slowly moving up and down, rocking slowly on his sensitive glans. He was getting very excited, but I kept teasing him, taking only his head, feeling him thrusting up, trying to get more of his dick into me.

“I just met him,” I said. I slid down slowly, taking his length into me in one slow descent. When I was settled against his hips, I said, “I don’t really know anything about him yet.”

“But you would,” Paul said, his voice tight with excitement. “I mean, you would fuck him if you could?”

I didn’t answer right away. I waited for it all sink into Paul’s thoughts, letting his imagination fill in all the blank spaces. He was excited about the idea, I could feel it in the way he began thrusting, the way his cock throbbed, the way it grew inside of me. The way he drove it deeper into me.

“Yes, baby,” I cooed, “I would fuck him if I got the chance.”

He gave a shuddering gasp and pulled me down onto him with such energy that I lost my rhythm. He buried his cock in my cunt and began grinding his dick against my clit, and I could feel his head moving around deep inside of me. I felt the warmth in my belly that I knew would trigger another orgasm.

“Do it,” Paul hissed as he began thrusting hard into me. “If you get the chance I really want you to do it.”

My husband’s grip on my hips tightened, his fingers pushing into my skin.

“Stay still,” he said, pulling me down lower, leaving just enough room for him to thrust up into me. “Don’t move. Just let me fuck you for a while.” He began taking short, quick thrusts into me, his shaft stroking my clit as he did. I felt the pooling heat in my belly. “Just imagine it’s this guy fucking you instead of me.”

I gasped as a vision of Keith’s face formed in my mind, his smile—warm, sexy, dangerous, warmed my skin. My pussy clenched Paul’s cock tightly as he bucked under me. Slowly, very slowly, I felt the heat in my belly spread, working its way lower, filling my cunt and washing over Paul’s driving dick. My vision blurred, and a shudder rocked my body, and then my skin prickled as my orgasm flowed through me.

We were drenched, and a squishing sound rose up from between us. I caught my breath and let my thoughts wander as Paul kept up his pace. I had just had an intense orgasm. I wasn’t sure what had caused it; Paul’s determined fucking or the thought of Keith and that damn sexy smile of his.  There shouldn’t be any confusion about that, Marsha, I scolded myself.

Paul circled my waist with his arms and rolled me over so that he was on top of me. I put my legs around his hips and spread my knees. I wanted to be as open as possible because I knew he was about to blow his load in me.

He pounded into me, our hips slapping, the springs squeaking so loudly I thought we’d break the bed.

“Fuck me, baby,” I hissed. “Come on, use my pussy, empty your balls. Make me your whore.”

Paul quickly reached that place I love. He drove his meat into me, his balls spanking my ass.

“I’m going to fuck you like that guy you met,” he said, his gasping breath coming so fast I thought he might pass out. “You want that, huh, you want me to fuck you like he will?”

I bit his shoulder as his cock thickened and hardened. His balls had tightened, no longer slapping my ass. He was on the verge, now all I had to do was push him over.

“Oh. Fuck. Yes. Baby.” I said each word between my gasping breaths, as his engorged cock skewered me. I had never felt him fuck me like this before. It was almost violent–and I loved it. He drove his prick into me, fucking me hard, slamming into me.

Was Paul finally becoming the commanding lover I’ve wanted him to be? Was my fucking another man going to make him think of me as a whore so that he could treat me like one? Would he make me submit to him? I could only hope. 

“Show me, come on,” I hissed. “Show me how my new friend will fuck me, how he’ll use me, how he’ll own it and make my pussy his own.”

My husband’s breath caught and he rose up on his hands and threw his head back, his eyes clenched shut. His body tensed, every muscle tightened. He grasped the sheets in his fists as he fucked me with total abandon.

“Ahh,” he moaned. “Oh fuck yeah,” he said as his body shuddered and his cock pulsed each time he shot his hot cum into me, flooding my hole and running out of me. I had never felt so much cum, ever.

Paul continued to stroke me even as he continued to spurt his seed into me. He groaned as if he was in pain, his moans so loud I thought we’d wake the neighbors even though the windows were closed.

His orgasm seemed to go on forever. He pushed deep into me and then fell still. Shudder after shudder shook his body as he added more of his seed to my already filled pussy. It went on longer than it ever had before. Even after I thought the flood had stopped, he kept sliding his cock in and out of me slowly, spreading his seed, the thick fluid flowing out of me each time his cock pushed into me.

Paul finally became still. He held himself above me, his chest heaving as he gasped for breath. A moment later he took a long breath and then laid down over me. Our sweat mingled between us. Paul’s heart pounded in his chest, and I could hear my blood pumping in my ears. We had just had the hottest sex we’d ever had. And that’s saying something.

After we calmed down and lay side by side, I considered whether I should tell him that while I met a guy named Keith, I didn’t really like him much. And if I didn’t like him, I certainly wouldn’t fuck him.

But Paul had been completely turned on. His fucking was wild, nearly animalistic. I had enjoyed it more than I could say. Did I want to ruin that for him? For me? What harm would it do to let him think I had found someone to fuck, someone who might agree to fulfill his sexy fantasy. And besides, it wasn’t only Paul who had been turned on by it. Something was changing in my attitude. I felt like I was getting into the fantasy, not just being a part of it. Was meeting Keith responsible for that?

“Jesus, that was fucking sexy,” Paul said as he moved off me.

“You are really turned on about this guy, aren’t you?” I asked, turning to face him.

“Yeah, I am,” he whispered. “But it isn’t only that.” He kissed me gently on the lips. “It’s also that you feel so good.”

I kissed him back and laid my head on his shoulder. We laid there quietly for a moment and then Paul turned to me.

“I think it’s sexy as hell that you found someone who might work out,” he said. “I can’t wait until it finally happens.”

“Me too,” I said, but unlike at other times when I’d said that, this time I thought I meant it. For the first time since we began talking about Paul’s fantasy, I thought that maybe I would do this. I wondered what another man’s cock would feel like inside me.

We kissed, said goodnight, and then I turned over. A moment later, with Paul’s body curled against my back, I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. But I was too confused, too unsettled, too turned on to sleep.


Chapter Five

Over the next few weeks I saw Keith in the warehouses again, many times, actually. In fact I began to wonder if he was watching for me because as soon as I arrived, invoice in hand, he would suddenly appear out of nowhere and offer his friendly, “Hi, darlin’.” And he’d always follow that with his smile. I have to admit, he was beginning to ingratiate himself with me.

Having a man other than my husband showing interest in me was flattering and I liked it. I told myself that maybe I liked it a little too much when I began looking for reasons to walk down to the warehouse. I began wearing tighter slacks to work, or leaving an extra button undone on my blouse, and then I’d find a reason to search for a missing part in the warehouse, hoping Keith would appear out of nowhere. And he always did, his eyes taking me in and his smile causing my skin to warm. I did all of this for the attention and nothing more. At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

“You’re looking good today, darlin’,” Keith said one morning when I was searching for a part to complete an order.

“Hi, Keith,” I replied. “You’re looking pretty good yourself.”

“Pretty good?” He held his hand against his chest like he was having a heart attack. “Only pretty good?”

“Okay, okay,” I said, feigning exasperation, “you look damn good.”

He flashed me that smile and said, “Thank you for noticing, darlin’.”

Unlike the first day I met him, I was beginning to find Keith’s antics funny, and it did bother me when I caught him undressing me with his eyes. I actually enjoyed his attention. It was fun. To feel safe from having Keith misread anything, I wore my wedding ring without fail. Paul had told me that one of the reasons men didn’t hit on me was because I never failed to wear my wedding ring. I looked at my ring as all the protection I needed.

Keith flirted with me every time he saw me, but he didn’t hit on me, he didn’t make a pass. I wondered if Keith would notice if I didn’t wear my ring one day. Would that be a way to test Paul’s theory, I wondered. Or did I hope it would be the green light Keith needed to get closer. Is that what I really wanted? I don’t know why I thought about that, Keith was showing me all the attention I intended to.

One day Keith surprised me by showing up in the office where I worked. There were eight of us working in a large area, each with a small space created by those padded half walls, cubicles, which were becoming so popular. It afforded each of us a small degree of privacy.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw someone walk past my cubby opening. I didn’t know it was Keith, the blur was simply someone wearing a dark suit. I paid it no attention. But when he spoke to one of the other women I recognized his voice.

I wondered what he was doing up here in the offices. None of the warehouse workers ever made it up here, they didn’t need to. If they needed us to look up something they called and we used the computer to find what they needed. But a few minutes later, Keith popped his head into my cubicle.

“Hey, darlin’.” He smiled.

Damn, that smile!

I looked up from my computer screen. “Hi, what are you doing here among the civilized?”

“What do you mean ‘the civilized,’” he said. “I’m slumming, darlin’.”

He stepped into my office and stopped in front of my desk.

“What do you think?” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.

He was wearing a dark blue suit, a tan shirt, and a blue and red striped tie. His hair was combed and his shoes were shined.

I leaned back in my seat and appraised him. “Don’t you look nice. All dressed up.”

“Yeah, and no place to go.” He frowned.

“You clean up well,” I said, a local saying I had recently picked up.

“Thank you, darlin’,” he looked down at himself. “This is my Sunday-go-to-meeting suit.”

“It looks good on you,” I said.

He stepped around my desk and stood behind my chair. I flinched when I felt his hand on my shoulders, but he kept them there anyway. The warmth of his hands soaked into my skin as he leaned over me to look at my computer screen.

“Watcha’ workin’ on?” he said. I could feel his breath in my hair.

Before I could answer, he began kneading my shoulders with his strong fingers, each one pressing lightly into me. It felt good, and not only because I had been hunched over my keyboard for hours. My skin warmed where he touched it, and there was an unexpected stirring between my legs as his fingers worked themselves into my tight muscles.

“That feels good.” I shrugged my shoulders, letting his fingers relax my tense muscles. He didn’t stop when I leaned back and looked at him. I smiled. “My eyes feel like they’re made of sandpaper.”

“You have beautiful eyes,” he said, flashing that smile. “They’re the prettiest blue eyes I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Yeah, they’re warm, and mysterious.”

Mysterious? Oh, palease! I might be new at this, but I think I know when a man is trying to get into my pants. But isn’t that what I found so exciting about his attention? I had no intention of doing anything with Keith, but it flattering to have someone other than Paul noticing me.

A tremor of guilt shot through me as Paul entered my thoughts while Keith worked his hands against my shoulders—maybe because what Keith was doing was making me squirm in my seat.

I turned around and stared at my computer screen and tried to get back to work. But with Keith’s warm fingers kneading my shoulders and a warm moisture spreading between my legs, I couldn’t concentrate, the numbers just swam around in front of me as if I was looking at them underwater. My mind was elsewhere, somewhere between his warm fingers and the heat building between my thighs. I shrugged my shoulders.

“Want me to stop?” he said, giving my shoulders a harder squeeze.

“No, it feels great, but just for a little while.” I looked through the cubicle opening and didn’t see anyone. “You know how it is around here, people will start talking.”

“I’m glad you said that,” Keith said, his voice just above a whisper, “because I thought maybe we could go to lunch. That would give us time to talk away from prying eyes–and ears.”

I could see his reflection in my computer monitor. He was staring down at me and I realized that he could see down the top of my blouse. My first thought was to tighten my collar, but when I remembered that I was wearing my new lace bra I just let him look. I’ll just give him a thrill, I told myself. No harm in that, right?

“Lunch? Is that why you’re all dressed up?” I lowered my voice. “Because you want to take me to some fancy restaurant?”

He took his hands off my shoulders, which disappointed me, but he stepped back and took his jacket lapels between his thumbs and fingers and lifted it away from his chest. “What? This old thing?” We both laughed. “I had to go to court today.”

I half turned in my seat and his eyes immediately went to my legs. I had worn a skirt to work that day, and the hem had ridden up on my thighs—quite a way up my thighs, actually. My first impulse was to pull the hem down to a decent level and my hands moved to do just that, but I stopped halfway and just let them fall to my lap. I looked up at him and saw his eyes glued to my legs. I wondered if he had noticed that I purposely left my legs exposed.

My face warmed. This really was getting to be fun. I was learning how easy it was to get a man’s attention, and surprisingly I was enjoying it.

“Are you in trouble again?” I asked.

He looked at me, confusion written on his face.

“What do you mean?” he said.

I almost laughed when I saw how flustered I had made him. It was a first for me, I had never made a man nervous.

“The suit.” I looked at him over my shoulder. “You said you had to go to court?”

“Oh, yeah.” He seemed to be back to his old self again. “No, I had to go to court to help a friend. No big deal. My work clothes are downstairs, I’ll change into them later.” That smile again. “Want to come watch?”

I felt my skin redden from my hairline down to my neck. I turned away and stared at my computer. With the heat building in my pussy I actually asked myself, do I? But I pushed that thought away.

“I, ah, I…” It was my turn to be flustered. I actually had trouble forming words for a moment. He seemed to be enjoying it too. Finally I said, “As tempting as that sounds, Keith, I think I’ll pass.”

“That’s too bad,” he said. “Maybe another time.” It wasn’t a question.

He had made a lot of sexual comments before, but most of the time I could tell he was just flirting, joking. But not this time. No, this time I could feel his eyes on me, judging my reaction to his comment, studying me. I thought I should ignore the comment, but I didn’t think leaving a comment like that hanging was a good idea. Besides, the stirring between my legs was ramping up.

I wanted to know just how serious he was. I turned in my seat and smiled up at him. His eyes remained focused on my exposed thighs.

“That could be fun.” I watched him blink and his gaze moved to my face.

I expected him to smile, showing me that he was joking, but instead he just stared into my eyes as he spoke.

“Maybe one of these days we can get out of our clothes together.” He looked through the cubicle opening, then leaned down to my shoulder. “I’d like that, too.” His breath caressed my ear, making me shudder. “Darlin’, just let me know when.”

My ears warmed and buzzed with excitement, and sexual tension suddenly filled the air. I had to remind myself not to squirm in my seat.

Something had changed. We’d flirted many times before, but this time it was different. The words were charged, more serious than humorous. We watched each other closely, neither of us speaking. From the hardness of his stare, I think he was looking for answers to the same question I wanted answered.

What is happening here?

But I had to stop this before it went too far. I had to change the subject.

“Don’t you have work to do somewhere?” I laughed.

“Yeah, but this is more fun,” he said.

Someone walked past my office, probably to nose in on what we were talking about. We were both silent for a moment.

“So, how about lunch?” he said. It was as if nothing offhand had been said.

I stared at him for a beat before I answered. “I brought my lunch.”

“Me too.” He leaned up on his tip toes and looked over the padded walls, then looked back at me. “I’ll meet you at the warehouse door at twelve.”

It was a statement, not a question, and for some reason I liked that. Maybe because it meant I didn’t have to make a decision. It made it easier to accept an invitation without worrying about whether or not I should. But still, I wasn’t completely sure going to lunch with Keith was a good idea, especially after our last little exchange.

“I don’t know, Keith,” I said. “You know how the people around here gossip.”

“Let em talk,” he said. “Who cares?”

I cared, but I was also getting excited. Maybe the last thing I needed right now was to be alone with the guy who had me squirming in my seat, but I accepted anyway.

“Sure, why not,” I said, my eyes finally falling away from his. “I’ll see you then.”

I watched him walk away. He looked good in his dark suit. His broad shoulders filled the jacket nicely, but not in a muscular way that made it look too small. No, it was just right on him. Some men can wear a suit and they look good in it, some men can’t, they look uncomfortable and out of place. Even though the image of Keith I had in my mind was of him in jeans and flannel shirts, he could definitely wear a suit, and wear it well. I have to make myself stop thinking like this.

When I got back to work I couldn’t get his comments out of my head. I like a man with a good sense of humor. I think it’s sexy. I also liked the way he didn’t turn away when I caught him eyeing my legs. There was a natural confidence about him. And that damn smile! I was glad he had left, because thinking about this had me squirming in my seat again.

Flirting was new to me, and if what was going on in my panties was the result of that, then why not continue. Why not enjoy the sensations. I was just having fun. And since Paul had asked me to try to find someone, I told myself that I wasn’t doing anything wrong. And it would remain that way.

But all kinds of things whirled in my brain, as I tried to concentrate. Keith’s flirting was not only exciting, it was helping my ego. And his warm hands on my shoulders, his strong fingers kneading my tense muscles, had felt sexual in a way. Sure, his comments were the most direct so far, but he had said some pretty sexual things to me before.

A thought passed through me. Maybe he will be the guy who fucks me while Paul watches us. I have no idea where that thought came from. I tried to push the idea away, I really did, but it wouldn’t go away. The thought of fucking Keith didn’t seem so out of line anymore.

Shit, what the hell was happening with me?


Chapter Six

I met Keith at the warehouse door at noon, brown bag lunch in hand. He had bought two cans of coke and held one out to me. Our fingers touched when I took the can, and I was surprised at how warm his skin felt against mine.

I looked up at him and saw his smirk.

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome, darlin’,”

I nearly flinched when he put his hand on the small of my back and led me across the parking lot. He wasn’t carrying anything, so I asked him what he was having for lunch.

“My lunch is in my van.” He nodded toward a black Chevrolet van across the parking lot. “We can stop and get it.”

There is a small employee picnic area at the edge of the parking lot where three or four concrete tables sat under a few scraggly pine trees. I thought that was where we’d have lunch, but when we got to his van, instead of just reaching in and getting his lunch, Keith unlocked the passenger door and opened it, leaving it that way as he walked around and let himself in on the driver’s side. He sat behind the wheel and looked across at me still standing in the parking lot.

“Get in, darlin’, he said, nodding toward the picnic area. “It’s much more comfortable in here than out there.” He patted the passenger seat with his hand. “A lot softer on the butt than those concrete seats too.” I could see a couple of employees seated on the benches eating lunch. I worried about gossip all the time, the place is rampant with it.

“I don’t know, Keith,” I said. “You know how the people around here can be.”

“Come on, darlin’ get in, it’s not like we’re going to be doing anything wrong.” His eyes focused on mine. “Are we?” I didn’t answer and he patted the seat again. “Besides, we can’t have that cute behind of yours ruined on those hard concrete seats over there.”

Cute behind? We were back to flirting again.

I looked from the picnic benches to the seat in the van and shrugged. This was only a temporary job anyway. I got in and closed the door just as Willie Nelson’s voice filled the van with his country twang.

“You like country music, darlin’,” he asked.

“Some of it, yeah,” I said.

“There’s nobody good as ole’ Willie,” he said and turned up the volume a bit.

Lunch went well and, except for the occasional sexual innuendo, Keith was a perfect gentleman. He’s kind of funny and I’m beginning to think he’s just having fun and not expecting anything from me. Maybe it’s the wedding ring shining on my finger. Why did that keep popping into my thoughts? 

As I drove home that day I argued with myself about what, if anything, I should tell Paul about Keith. There’s was nothing to tell really. It’s much too soon to make any judgements about this. Keith is attractive, and fun, but these country boys don’t seem like the type that would understand that my husband would like to watch him fuck my brains out. Besides, I’m still confused about this whole thing. Maybe it’s just a fantasy, just something to talk about to make our sex life more exciting. Paul might not even be serious.

When I thought about the possibility of fulfilling Paul’s fantasy in the past, it didn’t amount to much more than a passing thought. But something had changed since I met Keith, especially after his comments in my office today. I tried to deny it, but I was beginning to want this fantasy as much as Paul did, and that worried me. But no matter how much my desire rose, I still wasn’t going to do anything with Keith. And there was still that unanswered question—what did Paul really want. 

Paul and I have a very good, close relationship and if I thought this would jeopardize that in any way I’d just forget the entire thing. When he first told me about his fantasy he said he could never consider this if he thought it would hurt us. I’m very secure about Paul’s love, and I believe him when he tells me he is too.

In spite of this new friendship with Keith, and the excitement it was causing, I’m not convinced Paul and I should go through with it. If we did, we’d be crossing a line at some point that we couldn’t uncross—a bell we can’t unring. That’s what scares me into thinking the whole idea should be scrapped.

We can talk about in bed, we can play at it if Paul wants, but I’m having some real doubts and I think I know why. When Paul and I talked about his fantasy it was an abstract idea that didn’t include a specific person. But now there was Keith. Paul didn’t know about him, but I did. It scared me that this whole thing might get out of hand, it might go too far. 

I laughed when I wondered if I was having second thoughts because I didn’t want someone seeing me naked. I don’t have a stripper’s body, after all, even if Paul says I look great. Whatever it was, something was scaring me. 

Paul was in the kitchen chopping vegetables of some sort when I got home. I dropped my purse on the table next to the door and looked at my husband. He was built a lot like Keith, same height, about the same weight, same dark eyes, and while he was fit, Paul’s arms and chest weren’t muscled like Keith’s. Paul had a friendly, warm, smile, but it lacked that smart-ass smirk that warmed my skin every time it was sent my way.

It was a little unsettling when I found myself comparing my husband to Keith. Watching my good looking husband working in the kitchen made me realize just how horny I was. We’d have another round of sex tonight, I was sure. And we would discuss Paul’s fantasy. But I had decided to tell him about Keith. And maybe I’d embellish just a bit to gauge his response.

Paul looked up and saw me standing by the door looking at him. He smiled and waved me over.

“I’m making stir fry for dinner,” he said.

“Sounds great, hon,” I said and kissed his cheek.

“And I put a bottle of wine in the fridge,” he said. “I thought you might like a glass or two tonight.” He wiggled his eyebrows.

Paul knows that I lose most of my inhibitions when I drink wine, and it doesn’t take much.

“Sounds good,” I said. “I need to relax a bit.”

“How’s the job?”

“Hectic,” I let out a loud sigh. “And so much to learn.”

“Why don’t you take a nice warm shower before dinner,” he said. “I’ll have everything ready in about thirty minutes.”

I can’t explain it, but I suddenly felt guilty. My husband was concerned about me, and here I was flirting with a guy at work. I had told myself repeatedly that I was doing this for Paul, but maybe the guilt came from the fact that I was beginning to want this too. That was new, my budding desire only began after I had met Keith.

It’s supposed to storm tonight which I like. When bad weather comes, Paul and I find a movie in our assortment of DVD’s and we cuddle on the couch while we watch it in the darkness.

Besides, I love having sex when the rain is pelting the roof of our house and thunder is rumbling all around us. It’s kind of romantic and makes me feel like Paul and I are enclosed in our own little world. A little bit of lightning to vibrate the windows helps too. Did I say vibrate? There’s an idea. I might get Paul to get our vibrator out and have some fun with me tonight. Paul’s not the only one who enjoys the weekend. And if I decide to mention Keith to him, I’m sure Paul will want to use more than the vibrator.


Chapter Seven

We’d been at each other like a couple of teenagers for over an hour.

After we finished watching a movie together, I had jumped in the shower to freshen up before going to bed. As I toweled off, I took a minute to take a good long look at myself in the full-length mirror. For a change I wasn’t disappointed. I cupped my hands and lifted my breasts, then rubbed my thumbs over my nipples and watched the areola pucker into dark, thick ovals, just the way Paul liked them. Not bad, but also not what I’d have if I had a choice.

My gaze moved down my body and I stared at my flat stomach. No thickening, no belly bump, no stretch marks. I had lost a couple of pounds, and I wondered if all the walking I did at work was responsible for that. I was taking the long walk to the warehouse several times a day now, and I could see that my legs were firmer, too.

My gaze moved lower, stopping at the thin triangle of blond hair between my legs. I kept myself trimmed because Paul liked it like that. I could just make out the little slit hiding under my pubic hair, my clit poking out like a little pink tongue. Paul had told me he noticed that men had a tendency to stare at my eyebrows.

“So,” I asked, “what’s the big deal?”

“Because your eyebrows are blond,” he said. “They’re most likely wondering if you’re a natural blond.” He had wiggled his eyebrows playfully. “You know, they’re wondering if the carpet matches the drapes.”

Ever since he told me that I’ve noticed that a lot of guys do stare at my eyebrows. It’s kind of hot talking to a guy and seeing him staring at them, knowing that he’s wondering if my pussy is covered in blond hair. I had seen Keith staring at them and I wondered if…yeah, knowing Keith, I’m pretty sure he was wondering the same thing.

As I gazed at my reflection I realized I was not as critical of myself as I usually am. Was it because the walking was getting me in shape, or was it having someone pursue me, flirting with me, that made me feel better about myself. It made me wonder.

I had put on my smooth, silky black panties, the ones Paul loved to feel me through. I held up my silk bra and hesitated, wondering if I should wear it or not. But Paul liked seeing me in it so I put it on.

Paul was already in bed when I came out of the bathroom.

“Are we going to bed?” I knew the answer. Paul had filled my wine glass, both times, while we had watched the movie, and I’d had one with dinner as well.

Paul patted the sheets next to him, and said, “I found the vibrator you put under the pillow.” He smiled mischievously.

“I didn’t put it there,” I said coyly.

“It must want to play and it jumped out of the drawer all on its own.” I walked to the bed and got under the sheets.

“What are you doing?” Paul asked.

I looked at him, not knowing what he meant.

“What?”

He lifted the sheet and peered under it.

“You went through the trouble of putting on that sexy outfit and now you’re going to cover it up?” He moaned his approval of what he saw. “It looks great on you, by the way.”

I kicked the sheet off of me, and said, “Better?”

“Yes,” he said, “definitely better.”

My husband rose up onto one elbow and faced me. He used his fingertips to make random patterns on my neck and shoulder, causing goosebumps to rise on my skin. My nipples tightened and strained against the thin material of my bra.

“You have beautiful, soft skin,” he said.

“I’m glad you like,” I moaned.

“Oh yeah.” His fingers snaked under my bra. “I like just fine.”

He gently squeezed my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, slowly rolling it back and forth. I clenched my legs together as an electric current sped all the way down to my pussy. Paul definitely knows how to get me started.

“Damn,” he said. “You have the sexiest nipples in the world.”

“In the whole world?” I said playfully. “How would you know?”

Paul smiled and closed his eyes as his fingers tightened around my nipple. “I know what I like.” He opened his eyes and peeled my bra away from my breasts. “And I like these.”

Damn, he could be sexy without even trying.

Paul took my vibrator out from under his pillow and held it up. It was one of those soft latex ones that look like a real dick, you know, a head, veins, something at the end resembling balls? It was a little big for me, but I like the way it makes me feel so full.

Paul turned the switch and the dildo buzzed. He smiled, and said, “I think he wants to play.”

I couldn’t argue with that. I reached over and turned out the light, and a minute later Paul had me squirming on the bed.

I still had my panties on, but they were soaked. Paul was moving the tip of the vibrator lightly over my silk covered slit. Between the vibrations and the silk against my pussy, I had already come twice. The buzzing suddenly stopped and I gasped.

“What happened?” I looked down between my legs where Paul was crouched. “Did the batteries die?”

“Uh, uh,” he said.

He put his thumbs into the waistband of my panties and slowly slid them down over my thighs. I had to raise my ass off the bed so he could get them completely off, and I saw his gaze settle on my pussy as it came into view. He tugged the panties off my feet and tossed them away.

“Let’s see what we have here,” he said. He dipped his head between my legs.

“Umm,” I moaned when his tongue found my slit.

His tongue moved very slowly, just barely touching my swollen clit. I felt his warm breath against me, and a shudder ran through me as I came again. Paul looked up at me from between my legs, his chin and lips glistening.

“Damn, you are really wet tonight,” he said.

I moaned my agreement. I raked my fingers through his hair and pressed his face against my pussy. “You ain’t seen nothing yet,” I said softly.

I could see his eyes just above my pubic hair flicker as soon as my words were out.

“Do tell,” he said and went back to work.

He pressed his tongue harder against my clit, then slid it down my slit as he pushed his finger just inside my opening, lighting up my nerve endings. A shudder rippled through my body as his tongue flicked my clit and his finger made small circles inside my pussy. I could feel my heated blood coursing through my veins.

A moment later, Paul withdrew his finger and replaced it with his tongue. He used his thumb to massage my clit as he tongue fucked me. I spread my legs and arched my back. I wanted all of his warm tongue inside me. 

My fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him harder against my sex as I moaned and pushed myself against his face. I gushed out another orgasm and listened to my husband slurp it up.

When we first got married I was uncomfortable about the way I came, squirting like I do. We had had sex many times before we were married, but I was always careful not to squirt, I thought it would turn him off. The first time I came with him he was licking me just like he was doing now, only not as good—he’s learned a lot over the years. I was embarrassed until he looked up at me, his face glistening, his eyes wide, and a big Cheshire-cat smile on his face. I was never again uncomfortable about the way I came.

I moaned, as Paul reached under my ass and raised my hips, his thumbs separating my outer lips and held them open. He pressed his tongue flat against my clit, moving it side to side slowly. I gasped as the heat in my belly began to spread through me, and then my pussy clenched around Paul’s finger and my orgasm flooded into my cunt. Paul didn’t miss a beat as my juices washed over his mouth and chin.

With a sigh, my body relaxed and I settled back onto the bed. 

Paul withdrew his finger and used the vibrator against my clit while his tongue moved down and then dove in and out of me. My body tensed, and the warmth of another orgasm flowed through me.

“You are really horny tonight,” he said. “What’s up?”

“Nothing really,” I said, my voice husky. “I’m just happy to see you, that’s all.”

Paul suddenly stopped and looked up at me. He smiled and said, “Nothing really? You have someone in mind for my fantasy, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer. On my way home from work I had decided to tell Paul about Keith, maybe add in a few things to judge his reaction, but now I wasn’t so sure I should. But I had been able to judge his reaction before by telling him stories, so I figured why not. I really wanted to know for sure if Paul wanted this as much as he said he did.

“You’re not saying anything.” Paul gazed up at me. “In case you’re wondering, I hope I’m right. That you met someone, I mean.”

What the hell, why not, I told myself. I pulled Paul’s face against my cunt again. “Maybe.”

It’s all I needed to say. Paul’s tongue slid into me so far I wondered where it all came from. He lapped at my smooth clit, slid his tongue down my slit and licked at my opening. I was shuddering, my hands fisted the bedsheets.

Paul slowed, keeping his tongue moving lightly over my clit.

“Tell me about him,” he whispered.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “You won’t be jealous?”

“Oh shit,” he gasped. “Have you fucked him already?”

“No,” I said quickly.

I was still testing Paul, trying to see if he really wanted me to do this or not. I was using sex to find out. It wasn’t devious, nothing like that, it’s just that I had to know for sure, and this was the best way to find out. I was going to try something new tonight, I wanted to test his reaction.

I smiled down at him and saw him looking at me. “I haven’t done anything with him.” I paused. “Not yet.”

“Not yet?” he said in a hoarse whisper. Before I could answer him, he moved up between my legs and I could feel his rubbery head prodding at my wet entrance.

“Damn Paul,” I whispered as I reached between us and took his cock in my hand. “You are so fucking hard,” I whispered. Precum covered his head.

As soon as his head entered my warm entrance, Paul pushed into me in one long steady thrust. I was so wet that he easily pushed through my resistance until he was completely sheathed in my warm, wet folds. Our gasps mingled in the dark bedroom. I don’t think I ever felt Paul’s cock that hard. Maybe this fantasy was something I should pursue after all.

Paul began slowly rocking back and forth, his cock moving in and out of me, his eyes focused on me below him. A thin smile curved the corners of his lips.

“Tell me,” he hissed. “It’s so hot that you found someone. I was hoping you would.”

Paul was very turned on, his cock was twitching inside of me already, and it was turning me on too. But I was afraid I’d get too caught up in the moment and say more than I should. I had to take this one step at a time.

“We haven’t done anything yet,” I paused, “but we might.”

The words were like a lightning bolt.

“Oh, fuck, Marsha. You’re driving me crazy.” His breaths were coming in short gasps, his thrusts strong and rhythmic.

“I can see that,” I cooed, “or should I say I can feel that.”

“You’re making me really horny,” he said. “So tell me, is it someone from your job?”

“Yeah. He’s someone from work,” I said. I pulled my legs up, pressing the inside of my knees against his hips. “We’ve been flirting a little, that’s about it.”

Paul’s cock throbbed inside me.

“Just flirting?” he said.

“Yes, just flirting.” And then I whispered. “That’s all so far.”

“Is he someone you think you might like to fuck?” he asked.

“Yeah, well, he’s nice, not bad looking.”

“That is so fucking hot.” Paul’s cock twitched inside me again. “Do you think he’s interested?”

Paul was getting very excited. He leaned back onto his knees and grabbed my ankles, putting them on his shoulders. He rocked forward, and I shuddered when I felt him so deep inside of me. He didn’t fuck me like this very often, but I liked it when he did because his cock pushed my lips apart and I could feel him against my clit.

Paul’s cock was beginning to swell, but I wanted to slow him down, to make it last. I was enjoying this too much. In the past when we talked about a made up guy, I got turned on mostly because I could sense that I was turning Paul on. My submissive streak Paul occasionally talked about. But now that we were talking about a real person, a man I worked with who seemed interested, the whole thing took on a new excitement for me.

Maybe it excited me because there was an actual person, someone that it could happen with. But knowing it would never happen removed any stress I would normally feel. It was easier to talk to Paul about this than I had expected. 

My ass was coated in my hot juices, and each time Paul pushed his cock into me he forced more out.

“Your pussy is really slick,” he said. “It feels so hot, so good.”

“Slow down, baby,” I said. “If you finish too soon I won’t be able to tell you about him.” I knew I was getting to him. I loved that I could turn him on like this. I fucking loved it! I was giving him so much pleasure, and it not only made me feel sexy, but it turned me on too. 

Paul groaned and slowed his thrusts. He leaned back on his knees. He took my ankles off his shoulders and held them out wide as he continued stroking me.

“That looks so fucking sexy,” he said. His gaze focused on the place where his cock entered me. “It’s going to be hot watching another man’s cock doing this to you.”

“You’re going to love it,” I said, playing along with his fantasy. “Just imagine watching another man’s prick, hard and glistening from my wet pussy, sliding into me, filling me.”

“I have thought about that so many times,” he said, each word a virtual gasp. “I can imagine how wet you’ll be, I mean, getting a new cock will turn you on, won’t it.”

“You’ll know how wet I am,” I cooed, “when you see his cock glistening with my juices.”

“Fuck! That is so hot.” Paul threw his head back and took a quick, gasping breath.

He was really driving into me again, his eyes clenched and the muscles in his arms tense.

“Slow down, baby,” I whispered, “there’s more.”

It took him a few seconds, but he slowed, taking short thrusts in and out of me, his cock tugging against my cunt.

“Fuck, tell me.” He looked down at me. His eyes looked like they might explode from the heat in them.

“I don’t know if it means anything or not,” I began, “but we went to lunch today. No big deal, but maybe it’s a start.”

“Where’d you go for lunch?” he asked. “I mean, that’s a big place, there must be lots of little private corners to hide in.”

“No, we didn’t have to hide,” I said. “We went out and sat in his van and had lunch.”

Paul’s cock jumped inside of me. A definite reaction. I didn’t think it was possible that he could get harder, but he did. This was all getting to him, turning him on. I decided a little fun was in order. Keith had told me that they were looking for volunteers to work in the warehouse on Thursday and Friday next week.

“If you volunteer you’ll be working under me,” Keith had said while we sat in his van today. He stressed the word under.

The sexual innuendo hadn’t been lost on me. I hadn’t decided to volunteer, but now, feeling how much it turned Paul on, I thought it would be a sexy visual for him to think about.

“Did you guys do anything in his van?” Paul asked. “Did he touch you, did you make out with him?”

I could hear the hope in his voice, and I could feel the hope in his cock, as he twitched inside me again. He leaned over me which pushed his girth against my clit, rubbing it as he kept thrusting slowly, then quickly, then slowly again. It was driving me crazy.

I figured this was a perfect time to really get him going, time to see how worked up I could get him. Time to gage his reaction.

“He works in the warehouse,” I told my husband.

“And?” he said, his voice expectant.

“And he wants me to work in the warehouse with him next week, on Thursday.” I left out that I might also work with Keith on Friday. I’d save that for another night.

“Oh, fuck, baby,” he gasped. “Do it, spend the day working with him. Maybe you’ll get a chance to do something, even if it’s just a little touching. It would be a good way to get things started.”

“Having him feel me up would be easy in the warehouse,” I said, another orgasm began pooling in my belly again. “It’s not well lit and the aisles between these big shelves they have there are narrow and pretty dark toward the back.”

“Oh fuck,” Paul said with a hoarse gasp. His cock pulsed inside me.

He was really pummeling me now, slamming against my pussy lips, his balls slapping my ass. My pussy squished with my juices.

I wrapped my legs around his hips, locking my feet behind his thighs. I felt his weight on me as he lowered himself onto me and reached under my ass and grabbed my cheeks. His fingers kneaded my cheeks as his pace increased. So did the force of his thrusts.

I was so wet my juices were spilling out of me. I don’t know if it was the fucking I was getting or thinking—and talking—about the possibilities with Keith, but I was completely turned on.

I wrapped my arms around Paul’s hips and held on, I knew what was coming. With my legs around his waist, my arms tight around his chest, and his weight on me, I was pinned beneath him. Paul began really rocking into my cunt, driving his hard prick into me, his hands grasping my ass tightly, holding me in place. I could feel his hot breaths on my shoulder as he grunted and groaned. And then he reached that place, the place I looked forward to.

I can’t speak for other guys since I’ve never been with anyone else, but Paul reaches a point where he almost loses control, and I love it, and it’s been happening a lot lately.

He pumped his cock into me, no longer caring about what I wanted. He worked his cock, pressing it up into me, sliding it, pumping hard against me. Each thrust carried a new determination, concerned only with what felt good for him. He was just fucking me, simply fucking and getting ready to empty his balls into me, to fill me with his seed. Pinned under him, I was his whore. I was a receptacle for his sperm. My pussy was his to use.

Paul’s cock swelled and I couldn’t feel his balls against my ass which meant they had tightened, pulled up, filling with his come.

“Yeah, fuck me, baby,” I whispered into his ear. “Give it to me. I want your hot come inside me.”

My hands slid over his back, his skin slippery with sweat.

“Come on, baby,” I cooed. “Just think, maybe next week this guy will be fucking me just like this. He might have me bent over one of those crates, fucking me from behind, getting ready to fill me with his hot come.”

Paul was grunting now, his breaths coming in quick, short gasps.

“Oh fuck, baby,” he said, his voice husky, breathy. “That is so fucking hot.”

“Okay, I’ll do it,” I whispered. “I’ll bring him home and suck his big cock in front of you. I’ll bring him in here and let him fuck me in our bed. Is that what you want me to do? Is it?”

“Yes, that’s what I want.” Paul drove his cock into me, his rubbery head hitting my cervix each time he slammed into me.

Paul could hardly talk, his cock was plunging in and out of me. My pussy clenched around him and my juices ran down my ass. I could feel his body beginning to tense.

“You want to see me on my knees in front of him? Is that what you want, baby? You want to see me suck his cock?”

I was on a roll and I was making him very horny. And it was turning me on, too. Talking about a made up person was one thing, but putting a face to the fantasy was getting me hot. Keith’s smile kept sweeping into my mind’s eye.

I wanted to feel Paul’s come spurting into me so I kept at it. “You want to watch me suck him real good, make him hard and horny so he’ll fuck me good? So he’ll fuck me in our bed? We’re going to have to change the sheets when he’s done with me, the wet spot will be huge.”

“Yes,” Paul hissed. “That’s what I want. Oh, fuck that is so hot.”

That’s all he needed. He plunged into me one last time and sheathed his throbbing cock as deep into my wet cunt as he could get, burying his cock to the hilt. I felt him swell, spasm, and then the heat of his orgasm began spreading in me.

Paul laid still, moaning loudly, his body shaking with his orgasm, his cock twitching as he shot load after load into my waiting cunt.

I could feel the sticky warmth of it deep inside me. I reached around his hips and grabbed his ass, feeling his cheeks flex each time he shot into me. I pulled him against me, as his cock spread his seed along the walls of my pussy. There was so much cum it dripped out of me and down my ass even though he was still pumping more of his seed into me.

Paul’s cum mingled with the juice of my orgasm as we laid there, pressed together, our sweat mingling between our bodies, the sound of our heavy breathing filling our dark bedroom.

A moment later our breathing slowed and Paul lifted himself off me. I looked down between us and watched as his cock slid out of me. A rope of cum was attached to his head, the other end was inside my pussy. As he moved back it broke, the sticky stream falling onto my pubic hair. It looked sexy to see his cum glistening on my pubic hair. 

It took us a while to catch our breath and slow our heartbeats, but eventually Paul rolled off of me and we laid together quietly, lost in our own thoughts. Paul’s breathing was regular, his gaze lost somewhere in the darkness.

The storm had passed, but distant lightning flickered weakly against our bedroom window, far off thunder rumbled softly in the distance. I don’t know what Paul was thinking at that point, but I had made up my mind about something.

If this is what talking about another man fucking me did to my husband, imagine how horny he’d be if I actually did it. My mind was made up, well, mostly anyway.

If Keith was willing to go along with what Paul wanted, if he wanted to fuck me, all he had to do is let me know.


Chapter Eight

I hopped out of the shower and toweled off quickly, I didn’t want to be late. It was Thursday and I would be working all day in the warehouse. If I liked it I planned to ask for a permanent assignment there. Wearing jeans and tennis shoes to work every day appealed to me. So I wanted to make a good impression, and being late would make that difficult.

I blow dried my hair and without thinking, I leaned in close to the mirror and began applying my makeup. I paused and asked myself why I was bothering. I was only going to work in the dusty warehouse. But I knew exactly why I was doing it. Keith would be there, and we would be spending the entire day working together. He had even called me in my office the day before to tell me that he had seen the assignment sheet and we had been paired together. I had wondered if that was coincidence or if he had arranged it.

“We’re going to have a good time, darlin’, he had said teasingly. “There’s lots of dark places down here.” He laughed. “You’re not afraid of dark places, are you?”

I went along with the joke. “I’ll be fine in the dark, Keith, especially with a big, strong, he-man protecting me.”

“But who’s gonna protect you from me, darlin’?”

I felt my skin warm at his words. I had to change the subject.

“What makes you think I meant you?” I asked.

“Oh, you’re going to be fun,” he said, “lots of fun.” 

Keith and I had been joking and flirting like that for going on three weeks now, and I was getting used to it. I kept a close eye on what was said, not wanting things to get out of hand until I was sure Paul really wanted me to do this. Regardless of how hot it made my husband, I was still nervous about how he’d react to the reality. But I was also enjoying Keith’s double-meaning comments, the sexual banter and the attention was flattering. 

But the flirting, while getting more personal, didn’t seem to be going anywhere serious. I was having fun, and it was exciting to have a man other than Paul notice me. And Keith seemed to be having fun, too. He flirted with all the women he worked with. Besides, he hadn’t made a serious pass yet, so I didn’t think there was anything to worry about. I didn’t think I’d have to make any important decisions about what to do. But I had to be honest, part of me was disappointed that Keith had no interest in anything more serious than flirting.

I finished my makeup and took the clothes I was going to wear out of my dresser. When I opened my underwear drawer I hesitated. Mmm, what to wear, I asked myself. It didn’t really matter what I had on under my jeans, no one was going to see them. Right? I told myself I was being silly for even thinking about this and pulled out a pair of white cotton panties and put them on. Jeans and a pullover shirt, my tennis shoes, and I was ready to go. I checked my makeup in the mirror, ran my fingers through my curly hair one last time, and then left for work.

I was looking forward to a day of doing something different. Sitting behind a desk all day, well, not all day since I was making regular trips to the warehouse, was boring. Moving around, doing something physical, would be a nice break from the regular grind. And interacting with Keith would be fun.

When I arrived at the warehouse Keith was standing with a group of his co-workers, a clipboard in hand. Keith smiled at me and he didn’t even try to hide his gaze as it moved over me. The men standing with him did the same thing. It was flattering to have the attention of all these guys directed at me. It made me feel attractive, desirable.

Keith held the clipboard out to me. “Here, take this, darlin’.” He didn’t even say hello.

“Well, good morning to you, too,” I said. He didn’t say anything. Had I done something to piss him off?

We began walking toward the back of the warehouse where the men kept a pot of coffee brewing.

As we walked, Keith said good morning and smiled at me. “I’m sorry, I was distracted by your jeans.” His gaze moved to my crotch. I looked down hoping I wouldn’t see a camel toe, but there was nothing to see.

Relieved, I said, “If you like these jeans, you should see my other pair.”

“Tight are they?” he asked.

“Very,” I said.

With his eyes staring into mine, he said, “So wear them tomorrow so I can see how good you look in them.”

Without even thinking, I said, “I will.” He flashed that sexy smile at me and I blushed. I felt my skin warm when he took one more long look at me before turning away.

The morning was uneventful. Keith and I kept the banter to a minimum because there were other pairs of workers taking inventory just like we were. But I caught him looking at my ass a couple of times, and he glanced at my crotch a few times. Was he wondering if there was blond hair under the denim? Probably, knowing him. At lunch time, Keith asked if I had made plans.

“No, I brought my lunch like I always do.”

“Let’s have lunch together,” he said.

“Are we going to Chez Chevrolet?” I said

Keith looked at me, confusion clouding his eyes for a beat before he spoke.

“Oh, yeah, I get it.” He tilted his head and laughed. “Yeah, if that’s okay with you.”

“That’s fine. Can we listen to Willie Nelson again?”

“I don’t see why not, darlin’.”

We sat in Keith’s van listening to Willie singing his songs of lost love. Keith sat in the driver’s seat, me in the passenger seat. Behind us, four captain’s chairs circled a small table.

I looked around the back of the van. “You could live back there, you know.”

Keith turned and followed my gaze, then turned to me and fixed me with his warm gaze. “We could do a lot of things back there,” he said.

We? Did he just say we? My skin tingled and my face warmed.

I didn’t reply to his remark, not because I hadn’t caught it, but what he said was pretty specific, “We could do a lot of things back there,” not I, but

we. All kinds of sexual visions paraded through my thoughts, all of them involving padded captain’s chairs and sex in a van.

I let the moment pass, finishing my coke and tossing everything into a bag on the floor. We sat there, both of us silent. I was turned on thinking that Keith was probably—hopefully?—visualizing me and him in the back of the van. Maybe in his thoughts he had me bent over one of those cushioned seats, fucking me from behind. Or maybe he’s thinking he could sit in one of those chairs while I was on my knees in front of him sucking his cock. I felt myself get warm between my legs and forced myself to stop thinking like that. It was one thing for Keith to have those thoughts, but I shouldn’t be thinking like that too.

Luckily, Keith changed the subject.

“So how long have you lived here, darlin’?” he asked.

“About a year, maybe a little less.”

“How do you like it?” he asked. “It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?” His gaze moved out toward the surrounding mountains.

“It sure is,” I said, “especially in the fall.”

“Yeah, the colors are something, that’s for sure.”

“The mountains look like the mountains I saw in Switzerland,” I said.

“Switzerland?” Keith’s voice was filled with surprise. “You’ve been there?”

I turned and looked at him. “Yes, when my husband was in the army we lived in Germany for two years.” I noticed that his eyes went to my wedding ring when I mentioned having a husband. What did that mean? He knew I was married, that wasn’t it. Was it the ring that was keeping him at bay? If so, I had to keep wearing it.

“So the big city girl has been everywhere,” he said jokingly.

“Big city girl?” I said. “What’s that about?”

“Everybody knows you moved here from up north.”

“Well, yeah, we lived in a big city before moving here.”

“So, that makes you a big city girl.” Keith chuckled. “You know Tom? He works in the parts room?”

“Yeah, older guy, grey hair?” He nodded. I knew who he was talking about. Tom was in charge of the area where they stored the especially expensive parts. They wanted to keep a close eye on that particular inventory. “What about him?” I asked.

“Well, keep in mind that this is him talking, not me, okay?”

I had never known Keith to hesitate to say anything. I couldn’t imagine Tom being anything but a gentleman, so what could he possibly have said that made even Keith hesitate.

“Okay, no problem,” I said.

“Tom said that city girls are really good in bed,” Keith said. He looked at me. “He actually used a different phrase, more descriptive, but I don’t know if I should say it.”

“You?” I said and laughed. “Since when do you bite your tongue and not say what’s on your mind.”

“On my mind?” Keith said. “Well, I guess it’s on my mind too.” The smile.

“Okay, so out with it. What did Tom say? Exactly?”

Keith was silent for a beat, then he said, “Tom said that girls brought up in the city, city girls, have a more liberal outlook about sex. Tom said—and remember these are his words—that ‘city girls can fuck better than country girls.’”

A buzz of excitement went through me.

Tom was an older guy, not someone I could be attracted to. But it was strangely flattering, exciting even, that other men in the warehouse were looking at me, thinking about me in a sexual way.

“That’s interesting,” I said flatly. Keith continued.

“Now, I gotta say that country girls, at least the one’s I’ve known, are pretty wanton in bed.”

“And city girls?” I asked.

“Never been with one.” He turned to me and gave me that wicked smile. “Not yet, anyway.”

My heart beat a little faster and butterflies took flight in my belly. My scalp tingled. His remark definitely sounded suggestive to me.

When I turned to him, I saw the heat in his eyes, or was it hope I saw, and they were trained at me as he waited for me to respond.

I kept my eyes on his as I said, “You never know. You might get lucky one day.”

Keith’s smiled widened. I couldn’t believe I had said that. Talk about double meaning, was it me that was being suggestive now? But the words were out before I could stop them.

“I’ve always had pretty good luck,” Keith said. He kept his gaze on me for a beat before he turned away.

We both laughed.

We sat quietly for a minute or two and then Keith asked me about Germany.

“I bet it was beautiful over there in Germany.”

“Yes, very beautiful.”

“Did you bring back lots of souvenirs?” he asked.

“A few,” I replied, letting my thoughts wander to my prized possession that we brought home with us. “But the best thing I bought was an old grandfather’s clock. It was something like a hundred years old when we bought it.”

“Really?” he said. “How do you know how old it is?”

“There’s a little marker inside the cabinet that tells you when it was built and who built it.”

“Huh,” he grunted. “I have a grandfather’s clock. Been in the family for I don’t know how long.”

“Have you ever looked inside?” I said. “There’s probably something there that will tell you when it was built.”

“I’ve never looked for it,” he said, “But I’ve been all through that thing, inside and out. I never did find anything like you’re saying.”

“Now that you know what to look for, maybe you’ll find it.”

“Or better still,” he said. He looked at me. No smile, no smart-ass remark. Just a look. I thought there was some hopefulness there, but how would I really know?” “Maybe if you’re free for lunch tomorrow we can go to lunch again.”

“Don’t you think people are going to start talking about us, Keith?” I said. “I mean, we sit in your van almost every day now. People see us, there’s no telling what they’re saying.”

“Fuck em,” he said, surprising me. Keith was no saint by any means, but he hadn’t used that word before. “If they’re not talking about us they’re talking about someone else.” He stared out the window at the small group of people sitting at the picnic tables. “Most of them are fucking around themselves.” He turned back to me. “Anyway, darlin’ I wasn’t talking about lunch in Chez Chevy.”

“Really?” I said.

“I want to show my appreciation for working with me in the warehouse so I thought I’d take you to a real lunch in town.”

“I’m flattered, Keith,” I said.

“And since we’ll be driving right by my house,” he paused, “maybe we can stop in and you can try to find the tag, or whatever you call it.” He turned and looked out the front window. “That is, if I can’t find it myself tonight.”

I stared at him for a long beat. Me and Keith alone in his house? Two things would be needed if something were to happen between him and me. First there had to be desire. I was pretty sure that was present—for both of us, even though I wasn’t ready to admit it to myself. The way Keith looked at me, the constant sexual innuendo, the inadvertent touched. He liked putting his hand on the small of my back when he led me somewhere, and our hands had touched as we passed things to each other. Innocent, yes, but he seemed to look for ways to touch me.

I’d probably never do it, but thinking about it did turn me on.

The second thing that was necessary was the opportunity. Going to Keith’s house tomorrow would certainly provide that. Did he really have a clock he wanted me to look at? Or was it just his excuse to get me alone in his house?

There is a fine line between fantasy and reality. It’s not always easy to recognize, but I think I’ll know when I reach it—if I reach it. Nothing has happened between us yet, and there was nothing to indicate that it would. But damn, I asked myself, how far was I going to let this go? I wasn’t positive that Paul really wanted this. Oh, he thought he did, that was obvious. But there was that fine line I mentioned earlier. How far is too far?

I must have been lost in thought for too long. Keith spoke up.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” he said. He jerked his thumb toward the picnic tables. “I mean if you’re worried about what they might say.”

“No, Keith,” I said. “I just lost my train of thought, that’s all.” I smiled. “I think it’s very nice of you to offer to take me to lunch, and I accept. Thank you.”

He didn’t mention stopping off at his house and neither did I. But I could feel it. It was the elephant in the room—or in the van, in this case.

He looked at his watch and said, “We better get back, we don’t want to be late.”

“No, that would hurt my chances,” I said as I opened the door and stepped out.

“Hurt what chances?” he said when he came around the van and joined me.

“I’m going to try to get assigned to the warehouse on a permanent basis, so I want to make a good impression.”

“That would be great.” Keith’s gaze moved over me. He leaned back so he could see my ass. “You’re making a good impression right now.”

I slapped his arm playfully.

“Don’t you ever stop?” I laughed. He turned and fixed his gaze on me, and I could see the concentration on his face. I’d never seen this serious side of him. My heart skipped a beat when he replied.

“Stop? I never stop until I get what I want, darlin’.” His eyes move over my body again.

Before I could recover and respond, my coworker, Gloria got out of her car and joined us as we walked back to work.

“Hi Keith,” she said. The smile she gave us was warm and friendly, playful. “I hope Keith’s not bothering you, honey,” she said.

“No, Gloria,” I responded. “He’s the perfect gentleman.”

“The perfect gentleman? Ha!” She said. “I’ve never heard him called that before.”

“Hey, Gloria,” Keith said. It was obvious they knew each other and were friends. “I’m just showing Marsha the ropes, that’s all.”

Gloria looked at me and said, “Watch out for him, hon. He’s broken a lot of hearts around here.”

“Marsha is too sweet,” Keith said, causing me to blush. “She’s just not the type to fool around. She’s too wholesome.”

Wholesome? Not the type? Wasn’t that the reason Paul said men didn’t hit on me? I actually felt my shoulders sag with disappointment. Keith was only playing. I was not the ‘type.’ I was disappointed, even though the stress I felt about being at his house tomorrow faded.

Wholesome! The word filled my thoughts. Part of me was relieved. I wouldn’t have to worry about recognizing that line, the one I wouldn’t be able to un-cross. But I also remembered that spending time with Keith alone at his house, even if it would be innocent, had made my pussy moist. This was all so confusing.

The afternoon went by quickly.

“See you tomorrow.” I said as Keith and I separated in the parking lot. He to his van, me to my car.

“Okay.” He waved, then stopped. “You know you’ll be working under me again tomorrow, right?”

“Yeah, I know.” I smiled, letting the double meaning pass. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Wholesome? The last time Keith said I’d be working under him, it made my skin warm. But this time his double meaning didn’t do anything but confuse me.

“Me too,” he said and gave me that hot smile again. “And I’m looking forward to seeing you in those jeans you told me look so good on you.”

I had forgotten about that. I also thought about how tight they were, and how if I pulled them up just a little, especially if I was wearing skimpy panties underneath, the faded denim rode right up between my pussy lips. Talk about a camel toe!

“We’ll see,” I called to him two cars away. “We’ll see.”

“Okay, city girl, I hope I do see.”

With that he waved and walked to his van, leaving me looking at him over the roof of my car as he unlocked his door and stepped inside, then turned and gave me his smile. That fucking cocky smile!

“Tomorrow,” I mumbled. Why bother wearing those jeans, I asked myself.

Sure, it might be fun to have Keith ogle me, maybe even get him excited. But after his remarks this afternoon I didn’t think it would make much difference anyway. Not the type, my ass, I thought. I was having fun flirting, and knowing the men in the warehouse were talking about the sexual prowess of a city girl and meaning me, and with men staring at my eyebrows and thinking about… Well, maybe I’d just show Keith and the others just what they were missing. It might even be fun.

I was lost in thought as I drove home. I thought about all the things that had transpired since coming to work here. Meeting Keith, his flirting and sexual remarks, the way they had become more and more specific. It didn’t mean anything to me anymore, not since this afternoon. That damn word, wholesome, had erased it all.

But the more I thought about it, the more I thought I had been naïve. Some men just like to flirt, and then when they know they have reached a certain point where they know they can take it further, they don’t. The knowing is all they need to stroke their egos.

Was Keith content just to flirt? Was he like the dog that chases a car down the street but doesn’t know what to do with it when he catches it? Was that Keith? He had to know I was interested, but he didn’t know what to do about it?

Was his remark about city girls being good in bed his way of bringing up a sexy conversation? And then when that conversation took on a little heat, he had changed the subject to Germany, grandfather clocks and how beautiful the mountains looked?

Was I confused? Fuck yes. Add to that confusion my uncertainty about Paul’s real desire; did he really want to see me fuck another guy? Or was that just fantasy? Had I painted myself into a corner that I wouldn’t be able to wiggle out of?

My stomach tightened and my ears buzzed. I had never been with anyone but Paul, and when he had first brought it up I didn’t think there was any way I could ever do it. And maybe I still couldn’t. Maybe I didn’t even want to. But maybe I did. See what I mean about being confused.

What did I want? When I was honest about that question, it created a fear that told me to be careful, very careful. But it also brought on that familiar warmth pooling deep in my belly, and it made my pussy wet. And it had nothing to do with Paul.

Talk about painting yourself into a corner.


Chapter Nine

When I got home I was glad that Paul had a late flight and would not be home until after ten or so. I needed time to think, time to sort out all the confusing thoughts that I couldn’t rid myself of. I poured myself a glass of wine, sat in my favorite chair, and took a deep, cleansing breath. I closed my eyes and my first thought was of Paul.

Wasn’t it Paul’s fantasy that got all this started? My husband loves me, I know that, and I love him. Paul wanted to see me with another man, and I wanted to please my husband, I wanted him to fulfill his fantasy. Hadn’t it been Paul who said that I’d make a good submissive because I derived my pleasure from pleasuring him? Paul knows me better than anyone else in the world, so he’s probably right.

Doing this for him was me being submissive to the point that I was comfortable with. Of course I wanted Paul to be more dominant, more demanding when it came to sex, and maybe I looked at this as a beginning. Maybe if I did this Paul would see that I was willing to do almost anything if he would just show me what he wanted and then became assertive about me doing it.

It came to me that at first I didn’t think I’d be able to actually fuck another guy, not even with Paul’s okay. But then I realized that it was after I met Keith that my attitude toward this changed. Had I reached the point where I now wanted to do it. For me? And now I was disappointed that Keith wasn’t interested in anything more than flirting. 

I actually felt my stomach settle when I convinced myself that Keith and all his flirting was harmless. I wondered if I should tell Paul that the guy I had in mind isn’t going to work out. It might disappoint him, but maybe it would make him feel better when I told him I didn’t want to be with another man, no matter how much he wanted me to.

But I saw how turned on it made him just talking about it, visualizing it. What would the real thing do for him? I love Paul entirely and, call it submissive or just crazy, but I had begun thinking that if I did this for him, it would be like I was giving him a gift.

And then there was Keith. If Keith hadn’t come along I think the fantasy would have faded over time. But Keith did come along and now that was another matter. He had a great sense of humor that I liked. He was good looking, not male model good looking, but he wasn’t hard to look at either. Physically he is what I like in a man. He has a hard, flat stomach, unlike so many of the men I saw at work with their beer guts and bad teeth. He was flirty, aggressively so, and I thought that meant that he would take the lead in getting something started. I could never imagine myself saying to a man, not even Keith, “Hey, would you mind fucking me while my husband watches? No, that wasn’t even a possibility.

I tried to imagine how it would go. Maybe one day while Keith and I had lunch in his van I could bring up Paul’s fantasy, see how he responded. Begin the conversation by asking him if he has ever heard of that popular fantasy. Maybe he’s even done it before. But I didn’t think I could just bring it up like that, you know, take a bite of my sandwich and a sip of my coke and then just bring it up? It seemed to me that it would be much easier if we were in a more intimate situation. Like being alone with him at his house tomorrow? But I didn’t put much faith in that, not after the comments he made to Gloria today.

If Keith thought I was too wholesome, not the type, then he would not be the one to break the ice. I had a feeling this had gone as far as it was going, and I was okay with that. Mostly.

Keith. I thought about his smile. Damn, that mischievous, suggestive, sexy smile that sent waves of warmth through my body every time he flashed it my way. How odd that when I first met him I didn’t like him at all. But he had done something for me that I was never able to do for myself, something even Paul couldn’t do for me. Call it a second opinion if you like, but when someone other than your husband compliments you it carries more weight. He won’t be in trouble if he says, “No, that dress doesn’t make your ass look big, your ass is big.” Do you know any husbands who would try that. Yeah, me either.

Keith had erased most of my self-doubts about my body. He had replaced it with a desire that at first was unwelcome, and then later hoped for. The truth is that Keith’s attention, his flirting, his inadvertent touching, because it was coming from someone other than my husband, made me feel attractive, desirable. It made me feel like a sexy woman.

I finished my glass of wine and went into the kitchen to refill the glass, but decided I’d have my second glass, my limit, after a much needed hot shower.

I turned the knob, making the water as hot as I thought I could stand it. I stepped into the spray as steam rose around me, condensation coating the bathroom walls and clouding the mirror. I could feel myself relax, my stress going down the drain with the water.

I took the shampoo bottle, tipped a puddle of it into my open palm, and then lathered up my hair. I used my fingernails to scrub and massage my scalp, and a cloud of sudsy bubbles covered my head. As I worked the streams of lather ran down my body, slipping between my ass cheeks and running down between my legs.

I stepped back under the shower and rinsed my hair, using my hands to wash the soap away. I turned so the spray hit my back and I gently lathered the coarse hair between my legs. I thought about all the times I had caught Keith staring at my eyebrows, and I felt a slight stirring in my stomach. Had Keith been wondering if, as Paul had said, the carpet matched the drapes.

A big part of me hoped he was. I sighed. I knew that Keith and I would probably remain friends for as long as I worked at Dynasty, but that’s as far as it was going. I had to stop thinking of Keith in a sexual way.

I squirted some liquid body soap into my hand and rubbed it on my body until foamy suds slid down my legs ran down the drain. I smiled when I compared the creamy white rivers of suds to a man’s cum. Keith’s come. Was I losing my mind? Or was I just suppressing my emotions, my desires?

My hand slipped between my legs and my long nails grazed the soft skin of my inner thigh. My pussy warmed as a vision of Keith’s smile formed in my brain. That fucking smile.

With a cloud of lather filling my palm, I cupped my pussy and watched the suds spew out around my hand and run down my thighs.

“How’s that for a visual, Marsha,” I mumbled as I pressed my hand tighter against myself and more creamy bubbles floated out.

I slipped a finger between my folds and gently pressed it against my clit. My finger was warm and the soap created a lubrication that let my finger glide over my nub. As I rubbed myself slowly I thought about Keith. I had to admit that the thought of fucking him turned me on. I gasped as I pressed my finger harder against my engorged clit.

I knew I shouldn’t think about Keith while I did this, but I’m not doing any harm fantasizing about it, I told myself. I slid the tip of my finger inside my pussy and my breath caught as I thought about the things Keith and I would do if he pulled me to him and kissed me. I imagined his hard body pressed against mine, his thickening cock pressed against my thigh. I inserted a second finger between my folds, sliding both of them back and forth, trapping my engorged clit between them.

I moaned softly, and I could feel my legs begin to shake, so I sat on the edge of the tub and spread my legs wide. I couldn’t help but smile when I looked down at the blond hair covering my wet pussy.

“You missed your chance to find out, Keith,” I moaned as I slipped first one finger and then the other into my soaked pussy.

I was so warm inside, so wet. It felt good to feel my fingers pushing my cunt open as they slid into me. I pressed my thumb against my clit and used my other hand to cup my breast, tweaking the nipple with two fingers.

I imagined Keith running his hands all over my body, feeling the rough skin against my smooth flesh. A fire sparked deep inside me, and I knew just what to do to turn it into a raging fire.

I slid my soapy fingers in and out of my hole faster, letting my thumb ride against my clit. The thumb of my other hand grazed across my nipple and I watched the acerola thicken into dark pink ovals as my fingers tightened around them.

I imagined Keith unbuttoning my blouse, his hand moving over my breast, kneading it, finding my nipple under the material of my bra and pinching lightly. I increased the speed of my fingers, pushing them deeper and faster, tightening my fingers around my nipple, just like Keith was doing in my head. I pinched harder and harder until I could feel the ache deep inside my pussy. My juices had washed away the soap, leaving only my slick, glistening fingers pumping into me. In my head, Keith’s hands had moved to my ass, squeezing my cheeks as he pressed me against him.

My insides were on fire—liquid fire. I put the tip of a third finger against my opening and pushed it in only until it reached the place where my nerve endings waited, charged and ready to ignite. My thumb kept up its pressure on my clit.

I pictured myself standing before Keith, my bra unhooked and hanging loose, Keith’s hands cupping my tits, my body trembling.

I could hear the rush of blood in my ears, and my heart beat against my chest so hard I thought it would break out. My breathing came in strangled gasps as I felt the liquid heat seep into my cunt. My fingers moved more freely in my slippery hole as I increased their thrusting.

Fuck, it felt so good.

I knew what I needed to finish, what would put me over the top.

Keith’s smile—that fucking sexy, sensuous, dangerous smile. I pictured Keith sitting in his van looking across at me, his wicked smile warming me as he said, “We can do a lot of things back there.”

My pussy tightened and grasped at my fingers as they thrusted into me. We, he had said. We could do a lot of things back there. The heat in my belly spread, coating my fingers, running out of me. I kept up the pressure of my thumb against my clit and embedded my fingers deep inside my cunt. I clenched my trembling legs together, trapping my hand with my thighs.

Unable to move my hand, I curled and uncurled my fingers inside my pussy, massaging the place where I was most sensitive. My body shook so violently that my legs flexed, opening and closing involuntarily as my juices coated my thighs, making them glisten in the light.

The running water drowned out my groans and grunts as my orgasm throbbed through my pussy, soaking my fingers and making a squishing sound.

“Oh, Keith,” I mumbled between my gasping breaths. “Fuck me Ke—”

I froze.

My fingers stopped moving and I pulled them from between my legs. I could hear my raspy breathing as I sat there as still as stone, and all those intense feelings that had been rumbling through me quickly faded away. I stared at the tiles on the wall across from me. Had I just called Keith’s name as I came? In the heat of my orgasm I couldn’t be sure. But that was bullshit and I knew it. I know there’s a big difference from actually fucking someone and fantasizing about them while I fingered myself, but in my lust I had called the name of someone other than my husband’s.

I stood, my thoughts muddled. What the hell had just happened? Sure, I was visualizing Keith as I fantasied, but calling Keith’s name made this different. I felt guilty. Calling out for Keith made me feel like I had just cheated on Paul.

I rinsed off under the shower and got out of the tub. After I put on one of Paul’s t-shirts, I sat in the living room and had a second glass of wine. And then a third. I was so deep in thought that I didn’t hear the front door open.


Chapter Ten

“Honey, I’m home,” Paul said in his best Ricky Ricardo impersonation.

“Jesus! Paul!” I said, “You scared the hell out of me.” I looked at the clock. It was past ten. Was I that spaced out over what had happened?

“Sorry,” he said. He tilted his head as he looked at me. “Are you okay?”

“I must have dozed off.” I yawned.

“Oh. That’s too bad.” I could hear the disappointment in his voice.

“What’s too bad?” I asked.

“I was hoping I’d catch you awake,” he said and sat next to me on the sofa.

I knew why he had hoped I’d be awake. The guilt of what had happened in the shower seeped into me. Would having sex with my husband erase that guilt? I wanted to try.

I smiled at him. “I’m awake now,” I said.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure,” I said. “Your request is my command.” 

Paul stared at me. I stared back at him. Would he catch my hint?

Probably not.

Paul had no clue about how much I wanted him to dominate me. I mean, he worried about pinching my nipples too hard, even though I was asking him to do it. I could tell him, explain it all to him, but for it to work, for it to have the proper effect, it had to come from him, not from me. I had read that a Dom would never ask his sub for permission to dominate her. How strange those words sound to me. I wasn’t talking about a life style here, all I want is for my husband to be more domineering in the bedroom. He could hold authority over an airplane crew, but now on a single woman, his wife. 

When he smiled I thought of Keith’s smile and what had happened earlier. I pushed the visual away.

“Well,” he said. “I was hoping we could go to bed and talk a little.” 

“That sounds good to me,” I said. “What do you want to talk about?” I said in my best effort to sound innocent.

“I want to hear all about the guy you told me about last time,” Paul said. A line of red moved up his face. “You know, the guy you met at work?”

I nodded and smiled. We only talked about his fantasy when we were in bed and having sex. Was that a sign that this was only fantasy? Nothing more?

“Sure hon,” I said. “But you know it’s just fantasy, right? He’s just someone I know.” I hoped I was hiding my disappointment as I said, “He’s a nice guy but nothing is going to happen with him.”

“Okay,” Paul said and knelt in front of me. “As much as I wanted this fantasy, I never really thought you’d do it anyway.” He took my hands in his. “But who knows, maybe one day we’ll find the right guy and we’ll do it.”

“I know, hon,” I said and stood. “I know it’s what you want, too.”

“Yes,” Paul said. “And I think it’s what you want too.”

His words startled me. He just said he thought I’d never have sex with another man while he watched. What the hell? Didn’t that mean it was just a fantasy? And when he said that it was okay with him if I did find someone, was that his way to make it all sound real again? If that wasn’t enough to confuse me, his next comment was.

“I know it’s what you want, too.”

What the hell did that mean? Okay, I had been getting very excited when we talked about his fantasy, especially since I had met Keith. But Paul didn’t know Keith was a real person. Did he?

But it wouldn’t matter anyway, I told myself. Nothing would happen tomorrow. Keith thought I was too wholesome, not the type, so he wasn’t trying to get me alone in his house for some reason other than to look at his old clock. 

“Let’s have a glass of wine,” Paul said.

“That sounds like a good idea,” I replied.

My head was spinning. When Paul first told me about his fantasy I knew I could never actually do it. And now that I thought I could, Paul seemed to hint that it was just a fantasy. Besides, Keith wasn’t interested, of that I was sure.

I felt relieved, but part of me, was disappointed.


Chapter Eleven

I sucked in my stomach and zipped up my jeans, the one’s Paul said make my ass look good. The one’s I had told Keith about yesterday. The jeans I hoped would make him stop thinking of me as wholesome. I was beginning to hate that word because it diminished the way I had begun seeing myself.

With my mind a million miles away, I stared into the mirror and pulled a brush through my wavy hair. What the hell are you doing, I asked the image staring back at me from the mirror. Neither I, nor the image, had the answer. 

As I brushed,  my thoughts filled with confusion and what if’s. I wondered why I was making such a fuss. Applying makeup, making an effort with hair that wouldn’t cooperate, wearing jeans so tight they looked like they had been spray painted on. All that to work in the warehouse? No, that wasn’t it. I would be with Keith all day, and even though I knew nothing would happen, I still wanted to be attractive, sexy. I wanted to be noticed.

And there was more.

I was wearing my black thong. I had only bought it because Paul had asked me to, and I had only worn it outside of our house once, at Paul’s request. It had turned him on to sit across from me at the restaurant knowing I was wearing so little under my dress.

But a thong isn’t the most comfortable thing. The small triangle of satin covering my pussy had a tendency to ride up between my lips. All this effort for a day working in the warehouse? No, that wasn’t the reason and I knew it.

Paul stepped behind me and circled my waist with his arm. He rested his chin on my shoulder and our eyes caught in the mirror. I hoped he wouldn’t see the nervousness shining in my eyes.

“You look great in these jeans.” He tightened his embrace a bit.

“Thank you,” I said. I lowered my gaze, breaking eye contact, and I gave a slight wiggle of my ass hoping it would hide the slight trembling of my body. “It’s the jeans, right?”

Paul pressed his hips against mine.

“Yeah, it’s the jeans,” he said, his breath caressing my ear. “But it’s also who’s wearing them.” He placed s soft kiss on my neck. “You look especially nice this morning.”

“Thank you, hon.” I turned my head and kissed his cheek. “But I still think it’s the jeans,” I said playfully.

Paul took a step back and looked at my ass. The jeans hugged every nook and cranny of my ass. They were Paul’s favorite and I waited for him to ask why I was wearing them to work. I worried that I didn’t have a good answer.

“Hmm…” he hummed as if he was mulling over the answer, then, “Yeah, it’s definitely the jeans.”

I turned in the circle of his embrace and put my arms over his shoulders.

“Did you enjoy yourself last night?” I asked.

“Yeah, it was hot.” He gave a little push of his hips. “It was definitely hot.”

“Good answer,” I said. 

“I want you to know something.” Paul used his serious voice—what I call his Captain’s Voice.  “If you ever get the chance to find somebody to do what I asked you to do? With another guy? I really want to do it.”

“Are you really sure you want this?” I asked. I hoped he would say yes. I hoped he would say no.

Paul’s cock came to life against my thigh.

“Yes,” he said. He kissed me lightly on the lips. “I’m sure.”

I looked over his shoulder, not wanting him to see my eyes as I answered.

“Okay, if I ever find someone I’ll do it,” I said.

“You never know,” he said, “it could happen.” His embrace loosened and he looked at his watch. “I better hurry,” he said, “Fred is dropping his car off at the Ford dealership for repairs and I told him I’d pick him up.” He kissed my neck and said, ”I love you.“

After I heard the front door close I sighed with relief and my thoughts went to the night before.

We had done something different last night. A new game, a new scenario.

After another glass of wine, Paul had invited me to join him in the shower. Standing under the warm spray, I couldn’t help but stare at the place where I had sat just hours before. There was no sign that I’d sat there, of course, but a visual of me rubbing myself as my orgasm spilled down the side of the porcelain tub formed in my head. I swore I heard my voice calling Keith’s name.

I used the bar of soap to lather up Paul’s body, paying particular attention to the growing member between his legs. It didn’t take long before Paul suggested that we rinse off and go to bed.

Minutes later, our bedroom lit by a single candle, Paul told me to lay back on the bed and get comfortable, I knew what was coming. After all the frustrations, concerns, questions, and disappointments, I was ready to lay back and let him tend—his term, not mine—to me. And Paul knows how to tend. Thirty minutes and four orgasms later, I told Paul it was his turn.

It didn’t take long before I had Paul squirming and moaning, his hard cock glistening with my saliva. As I sucked him into my mouth, his stomach muscles flexed as he rose up on his elbows and looked down at me.

“Show me how you’re going to suck the guy from the warehouse,” he whispered. “Show me how you’re going to do him.”

“Really?” I said coyly. “You mean like this?” I sank my head down, taking in as much of his cock as possible.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned. “Damn, he’s going to love this.”

I used my saliva as a lubricant, my hand spreading it over his throbbing cock as my mouth moved up and down his shaft. 

“And like this?” I dipped my head lower and took his cock in, all of it. I felt his body quiver when I squeezed his head into my throat. When I came up to breathe, tears rolled down my face, a gag reflex from having his cock so deep in my throat. “You think he’ll like that?”

Paul groaned. “He’s going to get the best blow job of his life, isn’t he?”

“Yes, he is,” I said and then I filled my mouth with his cock again.

This went on for about twenty minutes before Paul’s seed exploded into my waiting mouth. I caught every drop of his seed, letting it pool in my mouth until his spasms ended. I looked up at him, and with our eyes locked together, I let his cum drip out and slide down his still-hard cock.

A choked gasp escaped from Paul as his head fell back onto the mattress. I sucked him deeper, slurping his cum back into my mouth before letting it slip from my mouth again. His head rose off the mattress and he watched as I used my tongue to spread his sticky cum over his cock and balls. It’s what Paul called a sloppy blow job. I just called it sexy, and fun.

Paul’s body relaxed onto the sheets.

“Damn, Marsha,” he said, his voice deep and husky, “You really know how to suck a cock.”

I thought Paul deserved a good blow job. With Keith out of the picture, Paul wouldn’t get his fantasy fulfilled, not anytime soon, anyway.

I shook the memory of last night away and took a last look at herself in the mirror.

“What the hell are you going to do, Marsha,” I asked the image staring back at me from my mirror.

But I didn’t need to get the answer from anyone but me. I know what I wanted. Even though it wouldn’t happen, I wanted to fuck Keith.

I would be working with Keith all day, and I had no idea what to expect. Part of me wanted him to take me to his house, strip the clothes from my body, and then fuck me. But part of me was more realistic. Keith would not do any of those things—I was too wholesome, not the type. I was relieved, I was disappointed, and above all else I was confused.

I took a quick look in the mirror, sighed, and then I left for my second day in the warehouse.


Chapter Twelve

“Ready to go, darlin’? Keith asked.

We had spent the morning working together, and Keith wasn’t himself. He was quiet, nervous, preoccupied and withdrawn. He smiled at me, but not the smile—not the one that set my skin burning. Not once. And what surprised me the most was that he didn’t comment on my jeans. I’ll admit that I was disappointed. All that trouble trying to look good, trying to catch his attention, for nothing. I could feel my thong wedged up between my lips which only added to my discomfort. It’s a good thing no one could see the thong, I felt foolish enough as it was.

Keith unlocked his van door, and pulled it open, then walked around to the driver’s side, leaving me standing there. I didn’t expect him to help me into the vehicle, but… hell, I didn’t know what to expect from him anymore.

I got into the van and Keith started the engine, and without any conversation he drove out of the parking lot. If we were going to Jenson, the nearest town that had a restaurant, we would have turned left. Keith turned right.

I looked over my shoulder. “Where’s the diner?”

“It’s in Jenson,” he said. “But I thought we could stop at my house first. I want you to see my grandfather’s clock.” He turned to me and the nervousness in his eyes was unmistakable. Instead of his usual slow southern drawl, the words spilled from him quickly. I had never seen Keith so nervous.

“I looked for that little tag you told me about? You know, the one that might have the date on it?” I nodded my understanding. “I couldn’t find it so I was hoping we could stop off at my house and have a look, see if you can find it. If that’s okay, I mean.”

I stared at him for a beat and saw the beads of sweat forming at his hairline. “That’s fine,” I said, “I don’t mind, and we have time.”

He didn’t smile, but I saw his gaze move down to my jeans. He turned his eyes back to the road without saying anything more. Who was this guy, certainly not Keith. The Keith I knew was confident, smooth, casual. The Keith I was now looking at was the opposite.

A minute later, Keith turned onto a narrow road where all the houses sat on large pieces of land.

“I hope you’re not an axe murderer,” I said with a smile. I hoped the joke would brighten Keith’s demeanor. As soon as he turned and looked at me I knew something had changed.

“No, darlin’,” he said. “I might want to do a lot of things to you, but none of them involve an axe.” He smiled.

Fuck, there was that smile! Keith, wherever he had spent the morning, was back.

My stomach tightened when he drove onto a gravel driveway and pulled to a stop. Keith turned off the ignition but neither of us moved. We just sat there listening to the engine tick as it cooled. A moment later, Keith sighed and got out of the van.

The house was bigger than I had expected.

“You live in this big house all alone?” I asked as I followed Keith up the three steps to the porch.

“No,” he answered. “I mean, yes.” He finally got the key into the lock, but stopped. “What I mean is, it’s my house, but a friend of mine has been staying with me. There’s plenty of room so that we don’t get in each other’s way.” He unlocked the door.

When we stepped into the house I put my hands in my pockets, hoping to hide my trembling fingers. Keith closed the door. I swallowed hard and my heartbeat picked up speed when I heard the door lock click into place.

Why did he lock the door?

“Would you like something to drink, darlin’?” he asked. “I have coke, water, sweet tea?”

“Sure, a coke would be nice,” I said.

Keith’s eyes moved to my jeans as he spoke. “The kitchen is through there.” He pointed to a doorway. I could see a refrigerator on the far wall.

I looked at him, my eyes narrowed questioningly. “You want me to get it? What had happened to southern hospitality?”

He chuckled. “I just want to watch you walk away,” he said. “Those jeans look fantastic on you. You have a great ass.”

Heat spread through my body, warming my skin.

“Thank you,” I said. “I wondered when you were going to notice them.”

“Oh, darlin’,” he said, sucking in a breath, “I noticed them the minute you walked into the warehouse this morning.”

My scalp tingled and my face reddened. I stepped toward the kitchen and Keith fell in behind me, and I could feel his eyes peeling my jeans off my body. I was getting wet, and I had to be careful, but I liked that the real Keith was back. For some reason I liked that he had noticed my jeans but said nothing until now. Had he been thinking about my ass all morning? It made me feel sexy that I had caught his attention.

“The coke is on the bottom shelf,” Keith said when I reached the refrigerator.

I looked at him for a beat before I understood. Keith had flirted with me in the past, but he had never been this open about it. I liked this new brazenness.

I opened the refrigerator door and saw the cokes on the bottom shelf all the way in the back. I looked over my shoulder and said, “You put them there on purpose, didn’t you?”

Keith smiled, put his hands out in surrender. “I don’t know what you mean, darlin’.”

Okay, he wants a show, I’ll give him a show, I told myself.

I bent at the waist and leaned over as I reached for the cans of coke. I could feel the denim material stretch across my ass and tighten around my thighs. My pussy throbbed when I looked back over my shoulder and saw his eyes glued to my denim-covered butt.

When I stood, I said, “Did you see enough? Are you happy?”

He leaned against a cabinet and crossed his ankles. “Let’s see.” His gaze moved over my tight jeans. “No, and yes.”

“What are you talking about,” I asked.

“Well. You asked if I had seen enough and my answer is no. I’d like to see more, much more.” He gaze moved back up to my eyes. “Your second question was if I was happy. The answer to that is, yes, I’m happy.”

I gave him a sideways glance. “What are you happy about?”

Keith just smiled.

We stood there staring at each other, my heart beating against my ribs, the sound of blood rushing in my ears so loud I was sure he could hear it. The heat in my stomach spread and I could feel the liquid warmth flow into my pussy.

The air crackled with sexual tension, the way the air feels just before a thunderstorm. A moment later, and without saying anything, Keith walked away. When I didn’t follow, he stopped and looked back at me from the kitchen door.

“Are you coming?” he said. “It’s in here.”

I watched him walk through the small living room and turn into the hallway. I wondered if he was leading me to a bedroom or just into the living room.

After a brief hesitation I followed him.


Chapter Thirteen

I had always thought it was too much of a coincidence that when I mentioned owning an old grandfather’s clock that Keith also owned one. I had wondered if Keith had made it all up, an excuse to get me here. But if there really was a clock he wanted me to look at, then he wasn’t using it as an excuse to get me here, and we were just flirting, playing, as usual. She’s just not the type.

A wave of disappointment moved through me when I turned into the hallway. There it stood. It ticked, its pendulum swung. It was old. It was real. Inviting me to search for the date in his clock was not a ruse after all. It wasn’t an excuse to bring me here. Wholesome. I felt foolish and disappointment sagged my shoulders.

“What do you think?” he said.

I gazed at the clock but didn’t really see it. I used the time to collect my thoughts. Finally, the ticking brought me out of my reverie.

“You’re right,” I said, my gaze taking in the silver face and the shiny pendulum  swinging in a small arc. “It is old.”

‘Yeah, I figure somewhere around a hundred years old.“ He stared at the clock. “But I’m not for sure on that.”

“It certainly looks that old,” I said. “I mean, it’s in good condition, but look at that wood. The grain is so pronounced. It’s been well cared for, but it’s definitely old.”

The clock was tall and looked heavy. I could see my reflection in the wavy glass in the door. It was a beautiful clock, but seeing it there brought on a reality. Keith hadn’t lured me here at all. He really did want me to help date it.

But the air was still charged with sexual tension, I could feel it as I stood next to Keith, my eyes taking in the old clock. There is a clock, I told myself, so there’s nothing to worry about. I wasn’t brought her under false pretenses so that Keith would have me alone. No, it had all been in my head, in my imagination. Not the type.

It really didn’t matter, I told myself, because I didn’t intend to do anything with Keith. I had already made up my mind about that. I wasn’t sure enough about what Paul really wanted. And while sometimes I thought I’d like to see what it would be like to fuck Keith, I didn’t think it would be a good idea, especially since Paul and I hadn’t talked specifically about it. To Paul, Keith was not a real person, he didn’t know I was here with him, so that made the person and the timing wrong. It didn’t matter that I was here alone with Keith, it was still the wrong place.

I wasn’t the type, anyway, right? I was too wholesome. Isn’t that how Keith felt?

I let out a long sigh. I wouldn’t do anything even if Keith tried. While that thought disappointed me, it also made me feel better. I relaxed.

“It’s definitely old,” I said as I stared at the clock. “And it’s big, too.”

“Yes, it is,” Keith said. He shot that lecherous smile at me. “But does size matter?”

He was flirting again. I turned to him and saw his eyes on my ass. “Not to me,” I said. “But I’m probably not a good judge of that.”

“Really?” His eyes met mine and held. “Why is that?” I didn’t answer, but neither did I look away from him.

Something was about to happen.

I knew what I needed to do, and I knew I better do it soon. Say something complimentary about the clock, I told myself, and then walk away. Keith would tell himself what he already knew. Marsha is not the type. We stood at an invisible precipice, the clock ticking into the silence, and all it would take for something to happen was for one of us to take that short step over the side.

What did Paul mean when he said if an opportunity arose I should take it. An opportunity for what? To bring a guy home so Paul could watch us. That’s what it meant, and I knew it. But the desires rushing through my body saw it another way. Couldn’t it mean that an opportunity meant that I could fuck Keith right now, right here, and it would be okay, as long as I told Paul about it later? No, that was my longing making excuses. I knew what I wanted to do, and no matter how I spun it, it no longer had anything to do with Paul’s fantasy.

I looked at Keith and I knew he was just as turned on. An impressive lump bulged in the front of his jeans. And right now liquid heat was flooding into my pussy. I lowered my gaze to the floor.

I shuddered when Keith put two fingers under my chin and lifted my face until our eyes met again.

“I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” He might have taken my silence for disapproval, rejection. “I probably misread you,” he said. “Or maybe it’s those jeans.” He looked down at my legs and smiled. “Damn, darlin’, you are so fucking hot!” He took a step toward me and I felt my pussy throb.

“But, Keith,” I said softly. “I’m married.” I had to tell Keith that this was about Paul. I had to make sure Keith would go along with what my husband wanted, and I’d do it right now before it was too late. “It’s my husband,” my voice trembled, “he has been asking me to—”

“Fuck it,” Keith said with a sigh of resignation, stopping my words. My stomach quivered as he took another step toward me. “I just gotta take the chance or I’ll regret it for the rest of my life.” He leaned in and kissed me as his strong arms circled my waist.

I stepped back, but Keith kept his hold on me and together we collided with the clock, its components shaking with a high-pitched rattle. It didn’t stop the kiss.  

Keith’s lips crashed into mine and I could feel the heat of his body as he pressed himself against me. I leaned up, put my arms over his shoulders, and crossed my wrists behind his neck. Okay, I’ll let him kiss me, no big deal, but that’s it. Nothing more.

Keith curved his body against mine, and when his embrace tightened I could feel his erection against my thigh. Jesus, I have to stop this, I told myself as his hands slid down the curve of my back and he cupped my ass cheeks. My skin warmed as his cock twitched against me.

I’ll give him just a moment longer, I thought. But his body felt warm against mine, and I liked the strength I felt in his embrace. When I opened my mouth slightly, his tongue slipped between my lips and worked into my mouth. I have to stop this, I have to, I told myself. But I was getting hot, and my pussy was filling with desire. But this wasn’t the plan. Paul isn’t here. I’ll stop him—soon. 

My pussy was growing wetter while all these thoughts ran through me. What if I fucked Keith only to find out later that he wouldn’t fuck me while Paul watched? What would I say to my husband, sorry hon, I fucked this guy but he isn’t into doing it while you watch? Shouldn’t I have found that out first, before I found myself lying on my back with Keith’s cock buried in me?

I didn’t matter really, because this is as far as it’s going. I’ll stop him now, before it goes any further. I won’t have sex with him, not today, not now, not here. I’ll let him kiss me, feel my ass, rub his hard cock against my thigh. But this isn’t going any further.

But I didn’t stop him. 

Keith’s hands slid up my back, his nails scraping lightly over my hot flesh. What the hell are you doing, I asked myself for the umpteenth time today. Go to lunch and tell Keith about Paul’s fantasy. If Keith doesn’t want to do it, fine, at least no harm has been done.

But then I remembered all those nights when I was home alone and Paul was on an out-of-town layover. He’d call me late at night, and I’d hear music playing in the background, men’s voices, and women’s laughter.

“I’m at a club with the flight crew,” he said, his words slurred. “We’re having a few drinks.”

Is that why Paul said I should go ahead if a situation arouse? Had he taken advantage of situations? Is that why he said I could?

Was that going to be my excuse for doing something I knew was wrong?

It didn’t matter. Another minute and it would stop. But I’ll allow myself that one more minute to feel desired by an attractive man, another minute to feel his cock against my thigh—one more minute of feeling sexy. And then I’d stop him. I know I will. 

Keith’s arms tightened around my waist and without even thinking, I pushed my hips against his bulge, rubbing myself on it. Damn, it felt big, and hard.

Behind me, the clock ticked and its pendulum swished softly as it swung back and forth. Keith’s tongue worked its way into my mouth, his cock throbbed against my thigh, and all my concerns, all my unanswered questions, scattered like so many dried autumn leaves. I couldn’t stop him. I wouldn’t stop him—I knew that now. I knew now that whatever was going to happen, would happen. This was no longer about Paul. I was about me.

And I wanted it to happen.

I put my hands behind his head and combed my fingers into his hair as I pulled him to me, moaning softly into his mouth as I gave in to his kiss. I leaned against him and moved my hips side to side against his bulge as our kiss deepened.

There is no way I could stop him now. 

Keith’s hand moved up my thigh and under my blouse, his palm warm against my smooth skin as it moved up to my breast. He squeezed it gently before sliding his hand under my bra and pushing the soft material off my breast.

I gasped as Keith’s fingers tugged on my hard nipple, twisting it gently as he pinched it at the same time. I was so wet, and I was sure he could feel the heat of it as I began grinding myself hard against him.

Our breathing quickened. Keith brought his hand around between us, and when he cupped my mound I clenched my thighs together, trapping his hand there. His other hand worked my breast, and my pussy quivered each time he pinched my nipple between his fingers. It was like an electric current had passed through my nipple and down to my cunt.

“Your pussy is so hot,” he moaned into my mouth. ”I can feel your heat through your jeans.” I replied by moaning softly and sucking his tongue back into my mouth.

Keith’s hand moved up to my waistband. He struggled to get his hand inside my jeans, so I reached between us, unbuttoned my pants, and slid my zipper down. I grasped the waistband and pulled it away from my quivering stomach, allowing Keith’s hand to slide easily down and under the skimpy material of my thong.

I shifted my legs, spreading them a little, making it easier for his fingers to comb through the neatly trimmed hair between my legs. His finger slid between the folds of my pussy and into my liquid heat. Jesus, I thought I’d come right there on his hand.

Keith moaned and leaned away, our lips separated.

“Oh, darlin’,” he said, his voice hoarse. “You are so ready for me.”

I smiled nervousl, and pulled him into another kiss, curving myself against his body. I slowly rocked my pussy along his finger, letting my juices drip into the palm of his hand.

I backed away just enough to allow me to reach between us. I unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped him, and then I put my hand down his pants. My fingers combed through a thick nest of pubic hair, and I felt my heartbeat kick up a notch when they reached the thick base of his dick. I had never felt another man’s cock, and I wanted to explore. I wanted to feel it, see how it differed from Paul’s cock.

I moved my fingers up his length, feeling it thicken even more about halfway up. Keith worked my clit, as my fingers continued to explore him, moving up until I felt the sticky precum coating the head. His cock throbbed once when I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze. Keith moaned in pleasure and his finger went deeper into me.

The velvety skin felt warm against my palm as I gently stroked his cock. He was long and thick, and it throbbed again as I gave it another gentle squeeze. I leaned back and gazed at him, my skin burning, my ears buzzing.

“You’re a big boy, Keith.” His cock pulsed against my palm again. I raised an eyebrow, showing approval. “And you’re ready for me, too.”

“Yes I am,” he said softly. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you.” I gasped when his finger slipped deeper into my wet folds. “You’re tight,” he said. “Do you like a cocks?” he asked.

I felt my hot juices dripping out of me. I would never have initiated any of this, but now I wanted it, I needed it.

“I don’t know,” I said. I moved my fingers along his warm shaft. “I’ve never had one this big.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Never?”

“I’ve only ever been with one guy.”

He raised an eyebrow. “That makes this all the more special, darlin’,” he said.

He groaned when I took my hand out of his pants and looked into his eyes, desire spreading through me like a wildfire.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

“Oh, no.” When I pulled his hand out of my pants his fingers glistened with my juices. “Does this place have a bedroom?”

“It sure does, darlin’.” He nodded his head toward an open door behind me.

My heart beat wildly, as Keith smiled down at me, that crazy sexy smile. My clit throbbed when he put his hand on the small of my back and led me to the bedroom.


Chapter Fourteen

I pulled my blouse over my head and tossed it onto a chair in the corner. My bra quickly followed. Keith sat on the edge of the bed and watched me wiggle out of my jeans, his eyes glued to my satin-clad crotch. He beckoned me over and I stood in front of him, my body trembling, my skin tingling, my clit throbbing.

It was sexy standing naked in front of him like this, my heaving tits exposed, my quivering pussy only inches from his face.

I reached to pull off my thong, but Keith grasped my wrists, stopping me.

“Wait,” he said, his eyes moving over my trembling body.

He stared at my thong like someone studying a gift and wondering what was under the wrapping. He looked up at me and smiled, then slowly turned me around. His ran his hands over my ass before reaching up and putting his thumbs under the waistband of my thong. He slid them down over my hips and let them fall to my ankles.

His hands were warm against my cheeks as he ran them over my flesh, kneading and squeezing gently. His fingers trembled as he held my waist and slowly turned me until I faced him again. He looked into my eyes and smiled.

“You okay, darlin’?” he asked.

“I’m fine, why?” I was more than fine, really.

“You’re shaking,” he said. “I’ll stop if this isn’t what you want.”

“No, don’t stop,” I said, my voice just above a whisper. I put my hands on his shoulders, hoping that would hide my trembling. It didn’t.

His eyes moved down my body, stopping for a beat on my breasts. 

“Wow,” he said as his eyes moving lower. “You are beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I said.

His eyes moved lower, stopping at my pussy, so close his warm breath caressed it each time he spoke.

“I wondered, you know,” he said.

“Wondered about what?” I knew what, but I wanted to hear it from him.

“Ever since the first time I saw you,” he said, his eyes focused on the hair between my legs, “I wondered if you were a true blond.”

I smiled. “You wondered if the carpet matched the drapes?” I asked.

“Yeah, something like that,” he said.

I smiled. “Does it matter?”

“No, not at all.” He looked up at me, the heat and desire filling them was unmistakable. Our eyes caught, and his voice was husky when he spoke. “No, darlin’, I’d fuck you good either way.”

My cheeks warmed and I inhaled a shuddering breath. When I clenched my thighs together to try to stem the flow of my juices, Keith looked up at me.

“Don’t hide it, darlin’,” he said. “You’re beautiful.”

I stood in front of Keith naked as the day I was born. His gaze moved over my body, an approving smile on his face. It surprised me that I felt no shyness about my nakedness. My desire had pushed my inhibitions. I put my hands on his shoulders to hide my trembling as I stared down at him. Jesus! How I wanted him. 

Keith grasped my hips and turned me until I sat on the bed. He got down on the floor between my legs and gently pushed my knees apart. I was completely open to his gaze. Completely vulnerable. My body shuddered when I felt his hot breath caress the inside of my thigh, as he gently kissed his way toward my quivering pussy.

He reached between my legs and used his thumbs to spread my lips. I felt my face warm with embarrassment as he stared at me for a beat. But then, a shuddering breath escaped from me when he pressed his tongue against my swollen clit. His mouth was warm, and I arched my back, pushing my pussy up to him. Offering myself to his mouth.

I sucked in a breath, as he began working his tongue, swirling it just inside my opening, sucking gently at my clit. He was good at this, talented, attentive. He seemed to know where to go and how long to stay there.

I raised my head and watched him going at my pussy, his eyes closed, his fingers touching me, pushing into me, giving all my sensitive places just enough attention to bring my entire body to life.

“You are very good at this,” I said between ragged gasps.

He looked up from between my legs, his lips glistening. “A woman taught me how to do this.”

“She taught you well,” I said. “You definitely know how to eat pus—” My breath caught and stopped my words as his tongue slipped into my opening. Damn, he really was good at eating pussy.

As Keith’s tongue continued working my pussy, I felt the heat pooling in my belly. I knew that if he kept this up I’d come soon. His tongue dove in and out of my wet pussy, and he used a finger to stroke my engorged clit. I could feel the liquid heat moving in my core, spreading, steadily getting closer to my cunt.

Keith’s tongue and finger exchanged places. His finger slid into me, curling up and back against the bumpy spot that was so sensitive. He had me squirming, my hips moving without my willing them,

Keith replaced his tongue with a finger. He probed the inside of my pussy, curling his finger and pressing it against the sensitive bumpy spot just inside my opening. I was squirming, my hips moving involuntarily, my gasps loud. He was driving me crazy. I wanted to thank the woman who had taught him so well.

I grasped the sheets in my hands and groaned, bucking my hips off the bed, pressing my soaking cunt against his face. Keith applied a little more pressure and began sucking on my clit. That was all I needed.

I tried to hold back the flow of my orgasm. I remembered what Paul had said, “Some guys like a squirter and some don’t” Which category did Keith belong to. I would be embarrassed if my squirting grossed him out. But he was doing me so good, had me so hot, I just couldn’t stop myself. It was like I was losing control.

My orgasm shuddered through my body. I tossed my head from side to side and I pulled my legs wide as Keith flattened his tongue against my clit and applied pressure. My juices flowed out of me, gushing and soaking his mouth and chin, as our moans of pleasure mixed. My head fell back against the sheets and my body relaxed.

“Hell, darlin’,” Keith said from between my legs. “Are you a squirter?”

I felt my face redden. “Yes, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that.”

“Hell, don’t apologize,” Keith said enthusiastically. “I love it.”

I sat up and grasped his muscled arms.

“It’s your turn,” I said, “let me show you what I’m good at.”

Keith sat on the edge of the bed and I got on the floor in front of him. He scooted up as I pulled his jeans down his legs and tossed them aside. I gently pushed him back onto the bed, then tugged his underwear down his legs and tossed them aside too. When I turned back to him I gasped in appreciation. Keith’s cock rose up from a thick patch of black hair and bobbed only inches from my face.

His cock was hard, and blue veins crisscrossed it before disappearing under the wide ring surrounding his purple glans. Precum glistened at the large hole at the tip of his bulbous head. My fingertips barely met as I wrapped them around the wide middle of his shaft, and his meaty head stood proudly above my fist. His cock throbbed with strength as I tightened my grip, and it felt powerful beneath the smooth skin of his prick.

He was longer than Paul, but not by much, but he was much thicker. Stop comparing this cock to your husband’s, I scolded myself. 

I liked the way Keith’s cock swelled out impressively in the middle of his shaft, and he was even thicker at the base. A strange thought entered my mind as I gazed at it. Keith’s cock was shaped like an old fashioned coke bottle, only longer.

His cock throbbed in my hand, and it excited me that I was able to get him so hard. I thought of it as a measure of his desire, and that made me feel sexy. But he would have to be gentle with me until he gave me time to get used to his size. My pussy throbbed as I wondered what it was going to feel like when he stretched me with this thing. Jesus, would it even fit inside me? 

I rose up onto my knees and ran my tongue along the underside of his cock up to the sensitive ring below his glans. I grasped the shaft and the hardness beneath his velvety skin throbbed. I wanted to taste him, feel his powerful cock in my mouth. Staring at Keith, I licked my lips, and then I took his head into my mouth and sucked the precum from its tip.

“Oh, darlin’,” he moaned. “That feels so good.”

I slowly sank down on him, taking as much of him as I could, the head nearly filling my mouth. I sucked gently, pressing my tongue against the sensitive underside of his cock just below the flare of his head. I moved up, then slid back down, taking him deeper into my warm mouth each time.

His cock glistened with my saliva as I stroked it slowly. I licked down one side of his shaft, sucked the head into my mouth to taste his precum, then I liked down the other side. I loved feeling his velvety skin against my tongue. I stroked him slowly, spreading my saliva, my tongue going lower, and until I was licking his balls. He  gasped loudly as my tongue moved over his sack, and his body shuddered when I took one of his balls into my mouth and gently sucked it, swirling my tongue around it, as my hand continued to slowly stroke his slippery cock.

“You’re weren’t lying,” he said, his voice raspy, “you are good at this.”

I replied by moaning and giving his cock a gentle squeeze.

It excited me to know I was giving Keith so much pleasure, and I felt sexy knowing he wanted me. I took his cock back into my mouth and cupped his balls. I looked up at him and let his head pop out of my mouth. “I like sucking cock,” I said. In response, Keith put his hands on my head and nudged me back down until his cock slipped past my lips and into my mouth. 

I continued to suck his rigid dick, taking it deeper each time I slid my mouth down on him. When I felt his cock pressed against my throat, I took a breath around his shaft and then lowered myself down. I couldn’t take all of his head into my tight throat, but I wasn’t ready to give up yet. I moved up, letting my saliva coat his cock, then used my hand to spread it over his shaft.

I took a deep breath and went all the way down his hard cock. When his meaty head hit my throat, I pushed down harder until his head slid into my throat and my nose pressed against his pubic hair. My muscles reacted with a spasm that almost dislodged him, but I held on, repressing my gag reflex as I held him tightly in my throat. When I began making swallowing motions, Keith groaned and arched his back, his hips lifted off the bed.

I kept swallowing, my throat muscles massaging his rubbery head until it swelled, causing my muscles to tighten around it, forcing him out. My eyes watered as I sucked in a breath, then went back to sucking his cock, tasting the cum oozing from the hole at the tip. I slowed, breathing around his shaft as I sucked.

“Damn, darlin’!” He hissed. “That feels amazing.”

I took him out of my mouth and stroked him, lightly pumping him from his thick base to his rubbery head as I caught my breath. “You like that?” I asked.

“I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I licked my lips and sucked his cock into my mouth again, tasting his cum—there seemed to be a steady flow of it. I lowered my mouth on him until his head pressed into my throat. His fingers entwined in my hair as he moaned with pleasure. His cock stiffened so I slowed down. I didn’t want this to end so quickly. I wanted to see what a cock this big would feel like in my pussy. Keith must have felt the same way, because he sat up and pulled my head off his cock.

“You have to stop that or I’m gonna come,” he said. “Come on, get on the bed.”

I did as he said.

I laid on the bed with my legs spread, waiting, my pussy throbbing, and my eyes staring at the heavy cock bouncing between his legs as Keith climbed onto the bed. He got on his knees and shuffled between my legs moving up until I felt his cock against my slit. 

He jabbed anxiously at my opening as he tried to mount me, but his cock pushed past my entrance and slid over my sensitive clit. His breath came in jagged gasps as he prodded and probed me with his erection. When I reached down and grasped him, his skin was warm, and his cock throbbed between my fingers.

I guided him to my opening, holding his shaft and rubbing his head in my moisture, lubricating him. He shifted his hips so that his cock pressed against my opening, and then I gasped with pleasure as I felt myself expand around his rubbery head.

Jesus! It was only his head and I already felt so full.

“Fuck!” he hissed. “You are so tight, darlin’.”  He pressed harder into me and I put my hands against his hips and held him back.

“Go easy,” I whispered. “You need to let me get used to your size.”

He caught his breath and I felt his body relax.

“Sorry, darlin’, I can’t help it,” he said, his voice husky. “You feel so good. Your pussy is so warm.”

He pushed against me again, going slowly, moving his head in and out of me in short thrusts, spreading my juices and lubricating his shaft. He pushed in a little more and I felt myself begin to loosen around him. I spread my legs wider.

“Give me a little more,” I said softly. But I didn’t take my hands away from his hips as he pushed a little more of his cock into me. I wanted to feel all of him inside me, but we had to go slow.

“Your cock feels good,” I said, gently pushing my hips up to meet his shallow thrusts.

“You feel good, too, darlin’,” he whispered. “You’re so warm and wet.”

I could feel him pushing against my hands, but I knew I couldn’t take all of him—not yet. It wasn’t the length, it was the thickness that scared me. But his thrusts were becoming more determined, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold him back much longer, and I felt sexy knowing he wanted me so badly. My cunt was on fire, and I was eager to feel all of his cock inside me. I was ready.

I let my hands fall away from his hips. “Okay,” I said in a voice just above a whisper. “Give it to me,” I hissed. “I want to feel all of you, but be gentle. Please.” My entire body shivered with desire as I waited for what I knew was coming.

He slipped his hands under my arms and gripped my shoulders. Staring into my eyes, he lowered himself onto me and I felt my pussy swell as it filled with his thick cock. I gasped and sucked in a breath, as I dug my fingers into his back.  

I expected pain, but I felt only pleasure. My muscles clenched reflexively, trying to push him out of me, but his hands were gripping my shoulders so he held himself firmly in place

He took slow, shallow thrusts into me, using his wide glans to massage my inner folds. I could feel my pussy begin to open for him, making it easier for him to move in and out of me. I felt full each time he buried his cock in my wet pussy, but that that feeling was replaced by a void when he withdrew, preparing for another plunge.

His prick was big and hard, and I have never felt so full. So vulnerable. So completely taken. 

Keith began a slow rhythm. Each time he pushed into me his girth spread my labia, exposing my engorged clit, allowing his dick to slide over it. I knew it wouldn’t take long, not with my clit throbbing against his driving shaft.

My body tensed as a pool of liquid heat filled my belly and began spreading through my insides. When I came, my muscles flexed my juices gushed and pushed his cock out of me. Keith moaned as we both reached for his cock.  

“Sorry,” I gasped. I guided him back into my freshly lubricated cunt.

He stared down at me, a smile curling his lips.

“Did you just come again?” he asked as he moved slowly over me.

“Yes,” I said, gasping for breath as his cock worked in and out of me.

“I thought so.” He picked up his pace. “How many times can you do that?”

“All afternoon.”

“Really?” he said.

“Keep fucking me like this and I’ll prove it to you.” I gasped as he pushed his cock into me with more force.

“Damn, darlin’,” he said. “That is so hot.”

“I can’t help it,” I whispered. “I’ve never had a cock as big as yours. It feels good inside me.” He must have taken that as my way of telling him that he’s bigger than Paul, which he is, of course. But I didn’t mean it like that, but it didn’t matter; it had an effect on him, one I liked.

“Yeah?” He pushed deep into me, forcing my pussy lips open. I shuddered as his length slid against my sensitive clit. “You like my big cock?”

“Yes, I do,” I moaned. “It’s so thick. It feels good.” I felt another orgasm gathering in my belly.

His cock pulsed inside of me and his pace quickened. I pulled my legs up and reached around him, grabbing his ass and pulling him against me. His determined thrusts pulled moans from deep inside my chest. 

“Yes, fuck me,” I groaned. ”Just like that. You’re going to make me come again.” Keith moaned with pleasure as my hot juices washed over his thrusting dick. “Did you feel that?” I asked when my orgasm subsided and my breath returned.

His thrusting increased again, and a wet squishing sound came from between us, as my warm juices slid down my ass.

I shuddered with pleasure as he buried his cock to the hilt and began grinding side to side. I could feel his meaty head moving around inside me, as his chest hair scraped against my pebbled nipples.  

My worry, my anxiety, all my uncertainty vanished, replaced by pure desire, pure lust. 

I pulled at him, spreading my legs wide as he pressed his thick cock into my steaming folds. His body stiffened and I knew we had reached the place I love. All that seemed to matter to Keith now was emptying himself—into me.

He began fucking wildly at my cunt, grunting with each powerful thrust. I could tell that he was no longer interested in my pleasure, only his. I liked knowing that it was me who had made him so greedy about his needs. I liked knowing I was providing him with pleasure. 

I clung to his muscled back, moist with sweat, and tried to open myself up to him, wanting all of him, as he worked toward his own orgasm, filling his balls in preparation for emptying them into me. I wanted his cum inside me, sticky, slippery, warming me.

Short, high-pitched gasps escaped from me with each forceful thrust of his prick. I felt his shaft thicken and his balls tighten, as he continued pumping into me. I wrapped my legs over his hips and pressed my feet against the backs of his thighs. Being locked against him like this, my pussy open to his thrusts, my cunt ready to accept his hot sperm. 

My pussy walls tightened around his driving cock as I grasped the hard muscles of his upper arms and held myself I place, giving him my pussy to use as he wanted. He rocked above me, his chest heaving against mine.

“Fuck me, Keith,” I whispered hoarsely into his ear. “Give me that big cock, come on, fill me with your cum.”

I met each of his thrusts, opening myself to accept all of him. I have never felt myself stretched like this before. I was dizzy with lust. 

Keith slammed into me, fucking me with bone shaking ferocity, his thrusts nearly violent now. He curled his body over mine and fucked up into me, deep, hard, determined, and greedy. It felt pinned to him.

“I’ve never had a cock as big as yours,”  I hissed as I held on to him, keeping myself under him, writhing against him as he shoved his prick into me. “Fuck me with it, come on, make it your pussy.” I urged him on, waiting for the sticky warmth of his cum.

And then his body tensed against mine.

He threw his head back and a low guttural sound came from deep inside his chest. With a final, powerful thrust, he plunged into me, burying his fat prick to the hilt in my hot cunt, as his body shuddered against mine. Lying there under him, his chest heaving against me, I felt his cock pulse, and then I felt the heat of his orgasm. His hot seed spread through me, sticky and thick.

He collapsed against me, but his cock continued to spasm as his sperm flowed into my pussy.

We laid like that for some time, dizzy with lust. With a groan, Keith rolled off of me and laid by my side, his leg laying languidly over mine. His cock felt sticky against my thigh.

“Wow,” he said. “That was amazing.”

I was silent for a moment, lost in my thoughts, thinking about my husband. What would I tell Paul? Should I tell him? Lying here next to another man, both of us naked, his cum oozing from my quivering pussy, was not the time to be thinking about my husband. I’d have time for that later, so I pushed the thought away. Lost in my thoughts, I hadn’t replied to Keith’s comment. His eyes narrowed with concern and he raised up onto his elbow and stared at me. I returned his gaze.

“Was it okay?” he asked. “I mean, I know I got a little crazy, but damn, Darlin’ you felt so good.”

I smiled. “”It was amazing,” I said. “And I don’t think you got a little crazy. I think you were enjoying fucking me. And I’m glad you did, I’m glad you liked it.”

“Liked it?” Keith said, raising an eyebrow. “Shit. I just learned the truth about something.”

It was my turn to raise an eyebrow.

“Remember what Tom said,?” Keith smiled. “You know, about city girls and all that?”

“Yeah…” I let the word fade.

“Well, he’s right.” Keith reached out and gently rubbed his finger over my sweaty nipple, bringing it back to life. “City girls,” he gave my nipple a gentle tweak, “at least this one, fuck better than country girls.” He smiled wickedly. “I can’t wait to tell him he was right.”

“What!” My eyes widened.

Keith held his hands out in surrender. “I’m only kidding, darlin’,” he said, “I’m only kidding.”

I raised up onto my elbow and stared back at Keith.

“You can never tell anyone, please,” I said, my voice tight with concern.

“Oh, darlin’, why would I tell anyone?”

“I don’t know,” I said. I put my finger under his chin and raised his face to mine. “But promise me. Not a word about this to anyone.”

“I promise, darlin’,” he said, “I promise.”

Twenty minutes later, Keith called work and told them he was having car trouble and wouldn’t be coming back to work, then we got into a car instead of his van and he drove me back to the parking lot. I kept low in the seat worrying that someone might see me. No one did.

Maybe it’s because I don’t usually work in the warehouse that no one looked for me, so my two hour lunch break went unnoticed. Thirty minutes later I told the warehouse supervisor that I didn’t feel well and had to leave. I could use the extra time at home to clean myself up and think what, or if, I should tell Paul when he got home.

Frenzied thoughts filled my head as I drove home. But my first thought was that while I have never been with anyone other than my husband, it had been so easy for me to fuck another man. And I was surprised that I didn’t feel any guilt. Would it come later?

I always knew that if we ever found someone to fulfill Paul’s fantasy that before it happened, Paul and I would discuss it at length. What would happen. How would it happen. And of course Paul would meet the guy first. And most important, Paul would be present while I did it. I mean, that was the purpose of meeting someone in the first place. But none of that had happened.

It’s wasn’t my fault that things got out of hand, I kept telling myself. I was only doing my part to make my husband happy. After all, I did try to tell Keith about Paul. But Keith had kissed me before I could get it all out, and after that I was simply responding to my own desires, and if I’m honest, to my own lust.

Until Paul had brought it up, I had never even thought about doing anything with another man. Sure, I sometimes wondered, but it never would have happened. But I have to admit, having sex with Keith had been fun, and not to be crude, but he is a good fuck. But even so, shouldn’t I have been more nervous, more scared. Shouldn’t I have been able to control myself?

I had expected to feel guilty, and I did, but what I didn’t expect was how easily other emotions crowded out those feelings of guilt. For the first time in a long time, I felt like an attractive, desirable woman. A sexy woman.

Was fucking someone only once cheating? Of course it was. But even though I knew it was wrong, I was not sorry I did it.

Now what?


Chapter Fifteen

I had taken a shower and put on a pair of old jeans and a t-shirt by the time Paul came home from work. Maybe I was just self-conscious but I thought he gave me a funny look after saying hello and giving me a kiss. Did I smell like sex, I wondered, as Paul’s narrowed eyes took me in.

“Hi, sweetie,” I said, “bad day?” I hoped my question would take him mind off of whatever he saw, or smelled.

“No, why?” he asked.

“Nothing, really,” I said and kissed his cheek. “You just look tired.”

“I am a bit tired,” he said.

“I am too.” I said. “I’m going to bed early and get a good night’s sleep. Maybe I’ll feel better in the morning.”

“Maybe I’ll join you.” He smiled wickedly.

I frowned. “No, I’m serious, I need to get some sleep. Working in the warehouse is not easy. I’m really tired.”

Shit, had I told Paul that I was working in the warehouse today? I had told him about Thursday, he had even encouraged me to get closer to Keith. But I couldn’t remember if I had told him about today. Hopefully he thought I was referring to yesterday.

Paul just looked at me, and my stomach tightened. What was he seeing? Or was I just being paranoid? He didn’t say anything, he just looked at me, making me very nervous.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I said.

“Okay, tomorrow’s Saturday,” Paul said. “We’ve got the whole weekend ahead.”

“Yes we do.” I smiled. “I’ll make it up to you tomorrow night.”

“That sound good to me,” Paul said. “What’s for dinner?”

There would be no sex tonight because I had just lied to my husband about being tired. Was that the first lie of many I would have to tell? But I needed to keep Paul at bay for at least a night. I was afraid he would be able to fell that, I don’t know, was my pussy going to feel somehow different? Bigger? Looser? My pussy felt different to me, stretched, so wouldn’t he feel it too? Keith was thicker than Paul. Shit, I should have thought of all this before I had wantonly spread my legs for another man.

Paul’s gaze remained locked on me and it was making me nervous. Did I look like someone who had spent an hour and a half fucking some guy?

Is this what guilt feels like?

I went to bed leaving Paul in the living room reading a book that only airline pilots can understand. I laid in bed staring at the ceiling, my thoughts filling with what I had done. Fucking Keith had been a big mistake. I had enjoyed it, but now that it was over, now that I was back in my life, I understood that I had made a mistake. When I heard Paul turn off the living room lamp, I turned over and closed my eyes. I wanted him to think I was sleeping when he came to bed.

All of my senses were on alert as Paul came into the bedroom. I heard Paul’s footsteps on the bedroom carpet. I heard the clicking of his belt buckle as he took his pants off. I felt the bed sag when he sat down on it. And I could hear his breathing as he laid next to me. And then I felt his warm skin press against my back.

“Are you asleep?” he whispered.

I didn’t move, and I didn’t respond. I wondered if he could feel my heart banging against my chest, if he could hear the blood pulsing in my ears.

Paul kissed my shoulder and laid back, and his breathing soon became shallow and rhythmic.

I had just lied to my husband—again. Oh, I didn’t say a word, but I didn’t have to. I had let him think I was asleep when I wasn’t. That’s as big a lie as any I’ve ever told.

It was my first day of infidelity, and already I had lied to my husband twice. Shit, shit, shit. What have I done. 

The first thought on my mind when I awoke on Saturday morning was Keith. I put my hand between my legs and felt the heat beneath my panties. And when I slipped a finger under my panties and between my folds, I found that I was wet, very wet. A noise coming from the kitchen pulled my attention away from my arousal. I tossed the blanket aside and got out of bed.

I had gotten the good night’s sleep I needed which gave me a clear head and all day to decide what to do. Should I tell Paul what I had done, or should I chalk it up to a mistake and keep it to myself. I didn’t like the idea of being dishonest with my husband, and I felt terrible about the lies I told him yesterday. But I didn’t want to cause a problem in my marriage. Remembering Friday afternoon, I told myself that my concern for my marriage might be a little late.

It had been Paul’s plan that I find a guy to fuck, but it was also part of the plan, a very big part, that the guy be willing to let Paul watch. Was Keith that guy? I didn’t know for sure, but I hope he is because I had a good time with him, and the thought of doing it again excited me. By mid-afternoon on Saturday I had made up my mind.

I didn’t think I could just walk up to Keith and ask him if he was willing to let my husband watch us have sex. I just couldn’t be that direct. But asking him while we had sex? That I could do. And if Keith thought it was a terrible idea, if Keith was unwilling, I could always tell him I was just fantasizing, just trying to find out what turns him on.

So my plan was set. I would fuck Keith again, just him and I, and only once more. While we had sex, I would tell Keith what I wanted, and if Keith agreed to the fantasy, the three of us would work out the details. It was the only way I could ask Keith about it. It would work, I knew it would.

But to be honest, the real reason I like it is that whether Keith agreed to the fantasy or not, the plan would allow me to fuck Keith again.


Coming soon; Marsha’s awakening continues.

Marsha’s Awakening, Book II.

Marsha devises a plan to broach the subject of her husband’s fantasy to Keith. Of course, she will need to visit him at his home, and while there she meets Keith’s roommate, Brent. Brent is not interested in Marsha, not at first anyway, but wait until you read about what happens when he changes his mind.

I would appreciate an honest review of this story, so please take a moment to tell me what you liked or didn’t like about this story.

You can also visit my FaceBook page; caprice rayne, for updates on upcoming stories as Marsha continues her awakening.

I have other friends like Marsha, ladies who tell me about their sexual adventures. Watch for their stories, too. 
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