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A word about Marsha

I want to take a moment to explain why this story is told by a character named Marsha, while the author, me, is named Caprice Rayne.

Marsha is a wonderful, sometimes insecure, but always, sexy woman. And she is my good friend. When I told her I wanted to write her story, stories, actually, she loved the idea. But for obvious reasons I had to promise not to use her real name. Over a glass of wine one day, she came up with the name Marsha.

I relate her stories exactly the way she tells them to me. I do that hoping you will feel like you know and understand why she does what she does. As for me, I get excited listening to my friend tell me about her sexual escapades, which she’s beginning to enjoy without guilt. And I never judge her.

Marsha is going through a sexual awakening that I find titillating, and she didn’t hesitate to say yes when I told her I wanted to write about her activities. She told me it is her hope that more than a few women, average women just like her-not gorgeous, not hard bodies, just typical woman who enjoy sex, will realize that you don’t have to be a model to attract the kind of experiences we all sometimes fantasize about or wish for. 

While some of what she’s doing might be considered cheating, keep in mind that it was Marsha’s husband, Paul, (not his real name) who started Marsha on her way.

I hope you enjoy reading about Marsha’s recent sexual awakening as much as I enjoy bringing them to you.

Caprice
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Chapter One

Paul kissed my lips and walked to the bedroom door and stopped. He turned and gave me an appreciative smile as his gaze moved over me. It was Monday morning, a work day, and I was wearing a dark blue business suit, an outfit my husband thinks is sexy. Go figure, right?

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said. “But I’ll call you from the hotel tonight.”

“I’ll be here.” I looked at him for a long beat. “I love you,” I said, my voice just above a whisper.

He tilted his head and narrowed his eyes. Had it been that long since I’d said that?

“I love you back.” His gaze moved over me again, and using his best Pepe LePew French accent, he said, “You look very sexy.”  

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls,” I said cheerfully, trying to hide the guilt fizzing inside my body.

“If I didn’t have to fly all the way to Calif—“

“Go!” I said, playfully shooing him with my hands. 

When I heard the door close I took in a long, cleansing breath as the sound of Paul’s footsteps faded away. It had been the longest weekend of my life, and I was finally able to relax for the first time since Friday.

Friday. The only thing that made me tremble more than thinking about Friday was thinking about Keith.

Oh, I tried to shuffle the blame off to Paul, and I was even successful some of the time—but not for long.

What a mess I had made of things.


Chapter Two

The picture-perfect summer morning contrasted with my dark and worried thoughts, as I drove to work an hour after Paul left. But that wasn’t the only contrast in my life right now. I had spent the weekend alternately regretting what I had done with Keith and being turned on by it. But the overriding emotion, what was in the background like white noise, was my guilt.

Paul and I have been happily married for almost twenty years, and we have a good life. Paul is an airline pilot, a job he loves and one that provides us with a very nice standard of living. But one part of our life had begun to suffer. Like many long term couples, our sex life had become predictable if not downright boring, so when Paul told me about his fantasy I thought it was just what we needed to rev things up. 

Like so many married men, Paul wanted to watch me fuck another man. I say like so many married men, because I’ve recently read that seeing their wife having sex with another man is the most prevalent fantasy among men.

I never thought I’d be able to do it, I mean, I’m forty-two years old, not bad looking, but not a hard body either. I had never been hit on by another man, so I had no reason to think that would start now. Besides, Paul was the only man I’d ever been with, so fucking someone else was the last thing on my mind. And letting my husband watch it as I did? Yeah, right. Not gonna happen.

But talking about it when we had sex turned Paul on, I mean, it really turned him on, so I told myself that there was no harm in playing at it. I created men and situations and used them to make up stories to get Paul excited. We’d fuck like newlyweds, as I told Paul about men who were flirting with me, men who I might fuck with…soon, always soon. It was all fictitious, all conjured from my own imagination, and it was enough. 

Until I met Keith.

I met Keith on the same day I began working for Dynasty Industries, and I didn’t like him at all. I work in the office, he works in the warehouse, but I had to cross paths with him several times a week, sometimes several times a day. He’s a real smart-ass and he put me off right from the start. But over the next several weeks we became friends and I learned that his bark is worse than his bite.

Keith is a little rough around the edges, and he seems to be the type of guy who doesn’t shy away from trouble. But he’s not bad looking, he has a strong body, longish black hair, grey eyes that make me feel naked when he looks at me, and a smile that makes me wet.

And, last Friday I found out that he’s a good fuck.

We were on our way to lunch in his pickup truck last Friday, when he asked me to take a look at his grandfather’s clock to see if I could determine how old it is. It happened. I’m being less than honest when I say it wasn’t planned, but I had had a strong feeling that if we went to his house we’d probably do more than just look at the clock, but I went anyway. I mean, if you take the next step in a developing relationship, the one you know will result in having sex, then isn’t it safe to say it was planned. 

Anyway, we never made it to lunch.

I sighed and told myself that this thing with Keith, whatever it was, could not, would not, go further. 

“You’re married to a wonderful man,” I mumbled to the rearview mirror where my guilt-filled eyes stared back at me. “Okay, so you made one mistake, try to get past it. Just don’t let it happen again.”

I had to turn my eyes away from the mirror as soon as I mumbled those words. Not because I needed to keep my eyes on the road ahead of me. No, it was because I had enjoyed fucking Keith, a lot, and I knew I would do it again—probably more than once.

I took another quick glance in the rearview mirror to see if being honest with myself had erased the guilt in my eyes. But it was still there, locked into my baby blues.  

These are the things that were going through my head when I pulled into the parking lot of Dynasty Industries on Monday morning, ready for a brand new week of work.


Chapter Three

I waved to a few of my coworkers as I pulled into the Dynasty Industries parking lot. When they waved back it was easy to see that they were no more excited about returning to work after a weekend than I was.

I saw Keith standing by his pickup truck as I pulled into an empty space and turned off the engine. By the time I got out of my car he was standing behind me staring at my ass. He was smiling when I turned around.

“You owe me lunch,” I said, only half joking.

Keith put his hands out, palms toward me. He smiled.

“Okay, darlin’,” he said. “But first, is everything alright? After you got home and all. No problems…?” he sighed. “Shit, what I’m asking is did your husband suspect anything? Was there any problems? Are you okay?” 

I smiled. That was more consideration than I had expected. What I expected was that Keith, having gotten what he wanted, would be standoffish, that he would distance himself from me a little at a time until everything stopped. As far as he knew, hell, as far as I knew, Friday had been a one-time thing. I hoped it was—and then again, I hoped it wasn’t.

“No, everything is fine,” I said.

I didn’t want to say more than that. Keith wasn’t part of my personal life, and I didn’t feel a need to tell him anything more than that.  

“Good.” Keith said.

We walked into the building together but didn’t say more than the usual. How was your weekend? Isn’t it a bitch getting up early on Monday to face a new week. Typical bullshit. 

“Can we have lunch together?” he asked when we reached the corridor that would take him to the warehouse and me to my office in the opposite direction.

“Lunch?” I looked around. “Don’t you think people are going to start talking?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Let them talk.”

“Easy for you to say,” I told him. “You’re not married, and unlike me, you’re not a temporary employee.”

I could smell his aftershave, musk, and something citrus, as Keith stepped a little closer to me and lowered his voice.

“I think we should talk, that’s all.” He smiled. Damn him, that fucking smile! It made me crazy every time he showed it to me. “I have something for you that might make you worry less about people talking.” He looked around again and then turned back to me. “Besides,” he wiggled his eyebrows. “I owe you lunch.”

I couldn’t help but smile. But I wondered if he had something more than lunch in mind. After Friday he might think I was willing to continue what we’d done. Funny Marsha, I scolded myself, you are willing to do it again. But we really did need to talk.

“Okay,” I said. I pointed my finger at him. “But only lunch, nothing else.”

Keith smiled and he held up two fingers. “Scout’s honor,” he said.  

A couple of female employees opened the door and stepped into the corridor. They were occupied in a conversation about something that happened at church over the weekend. I was happy that they didn’t pay any attention to us, they just walked by, leaving a cloud of cheap perfume in their wake.

I sighed. “Okay, let’s meet for lunch,” I said. “But we can’t make a habit of it, Keith. Someone is bound to notice.”

“Okay, no problem, darlin’.” He turned and started down the corridor but stopped and turned to me. “Twelve o’clock? Chez Chevy?”

I held up my brown bag and shook it. “I brought my lunch, so don’t get any ideas.” 

He smiled. “See you later, darlin’. Remember, twelve o’clock, at Chez Chevy.”

I had to smile again. Chez Chevy was the name I had given Keith’s van after we had met there for lunch several times. It was kind of sexy when I thought about it. The phrase Chez Chevy was something private, just between us, a secret only he and I shared. I knew he would always remember the sex we had last Friday, I knew I would, but now there was something else we’d always remember. A silly thought, really. 

I turned left and walked to my office.


Chapter Four

When I arrived in my office I put my purse and lunch bag away and sat down at my desk. The office was quiet as most of the women who worked in my area typically dragged in about ten or even fifteen minutes late. I turned on my computer and stared at my reflection in the monitor, letting my thoughts wander as I waited for it to boot up.

Is everything okay? Keith had asked as soon as I had gotten out of my car.

I wasn’t sure it was, but then, I wasn’t sure about much this morning.

I wished there was some way I could apologize to Paul for how I had treated him last Friday night, but I couldn’t do that. I had been so unfair to my husband, but I remembered that old saying, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. And the last thing I want to do is hurt Paul.

Guilt is a terrible feeling. It had kept me awake most of Friday night. 

I had gone to bed an hour before Paul did last Friday, and when he came into the bedroom I kept my eyes closed and my back turned to his side of the bed. I made sure my breathing was slow and rhythmic as I listened to him undress.

Paul went into the bathroom, and about ten minutes later I felt the mattress sag as he got into bed and curled himself against me. I could smell the mint from the toothpaste he had used to brush his teeth when he whispered.

“Are you awake?”

I didn’t respond, and a few seconds later he kissed my bare shoulder and turned over. It didn’t take long for him to fall asleep. 

My mind glittered with guilt. 

Whenever Paul had been out of town for more than a day, we’d always have sex on his first night home. Tonight was his first night home after a two day layover, and he was right to expect that we’d have sex. But I had let him believe I was asleep—because I was afraid.

Since I had never been in this situation before, I was afraid he would somehow detect that I had recently had sex, and he would certainly know it hadn’t been with him. Would my pussy feel looser to him, more open, recently used? I didn’t know, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I told myself I hadn’t lied, not really. But making Paul believe I was asleep was as much a lie as any spoken one.

How many lies would I have to tell him before all of this was behind me?

I was still awake an hour later, staring up at the dark ceiling and listening to my husband’s breathing when I tried to figure out what had happened between me and Keith. I mean, I know what happened, we had sex. It was no problem for Keith, he was single. But me, on the other hand, I was married with a husband who adores me, and whom I love. So why had I let it happen?

It was easy for me to blame Paul, it was his fantasy that had started this whole thing. Paul wanted me to have sex with another man while he watched. Men and their weird fantasies, right? But until I met Keith I didn’t think it would happen.

Like I said earlier, I didn’t like Keith when we met. His brash, almost rude attitude put me off. But in spite of that, Keith and I became friends. We flirted, we had lunch together a few times in Chez Chevy, and then the flirting became more personal and took on a serious tone. And then Friday happened. I willingly went to his house to look at his clock, even though I suspected that the clock was only an excuse. And then, as the old saying goes, one thing led to another. Except that it really isn’t that simple. 

The thing is, it was only supposed to happen if Paul was there. Paul watching was the whole idea behind the fantasy. I should have stopped myself and told Keith the truth, but I didn’t. Instead, I got caught up in the moment and ended up on my back with my legs spread. And now I felt terrible about it.

Shit, what a mess.

I had tried to sleep, I counted sheep, used that method where you repeat the same number over and over slowly until you nod off. Neither method worked. I thought about getting up, but if Paul heard me get out of bed he would get up with me, suggest a cup of green tea, and stay with me until I was tired enough to go back to bed. God, how I love him!

Paul was snoring gently, and since I couldn’t sleep, I decided to see if there was a difference in how my pussy felt. Had I worried needlessly, or was there a real difference?

I usually sleep nude, but I had put on a pair of white cotton panties when I came to bed. Overkill, I know, but I thought they’d be extra protection in case Paul’s hands began wandering when he came to bed. I spread my legs just enough to allow my hand to slip between my thighs and cover my mound. The warmth emanating from between my legs wasn’t anything unusual, certainly nothing that would alert Paul that anything was wrong.

I put my hand under the waistband of my panties and moved it down until my fingers combed through the tight curls of my pubic hair. I shuddered as my middle finger slipped between my folds and slid over my clit. The nub was swollen, smooth, and very sensitive. I wanted to move my finger lower, I wanted to feel whether Keith had changed me in some way, proof of his having been there, stretching me, opening me. But it felt so good to just massage my clit, to use the soft pad of my finger to stroke it, to spread the liquid warmth that was now oozing out of my pussy.

I couldn’t believe I was still so turned on.

My breathing quickened and I was afraid I would wake Paul, so I forced myself to stop. I laid there, my hand inside my panties, my finger slowly working its way to my entrance. I had to know.

I moved my finger slowly, trying to feel for anything different, but I felt only pleasure when it reached my opening. I slid my finger into my pussy, coating it with my juices. Jesus! There was no mistaking it, there was no denying it. Keith had definitely changed me. I was very open, loose, and the walls of my pussy felt as if the friction of Keith’s thick cock had somehow smoothed them.

Not only that, but whatever coated my finger was sticky, not my normal slick lubrication. Was that me, I wondered, or was that Keith?

The thought made me think about how wet I had gotten for Keith, how much I had enjoyed the sex, how good Keith’s thick, meaty cock felt and the way it had filled me.  

When I put a second finger into my pussy it slid in without any resistance. I was getting wetter, my nipples hardened, and I could feel the warmth of an orgasm already building in my belly. I let my fingers slide slowly back and forth from the cleft of my slit all the way down to my open hole and then slid them into of me. The blood under my skin warmed as I fingered myself.

Feeling myself open like that had the opposite effect than I would have thought. Lubricated by either me, Keith, or most likely by both of our orgasmic juices, my fingers worked in and out of me with ease. It felt sexy, erotic, seductive.

A man had seduced me, desired me, and only for sex. There was no emotion involved in the act, no strings attached. It was nothing but pure, wanton, physical sexual desire. And it made me feel like a woman. 

My breathing became ragged. My body shook with the force of my fingers as I plunged them in and out of me. I felt my pussy clench, sucking at my fingers. And then I felt the heat pooling in my belly. It wouldn’t take long.

But I froze, my body stiffened, when I felt Paul’s hand on my shoulder.


Chapter Five

“Baby,” he whispered, his breath caressing my bare shoulder, “you are so fucking sexy.”

I didn’t move, I tried to collect myself, get my breathing right. I had masturbated in front of Paul before, and so had he, so I wasn’t embarrassed that he had caught me. I just needed time to figure out what to do, but Paul made the decision for me.

“I didn’t mean to wake you,” I said.

He grasped my wrist and slowly pulled my hand out of my panties. My fingers glistened in the dim light as he brought my hand to his lips. He smiled at me and then he put each finger in his mouth, one at a time, and sucked it.

“You taste so good—so sexy,” he said.

It was sexy to watch him slide my finger into his mouth, suck it gently, tasting me. But suddenly my stomach roiled with fear. Would Paul know he was tasting more than just me? I held my breath and waited.

Paul began grinding his hips against me, as he moved his hand under my panties. After what he just caught me doing, I could hardly stop him and say I was too tired. I would have to let Paul fuck me if he wanted to go that far, but I hoped he only intended to play.

“You are so wet,” he said softly. His fingers slid through my slit and moved into me easily. “Were you thinking about my fantasy as you masturbated?”

There was my out.

“Yes, I was.” I whispered, thankful I didn’t have to lie again. “I woke up and I started wondering what it would be like to have another man fuck me,” I said. “It made me hot, but I didn’t want to wake you.”

“Well, I’m awake now,” he said. His cock hardened against my thigh, as he continued to grind against me. I knew he’d want to get between my legs and fuck me. I mean, he was really hard.

“Why don’t you let me suck you off,” I said, hoping that would be all we did.

“Hell, yeah,” He said. “I’d love it, but I want to fuck you, too.”

“Sure, babe,” I whispered and moved between his legs.

Paul’s cock was rock hard and it pulsed against my palm as I took hold of him. I ran the tip of my tongue over the groove at the tip, tasting his precum and making him shiver. I enjoy sucking my husband’s cock, but this time I was just going through the motions. Out of fear, I had to get him off before he could stop me.

I sank my mouth down over his cock and pressed my tongue against the underside of his shaft as I took in more of him. Paul moaned when the head pressed against my throat. Paul loves it when I deep throat his cock, when I take his rubbery head into my throat. I was going to do a good job of it tonight. I couldn’t let him feel my stretched, used cunt.

Kneeling between Paul’s legs, I cupped his balls with one hand as I stroked him with the other, spreading my saliva over the shaft and lubricating it. Each time I sucked him deep into my mouth, he bucked his hips up, wanting to feel the tightness of my throat around his head. But I held him off. I wanted him worked up and horny when I finally took him that deep. 

With my lips wrapped around his shaft, I looked up at him and saw his eyes clenched shut, a look of pleasure on his face. I reached out and took his hands in mine and placed them on the back of my head. He opened his eyes and looked at me, then raised his eyebrows as if to ask what I intended.

“Help me get you all the way in,” I mumbled around his head. I went down on his shaft again.

He didn’t apply any pressure as I took his warm cock deep again. This time I put my tongue between my lower lip and his cock, and when I took him deeper, I was able to flick my tongue against the sensitive spot where his cock and balls meet.

“Damn,” he gasped, “that feels amazing.”

He twisted his fingers in my hair and held my head in place. I couldn’t move so I sucked him until he began thrusting his hips up and down, fucking my mouth with his hard cock. A moment later he pushed my head down. I took a quick breath around his shaft and then let his head slip into my throat. 

I held him there, my throat tight around his head, until my gag reflex forced him out, making my eyes water. I caught my breath and wiped away the tears running down my cheeks, as I used my hand to spread my saliva over his shaft, making it easier to get him back into my throat again.

I sucked him into my mouth, but he tried to pull me off, tugging at my shoulders, shifting his hips. But I persisted, stroking his shaft as I used my mouth like a pussy, up and down, my tongue pressed to the underside of his shaft. I tasted his precum as it oozed out of him. He was close.

“Wait,” he said, his voice hoarse, “I don’t want to come.”

But I wanted him to come, I needed him to come. I couldn’t let him feel what Keith had done to my pussy. 

I tightened my lips around his shaft, working my mouth up and down on him as I did. He put his hands on my shoulders and tried to push me away, but I kept my grip on him, feeling him swell in my mouth. He was close and I had no intention of stopping now.

“Marsha,” Paul said, his voice tight, husky, almost pleading. “You need to stop or I’m going to come.”

He tried to pull himself out from under me, but I curled my arms under his thighs and held him in place as I sucked him harder, ignoring his pleas. Instead of stopping, I stroked his shaft faster as I pressed my tongue flat against the velvety smooth skin.

When Paul grunted and his body stiffened, I slowed my movement and held him in my gaze as his cum filled my mouth. I swallowed to keep from choking as his cock pulsed out more and more of his seed, flooding my mouth until there was too much for me and it oozed out and dripped down his cock and onto my hand. Paul’s cock is very sensitive after an orgasm, so I sucked his head, drawing out the last of his sticky seed, making him buck and groan with pleasure.

A moment later, his orgasm subsiding, Paul looked down at me. His eyes were half closed, his breathing ragged, as he watched me cleaning the creamy sperm from his shaft before letting it drool out of my mouth and run down his cock again.

I didn’t release him until I was sure he had finished. I wanted him completely spent. With a final gasp, Paul’s body relaxed and his cock began to deflate. I softened my grip on him and let him slip out of my mouth. My throat was on fire from all the come I had swallowed, but I didn’t care. Sucking his cock and getting him off might have saved my marriage.

A few minutes later Paul and I lay in the dark, my head on his shoulder and his arm curled around me. Our breathing had become normal again, and his cock was completely flaccid.

“I hope you didn’t mind that I got carried away there,” I said. “I just got into it and you tasted so good.”

“I love it,” he said. “But I feel like I’m being selfish when I come and you haven’t.”

“But you know how much I like sucking you,” I said. “So I get just as much satisfaction as you do.”

“It felt really good, babe,” he said. “But I owe you one, okay?”

“You really don’t,” I said. “But okay, you can owe me one.”

I turned my face up to his and kissed him. “Good night,” I said, as I fluffed up my pillow and turned over, ready for sleep.

Paul pressed himself into my back. “Good night,” he said. He kissed my shoulder and was soon sleeping.

I had told Paul a third lie tonight, and each one had added another barb to the wire of guilt snaking through me. And it was only the first day.    

The loud chatter of two women arriving in the office pulled me back to the present. Thinking about giving my husband a blow job had gotten me excited, and I could feel the warmth spreading between my legs.

It took some effort, but I was able to collect myself and got to work.

The morning went slowly, and no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t get last Friday out of my thoughts. I was filled with guilt over what I had done, but I couldn’t deny that something salacious, something erotic, had been awakened in me. 

It was about eleven o’clock when I had to go down to the warehouse to confirm the inventory on an order I was working on. That’s good, I told myself, I’ll have a chance to see Keith and confirm our lunch.


Chapter Six

I had been watching my co-workers for any signs that they might know what I had done last Friday. I know, I know, I was being paranoid, I mean, how would anyone besides Keith and I know? Or maybe it was just guilt; I still had plenty of that running around inside my head. 

Maybe that’s why I felt an uncomfortable tingling in my spine when I walked into the warehouse and saw Tom standing behind the specialty parts counter. Tom is a nice guy, but I remembered something Keith told me Tom had said. Women from the big city are better in bed than country girls. Tom had been talking about me when he said it. When Keith told me about that last week I found it funny, even sexy, but today it made me self-conscious.

I had worked in the warehouse with Keith on a few occasions, and Tom might have noticed that whenever I came down to the warehouse Keith and I would always talk, joke, and flirt. So it wasn’t being paranoid to wonder if he had seen something that tipped him off that Keith and I were getting a little too close. The idea that Keith might have told Tom about last Friday was also a possibility, but I doubted he had. If Tom was aware of anything, I couldn’t do anything about it.  

“Hi, Marsha,” Tom said when I stepped up to the counter. “Nice weekend?” Tom works in the area where the very expensive inventory is kept. He is the only one allowed behind the counter.

“Hi, Tom.” I kept my gaze over his shoulder to avoid eye contact. “Not really,” I said. “Lots of work to do around the house.”

Tom looks good for a man about sixty years old. He’s tall, about six-feet-one and about a hundred and ninety pounds. He has an easy, friendly smile that makes his brown eyes sparkle. He is married and seems to be a family man, talking about his wife and grandchildren to almost anyone who will listen. He seems like just an average, nice guy.

“That’s no fun,” Tom said. He looked me up and down. “Is something wrong, hon?”

“No,” I said too quickly. “Why?”

“You look tired, or nervous, I don’t know.” He leaned his thick forearms on the counter and looked at me. “Anything I can do for you?”

“No, I’m fine,” I said. “But thanks.”

He just stared at me for a minute, his long, slender fingers tapping the counter top.

“What?” I said, looking down at my body, wondering if he saw some telltale sign of what I had done.

“I’m wondering why you’re here?” he said. “You don’t usually come down here just to stare at me.” He smiled. “Even though my sexual prowess is well documented.” 

“What?” I said again. I shook my head and then recognized what he was talking about. “Oh,” I said, “I need to find these parts.’ I handed him the invoice I had brought with me and then asked if Keith was around.

Tom took the invoice and studied it.

“No problem,” he said. “Billy!” he called out.

A young man of about twenty emerged from the dark aisle between two huge shelves packed with boxes. He was tall, thin, with a shock of long blond hair. As he got closer, his bright blue eyes caught my attention, and not only because they shone like two gas flames. No, it was the way they moved over me, taking me in, almost as if he was undressing me. Almost like Keith’s eyes did when he looked at me. What was it with these country boys? 

“Can you help Marsha find these components?” Tom asked when Billy got to the counter. 

Billy took the invoice and studied it for a moment, then nodded and said, “I’ll be right back.” He walked away and disappeared between the aisles.

Tom turned back to me. “Keith went home about an hour ago, said he was sick.” He rolled his eyes as if to say he didn’t believe Keith’s excuse. “He didn’t come back to work after lunch last Friday, either.”

My stomach tightened with fear. Why was Tom talking about Friday? I had only asked if Keith was there now. Did he suspect something? Had he seen Keith bring me back to my car on Friday afternoon? Tom and Keith knew each other well, so Tom would recognize Keith’s car, the one he used to drive me back to work. Or, since they are good friends, had Keith bragged to Tom about getting the city girl? Or was I being paranoid again?

“I, ah,” I began, but Tom’s words stopped me, and butterflies took flight in my stomach.

“He probably has some woman treed,” he said. “Poor girl.”

I stared at him for a beat, allowing the butterflies to settle down.  

“Treed?” I said. “What does that mean?” I had heard so many local sayings since I began working here, and I had no idea what most of them meant.

Tom laughed.

“Honey, ya’ll gonna have to learn the jargon if you intend to stay around here.” He swiped his hand through his thick hair. “But let’s see. How can I explain what treed means? Hmm. Well, when a coon hound gets the scent of a squirrel he gives chase. Most times the squirrel will climb up a tree because they know that a dog can’t climb the tree. The hound barks and carries on at the bottom of the tree trying to catch the poor thing.” He smiled. “So we country folks say the hound has the squirrel treed. In this case, it’s a woman, not a squirrel.”

“I get your meaning,” I said. “Like you said, poor girl.” We both laughed. 

Billy came back then, his eyes moving over me until he stood at the counter next to me. He didn’t say anything as he handed me a small cardboard box containing the parts I needed. He smiled shyly at me and his gaze passed quickly over me one more time before turning and walking away. I didn’t even have a chance to thank him. Tom laughed.

“What’s so funny,” I asked.

“Didn’t you see the way he looked at you?” Tom and I watched Billy walking away. 

“No, I didn’t.” I lied.

“He’s a shy kid,” Tom said, nodding toward the receding Billy, but he’s like most guys his age, his hormones are kicking in. “He’s only been with one girl, and that was brief.” He smiled. “So it couldn’t have amounted to much.”

I felt my face redden. 

“How do you know these things about people?” I asked.

“He told me one night. I happened to bump into him at a club and he was pretty well out of it. Anyway, he told me that he wanted to have sex, again.” Tom chuckled. “I said, again? He said, ‘yeah’, he’d only had it once in the back of a car in high school.

I said, “He’s a nice looking kid. Surely he can find a girlfriend.”

“You would think so, right? I agree with you, he is a good looking kid, but he works a lot. His mom is a widow and she’s trying to keep the farm, the home place as we say around here.”

“Poor guy,” I said. “Maybe one day they’ll sell the farm or something and he’ll find a nice girl.”

“Doubtful,” Tom says. He looked at me for a beat, his head tilted. “Do you eat eggs?”

“Eggs?” I asked, giving him a puzzled look. 

“Yeah, eggs.” He looked at me as if I was from another planet. “You know, those things that usually go with bacon or ham?

“Okay, okay,” I laughed. “I know what eggs are. I was confused about why you asked, that’s all.” 

“They sell eggs out at his farm,” Tom said. “It’s one of the ways they earn money. Maybe you can buy eggs from him. He’d appreciate the business.”

“Sure, that’s no problem, but I don’t use a lot of them. But when I need them I’ll buy his eggs. How’s that?”

“Great. Oh, and there’s also horseback riding,” Tom said. “Ever do any horseback riding?”

“Only when I was a kid, and that was a long time ago.” 

It surprised me when Tom’s eyes moved over my body, especially since he didn’t hide it. “Couldn’t have been all that long ago,” he said.

I smiled nervously. “Just so you know, I know what horseback riding is.” Tom chuckled at my attempt at a joke. “But I’m wondering why you asked.” 

“Because he takes people horseback riding sometimes on the weekends, it’s another way he earns money.” 

“Must be a big farm if he’s taking people horseback riding.”

Tom gave me a confused look for a beat, and then he seemed to understand.

“No, no,” he said and chuckled. “He takes people to a place called Beauty Lookout. It’s up in the mountains, and like the name says, it’s beautiful there. What a view of the mountains.”

“Sounds nice,” I said.

“Well, it’s worth the trip if you ever get the time.” He turned and watched Billy walking along one of the aisles. “He could use the money, too.”

“I might just do that,” I said. I had not been up in the mountains since we had moved here. Being away from home so often, Paul doesn’t like to go out much when he’s home. But it sounded like something I could do if Paul was on a weekend layover. And doing it on horseback with someone who knew their way around sounded perfect. 

“Ya’ll be careful,” he smiled, “little ole’ Billy might take advantage of you up there in the mountains, and you not knowing your way back.”

“Seriously?” I asked nervously.

“I’m just kidding,” he laughed. “But hell, judging by the way he was looking at you, who knows…?”

I forced a smile onto my face. “You can’t be serious,” I said, “he’s young enough to be my son.”

“I’m just saying,” Tom said. 

I wanted to change the subject.

“Well, it’s nice to know that someone does something constructive on the weekends.” I smiled. “I’ll see you later, Tom.” I turned and walked away. As I walked off, I heard Tom mumble something, the words nice ass being prominent in the sentence.

As I walked the long corridor back to my office I thought about what Tom had said about Beauty Lookout. The mountains of western North Carolina are beautiful, lush, dark green, and very high. The view from a summit had to be breathtaking.

I laughed at what Tom said about Billy seducing me. Imagine a young boy like Billy. I felt a little shiver in my belly at the thought. I’ve heard that young guys, guys Billy’s age, think about being with an older woman a lot. Experience, I guess. I shook the thought away. Besides, I told myself, you’re forty-three, and that’s not old.  

When I got back to my desk I took a minute to try to figure out what I should do. I thought I could find Keith’s house if I tried, but should I just show up there? That might not be a good idea. But I didn’t want to wait until tomorrow to speak with Keith. I had to make some decisions and I didn’t want to wait.


Chapter Seven

It didn’t take long to find his house.

Several wooded acres surround Keith’s house, a farm-style building that has been well cared for. It’s what the locals called, the home place, meaning that the land has been in a family for years, maybe even generations. It’s where Keith had grown up and where he now lives.

There’s no real driveway, only two ribbons of dead grass that lead to a small gravel parking area. I parked between Keith’s van, Chez Chevy, and his Ford Bronco, the car he used to drive me back to work last Friday. I didn’t recognize the dark-colored pickup truck parked at the side of the house, but Keith had told me he had a roommate, so I assumed the pickup belonged to him.

I saw the curtain behind the front window twitch as I walked to the house and stepped onto the porch. Keith stepped out of the front door just as I reached it.  

“Hi, darlin’,” he said. He was smiling, but it wasn’t that smile, the one that made me think thoughts that made me nervous. “What are you doing here?”

I stared at him for a beat, then said, “You don’t look sick to me.”

Now he showed me that smile, the one I liked so much, and it had the same effect it always did.

“Oh, no, I’m fine,” he said, but he didn’t offer an explanation.

Keith was being vague, and he looked nervous, and he hadn’t invited me inside. I wondered if he had a visitor—a female visitor. But I wasn’t about to ask. Even though we had spent two hours fucking in this very house just three days ago, Keith didn’t owe me any explanations.

He gave me a puzzled look. “Did you come all the way out here because you thought I was sick?” He winked at me. “Darlin’, you don’t need an excuse to come visit me.”

Did I mention that Keith thinks highly of himself?

“No, I didn’t think you were really sick,” I said as I watched his smile evaporate. “I came out here because we need to talk.”

“Oh, that’s right,” he said. “I’m sorry darlin’, I forgot, we were going to meet for lunch.”

We stood there just looking at each other, but when he ran his hand through his long black hair, I thought about how my own hand had combed through that same hair last Friday as I pulled his mouth tight against my sex. The thought caused a sudden warmth in my pussy. 

“Can we go inside?” I looked past him, and when I saw someone sitting in the living room, I said, “Oh, I’m sorry.” I turned back to him. “If this is not a good time.”

He looked back into the house, then turned to me and smiled. “No, it’s fine.” He winked. “But you’ll have to keep your hands off me. My roommate is here.”

I rolled my eyes.    

I don’t know why it mattered, but I was glad it was Keith’s roommate sitting in the living room instead of a woman. Was I actually jealous?

I let out a long sigh.

“Maybe we should talk another time, then,” I said. “Will you be at work tomorrow?”

“No, it’s okay,” he said and took my elbow and tried to lead me inside. “Brent is okay. You don’t have to worry about him.”

I hesitated.

“Keith,” I said quickly, “I was hoping we would keep this between us.” I looked into the house. “You know, be discreet? Like we agreed?”

“Come on in, Marsha.” The deep voice came from inside the house.

“Jesus! Keith,” I whispered hoarsely. “He even knows who I am?”

“Darlin’,” Keith said, gently tugging my arm. “He knows your name, but that doesn’t mean he knows you—or what we did. Okay?” He smiled. “Really, he’s okay. He’s my roommate,” he turned and looked at the guy as he continued, “and he knows I’ll kick him out if he ever said anything to anybody. Trust me, darlin’, he’s okay.”

I gave Keith a hard stare as he led me inside.

“Hey, Brent,” Keith said. Brent looked over the top of the magazine he held in his hands. “This here is Marsha. She works with me over at Dynasty.” Keith turned to me. “Marsha, this is Brent.”

“My pleasure,” Brent said. He didn’t get up, but he put the magazine down on the sofa next to him. I could see a scantily-clad woman holding a large assault weapon slung across her ample breasts on the cover.

“Hi, Brent” I said. My face reddened with embarrassment as I wondered just how much this guy really knew about me. It was an uncomfortable feeling.

“Nice to meet you,” Brent said with a voice much softer than I expected. 

Brent was what the people around here call country fed. He’s a big, beefy guy, not fat, really, but soft, doughy around the middle, but strong. I figured him to be about forty years old, maybe a little less. His long, dark hair was slicked back and tied into a pony tail. His grey eyes felt menacing as they moved over me, brazenly taking me in. His cold stare made me tingle all over, but I wasn’t sure I liked it.

He was wearing black jeans, a black T-shirt that revealed thick arms corded with muscles. A bracelet of worn, braided leather circled one wrist. His facial expression remained as blank as it had been when he was reading the magazine. He looked like someone I wouldn’t want to meet in a dark alley.

But his entire persona changed when our eyes met. His smile, warm and friendly, revealed even white teeth. His hard stare softened. It was amazing to see how easily his look went from dangerous to compassionate. Now, as I smiled back at him I thought he looked like someone who you hoped would happen along if you were in trouble. Talk about Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.

Keith looked from me to Brent, a smile playing on his face as he said, “Don’t get any ideas, Brent.” Keith turned to me. “You either.” He took my elbow again. “We can talk in here,” he said as led me toward his bedroom.

I held back. I looked at Keith, then Brent, then back to Keith, my eyebrows raised. Keith caught my nervousness.

“It’s okay,” he said, then to Brent, “Marsha is having trouble at work and needs some advice. You don’t mind if we talk privately, do you?”

“Whatever,” he said. “It’s your house.”

It felt strange to be in his bedroom again. Visions of what happened in this room only three days ago flooded into me. I was so nervous I thought I could feel my insides shake.

“What’s up, darlin’?” Keith asked after he shut the door and turned the lock.

I stared at the closed door, then turned to Keith.

“We’re only going to talk,” I said. Keith nodded. “There’s some things we need to discuss,” I said.

The bed’s springs squeaked when Keith sat on the edge of the bed, the same noise it made when Keith and I were….

“Like what?” he asked. “You’re not sorry,” he smiled, “about, you know…?” 

That damn smile!

“No, that’s not it,” I said. “It’s my husband.”

Keith’s eyes widened. “I thought you said everything was fine, he didn’t know.” He looked at me with concern. “Are you okay?” 

“Yes. No.” I took a deep breath. “Yes, I’m fine,” I said. “And—“

“Come here and sit down,” Keith interrupted. He patted the bed. “I won’t bite.”

I took a step toward Keith, but stopped when the grandfather clock in the hall just outside the bedroom tolled the hour. It was that clock that Keith had used as an excuse to bring me here on Friday.

Keith and I stared at each other, as the sound of the gongs reverberated the air and awakened my thoughts. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as sensuous visions floated through my mind; me on my back with my legs spread, my pussy dripping and ready as Keith settled his hips over mine, feeling his thick cock spreading me as it entered me for the first time, the warmth of his sperm as he emptied himself into me.

I felt my pussy throb as I wondered if Keith was having the same thoughts, the same visuals, but from his perspective.

I shook my head, forcing those thoughts away. When I opened my eyes I saw Keith’s smile. Yeah, he probably had the same thoughts.   

“Keith, look,” I said. “We need to talk.”

“You already said that, darlin’.” He patted the mattress next to him. “Now come here and sit down. Relax. You’re a bundle of nerves. We can talk to your husband and fix this. I’ll just tell him it wasn’t your fault. I’ll explain that I was just too irresistible. You didn’t stand a chance, you couldn’t stop yourself.” He smiled. “Do you think that will work?”

“Hardly.” I couldn’t help but laugh. Keith was just trying to be funny, but it was easy for me to think he was partly serious, he really did think that highly of himself. I sighed. “But that’s not the problem, my husband hasn’t found out.”

When I sat next to him, I could feel the heat coming off his body. He was barefoot and must have just gotten out of the shower because I could smell soap and the scent of shampoo.  

Keith leaned close and said, “Well then, if he doesn’t know, then what harm could we do if we did it again?”

“Keith!” I said. I tried to push him away, but he persisted and our lips met. He put his arms around me and pulled me against him. When the kiss broke, I said, “No, I can’t. Not right now.” He leaned toward me again and I leaned away. “Keith, this is serious.”

He reached out and pushed a strand of my long blond hair off my forehead, and said, “Yes, it is.” He smiled. That fucking smile! “Come on,” he said. “Give me a little sugar and then we can talk, how’s that?”

I didn’t say anything. The heat had started in my stomach and my resolve was quickly fading.   

“Okay,” I said softly. “But just one more kiss. And that’s all!”


Chapter Eight

Keith leaned in and kissed me, and his warm tongue slipped into my mouth. His hand rested on my thigh as my breathing increased. A minute later, his hand was snaking up inside my blouse, coming to rest on my breast.

Keith is a good kisser. I couldn’t help myself, I leaned into the kiss. “Mmm,” I moaned, disappointed that I was unable to stop myself from giving away the fact that I was enjoying it.

I told myself to stop, this wasn’t right, this isn’t the way it was supposed to happen. But when I tried to lean away, he held me in place and swirled his tongue around mine. He worked his hand down from my breast, along my side, and over my thigh again. When I didn’t protest, he moved his hand up my skirt until it was pressed to my sex. 

“Damn, darlin’,” he said against my lips, “is your pussy always this warm?”

I didn’t reply.

Keith pressed his lips tight against mine again, as he applied more pressure against my pussy. I shifted, trying to move away from his hand, but he followed me, his hand still tight against me. I could feel my body responding to him, to the idea that he wanted me. The thought crushed my willpower.

Damn it! It felt so good. I leaned into his embrace and fell into the kiss.

A minute later, my bra hung loosely and Keith held one erect nipple between his fingers, teasing it lightly. I moaned against his mouth when he pinched harder, causing me to squeeze my legs together, trapping his hand against the increasing warmth of my pussy. A minute later, surprising me, he stopped what he was doing and stood up.

“We’re not in high school anymore,” he said. He began unbuttoning his shirt. “Let’s just get naked and fuck.” He pulled his shirt off and threw it on the bed. He began unbuckling his pants.

I didn’t know what to do. I mean, the heat building in my pussy was proof that I wanted him to fuck me. But I came here to talk to him, not to fuck him. But last Friday night, as I lay in my bed, I had decided that it would be easier for me to broach the subject of my husband’s fantasy while Keith and I was having sex. So I was just following my own plan, right? Besides, seeing the bulge beneath Keith’s jeans was making the decision for me. 

All my resistance, all my denials, drifted away like balloons rising into the sky. Instead of undressing, I got off the bed and knelt in front of him. I reached up and unzipped his pants, then tugged them down to his ankles. His thick cock was only inches from my face, rock hard, the head purple and glistening with precum.

I reached out grasped it gently at the base. It was warm, and the hardness of it under its covering of silky skin felt good against my palm. I stroked him slowly, enjoying the weight of it as I coaxed out more precum. I used my thumb and forefinger to spread the hole at the tip, then ran my tongue along the groove, lapping up the sticky pearls oozing from it. I looked up at him.

“Go ahead,” he said, looking down at me, a smirk on his face. “You want to, I can see it in your eyes.”

I nodded.

“Go ahead then.” His cock pulsed in my loose fist as I continued to stroke it slowly.

I held his gaze in mine as I licked my lips and brought his cock to my mouth. He shivered when I put my tongue under his flare of his glans and swirled it around the rim. With my eyes still locked on his, I sucked the rubbery head into my mouth.

“Umm,” he moaned. “That feels so fucking good.”

He reached down and put his hands behind my head and pushed me onto his cock in one steady move, filling my mouth with it until it pressed against my throat.

My pussy clenched when Keith twisted his fingers into my long hair and held my head still while he rocked his hips back and forth, slowly fucking my mouth. 

“Oh, yeah, darlin’,” he hissed. “That feels so good.”

With his cock head pressed against my throat, he began grinding his hips in small circles before slowly withdrawing it until only the meaty head remained in my mouth. I could hear him moaning. I was so wet I could feel my panties sticking to my pussy.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice stern, insistent.

I looked up and saw him smiling down at me. Not his usual sexy smile. No, this was a leering, domineering, almost mocking smile.  

“I like watching you suck my cock,” he said. “It’s sexy to see how much you enjoy doing it.”

The way he said it made my pussy quiver. I liked the feeling of being used and I wanted more of it.

“Feed it to me,” I said around his cock.

Keith’s eyes widened in surprise. He grasped his cock at the base and held it in front of my face. His eyes glittered with excitement, as he rubbed the meaty head back and forth over my cheeks, over my chin. When he slid his cock over my lips, I flicked my tongue out and felt the indentation of his pee hole sliding over it. A moment later he pushed his head into my mouth again.  

“Suck just the head, darlin’,” he moaned.

I closed my lips, trapping his head, and then I swirled my tongue around the flare of his glans, being sure to spend an extra second or two on the sensitive underside of his shaft, making him gasp.

“Yeah, just like that,” he said. 

There was no mistaking the force in his voice now. He was getting off on feeding me his cock, telling me how to suck it. It was turning me on, too. 

“I’ve been thinking about this all weekend,” he said softly, as I sucked the head noisily, slurping it, getting it wet with my saliva. 

“You’re so hard,” I said, my words muffled by the fat cock head in my mouth.

“My balls are full of come,” he said, his words more a groan than anything else. He pumped his cock deeper, picking up speed as he continued to fuck my wet mouth.

Saliva dripped from my chin, and my nipples hardened until they hurt. He held the base of his cock, feeding it to me, his other hand on my head, moving it back and forth, making me take it deeper with each thrust.

When we fucked last Friday, Keith was gentle, considerate, patient, but not today. His lust and desire had obviously taken over, and I loved it. Being treated like a whore was one of my fantasies, one I had never told my husband about.

“That’s it, darlin’,” Keith said, his voice now filled with what I took to be pure lust. “Suck my cock, yes, suck it hard.” This time when he pushed his cock into my mouth he didn’t stop until it pushed against the resistance of my throat.

I tried to pull my head back, but he twisted his fingers into my hair and held me right where he wanted me. I almost came.

My juices dripped out of my hot pussy and soaked my panties. I had thought about being treated this way by a man, had hoped that Paul would one day do it, but I had no idea how hot it would be to be handled like this. And make no mistake about it, Keith was handling me for his own pleasure. 

“Take it darlin’,” he demanded. “Come on, I want to feel my cock in that tight throat of yours.”

When his head slipped into my throat he held it there, his hands tight against the back of my head, his thick pubic hair against my face.

“Yeah.” He dragged the out word into a long sigh. “Yeah. Now swallow.” I made swallowing motions, using my throat to massage the head of his cock. “That’s it. Darlin’, I can never get too much of that.”

I gagged and his cock slipped out of the tight grip of my throat, but he didn’t miss a beat. My eyes watered as he continued fucking my mouth, forcing me to take quick breaths around his shaft.   

Paul had never done this, never fucked my mouth the way Keith was doing it. If I had any doubts about how much I would like being treated this way, they disappeared when I felt the liquid heat of my orgasm filling my cunt. My nipples ached.

I embraced the feeling of being used like a whore. Here I was, on my knees in front of a man who wasn’t my husband, my saliva dripping from my chin, my eyes watering, my mouth filled with a powerful, velvety-smooth cock. Jesus! I was so fucking turned on by the way Keith was using me that I was on the edge of a very hot orgasm. 

I reached down and slipped my hand inside the waistband of my panties until they combed through the coarse hair covering my mound. As Keith continued to fuck my mouth, I slipped a finger into my slit and shivered when it passed over my swollen clit.

“Damn, you are so fucking hot,” Keith said as he continued to slide his rock hard cock in and out of my mouth.

I looked up at him as I pushed a finger into my pussy and felt my juices pool in my palm as I came.

“Oh, God,” I said around his cock, “I’m coming.”

Keith looked down and saw what I was doing.

“Damn, that’s sexy,” Keith said

I was so taken by what I was doing—what Keith was doing to me—that I almost didn’t hear him when he spoke.

“Unbutton your blouse and take it off.”

I didn’t want to stop fingering myself, but for me this was all about doing what Keith wanted. My pleasure came from making sure Keith got what he wanted. Anything he wanted.

I tried to pull back, but he tightened his grip in my hair. “No, don’t stop,” he said. “Keep sucking me.”

I continued to finger myself with one hand and used the other to unbutton my blouse. I let it fall to the floor behind me.

“Now your bra,” Keith said.

Keith had unhooked my bra when we kissed, so all I needed to do was shrug my shoulders and it fell to the floor. I looked up and saw Keith staring my hard nipples.

“Now your skirt,” he said.

I took my hand out of my panties and unzipped my skirt, then pushed it down my thighs, all without letting his cock fall out of my mouth. I raised one knee at a time until I was able to toss my skirt away. Now I was wearing only my French cut, dark blue panties. The crotch was stuck to my soaked pussy.

“Get those off too,” Keith said. While Keith continued to fuck my mouth, I reached down and slid my panties off, then worked them under my knees and over my feet, letting them lay where they fell. The cool air hitting my pussy felt good against all the heat emanating from my sex.

I was naked, having stripped myself for Keith without him missing a stroke as he fucked my mouth.

Keith leaned over me so he could look down at my ass.

“You are so fucking sexy, darlin’,” he said. “You like sucking cock, don’t you?” I nodded and moaned. “Put your finger in your pussy.”

He continued fucking my mouth. His eyes were filled with heat.

“I told you to finger your pussy,” he said with a sneer. 

I felt a shudder of pleasure pass through me. I was enjoying being treated like this. It was obvious to me that Keith was only interested in what he wanted, not what I wanted.

I had masturbated many times while fantasizing about a man treating me like this, using me purely for his pleasure. But I never dreamed it would be this hot, that I could actually come while on my knees worshipping a man’s prick. Sure, I knew that ultimately I was safe, I knew Keith wouldn’t do anything violent. But being treated this way, being told what to do was erotic.

“I want to see you finger yourself,” he said, his voice stern, demanding.

I reached down and cupped my mound, then slipped my middle finger into what felt like a bowl of warm, melted butter. Keith watched me.

“That’s sexy, darlin’,” he said softly as he continued to slowly fuck my mouth.

I didn’t know if Keith intended to come in my mouth, and I had long ago reached the point where I didn’t care. I would leave it up to him, let Keith decide what he wanted to do. But he wasn’t finished yet.

“Is my cock bigger than your husband’s dick?” he asked.

The question surprised me. I suppose it’s a male ego thing, you know, who had the biggest prick? But still, it was an odd question. When I didn’t answer, he asked again.

“Darlin,’” he said, “I want to know. Is my cock bigger?”

I nodded, and his cock moved around inside my mouth with the motion.

“Look at me,” Keith said. He loosened his grip on my hair and pulled his hips back. His cock slipped out of my mouth as I looked up at him.

“Tell me,” he said. “Say it, darlin’.”

My eyes narrowed. I wasn’t sure what he wanted.

“Tell me,” he said. “Am I bigger? I want to hear you say it.”

Did he really want me to discuss my husband’s cock while I was on my knees like this? But then the thought began to feel sexy. Besides, talking about Paul now would make it easier to bring up his fantasy. I looked up at him from under my brow, shy, slightly embarrassed to be discussing my husband’s cock.

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“Yes, what?” Keith said. “I want to hear you say it, darlin’,”

I hesitated. I blinked, swallowed, and then a smile began to work its way onto my lips as I turned my gaze to Keith’s thick cock protruding from his fist. He was hard, quivering only inches from my face. This was turning him on. 

“Yes, Keith,” I said softly. “Yes, your cock is bigger than his.”

“What do you mean his?” he said, his voice firm, demanding. “Tell me.”

Okay, if this is what he wanted, if this would turn him on, then why not tell him, why not embellish even? The truth is that it doesn’t matter much that Keith’s cock is longer than Paul’s. No, what I like about Keith’s cock is that it is thicker than my husband’s. My husband’s cock is more than enough, but Keith’s cock reminds me of those old Coke bottles that swelled out in the middle. 

I swallowed as I took his cock in my hand and lifted it, my eyes moving over it, taking it in, studying it.

“Yes, your cock is bigger than my husband’s cock,” I said. I licked my lips.

I felt Keith’s body shudder and his cock pulsed in my hand.

“I thought so,” he said, almost soothingly. “When I felt how tight you was last time, I knew he had to be smaller. How much smaller is he?” 

I could tell how much this was turning him on. His cock was rock hard, his balls were drawing up tighter, and his fingers were tightening in my hair again. Okay, I could stroke his ego just like I was stroking his rock-hard cock.

I lifted his cock toward my face and gave it a gentle squeeze. “My husband’s cock is about two inches shorter than yours. And you’re so much thicker. So much.”

“Yeah,” he said. “And you like my cock, don’t you, darlin’?”

I leaned in and put his head into my mouth and let my gaze travel up to his. “Yes, I like your cock,” I mumbled. “A lot.” I took him deeper into my mouth again and sucked, tasting the precum oozing from its tip. 

Keith shifted away, letting his cock fall out of my mouth. He looked at the bed, and then at me.

“Get up and bend over the bed, darlin’,” he said.


Chapter Nine

Keith took my hand and helped me up. I wasn’t sure what he wanted me to do, and he must have taken my hesitation to mean I didn’t want get in the position he had requested.

“Are you okay, darlin’?” he asked.

I gave him a puzzled look, and said, “Yes, I’m fine.” 

“Good.” He put his hand on my back and gently pushed. “Bend over.”

I did as he asked, my mind filling with salacious, carnal thoughts.

My husband is always considerate, gentle, and I have to admit that sometimes it is a little boring. But leaning over the side of the bed, my hands pressed into the mattress, my legs spread and my pussy leaking my juices down my thighs, I felt exposed, lewd, and I liked it.

There was always a certain level of reserve between me and Paul, something that I had always felt kept our true sexual desires hidden. Maybe we didn’t want to suggest something the other would think was immoral or out of bounds—too kinky. Whatever it was I think it kept us from revealing our true sexual feelings. But there was no need to hide my feelings from Keith, and he must have felt the same way. 

Bent over in this position, Keith’s hot gaze taking in my body, I considered the possibilities this position offered, and while it made me a little nervous, that apprehension was due to inexperience and not a lack of desire.

Paul had never shown any interest in anal sex other than slipping a finger into me while he fucked me doggy style. And since my husband was the only man I had ever been with—until three days ago, that is—I had never done it. But I knew it would be painful. 

But as I waited, making more than just my pussy available to him, I was more turned on than I had been in a very long time. I knew I would allow him to do whatever he wanted, and I wouldn’t—couldn’t—stop him.  

I looked back over my shoulder and watched as Keith’s gaze took in my exposed ass and pussy.

“Damn, darlin’,” he said. “You really do like to fuck, don’t you? Your pussy juice is running down your legs.”

Need percolated in me, and my body hummed with excitement. I couldn’t wait another minute. I reached between my legs and ran my middle finger along my slit.

“Fuck me, Keith,” I hissed and plunged my finger into my opening. “Please fuck me. Give me your fat cock.”

“Don’t worry.” His smile turned into a sneer. ‘You’re going to get fucked.” He stepped up behind me and patted my ass. “Oh, yeah, I’m gonna fuck you good.” 

Keith grasped his cock and prodded it against my pussy. I shuddered as the head slid along my wet slit, bumping over my engorged clit, my juices lubricating his shaft. I sucked in a loud breath when he slid his now slippery cock over my asshole. I flinched, thinking he wanted to fuck me there. I didn’t think I could handle his big cock in my ass, but I didn’t move. I would try to take him if that’s what he wanted, but I hoped he didn’t. I was still fingering myself, my pussy soaking, my legs spread. I waited.

I moaned as Keith rubbed the head of his cock through my slit again, teasing my sensitive nub. 

“Please, Keith,” I cooed, “don’t tease me.”

I pushed myself back against him, wanting him in me.

My pussy clenched involuntarily when his head found my opening. I felt my resistance slowly release around him as his shaft slid in, my pussy clutching at it as it moved deeper into me. 

“Oh, darlin’,” he moaned. “You are so tight. So wet.”

“Jesus!” I said, my voice tight. “You are so hard.” 

He grasped my hips and held me still as he fucked me with slow, shallow thrusts, using the flare of his glans to massage my entrance. 

“Mmm,” I cooed, “that feels so good.”

He sucked in a loud breath and said, “Your pussy is so fucking hot.” 

His grip tightened on my hips, and in one slow, steady thrust, he pushed through the last of my resistance and burrowed his dick deep into my pussy until his hips bumped against my ass.

I shuddered as he filled me. 

“Fuck,” I said breathlessly. “Fuck, you are so hard.”

“I thought about you all weekend,” he said. “I couldn’t wait to fuck you again.”

We were quiet for a moment or two as Keith used his cock to spread my juices ad massage my cunt. I was soaked, and the squishing sounds coming from between my legs was sexy. Keith’s grip on my hips tightened again as he spoke.

“I love fucking married women,” he said. “I like that I’m giving some guy’s wife what she doesn’t get at home.” He pushed all the way into me and began grinding his hips against my ass, stirring my juices with his prick. 

I didn’t respond to his comment. Sex with Paul had been satisfying enough for me, and if Paul hadn’t brought it up I would not have been here, legs spread and filled with another man’s meaty cock. Keith’s cock pulsed as he continued. 

“One of these days I’m going to let another guy fuck you.”

I froze, my stomach tightened. He was going to let another man fuck me? What the hell?

“Oh yeah,” he said, not waiting for me to respond. “I love sharing a woman, giving her to another man, especially a married woman. That’s what makes it my pussy.” He pushed his cock into me to the hilt, his voice a hiss as he spoke, “And I want to make this hot, juicy pussy mine.”

I looked back over my shoulder and watched Keith rocking back and forth into me, his eyes closed tight in concentration. He wanted to share me?

Could I actually let him do that? I mean, sure, I wanted to see how it felt to be dominated. I loved pleasing a man, but would I actually go along with something like that? The thought filled me with dread and excitement at the same time. I felt the heat in my belly spread, lubricating my insides, and my pussy clenched around Keith’s smooth shaft.

My gasps and moans were the only sounds coming from me, but that didn’t stop Keith from talking.  

“Fuck, darlin’,” he said, his words ending with a gasp, “your pussy is so slick.”

I could feel his cock hardening, swelling, his thrusts, while slow, were more determined as he fucked me. A thought occurred to me.

Keith wanted to watch another man fuck me, just like my husband did. If I let Keith share me, wouldn’t that mean I could tell him that my husband had the same fantasy? Surely he would understand Paul’s desire. I began formulating a plan.

I would encourage Keith, tell him I wanted to do it. After he shared me with a friend, I would tell Keith that my husband wanted to do the same thing, and I’d ask Keith to be the man fucking me while Paul watched. This was perfect. It would work. It had to work.

But at the same time my guilt rose. Fuck two men? The idea of it seemed lewd, sinful, shameless. But I knew I’d do it. I’d work out the fine points later, how to tell Keith, how to arrange it with my husband, but I had no doubt that before long I’d learn what it was like to be with two men. All I had to do was encourage Keith.

“That would be hot,” I said. “You like thinking this is your pussy, don’t you?”

“From the way it feels right now, darlin’,” he said. “I can tell it is my pussy.”

“Yes, it is,” I said, wiggling my ass against him. “But I want you to share me, show another man that my pussy is yours to give.” He pumped into me with more determination, as I urged him on. “Come on, fuck me, make it your pussy, own it. Show me it’s yours to give.”

“Fuck, yes,” he moaned. He began rocking his cock into me, grunting with each thrust. “You’ll have one cock in your hot pussy and another one in your mouth.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk—“

“Maybe I’ll call Brent into the room,” he interrupted.

Brent!

I froze. I had completely forgotten that Keith’s roommate was in the other room. I tried to stand, tried to dislodge Keith’s cock, but he put his hand on between my shoulder blades and pushed me down. He held me in place as he continued driving into me like a thick, meaty piston.

“I ain’t finished, darlin’,” he said forcefully. “I ain’t finished.”

“Keith, I can’t. Please, don’t call…Brent. I can’t.” I stammered.

Keith bucked his hips into me, his balls slapping against my clit each time he hit bottom. He took his hand off my back and gripped my hips.

“Don’t worry,” he said, “I don’t mean right now. But maybe next time you come over I’ll let him have some of this.” He sucked in a noisy breath. “We’ve fucked a woman together before, and I can tell you one thing for sure, darlin’. If you think my cock is big, wait till you see his.” 

My pussy clenched. Paul wanted to watch me with another man and all I had to do is look over my shoulder to know that I not only could do that, but that I could really get off on it. To be honest, the idea made me feel wicked, and it made me hot to think about the possibilities.

I could feel Keith’s cock beginning to thicken inside of me, and I knew he was ready to fill me with his hot load. I continued to encourage him, urging him on.

“Do it,” I hissed. “Own my pussy. Give it to another man. I’ll do whatever you want. Just keep fucking me.”

Shuddering gasps escaped from deep inside Keith’s throat.

“You’re going to love it when I’m fucking you and you’re sucking Brent’s big cock. You’ll see.”

“Umm,” I moaned. “That sounds sexy.”

Keith’s breaths came in gasps as he pumped into me, his hips slapped my ass. But his balls were drawing up, tightening, and no longer slapping my clit. He was ready, and I wanted to help get him off. I also wanted to keep the sharing idea alive. If I did this with Keith and his roommate, there would be no question that he would do it with Paul watching.

“Do you really think I’ll like Brent’s big cock?” I asked between raspy breaths. “Is it really big?”

“Shit, darlin’,” he said, his words coming in quick, short breaths. “He has a cock that would make a horse proud.”

“Mmm,” I said. “I’ve always wanted to see what it’s like to fuck two guys at once.” It wasn’t a total lie. I had fantasized about it since the night Paul and I watched a porno movie where a woman took on two guys.

“You’ll get your chance, darlin’,” he said. “Then you’ll see for yourself.” 

Keith’s cock twitched inside me, and he fucked his cock into me with so much force that I felt the air knocked out of my lungs with each thrust. 

“I’m looking forward to it,” I said, each word coming between a gasp.

I spread my legs wider and bent my knees, allowing me to push back against his powerful thrusts. I knew there would be marks on my skin as he gripped my hips tighter. I could only imagine how red my pussy lips were. 

“So am I,” Keith said. “You are going to love it.”

He pumped me, pummeling my cunt, and I could feel myself open up around him until another orgasm flowed through me, causing my pussy to clench around his driving prick. My pussy filled with the juice of another orgasm and I felt the hot liquid flow down my thighs.

And then with a loud grunt, Keith buried his cock to the hilt in my warmth and stopped, holding me tight against his hips. I felt his cock spasm.

He groaned so loudly I was sure Brent could hear him in the other room, but I no longer cared. I knew I would probably hear Brent groan the same way the next time I came to visit Keith.

Keith’s seed warmed me as it flooded into me, filling me. Using short thrusts, he spread his thick sperm, coating his cock with it. I felt his body shudder with each release of cum, adding it to the pool of warmth in my cunt.

We stayed in that position for a moment, my hands gripping the bed sheets, my forehead pressed into the mattress, and Keith’s hips pressed against my ass, his fists tight on my hips. I could feel our warm juices sliding down my thigh as his cock deflated and slipped out of me.  

I took a deep breath and slowly straightened up.

“Wow,” I said as I turned and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Whoa,” he moaned, “that was amazing, darlin’.” He sat next to me and put his arm around my shoulder.

I turned to him. “You weren’t serious about Brent,” I said. “You know, about what you said? Him joining us?”

I saw his eyes sparkle with excitement, and a smirk caught the corners of his lips, turning them up slightly.

“Oh, yeah, I was.” He smiled. “Don’t worry, you’ll love it. Brent really is a nice guy.”

I thought about the dark stare he gave me when I had walked in the door, the way he stared at me so openly. I wasn’t too sure about him being a nice guy, but this was not the time to argue.

“I’m sure he is,” I said nervously. “But it doesn’t have to be him.”

“Are you getting cold feet?” He said. “You know, about how big his cock is?”

“Well, there is that,” I said. “But, ah…”

“I’ll talk to him and see what he says,” Keith said. “I’ll find out if he’s willing to do it. If he’s not, I can think of two or three guys who would be cool with it.” He paused. “But I’m sure Brent will be chomping at the bit to get at you.”

I thought about it. Like I said, Brent is a big guy, and he looked like he could be a whole lot less than gentle. While I like to be fucked hard, and while I’ve recently learned how much I like being handled, like being submissive, I didn’t know whether I should be scared or flattered.

“I don’t know, Keith,” I said. “It might not be a good idea.”

“I told you, we’ve done this before.” He gave my shoulder a gentle squeeze. “It really turns me on,” he said, “and it makes me horny to share a woman with someone else. You are sexy, hot as hell, so I know you’ll enjoy it, too.”

And it will make it easier for me to get you to help me with Paul’s wishes, I thought.

“Okay,” I said, “but wait until I leave, okay?” I stood and began gathering my clothes. “He probably won’t want to, anyway.”

“What makes you say that?” 

I lied, trying to hide my fear of him. “He hardly looked at me when I came in.”

“I’ll ask him and then we’ll know,” he said. “But I’d bet money that he’d love to fuck you.” He paused for a beat before continuing. “When I tell him how you can swallow a cock I’m sure he’ll want to feel that.”

My eyes widened.

“Oh, God, Keith,” I said quickly, “don’t you dare tell him things like that.”

“What’s the big deal?” He gave me a puzzled look. “I mean, he’ll find out anyway.”

“Then let’s wait until he finds out on his own,” I said. “He might not want to do anything. Besides, you said he has a really big cock.”

“So?”

“So I doubt I’ll be able to do that with him.”

“We’ll see, darlin’.” He smiled his smile. That smile. “We’ll see.”

My pussy clenched at the thought of having two big cocks, well, one big and one even bigger. When I stood, I felt more of Keith’s cum drip out of me and slide down my leg, leaving a sticky trail on my flesh.

I didn’t see Brent when Keith and I came out of the bedroom, and I was glad of that. It would have been embarrassing to see him right then, knowing that he probably heard our grunts and groans only moments before. I don’t know if he left or if he was upstairs, and I was in such a hurry to leave I didn’t notice if his truck was parked beside the house or not.


Chapter Ten

My pussy tingled as I drove home. Keith had done a good job; I had been well fucked. But the thought of two men doing me at the same time filled my mind. I kept telling myself that I was only agreeing to let Keith share me with one of his friends so that I could fulfill my husband’s fantasy. But I knew I was turned on by the idea and it had nothing to do with Paul.

Being with two men, neither of them my husband, was a thought that flitted through my mind on those occasions when Paul and I talked, fantasized, while we made love. I had watched a porno with Paul where a woman had been with two men, and at the time I thought, wow, that’s sexy. I mean, think about it; if having sex with one guy was good, wouldn’t two men be even better? I suppose that depends on who the men are, but I’m sure you get the idea.

But I had already agreed to do it, the only real question being who would the other person be.

I kept reminding myself that none of this would have happened if Paul hadn’t told me he wanted me to fuck another man and let him watch. Sure, that was my way of putting the blame elsewhere. But it’s true. I had been disappointed that no men had ever hit on me, made a pass, but even if a man had tried, I would never had agreed to cheat on Paul.

I should have just continued telling my husband about men who didn’t exist, situations that were figments of my own imagination. It was working. Paul was perpetually horny when he thought the fulfillment of his fantasy was just around the corner. He didn’t know it was all made up, fictitious. Eventually, I think, Paul would have let the whole thing just fade away. But then Keith showed up, and, well, I’ve told you about what happened already. 

But I couldn’t deny that something had been awakened in me. Paul and I had had a good sex life together, okay, a little boring at times, but good nonetheless. But after fucking Keith I felt like I had found that little something that was missing, the little something I couldn’t put my finger on and say, this, this is what’s missing. But the truth is, that something was not missing now, and it hadn’t been since last Friday, the day I discovered that not only could I fuck another man, but that I could really get off on it.

But I also felt like I had finally come up with someone who I could fulfill Paul’s fantasy with. Of course, I couldn’t tell my husband what I would need to do to get it done, no, I’d leave that part out when we talked about it tomorrow night when he got back from his return flight from California.

I looked out the side window and saw the mountains, verdant and lush, and I thought about Billy. It might be nice to arrange to go horseback riding with him, maybe when Paul was on a layover and I didn’t have to work. And no matter what Tom had insinuated, it would be a nice afternoon of exploring the mountains on horseback, and nothing more.

When I got home the house seemed especially quiet. Paul wouldn’t be home until tomorrow. I could relax and not worry that he would come home and want sex only hours after I had sex with Keith and feel that Keith had changed me, made my pussy looser, bigger. 

I poured myself a glass of wine and went into the bathroom to fill the tub. Keith had made me sore, and it would feel good to just soak. I took off my blouse and skirt and tossed them into the hamper. Keith had cum so much that I had to peel my panties away from my pussy as I pulled them off. 

I stood in front of the vanity mirror looking for any signs of what I had done. Two red splotches marred my hips where Keith’s hands had gripped me, holding me in place while he drove his cock into me. I could hide that with a nightie if the redness hadn’t disappeared by tomorrow night.

I cupped my breasts and lifted them, feeling their weight. My nipples were sore, swollen, and a darker pink than normal. I like my breasts. They’re not big, but they’re firm and full, and they don’t sag. Paul likes that my nipples swell and protrude like pencil erasers when I’m turned on. I like when he pinches them hard. 

I didn’t know what I’d do about my pussy. My lips were swollen and red, and my clit protruded from between them like a small tongue. It looked freshly fucked, but then, it was. I made a mental note to keep the bedroom dark tomorrow night. 

I lowered myself into the warm water and laid my head back against the tub. I took a deep, cleansing breath and stretched my legs out, resting my heels on the opposite edge. I had already decided that I’d tell Paul about Keith, leaving out the part about what I had already done with him. I was sure Keith would go along with that, especially after I let him share me with his roommate. I was also sure that Paul would be pleased that we were getting closer to fulfilling his fantasy. Even so, I would definitely gauge his response to the news as we fucked.

That was the easy part.

What to do about Keith—and Brent—was another thing.

What is it they say? It’s Deja Vu all over again?

Both Keith and Paul wanted to share me. They each had their reasons for wanting that, but the end result would be the same. Paul was looking for ways to make our sex life interesting, it would be something for us, as a couple. It seemed normal and tame compared to Keith’s reasons for wanting to do it.

Keith’s thing was different. Keith wanted to share me because doing so would somehow show possession. Was it primal? Something that told him, this is yours to share? I could go crazy trying to figure out men’s fantasies.

Men and their dirty minds! Where do they come up with this shit? But wouldn’t sex be boring without those strange thoughts men have?

I had fucked Keith twice, and the plan was to do it again. While I had been filled with guilt after the first time, last Friday, I didn’t feel much today. Was I getting better at this, more comfortable? Or was I still blaming my husband, telling myself that I was doing this just to find a way to fulfill Paul’s fantasy, telling myself that I would never have done any of this without Paul’s encouragement.

The truth is that I wouldn’t have considered fucking another man if Paul hadn’t come up with this idea. But I had done it, and it made me feel desired, attractive. It made me feel like a sensual woman.

I let the warm water soothe me as my thoughts drifted to what Keith wanted. Me with him and another man. Probably Brent. It wasn’t too hard to imagine, actually, since a threesome was one of my fantasies. See? Even women have fantasies. Most men never ask their wives about the things they think about, but if they did they’d probably be surprised at how creative we women can be.

Paul and I had watched a porno movie together one night. We were lying on the couch, Paul curled against me from behind. I was wearing a nighty and he wore boxer shorts. The movie was typical fare. A woman fucks a guy. The same woman does another woman. The woman does two guys at the same time. The kind of stuff that becomes boring rather quickly. But for some reason the male-female-male scene in this movie turned me on and remained vivid in my mind.

There were two men, both of them well built, the woman had dark hair and, odd for a porno movie, she had small breasts. They were naked, and I felt my skin warm as I watched the woman kissing the men, their tongues visible.

The woman was soon on her knees going back and forth between the men as she sucked their cocks. I was surprised at how wet the scene had made me. But the scene that got me really turned on was when one of the men sat on the sofa, the woman on her knees between his legs sucking his cock, while the other guy knelt behind her, pumping his big dick into her pussy. The scene ended with one man filling her pussy with his cum while the other shot his load on her face.

Paul had been lying behind me, his hand down my panties, fingering me. The scene made me cum, and I’m sure Paul thought he was solely responsible for my orgasm, but he’d be only partially right. The scene had really turned me on. 

There was another scene in that movie that had caught my attention, and it didn’t involve men at all. Watching the two women going down on each other had turned me on. I liked that a thick patch of dark hair covered one woman’s pussy, and I found myself thinking about how it would feel to have all that hair tickling my face as I tongued her wet slit. But there was no way I could ever do anything like that. I smiled. Isn’t that what I had said not long ago about fucking another man?

All these images were turning me on. Having sex with a woman, having two men, it was all very exciting and I could feel the warmth building in my pussy. I looked between my legs and saw that some of Keith’s creamy sperm had leaked out of me. I watched it swirling, rising through the water like smoke. 

I just about jumped out of my skin when the phone rang.

I was a bit slow in realizing that it was probably Paul calling, but then I jumped up and ran to the kitchen where I had left my phone. I wondered what Paul would say if he saw me running through the house, naked and soaking wet. Hell, he’d probably love it.

It was Paul calling from Los Angeles. He had an opportunity that he didn’t want to pass up. He had been asked to co-pilot a flight from Los Angeles to Honolulu, Hawaii. Paul wanted to fly the international routes, and being second-seat on this flight would look good on his record. 

Of course I understood why he wanted to do it, but I wasn’t happy because with the layovers and flight schedule he would be gone for another four days.  

“I’ll see you on Friday night,” I said into the phone.

“I’m sure you’ll find something to keep you busy until I get home,” he said.

If he only knew.

“This will give me a chance to read that novel I’ve been wanting to start,” I said.

“Now you’re making me feel guilty about leaving you alone,” he said. “Can’t you find something more exciting to do?”

Okay, he wanted to play? I decided I’d tease him a little, give him something to think about while he was away.

“Well, you never know,” I lied. ““I’ll be working with that guy in the warehouse again tomorrow.”

I heard him suck in a breath. But then I noticed a silent beat before he replied.

“Listen, babe,” he said slowly. “I’d rather you didn’t pursue this while I’m gone.” His voice was uneven, nervous. “I mean, first of all I want to watch, and second, you don’t really know that guy all that well. What if he got a little crazy? I don’t like thinking about you in a bad situation.”

Dammit, I love that he is protective of me, but now I knew that I had better be sure he never found out what I had already done—or what I might do.

“Oh, I wouldn’t,” I said. “It’s just that I’ll have an opportunity to see if he might be interested.”

Another long silence.

“Okay, but be careful,” Paul said. “You don’t want to give him the wrong idea. You don’t want him to think that you’re available for whatever, you know, cheating on your husband.”

Shit!

“I’ll be careful,” I promised.

“Okay, I need to go,” Paul said. “Thanks for understanding. I’ll make it up to you when I get home. I promise.”

“Now that sounds interesting,” I cooed into the phone.

“I love the way you think,” he said, then, “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I said. “Bye.”

“Bye.”

You don’t want to give him the wrong idea? That ship had already sailed.

I went back into the bathroom and toweled off, then threw on one of Paul’s long sleeved white shirts. If I could get things arranged to be with Keith and Brent before Paul got home, then maybe I could tell my husband that his fantasy was about to come true. It Keith agreed, that is. I went into the bedroom and laid on the bed and called Keith. He answered on the second ring.

“Hello, darlin’,” he said.

“How did you—“

“Caller ID,” he answered. “So what’s up?”

“Have you talked to Brent yet?”

“Damn, darlin’.” He laughed. “You don’t waste any time, do you?”

“Well, it’s just that my husband just called. He’ll be out of town for the next few days,” I said. “That will give me time to, ah, you know.”

“I’m just kidding,” he said. “I like that you’re so anxious.” He fell silent for a beat, then said, “But, when I told Brent what we had in mind, he said he’d pass.”

“He doesn’t want to?” I asked. What the hell? I hate to admit it, but that was a hit to my ego. I know I’m not beautiful, and I hate that I thought this, but neither is Brent.

“You know, darlin’, we hit it off. But sometimes people just don’t click.” Another pause. “Don’t take it the wrong way. He’s just not interested.”

I didn’t know what to say. I had not considered that Brent would turn me down. Strange, but even though I hadn’t been all that keen on him being the one to join me and Keith, I was still disappointed. This would change everything. I wanted this to happen before I chickened out. The sooner it happened the sooner I could put it past me, and the sooner I could tell Keith what Paul wanted. 

“Okay,” I said. “Maybe you’ll find someone else for this. You said you knew a couple of other guys?”

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “I’m not sure Brent would have worked out anyway.”

I heard his lighter flick and then he inhaled. A cigarette. I wanted one, too. I walked into the living room to get my own cigarettes as he continued.

“Brent is what is called a Dom.”

“A Dom?” I asked. “I have no idea what that is.”

Keith laughed before continuing. “He’s dominant with a woman. You know, he likes submissive women. He likes to be in charge is the only way I know to put it.”

“A bull?” I blurted out the word before I even thought it. “I mean, you know, I’ve heard about these guys who—“

“Yeah, darlin’,” Keith said. I could hear the humor in his voice. “I never thought you’d know what that is, but I guess you do. Brent is a Dom, a bull.”

Why couldn’t I just talk to Keith about Paul’s desire? I mean, Keith and I have already fucked twice. Why did I need to have Brent join us before I talked to him about this? I didn’t.

“Are you free tomorrow night?” I asked.

“Tomorrow, tomorrow,” he said slowly, as if thinking about his schedule. “Let’s see. Tomorrow is Tuesday.” His voice brightened. “Yeah, tomorrow night isn’t possible. If you wanted to come over, I mean.”

“Yes, that’s what I was hoping.”

“I would like nothing more,” he said, “but I have to work late tomorrow night to make up some of the hours I missed today. But what about Wednesday night?” he said quickly. “Can you come over then?”

Why not?

“Yeah,” I said. “But there’s something I want to talk to you about when I come over.”

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” He laughed.

“No, nothing like that,” I said. “But it’s not something I want to talk about over the phone.”

“No problem, darlin’,” he said. “How about six o’clock on Wednesday? That work for you?”

That would give me time to come home and shower and then get to his house.

“Sure, that’s fine.”

“Okay, I’ll see you then,” Keith said.

“And Keith?” I asked. “Let’s act like strangers at work. I don’t want anyone to start talking about us.”

“If they’re talking about us, they’re leaving someone else alone.” He laughed. “But I know what you mean. Don’t worry, no one will suspect anything.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“I can’t understand why Brent isn’t interested,” Keith said. “He surprised me when he said he didn’t think it would work.”

“Yeah, well, maybe it’s the Dom thing. You know, that he’s a bull and I don’t look submissive or something.”

“Oh? From the sound of your voice, I think you’re disappointed.” There was a silent pause before he continued.

“A little,” I said. “But not for the reason you probably think.” 

“Damn, that’s hot,” he said. “Well, you sure don’t look the type to want someone like him,” he said. “Hell, I was even surprised you let me fuck you.”

“I know, I know,” I said jokingly, “I’m too wholesome looking.”

“Yeah, that and you have this innocent look about you. You know, demure I think it’s called?”

“You think I’m demure? Really?”

“Yeah, and that’s what makes you even sexier,” he said. “I mean, from my point of view it’s much sexier to fuck someone you never thought you could.”

Here we go, another one of men’s strange thoughts.

“Well, I suppose all that makes Brent think I wouldn’t be what he likes.”

“He’s a damn idiot, and I told him so.” I could almost see his smile. “Anyway, that must be it,” Keith said.

“That’s okay, though,” I said. “That’ll give us some time to talk.”

“Oh, speaking of that,” he said. “I told you I have something for you. Something that might keep the people at work from noticing us.”

I had no idea what he was talking about.

“Anything that will keep people from talking is good with me,” I said.

“I bought you a pin,” he said.

“A pin?”

“You know, a lot of the women wear them. It’s nothing fancy, but you can wear it as a way to tell me you want to get together. It’ll be a sign only we recognize. That way we won’t have to discuss things like that at work. If I see you wearing it I’ll know.”

Was he thinking this was going to go on for a long time? Why wouldn’t he, I guess. But it was my plan that as soon as he fucked me in front of Paul we’d be only friends. The kind without benefits.

“Okay, Keith,” I said. “We can also talk about that tomorrow.”

“That sounds good, darlin’,” he said. “See you Wednesday.”

After I hung up I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down with my laptop. I was intrigued by what Keith had said about Brent being a bull or a dominant. I’m not naïve, I have a good idea what it’s all about, but I was curious about the specifics. I had always wanted Paul to be more dominant, more aggressive, but I thought that maybe I should do a little research to find out for myself.

I Googled the words submissive, bull, and dominant. Jesus! There were thousands of hits. One thing I learned right off is that the words bull and dominant are interchangeable—they mean the same thing. There were stories purportedly written by husbands who had let their wives be controlled by a bull, there were even short videos of women being submissive.

But there seemed to be two themes associated with being submissive. For some, being submissive was being humiliated. One video showed a woman being treated roughly by a bull. For me, that didn’t seem like much fun. But most of the hits I looked at showed the submissive woman simply responding to her bull’s commands without question. Now that could be fun.  

Later that night as I lay awake in bed, I thought about the things I’d read on line. Bulls, submissive women.  My pussy got wet as I began fantasizing about the things Brent, a total stranger, would have done with me. I knew Keith wouldn’t let things get out of hand, but one of the things that turned me on was the sense of danger. Danger Brent would go too far? Danger that I might like it? 

I put my hand under the blanket and cupped my sex, feeling my swollen lips against my palm. My outer lips were thick, full, and still warm. I dipped a finger between into my folds and I was surprised at how sensitive my clit still was. It felt good as I stroked it, moving my finger back and forth over it slowly until I felt the tingle of orgasm in my belly.

I imagined the things Brent might have done. I had no idea what his preferences were, so most of the images were more about what I would have liked him to do. I could imagine him having me strip for him, maybe have me lay back and masturbate until I came, all the while I’d be embarrassed as I exposed myself to him in ways that even my husband has never seen. Why that idea turned me on I can’t say, but my pussy was dripping as I lay there with the visions parading through my mind.

One of the short videos I watched was about a dominant husband and his submissive wife. The couple would go to bars and meet guys, then the wife would go out to the car with their new friend and blow him. They didn’t invite him home with them, didn’t go to a motel.

I don’t know why, but I thought that was sexy. I could never do something like that, but picking out a man, a stranger, and giving him a blowjob seemed like it could be exciting. 

There were so many possibilities, but since I didn’t have any experience with this, I’m sure my ideas were quite tame compared to some of the things a real bull would come up with. 

I slid my finger down my slit until I reached my entrance. Jesus! Keith had left me so open again. I hoped it wouldn’t be permanent after we had fucked a couple of times.

As I played, Keith’s words floated into my thoughts. 

“If you think I have a big cock, wait until you see Brent’s.”

If Keith thought his roommates cock was big then I couldn’t even guess what was between Brent’s legs. I tried to stop thinking about it, but it was getting me excited, making me wet, to think about having two men in bed with me. 

Damn, how open would I be after Brent fucked me? But it didn’t matter anyway, because Brent wasn’t interested. I was disappointed, but it’s probably best if I kept my extracurricular activities to just one man. 

My pussy tingled as I began stroking my finger in and out of me, feeling Keith’s cum, warm and sticky, deep inside me. I shivered when I curled my finger up against my G-spot, lubricating it with Keith’s cum.

I stroked myself harder and faster as I imagined Keith seated on the sofa, me on my knees between his spread legs, as he bucked his hips, fucking my mouth with his cock.  

I ran my finger over my clit, pressing my finger against it just enough to bring me off, as I fantasized that Keith’s sperm was spurting into my mouth in long, thick strings. I slid my finger back into me as deep as I could as my orgasmic juices flowed into my throbbing cunt and I told myself that the heat I felt was caused by a flood of Brent’s cum as he fucked me from behind.  

I gasped and my stomach quivered, my juice mingled with Keith’s seed and ran out of me. 

Lying in my dark bedroom staring up at the smooth ceiling later that night, I told myself that it was Brent’s loss. He didn’t know what he was missing.


Chapter Eleven

It seemed like forever since I last stood on Keith’s front porch, even though I had been here only two days ago. The door opened before I could knock.

“Hi, darlin’,” Keith said. His grey eyes traveled from my high heels up to the hem of the tight black dress that reached halfway to my knees. His gaze rose to my crimson lips. He smiled. “Damn, you look hot.”

I had made an effort to look sexy, thinking that the more I turned Keith on the easier it would be to bring up Paul’s fantasy. I had taken great pains to get my makeup just right, fixed my hair so it was up off my neck. I had gone shopping the night before, picking out an outfit that would hopefully grab Keith’s attention.

My short, black skirt showed off most of my stockinged thighs, and my button front, white silk blouse barely hid my taut nipples straining against my black, see-through bra. My black thong panties were expensive, but the silk felt good against my sex. I had even splurged on a pair of black thigh-high stockings with an intricate lace pattern at the top. When I had looked in the bathroom mirror before leaving home, I had told myself that I looked like a high-priced call girl—exactly the look I was going for. 

“I’m glad you like it,” I said.

We stood there, his eyes gleaming with approval, my eyes focused on the bulge growing in his jeans.

I waited for a long beat and then said, “Can I come in?”

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “Sure darlin’.” But instead of opening the door wider, he looked over his shoulder, then turned back to me. He smiled—that smile. “Come on in,” he said.

I took a step but his words stopped me in my tracks.

“I have a surprise for you,” he said.

My eyes widened. “A surprise?” I looked past him, but I couldn’t see anything inside the house.

I’m not very experienced at this sort of thing, you know, having sex with someone other than my husband, but I know enough to understand that this is not the type of situation where surprises are welcome. At least not until we got to know each other better.

Keith must have sensed my hesitation, because he reached out and put his hand on my arm.

“Oh, don’t worry, darlin’.” He looked over his shoulder again, then back at me. “It’s a surprise I think you’ll like.”

With that, he opened the door only wide enough so that I had to squeeze past him as I entered, and I could feel his cock graze over my ass as I did just that. But I took one step into the house and froze. 

He was sitting back on the sofa, relaxed, giving me a lascivious grin.

Brent.

“Nice dress,” he said, as his dark eyes moved over my body.

I concentrated on not letting the panic show in my face. 

“I thought…,” I turned back to Keith and saw the smirk on his face. 

“He changed his mind,” he said. “I hope it’s alright.”

I stood there staring at Brent and something Keith had said floated into my thoughts.

He has a cock a horse would be proud of.

Sure, I had fantasized about doing this, but I would have liked to know about it before I got here.

I thought about turning and leaving, but then I realized that this was the best way to get Keith to agree to help me with Paul’s fantasy. If I let Keith watch me with Brent, how could Keith deny my husband the same thing? But I also remembered what else Keith had said. Brent is a dominant, a bull. Keith had told me that Brent wasn’t interested, so I had let the thoughts fade away, but now I remembered the things I had read on-line when I had Googled the word dominant.

But I had fantasized about being a submissive for quite some time and it always turned me on. I looked over at Brent and saw him taking me in, his dark eyes, wet and hungry, moving over my legs and up to my breasts.

He must have felt that I was looking at him, because he suddenly made eye contact with me. The hard, cold look in his eyes made my stomach tighten.   

I’m not sure what I felt. Excited? Yes! But underneath that there was something else. Peril, precariousness, jeopardy. Yes, all of those things, but the strongest emotion by far? Danger. Instead of recoiling, instead of turning and leaving, I felt my pulse quicken as I stepped into the room.

I wondered what the hell I was getting myself into. But it didn’t matter. I wasn’t totally committed to this, so I could stop it before things even got started, or got out of hand.

Keith looked at me and smiled. “After we talked the other night I thought you’d be okay with this. Brent called me today and said he had changed his mind.” His smile faded. “It is okay with you, right?”

“I was—“ 

“Actually, Marsha,” Brent interrupted, his voice deep and raspy, “it is Marsha, right?” I nodded. “Okay. So actually, Marsha, I have been thinking about you ever since I met you the other day.” His eyes moved over me again, and I felt a stab of fear hit my belly when I noticed his hard expression, his unemotional eyes.

He continued staring at me, and then I saw the same transformation I had seen when I met him two days ago. He smiled, a warm, friendly smile that softened the features of his face and reached into his eyes. It was as if he had removed a mask and revealed what I hoped was his true persona. 

“Sit down here.” He patted the seat cushion. “Next to me.”

I turned around. Keith was still standing behind me, his back pressed against the door as if he intended to prevent me from leaving. I bit my lower lip and cocked my head as if to say, what the fuck? I wanted him to say something, anything, but he didn’t. I turned back around when I heard Brent’s voice again.

“Don’t look at him,” he said, “this was his idea. He said he told you about his little kink.” He looked at Keith and smiled, then turned back to me. “He wants me to have you.” I fizzed with uneasiness when he patted the seat cushion again, harder. “Now come over here and sit with me.”

I don’t remember telling myself to obey him, but I did. I sat on the sofa, making sure to leave room between us. I looked back and forth at the two men before letting my gaze settle on Brent.

I wasn’t sure what to do, or if I should do anything. I was, if not in shock, at least in a quandary about whether or not I should leave. My gut, filled with apprehension, told me to go home before anything happened. But Brent’s words pushed that thought away.

“No one will stop you from leaving,” Brent said. “I mean, if you’re not having a good time.”

Keith nodded and sat in an armchair facing us.

My frenzied thoughts raced through me. Leave now, I told myself. You don’t really know this guy. Are you crazy?

I looked at Brent. He looks solid, more solid, and stronger, than Keith— or Paul. Thinking of my husband while I’m with two men who want to fuck me—who I want to fuck—made me feel like I was cheating. What’s wrong with me, I asked myself, I am cheating.

But I reminded myself that I was here only because of my husband’s fantasy. But I knew it was more than that. With the uneasiness roiling in my stomach, I would have left if Paul was my only reason for being here. No, I was intrigued. I was turned on. I wanted to do this.  

I let my gaze move over Brent. His blue jeans stretched over his thick thighs, and it was easy to see the bulge beneath the faded denim. The dark hair covering his muscular forearms did little to hide the tattoo of an eagle inked onto his left arm, USMC on the other.  He looked freshly shaved, his fingernails were clean, his skin, while pale, looked soft.

But there was something else about him that I found attractive. Brent had an air of independence about him, like he didn’t need anyone’s approval. He is a big guy, and I had a feeling that he didn’t feel like he had to prove that he wasn’t only big, but that he was tough. Maybe it was an undercurrent of compassion that I saw, but I had the impression that he could be just as gentle as he could be forceful.

I felt a stirring in my pussy when I told myself that I knew something else about him.

“He has a cock even a horse would be proud of.”

I should stand up. I know that. I should stand up and say I need to use the bathroom or something. I should leave and never look back. It wouldn’t be hard to do. And I will, I told myself—soon.

What am I getting myself into? I wondered. And how deep?

Brent’s voice pulled me from my reverie.

“You have nice legs, girl,” he said. “And if a woman has nice legs, it usually means she has a nice ass too.”

“Oh, you’re right about that,” Keith said. “At least it is about Marsha.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice small, nervous.

It sounded like a ridiculous thing to say, and I guess it was. I looked over at Keith. He was staring at me and Brent, his eyes urging me on, a half smile on his face. He was going to enjoy this, I could tell. I wondered if I would enjoy it.

“I guess Keith should have told you before you got here,” Brent said. “But I like that you didn’t know.”

I glared at Keith. “I think it would have been better if he had told me. I would have liked the choice of coming over or not. ” 

Brent let out a long sigh. His friendly smile was gone, replaced by a frown. He tilted his head and he looked at me.

“But here’s the thing.” He paused then put his big hand on my thigh. “You do have a choice. You can leave, or you can stay and tell me to leave.” He gave my thigh a gentle squeeze. “But understand this, Marsha.” He paused and held me in his hot gaze. “If you decide to stay, I will make sure you have a night you’ll never forget.”

I stared at him, my thoughts jumbled, as I processed all of this. Maybe his remark was intended to let me know what to expect, and I have to admit that I was intrigued about what could be in store for me. And while fear percolated through me, deep inside I knew I wanted to stay. 

I have wanted my husband to be more aggressive with me—more dominant, but unless I asked him to he would never treat me that way. He never has. But asking him to be dominant, asking him to make me his submissive, would be like giving him permission, and how could he be dominant if he was doing it with my permission. 

But here was Brent, not only a dominant, a bull, but from what Keith had said, he’s hung. I wondered what that would feel like. Could I be submissive? I’ve wanted to find out for a very long time. Well, here’s your chance, Marsha, I told myself.

Brent is experienced at this, so I knew I would either be in good hands, be with someone who knew how to bring out a woman’s submissive side, or would his experience be more than I could handle. Fear and worry filled me, but the tingle in my pussy was now making my decisions for me.

“I can see your mind working,” Brent said. “Are you afraid of me?”

Afraid? Hell yes I was scared to death. I bit my lower lip as I looked from Brent to Keith, then back to Brent.

“What will I have to do?” I asked. “I mean, if I stay?”

Brent smiled and his hand moved up my thigh. 

“I can’t tell you that,” he said. “You’ll have to leave it to me to know how to make you enjoy it. You’ll have to go along with this knowing that I’m not new at this. I know how to treat a submissive woman, especially a woman new to this.”

“And I am new to this,” I said. “In fact, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

He smiled, his eyes warmed.

“And that makes you all the sexier.”

There it was, the thing that seemed to drive my desires, my willingness to do things that I knew Paul wouldn’t approve of. A man wanted me. A stranger yes, but that made me want it more. I felt sexy, desired, and hot. Sure, I felt the danger of the situation, but I also knew I would experience something I never thought I would.

I watched Brent’s eyes move over my thighs, and as he continued to stroke my leg. 

I looked down and saw the bulge in his pants. Jesus! If anything, Keith had minimized it. Brent was definitely hung.

He tugged the hem of my dress higher up my thighs.

I looked at Keith when he said, “I told him a lot about you, darlin’.” 

“Yeah, he did,” Brent said.


Chapter Twelve

Keith smiled as he crossed the room and stood in front of me. 

“Let’s get started, darlin’.” He put his hand out.

I took his hand and when I stood he kissed me, lightly, tenderly, then turned me so that I was facing Brent. 

“Let me show you how beautiful she is,” he said.

Brent nodded and sat back against the sofa to watch. 

Keith stood behind me, his arms circling me, his hands slowly working the buttons of my blouse. He separated the material as each button came loose, before moving on to the next one. When he unfastened the third button, he put his hand inside my blouse and cupped my breast over my bra.

“Her nipples are already hard,” he said over my shoulder.

Brent nodded and smiled at me.

Keith unfastened another button, then another, and when the last button came loose he pulled my blouse over my shoulders, then let it slide down my arms. My chest heaved when Keith cupped my breasts and lifted them, pushing them up and squeezing them at the same time.

My body trembled, but I kept my arms at my sides. I closed my eyes when Keith captured my nipples between his fingers and pinched them, softly at first, but he quickly increased the pressure until I felt my pussy clench.

“Ohh,” I cooed.

“That feel good?” Keith’s breath caressed my ear. I nodded, unable to speak.

Keith looked over my shoulder and spoke to Brent.

“She loves having her nipples pinched,” he said. 

My eyes were closed, but I sensed Brent leaning forward, and then his big hands covered my breasts. Even through the material of my bra, his skin felt warm, and I could feel the thickness of his fingers as he pinched my nipples, rolling them between the pads of his fingers.

“Like that?” he asked softly.

I nodded. My breath caught.

“You want him to pinch harder?” Keith whispered in my ear. I nodded. “Then tell him what you want.”

I hesitated for a beat, long enough to catch my breath. 

“Pinch harder,” I said, my voice low, distant, small. “Please, pinch my nipples hard.”

I gasped when Brent’s thick fingers closed tightly over my pebbled nipples. It hurt, and I clenched my thighs together, my hips bucked.

“Too hard?” Brent released the pressure. “Does it hurt?”

“Yes, it hurts,” I said, my voice just above a whisper. “But don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“Damn, girl. You really like it hard.” He applied pressure on my nipples again, making them burn with pain. My pussy warmed, and I could feel the liquid heat building in my belly.

“Harder,” I moaned, pushing my ass back against Keith. “Pinch harder.”

I held my breath and clenched my eyes shut, waiting for the pain to shoot through me, going from my aching nipples down into my pussy, but Brent kept up a slight pressure, not enough for what I wanted.

“Tell him Keith,” I said. “Tell him to pinch harder. Tell him to make them hurt.”

“Go ahead, Brent,” Keith urged. “She loves it. Do it hard enough and she’ll come.”

“Yes, I want to come,” I hissed.

The sudden pain seared through me and caused my eyes to involuntarily snap wide open. I laid my head back on Keith’s shoulder and moaned loudly, as Brent rolled my nipples between his fingers.

“Ohh, fuck,” I gasped. I reached up and covered Brent’s hands with mine, then I used my fingers over his to apply more pressure. “Like that, Brent,” I moaned. “Make them hurt.” My body shuddered as the pain I looked for, wanted, roared through me. “Fuck, I’m coming,” I shouted. Stars danced in front of my eyes when Brent’s fingers closed even tighter over my aching nipples. I pressed my thighs together as the juices of my orgasm spilled through my cunt and ran down my thighs.

My shoulders sagged when Brent finally let go. 

“I told you she could come like that,” Keith said with a chuckle.

“Show me her tits,” Brent said as he leaned back against the sofa again. 

Keith unsnapped my bra and the cool air felt good on my flesh, as the material fell away.

“Nice tits,” Brent said.

I tried to catch my breath as I waited for the delicious pain to recede. I could feel my pussy getting wetter, I could feel Keith’s cock thickening between us and pressing against my ass. Brent leaned forward again. His hands covered my breasts, his skin hard but warm against my flesh.

“Having fun?” Keith whispered in my ear. “Do you want to leave? Or do you want to stay?”

“Stay,” was the only word I could get out before Brent’s hands closed around my tits and his fingers covered my nipples again. “I want to stay.”

Brent leaned forward, so close to me now that I felt his breath on my flesh.

“You like this, don’t you?” he asked. “You like being treated this way. It’s different from the way you’re treated at home, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice just above a whisper. “My husband is always gentle, caring, but sometimes that’s not enough. Sometimes I need more.” I sucked in a breath as Keith slid his hand between my legs from behind. “I want to feel used, I want to feel like a whore.” I spread my legs as Keith began fingering my swollen clit. “I want to do everything.”

My nipples were on fire, my cunt clenched on Keith’s finger as it entered me. I looked down and searched Brent’s eyes. All I saw was lust and desire.

“You want me to make you my whore?” Brent asked. “You want me and Keith to use you?” 

“Yes,” I hissed. I bucked my hips against Keith’s finger. “I like being a whore. I want to be used, by both of you, any way you want.”

Brent sucked in a breath.

“Fuck, you are so hot,” Keith said.

“Show me her pussy,” Brent said, his voice stern.

What little modesty I had left kicked in. I was being stripped by one man, exposing me to a man I hardly knew. I laid my head back against Keith’s shoulder and closed my eyes, as Keith’s fingers slipped into the waistband of my skirt. He pushed it down to my thighs and I wiggled out of it, letting it fall to the floor at my feet.

Brent sucked in another noisy breath and I felt his big hand on my sex. 

“You have a hot pussy,” he said. I responded by moving my legs further apart, giving him and Keith more access.

“Touch me,” I whisper, “please.”

Brent twisted the material of my thong in his fingers and I heard them tear when he yanked them down. My skin burned with desire as I felt his hot gaze taking me in. My clit felt hot and thick, tingly, my cunt throbbed. I wanted to feel him touching me, there, between my legs. I wanted him to feel me, to feel how wet I was for him.

“Oh, fuck,” Brent said when his thick finger pushed between my lips. “You are so fucking wet.”

“I told you,” Keith said.

Brent worked my pussy with his finger, sliding it over my engorged clit, entering me at the place where all my nerve endings converge. I could feel my orgasm building again, hot, deep inside me.

“I’ll ask you one last time,” Brent’s voice sounded far away. I looked down at him but said nothing. “Do you want to leave?” He raised an eyebrow. “But before you answer, I want you to know that from here on out, I’ll do whatever I want with you.”

I stared at him. I could feel how tight I was on his finger as it glided in and out of my quivering pussy.

“What are you going to do?” I managed to ask. My skin prickled with sweat. I tried to take a breath but I could only gasp.

He smiled at me. 

"The things I like to do.”

I trembled, wondering what those things might be.  

The room blurred, and although I felt Keith breathing against my ear, it was as if he was no longer in the room. The reason I’m here no longer includes Paul, or what he wants. No, I’m here for me now, to finally have what I’ve wanted—what I craved. It was me and Brent, and I was here to serve him.

My brain fizzed with images of what I had read on-line about bulls and how they take their pleasure. I closed my eyes and Brent appeared in the center of every image parading through my mind. My body quaked.

Brent took my hand and lifted it to his lips and kissed my palm gently.

"Are you afraid,” he asked. 

“Yes,” I said, but the word came out as a low groan.

“What are you afraid of?”

I thought of all the things I've always wanted to do—all the things I've wanted to have done to me. My blood ran hot with desire. When I didn’t answer, Brent raised his voice.

"Are you scared?" he asked again.

I looked down at him. I realized that he wanted me to be frightened. It’s his thing. My fear would turn him on.   

"Yes," I said. My body shivered, and my ears buzzed. "I'm very frightened."

He lowered his voice.

“Do you want to leave?” he asked again.

“No,” I said. Brent’s finger pushed into me, deep, then curled up against my G-spot, causing me to moan and arch my back. “No. I. Don’t. Want. To. Leave.” Each word came out between a shuddering gasp.

"Would you like me to take you?” Brent’s voice was husky, gravelly. “Or do you want me to show you what I want?”

I want to say no, I can’t do this. This isn’t me, it’s not my world. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and indecent. A purple fog clouded the air. But my arousal began to pulse, uncontrolled, lewd—wicked.

I opened my mouth to answer but no words came. There's only desire, fleshy, limitless, flaming desire.

Brent gently pushed me back against Keith and stood.

“Come on,” he said.

Holding my hand, he led me toward Keith’s bedroom.


Chapter Thirteen

Brent sat on the edge of the bed and I once again stood in front of him, naked, my stomach quivering, my breasts heaving.

He looked up at me as he ran his hands up and down my sides, the skin on his palms rough and calloused. 

“You’re shaking,” he said. “You can stop me anytime you want to.” I nodded nervously. I hoped he wouldn’t ask one time too many if I wanted to leave. I knew I should run out the door and not stop until I was safely home, embraced by the safe world inhabited by me and Paul.

Sex with Paul was satisfying, and I suppose I could have gone through life with that. But there was something missing, I could feel it after Paul and I had sex. It was like a loose tooth that you know will eventually fall out, but until it does you notice it, worry it with your tongue.

I felt Keith’s hard cock pressed into my ass cheeks. I looked down and saw the heat in Brent’s eyes, I felt the strength in his big hands. Standing in front of these two men, naked, my body screaming with desire, I realized that I had a chance to find what had been missing.

But my biggest fear, I finally understood, was that I would find what had been missing. And once I found it, I might never want to be without it again.

“Are you okay?” Brent asked again. “What are you afraid of?”  

“I’m okay,” I whispered. “But I’m afraid that I’ll disappoint you.”

Brent leaned forward and kissed my quivering belly, his lips warm on my skin.

“You’re beautiful,” he said softly. “If you disappoint me it’s only because I haven’t done right by you.”

His lips moved lower. He planted kisses down one thigh, then the other, before moving over to my sex. I shuddered when his tongue flicked out against my swollen clit.

“You like that,” he asked, his breath caressing my sensitive lips.

“Yes,” I replied.

He nudged my legs apart and pressed his tongue into my slit, sliding his tongue lightly over my clit, before flicking it back and forth and sending waves of pleasure though me.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I moaned.

“Hmm.” He kept his mouth on my sex but he looked up at me. His dark eyes were filled with heat and passion. 

I put my right foot on the edge of the bed, then reached down and spread myself open for him. He smiled up at me and then put his tongue back to work, flicking it over my clit, moving it back until I felt the wet warmth of his tongue at my entrance. I put one hand on his head and pulled him against me as I put my other hand on his shoulder to keep my balance.

“You’re good at this,” I said.

He didn’t respond, not with words, anyway. But he closed his mouth over my sex and worked his tongue up into my pussy, fucking me with it as he sucked my lips into his mouth. My legs shook, shuddering breaths escaped from deep in my chest.

I felt Keith press himself against my back. He had undressed, and his hard cock pressed into the cleft of my ass. He reached around me and took my nipples between his fingers as he whispered into my ear.

“You’re ready to come again, ain’t you?”

I moaned and nodded, as I pulled Brent harder against me, forcing his tongue deeper in my cunt. Keith’s fingers tightened, and he began rolling my aching nipples between them, sending pain through my body.

My fingers fisted in Brent’s hair as the liquid warmth of another orgasm pooled deep inside my belly. Brent continued to work his tongue in and out of me, stopping only long enough to lap at my swollen clit.

My orgasm flowed through me like a wave moving toward shore. I twisted my fingers in Brent’s hair, as he sucked my clit into his warm mouth and continued to tongue-fuck me. 

“Ohh,” I moaned, then “oh, oh,” as my body shook with wave after wave of my orgasm. My legs felt weak, rubbery, as Brent lapped at me, moaning in pleasure as my juices washed over his mouth.

A moment later I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding as my body relaxed. Keith’s fingers released my nipples. Brent’s face glistened with my juices when he lifted his face away from my sex.

“Damn, girl,” he said, his eyes still focused on my pussy, “you taste good, really good.”

Keith, still behind me, his dick pressed against my ass, looked over my shoulder.

“And she can come like that all night,” he said.

I looked down at Brent, and said, “It’s your turn. I want to show you what I’m good at.”


Chapter Fourteen

My ears buzzed and butterflies took flight in my stomach, as I stepped away from Keith and slowly lowered myself to the floor between Brent’s legs. I reached up, unbuckled his pants, and pulled the zipper down. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and a tuft of wiry, dark hair sprouted from his open pants. I reached inside and found his cock.

“Jesus!” I said.

Keith laughed. “Didn’t I tell you, Marsha?”

When I looked up, Brent was smiling like the cat who ate the canary.

His cock was too big and too hard to take out while his pants were still on. I grabbed the waistband of his jeans and tugged, but he had to help. He raised his hips off the sofa and pushed his jeans down until they were past his knees. I pulled them off and tossed them aside.

I shifted on my knees and a shuddering gasp escaped from me when Brent spread his legs.

Brent’s ball sack was huge and hairy, and I could just make out the two orbs lying just beneath the wrinkled skin. I cupped the sack, and when I lifted it I felt his balls moving around inside. I reached up grasped his cock in my hand and lifted it, surprised at how heavy it was. Neither Keith nor Paul was as heavy as the dick I held in my hand, and I wondered if I would be able to feel the weight of it when he fucked me.

I stared at his cock as I stroked it, and I a layer of skin covered half his head. I looked like his cock was wearing a turtleneck sweater. As I stroked him, the loose layer of skin rolled up over the head, covering it, then the skin rolled down, revealing a purple head glistening with precum. I liked the feeling of his rock-hard shaft beneath the smooth, loose foreskin. I had never seen an uncircumcised cock except in a porno movie. 

A wide rim flared around the bottom of his glans, and the hole at the tip was big and deep. The head reminded me of a small peach. I knew I’d be lucky if I could get it into my mouth, forget about the shaft.

“Will that be enough for you?” Brent said.

I looked up at him and a smile curled the corners of my lips. I nodded as my gaze returned to the huge cock in my hand. 

“It’s big,” I said as I stared at it. “I mean, really fucking big.”

“And just think,” he said. “It’s all for you.”

I raised my eyebrows and said “All of it?” I’m sure he could hear the apprehension in my voice.

He smiled. “Yeah, every last inch.”

My hand covered at least four inches of his shaft, and at least five more inches protruded from the top of my fist. I stroked him slowly, my eyes never leaving his cock. I watched the loose skin bunch up at the base of his shaft and wondered what that would feel like inside me. 

I held him out with two fingers so I could see all of it.

“I’m don’t know if I can take all of it,” I said. “Jesus, it’s big.”

“Oh, you’ll take it all,” he said, “believe me.”

My pussy throbbed as he spoke. I was telling him I didn’t think I could take all of him, but I knew I would. I love the feeling of being pushed open as a cock enters me, and I couldn’t help thinking about this meaty cock spreading me when Brent got ready to fuck me.

Brent didn’t have to tell me what to do next. A drop of clear precum pearled at the tip of his cock, glistening in the light like a small jewel. I held him in my gaze as I licked my lips and then lowered my mouth to his cock. I flicked my tongue around the flare of his glans, then licked the drop of precum off the tip. Damn, he tasted good. 

His cock was warm and salty when I took him into my mouth, sinking down slowly until I had almost half of him. I took in a little more of him while I stroked him slowly, feeling his foreskin cover his head and then feeling it emerge from beneath the skin when I sucked it.

I liked the feel of his loose skin in my mouth, the way it bunched up around the base, making it thicker. My juices were slick on my inner thighs, and my hips began to undulate of their own accord. I don’t remember ever being this filled with lust. Even with Paul.

I had never given much thought to having a big cock. Paul was more than adequate, so for me it wasn’t an issue. But having this heavy, pulsing cock, so big and powerful, made me wonder if I had been wrong. Maybe size does matter. I’d soon find out.

I used my thumb and forefinger to spread the hole at the tip of his cock and watched creamy precum ooze out. I looked up at him as I licked across the hole, tasting him, coating my mouth with it. 

“Ahh,” he moaned. “Damn, girl, you have a warm mouth.”

“Umm,” I moaned in response. With his head filling my mouth, a moan was all I could manage.

I kept my lips closed around his shaft, my loose fist following the movement of my mouth as I went up and down on it, spreading my warm saliva to simulate a pussy. I took more of him in each time I lowered my mouth on it, and it didn’t take long before my mouth was full of his warm dick.

Brent put his hands on my head, but he didn’t push me onto his cock. I looked up at him as I sucked. His head was thrown back, his eyes closed, a smile on his lips. I thought it was sexy that I could make him feel so good.

He must have felt me gazing at him, because he opened his eyes. He pushed a wing of hair off my forehead and looked down at me.

“Damn, Marsha,” he groaned, “you can really suck cock.”

I took him out of my mouth and said, “I like to suck.”

“Hell, that’s obvious,” he said and then closed his eyes again.

I licked my lips before sinking down on his fat dick once again.

As I worked Brent’s cock, I heard Keith moving behind me. A moment later, he laid on his back on the floor and scooted between my spread knees until his head was beneath my pussy. His arms went around my hips. I gasped around Brent’s cock, as Keith pulled his face up to my dripping pussy. I spread my legs a little further, giving him more access to my sex. My clit tingled when he flattened his tongue against it. 

I moaned with pleasure and pushed myself against his face.

“I think she likes that, Keith,” Brent said. Keith said something in reply but his words were muffled. Brent laughed and held my hair back off my face as he watched me blowing him.

Each time Brent’s cock pushed against my throat, thick, slippery saliva flowed into my mouth. I used it as a lubricant, spreading it over his shaft as my fist followed my mouth up and down like a tight pussy.

I could feel the weight of his cock. He was rock hard beneath the velvety covering of skin. I couldn’t wait to feel this powerful muscle inside me. 

Keith worked his tongue into my cunt, as I cupped Brent’s hairy ball sack. Excess, pliable skin spilled over my fist, and I could feel the hard orbs against my palm. He moaned with pleasure when I held only his cock head in my mouth and gave his sack a gentle squeeze.

I stroked him slowly as I licked down his shaft, using my tongue to make his balls wet. I took one ball into my mouth and sucked gently, flicking my tongue over it. Brent’s moans came from so deep inside of him that I could feel the vibrations in his balls.   

I took him into my mouth again and he put his hands on my head and held me still while he pumped his cock into my mouth, moaning as my fingertips played over his slippery balls.

Keith continued licking me, tongue fucking me, flicking his soft tongue in and out of my opening. My pussy was on fire and I could feel the beginning of another orgasm. I was going to drown him if he kept that up.

I took Brent out of my mouth and held it, as I looked down between my legs.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said. Keith only moaned.

Brent leaned down and kissed me, hard, pushing his tongue between my lips. When he leaned away, I could see the lust in his eyes. His cock throbbed in my hand.

“I want to fuck you,” he said. His voice was tight, husky. “Are you ready for that?”

“Please, not yet,” I cooed softly. “I have to come, please. I’m so close, let me come first.”

He smiled. Brent was enjoying this, making me ask permission to take my pleasure.

“You hear that Keith?” Brent said. Keith just moaned and worked his tongue harder against my clit.

The pleasure pulsing through me as Keith’s tongue worked against my clit had me panting, and I had to take Brent’s cock out of my mouth. I closed my eyes and pushed my forehead against Brent’s stomach, gasping and moaning as the liquid heat spread out of my belly.

Keith must have felt it when my cunt clenched and my juices flowed through me. I came, and came, my voice filling the room as I groaned.

“Oh, yes, I’m coming…” My clit tingled, and I could hear squishing sounds coming from beneath me. My body shivered as Keith continued to lap at my pussy, sucking my juices out of me. My whole body shook until my orgasm slowly subsided.

I looked up at Brent, and said, “Thank you.”

A look I hadn’t seen since the first time I saw him clouded Brent’s face. It was as if a shadow had passed over him. He tipped my head up until we were staring into each other’s eyes.

“Don’t thank me yet,” he said. “I’m not finished with you.” He gave me a salacious smirk that quickly became a sneer. “In fact, I haven’t even started.”

I could feel my blood pulsing in my ear so loud I was sure they could hear it. A light sheen of sweat glistened on my flesh.  

Keith scooted out from beneath me and got to his feet. I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I wait until Brent told me what he wanted? Should I offer myself somehow, maybe get on the bed, spread my legs and wait for him.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

Brent stared at me with a blank expression, his eyes taking me in. He looked at Keith and then back to me.

“I want to fuck you,” he said, his voice strong and blunt. He nodded down at his prick. “I want to give you all of that.”

I had wondered about this moment ever since seeing Brent’s cock for the first time. It bobbed in front of him, big, thick, powerful, and it was time for me to feel it inside me. If I could make it fit.


Chapter Fifteen

I gazed at Brent’s cock, only inches from my face, glistening with my saliva. I looked up at him and said, “You have to ask Keith.”

Brent laughed. “Ask Keith?” he said. “No, bitch, you ask Keith. Ask him for permission to fuck me. Tell him what you want me to do to you.” 

My stomach tightened. Brent’s voice had taken on a hardness I hadn’t heard before. But I liked it. His cock pulsed in my hand and I knew he was getting anxious. He knew what Keith was into and he was enjoying putting on a show for him. 

As I’ve said before. Men and their weird thoughts. But hell, if that’s what it took to get them horny, to heighten their pleasure, then I was all in.  

A thought came to me as I held Brent’s rock-hard cock. Maybe if Paul got to watch Brent fuck me, saw how much I liked being submissive, maybe he would catch on and be more aggressive with me, more demanding.

Brent put his finger under my chin and turned my face up to him.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked.

I gave his cock a quick glance, then nodded.

“Yes,” I said, my voice tiny, meek. “Yes, please fuck me.”

Brent’s smile evaporated, replaced by a lecherous sneer.  

“Your pussy belongs to Keith tonight,” he said. “So you’ll need his permission.”

He was right. Keith wanted to be the one sharing me. He wanted my pussy to be his to give away. Brent must have taken my silence for uncertainty.

He nodded toward his cock, and said, “You said you wanted that, didn’t you?” I nodded. “Then ask Keith if you can have it.”

I turned and looked at Keith. His face glistened with my juices. 

“Can I fuck Brent?” I asked, my voice small, nervous. “Can I have his cock?” Keith smiled at me but said nothing. I thought about what he wanted, what would turn him on. “Please, Keith,” I said, “I want Brent’s big cock. I want him to fuck me. But only if you say it’s okay. Can I?”

Keith sat on his legs behind me. He looked from me to his roommate, then back to me. He frowned as if he was giving my request great thought.

“Is that what you want, darlin’?” He looked at Brent’s cock protruding from my fist. “You want him to fuck you with that big horse cock?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please. Can I have it?”

“Tell me what you want him to do to you,” Keith said.

Keith’s cock quivered between his legs, the head glistened with precum, and his ball sack was tight, covered with deeply wrinkled skin.

“Tell me,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

I looked from Keith’s cock to the one I held loosely in my hand. I had gotten these two men so turned on that they were both sporting rock hard dicks. I thought about all the men I had worked with, not one of them ever making a pass. No matter what Paul said, I knew it was because in their eyes I wasn’t young and firm enough for them. I wasn’t desirable enough. But as I looked at Brent and Keith, virile and strong, their cocks big and hard, I told myself that all those men could just go fuck themselves. I’d show them what they had missed out on.

I turned to Keith. “Please, Keith, I want Brent to fuck me. Please.” I turned and looked at the cock in my hand. “It’s so big, I want to feel it inside me. I don’t know if I can take it all, I don’t care if it hurts, I just want it.”

Keith’s eyes glistened with excitement. “Anything else?” he asked.

“I’ll do anything Brent wants,” I said softly. My face warmed with embarrassment. I had never begged for a man’s cock before. It was sexy. I turned to Brent.

“I’ll do whatever you tell me to do. Please,” I said, “Please, just fuck me.”

“Wait a minute, darlin’,” Keith said. “What about me? I want to fuck you, too.”

“Oh, yes,” I said, my voice quivering with excitement. I felt wanton, slutty, and filled with lust. “I want your cock, too,” I continued. He raised his eyebrows indicating he wanted to hear more. I knew what he wanted. “And I’ll do anything you tell me do to, also. My pussy belongs to you. You can use me any way you want, you can give it to Brent. Whatever you want.”  

Keith smiled and looked at Brent.

“Go ahead,” Keith said. “You can fuck Marsha if you want to.”

“You want that big cock, Marsha,” Brent said, his eyes hard, his face tight with determination.

I gently squeezed his shaft as I held him in my gaze.

“Yes, I do. Please fuck me,” I said, my voice weak, soft. “I’ll do whatever you want.” My pussy throbbed. “Just please fuck me.”

Brent’s smirk told me that he was thinking about all the things he had in mind for me, as his cock slipped from my hand and hovered just inches from my face when he stood. I couldn’t stop myself, I grasped his shaft and took his head back into my mouth.

He moaned and put his hand behind my head and pushed me onto his cock, filling my mouth with its warmth. It was so big there was no way I could swallow it. I tried to breath around it, but I gagged each time his head bumped against my throat, making my eyes water. I pulled away and tried to catch my breath, as viscous saliva dripped onto my chin.

“Oh, shit, Marsha,” Brent said. “I can’t take any more of this.” 

Brent reached down and grasped my shoulders and pulled me up. His hands were big and strong, they felt sexy against my warm flesh. I stood, and when I looked into his eyes I shuddered when I saw the same blank expression I had seen the first time I saw him. My stomach tightened. The look in Brent’s eyes told me that he was now in charge.

The air crackled between us, and suddenly the fear I had experienced earlier returned. The things I read about on-line, the ways bulls treated their submissive, the things they did, flashed in my mind. But I had decided to do this, I wanted to know what it was like to be used, to be really fucked, and fucked well by Brent’s huge cock.

I looked over at Keith, hoping he’d see the worry in my eyes. If he did he ignored it. He smiled at me, then nodded at Brent.

“Go ahead, she’s yours,” he said, his voice tight, high. “You’re going to love her married pussy.”

Brent smiled.

“Come on, girl,” he said. He put his hand on the small of my back and nudged me toward Keith’s bed. “I want to show you what this thing is for.”

My skin burned where Brent touched me, and the biggest cock I had ever seen bobbed in front of him as he led me to the bed. 

I told myself that I was here because my husband wanted to watch me fuck another man, and I thought this is the way to get that done for him. But Paul isn’t here, he hasn’t given his approval, and he wouldn’t give his permission if he knew.

But I know I’m here because I want to feel Brent’s big cock burrowing into me, and I want to feel both men emptying their balls into me, filling my pussy with their seed. I want to fulfill my craving—my hunger, to pleasure a man in any way he chooses. I want to be handled by these two men as they extract their pleasure from my body.

I know that later—afterwards—when I see Paul, I’d feel the familiar tug of guilt. I knew the question I’d ask myself. What have I done? 

These thought filled my head as I got on the bed and waited for whatever was next.

I have never felt more alive.


Chapter Sixteen

Brent pulled off his T-shirt and tossed it aside, and my eyes widened in surprise and approval, when I took in his nakedness. His chest rippled with muscle, and sparse dark hair formed a narrow line over the small pouch of his belly and ran down to the thick patch of pubic hair surrounding his prick.  

I moved over to give him room as he got onto the bed and laid down. He smiled at me as he grasped his cock, holding it so that it pointed straight up from his fist.

“This what you want, Masha?” he asked, his eyes shining with desire. 

“Yes, yesss,” I cooed as I held his stiff member in my gaze.

I looked at Keith standing at the foot of the bed, his cock hard as he stroked it slowly.

“Go ahead,” he whispered. “You have my permission.” His cock shuddered. “I told you he had a horse cock, so go get it. I’m letting you have it.”

My juices flowed out of me. I straddled Brent’s legs and then shifted until his cock was laying beneath my pussy. His cock laid on his stomach and I lowered myself onto it until my lips spread around it, the shaft crushing against my engorged clit. I stared into his eyes as I rocked back and forth, dragging my slit over his girth, feeling the flare of his head bumping against my clit.

I moved my hips back and forth over his cock, lowering myself to increase the pressure against my clit, then rising slightly and gliding my clit over his length. With his thick shaft between my lips, it felt like I was rubbing my pussy on a piece of warm steel. 

“Oh damn,” Brent said, “you’re pussy is so wet.”

Hell, he wasn’t even inside me yet. 

I continued to slide over his cock, feeling my pussy warm with another orgasm. I closed my eyes and threw my head back as the liquid head flowed into my cunt, the walls clenching and pushing my juices out, lubricating his shaft as I bucked over him.

“Oh, God,” I moaned. “Fuck, fuck. I’m coming…”

My belly quivered, I gasped, and I pressed my sex down harder onto him, sliding my clit over his wide dick, the squishing sound of my orgasm rising from between us. As the intensity of my orgasm faded, I opened my eyes I saw Brent and Keith exchanging looks, both of them smiling.

When my breathing returned to normal, I reached between us and took his cock in my hand. I rubbed the head along my slit, coating it with my lubrication. I needed more room between us to accommodate his length, so I put my foot flat on the mattress, and rising above him, I held him against my opening and stared down at Brent.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

I gave his cock a gentle squeeze and nodded.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. I held my breath as I lowered myself down until I felt his cock press between my lips. His bulbous head pressed through my resistance and I felt myself open up as he slipped inside my pussy.  

“Jesus!” I shuddered with the feeling. As I took shallow dips onto his rubbery head, I wondered what the hell his cock would feel like when he got more of it into me.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Brent said as he put his hands on my hips. 

Brent obviously knows his cock could hurt me if he just plunged it into me, so I was grateful that he was letting me work myself down onto him, getting used to his size before taking more. 

I lowered myself down again and felt his cock move up inside me. My breath hitched as I pushed against his hard member, forcing it through my tightness, feeling it stretching me.

I rode him like that for a moment, taking in about half of his length then feeling my cunt tug on his cock as I rose up again. I felt so full, so stretched, that I questioned whether or not I could take any more of him into me.

Brent gripped my hips tighter, but he didn’t apply any pressure, he didn’t try to pull me down onto him. He looked up at me, his dark eyes open wide.

“You like it, don’t you?” he said.

I nodded.

“It feels good,” I cooed. “You’re so damn big! I’ve never felt anything like it. But I don’t know how much more of it I can take.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I am going to get all my dick into you tonight.” His voice was filled with determination, authority. “But I’ll give you time to get used to it first. I know I’m big. I don’t want to hurt you.”

I nodded. “Thank you.” Had I just thanked him? Yes, I had, and it made the whole scene sexier. 

I slowly lowered myself onto him, taking in more of his shaft, feeling my insides grasping his warm cock. I gasped each time he went further into me. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. My pussy gripped him tightly, my juices lubricated his cock, as I rocked up and down, fucking him in shallow thrusts. I had to keep reminding myself to breath.

A moment later I took a deep breath and pushed myself down on him, taking all of him in, feeling my cunt stretch around his girth. It felt like I would split open, but I was finally able to accommodate all of his cock.

“Damn, darlin’.” Keith’s voice came from behind me.

With the intense feelings shuddering through me, I had forgotten that Keith was in the room. I looked back over my shoulder and saw that his eyes were riveted to the place where Brent’s huge cock entered me.

Keith looked at me, heat simmering in his eyes. “I can’t believe you took it all.” 

“It’s all in,” Brent said. “Her pussy is so hot.”

I thought about Paul, a strange thing to think about while I had another man’s fat cock inside me. I wondered what my husband would think if he could see me now, naked before two men, my body quivering with lust, my pussy stretched wide by this huge cock. Is this what Paul wanted to see? Is this something that would turn my husband on? Right now, as I rose and fell over his prick, all I could think about was how much I wanted it, no matter what Paul might think about it. 

Brent’s arms circled my waist and he pulled me down so that I was bent over him, my nipples gliding over the coarse hair on his chest as I rocked back and forth. I knew what he was about to do, and I wanted it.

“Go ahead,” I whispered in his ear. “Come on, give it to me. I want all of it.”

Brent’s embrace tightened and he pushed his hips up, bucking into me, burrowing his cock into my tight pussy.

“That what you want?” he hissed. “You want me to force it in?”

“I want you to do what you want to do,” I cooed, making sure my breath caressed his cheek. “Fuck me the way you want to fuck me.”

I felt his body tense beneath me, and then with a loud grunt, he bucked his cock into me until our hips banged together again. My pussy was stretched around his fat, uncut prick. I had all of him inside me, all of his meaty cock. It hurt a little, but the pain added to the intensity, taking all of my sexual feelings to a higher level.   

Brent thrust his hips up against me. He was so deep that the muscles in my pussy clenched and forced him out of me. Brent moaned with disappointment, but I quickly reached between us and put him back against my opening.

I looked down at him, his cock pressed against me.

“Push,” I whispered. “I want to feel you slide completely into me.”

His grip tightened on my hips, and with our eyes locked together, he thrust up in one, slow and steady movement. I felt my resistance give way as his cock pushed me open, deeper, deeper, until I was impaled by his meat prick.  

I have never felt so full.

It started deep in my belly, the warmth building, spreading, filling my insides until I knew I couldn’t contain it any longer. I let myself go, feeling the pressure against my clit. I gasped and a shuddering moan escaped from deep in my body, as my orgasm consumed me. My juices poured out of me, soaking my thighs and flooding over Brent’s cock.

“Damn,” he said. “How many times have you come?”

I inhaled and let it out slowly.

“I don’t know, maybe three times? Four?” I rose up until my pussy clutched only his thick head. “But who’s counting?” 

“Fuck!” he said, his voice filled with pleasure. “How many times can you come like that?”

I smiled. “All night,” I said softly. “As long as you keep fucking me.”

“Shit!” Brent said, “I can’ wait any longer. Let’s change positions.” 

“Whatever you want,” I whispered. I didn’t care what he did. I wanted him to take me, do what he wanted.

I moved off of him, letting his cock fall out of me. I wasn’t sure what he wanted me to do, so I laid on my back, waiting.

“Turn over, I want to see your ass,” he said as he got up on his knees.

I turned over and spread my legs. 

“Get up on your hands and knees,” he said, his eyes burning with lust. “I’m going to fuck you good.”

I did as he instructed. 

In this position, Brent would be able to get completely inside me, and I couldn’t wait. A smile, more wicked than pleasing, played on his lips as he positioned himself behind me.  

He put a hand between my shoulder blades and pushed me down so that my spine arched up. I felt his cock press against my opening so I moved back and caught the tip of his cock between the lips of my pussy. His head slid into me, and I paused as my muscles clenched around him.

“Be still,” I told him. “Let me fuck you.”

I pulled myself forward a little, releasing him, then took the head back into me, taking him deeper each time I moved back against him until I could feel his balls against the soaked lips of my cunt.

I rocked back and forth on him, taking him all the way into my warmth before moving away and feeling his girth tug on my insides. A moment later, he grabbed my hips, pulled me tight, and started to work me.

“Fuck. This is perfect,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.” 

“You like that, don’t you,” he hissed. “You like it hard.”

“Yes. I like it hard. Just please, don’t stop.”

I pushed back against him, meeting each of his thrusts.

“Hey, Keith,” he said. “Grab her cheeks and spread her for me.”

I felt the bed sag as Keith moved next to me and grasped my ass cheeks with both hands. I felt my pussy lips spread, my entrance open, as he pulled my ass cheeks apart. I was exposed, vulnerable. I knew that these men could easily overpower me if they wanted. My pussy throbbed as I imagined the things they would do to me.

“Jesus!” I gasped when I felt the flared rim of Brent’s cock head pop into me.

With a single, slow, smooth, thrust, Brent buried his cock in me.   

“You’re getting it in her now,” Keith said.

“Her pussy is so fucking tight,” Brent said. I felt my resistance give way around him, as he pushed more of his dick into me.

“Anyone would be tight with that thing in them,” I said. I felt so full, but I pushed back against him. I wanted more. I wanted it all.   

My juices ran down my thighs, and my pussy felt so full I thought it would burst. I tried to relax, tried to loosen myself to allow him to get the last of his cock into me. I wanted the thick base where his foreskin bunched up, but I was too tight. Keith was on his knees next to Brent, his gaze taking in the sight of Brent’s cock stretching me. He was obviously enjoying this because his cock was sticking straight out, hard, the head purple.

I knew I had gotten these two men aroused to the point where they were losing control, and I didn’t care. They could do whatever they wanted, they could use me, fuck me, come in my mouth. I didn’t care. I only wanted to know they were enjoying my body—that I was giving them pleasure.

“Fuck me, Brent.” I groaned, deep, raspy, and loud. “Come on. Please. I want it all. Push it, fuck me. Fuck me!”

“Hold her open again, Keith.”

I felt my cheeks being spread wide.

“That’s it,” he said.

Brent rose up and arched himself over me, and I knew what was coming. I waited, my hands fisted into the sheets, my knees quivering, my pussy throbbing.

With a deep grunt, Brent pushed his cock forward, and with one long determined thrust, he embedded himself in me to the hilt. My body shuddered and I felt my cunt grip his prick. His heavy balls hung down against my slit. He filled me completely, and I swore I could feel his fat head in my belly.

“Oh, fuck,” Brent said. “Her pussy is so tight.” His grip tightened on my hips as he held me to him.

“Shit,” Keith laughed, “not any more she ain’t.”

Brent began drawing his cock back, dragging it against the pull of my gripping pussy. As his cock withdrew, I felt my insides slip back into shape only to be pushed apart again when he shoved his shaft back in.

I pressed my head into the mattress and rocked it back and forth, my breathing ragged and loud.  

“Fuck, you feel good,” Brent said as he moved his cock in and out of me, the rim of his head stroking my insides.

“You feel good, too,” I mumbled. “I can’t believe I have it all.”

Brent began taking long, slow, and steady strokes in and out of me. I moaned with pleasure. His cock felt warm, hard, but silky smooth. I had no idea his cock would feel this good. Each time he buried his bone to the hilt, his foreskin bunched at the base and rippled against my clit, sending shudders of pure lust through me. I had never felt anything like it.

“Why don’t you suck Keith’s cock?” Brent said.

I looked back over my shoulder and smiled at Keith.

“Come on up here,” I said, as I held him in my gaze. “Let me suck your cock.”

Keith let go of my cheeks and laid in front of me. He spread his legs around me and held his cock up, its head red and glistening with precum. He wrapped his hand into my hair and urged my mouth down over his cock. I dipped my tongue into the slit of his pee hole and tasted his peppery precum.

Keith’s cock is big, but after having had Brent’s cock in my mouth, I was able to take all of Keith’s dick easily. I sucked his head, then lowered my mouth, taking him deeper until his pubic hair pressed against my face and his cock slipped into my throat. I opened my mouth wider and took a breath around his shaft. 

Brent kept up his rhythm behind me. My juices flowed, coating Brent’s cock and lubricating it, allowing his cock to slide more easily. He was so deep, filling me, his powerful muscle touching me in places I didn’t know existed.   

I took Keith’s cock down my throat as Brent bottomed out in me, and I thought their cockheads would meet somewhere in my belly. I felt skewered, held in place by the two cocks, pinning me between them.

I panted, breathing around Keith’s shaft, pushing my ass back to meet each of Brent’s powerful thrusts. Keith was gasping each time his cock entered my tight throat, and Brent’s grunts each time he thrust his cock into me made me feel so fucking sexy. It was so hot knowing I was providing pleasure to two men at the same time. I felt like a woman, a dirty, slutty, wanton, sexy woman. And I liked it.

With one cock entering my body from behind and another fucking my mouth, I felt another orgasm building deep inside me. I didn’t want to push it out, not this time. I relaxed, letting the two men have at my body as my liquid warmth pooled deep inside me. 

It began as a tightness in my belly, and then the warmth shimmered through me, spilling down into my cunt, as Brent drove into me, leaving no room for anything but his heavy prick. I tried to hold off, let it build until I no longer controlled it, as Brent continued pummeling my pussy, his meaty head banging my cervix each time his hips slapped against my ass cheeks.

I gasped, my body shuddered, as the walls of my pussy grasped at Brent’s cock like a fist. Gasping and panting, I could no longer maintain my sucking rhythm on Keith’s cock. I let it fall away.

I sucked shuddering gasps of air and pressed my face into Keith’s stomach. With his erection pressed against my breasts, I dropped into an orgasm so hot, so intense, I thought I might pass out.

My skin tingled, and my body stiffened, as the heat of my orgasm washed through me, coating Brent’s hammering dick. My pussy clenched with such force that it pushed him out, allowing my orgasmic juices to spill out of me and run down my thighs.

“Oh, God,” I moaned. “Fuck, don’t stop, Brent. Let me finish. Fuck me.”

Brent grasped his cock and pushed it back into me as I pushed back at the same time, taking him in with one long frenzied thrust backward. He moaned with pleasure as his thick shaft penetrated me to the hilt, forcing out more of my juices. 

I was still coming, my body quaking from its force, as Brent thrusts returned to a steady rhythm.

“Get it,” Brent hissed as he fucked me with strong, determined thrusts. “That’s it, come on my cock.” His grip tightened on my hips as he hammered at me. “Your pussy is so slick, it feels so fucking good.”

I pushed back against him, meeting each of his thrusts. I reached back and used my finger to flick at my clit until it tingled and my juices ran out of my pussy and pooled in my palm. 

“Oh, fuck, girl,” Brent exclaimed. “Another one?”

My breaths were coming in ragged gasps and I couldn’t answer him. I reached further back and stroked his warm balls, letting them swing against my wet fingertips.

I caught my breath and took Keith’s cock into my mouth again. He wasted no time, bucking his hips, pushing more of his cock into my mouth. My saliva, viscous from deep in my throat, coated his cock and made it slick, easy to swallow. I was being worked from both ends again, feeling the power of each prick at opposite ends of my body.

I allowed both men to work me as they wanted, letting them take their pleasure, feeling their passion as they fucked me. Everything around me blurred, and I felt myself falling into a libidinous fog, wantonly letting these two men use me for their pleasure, bringing me pleasure I never knew existed.

My mind was a frenzy as Brent began a steady rhythm of fucking me, taking long, slow strokes, pushing me open each time he thrust his cock into me. Keith began to swell in my mouth and I tasted the precum oozing from its tip. I grasped the base of his cock and felt it pulse in my loose fist.

“Oh, fuck, I’m coming,” Keith moaned as his first rope of cum shot into my mouth. I instinctively swallowed his thick seed.

I sucked the head, as Keith shot stream after stream of sperm, bucking his hips with each spurt. I couldn’t swallow it fast enough, and the excess spewed out of my mouth and down my chin, finally dripping onto my hand. His body shuddered as I used his cum to lubricate his cock, sliding my hand up and down his sensitive shaft, making it slippery and adding a salty taste to his warm cock.

“Damn, darlin’,” Keith said, his voice raspy. “Damn!”

I continued to suck his head, as more cum oozed out even as he deflated. 

“You done, Keith?” Brent asked. Keith said something I couldn’t make out, but Brent pushed himself out of me.

“Don’t stop!” I cried. “What’s wrong?”

“Lay down, Marsha,” Brent said. “Get on your back.”

I didn’t waste any time. I wanted that fat hard bone back inside me, pummeling my pussy, banging into me. I laid on my back and spread my legs wide, opening myself to him, my eyes looking longingly at his glistening cock as he knee-walked between my legs until he settled against my hips.

His cock was hot and sticky, and it throbbed against my hand as I guided his head to my opening. He had already opened my cunt, so I easily accommodated him. He slipped right in. 

“Pull your legs up,” Brent said, his words coming between his gasps. “I want to get all of my cock inside you.”

I pulled my legs up and grasped them behind my knees, holding myself open to him. I felt his weight on me as he shoved into me with a renewed force. He groaned with pleasure as he rocked into me. 

He drove his heavy cock into me, his bunched foreskin rippling against my sensitive clit, his bulbous head banging into my cervix again and again. It hurt a little but I didn’t want to stop him, not if what he was doing felt good for him.

I pulled my legs higher, wider, spreading myself completely, opening myself to him. His thrusts forced grunts and groans out of my lungs.

He fucked me greedily, his cock tugging at my insides each time he moved. I laid beneath him and enjoyed the feeling of his body, coated with sweat, muscles flexing, as he went at me, fucking his cock into my core.

“That’s it,” I moaned against his thick shoulder, “fuck me. Fuck me hard!”

I felt Brent’s body stiffen as he drove into me, fucking me like a rooting animal. My clit tingled each time his foreskin rippled against it, causing another orgasm to heat up in my belly. 

Brent was enjoying my pussy, there was no doubt about it. He fucked me hard, using long strokes, dragging his cock through my cunt as my walls gripped him. He was being driven by pure lust, pure sexual passion.

“That’s it, Brent,” I groaned. “Fuck me with that big cock. Make me your whore. You can fuck me any way you want—and time you want.” 

Brent was grunting with each powerful thrust now, fucking me hard, his cock tugging at my insides. I felt his body tense and when his driving cock swelled I thought I’d scream as my cunt tightened around him, gripping his hard muscle.

The bed rocked crazily, the springs squeaking so loud I was sure it would come apart, as Brent fucked me with total abandon. His panting breath warmed my shoulder, and I felt the heat of his body against me as he began to shudder.

My own orgasm was shimmering through me, warming my insides as it flowed like lava into my cunt.

“Now.” I shouted. “Come with me.” I spread my legs wider. “I want you to flood me.”

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned as he drove into me one more time. His body shivered and his cock pulsed in my pussy.

I reached around and grasped his ass, pulling him against me and feeling his muscles tense and release with each squirt of his seed. His body shuddered against mine as pulse after pulse of his sperm filled me, flowing around his cock, its warmth spreading through me and running out of my body.

I bucked my sex against him, as the flaming juices of my orgasm flowed out and ran down my ass.

Brent grunted with each thrust as he continued to pulse and shudder inside me, spewing spurt after spurt of thick, hot cum into my core. He rocked over me, his cock spreading his sticky seed through my throbbing cunt as I bucked up against him with each wave of pleasure from my own orgasm.

The room shifted and my gaze refocused, as our breathing slowed. I felt the weight of Brent’s body against mine, I could feel the coarse hair on his legs, on his arms, and on his heaving chest, as I slowly emerged from the sexual fog that had enveloped me.  

Brent’s breathing slowed and lowered in volume, as he slowly deflated inside of me, tugging at my insides as he slowly slipped from my pussy’s grip until I felt the weight of his sticky cock on my slit.


Chapter Seventeen

We were dressed and sitting in the living room, finishing our beers when the phone rang. Keith looked at the screen and smiled.

“I have to take this.” He stood and stepped out of the room.

Brent looked at me and said, “I had a good time tonight.” 

“I did, too,” I replied. When I sighed he looked up and gave me a quizzical look.

“Something wrong?” he asked.

“Not at all,” I said quickly. “In fact, I have never been so thoroughly fucked before.”

Not even by Paul. I kept that thought to myself.

He laughed. “I’m happy I could help.” He raised an eyebrow.

“What?” I asked. I could tell he wanted to say something. 

He picked at the corner of the label on the beer bottle in his hand. “Did you mean what you said? You know, when we were…?” His words faded away.

I smiled knowingly. “As I remember, I said a lot of things.” 

He nodded. “Yeah, you did.” He looked into the kitchen where Keith had gone to talk on the phone, then turned back to me. “I’m talking about when you said I can fuck you any time I want to? Were you serious?”

I held him in my gaze as I scooted closer to him.

“You mean, do I want you to fuck me with your fat cock again?” I whispered. “Is that what you mean?”

“Yeah.” He smiled. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“What about Keith?” I asked.

“Keith?” His eyes narrowed. “Hell no. I’m talking about just you and me getting together.”

“Would you like that?” I asked.

He put two fingers under my chin and turned my head until he could see directly into my eyes.

“Not only yes, but hell yes. I want to fuck you as many times as you’ll let me.” His voice was deep, thoughtful, as he continued. “I think you’d like it if I was more dominant.” He stared at me, silent, his eyes moving over my face. “Now that we know each other better, I know I can bring out your submissive side—if you want me to.”

The sound of Keith’s voice, his words muffled, drifted in from the kitchen as I stared at Brent. I had been slightly disappointed that Brent hadn’t been even more forceful. From what little I knew about the dominant-submissive relationship, I had expected more. Brent seemed to be acknowledging it as well. But he was experienced, so I had no doubt that he could bring it along slowly, building trust as we went.    

I smiled. “Get your phone,” I said. When he did, I had him punch my phone number into his contact list.

He put his phone in his pocket and said, “What about, you know, ah…”

“My husband?”

“Yeah.”

“What about him?” I asked.

“I mean, I can get us a motel room,” he said. 

An idea zipped into my thoughts. If Brent fucked me at my house, would Paul be willing to hide and watch. I didn’t know if Paul would find that acceptable or if he would insist that Brent know the truth. But it was something I could pursue.

“Or maybe we can just meet at my house?” I said.  

He gave me a sideways glance. “Wouldn’t you worry about him coming home unexpectedly?”

I said, “My husband is out of town a lot, so meeting at my house shouldn’t be a problem. And just so you know, I’m the only one that answers my phone, so you can call me anytime.”

“What are you two plotting?” Keith said as he stepped into the room holding three more bottles of beer. He looked from Brent to me, then back to Brent.

“Nothing,” Brent said. “We’re just talking about how much we enjoyed tonight.”

Keith turned to me, his sexy smile on full display.

“That was Jean on the phone,” he said. “You know her, she works in accounting?”

“Long auburn hair?” I asked. “Wears high heels every day?”

“Yeah, big boobs, lots of cleavage, round ass?” he asked. I nodded. “Yup, that’s her.” He smiled. “Men notice things about a woman that other women miss.”

“Okay, so what about her?” I asked.

Keith handed me and Brent a beer and then sat down across from us. He was quiet for a long beat, staring at me. I could tell that he was considering something. He took a deep breath and sat forward in his chair.

“She has the hots for you.” He said it in a way that it took a minute for me to understand what he meant.

“What are you talking about, Keith?”

“I’m telling you,” he said. “Jean likes you. I mean she really likes you.” He smiled as he turned and spoke to Brent. “Wouldn’t that be sexy to see?”

Brent nodded and said, “It would definitely be sexy.”

“What would be sexy?” I asked, my voice tight, louder. “What are you talking about?” But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have some idea what Keith was being discussed. 

Jean has a reputation at work. People who know her, know that she likes to party, and she’s been known to party with both men and women. Jean and I frequently run into each other in the smoking area and in the cafeteria, and we spend time in each other’s office matching orders. 

I like Jean. She’s easy to talk to and she has a good sense of humor. She isn’t afraid to speak her mind even though it sometimes gets her into trouble. She has told me that she’s divorced with no children.

She’s attractive, sexy, and she’s not afraid to dress to be noticed. But it’s her wavy auburn hair, green eyes, and large breasts that capture the attention of most of the men—and more than a few women—at work.

“She knows you from work,” Keith said. “That was her on the phone. She called and invited me to a party at her house next Friday night.” He looked at Brent. “And she invited you, too.”

“I might have to work that night,” Brent said.

Keith shrugged and said, “That’s your loss.” He turned back to me. “When she asked if I knew anyone else to invite I suggested you.” He smiled that lascivious smile of his. “She perked right up. She said she’ll check with you at work tomorrow to see if you want to go.” He took a long swallow of his beer, then continued. “You should have heard her squeal when I suggested that she invite you. Damn, she was so excited. I’m telling you, she has the hots for you, darlin’.”

I thought about the last time I saw Jean. We were in the smoking area outside the back door at work a couple days ago. She was wearing a short skirt that showed off her long legs, and three buttons on her blouse were unbuttoned and she smiled when she caught me staring at her cleavage. Twice!

I thought about the way Jean seemed to find reasons to touch my arm, my shoulder, or my hand, whenever we spoke, I had to wonder if maybe Keith was right. Maybe she did have a thing for me.

Jesus! Would I actually have sex with her? Is what two women do with each other even called sex? I had a lot to learn.

“Keith,” I said, “you have a dirty mind. And an overactive imagination.” I stood, getting ready to leave. “Jean is only an acquaintance, someone I know from work.”

Keith wiggled his eyebrows.

“So, are you going to go to the party?” he asked.

“She hasn’t invited me,” I said.

“But she will, tomorrow.” His smile was mischievous. “Will you go?”

“To the party?” I asked. Keith nodded. “I don’t know if my husband will be home or at work. If he’s working I’ll go.”

“Can I watch?” he asked.

“Can you watch what?” I was growing impatient with him. 

“You’ll see,” Keith said, “you’ll see.”


Chapter Eighteen

I had to shift in my seat several times as I drove home. My pussy continued to pulse as if it was still grasping at a cock that was no longer there. I could feel how open Brent had made me, especially when I felt his seed seeping out of me and making my panties stick to my lips. 

It had been a hell of an experience. A month ago I would have considered fucking two men to be indecent, lewd, maybe even immoral. But after having experienced it, I would assign more appropriate words to it, words like, erotic, wicked, intoxicating.

What started as a search to find someone to fulfill my husband’s fantasy has turned into an awakening of my libido. Had it only been a month? I had gone from a devoted wife, a wife who had never been with anyone except her husband, and was happy with that, to a wanton woman who couldn’t wait to experience even more of what I had been missing. I knew I’d never be the same again.

And Jean? Could I? Would I? I knew I would go to the party if she invited me, but only if Paul was out of town. I would be too uncomfortable introducing my husband to Keith, a man who had fucked me three times, or Brent, a man who had impaled me on the biggest dick I’d ever seen. I knew my eyes wouldn’t be able to hide my guilt.

Besides, having Paul there would certainly curtail any plans Jean was formulating. I smiled as I wondered if Jean had a big, thick bush of dark hair between her legs. 

What the hell is happening to me?

I turned onto my road and saw our house up ahead, and I was struck with a feeling, a thought. Paul and I had looked at moving here as a fresh start for us. We had been having some problems, nothing serious, but things we knew would become serious if not addressed. So when Paul’s transfer came through moving him to another one of the airline’s hubs, we took that as a sign, a gift, and we told ourselves that it would be a fresh start.

We had only lived here a couple of months when Paul had brought up his fantasy. Was that his idea of a fresh start? In his eyes it probably was. Our sex life had been suffering, and so perhaps that was his way of keeping things interesting. It had certainly done that, for me, at least.   

I had had a strong sense of guilt the few days following my first time with Keith, but after a second time two days ago that guilt had begun to evaporate. And when I arrived at Keith’s house earlier tonight to find Brent there, knowing how that would go, I felt desire, longing, but not guilt. And that hadn’t changed. 

What was I doing? This was no longer about searching for a man willing to fuck me while my husband watched, no longer about Paul at all. Had I turned our fresh start, an opportunity to make our marriage stronger, more resilient, into something that could end our marriage? What would Paul’s reaction be if he found out his wife had been acting like a whore, allowing other men to have her in any way they wanted? I shuddered when I realized I knew the answer to that question.

I pulled into our driveway and stopped. I hit the garage door opener and as I watched the door rise I made a decision. I had strayed from what Paul wanted. I’d gone from searching for a man who would allow Paul to watch us fuck to simply fucking men because they wanted to fuck. That would have to stop.

When this started I was sure it would never happen. I’m told I’m pretty, and even at forty-three, I’m in shape. My stomach is flat, I still have runner’s legs, and though my breasts are not big, they are still firm and perky. If nothing else, the last couple of weeks have taught me that a woman can get laid simply by putting herself out there.

As I drove into the garage I decided that I would tell Keith we couldn’t do this anymore. Sure, I enjoyed fucking him, and I definitely enjoyed fucking Brent, and I was certainly intrigued by the thought of Jean. But it all had to end. I would go back to making up stories to tell Paul, fictitious men and incidents, things I knew would turn him on. I could no longer take a chance that I might be destroying my marriage.

An hour later I was soaking in the tub, sipping my second glass of red wine. Afterwards, I sat on the sofa wrapped in my terrycloth robe, and by the time the phone rang I had finished my third glass of wine.

I picked up the phone. Paul.

“Hi, baby,” he said when I answered.

“Hi, Paul, how are you?”

“Well, I’m drinking,” he said, his voice thick, slurred. “Drinking too much, actually.”

“You’re not supposed to be drinking this close to flying,” I said, my voice flat, scolding. “You know that.”

“Ish alright,” he said. “They took me off tomorrow’s flight and scheduled me for the next day, so ish alright. I’ll be fine and—.”

A female voice that seemed to come from behind him stopped his words.

“Come on Paul, you promised me you’d be gone for only a minute.”

“Wait, wait,” Paul said, and then his words were muffled as if he’d put his hand over the phone.

“I’m sorry about that,” he said when he came back on.

“Are you?” I said, anger tinging my words.

“Come on.” The female voice again, louder. “You can’t just kiss me and just walk away.” Loud female laughter, her laughter, blocked out what Paul said to me next.

After what I had done, I felt I would be a hypocrite if I held this against him. I know it’s naïve of me to think this way, but just because he had been flirting, at least it sounded like flirting, that didn’t mean there was anything more to it.

“Marsha. Marsha!” Paul’s voice was loud, nervous, and still slurred.

“Yes, Paul,” I said with a lack of concern.

“I know you think I’m—“

“Come on, Paul,” the female’s voice broke in again, more insistent now. “I have your room card so I’ll just wait for you up there.”

There was a lot of static as if the phone was being bumped, or held while someone struggled. Then Paul came back on.

“Marsha, Marsha,” he said, but I could still hear the female’s laughter in the background. “I need to—“

I hung up the phone and just stared at it as if it would tell me what I should do. 

I had always wondered if Paul had been unfaithful during the layovers he frequently experienced. And now I had the answer. Sure, I was guilty of cheating, but only for the last month. Paul had been doing layovers for as long as we’ve been married.

I tossed the phone onto the coffee table and poured the last of the wine into my glass. When I attended airline-sponsored parties, I would look around at the flight attendants and wonder which one had spent the night with Paul.

I was so deep in thought that the phone startled me when it rang. I looked at the phone and said, “Fuck you!”

It rang again, vibrating to the edge of the coffee table. I picked it up before it fell to the floor and before I even thought about it, I answered.

“Don’t bother, Paul,” I said angrily. “Just go fuck yourself! Or no, fuck your—“

“Honey! Who is Paul and why are you so pissed off at him?”

I held the phone away and stared at it for a long beat. Unknown number.

“Who is this?” I asked.

“It’s Jean,” she said, “you know, from work?”

I inhaled deeply before replying.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said, my face warming with embarrassment. “I thought it was someone else.”

“Obviously.” She laughed. “But it’s okay, I can get pretty mad at people if they do me wrong, too.”

“Especially when it’s personal, right?”

“Oh yes,” she said, her voice soft, filled with what I took as understanding.

“But, really, I’m sorry.”

“Forget it, honey,” she said, “it never happened.”

“Thank you.”

“But hey,” she said her voice now light and friendly. “The reason I called is that I want to invite you to my party on Friday night.” She paused before continuing. “I was going to catch you at work tomorrow but I have so much to do to get ready I decided that I’ll call in sick. But I didn’t want to miss you and not invite you. Will you come?”

I tapped my finger against my lower lip. I needed a minute to think. I mean, I still hadn’t processed what had just happened with Paul. But maybe a party would be just what I needed. Why should I sit at home while Paul was somewhere having a good time?

Jean probably took my silence to mean I needed encouragement or something.

“You can bring your husband too,” she said. “And there will be lots of people you know, people from work mostly, so you won’t feel like a stranger.”

“I’d like to come, but…” I had to think. Would Paul be home by then? With the flight not leaving until the day after tomorrow, another day’s layover, then back to California, he wouldn’t be home until at least Sunday. I wondered how many flight attendants he’d fuck by the time he got home.

“Marsha? Marsha, you still there honey?”

“Yes. Yes, sorry. I just had to think for a minute.” I sighed. “My husband will be out of town so he won’t be able to make it. So it would just be me.”

“Honey, is everything okay?” she said, concerned. “Did I call at a bad time?”

“No, really, I’m fine.” I wanted to sound more positive, but it was difficult. I mean, my husband was probably fucking someone right then. Maybe a party was exactly what I needed. Besides, for some reason, maybe it was the enthusiasm I heard in her voice, but I found myself wanting to make her happy.

“You know what?” I said, my voice light. “I will come, yes. I’ll be there.” 

“That’s wonderful!” she almost shouted. “I’m so glad…”

She likes to party with men and women. I didn’t know where that thought came from, but I felt my pussy give a little squeeze when it did.

“You’ll have to give me directions to your house.”

“Sure, honey,” she said. “That’s not a problem.”

“Okay, good.” I took a sip of my wine. “What time should I get there?” 

She paused, but the sound of her breathing came through the phone. A moment later, she continued.

“Well, honey, people should be getting there about seven, but it won’t really get going until around nine or ten. Should go until around maybe one.”

“I don’t know if I’ll stay that late,” I said, “I don’t want to drink too much and then have to drive home.”

Another pause, and then.

“So here’s the way you eliminate that problem,” she said, her voice playful but edged with seriousness. “Bring your pajamas. I have loads of room. You can stay the night.” Another pause, then, “or better yet, don’t bring your pajamas, sleep nude like I do.”

Was she suggesting what I think she was? She’s been known to party with both men and women.  

“I always sleep nude.” The words were out before I gave them any thought.

There was a long pause, and now it was my turn to ask if everything was alright.

“Jean?” I said. “You still there?”

She laughed. “Oh yes. I’m still here. I was just picturing you asleep, nude, one leg thrown out from under the satin sheets, the soft material forming over your lovely body like a coat of paint.”

I swallowed, then I swallowed again.

“My, God,” I said. “You should write romance books.”

She laughed again.

“Loads of people tell me that, honey,” she said. “Hell, all I’d have to do is write about my own experiences.”

“If I had to rely on my experiences,” I said. “I wouldn’t have enough to fill one chapter.”

“Oh, honey,” she cooed, “we’ll definitely have to fix that. You stay the night and we’ll get started on fixing that little problem.”

My skin warmed. I blamed my sudden lightheadedness on the wine, but I knew better.

“Oh, I don’t know, Jean,” I said. “I, I, ah, I just…”

“Oh, honey,” she cooed, “don’t fret about it. It’s not for everyone, I know.”

“I’m not, a, well, you know…”

“A lesbian?” she cut me off and laughed. “Oh, honey. Just because you have an itch you want scratched doesn’t mean you’re anything other than what you are. Don’t let it worry you.”

I cleared my throat. I didn’t want to sound like I would be doing her a favor by coming to her party. “Alright, I’ll be there,” I said. 

“Great,” she said. Her voice turned soft, sultry, as she continued. “And about the other? Tell you what. Bring your pajamas, leave them in the car. When things begin to wind down you just tell me that you brought your pajamas. I’ll know what you mean. How’s that?”

I bit my lower lip and felt my stomach tighten with anticipation. I had no doubt where this was heading, no doubt about what she was suggesting.  

“I’ll do that,” I said. “And thank you for inviting me.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied. “And something else…”

“Yes?”

“Remember that even if you bring your PJ’s, it doesn’t mean you have to wear them.”

“I always sleep nude, Jean.” I lowered my voice to just above a whisper. “And I love satin sheets.”

“Oh, honey,” she cooed. “You and I are going to write a chapter for a romance book, you just wait and see.”

“Goodnight,” I said. 

“Goodnight,” she said, her voice soft, sultry.

And then she was gone, leaving me with a wet pussy and lustful thoughts.

I didn’t know how things would end up, but one thing I knew for sure. I didn’t own a pair of pajamas. But that didn’t mean Jean needed to know that.

The party was less than 48 hours away.


Thank you for reading Marsha’s Awakening, The Emergence. I hope you enjoyed my friend’s story as much as I enjoyed bringing it to you.

Reviews are very important to a writer, so please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Or you can contact me at my email address:  caprice.rayne@yahoo.com. You can also find me on FaceBook. 

I love hearing from my readers.

Do you have a suggestion for Marsha? Something that will broaden her awakening? Send an email, or drop by my FaceBook page and leave a comment or message that I’ll pass it along to my good friend. Marsha is very open-minded, so you just might read about her following your suggestion.

If you enjoyed reading this story, please consider my other books, all of them available on Amazon.com.

Marsha’s Awakening. This is the beginning of my friend’s awakening. Find out what set her on her way to her sexual awakening. You’ll love reading about her steamy encounters.   

The Handyman—A Wife Sharing Story. When Lauren hires a young man to do odd jobs around her house, she finds herself more interested in his strong, young body, than in his ability to work hard. Handyman or Handy Man, you’ll get a rise out of this story—her cuckold husband did!

The Diary—An Erotic Train Ride.  On his way to work one morning, Zack finds a diary that contains an entry describing one of the owner’s sexual fantasies. Will Zack be able to fulfill the fantasy of a beautiful woman he has not even met? This story ends with a surprising twist.
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