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Allen was the kind of man any husband would be proud his wife had “had.” Right?

Well, that at least was my working theory. But what was a girl to do? The biggest celebrity our city ever produced, multiple championships will do that, sent one of “his people” to inform me that His Highness would like “the pleasure” of my company.

“The pleasure is it?” I said, grinning up one side of my face. The man stared at me as stiff as a plank. “Where?” I finally asked, bulging my eyes out and darting my gaze around to the darkened sides of the stage behind the curtains in front of the massive hall packed with everybody who was anybody.

The show was just wrapping up. I had been on stage most of the night presenting annual awards to all the city’s greatest do-gooders of the year, including The J Walters Humanitarian Award to the man I’m calling Allen, since you’d know who it was if I even just said his real initials.

“Are you ready to leave now?” the man asked. He had a coiled wire running from inside the back of his suit jacket into his ear. I felt like Marilyn Monroe beckoned by Mr. President.

“I was going to do a little glad-handing,” I said, “but I guess I’m all done my official duties for the evening.” I shrugged at the guy.

Humorless, those bodyguard types. He merely stepped aside and gestured with his hand for me to exit stage left. Another man was waiting for me at another curtain so that I had one in front and one behind.

“Like a meatball sandwich, only in reverse,” I said, and I tittered over my shoulder at the guy behind me. Nothing. Nada. He was carrying my little sequinned clutch purse, though. “Oh!” I said, and I chuckled. I’d completely forgotten it. He didn’t. He handed it to me as expressionlessly as the monster from the Black Lagoon.

I didn’t even know there was a narrow, dim, cinderblock hallway down that side of the hall. We came to a steel door. The first guy hammered it with his hip, and directly outside, so close he nearly banged into it, was the open back door of a massive black Escalade. Motor running.

I turned to the guy behind me and he nodded to me grimly. Was I allowing a celebrity athlete the pleasure of my company, or was I being abducted by a rogue cell of CIA operatives? I climbed in and sat down in the true-to-life lap of luxury. The door closed behind me with the swish and thud of an air-tight, sound-proof production studio. It was the most lightless space I’d ever been in, a complete black hole.

That is, until hundreds of tiny golden pinpoint lights turned slowly up. And there beside me was the man himself, as quiet as a snake, as comfortable in his seat as a prince in his palanquin, and as self-confidently sexy as you can be when you’ve just been named the sexiest man alive by People.

“Kiera,” I said my name to him, and I extended my hand to him. I don’t know, how are you supposed to greet a guy like that?

“Allen,” he said back to me and he shook my hand with a smirk.

I snorted and rolled my face away and blushed. As if I didn’t know who he was!

“So this is how humanitarians of the year get around is it?” I said, turning my face defiantly back to his and raising my eyebrows. I struggled to convey to him I wasn’t one to be so easily impressed.

The SUV glided silently away. The two men who escorted me out of the building climbed into two other SUVs, one in front and one behind us, equally dark, equally impenetrable, and equally stealthy, if three quick and quiet huge black Escalades in single file, closely, can be called “stealthy.”

“It’s really all about security,” he nodded at me with a serious face. “Me?” he swivelled his head around with alacrity and watched the city lights through his dark tinted side window. “I’d just as soon take you for a ride along the ocean in a vintage MGB,” he said, turning back to me and smirking up one side of his face. “With the roof down.”

“Where are we going?” I said.

“For a ride along the ocean,” he shrugged. “And then I’ll drop you back to your home,” he nodded. “If that would be okay with you.”

I looked out my own dark tinted side window even though it was nearly impossible to make anything out in the darkness. I crossed my legs and poked my fingertip into my front teeth and swung my face back to his with a half-grin of my own. “That’s all, is it?” I said, and I snorted a tiny puff of air out my nose.

“The pleasure of your company,” he said. “Did my man not use those words?”

The way he asked it, you got the feeling that, on the mere nod or shake of a girl’s head, that man’s fate rested.

“Oh, he said that alright,” I said. “It’s pretty much all he said.”

“That’s pretty much all I asked him to say for me,” Allen said.

“You’re used to people doing exactly as you say and nothing more nor less, I suppose,” I said.

He chuckled. “I’m used to a lot of people getting me into the media for all the wrong reasons,” he said.

“How do you know I won’t go straight from the back of your car to my phone and spill the beans on how you tried to get with a married woman while driving along the ocean at night?” I said. I felt brave enough to broach the subject. But I also wanted to show him I was no more intimidated by him than I was impressed. I wasn’t fresh off the turnip truck.

“I don’t,” he said. “I take my chances where I must,” he nodded.

“And it’s worth it, is it?” I grinned at him.

“I already told you, your company is my pleasure,” he said.

I swung my face back to my blank window again to hide how I rolled my eyes, how I snorted a breath of air out my nose, and how I shook my head. But I also had to hide my grin and my blush. I might be 33, but no girl ever loses the ability to be pushed off centre by the attentions of a man every other girl would drop her panties for in an instant.

“You didn’t say anything about me telling you I’m already married,” I said, turning back to him.

“Don’t want to marry you,” he said. “Slow down,” he said, patting down the air between us with a pursed grin.

He made me laugh. I patted his other hand where it lay motionless on the console between us. “So do you always pick on the married ones?” I said.

“Honest answer?” he said back to me with no hesitation. The look on his face, the drawn-out moment during which his eyes held onto my eyes, the way he awaited my reply to his question, it made me realize he was for real, at least at that moment, he was.

“Always,” I lied.

“‘B,’” he began, “they don’t get ideas about marrying me, and C, they don’t await my phone call the next day,” he said.

“So what’s ‘A’?” I had to ask. Of course. Falling for that old one.

He turned to me and nailed me with the sexiest eyes in America. “A girl’s in charge of her own body, ain’t she? Up to her what she does with it, not me, not any man.”

“Good answer,” I nodded at him with a pulled, thoughtful frown. “So it’s just my body you’re interested in, is it?” I loved keeping the pressure on him. Why should he be the only one to have fun? I wanted to show him that it takes two to tango.

He snorted and grinned and took a moment to compose himself again, looking out his own window before turning back to me. My hand rested partially on the back of his hand, just partially enough to be plausibly deniable that I was touching him.

“Look,” he said, “I’ve been an athlete since I was 6. I’ve spent pretty much every day either in the gym or in the stadium since then, 30 years,” he said with a nod. “I studied kinesiology at college. I draw human anatomy on the plane and in hotel rooms,” he went on. “I am all about the human body,” he said. “How it moves, how it balances,” he said, letting his eyes drop from my eyes, down over my neck, down my chest, and out over my lap. And back up again to my eyes. “Its proportions, its distributions,” he said in a lower tone.  “I have to know the body,” he shrugged and looked away. “I get paid a small fortune in knowing in a split second if an oncoming opponent is going to move to his left or to his right.”

He turned back to me and rolled his hand under mine on the console. I let him. I was struggling to show him I wasn’t going to be pushed around. The cool smoothness of his palm in my palm surprised me. I squeezed him to let him know who was in charge.

“The body makes its moves three milliseconds before the mind decides to move,” he went on, ignoring my squeezes. “That’s the window in which I make my living. Three milliseconds.”

It wasn’t a small fortune he got paid each year. It was the GNP of a small country.

“That doesn’t make sense,” I said. I shook my head at him. I didn’t mean to get all flirty with my hair falling over my eyes. “The mind decides how to move the body.”

He just shook his head at me and smiled. “The body is the mind,” he said with a confident nod. “What you think is your mind is just your short term memory fumbling around trying to make sense of what the body just did.”

“You make it sound like we’re in the matrix or something,” I said with a snort.

“And you’re my lady in red,” he said with a grin.

“Okay, so what made you notice me, notice my body?” I said to him. I struggled to keep that body still to avoid giving away the squirms and gyrations that rippled throughout me within, the way he talked, the way he looked at me. 

“You carry yourself like a dancer,” he said. “Ballet as a kid, I’m guessing,” he said.

“Maybe,” I said, and I flung myself down over my knees and inhaled a laughing gasp before I fell back in my seat and rolled my head over the back of the seat to face him. “Lucky guess,” I said to him and I bit my lip. I also pushed my hand through his hand so that his grip wrapped around my forearm. If he brought me into the back of his travelling road show of SUVs to do something to me, he was sure taking his time about it.

“I just got to smell the ocean,” he said. “You mind?”

I shrugged. “Mind what?” I said and I chuckled with confusion. I rotated my forearm in his loose grip pretending that he was holding me down. I wanted him to grab me harder so I had something to get mad at him about.

The top of the car slid away when he flicked a button in his door. He stood up in the back of the SUV and his entire upper body disappeared through the roof. I looked at him from his ribs down and bit on the side of my finger where it stretched between my lips. That was some half-body facing me, and all within easy reach . . . . it was all so easy.

“Come on!” he called down to me from above the roof of the car. “Check it out!”

I bulged my eyes and shrugged to no one. The driver was as robotic and un-noticing as a box of bolts. If this was a date, it was the strangest one ever. I pushed myself up and wavered on my high heels but grabbed at his hips to steady myself and straightened up through the roof with my back to his chest. I pulled my arms up and rested my elbows on the cool smooth metal of the roof. In front of us looking sideways out the top of the car was the inky blackness of the bay and the even blacker rip of mountains behind it.

My hair flew in the wind and I gathered it in my hand and twisted it in a cord that I pulled over the front of my shoulder. I twisted around to face him behind me. “Sorry,” I said shouting against the wind.

His hands seized me by my hips and his chin came down over my shoulder. He pushed his face into my neck where I had pulled my hair away, and I felt the entire front of his body, and I mean, the entire front of it, against the back of my body.

“I grew up on an island in the South Pacific,” he said in my ear. “I need to come down here from time to time just to stay connected.” He kissed my neck and shivers shot through my body. It wasn’t cold out. “I grew up in the salt water,” he said. I was wearing a cream-white gown that was suggestive of a wedding. He pulled it up my legs down below us inside the car. The contrast of the refreshing ocean-laden wind on our upper bodies with the warmth and stillness on our lower bodies was striking. “I learned how to run, how to accelerate, in chest-deep water,” he said, and he kissed the back of my neck like he knew that about me.

I dropped my chin to my chest and raised my shoulders up behind me. He made me arch my back and jut my chest and stick my bum out into his crotch. He pulled my dress all the way up around my waist. Maybe it was something to do with him not looking at my bared lower body, maybe it was the way it felt disconnected from me, or maybe it was the way it felt to me, imagining trying to run in water up to my chest, up to exactly where the car’s roof came up to, but it didn’t seem wrong to be felt up by a man while my husband was awaiting my delivery back home.

It wasn’t just a man, though, was it. It was “him.” He kissed the side of my neck and I leaned my head over giving him access. He moved his fingers down the front of my cute white hipster panties, all floral and lacy, and I let him do that to me, too. If my husband confessed to me that he cheated, I’d be as mad as any wife. I’d be hurt and betrayed. But if he revealed that it was Emilia Clarke who took him on a car ride down by the ocean? I’d be like, “I get it. I’m impressed. That’s a reasonable chance to take, given a shot like that.”

I’d love him for it, he’d be an idiot to turn her down, especially as him being married and therefore at no risk of chasing her was part of the deal. I’d want to bang him especially hard knowing he just got it on with a girl like that.

Right? Isn’t that how he’d see it too?

Allen began to rub me inside my panties. I arched deeper and reached up and over my head, and down over his head to his neck where I dug my fingernails into his skin. I leaned my head back into his huge shoulder and twisted my face up to his. It was incredibly beautiful, the warm, salty air, the twinkling stars, the luminescent crests of the breaking waves. We could even hear them, the road drew so near to the shore while the driver slowed right down like he’d run this route many times before and knew how the boss liked it.

We kissed like that and my lungs instantly emptied. You often hear on the grapevine that famous stars are less than quality-time in bed when you get down to it. That wouldn’t be Allen, I was guessing. He wasn’t all over me. Instead, he wasn’t touching me quite enough. It was exactly right, right at the level where a woman’s body wants more no matter what she’s thinking, what her marital status is, or where she is, alone with a man. But he had more than that going on, too. It was like he studied anatomy or something. Didn’t he mention something about that with all those long hours on all the planes and in those hotel rooms? I twisted around to face him, to tell him with my eyes, that he better watch out. He was touching me in some sort of way I didn’t even know about. He was finding tiny little trigger points inside me and all around me down there. He was giving me an anatomy lesson on my own body. And my mind was panting trying to keep up.

I covered his mouth with my mouth sloppily and hungrily. I was done being polite and lady-like. He was making me voracious. It was just, he wouldn’t stop! I stomped my foot down and cried out loud into the wind. I pushed my ass out behind me hard into his pelvis. He reached around my face with his free hand and covered my mouth. I bit his hand and sucked off his fingers. I tried to suck them harder and deeper into my mouth to make him stop touching me inside my panties like that. But that only made it worse.

I leaned over the side edge of the sunroof and dropped my head down over my arms. I pushed my bum harder his bulging pelvis. I kicked my foot down to tell him to stop pushing my panties down my hips, but he wasn’t listening to any of my body language. They stretched between my thighs.

Still he touched me. My hips shivered and began rotating, following his finger in me and all around me. I don’t think I was ever so wet as he made me standing out the roof of his car. Everything started to focus down and I felt myself nearly black out. I struggled mightily against it, but the tension increased throughout my body and every muscle in me tensed. I stopped breathing and bit down hard on his finger. When I climaxed, I hung from his neck with my arms up and behind me, my whole body turning to liquid and pouring down the front of his body.

I ended up on the floor of his car on my knees draped over the seat facing backward. He came back down inside after me and slumped down in his seat in the back of the middle of the SUV. I chuckled. I leaned over his lap, I pushed myself up with my hands on his knees, and I kissed him again. I undid his belt and carefully opened his pants and patted the panels of his pants down over his hips. I wanted to teach him a lesson about how he treated me. So instead of just gobbling him down my throat like I wanted to, I teased him to see how much he liked it.

I petted his cock in my hand and I started at the very bottom with my tongue stiff and pointed. I dragged it up the underside with my eyes on his all the way. He smirked at me and pushed his hands into my hair, but I knew that I was getting him back good. I dragged my sideways face up his cock, sliding my kissing lips up his shaft until I pursed them tightly around the tip of the head of his cock. Just what a man like him might think a girl like me was going to take him in my mouth, I closed my lips tightly, I shook my head “No” and I squealed inside my mouth.

I made him want me so bad! That’ll teach him to make a girl feel what he made me feel. He pushed the back of my head but I resisted him, laughing inside and squealing to myself. He pushed harder and I got higher on my knees and pushed my shoulders up high. I lifted my face from the top of his cock and I flicked my tongue at his lips.

“You think it’s that easy, do you?” I said to him, but I couldn’t help kissing him passionately. I grabbed his cock in my hand and tugged on it where it poked me in my chest. He made my hips push forward and my poor pussy weep. I bit my lip and tried so hard not to, but when he pushed a little on my head again, I went down on him. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue out. I moved down his cock, taking him in my mouth and trying like a good girl to keep my teeth out of the way.

He filled me up. He made me go crazy on him. I have to admit, his cock was fun to play with. He smiled at me to show me that he appreciated me. It made me cry out loud and try to take him as deep as I could into my mouth. As a thank you.

I wriggled my bum and peeled my panties the rest of the way off my legs. I knew what he thought I was going to do, and I wanted to show him I wasn’t afraid of him or anyone. I crawled up to kneel on the edge of his car seat in the back of his SUV, still crawling the streets slowly, and I shimmied myself over his lap.

“Men like you,” I said, but I couldn’t finish my thought. I leaned down and kissed his mouth and rested my elbows in the back of the seat to either side of his face. He wrapped his hands around my bare hips under my dress and he pulled down on me. I could feel the head of his cock poke at my stomach and my hips and legs. I knew what he was trying to do. I bit his ear to tell him it was wrong and I gasped into his neck trying to tell him not to. But his cock was insistent. The head pushed against the lips of my pussy. It didn’t help matters that I was so wet. I could feel his cock spread me open and I was powerless to stop him going inside me because I was so lubricated. It just went in, you know? I sank down because my legs shook and gave out. Though he was well hung, he slipped into me as smooth and warm as a bath.

I tried not to give in, but my body disobeyed me and began to rise and fall on his lap. I guess you could say I was fucking him if you want to see it that way. He grabbed my tits through my dress and I lost my breath and slapped my hips down into his lap over and over again. It was too late to stop. My body was on cruise control. My hips were pounding like a motor.

I could feel his shoulders tense up under me and I kissed his neck and felt it bulge under my lips. It made my body curl and uncurl on his and try to get him into me deeper. When he kissed my neck I buried his mouth under my mouth. We kissed all the way through his penis shooting into me. The flood of warmth made me cum again on top of him. I felt his cum gush from my pussy and spill all over us and the car seat.

I carefully got off him and fell back into my own seat and stared out the window. I pulled my panties back up and pondered what I had done.

Allen said, “What’s your address?”

I shut my eyes and covered my face with my hand. I told him where I lived and curled up smaller into the corner of the back seat. How would I tell my husband? And I would have to tell him.

Allen kissed me sweetly in our driveway. The windows were too dark for my husband to see. I got out and ran up to the stairs. Julius was inside, lounging on the couch watching a show.

“Good night?” he said when I came in and rushed immediately past him.

“Bathroom,” I said, squealing. I had to clean myself first.

I came back to sit beside him on the couch and I held his hand in my hand patting it on my lap as though relaxing and watching his show with him.

“I’m going to tell you something I did but I need you to listen to all of it before you decide,” I said suddenly with no warning.

“Decide what?” he said.

“To throw me out?” I bit my lip and raised my eyebrows at him.

He threw his arms around my shoulders and hugged me to him. He said all sorts of sweet and understanding things. But he had no idea what I was going to tell him.

I decided to start with the “who” before the “what.” He recognized the name, of course. His grin was ear to ear.

“Oh my god,” he widened his eyes. “You talked to him?”

I patted my husband’s hand in my lap and tried to regulate my breathing. I shut my eyes. “We didn’t just talk,” I said. “He took me for a ride in his Escalade.”

“Oh, my, god!” my husband said, tapping his chest he was so breathless. His open-mouthed smile was like a boy on Christmas morning.

I was dying inside. He didn’t know what was coming. “We drove down along the bay,” I said squeezing my tiny voice out. I winced.

“What’s he like!?” my husband demanded to know. He squeezed my hand too hard.

I pursed my lips. “He did things to me,” I finally said in a voice so small, I almost didn’t hear myself say the words.

“Like what?” Julius said, popping his eyes wide and dropping his mouth further open in the biggest most excited grin I’d ever seen on him.

He wasn’t getting it. “And I did things back to him,” I said, shutting my eyes and bracing for it.

“Oh my god! You’re shitting me!” he cried out to the ceiling.

I opened one peeking eye. He was marvelling at the ceiling. He was in ecstasy. I struggled with the words to make it clear to him what I was talking about.

“He touched me, Julius,” I finally said.

“Where?” he said, like he really wanted to know.

I couldn’t talk. I pulled his hand over my lap and pushed his fingers down on the front of my dress, on my lap. Between my legs.

“He touched you there?” my husband said. It was like I told him he showed me the championship-winning game ball. I’d never seen him so excited.

“I touched him back,” I said to my husband, testing him, unsure if he was hearing anything.

“No fucking way!” he said, his eyes bugging out.

“I kissed it,” I said to him, wondering how far I had to go.

“No! Shit!”

“I sucked him off, Julius,” I said in a low voice with my head down and my eyes up through my hair, darting my gaze from his one eye to the other.

“Allen? The Man?”

That was the guy’s nickname, “The Man.”

“I took his cock in my mouth,” I said, and I turned my face away in shame and covered my eyes with my hand.

But my husband turned me by the shoulder. “Allen? You fucking sucked Allen The Man off? In the back of his Escalade?”

I peeked at him through my fingers. The look on his face, it was like I told him he just won a million dollars.

“We didn’t stop there,” I said.

“Oh my god!”

“I climbed on him, okay? I made love to him in the back of his car. I rode him. I made him cum inside me. He tore my panties off and I climbed on his lap and fucked him.” I shook my head at my husband.

My husband just stared back at me with sparkles in his eyes. “The Man?” he kept asking. “You fucked The Man in the back of his car?”

I squinted at him and retracted my face. It was not the reaction I expected.

We went to bed. My husband wanted me to show him how I sucked him. And then he wanted me to show him how I rode him. He sat up against the headboard pretending he was in the back of an Escalade and I pumped my hips against him. He erupted into me probably harder than he ever had before. It was confusing to me.

The next day, I had to ask. “You really don’t mind?”

“Mind?” he said like it was the most absurd question I could ask.

“Another man fucked your wife, Julius! You’re supposed to be upset.”

“Well,” he said. “To be fair, that is not just some other man,” he said squinting at me like it was me not understanding. “The Man!” he said. He just kept repeating the guy’s nickname to himself all morning.

“Why are you not upset at what I did?”

“‘The Man’ went for my wife!” he said, shaking his head at me like I was dim. “The Man!”

“And your wife went for him,” I said.

“I know!” he replied even louder. “Fuck me!” he grinned.

A few days later, I got a text. It was from The Man’s man, one of his handlers. Would I be, it asked in that same, polite, obsequious tone, available that Thursday evening? He wanted to have me up to his condo for dinner. A car could be sent. I could pack an overnight bag, if I liked.

I showed the whole text exchange to my husband. “See what I’ve gone and let loose now?” I said to him, shaking my head and rolling my eyes.

My husband stared at my phone longer than it should have taken to read it. I finally pulled it away. He was transfixed by the words too much.

“What are you going to wear?” were the first words out of his mouth.

“To what?”

“To his place!” my husband said with exasperation at me for being so dull-witted.

“You’re going to let me go?” I said.

“Honey,” he said, gripping me by the shoulders. “Allen The Man wants you to come over!”

“He’s indicated a little more than that, did you not catch the part about the overnight bag?” I shook my head at him. “This isn’t just a dinner, do you understand?”

He breathed like he was struggling to regain control of his nerves. “Your blue dress!” he shouted. “The one with the very low back!” he said and he took off down the hallway to our bedroom.

I came along and found him in my closet. “This one!” he said, holding up my sexy sky-blue wrap dress.

He helped me pick out panties and bra, too, and shoes. On the day of, he fussed over me when I was trying to do my hair and makeup in the bathroom. When the car texted to me that he was out front, my husband paced like he was the nervous one.

“I don’t think I’m coming home tonight,” I said tentatively to him, still unsure if he was grasping the whole situation.

“Oh fuck!” he said. He was losing his mind with the thought of it. “I can’t even tell anybody about this!”

“Thank you, no,” I said. “Wish me luck,” I said at the front door.

My husband kissed me gently on the lips. “You have to tell me everything,” he said.

I kissed him back. “Every little detail?”

“Fuck yeah,” he said. He was nearly falling down.

The driver took me downtown. We drove onto an elevator big enough for the car. It opened into his penthouse condo, the entire floor of the tallest building downtown. The door closed behind me and the driver and car descended away. I found Allen “The Man” in his kitchen with an apron on and bowls and boards all over where he had been preparing things for us.

We ate, we sipped wine, we laughed, we talked, and when he led me by the hand to his bedroom, his windows so high they didn’t need curtains, I let him recline on his bed so I could strip for him.

My husband had done up the tiny zipper at my hip that I undid for Allen. I shook my shoulders and laughed as my dress fell from my body like a cloud. My husband had done up my bra clasp that I undid for Allen, too. I crawled onto his bed in my panties and made like a panther and laughed, crawling over his body.

I sat up on his lap and we kissed. He rolled me backward onto my back and eased my panties over my hips. I bit my finger and arched my back to let him. He kissed his way from my ankles, poking up to the ceiling, all the way down the inner side of my leg to the very top, and he kissed all around my pussy as though it was precious and fragile.

He made me gasp with a million inhaled high-pitched moans. He made me twist my fingers in his sheets. He made me cum with the tiniest touches of the tip of his tongue. When he pushed up my knees and parted my legs, my hips thrust at him, so ready was I for him to enter me.

His dick was long and I rolled my hips up and hung my ankles over his shoulders to get him all the way inside me and I laughed. He was a gentle lover. But he was also rough and selfish at all the right  moments, too. I rolled onto my elbows and shoulders and wagged my bum at him where he knelt behind me. I wanted him to storm me, to mistreat me.

He did. I nearly blacked out I came so hard.

We spent the night entangled, waking up and fucking and sucking in a daze. I had no idea of the time. I couldn’t tell my husband how many times The Man made me cum in his bed.

“Wow,” my husband said.

“He would like to see me next weekend,” I said to him.

“He likes you,” my husband said, marvelling.

“I guess,” I shrugged.

My husband shook his head at me. “That is so fucking cool!” he said.
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