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My husband said I was a “girly-girl,” by which he meant I was very feminine. But I know I was just ultra-shy and very self-conscious. He says he liked that about me. But I hated it.
And now I’m not that anymore, am I. 
The night things changed for me began when his big client pressed me up against the wall in the dark hallway to the bathrooms in the highest-end restaurant in all of downtown. He was trying to kiss me, too, with my husband and the rest of the team behind the other side of the wall in the restaurant, laughing it up and slapping each other around completely oblivious to what was happening to his wife in the shadows.
The man was also putting his hands all over my body, just like my husband said he would. He laughed about it, too, in the car on the way down. He said I should pretend to be Malik’s girlfriend for the night.
I’d never been more embarrassed in my entire life.
My husband made me come with him to the post-game dinner with his famous client’s team to show me that even pro-athletes are nothing to be afraid of. I didn’t want to go. Malik, his famous client, said he’d protect me and look after me. I said my husband was enough, thank you. But it was my husband’s idea that I should pretend to be Malik’s girlfriend, just to see what it’s like.
“No!” I said with my teeth clamped and my tight lips stretched. I twisted the fabric of his shirt sleeve in my fingers and glared at him with my steely eyes. “And you can’t make me!”
“Just for the night,” my husband said. “You can see what they’re like, then, hanging out with the team. It’s fun,” he said. “C’mon, you’ll see.”
“I said ‘No!’ Lane,” I grimaced at him. “I get uncomfortable around people like that! I don’t want to be some big oaf’s girlfriend!”
His client, the famous Malik, toast of the town, was on his phone, insisting that my husband come downtown. “There’s other wives and girlfriends coming,” my husband said to me, holding his hand over his phone.
“What am I supposed to do there?” I said. I tugged on my husband’s shirt and groaned I was in so much pain over it.
“We’ll hang out, we’ll have a great meal, a few laughs, and then go up to his condo,” my husband said. “Tell you what, we’ll even go out to a club with him too, and maybe even spend overnight up at his place. You’ll love it there. It’s incredible. I’ll check with him.”
“I hate downtown,” I said. “And I hate clubs. And I hate all men who play on teams.”
I knew enough of my husband’s world to know it wasn’t a world for me. Big loud brash men yelling and laughing and slapping each other around, yeah, no thanks.
“Be his girlfriend for the night and then you’ll be right in the centre of the action,” Lane said. “And besides,” he nodded at me, “once Malik shows everyone that you’re with him, I swear to god, nobody else is going to so much as look at you.”
I gritted my teeth. “It sounds dumb,” I said. “You grew up with this stuff, I didn’t.”
It’s true — Lane was a pro too, before injury ended it for him and he became an agent. His dad was a pro. He grew up around the game.
“Be Malik’s girl tonight,” he said, “and you’ll have a ball. I’ll be right there too, I usually am, it’s an annual thing, this dinner, and you’ll see it’s really very tame and mundane.”
“What if he gets all rough and pushy with me?” I said.
“Who?” my husband said, grinning because he thought he was actually winning me over.
“This Malik guy of yours!” I said, shaking my head at him.
“Well, I mean, he’ll have to show the other guys that you’re with him, right, but I don’t think you’ll mind too much. It’s freakin’ Malik the Sheik!”
“I already mind just talking about it,” I said.
“You should put on that black dress,” he said.
“I have a few black dresses,” I said back to him in a small voice.
“The one with the poufy sleeves.”
“They’re called lantern sleeves. You mean my short body-con ruched dress.”
“What does body-con mean?”
“Body-conscious,” I said, stomping like a child to the bedroom closet. “Which is just a fancy word for too tight all over.” I pulled it out and held it up for him to see. “You’re not going to want other men looking at your wife in this dress,” I said, “trust me. And you definitely don’t want me pretending to be another man’s girlfriend in it, if you know what’s good for you.” I shook my head and made my hair fly over my eyes at him. I was furious.
“And pack an overnight bag,” he said, ignoring me. “Pyjamas,” he added.
I rolled my eyes and puffed my cheeks out. “And what, my high-heel white collapsed ankle boots?” I called out to the hallway.
“Yeah!” he said.
I knew he didn’t know which boots I meant. They looked very sexy too, especially with the short black dress, I thought. “It’s a bad idea all around,” I called out the door to him, but I checked the dress against my body in the mirror with the boots on in my underwear. Of course it looked hot, I knew that it would.
I took out my unicorn-and-rainbow onesy that was also body-con from the neck to the ankles and wrists, and stuffed it into my small duffle. I fluffed my hair in the mirror. I guessed if we were going to be going downtown clubbing, I should at least put on my dark eye make-up. And some pink frosty lipstick, too. I decided to wear my red satin underwear because I get to if I want to.
If my husband wanted me to pretend to be another man’s girlfriend, then I was determined to give him a show.
When a teammate appeared around the other end of the hallway where Malik was pushing me against the wall, he pulled his paws off me and wrapped his fingers — long and agile and precise — around my hand and pulled me — roughly and insistently and rudely — behind him and back out into the restaurant. We sat down together — I mean, I was his boyfriend for the night, right? — and across from my husband.
Malik put his warm and massive hand right on top of my bare, exposed thigh below the bottom of my tight little dress and proceeded to ignore me to make jokes with the other jocks.
I kept my face down but I raised my eyes through their tops and stared through fallen strands of hair at my husband directly opposite me. Under the table, I moved my hand from Malik’s forearm where I clutched him ready to shove him off my body, down to his thigh, which I clutched instead. My husband grinned back at me like he knew. But I grinned back at him, because he didn’t know, and I slid my hand up his thigh close enough to the top I could feel through his pants his thing with the side of my pinky before I stopped.
My right hand thus busy, I tried to eat an oyster using my left hand, dropped it, laughed, and then turned my face sideways to Malik and tilted my head back and opened my mouth and slid out my tongue flat over my bottom lip. He squeezed my thigh under the table with his left hand and turned to me, picked up my oyster shell with his right hand, and dangled it over my open mouth.
It reminded me of being a girl at my first communion, closing my eyes and opening my mouth and waiting for the lecherous, leering priest to satisfy himself with a good long look down my top, before putting the host on my wet, waiting tongue.
Malik made me open my eyes and look. He dangled the oyster over my much more grown-up but equally wet and waiting tongue. I knew all eyes were on me. Certainly, no one was talking anymore. I tittered and flicked my tongue up at the oyster that had half-slid over the edge of the shell that he held there for me, just over my lips, and I kept my pretty, brown, dark-lined eyes locked on his.
He smiled like the devil, crooked and wide. I dropped my mouth open wider and pulled my lips into a circle. I knew my husband, like all the other men, were transfixed on the little drama directly across the table from him — he got the front row seat. I played with the dangly bit of the oyster with the pointed tip of my tongue and slid my hand up over the lump in his pants. Yes, of course it was bigger. I was very good at pretending.
What I didn’t count on was Malik sliding his hand up my thigh and under the edge of my dress, itself already pulled up too high, being a tight little body-con thing. I shivered but staunched it and glanced through the corners of my eyes at my husband to read his expression and decide if he could tell I flinched from something under the table.
But he only stared frozen with a dumb grin, watching my tongue poke and play with the dangling oyster that Malik teased my pink-frosted lips with. I’ll say this for the man: He showed nothing on his face, even though I was dragging my clutching and releasing little hand up and down over what turned out to be a substantial length of constrained lump under the front of his pants. The man had nerves. The lady’s husband was staring right at him, after all.
Was it cheating? I was a married woman stroking the groin of another man under the table of a restaurant while he taunted my mouth very suggestively with an oyster in a way that left no doubt what the analogy was. He was also using the distraction of the oyster and my mouth to keep everyone from noticing that his hand was touching the front of my cute red panties, and his fingertips were drawing along the waist directly on my skin above, even probing under the edge. I certainly knew, though. And I opened my knees a little, too.
So, yeah, cheating, right?
But my husband was right there staring. My husband told me to pretend to be the man’s girlfriend for the night. He knows the man better than most, having spent years cleaning up little messes in his “social life” he deposited in cities around the country. His client was a high-ranking “most eligible bachelor.” He knows what the wolf does to girls in the forest wearing little red hoods.
So, not cheating, right?
I closed my lips around the oyster and paused a moment before sucking it into my mouth and coiling my tongue around it, making sure this Malik man got a good idea of how it would feel if it wasn’t an oyster in there. And then I swallowed it whole, because a good girl always does, right?
I stared at his mouth from close up and licked my tongue all the way around my lips and smacked them and chuckled and squeezed his cock. It was impressive how he held his face straight, even when I dragged my sharp nails scratching into the fabric of his pants and over the sensitive head of his penis.
I wasn’t so good at keeping it together and clearly had a few things to learn from him. He was doing the same thing to me with more agile fingers, and not over the top of my panties, either. I stared at my husband and shivered once through my spine but otherwise clamped my stomach muscles and flexed my neck. Malik was feeling my obvious wetness down there.
Everyone had carried on talking and laughing again, as though the film that had been paused was started again. My husband and I, however, remained still, quiet, and staring at each other, he with a tight little grin I couldn’t quite read, and me with a defiant tilting of my head side to side, and a narrowing of my eyes. I let a little dribble of oyster juice run from the corner of my mouth and down my chin, before lapping it up with my tongue and laughing at him.
I turned to Malik and pushed my fingers around the back of his neck, and eventhough he struggled against me, I pulled him and tittered and twisted his face enough to kiss the side of his mouth. I also pushed my face into the side of his neck and leaned my head back to bite his ear hard enough to make him stop talking to the other man and pay attention to me.
“You better stop doing that,” I whispered in his ear. He was casually rubbing his middle finger slower than a snail up and down through the increasingly wet cleft of my pussy lips.
He swivelled his face around and down to mine, ignoring my staring husband across the table.
“You my girlfriend, baby?” he said, “Or not?”
He pushed his finger up inside me, electrifying me and making me shiver too much to dare look over the table at Lane. I jutted my jaw and lifted my elbow to shove my hand down inside his pants. I didn’t mean to also stick my hand under his shorts, but that’s where it went. The shock of his hot, hard penis in my small cool hand was sobering.
“Does that answer your question?” I said to him and I narrowed my eyes at him.
He snickered and rejoined his conversation. I looked away to another girlfriend beside my husband and made her talk to me about where she grew up. Meanwhile, I squeezed and stroked Malik’s cock inside his shorts. And he stroked me beyond what I was able to stand.
And I was able to stand quite a bit. But he wasn’t stopping, and slowing down only made it worse. I clutched his wrist in my other hand to try to make him stop moving on me, but I couldn’t quell the rising flood that was about to breach the banks. I think the other girl could tell, because we both stopped talking but kept staring at each other, even as my eyes glassed over and got far away. I shivered but anchored myself on the other girl’s eyes. She grinned. Everything in me erupted and the tension released all at once, and that warm, scrumptious goodness filled my veins.
I pushed my chair back, pulled Malik’s hand out from under my dress like I was extracting a tentacle from my innards, and dabbed my mouth with a napkin, said “Excuse me” to the floor, and darted away to the bathrooms. I didn’t look at Lane. He would know what happened — anyone would, you’d have to be extra dense not to.
They finished up, and by the time I felt brave enough to come back out, everyone was up and getting ready to go. My husband, in keeping with the secret plan, didn’t so much as look at me, but his client Malik wrapped his arm around my shoulders, pulled me in close against him, and kissed the top of my head. “Few of us heading over to my club,” he said. “You want to just go home with me instead?”
I looked away and tapped my foot and bulged my eyes at the wall. I didn’t like the choices. “Club, I guess,” I said, and he bent down, turned his face to mine, and kissed me on the mouth right in front of Lane. “You sure?” he said.
I squinted at him and ran my tongue across my front teeth with my lips closed and I crossed my arms over my chest. Of course, I wanted to say to him, I wasn’t going to go home with him instead. As if.
I pushed myself up on my toes and pulled his neck so he came down to my mouth with his ear. “Show me you can do more than touch me and make me dance for you,” I said, and I reamed his ear out with the point of my tongue and wrapped my hand around his hand and tugged him behind me for a change.
When he said, “My club,” he literally meant “his club,” as in, his name on it and everybody working there calling him “sir.” He not only had his own key, he had his own door, down the side and away from the jostling line-up in front. It was him, me, my husband, and two other couples, two guys from the team with their SOs.
Malik wouldn’t pull me behind him, he insisted I walk beside him, but he wrapped his big protective arm around my shoulders and made sure I didn’t get away. He had his own table where no one else was allowed to sit on any night whether he was coming in or not. He had bodyguards at the ready, standing there with their hands clasped over their groins and wires coming out their ears like Malik was the President or something.
I could tell it wasn’t all for necessary protection, and that some of it was theatre to pump up the mystique that was the man in the eyes of his adoring world of fans. I slid my hand down the back of his suit jacket and grabbed his butt and pinched him and said loud enough for him to hear even in the noise and flashing lights of his club, “You’re such a faker.”
“Get in there, you,” he said with a grin and he didn’t hesitate to pat my bum right back, or to pinch me, either. I glanced at Lane climbing in the other side of the round bench seat around the circular table, but he wasn’t noticing a lot — there were too many hot chicks everywhere, staring at Malik and anyone else he was with as though we were a table of gods descended from Olympus.
If I’m feeling brave and safe, I can dance nicely and I love to dance, too. Sometimes if I’m not careful and it’s dark enough on the dance floor, I accidentally close my eyes and get into it a bit too much. I might be circumspect in public, but I have to be — I’m a very sensuous person at heart and feelings overtake me sometimes.
Malik turned out to move on his feet even better than he could move with his fingers. I didn’t want to dance with anyone else, and because I was on orders to pretend to be his girlfriend, I didn’t have to. Also, what Lane said was dead-right. No other man in the place even dared to look at me, once Malik paraded me around the whole place and made everyone aware that I belonged to him.
Because of what he did to me at the restaurant, I was still buzzing inside. It wasn’t quite dark enough, but the dance floor was crowded enough to hide my body. He did this stepping move with his legs, shooting his knee out and forward with his foot coming up on the balls of his toes, and I let him push his knee between my legs where it kept pushing my dress up.
I laughed because he knew he was teasing me and I tried to squeeze my thighs and trap his knee every time he pushed it between my legs and we kissed and grabbed each other and I twirled around against his body and let my hair sweep over his face. He held me by my hips and dragged me side to side over the front of his body. His penis was obvious where it poked me between my ass cheeks and I reached up and behind me to scratch my nails in the back of his neck to try to warn him to watch it. He was making me arch my back and stick my bum out and press myself against his bulge, and I didn’t want to be doing that.
“So you’re the owner here are you?” I said when I twisted around to face him and I ran my fingers through the hair on the back of his head and pressed the front of my body against his to stop him from rubbing me all over like that.
He dropped his hands down around my waist, and then my hips, and then my butt. This man didn’t care about anything!
“Yeah, uh-huh,” he said, imitating some cowboy and making me laugh and resting the side of my face against his chest.
“Show me your office then,” I said, and I squealed at myself. I had to do something though because he kept pushing his bulge into me.
We held hands as we weaved through the dancers to get to our table and I picked up my drink, sucked on my straw, and said to Lane, “My boyfriend is just going to show me his office,” I said with as innocent and wide-eyed an expression as I could manage to make.
My husband just looked at me blankly and drank his drink.
“Might be awhile,” I said.
He drank again. He had to know what was going to happen, at least the nature of things. If he objected, he was given as much of a chance to say something as any man would get. Malik slipped his hand around my stomach and pulled me backward on my feet. I resisted, bending forward, as though I wasn’t finished sipping my straw, but I was in fact giving my real husband more time to react in case he wanted to.
He didn’t. I staggered backward still holding my drink up to my face and playing with the straw with my tongue, as Malik pulled me. “A second!” I said to him, twisting around and grinning at him. “Such an impatient man!” He knew damn well what he made me want to do to him.
I pushed my hips and stomach forward against the resistance of Malik’s arm and his hand slid down to between my legs. I reached far enough out just to get my glass balancing on the edge of the table, and my husband helped me, snatching at it and saving it from falling.
Malik curled his arm in and twirled me around on it until I came flying in against him. “Such impatience!” I said to his ear and I bit him. I looked over my shoulder and Malik’s shoulder to my husband and I gave him a tiny little fluttering-finger wave. I knew already that I looked the hottest from behind in my cute tight dress and little ankle boots. My husband would just have to deal with it if Malik’s hand was spread over my ass making me skip along in my little white booties to keep up to him.
We went down a dark hallway and up a set of narrow stairs. It was an older building. It was above the bar so you could feel the bass of the music pound through the floor. He opened a door with his finger print and shut it behind me. His office.
“Is that where the big man sits?” I said, trying to be as nonchalant and casual as I could. I dangled my purse over a chair and let it drop. He had a big table for a desk, no drawers, smoke glass top, huge gamer racing chair.
He let me go and went around behind his table and dropped himself down his chair and clasped his hands over his stomach and swivelled side to side, grinning at me. “This is where the big man sits,” he said with a crooked smile.
I stood opposite him with my arms straight down, my fingers spread on the cool glass, and my back arched to raise my hips up on my straight, spread legs. I bent at my waist and moistened my lips. Maybe another coat of gloss would be nice for the big man, I thought. I was always better alone behind closed doors, after all. It’s how I liked to pretend best.
“I though you were getting pretty pushy out there on the dance floor, Mister Malik the Sheik,” I said, “and I wanted to talk to you about that.”
“You can speak to me,” he nodded, still grinning, and he folded his arms behind his head and clasped his fingers together.
“It’s irresponsible for one thing,” I said, and I dropped my tongue out of my mouth and let my eyes flow down his face, over his neck, and down his chest to his lap. “And it can get you in a whole lot of trouble with a girl’s husband.”
“He told me you were were excited to pretend to my girlfriend,” he said.
“I’m not just one of your tarts,” I said, and I glared at him as I dropped down to my hands and knees and crawled under his table. I pulled myself up by clasping my hands around his knees and I knelt up when I came out the other side, pushing his chair back a bit to give me room. “But you don’t seem to understand messages all that well, so maybe the man needs to learn a lesson about treating girls like that.”
I glared at him and pursed my lips and tugged with disdain at the tail of his belt. I fed it out of the pant loops and leaned over to study how it went through the buckle. I narrowed my eyes at him when I tugged it enough to make the pin pop out of the hole.
“Are you sorry for what you did to me at the restaurant?” I said, half turning my face away from him, but not my eyes. I twisted my fingers in the button of his pants and grimaced because it was tight, but I pulled his pants open and found the little tag to pull down his fly.
“I’m sorry that I embarrassed you,” he said.
“You say it, and thank you for that,” I said, spreading his pants out and patting them down to make them stay open over his lap. I pulled up the waist of his shorts and more gently pulled them down. “But I’m going to need you to show it,” I said,  and I fished inside his shorts and brought out that thickening snake of his and tried to ignore what it felt like in my hand, or what it looked like, standing up at full attention in front of my face.
In truth, I had only been up close and personal with three cocks in my life up till then, one being my husband, another being my short-lived college boyfriend before that, and the other being a boy in first year college who was more nervous than me and who ejaculated before I even touched it.
If I was going to put Malik’s thing in my mouth, it would only be the third one for me in there. I was nervous because I knew he probably had at least a hundred girls do that for him, and they would all have had a lot more experience doing it than me. I didn’t even know what swallowing it would be like, or even what it felt like when a man erupted in your mouth.
“Take your time,” he said and he petted my head. He might have been rushing me in the club, but now that we were alone in his office, I liked that he let me take my time.
I dropped one shoulder and then the other and peeled the dress down my body a bit because I knew he’d probably like that. I wanted him to see my red underwear, too. I let my dress fall down my hips and then I laughed at myself because I might as well just take it all the way off. I rolled over onto one knee and then the other and pulled my dress out from under me so that all I had on was my bra, my panties, and my little white booties — just like the way I checked myself in the mirror before we went out.
“Do you promise to be careful with me next time and not embarrass me like that?” I said, and I kissed the underside of his cock and laughed and licked my flat tongue up from the base to the ridge of his head.
“I’m learning my lesson as we speak,” he said with a sneer.
I rolled my eyes at him and shook my head and raised my shoulders and dropped my face down in his lap from directly above. I closed my circular lips around the head of his cock and pushed down, giving a little bit of resistance to him from entering me.
I lifted my face up from his lap and licked him all over and pressed his cock into my cheeks and eyes and forehead. “Are you sure?” I said, and I pressed my pursed lips down over the top of his cock harder, without opening for him again.
“Baby don’t do that,” he groaned, and I looked up to his face and saw his eyebrows push up and his jaw drop down. He was tilting his head to watch carefully what I was doing to him.
I pressed my lips closed harder and pushed my mouth down on the top of his cock and I moaned hard and loud like someone being pushed.
“Baby, fuck,” he groaned, and he wrapped his big hands around the sides of my face with his fingers reaching around my neck and pushing up under my hair.
I pulled up from his cock with strings of saliva stretching between my lips and the head of his dick and I licked him all over and let my glassy eyes look into his so he could judge for himself the lust in me that he was letting loose.
“You fucker,” I said. He pulled my neck. “I told you not to do it to me,” I said, and I pushed my lips down over the head of his cock, but this time, he pushed hard and his cock popped inside my mouth and I groaned and squirmed as though trying to get away.
I swear to god, the man was going to make me climax again, the way he felt going in my mouth, the way I felt, stripped to my underwear and little booties on my knees under his desk, sucking his cock.
Me, sucking the famous Malik the Sheik’s cock! I tittered to myself because I didn’t even try and I was after all only pretending, and here I was, exactly where every girl directly below the floor I knelt on wished they were.
There’s not much to learn about sucking cock, I found out. Just use your tongue any old way, stroke with your hands too, and just keep doing what your doing as steady and evenly pressured as you can.
I knew he was losing it — serves him right, making me lose it at the restaurant! — and I worried that I might at the last moment get scared and get his cum all over my face and body. Good thing I already took my dress off! But it turned out I was better at it than I thought I would be.
He groaned loudly and his body went rigid and he stopped breathing. It was like when you squeeze a freezie in your mouth, only it was hot and thick, not frozen and sweet. I liked it though. I pulled and sucked and swirled and swallowed until he stopped moving and pulled on my head to get me off him.
A little bit ran out of my mouth and I laughed because it wiggled on the edge of my chin and I couldn’t catch it with my flickering tongue until I wiped it with my fingers and sucked them clean.
I got up and straddled his lap and lowered myself to sit on him while he slumbered and regained his senses. I leaned down and kissed his neck and ear and eyes waiting for him to come back. His slumping cock pressed into my stomach. I bit my lip because I knew that that could never happen.
When he smiled with his eyes closed, I kissed his mouth and said, “Take me home?”
He chuckled and lifted me up to sit me on the desk while he pulled up his pants and did his belt and tucked his shirt. I wrapped my legs around his back and hung from his neck watching.
“Do you have a bathroom up here?” I said, and he gestured to a little door off his office. I grabbed my dress off the floor and found my purse where I left it in the chair, and went to the bathroom to check myself and touch up my smeared lipstick.
We came down the stairs side by side, me a little wobbly still on my heels, and my boyfriend also a little weak, but we held each other up and snickered like teens getting away with it.
I slid around the bench seat and said to my husband, still pretending I was with Malik for the benefit of the two other couples there, “We’re going to go now, did you want to come too and borrow one of Malik’s spare rooms?” I sipped my straw to hide the fact I was snickering on the inside. I wanted to tell him how proud I was about swallowing all of Malik. Maybe I would show him by surprising him some other time.
We piled into the back of his car — he had a driver, of course. I was in the middle, but I squeezed up against my boyfriend and crossed my legs and tittered at my husband in the other seat. Malik’s hand was draped around my neck and I pulled his fingers until his hand came down over my breast, and I made him feel me and squeeze me.
Even though it was just us three again, and there was no one to pretend in front of anymore, I kept nuzzling and murmuring and cooing with Malik, and my husband kept glancing and looking away like he really was the third person there.
Malik squeezed me too hard and he made me flinch and stretch and I curled in my back and stretched my face up under his ear and I bit his neck and whispered, “Not here.” But he wrapped his other hand around my stomach and pulled me harder against him. I tried to ignore what he was doing to me and I watched things go by in the window behind where my husband sat. My husband pretended not to notice anything. It was a strange thing going on between the three of us.
We got to his building and I held his hand and skipped along beside him, glancing over my shoulder at my husband behind us. Whatever it was he was doing, letting Malik and I keep pretending, he was good at it. Even when, waiting for the elevator, I lifted myself on my toes and pulled Malik down to kiss me. My husband just cleared his throat and looked away.
I didn’t know how much longer I had to pretend. I was having fun and didn’t want it to stop, even though I knew at some point, it must. He brought me into his penthouse suite and I tried not to marvel like a little girl, but it was amazing. I couldn’t stop gasping at every room and window.
We all sat down on the sectional and had drinks and chatted. I was ready to get out of my dress and boots and said I was going to get ready for bed. Malik had had our bags delivered to his suite and I took mine to the bedroom that Lane and I were supposed to share. I washed up and got into my pyjamas. I only had my cute onesy with the unicorns and rainbows on it. It buttoned with tiny buttons all the way down the front and up through the crotch to the lower back.
The men were still talking and chuckling in the other room and I didn’t want to miss out and I wasn’t that tired yet, so I put on some makeup and came out. I tittered when Malik looked at me because I don’t think he was expecting me in something like that.
I folded my legs under myself and sat down near my husband and not on the part of the sectional where Malik was sitting.
“Why you sitting over there, girlfriend?” Malik said.
I snorted and looked down and raised my shoulders up. I pressed my palms together and squeezed my hands between my knees and ducked my face to make strands of my hair fall over my eyes.
“You should sit with him,” my husband said.
I looked at him with my head down and twisted sideways. In a voice quiet enough Malik wasn’t supposed to hear, I said, “Are we still pretending?”
“Who’s pretending?” Malik said.
When I twisted my face over my shoulder to him, he patted the couch beside him. I looked back at my husband. “Are you okay if I do?” I said in a tiny high voice.
He didn’t say anything. He only gestured with his hand, urging me to move over to the other couch. I didn’t want to and I thought it was wrong. I was in my pyjamas. But he nodded at me and I rolled my eyes and gasped with my mouth falling open and I chewed the inside of my cheek. I pushed up and stepped around the table and flopped back down beside Malik, but I crossed my knees and I crossed my arms over my chest. I was wearing my big furry slippers.
He laughed behind me and I felt his hand wrap around my stomach and pull me. I looked at my husband but he just stared with a half grin. Malik pulled me harder and I spun around and tsk’d him and slapped at his forearm. “So impatient!” I said, scolding him, and I pushed myself back on his couch until I was up against him, and I slouched down and rested back against his chest. I pulled my legs up and tucked a pillow under them to lean back against the side of Malik’s body and stretch my legs out along the length of the couch.
He played in my hair and touched the back of my neck and wrapped his hands around my waist and further up around my ribs and further up than that too. I didn’t have anything at all on underneath my pyjamas. I think they could both tell.
The two men talked business and contracts and trends in the sport and I curled around and pulled myself into Malik’s lap and nuzzled his neck and kissed his clavicle and made him kiss me at least once in a while, by wrapping my hand around his cheek and pulling him to me to make him pay me some attention, too.
Suddenly both men, as though by some secret code, slapped their thighs and decided that that was that, time for bed. They stood up and shook hands. I stayed on the couch curled up around my knees and studying my nails because I didn’t know what was going to happen next or where I was going to go.
“Okay well,” my husband said, and he turned and went toward the hallway.
“See you in the morning, my man,” Malik said to him.
I looked side to side and bit my lip. My husband didn’t even turn around. He just left me out there. I searched the floor and swallowed hard. I wanted to disappear. My husband even closed the bedroom door.
I blew with my bottom lip out to make loose strands of my hair fly up off my face and I slowly brought my eyes up Malik’s body where he stood in front of me. He was looking down at me and holding his hand out to me. I was too nervous to take his hand or to even move. I hugged my knees to my chest and pushed my pursed mouth against my knee. If I wanted to, I could have made a run for it to my husband’s bedroom door. But knowing Malik, he’d probably catch me.
I raised my eyes to his eyes and put my hand in his hand. He gently pulled me up from the couch and I went with him the other way, to his bedroom. It didn’t feel like pretending anymore.
He shut the door behind us and pulled me up to him, hard. I stumbled and fell against him. He ran his hands over my shoulders and down my back, and cupped them around my bum.
His bedroom was even more exquisite than the rest of his suite. I like a man who knows style. I like a man even more when he knows to hire a stylist. It felt like a bedroom should.
I helped him out of his jacket and I undid the buttons of his shirt. Not for the first time did I undo that man’s belt and open his pants. I knew my way around him better now, and didn’t have to watch what I was doing. I made him naked where we stood and I cupped my hand under his balls and with my other hand, I stroked his cock against the tummy of my onesy.
“Do you think I should tell my husband where I am?” I said. He only smirked and chuckled and tucked my hair over my shoulders and pressed his hands into my chest. If he didn’t know I had nothing on underneath, he knew now. “Maybe I should at least say goodnight to him,” I said. “If I’m going to be spending the night with you, I mean.”
He didn’t answer me but he wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, pulled me up to him and right out of my slippers, and took my with his mouth. He turned me around in front of him and I ducked my head over and pulled my hair down over the top to bare my neck to him. But he started at the buttons at my bum.
I spun around and laughed at him over my shoulder, but he grinned and knelt down behind me the better to get at the buttons that went down and through my crotch. I arched my back and leaned my hands into the foot of his bed and pushed my bum out for him to help him. But he stopped when he got to the buttons around the front of my tummy. I couldn’t believe it, but he pushed his face into my bare ass.
“Is the door locked?” I said to him. He scared me with the ideas he had.
He just chuckled and nudged my thighs to make me spread my feet further apart. I didn’t want him to do that, I didn’t think it was right, but he kissed the tender skin on the inside of my thigh that he bared by pulling open the bottom of my onesy and started nudging around with his face between my legs.
I bent further at my waist and fell down to my elbows on the foot of his bed. “Can my husband hear?” I said, but he just laughed again, and licked the outside of the lips of my pussy and made me lose my mind.
He held my hips and pushed his tongue where his finger earlier penetrated me and I shook and gasped and moaned and dropped my head down deep between my shoulders. I looked down over my tummy and saw his face between my legs and felt his tongue all over me and I began to spin around and lose my bearings.
I reached down and clutched my hand into the hair on the top of his head. He kept licking me until my hips began to rotate over his mouth. I stepped back from the bed and hunched over him with bent knees and rounded back, holding his head in both of my hands. He spun around and leaned his head against the foot of the bed and pulled me by the ass hard against him.
I threw my head back and dropped my mouth open and clamped my eyes shut. I must have looked like a dog humping a leg, the way I stood curled around his head between my legs in my open onesy. My thighs shook and my toes curled. I pulled his hair and began to shove his head around in my crotch. It wasn’t lady like, but then nothing between him and me had been all night.
This time when I felt it coming, I wasn’t embarrassed. I wasn’t very quiet, either. The release of tension he strung through my body was so powerful, I fell and rolled on his bed and flailed around like a girl on a ride. I shot my arms up like I was on the roller coaster. He made me feel so free and careless. I hollered at his ceiling because it didn’t matter.
I crawled over to the edge of the bed and looked over the cliff. My boyfriend was down there looking up and chuckling all proud with himself. I reached far over the edge and found his cock with both my hands falling down his body. I stroked it and bit his ear hanging upside down. “Fuck me?” I said in my girly-girl voice.
He got up and turned around and took my ankles in his hands. He placed the soles of my bare feet against his chest and leaned forward so my knees had to bend and my thighs had to part. I didn’t mind that he could see my nakedness. He undid the rest of my buttons and I arched and pushed my shoulders up and he helped me peel my onesy off. He drew them down my legs and I laughed and pulled one foot at a time up off his chest and he tossed my onesy over a nearby chair.
He leaned his shins into the foot of the bed and caressed my ankles with my feet planted back in his chest. I reached down past my bum and worked my fingers around the backs of his thighs. He massaged my breasts. It felt good being nude with him.
His penis poked at me between my legs and I yelped but he poked me again and I realized it wasn’t an accident. I lost my breath and couldn’t tell him that I thought maybe my husband didn’t mean “girlfriend” like that, but he wasn’t listening anyway. I gasped and scrunched my curling, scratching nails into the flesh of his thighs and arched deeply and rolled back on my head till I was nearly facing the headboard upside down.
I gasped like someone stabbed, and I guess I was. He pushed himself forward and slid into me without stopping all the way until our abdomens kissed. He penetrated me as slowly as he had earlier touched me. He made me curl my toes and breath hard, he made me want to scream at him to fuck me harder.
He must have read my mind. He withdrew from me but plunged in harder and faster, jolting me, shaking the bed, and satisfying every fiber of my body. I didn’t mean to moan so loud, but the slapping of his flesh on my flesh was louder anyway. There could be no doubt what was going behind his door from anywhere else in his place.
When he pulled out and smiled and we kissed, I chased him around his bed and trapped him and held him down and crawled over him and pinned his wrists and ankles under me until I got his cock back inside me, and I rode him. We laughed and played and licked and kissed and he rolled me over and pummelled my body into the mattress.
I ran away and made him chase me and he caught me outside his bathroom and entered me from behind against the wall. I got away by slinking down in front of him with my mouth around his cock and then I forgot we weren’t alone and I dashed out his bedroom door into the living room.
He chased me and caught me and fucked me bent over the back of the couch. I ran away again but he caught me in the kitchen and sat me on the counter and fucked me there until I fell back and let him do me as hard as he wanted to.
We had water and kissed and talked and laughed and I took him in my hand this time and looked over my shoulder leading him back to his bed. I crawled up onto it on my hands and knees and got down on my elbows and pushed my back down so my chest pressed into the bed. I looked back up over my shoulder at him and I said, “Not too hard?”
My boyfriend knelt behind me and grasped me by my hips. When he entered me I lifted my face to the big window and moaned. He said he wouldn’t do me too hard but I guess he forgot. I twisted my fingers in the sheets of his bed and bit on a pillow. When he came in me, I thought he was going to fuck himself right through me. I didn’t know my own body could take that kind of a pounding.
When I finally woke up, I found myself alone in bed. I peeked out and saw my husband and Malik talking and laughing and eating breakfast and drinking coffee. I only had my onesy. I came out and, being shy, I sat on Malik’s lap and twisted around to hide my face in his neck.
He patted my bum and kissed my neck and pushed me back from him. “Travel day,” he said. “Got to get to the team bus to the airport,” he said, and he kissed me again and patted me to make me get up and off his lap.
“We got to go in like ten,” my husband said. I hurried past him and into his bedroom and found the rest of my clothes I packed for the next day and got ready. I came out in jeans and hoody. “All set,” I said.
Lane and I got ready to go. Me and Malik only kissed each other on the cheek. To say it was awkward would be an understatement. I thought it was because we were saying goodbye, but then both Lane and Malik laughed at me when came with us down the hallway and onto the elevator. They were teasing me.
“I told you, goodbye already, sheesh,” I said to Malik, and I bulged my eyes at my husband. Everybody laughed. I thought to myself how I had just made a joke around a guy like that without even thinking. My husband drove him to the team facility where the bus to the airport was waiting. The other team members were standing around with coffees not wanting to get on the bus too early until everyone was there.
“You all got your field trip lunches from mommy now?” I said. They all laughed. Look at me, I thought, joshing around with the team. I remembered that they all thought that I was Malik’s girl still, so I stepped away from my husband, thankful that I didn’t grab him around the waist like I instinctively would have, and I pushed myself up on my toes and pulled Malik down to me. I kissed him as long as it took for his teammates to start whooping and hollering. Then I clutched my hand in his groin, and said loud enough for everyone to hear, “Look after the little guy for me, would you?” and I made everyone laugh again and taunt Malik for it.
My husband could tell in the car on our way back home that something happened and that I was a different girl.
“You have fun?” he said. Another man would have said it snarky-like. But he said it like he was excited for me and my adventure, like a friend.
“Uh-huh,” I said, smiling back at him. I wasn’t ready to talk about it yet, but I took his hand in mine and we rode home down the highway, both of us smiling out the front window like lottery winners.
About 10 days later, my husband said, “Team’s back from the road trip.”
I looked up over the top of my book at him and my toes curled in memory of what Malik did to me. I guess it was time to talk. Because I wanted to go visit my boyfriend, didn’t I.
“Why did you let him?” I said. I decided the straight-up approach was probably the best.
“Look at you,” he said.
“What?” I laughed. What I didn’t do was hide my face behind the book like I might have earlier. 
“You’re a different person,” he said.
He was right. I forgot I was supposed to be quiet and shy. It started with joking around with Malik, then the team, then at work and with everyone else. I felt really good.
But my husband was smiling as much as I was. “I know,” I said, “but what about you?”
“There’s a lot of women who would love to be in your position,” my husband said.
“What position is that, under Malik the Sheik?” I said. Look at me, making jokes all over the place!
“Uh-huh,” he nodded. “And a lot of husbands who would be proud as fuck to have Malik taking their wives like he takes mine.”
I scrunched up my nose and recoiled my chin into my chest. “What’s with that?”
“I don’t know,” he said. “But I love it.”
I got up and flicked my fingers at him, and when he got up, I took him by the hand to our bedroom closet. “Help me pick out what to wear for Malik then,” I said. “And then drive me to his place.” It wasn’t a question. I wasn’t an asking the of girl anymore. “Because I think he’s going to want to have your wife again.”
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