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Chapter One
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Of all the seeds my husband had planted in me, this ran away with the award for “Most Likely To Fuck Up Everything.” And in ten years, he had planted a lot of seeds. I opened myself up to him every time, too, and let him plant them. His wild ideas. It kept our marriage exciting. 

But this seed, I suspected, could grow into an enormous tree inhabited by hundreds of horny teenagers. Or just one extremely horny teenager. The one living inside me. The one I had done so well to keep locked in their room. 

“Honey, you can’t be serious.”

His hands slid across our kitchen table and rested on top of mine. 

“Yes, babe. I’m totally serious.”

“But why?”

“Do you remember that experience you had before we were together?”

“Oh my god, you love that story so much. I wish I had never told you.”

“It’s an epic story. You were such a brazen hussy in that story.”

I rolled my eyes.

“It was just casual, meaningless sex. It wasn’t love.” I shrugged my shoulders, trying not to stir up the imagery of that memory too much. “It wasn’t really what I wanted.” As I scratched my nose, I swallowed hard. A little white lie. “I have love now. I have you. I’m happy.” That is one thousand percent the truth.

“Babe, it was the most incredible sexual experience of your life. You said you had like ten orgasms. You’ve never done that with me.”

“Orgasms aren’t everything, Grant. We have a great sex life. I’m very satisfied.”

Visions of Grant’s favorite story from my life pounded on the door of my conscious mind, trying to invade and force me to look at them. The stranger I hooked up with. In a crowded bar. And then the back seat of his car. Then the hood of his car. And a hotel room. Memories of the sound of my own moaning and screaming in pleasure. Intricate, ungodly tattoos on his hard body. My fingernails digging into his back. His cock driving into...

A warm tingling built between my legs. 

Oh god, this is the last thing I need.

I sighed. 

“Mya, I know you. You’ve been a very good, very well-behaved wife our entire marriage. Loyal, faithful. You’ve done it by sheer willpower, and I appreciate it. I know how much you love me, and I love you. I just think this is our life, you know? It’s our relationship. And it doesn’t matter what your parents think or my parents think or anybody thinks. It’s us, and our marriage is secure. Our love is secure. And I just don’t see the point of keeping you in a cage forever when I know what’s inside you.”

“I think I’m happy having just you inside of me.” I winked and forced a pained smile. His words were rattling the cage of a sleeping dragon. 

“We could make a rule if it would make you feel better. You only ever sleep with any of them once. That way, you don’t get attached. But you have the freedom to have fun, have experiences, let that wild sex goddess inside you loose.”

“Any of them? How about we stick with the rule that I only ever sleep with my husband? You’re talking like I’m going to have sex with a bunch of people. Who would I even do this with?”

His eyes lit up. 

I sat up straight and waved my finger at him. “And I’m not saying I am considering doing this!” 

He smirked and pulled out his phone, scrolled through some pictures, stopped at one, and slid it across the table at me.

Oh my god. No. Hell fucking no.

“Honey, not him.”

“Why not? I mean, look at this guy!” He gestured to the phone with his open palm like he was selling me an insurance policy and wanted me to notice all the great benefits.

“Oh, I see him. Honey, that guy is bad news.”

“What? Cause of the tattoos? Don’t judge a book by his cover, Mya. Maybe he’s a saint.”

“No, he’s not. He’s the Biker God.”

Grant raised an eyebrow and grinned.

“The Biker God, you say. Do tell me more.” 

I shook my head, gasping as I chuckled.

“You’re impossible. The Biker God is the guy all my girlfriends talk about when we go out together. They ogle him. They fantasize about him. They won’t shut up about him. And they keep dragging me back to this same dingy bar just so they can all stalk him.”

“And what do you think about him?”

“I mean, he’s ok.” My voice cracked.

Such an understatement.

The Biker God - the most frequent visitor to my masturbatory dreams. At least six foot five. Cut like a marble statue. Arms as big as my thighs. Tattoos covering his arms and neck. Who knew where else he had them. Tousled, dark hair and a beard that all my girlfriends wanted to run their fingers through. 

Ok, ok, I did, too. But I wasn’t going to. I was married. Looking, but not touching. 

He usually wore a denim vest with frayed sleeves that had a big orange and black patch on the back. I assumed he was in some sort of biker club. And he always had one or two insanely hot women with him.

“Have you seen the women he rotates like socks? I can’t compete with that.”

Grant’s mouth dropped open.

“Babe, you could crush any competition. You have an incredible body.” He held up a hand and started counting off on his fingers. “A beautiful face. Those gorgeous eyes. That long, luxurious hair. An ass that could bring any man to his knees. And your boobs...”

I chuckled. I admit I knew I had nice boobs. 

He continued. “I mean, I honestly feel like, with boobs like yours, I’m kind of being selfish to keep them all to myself.”

I swatted his hand away, feigning offense. “Ok, Grant Truelove! That’s enough!” I sat back, shaking my head again. “You’re just saying all of this because you’re my husband. And for whatever reason, you like this crazy idea of yours.”

His eyes widened, and he shook his head back at me. “Not just like.” He stood up, pushing his chair back. His pants bulged with a tent, and at the tip, a wet spot.

My hand lifted to cover my parting lips. “Wow, you’re excited.”

He unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. 

His rock-hard cock. 

The skin appeared stretched to its fullest capacity, and the head had swollen up like a purplish red apricot. Something I hadn’t seen on him since before we were married. Not like this. It brought back memories of the wild sex we had when we were dating. How hard he would get. How ravenous he was. The head of his cock glistened with a spattering of pre-cum that had been leaking, I assumed, during our conversation, with fresh flow beading at the opening.

I grinned and winked at him. “Think you might like to put that to good use?”

“Get up,” he said. His eyes burned as a wicked grin spread across his face. Another flashback. I hadn’t seen him like this in a long time. Where had this Grant been?

I hopped up from my chair, my heart skipping a beat. “Ok, Tiger, whatever you say.”

He took me by the hand, led me to the kitchen counter, and bent me over. My skirt and panties scratched my thighs as he ripped them down. 

“Oooo, someone is feeling feisty!” I teased.

His fingers slid between my lips.

“And someone is so wet!”

Oh, shit.

My face flushed. My body always gives me away. I felt a smack on my ass and a sharp stinging sensation.

“Someone likes this idea of fucking around on their husband!”

I opened my mouth to protest, but his cock plunged into me and dislodged the words from my lips. 

“Oh, god!” I gasped.

He grabbed my hips and began pounding me from behind, again reminding me of a younger version of Grant. A younger version of us. That insatiable version that couldn’t stop fucking each other.

“Tell me you don’t want to fuck the Biker God!” he growled.

Another spanking!

My pussy clenched up around his cock, and heat flooded my abdomen. My body tensed. I was going to cum hard and quick.

But he pulled out. My head collapsed on the counter, and I whimpered. “What the fuck?”

Grant patted my ass. “Sorry, babe. Can’t do it. I gotta go to work. You know I have no energy after I cum. I can’t be lethargic all day.”

I straightened up, turned my head towards him, and narrowed my eyes. You motherfucker.

“Maybe next time, you’ll loosen your tongue and confess the truth.” He smirked as he pulled his erection back into his pants and buckled his belt. 

Tease.

I turned fully towards him, rotating around on my heels, my skirt and panties still at my ankles. I felt ridiculous, but playful. This little tit for tat with him was starting to feel fun. “Maybe there’s nothing to confess, babe. Did you think about that?”

“Your pussy disagrees, Mya. My cock is soaked with the evidence.”

“What if...” 

He kissed my open mouth, silencing my protest, leaving me with only the touch of his familiar lips and the throbbing of my aching pussy. 

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you, too.”

As the door shut behind him, I ran my fingers across the soft skin of the outer lips of my vagina, still bare. I stepped out of my skirt and panties and stood bottomless in my kitchen. It felt decadent. Shivers ran up my spine. 

God, I want to fuck. Maybe I’ll go play with myself in the shower. 

And think about Biker God.

Just to get it out of my system.
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Chapter Two
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I cleared my throat, trying to relieve the dryness in my mouth, as I pulled up in front of the Slow Ride Bar and Grill. I suspected the worst of probable reasons why Grant might want me to meet him here after work. And why he would ask me to wear the red dress I had bought for his birthday dinner last year. Its plunging neckline showed an ample amount of my cleavage and the fit hugged my curves. Especially my ass. I felt naked walking into a biker bar in that dress. 

As usual, a mix of motorcycles and trucks filled the parking lot. My compact stood out like a sore thumb as did Grant’s sedan. My girlfriends and I liked to come here regularly for the hot wings. And ok, the hot guys. No harm in looking, right? 

As I walked into the bar, my skin prickled. I caught heads turning out of the corner of my eye. I’d been here so many times before, but not in this dress. And not walking in alone like a piece of meat ready to be devoured by a pack of wild animals.

Grant sat in a booth, beaming from ear to ear. 

“You look amazing, babe.”

“Thanks.” I slid into the seat opposite him. “Now, what are you up to?”

He laughed. “You’ll see.” 

The knot in my stomach tightened.

“Babe?” My brow wrinkled. 

I looked around. Black leather jackets, denim jeans, and tiny miniskirts filled the bar. Girls leaned over pool tables with their butt cheeks hanging out. Or their breasts. Or both. Some threw darts at the dartboards on the wall. Others sat at the bar staring up at the tv screens hanging over it. Some threw back drinks, laughed out loud or yelled at the bartender. Something about this place usually comforted me. It’s gritty vibe. Friends in low places. That kind of thing. And usually I was here with friends dressed in a much less revealing outfit. But tonight, my husband had me pinned down in a much more precarious position. 

I felt exposed. Naked. A bit scared. A bit excited by all the eyes on me. Feeling their animal stares. I didn’t like that I liked it.

Grant’s eyes and posture softened as he took my hands into his. “Listen to me, Mya. Please, try to relax and have an open mind. Your body wants this. I know you want to say it doesn’t, but you know deep down it does. I know it does. And if you give it a chance, maybe this could be a wild adventure for us. Together.”

“Grant, I don’t know.”

“If it doesn’t, we’ll just go back to being the same Grant and Mya we’ve always been.”

A sigh barely escaped my mouth before a huge, warm body slid into the booth next to me. 

His body.

My pulse quickened. Oh my god.

Biker God slid his arm across the back of the booth behind me. “Mind if I join you two?” He chuckled.

It wasn’t a question. He had already joined. Perhaps that fact amused him. 

I looked up at him, trying to muster some performance to portray annoyance. Something to counter the raging fire that had broken out below my waist. “I’m sorry, do we know you?”

He looked directly into my eyes. Burned into them with his roguish, deep blues. 

Did he blink? Am I breathing?

“Not yet, gorgeous, but the night is still young.” His eyes dropped to my lips, then re-engaged his intense eye fuck with me.

“Name’s Damian but everybody here calls me Axle. What’s yours?”

Damian? Axle? Either made me want to spread my legs right there in the booth, but of course, he had both for good measure. Great.

“I...” I stuttered. Then looked away from his eyes. Searching for a safe place to put them, but I found none. He surrounded me with his massive, muscular manhood. On his arm, right next to my head, I had an up-close look at a particular tattoo that intrigued me. My girlfriends and I talked about it many times. Wondering what it was about. Surely, there was a story behind this prominent tattoo of a naked woman sitting on a bike. Her legs straddled it, and her face showed every sign that the bike was giving her the ride of her life. The entire tattoo was in dark blue ink except for her shoes. Red stilettos. There was something about those shoes. There had to be. 

My husband broke in. “This is my wife Mya, and I’m Grant.”

Damian took his eyes off me to look across the table at my husband. “What brings you two into Slow Ride?”

Why does that question sound like you already know the answer?

“I believe I’ve seen Mya in here before.” He turned back to eye fuck me some more. 

My pussy responded by throbbing. Just fucking great.

“What brings you to the Slow Ride, Mya?”

Get it together, girl.

“I like the hot...” 

Words. Where did my words go? 

All I could do was look into his eyes and feel the dampness in my panties. Finally, my mouth rescued me. “Hot wings. I like the hot wings.”

He nodded with a grin. “Oh, yeah. Those are great. Carl makes them up from scratch.”

“They’re delicious.” Is it obvious I’m not talking about the wings? And am I panting? I feel like I am panting.

“Things are a lot better since Carl joined. The last guy tried to steal from me.”

Wait, does he own this place?

My eyes widened. He laughed.

“You surprised a guy like me owns a place like this?”

Shit. Am I that easy for this guy to read?

“No, I just can’t believe someone would try to steal from you. I mean, I wouldn’t.” Good recovery.

“It’s ok. We taught that guy some manners. He knows better now.”

My stomach quivered as I imagined what Damian did to the thief. And what Damian could do to me. I felt more moisture pooling in my panties. What the fuck is wrong with me?

My husband broke in, “Well, babe, I’ve got to run. You two have fun, ok?” 

My neck snapped, I swiveled my head so hard towards him. “You’ve got to run?” My eyes pleaded with him. 

Grant chuckled. “Have fun, babe. And keep your phone handy. I’ll text you.”

Before I could protest, he slipped out faster than a former employee turned thief. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t. Damian’s perfect body formed a blockade, trapping me in the booth.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

The eyes again. 

I thought for a minute, biting my lip. If I said yes, he would get up, and I would have my chance to escape, so I nodded. 

But he didn’t get up. 

Or take his paralyzing laser gaze off of me. He just snapped his fingers, and a waitress appeared. 

That was fast. Was she just waiting nearby for him to do that? 

She smiled like she was in on some secret with him. 

“What’ll it be, boss?”

“Get this lady a Titty Show. And I’ll have my usual.”

I looked at her, half worried she was about to pull her breasts out. When she didn’t, I contemplated the other implications of his order. My nipples poked at the insides of my bra as if responding to it. Like they wanted to come out and give him a show. 

We drank. I don’t even know what we talked about. My body’s ravenous want for him overrode all reason. The alcohol didn’t help. He introduced me to several other equally lewd sounding drinks. 

A “Blow Job”. 

A “Puckered Nipple”. 

And my favorite was “Cum in a Hot Tub”. 

I drank them all. Not the cum. Or the hot tub. The drinks. I drank the fucking drinks. And thought about drinking his cum. Dammit, Mya, you’re in deep shit.

“Well, gorgeous, what do you say we go for a ride?”

A ride? I had never been on a motorcycle before. My mother always told me never to get on the back of a bike with a boy. Boys on bikes were dangerous. Bad news. And at that point, I was ready to go anywhere with him and do anything with him. I was ready to find out what the warnings were all about.

“Sure! Why the fuck not?” Was I yelling?

He laughed. “That’s the spirit. You can be my back warmer.”

“Back warmer?” I winked and poked him. “What’s that?” God, I’m so drunk.

“You’ll see,” he grinned like a fiend. It made my chest flutter.

I followed him, stumbling, out to the parking lot and up to the most beautiful bike I had ever seen. It was big like him, and it had those high handlebars that went up as high as your head and curved over into the handles. The kind I remembered seeing in biker movies. Not that I watched them all the time or masturbated thinking about them. 

“Climb on,” he said. 

I had to hike the skirt of my dress up. Way up. But I didn’t care at that point. The whole parking lot could see my panties. The thought sent a zing straight to my clit.

Blame it on the alcohol.

He started his bike, and that’s when I learned how inadequate all my vibrators were.

Holy shit.

I wrapped my arms around him as best I could, holding on for dear life. Because I was drunk. And because I feared I might cum just from this bike engine’s assault on my pussy with its tantalizing tremors.

God knows where he took me. I didn’t ask. I didn’t really care. All I knew was I wanted him to fuck me. Take me. Do whatever he wanted to do to me. 

We pulled up into a hotel parking lot.

“We’re here,” he said after cutting off the engine. 

Through my drunken fog, I squinted at a car parked nearby.

“Is that Grant’s car?” I mumbled. 

Damian either didn’t hear me or ignored me. Or maybe I hadn’t spoken out loud. I wasn’t sure. He got off and picked me up off the bike, carrying me over his shoulders, my panties exposed for everyone to see. Again. 

Fuck it. Let them look.

For a moment, I thought of Grant. Wondering if he was there. Hoping he was right about our marriage. That it was secure. That all his reassurances would prove true. And that maybe we were starting a wild adventure that would restore the spice in our marriage. 

Because I knew one thing for sure. 

I was going to fuck the Biker God.
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Chapter Three
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Damian threw my body down on the bed. The tiny purse I had sandwiched between his body and mine while on the bike now spilled its contents onto the bed next to me. 

Oh shit, my phone. Grant said he would text.

And he had. One text. “Relax, babe. Enjoy yourself. Be free. I won’t be far. I love you.”

Aww, so sweet. I love you, too, babe.

My hand pushed my phone and purse off the side of the bed onto the floor, and I laid there like a lamb ready to be slaughtered. After that ride on his bike, my pussy throbbed beyond description. If it could have talked, it would have screamed at Damian, begging him to fuck it. He took his vest, folding it almost in an almost ritualistic fashion, and set it aside. I didn’t see where. Then he peeled his tight t-shirt off and revealed the most incredible canvas of tattoo art across his majestic body. Skulls and bikes and symbols. A dragon. An anchor. And no women save the one on his arm with the red stilettos. Odd, I thought. With all the women I had seen him bring into that bar, I figured his body would be littered with them. 

He came to the bed and straddled me. His hands gripped the top of my dress and ripped it wide open. It took my breath. A part of me wanted to protest. This was a gift for my husband. But another part of me felt something different. Something only drunkenness allowed me to admit to myself. It felt liberating. Damian was taking the clothes of a good wife and tearing them apart. He was opening the door to a dark dimension of my inner being and revealing a very bad wife. 

Just for tonight. 

A flush of warmth flooded my pussy and rippled up through my chest.

Grant, you wanted this.

I looked up at the Biker God and whispered something I never thought I would say to anyone other than my husband.

“Fuck me.”

He attacked my neck first with his mouth, taking the back of it with his hand. It reminded me of the vampire movies I had seen. I wanted him to bite me, to infect me with his darkness, to change me. And to set me free.

My skin vibrated under the touch of his lips, and I gasped for breath. “Yes!”

He took my wrists in his hands and pinned them over my head against the pillows, then cuffed them together in the grasp of one hand. One big hand. Then he returned his mouth to my neck. Sucking, licking, biting. Little did he know he was all over my most potent erogenous zone. Or maybe he knew? But how?

With his other hand, he reached under my body and unfastened my bra. 

My eyes popped open for a second. A moment of guilt, perhaps? This was happening. I had a flash of my wedding day. My vows. Standing in front of friends, family, God if he existed. I remembered my promise to “forsake all others”. But then I saw Grant sitting across the kitchen table from me. His eyes so reassuring. He was right. This was our relationship. Nobody else’s. It didn’t matter what they thought. This was our adventure together. 

I exhaled. And surrendered to what my body wanted. I surrendered to the Biker God.

Somehow, I had missed the removal of my bra and panties. My wrists were still bound over my head in his grip. How did he do that? But, I didn’t care. Being naked under this monster of a man felt so delicious, so decadent, so wrong, and oh so right.

His lips encircled my nipple while his free hand grasped the underside of my breast and pushed it up into his mouth. He devoured it like a hungry animal, licking and sucking every inch of it, like a predator marking his territory. 

I felt claimed. Of course, for the rest of my life, I belonged to Grant, but tonight, I belonged to Damian, the Biker God. 

I wailed, “Yes, take me!” 

My body writhed, and I moaned under his worship of my tits. He grabbed them like he owned them and covered them with his hungry mouth and tongue. I fucking loved my tits. They were fabulous, and I loved having them sucked. Grant loved them, and now Damian. 

Oh, god, Damian. 

I felt sure they would be covered with bruises in the morning. And I wanted them to be. Proof of what I had done. 

Damian released my wrists and placed a hand on each of my knees, pressing them apart. He spread me wide open. I took the forceful gesture as a warning... or a promise... of where he was going next, and I moaned my approval.

“Mmmm, yes, take that pussy.”

“This married pussy?”

My face flushed at his words. He reminded me of the sin I was committing. Adultery. Sure, Grant had approved, but so many would not. My family would be horrified. And while all my girlfriends had lusted after this man, I felt sure none of them would have acted on it. 

Only me. 

I’m such a slut.

But I felt no shame. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was Grant’s many reassurances. Or maybe it was just the truth. Truth I was finally facing. 

“Yesss, this married pussy,” I hissed.

He chuckled and then groaned, his lips vibrating against the skin of my abdomen as he traveled down from my tits towards my throbbing clit. 

I brought my hands down to my tits and cupped them, feeling the aftershock in my skin. They still tingled from his feast on them. 

My body tensed as his mouth found the space between my thighs and my pussy lips. His tongue licked it, teasing me, tormenting me. He moved to the other side, doing the same.

“Oh god, please, eat me!” I begged. His hands pressed a bit more against my knees, spreading me even wider. 

I felt like such a whore. Electric. Devilish. Free.

His tongue slipped in between my folds, and I could feel my wetness gushing out of me. 

“Look at this sloppy, wet, married pussy,” he chided. His hand pulled my knee over to his other hand, closing my legs and tilting my body to the side, my ass exposed. 

Smack!

A burning sensation formed on my ass. 

Oh god, yes, spank me, Damian. I’m a bad, bad girl.

I yelped. 

“You know you deserve it, little adulteress.”

I pressed my lips together and nodded, whimpering “mmm hmm”. 

He spanked me again, and I gasped. 

“Yes, I deserve it!”

His strong hands pushed my legs apart again, and he dove into my pussy with his tongue. He ravaged it with his mouth, going almost to my asshole with his tongue and coming back up to my clit in repetitive, sweeping, mind-blowing motions. I imagined every cell in my vaginal skin would remember him, and I suspected he wanted me to remember. His mouth. His tongue. His hunger. 

After more sweeps than I could count, traveling up and down the entire length of my hole, his tongue targeted my clit and began whipping it with rapid flicks. Damian put my vibrators to shame. First with his sex toy of a bike. Now with his tongue. And while he did, his fingers slipped into my soaking wet slit. 

Oh god, those fingers. They stretched my pussy open and began pumping it. 

The tip of his tongue dancing on my clit. 

His fingers thrusting in and then pulling out and up against my g-spot. 

Over and over. 

Even the deaf in this hotel had to be hearing me. 

Then an unfortunate sensation emerged. I had to pee.

Oh god, right now?

I tried to ignore it. Maybe it would go away. But it got worse. 

“Damian, I think I have to pee.”

He kept thrusting his fingers and lifted his lips just above my clit.

“No, you don’t. Trust me. Just let it happen.”

The urge got stronger and stronger. And strangely pleasurable. 

“But I’m going to pee on your face.”

“Then do it!”

He raised himself up but continued to attack my pussy with his fingers. His eyes burned into me. Into my skin. I felt like his willing victim. He hovered like a lion over me. So vulgar. So earthy. So animal. I could do anything with him. No matter how dirty or taboo.

Fuck it.

I screamed. “Oh my fucking god!!!” I started to cum, and I peed. Or so I thought. Except, it felt different than peeing. And dear god, it went everywhere. With each pulse of my orgasm, a spray of clear fluid shot out and spattered on his beautiful bare chest. 

My body drained of everything. Fluid. Tension. Stress. Whatever I held - it all released in that one gush of fluid. I didn’t know what had just happened to me, but I felt almost out of my body. 

Then I saw it.

Damian took out the most beautiful cock I had ever seen. I’ve heard some women say cocks aren’t pretty. They haven’t seen Damian’s. It was big. Thick. But not scary big. I imagined I was about to get the pounding of my life, after which I would be sore for days, but not have to go to the hospital for internal perforations. 

A perfect cock. 

My legs were jelly in his hands. My whole body was limp. I couldn’t have stopped him if I wanted to, but I didn’t want to. I wanted him to take me. To use me. To do whatever he wanted to do to me.

He slipped it in. And I saw glints of light behind my eyelids. 

My mouth opened wide, and I cried. Literal tears formed in the corners of my eyes. Not from pain. Well, maybe it was something like pain. But more like pleasure. Pleasure I had never known before. His cock filled every inch of me and stretched my pussy to its maximum width. It had slipped right in thanks to my overflowing juices and gone all the way to the back. 

“Fuck!” I yelled.

He chuckled and began thrusting. His cock was the perfect length, enabling him to go balls deep into me, grinding his hip against my clit each time he did. He started slow, gripping my legs in his hands, letting me process the new level of fullness I was feeling in my pussy. 

I moaned uncontrollably. 

My tits felt full and heavy, and my nipples smarted from being so hard and erect. 

He sped up, and the sound of him slapping into my wet hole echoed against the walls. 

“Yes! Fuck me, Damian! Take that married pussy!”

I laughed to myself at the thought of others in the hotel who might hear me. The thought of them leaning up against the walls with their ears to them, listening in. Perhaps aroused. Perhaps offended. I didn’t care. 

“Oh god, fuck that unfaithful pussy!”

With each thrust into me, fiery ripples of electricity exploded from my pussy out into my body like fireworks. I swore some of them hit the backs of my eyeballs. Or the back of my skull. He was fucking me out of reality. Out of this dimension. Out of my good wife restraints.

Heat pooled in my abdomen and my body tightened. My pussy clenched around his cock, and all my nerve endings burned with a sweet sting of impending climax.

“I’m going to cum!” 

“Cum for me, little slut!”

I would have slapped a man for calling me that, but I loved the sound of it from Damian’s lips. 

“Yes, I’m your slut!”

Oh god, did I say that out loud?

And I came. So fucking hard. 

“Fuuccccck!” 

My body shook, and my pussy squeezed around his cock. His cock that I felt throbbing and hard, like it was ready to blow at the same time with me. And I would swear he did. I knew what it looked like when a man came. I knew what it sounded like. He groaned. Loudly. And he gripped my legs like he might rip them out of my hip sockets. 

Surely, that’s what he was doing. And the party would soon be over. 

But he kept fucking me. 

And my pussy circled back for another quick climb to leap off the orgasmic cliff. I closed my eyes and let them roll back in my head. The sound of him slapping into me washed over me, and the last remnants of any awareness of anything unpleasant or even neutral shattered away with his thrusts into me. 

Only bliss remained.

Weightlessness. 

I was floating. 

And he kept fucking me. 

I lost track of how many orgasms I had. More than I had ever had in my life. With each one, I felt more and more his possession. I had quit worrying whether Grant would still love me. I hoped he would. But I had quit worrying. I had quit thinking. About anything.

I was an ecstatic pile of sloppy wet starlight. If that were a thing.

And then he pulled his cock out, stepped around to the side of me, and shot cum all over my limp, blissful body. Hot threads landed on my tits. On my stomach. On my legs. I opened myself to it like it was a sweet, decadent rain on the grasslands of my soul.

I could barely move, but I waved at him to bring it to my mouth. I wanted to feel him in between my lips. And taste him on my tongue. So he let the head rest on my lips, and I licked it lazily, cleaning the last bit of cum off the tip of it and sliding my tongue down, tasting myself on the underside of his shaft. 

And then my arms collapsed beside my head.

Am I dead?

I lay there vibrating in an alternate dimension of rapture. And my closed eyes grew heavy. I slipped away into a dream.
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Chapter Four
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My eyelids opened to light from the outside world, stroking against the curtains. I looked at the hotel room ceiling and smiled. And grimaced.

Oh, my head.

I couldn’t believe how much I drank. I turned to look at Damian lying next to me.

But it wasn’t Damian.

It was Grant.

My eyes widened. 

Oh, god.

“Hey, beautiful.” His warm smile poured over me, but my body tensed. I pulled the covers up to my chin. 

He’s going to be so mad when he finds out.

“Hey, babe,” I muttered.

“You had quite a night.” His eyes danced with joy, and his grin widened.

How does he know? 

Oh god, how much does he know?

“Yeah, you could say that,” I conceded.

“It sounded like you had an amazing time.”

My eyebrows furrowed. “You heard?”

“Yes, babe. I was in the room next door.”

My mouth fell open. 

“And I was stroking my cock furiously the whole time.” He laughed. “It was the hottest porn I’ve never seen.”

My lips pressed together into a cautious grin. Then I ventured out with words. “You seem very pleased.”

“Babe, you have no idea. Did you have as much fun as it sounded like?”

I looked down. How could I tell him? How could I tell him just how amazing it was? 

He took my chin in his hand and pulled my face towards his. “Listen to me, Mya. I wanted this, remember? I love you. I love you more than you could possibly imagine. And I knew this would liberate you. At least, I hoped it would.”

The tension in my chest started to ease. I narrowed my eyes at him as I grinned a bit bigger. “How did you know where we were?”

He chuckled. “I might have coordinated that with Damian beforehand.”

I shook my head. “You sneaky sneak.”

He tapped my nose with his fingertip and winked.

“I am.” He propped himself up on his elbow. “I also need to pick Damian’s brain on some of his moves. Do you know how he managed to keep fucking you for so long? He can control his ejaculation! I am so envious!”

Wow, you did hear everything.

“Control his ejaculation?”

“Yeah, I asked him about it this morning when he was leaving. He said he trained himself to do it. He can have orgasm after orgasm, but he doesn’t ejaculate, so he can go for like... well... forever.” Grant laughed. “It’s amazing. I gotta learn how to do that.”

I shook my head and smiled at him. What did I do to deserve you?

“But I’m not going to fuck him again, remember? We agreed I would only fuck someone once.” My heart stung a bit with those words. I didn’t know if Grant had proposed that rule for my comfort or for his. I also didn’t like that I already craved more of Damian. But I had to let that go. And I could. For the sake of the most important man in my life. It would be easy once the memory of Damian had faded from my skin.

Grant shifted closer to me and hovered over my face with his. His lips lowered to mine, and he kissed me softly. “I love you.”

His head raised up, and he peered into my eyes. “I also know you. And I know you are struggling with guilt. Shame. It’s hard for you to look me in the eyes.” 

I blushed and looked away.

“No, look at me, Mya.”

I sighed and forced my gaze back. The softness in his eyes poured into mine like a warm waterfall and seeped into my soul. Like a light that saw every dark corner and touched it with love and acceptance.

“I know how to help you with that.”

I clung tightly to the covers that were over my chin. I didn’t even know how I got under them. The last thing I remember was being sprawled out naked, like a wanton whore, on top of them. 

“You do, do you?”

“Yes, I do. I know your pussy is pretty beat up right now.”

Yes, it is. Oh my god, so sore. So deliciously sore.

“When your pussy has recovered, I’m going to tie you up and punish you for being such a naughty wife.” His eyes flickered with fire to accompany his wicked grin.

My pussy tingled. 

“Mmmm, that sounds like something I might deserve.”

“Oh, yes, you do, my dear. You have been very bad.” 

“But you told me to.”

He continued as though my defense fell on deaf ears. “And I’m going to torture you with pleasure and force you to confess every sordid detail of last night to me.”

I shrunk into the mattress and smiled, looking up into his eyes.

“You might need to punish me a lot if you hear every sordid detail.”

“I hope the details are very sordid. And yes, I plan to. Punish you. A lot.”

I took a shallow breath. My heart skipped a beat. We were in uncharted territory now, but somehow, I knew it would be ok. It would be more than ok. It would be the best years of our marriage. 

“And I love you, Mya.”

He kissed me again. 

“I love you, too, babe,” I replied. 

I love you so much.

––––––––
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Thanks for reading Mya’s First Ride! Watch her get even bolder in Mya Rides Again!

And if you like free books, you can get one of mine when you subscribe to my newsletter.
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A Note from The Author

When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about my sexuality. I spent a long time trying to be someone I thought I was supposed to be, avoiding the person who I was. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 

No more.

I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share my salacious inner world with others.

I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the darker places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.

You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.

https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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