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“I would never cheat on my husband,” I said to Leo, and I rolled my eyes and snorted a puff of air out my nose. “It’s absurd of you to even go there.”

We were sitting on the huge, deep, old couch in front of the wall of windows that looked up the length of the lake his cottage sat on. It was evening. Misty fog obscured the far side. The sky was purple and green and orange and yellow. The lake was like a sheet of glass.

My husband had been there. But he got called back to work — he’s a lineman for the hydro company. I didn’t think it was a good idea, but Ben and Leo both decided for me that I’d stay despite my concerns.

It was okay while we were busy with making dinner and setting up beds. But now it was quiet, it was just Leo and me, and he was teasing me the way he does sometimes.

“You never did get to have the ‘fun years,’ did you,” he said, and he made air quotes around “fun years.”

“You already know that I didn’t, but it doesn’t mean that I need to now,” I said, rolling my head over the back of the full, soft couch to face him. I was dressed in my floral yellow “ditsy” mini sun dress. I wore it for my husband, not for his friend, and I pulled the blanket we shared further up over my body. “I had plenty of fun, if you need to know,” I said, looking back out the windows and out at the quiet, darkening lake that reached into the indeterminate distance in front of us.

“Not ‘fun’ fun, though,” he smirked, still staring at me with his head sunk back into the couch.

I could feel his eyes on me and I folded my arms over my chest. The blanket slipped down but I let it. I’m not some total prude. My dress’s sweetheart neckline drooped lower over my chest than maybe I would have chosen to wear if I’d known I’d be alone with Leo without Ben there, but it was too late now, wasn’t it.

“I don’t have to have that kind of fun to have fun,” I said, rolling my eyes. I pursed my lips with self-assured rectitude, but he probably caught the tiny and brief grin, knowing him.

“But you did say you missed it,” he grinned over at me.

I refused to look at him. “I said I didn’t do those things, I didn’t say I missed that kind of life, you misunderstood, as usual,” I said with another grin I couldn’t quite keep down.

“Your husband didn’t miss it,” he smirked.

“You think I don’t know that? You’re not telling me anything I don’t already know. But he’s married now and we have our own fun,” I said, shaking my head at him so lose strands of my hair fell over my face. I let him imagine whatever it was I meant by that. Let him stew for a change!

“Just saying, he had a lot of that kind of fun before you.”

“And so did you, from what I hear,” I snorted at him and I swung my knee out under the blanket to bump his knee. They ended up pressed together. That’s okay. I wasn’t going to be the one to move away this time.

“I still do,” he smirked.

“I bet you do,” I raised my eyebrows at him and gathered the blanket up more tightly around my body.

“Ben knows I do, too,” he said, still smirking.

“So what?”

“So, he still thought it was a good idea to leave you here alone with me all night,” he said. “Knowing what a horn dog I am,” he chuckled.

“He expects you to behave yourself, too,” I said to him.

He tried to pull the blanket from my body where my arms pressed it to my chest, but I tugged it away from him and shook my face at him in a scold.

“I think he knows not to expect anything of the sort from me,” he said. He kept tugging the blanket from me.

“Well he expects it of me,” I nodded once and firmly at him.

“But if he had no way to know,” he said.

“I would know,” I said.

“I guess that’s the first rule of it.”

“The first rule of what?”

He smirked. “We never talk about it.”

I rolled my eyes and couldn’t help grinning up the side of my face. “You’re such a . . . . “ I started but I couldn’t finish.

“A horn dog?” he suggested.

“I don’t use language like that,” I said.

“But you know what it means.”

“Only because you are so one of those.” I squinted my eyes hard at him.

“One of those what?”

“What you said,” I said, unable to stop myself from chuckling.

“Say it then.”

I looked right into his eyes. “I don’t have to, you know what you are.”

“Say it.”

I pursed my lips and took my time with a long slow blink of my eyes. “You’re a horn dog, there, you satisfied?”

“And I suppose you’re not,” he said.

“Oh my god!” I squealed and I slapped his hand where it was lying on the couch between us.

He was quick, though, and rolled his hand over and snatched my wrist in it.

“As if,” I frowned at him, and I tried to pull my arm back but he squeezed it harder and held it. And then he pulled it to his mouth even though I was trying to resist, and he pressed his lips into the skin of my forearm.

“That’s not very nice,” I said to him in a low voice as I watched him kiss and even lick my arm.

“Gonna run and tell Ben?” he said, and he pulled my arm further straight over his chest and kissed further up in a trail over my bicep close to the ruffle sleeve over my shoulder.

I didn’t pull my arm back and give him the satisfaction. “I don’t tell Ben everything, you know,” I said. I rolled my arm for him to kiss the inside, too.

“What sort of things doesn’t Ben know about?” he said. He pulled the ruffle with his teeth and slipped it off my shoulder and down my arm a bit. That was okay. It was just a shoulder.

“What, you think I don’t have an imagination at all?” I said to him with challenge in my tone.

He grinned like he knew me so well. “I really wonder what sort of things are imagined in that locked-up head of yours,” he said.

I shivered but I covered it up with a cough. He was kissing and poking his tongue all over my shoulder. I knew I was supposed to pull away from him. But maybe not just yet.

“I think you probably can guess,” I said. “Knowing you,” I added, shaking my head at him.

He reached over my body and pulled the other ruffle shoulder down my arm so that my dress stretched over my chest.

“Going to tell Ben that I pulled your dress off?” he said.

“You’re hardly pulling my dress off,” I snorted.

“Is that a challenge?” he said.

I snorted and pursed my lips to keep from laughing too much. I pushed the blanket off me, threw it over his head, and took our empty glasses to the corner of the main room where the kitchen was and poured fresh drinks. When I came back, the blanket was pushed aside. I carefully stuck my bum out and lowered myself back onto the couch without spilling the glasses. When I tried to hand him his, he refused to take it, only looking to his right at the side table over his arm of the couch.

I rolled my eyes and huffed and placed my glass on the table over my arm before stretching over his lap to reach and put his glass beside him.

“Such a baby,” I murmured.

He waited for me to let go of his glass before he placed his hands on my exposed back.

I let him. I folded my arms under the side of my face and I looked up at him from his lap. I let him know that laying over his body like that was nothing for me. He thought he was so suave and worldly and that I was so naive.

As if I would do anything!

“Are you offering me a back rub?” I said with a cute smile and I wriggled my body where I lay over him.

“Is that what you imagine in that deep dark mind of yours?” he said as he placed his hands on my upper back above the line of the dress.

I turned my face down into my hands and tried to relax.

“Stop right there, mister,” I said.

He had begun to undo the tiny little buttons down the back of my dress.

“Just trying to give you a proper rub,” he said.

“I know exactly what you’re trying to do, so you can just forget it,” I said. But when he started to undo the buttons again, I let him. Maybe it was just a back rub.

He opened my dress all the way down to nearly the top of my panties. I let him, for now. He began to give me a massage down the sides of my spinal column and up around my neck. I scooped my hand under my hair and flipped it up and over the arm of the couch to get it out of his way. I wrapped my arms around his thigh and buried my face like on a masseuse’s table, in the gap between his legs. I clutched my fingers into the underside of his thighs and around the fabric of his jeans.

“Gently,” I murmured, but he was already gentle. He rubbed me all over my back. I still had my bra on, so I thought it was okay.

“Sore here?” he said, touching my neck.

I wasn’t but I said I was. He sank his fingers into the little muscles and my head grew heavier and my face sank further between his legs. I moaned — it felt good.

“You should just take your dress off,” he said.

“I’m sure you’d just love that,” I said, snorting.

“It’ll let me get you in other places.”

“No thank you,” I said. But I squeezed his thigh in my hands to let him know that I kind of liked it.

“You can use the blanket if you want,” he said. “If that’s what you’re worried about. But Ben told you already — he isn’t coming back up tonight.”

“Because the road will be too dark,” I said.

“Still.”

It’s not like I need boundaries. But it was true. Without Ben there, without any chance of Ben coming back at all that night, I was disoriented. Leo provided no guardrails for me. He was right about one thing: my husband knew exactly what kind of guy he was. He would not be surprised to find out that he tried to make his moves on me. Everybody knew that about Leo — he was a “at your own risk” kind of guy.

“Are you going to be able to control yourself?” I sneered at him. I bit his leg through his jeans. I don’t know why. He flinched and I chuckled.

“Do you need the blanket over you?” he said.

I huffed and pushed myself up and dropped my dress down the front of my body. I stood on the cushions of the couch, wavering on my uncertain feet, and held his head with my hand until I got my balance standing straight up and I tittered.

I pushed my dress down over my butt and let it fall down my legs before I used my toes to lift it and toss it over my arm of the couch. I got back down on my hands and knees, I gathered my hair over my shoulder, and settled back down over his lap in only my panties and bra. I was wearing sweet red lacy underwear. Again, I thought it was going to be my husband stripping me and finding my little surprise for him.

“You may proceed, kind sir,” I said, and I snickered. I bit his leg again and said, “Bleh! Denim not tasting so good.”

He laughed and made me sit up before he undid his pants and pulled them off, as well as his t-shirt, before he sat back down deep in the couch and patted his thighs to invite me back down over his lap.

“You better be able to keep a secret!” I said to him, and I squinted into his eyes close up before I laid down on him again. We were both in only our underwear. It would be difficult to make my husband understand that nothing was really going on. But Leo thought I was such a goody-two-shoes.

I might be, but that didn’t give him the right to tease me. And besides, he was right about one thing. Ben had had a lot of “fun” and was allowed to make a lot of “mistakes,” but I never got to make any “mistakes.” Not even one.

“It’s not like we’re going to do anything,” he said, wrapping his hands around my side and going deep into me.

I moaned involuntarily. It felt so warm.

“Speak for yourself,” I said, and I chomped my teeth down on his bare leg and curled up in my body, I laughed so hard.

He rubbed me all over, from my neck to my bum, and he made me push my hips down into his lap. I wasn’t trying to do that to him, but it was hard not to.

“Sorry,” I murmured and I chuckled. “Sort of feels good,” I said in a high, light voice quietly as a whisper. He began to rub the backs of my thighs and I didn’t mean to, but it caused me to spread my legs a bit. I guess he thought I was inviting him to rub the inside of my thighs, and I didn’t stop him. I folded my arm and reached down under my chest and found his bulge inside his underpants and I gently squeezed him to let him know it was okay to rub me there. I didn’t mind it. It was okay, I thought.

“Me and your husband keep a lot of secrets for each other, you know,” he said.

“I don’t think I want to know,” I tittered, and I licked the skin of his leg and gnawed on him a bit. I didn’t know what I was doing. “I don’t like doing things like this,” I said to his leg before I chewed on him again and shivered once throughout my body. I squeezed his cock — it was hardening inside my hand and poking me in my ribs just below my breasts.

“What if it wasn’t you doing it,” he said.

“But it is,” I whispered. He moved his hands up the inside of my thigh and squeezed me right below my butt. It made me gyrate over his lap too much.

“It doesn’t have to be,” he said.

I raised my face from his leg and looked up and around at him over my shoulder with my hair all over my face. “What do you mean?”

“Did you see inside the pantry off the kitchen?”

I glanced over there and back at him with confusion on my face and I pushed my hair up over my head and grinned with my eyes narrowed.

“Box on the floor, just inside, on the right?” he said.

I snorted and grinned.

“Go look,” he said.

I squinted further and groaned as I pushed my relaxed body up from his lap. I knelt beside his sitting body on the couch and let the backs of my fingers brush over his bare thigh. I couldn’t help tittering. I had only ever been in my underwear with one boy before, and I married that one.

“Promise no telling?” I said in a whisper so that I wasn’t guilty of saying it out loud.

I bit my lip, pushed my hands down right into his crotch like I didn’t notice, and danced on my toes scurrying over the wooden floor to the door behind the kitchen. I saw the box but reached down and dragged it out into the middle of the kitchen because it was too dark to see. Inside was a rope.

I stood up and frowned with a grin from the kitchen to the back of the couch and to Leo sitting there twisted around and grinning.

“What’s that for?” I said.

“Bring it over.”

“In the box?”

“Take it out, feel it,” he said.

I tried to but it flopped and slipped out of my hands, it was so slippery and soft. I bunched it up and giggled and stepped high on my toes carrying it back to him against my chest.

“What now?” I said.

“Lie down,” he said, “along the length of the couch.”

I squinted my eyes at him and bit my lip to catch my grin. “Are you sure?” I said, wavering on my hips back and forth with my hands tugging each other low behind my back. I know it made my breasts stick out. That seemed okay — I had my bra on.

"On your back,” he said.

“Aren’t you gonna tell me what for?” I said, but I sat down and swung my legs up and twisted around to lie down on the cushions like he said to.

He wrapped his hands around the back of my heels and tugged me and I cried out a little bit.

The first thing he did was take out one end of the rope and, holding my heels up and together, he whipped it around many times until I couldn’t pull my legs apart.

“Hey!” I said.

But he went “shh!” and I curled my lips between my teeth.

He hopped down and threw the rope under the couch and went around to the other side, to the arm above my head, and he reached under and pulled the rope out. He wound it around the feet of the couch, then pulled my wrists up high over my head. He wound the rope around them and then threw it back under the couch. He tied everything in such a way that when he tickled me on my sides and I reached with my hands down my body to protect myself, the rope made my ankles get tugged up and for my knees to bend and my legs to part. When I tried to push my legs back down and my knees back together, it made my arms go back up over my head, exposing my body to him.

I pouted at him. “Aren’t you supposed to ask a person before you do that to them?” I said.

He stopped and looked down at me. “Do you want me to untie you?” he said.

I bit my lip and tugged my arms and my legs. If I wanted to keep my legs together, my body was vulnerable. If I wanted to keep my body covered, my legs were going to be spread open.

“I guess not,” I said in a tiny voice.

“Do you want to be naked?” he said.

“No!” I shouted and I laughed. That would not be okay!

“What you might like about this . . . “ he said as he blew very lightly over the skin of my stomach. “. . . is the way you don’t feel responsible for anything that happens.”

I involuntarily writhed on the couch.

“Would you like me to blindfold you?” he said.

I swallowed with a gulp and nodded. I didn’t want to see or be responsible for anything. “That way I don’t know, either,” I said to him in a weak voice.

“That’s right,” he smiled.

“What are you going to do to me?” I said.

He just snorted and went to his room. He came back with a strip of cloth. I lifted my head for him and he wrapped it around my eyes and tied it behind my head.

“Can you see anything?”

“No,” I said.

My arms were straight up to the end of the couch and my legs were tight together and straight down. It made me roll side to side and arch in my back. As soon as I pulled my arms to cover myself, my legs split and my knees came up.

He touched my side and I contorted. “It tickles,” I whispered through a grin. He touched me again with what felt like a feather this time, and I scrunched in my core and shot my arms down. My legs immediately came up and fell widely apart. He touched the front of my panties and I squealed and squirmed and shot my legs down and together, but that only yanked my arms from my body high up over my head. He made me go “Nnnn!” and bite my tongue.

He went away and came back. I heard him chuckle and I groaned. “You’re torturing me!” I pouted. I felt an ice cube touch my abdomen along the line of the waist of my panties and I snapped and arched. “Ooh my god!” I breathed out hard. He sipped hot water and let it dribble from his mouth all over my tummy and I gasped. He made me push my legs open even without the rope pulling.

He kept going back and forth between the hot water and the ice cube all over the front of my body — over my tummy, my breasts, my neck, and even down between my legs and the insides of my thighs. I strained hard against the ropes around my ankles and wrists and arched so hard my head was facing backward upside down.

“Had enough?” he said close to my ear in a soft voice.

“No!” I nearly cried.

He pulled the waist of my panties down and touched my pussy lips with his mouth. I didn’t realize I was that close. My whole body tensed and I stopped breathing. I couldn’t tell him to stop and he couldn’t have known. I exploded with warmth and release throughout my body and I sank down deeply into the cushions of the couch and couldn’t get the smile off my face.

He untied me and I hid my face in my hands, rolled on my side, and took off for the bathroom.

I couldn’t look at myself in the mirror, I was so embarrassed by what happened.

I peeked out eventually. I was still in my bra and panties. “Don’t look!” I said.

He had put the box away and got a fire on while I was hiding out in the bathroom. He was probably still without his clothes on too — I could see his bare shoulders from behind the couch. He had pulled the blanket over himself and turned away from the bathroom behind him to stare out at the dark lake lit only by moonlight.

I scurried back to the couch beside him and pulled my heels up on the edge of the couch and pulled the blanket over me and up to my chin.

I stared with him out the big windows into the vast dark emptiness in front of us. “Do you ever let yourself be tied up?” I finally said to him, not looking at him.

“No,” he said. “Never.”

I hugged my shins to my chest and laid my cheek on my knee and looked over at him beside me sideways. “How come?”

He looked back at me and laid his hand over the top of the back of the couch behind me. He casually played in my hair. It was okay.

“Don’t like the loss of control,” he smirked.

I smirked too. “But you have no problem putting a girl in that position with you,” I said.

“It’s different,” he said.

I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”

He scoffed. I glanced behind the couch and saw the box with the rope over by the door behind the kitchen. I tittered, got up on my knees and leaned my arching body over his and I wrapped my arms around his neck and gave him a good nice long kiss directly on his mouth.

“You’re turn!” I said with a laugh and I darted away and grabbed the box and dragged it over in front of the couch. “Lie down on your back!” I ordered him.

He just looked up at me and laughed.

I raised my hand like I was going to really slap him and I bulged me eyes and jutted my jaw. “Teacher says, lie down!”

He snickered this time but he laid down along the couch. I couldn’t tie him up the way he tied me up but I didn’t need to. I just wanted to make him unable to move. He let me do that to him. I knew he could pull free when I tugged on it like I was testing it, but he pretended I had him tied down well.

“Time for lessons,” I said with a straight, serious face, and I yanked his shorts down to his ankles. I got on the couch with his knees under me and I crouched low over his waist. “You embarrassed me, do you know that?” I said to him with one raised eyebrow. I stood his exposed cock up in front of my face and looked at his face looking down at me around his cock between us. “And that,” I said, kissing the head of his cock, “was not very nice!” I closed my mouth around the whole head of his cock and shook my face like I was mad at him.

He tugged his arms forgetting that he was tied up. I pulled my mouth up from his cock and tittered. “See how that feels now?” I wavered my face at him and stuck out my tongue. He dropped his head back and moaned with frustration. I chuckled and pushed my mouth half way down the shaft of his cock.

“Not so nice now, is it?” I said angrily to him and I licked his cock all over its sides.

I pushed his underwear off his feet and it slid down the rope holding him in place and I squished myself between his legs, crouching on my elbows and knees. “See how you like it now,” I said, and I pushed my mouth all the way down his cock until it pushed into the back of my throat and I pressed my nose into his abdomen.

He writhed under me and thrusted his hips up into my face. He groaned like a tortured man and I tittered. I pushed his cock all over my face, pressing it against my forehead and eyes and cheeks and neck and I moaned when I closed my mouth around it and pumped myself down on him deeper than before.

I pumped him in my hand and looked up at him through my fallen strands of hair. “Not so nice is it?” I said and I squeezed his cock hard as I could in my little fist. “And you made me cum too!” I growled at him and I fell back down over him. I decided I wasn’t going to stop pumping him hard and deep with my hand and mouth even though he was bouncing on the couch under me and straining against the ropes and crying out loud.

In retrospect, I got carried away. I was having a bit of fun, I guess. I didn’t mean to make him cum, and I didn’t expect it, either. I thought a man like him would have needed a lot more to get to that point. But maybe I was better at it than I thought!

His cum filled my mouth before I knew it was coming out, and I laughed and it spilled from my lips and all over my chin. I tried to push my mouth back over his cock but it spurted high and arching shots that made me laugh because it hit my face and neck and all over my tits when I tried to push up and get out of the way. I sank my mouth back down over his cock to stop him shooting all over my body and he filled me so much I had to swallow or it would have gotten all over my pretty underwear.

I got off him and ran to the bathroom to clean my face and tits. I came back and found him nearly asleep and still tied up with cum all over his tummy and legs. I brought a warm towel and wiped him up and untied him. The ropes weren’t even knotted anymore. He was faking being restrained at all.

I kissed his face and pulled the blanket over him. “That’s all,” I said. He reached weakly for my hand but I pulled away and went to Ben’s and my bedroom.

I was agitated and unable to sleep, though. I heard Leo eventually get up and tidy things around the room and kitchen, and get the lights and pad back to his much bigger and nicer room. I could see a shaft of light out my partly open door, until he turned his light off, too.

I rolled and rolled and couldn’t get comfortable. Also, I was a little cold. And a little lonely.

I got up and tip-toed to my door. His door was open a crack, too. I peeked into his room. He was already sleeping. I crept inside and stifled the urge to chuckle, and I carefully eased myself down onto one side of his bed. Then I laid down and slowly pulled his blankets over me and pulled up my knees to lie on my side away from him.

He rolled over, shuddered and breathed hard, and draped his arm over my shoulder. I think he was still sleeping, but he pulled his body up against mine from behind. I could feel his shorts nestling against the back of my panties.

I rolled like a log in water until I quietly came to face him with our knees touching. I only meant to kiss him goodnight without waking him, but he kissed me back without opening his eyes. I closed my eyes too and we began to neck.

For some reason, after all the things we had done to each other’s bodies that night, kissing him like that seemed like the worst thing, regarding my husband and being married and all.

I pulled the chain on the bedside lamp and said, to him, kissing him, “We have to talk.”

“You talk too much,” he said.

I gasped with exaggeration and playfully slapped his face. He rolled over on top of me and we wrestled and play-fought and kissed some more and tickled and teased each other. He made me laugh and bite him to try to make him stop. I ended up pinning him under me with my bum on his thighs and my hands holding his wrists down over his head. We were both huffing and puffing.

“I’m serious!” I moaned at him, but he smiled and so I had to kiss him again to make him shut up.

“You’re husband expects it — why would he leave you here alone with the likes of me? He knows me.”

“He was called into work, you liar!” I said, and we kissed some more and laughed and he tried to roll me off him but I shook my head, I grimaced at him with anger, and I pressed my groin down hard into his groin to make him stay still.

“He’ll know that if anything happened, it was all my fault,” he said. “I can even tell him that I tied you down.”

“Don’t be stupid,” I chuckled and I nuzzled my face into his neck.

“I will take all the blame. I will tell him I used all my charm.”

I snorted. “As if,” I said, and I bit my lip.

“You have no consequences. I won’t let him blame you — if he’s mad about anything. I guarantee I will talk to him whatever it takes to make him not blame you one bit.”

“You’re a liar,” I said, and I sat up on him, releasing his hands. He held the tops of my thighs. It felt okay. It felt good, relinquishing control like that to him.

“But if I’m going to do that for you, we might as well make it worthwhile and really do something wrong,” he said.

I gasped again. “As if what you did to me on the couch wasn’t enough!”

“Or what you did to me!” he said.

That made me squeal and I kicked my feet and wriggled on him. I sat up again and lifted myself on my knees. He pushed his hands up my body and over my ribs and then over my breasts.

I pushed his hands off me. “Before you wreck my bra!” I said, and I folded my arms behind my back and unclasped my bra. I looked at him sideways like the bad boy he was and I collapsed my shoulders around my chest and let my straps fall down my arms, and the cups of my bra to fall from my chest. I twisted around on him and tossed my bra over a chair.

I faced him and toyed with my fingers in the waist of his shorts. “I suppose you think we should get everything out of the way,” I said.

“Fun is fun,” he said, which made me laugh and I got up to stand unsteadily over his body to pull my panties down my legs. He raised his knees under me and whipped his shorts off too. I guess I already saw his cock. I sat back down on his lap and ran my fingernails up and down the skin of his erection. It poked up thick and tall into my tummy.

“Last chance,” I said to him, petting his cock against me.

He massaged my breasts not knowing what that did to me, rubbing me like that. “Last chance for what?” he smirked.

“To not do what you know you should not do,” I said, and I raised myself over his pelvis again and drew the head of his cock around the lips of my pussy like someone writing their name. I looked down at him with a warning on my half sideways face.

He just snickered.

“I’m warning you,” I said with squinting eyes. I sank down a little and the head of his cock pushed my pussy lips wider and it made me gasp, but I tried to hide it. “You’re going to have a lot of explaining to do if you don’t stop me,” I said, and I chuckled with menace at him.

He squeezed my tits and it made me shiver. “I think I’ll be able to handle it,” he nodded up at me.

“Are you sure?” I squinted and turned my face further away, my eyes now in their corners down on his. I sank in my hips and felt his penis penetrate me deeper. I grinned and stuck my tongue out at him.

“My loss,” he smacked his lips and shrugged.

He made me laugh and I collapsed on top of him, tugged the hair on the side of his head, and plunged my hips down to bump into his. His cock stretched me as I engulfed him, but in a good way.

He rolled me over and and squished himself between my legs until it pointed my toes at the ceiling and dug my fingernails into his shoulders. He bounced me on his bed under him so hard our laps smashed with a loud clap.

I ran away from him laughing and he caught me and bent me forcefully over the back of the couch even though I was screaming at him, but I was laughing too much too. He rammed himself into me and made me groan it felt so good.

I sucked him again and then he carried me, kissing me, to the kitchen where he put me on the counter and I hung my legs around his waist and drove my heels into his back. He fucked me there so good, he made me cum on the counter. This time I wasn’t so embarrassed by it. He took me to the window and made me stick my bum up and lean down looking at the lake at night as he entered me again, his hands over mine on the glass. He made me scream.

We ended up in front of the fire on blankets kissing and rolling around and tickling and fucking, until he pulled my hips up in front of himself where he knelt behind me, and slapped my ass. I spun around to tell him that was mean, but he made me gulp and choke by penetrating me by surprise more deeply than ever, and all I could do was squeeze my fists into the blankets and try to lift my bum higher for him.

He fucked me too hard, in the good way. He made me cum again, too, but he came as well, inside me, so I guess we were even.

We finally fell asleep in his bed all wrapped up together so tight it was hard to tell where one body ended and the other began. Maybe we screwed a couple more times half asleep at a couple times during the night, as well, though it’s really all a blur.

I was the one who heard the car outside first. I leapt up and peeked out the window. Ben was climbing out of his car. I squealed at Leo and ran back to my room and jumped in bed and pretended to sleep. At the last second I remembered my underwear and flew around the whole cottage picking it up everywhere, and Leo’s too.

Leo got up and I heard them talking and laughing. Then Leo went and I decided it was time to face the music.

“Where’s Leo?” I said, scratching my head like I’d been sleeping all night.

“Went in to get groceries. He’ll be back in an hour.”

I decided to rip the bandaid off. “I have something to confess, you better sit down,” I said. He made us take our mugs of coffee onto the deck around back facing the lake.

“Before you say anything,” he said, “let me go first.”

“No, Ben,” I chuckled. He didn’t understand. “I really have to get this said,” I assured him.

“I bet Leo about what would happen last night,” he suddenly blurted.

I gaped at him. But then I squinted. That could mean a lot of things.

“What do you mean you bet him?” I said.

“I bet him about what he and you would do with me not there.”

I looked up the lake and shook my head. “Babe, I have to tell you, something serious happened.”

“I know,” he said.

“No you don’t, let me tell you.”

“I already know.”

“Ben, me and Leo screwed each other last night!” I finally blurted out in frustration.

But he didn’t show anything on his face. He just grinned. “I know,” he said. “I was watching the whole time.”

I covered my face in my hands and inhaled like someone dying. “You did not!” I screamed.

“I never went back to town, I was hiding in there, mostly,” he said nodding at the closet by the front door.

I hid my face. He patted my back. I lifted my eyes from my hands. “Which way did you bet?” I finally said.

“I lost,” he shrugged.

“But you didn’t stop him, or me,” I said.

“You looked like you were having such a fun time,” he said.

I stared at him unsure what to make of it. Finally, I said, “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why did you let him do that to me? Why did you let me do that with him?”

He leaned over me where I was folded over my knees still trying to hide my face. He put his mouth against my ear and kissed me. “I loved watching,” he whispered. “It was so fucking hot!”

I peeked up at him. He nodded at me.

“Did Leo know you were there?” I said.

“Yes,” he said. “Of course.”

We stared at each other unsure until I erupted in an uncontrollable chuckle and I rolled my face into my knees and hid again.

He put his hand on my back. “Tell me,” he said.

“No!” I shrieked.

He kissed my neck. “What is it?”

I pursed my lips and rotated my face to see him again through my hair. I had trouble saying it but he kept rubbing my back, encouraging me.

“I’m too shy,” I said.

“Just say,” he said.

I bit my lip and chuckled again. “Do you want to watch again?” I said, and I spun my face down and squealed into my legs.

The plan we cooked up was, he would tell Leo that he got called to work for real this time.

I made him bet me, too. I bet that his friend would fuck his wife even without an agreement with her husband, but Ben said that Leo would never do that without his permission.

This time, it would be Leo who wouldn’t know that my husband was in the closet watching. And this time, it was me who was going to win, showing Ben that his friend was just as disloyal as his wife turned out to be!

As soon as Ben was out the door, and even before the tail lights of his car had disappeared down the long driveway, I went to the kitchen pantry and dragged out the box of ropes. I looked over at Leo and pulled my bottom lip down with my pinky and twisted my knees over each other and scrunched my hand in my crotch like a kid needing to pee.

He chuckled and waved his finger. “Ah, no, I don’t think so,” he said with a grin.

“But you promised unkie Leo,” I smiled at him innocently, and I twisted the ball of my toes into the floor and clasped my fingers together in the small of my back.

“And I’m such a horn dog . . . . “ I groaned at him.
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