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Paige Didn’t Mean To

A voyeur cuckold first-time hotwife tale

Paige tucked escaped strands of her Belair brunette hair behind her ear and slumped on the edge of the hotel bed. She tilted her head against her phone and sighed. Out the balcony glass door was a parking lot, another hotel with a gathering cluster of cars around its adjoining restaurant, a freeway beyond that, and further still, scattered bunches of trees, patches of housing, and scrubland stretching off into the darkening distance.
“Paige!” Liam finally picked up.
“Hey honey, so I finally checked in,” Paige straightened and brightened. “They had us at meetings all day before we even had a chance to get our rooms.” She put it on speaker and pulled her curtains closed against the gathering dusk.
“Good stuff today?”
“Spotty,” she said. “Keynote speaker totally lost the room.”
“Oh yeah? Why was that?”
“Way over everybody’s head. Who knows where they found him.”
“They got you doing more this evening?” She could tell he was in the kitchen getting something for himself on the stove.
She pulled her cream toned silk top free of her skirt and twisted her wrist to unpop the buttons. “Free night. A chance to settle in. I was thinking of going around to this gallery  — it’s only a block away. Some opening. Brighten up my day.”
There were clanks and chops. “Well hit the sack early, you have full day tomorrow.”
“Tell me about it,” she snorted. She pushed her arms behind her to let her blouse slide down her arms and she caught it by the neck with a pinch of her fingers, and hung it in the closet. “I always think I’m going to enjoy a trip, but then I get to the room and I’m like, ‘What for?’” She unbuttoned her slim-cut mocha-brown pencil skirt and let it drift down her legs, catching it with her toes behind her. She tilted herself and considered her body in the bathroom mirror as though through the eyes of another — a stranger, she imagined — as she chicken-winged her arms and unclasped her white, full-cup smooth satin bra. It also slid down her arms to be snagged by her pinching fingers, and draped over a towel rack.
“Who you going with to that gallery?” Liam asked.
“Carly,” she said. “Girl from Chicago I met at one of our breakouts. I’m all alone here, Liam. You should have come — you should never leave me alone like this in a strange city.” She chuckled and squatted to peel her equally glinting satin panties down her thighs and off her feet one leg at a time.
“Why, what are you going to get up to?” He snorted and chuckled too.
“You never know,” she called to her phone over her shoulder to where it lay still on the bed. She dragged the backs of her fingers down the sides of her bare torso and drew tiny circles on the front of her hips with her steel-blue-painted nails. They reached and creeped closer to the apex of her thighs. “Girl gets lonely you know — maybe she does something crazy.”
The chopping and clanking sounds on the other end stopped. “Kind of crazy you talking about, Paige?” His voice was at once both more aggressive and more intimate.
She closed her eyes, rolled her head back on her neck, and scrunched both her fists in front of, but not quite touching — except for barely the floss — her body there. “Maybe something she lives to regret,” Paige sharply exhaled.
“Like what?”
She meandered on raised feet back to the bed and flopped down on it, rolling onto her back so her cheek was next to the phone. “A stranger, maybe.”
“Oh yeah? Like someone at the gallery, maybe?”
“Uh huh, maybe.” She giggled a little bit. “Maybe I meet a man there who just fascinates me.”
“And he accidentally bumps against you, only it’s not an accident.”
“No, because the first time was maybe an accident, but three times?” She toyed with the blonde floss between her legs.
“He asks her if she’s from out of town.”
“And she says, ‘Why, how could you tell?’” Paige drew her fingertip down the soft skin between the top of her thigh and the rise of her mons pubis.
“‘You looked a little lost, I thought I could help you.’”
“‘Am I you’re lady in distress for tonight?’”
“‘Were you looking for a hero in shining armor?’”
“‘Not until this moment.’” Paige gasped. She touched her lips there.
“Does she ask him to see her back to her hotel safely?” There was no mistaking Liam’s heavier breathing.
“That’s a good one,” Paige breathed back. “Only she says, with her eyes sparkling, ‘I don’t feel safe getting to my hotel room door.’”
“What happens at the door?”
“She turns and bites her lip and looks all demure and coy.” Paige let a peep escape her throat; she had begun making tinier circles with her middle finger tip around and in between her lips, sinking through the soft pillows that had become slick and warm.
“And he takes the card from her fingers and slides it over the lock and pushes her through the door and himself too. And he closes it behind him.”
“Oh god, Liam,” Paige croaked. “Keep going.” Her mouth pumped open and she draped her free arm over her eyes. She delved into herself deeper with her finger.
“And he presses his body against hers and steers her backward against the wall. And he takes both her wrists in his hand and pins them to the wall above her head.”
“Liam,” Paige breathed. She circled her hardening nub and raised her knees.
“And he undresses her — roughly, not taking time to be gentle.”
“Oh god,” she whispered.
“And he turns her around and drops his pants and yanks on her waist till she’s bent over in front of him.”
“Oh god, what’s he going to do?”
“He’s going to penetrate her.”
“Oh fuck, Liam,” Paige cried out. She shoved her finger into herself repeatedly.
“He’s going to bury his hard, angry cock deep into her against the wall like that.”
“Fuck Liam!” she cried out again. “I wish you were here doing that to me right now.” Her voice sounded like she was crying.
“He’s going to fuck you hard against the wall, Paige, he’s going to shove himself deep into you, and he’s going to grunt and groan until he stops breathing and you know why.”
“Fuck Liam!” Paige whispered loudly. “Why?” she managed to squeeze out.
“Because he’s about to . . . “ Liam was interrupted by Paige’s very loud room phone.
“Oh shit,” Paige cursed. He could hear her get up and grab it. “Hello?” A few moments passed. “Oh yeah, hi Carly.” And then, “No, that’s fine, of course.”
She spoke to Liam again. “Well, looks like I’m going alone, Carly bailed.”
“Where were we?” Liam said.
“Hon, I’m going to shower and get ready, the spell is broken.” She brought the phone to the bathroom and paused before turning the water on and drowning him out with the sound of the cascading shower.
“Jesus,” she could hear him.
“I’ll finish you off for real when I’m back, promise.”
“Okay honey,” he said. “Enjoy your night.”
“It’ll be an early one I’m sure.”
She stepped into the steam cloud letting the hot streams of water splash off her neck and chest and stomach. She leaned her palms into the wall and hung her head and her hair into the water. The keynote speaker that morning had a lot to say about the amygdala this and hypothalamus that, with generous dosages of dopamine, serotonin and norepinephrine. “Horseshit,” she muttered. All these brain books — just more self-help claptrap with upgraded scholarly dust-jackets, his included, which he didn’t fail to have copies of for sale at the exit, naturally. Motivational speaker my ass, she thought. Motivated, alright, motivated by the speaking fees.
Still, the little romantic fantasizing with Liam didn’t come out of nowhere. Being away from home should hardly make a difference, but being in the different room somehow allowed her mind to play around on a deeper level than at home. When she imagined that stranger coming through her door, pinning her to the wall, turning her around (and dammit, she was getting bothered again by it, in the shower, the hot water bathing her in steaming rivulets), penetrating (!) her, she had to imagine someone’s face, didn’t she? And if she imagined Liam, that would be just like home. That was no trip at all. She scanned her mind laying on the bed with her husband’s scenario taking shape over the phone and filched her memory for any face she could recall from the day, but only one rose to the surface, only one kept poking itself above all the others. The damned keynote speaker. She shuddered then and she shuddered now — but she also, then as now, too, went with it. It’s not like she was going to have to account for her choices. It was all in the privacy of her mind in a lonely hotel room far from home. Let it be him — it was less work than trying to recreate someone else’s face and voice. It wasn’t the least pleasant face to focus on, she smiled to herself: she had to admit it. She curled her finger up inside herself. It ended in a stronger shuddering than she was anticipating, and she ended up on the floor of her shower.
It might have been just a five minute walk up the street, and it might have been an ordinary art gallery opening, but Paige was feeling exploratory, as she called it. Out came her carnation pink cheeky panties and balcony bra. She leaned in close to the mirror and did her eyes in deep copper, her cheeks in bronze. She fitted on her black-rimmed wayfarer glasses and did her lips in desert taupe. She pulled on her tight red hoody and black lululemons. She sat on the edge of her bed and leaned over to lace up her clean white trainers. She checked herself in the mirror. “Elegant casual,” she nodded to herself. “Perfect.” She pulled the zipper of the hoody down jus low enough to give a peek of her pink bra in the shadows within. And then she pulled it a half-inch further down, pursed her grinning lips with a satisfied “Hmm!” and flicked the light switch off on her breezy way out the door. Being totally unknown in a new city felt liberating, even if she had no reason to feel constrained and she wanted to revel in it. Besides, the day was so stuffy, set up as it was with the awful keynote speech. She had a whiff of the wild in her nostrils. “Liam’s fault,” she determined.
She found the gallery with no problem. Set between two busy restaurants, it’s light filled the sidewalk in front. She took a second to scrutinize the window. In another life under the wreckage left by abandoned dreams from college, she managed a tiny gallery much like this one, meeting the artists, hanging the frames, selling. She yanked the door open and strode in full of verve. She saw the keynote speaker from that morning, turned on her toes, and strode right back out again and up the sidewalk and around the corner.
“Oh my god!” she wished she had a best friend there to laugh about the bizarre coincidence. Then she felt ridiculous. Why should he of all people deny her a lovely evening of wine, cheese, live quartet music and fine art? She tugged her top down, set her head, and marched herself right back to the door of the gallery. She pulled her top’s zipper back up to her neck, but pulled it down again, too, even a bit further than it had been. She knew the signs: she always got insufferably indecisive when she got herself into situations like this.
She entered the hot, crowded space and ignored the man. Brock, she suddenly remembered his name. Brock something or other, as though anybody cares, least of all her. She picked up a glass of wine and retreated to a corner to survey the scene. To survey him, to be honest. And he wasn’t bad looking. Jeans — but really nice jeans, expensive, and they suited him. Loafers, again, not loud, but obviously he knows how to buy and wear shoes. A light linen jacket. He’s a scholar after all, a writer, a professor. What’s he supposed to wear? A nice shirt beneath — pale blue, open, pressed. He was working today after all, speaking and such. All in all, she was thinking, the image of a glowing branding iron-type stamp of approval on his bare ass filling her mind, not too shabby. That’s when he turned, or maybe he had turned sooner, but it’s when she noticed him looking directly at her through a seam in the crowd, directly at her staring directly at his ass.
“Shit,” she said half out loud and she spun to face a painting standing far too close to it to be convincingly interested in it. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she muttered. But she also couldn’t stop her lips from cracking the slightest smile. Nor her eyes from darting the quickest glance over her shoulder. And why would that be? Was she plotting an escape from an unhappy marriage? No. Was she unsatisfied with her husband? Not at all. Was she untrustworthy, did she thrill to the cheat, was she easily seduced? No, no, and no. Whatever it was that made her glance, look away (because he was still solidly drilling on her with his eyes), and then look back again, this time to bravely hold his gaze with hers, she didn’t have time to explore, because (Fuck! Shit!) he was sauntering up as though he meant to talk to her.
“Thought I recognized you,” he said quietly, just for her ears, as though there were already something secret going on.
She turned, darted her eyes everywhere but onto his, and said, attempting to be loud enough to dispel any notion that there was something private going on (yet), “Oh! It’s you, our keynote.” She sipped her drink and was fully prepared to turn and walk away, walk out the door, go back to the hotel, and lie in bed to watch some show.
“I’m surprised you recall, you seemed to be on your phone the whole time.” He smiled crookedly to cover the fact he sounded like a teacher catching a bad student.
“Husband-texting,” she sipped again (slow down Paige) and smiled curtly. “They don’t give us much time between sessions, so if you, you know,” she sipped again, “need to stay in touch . . . “
“Of course, of course.” He turned to the painting she was still too close against. But she turned with him to gaze as though it were natural to stand inches from a canvas. They both moved their heads around the scene like spectators watching a tennis match.
The feeling, though, was intimate — it was close, it was private, and it was so quiet all of a sudden she could hear him even as he murmured, “We’re standing so close, you think anyone’s noticed?”
She laughed and caught herself. She also patted his arm with her hand the way she would with a friend who cracked a funny, but she pulled it away quickly — although not so quickly they both didn’t glance at it when it was firmly on his arm. “Let’s move around then, shall we?”
“Take my arm,” he said to her, “that way no pompous self-centered types will try to bore you with their explanations.”
She did without really thinking, but that was because her curiosity was deepened by what he’d just said — since she would have, up until a few seconds earlier, would have described him as a pompous self-centered type. It felt comfortable and when he brought his arm in closer to his body, it pulled her against him, and she let it happen. She even rubbed her fingertip on the fabric of the sleeve of his jacket, and rubbed a pinch of it between her thumb and finger as though sampling a fabric in a shop. “Do you normally go around to galleries when you’re travelling? I imagine you go to a lot of cities, doing what you do.”
“What do you think I do?” He cocked his head at a huge painting on the wall opposite.
She admired it with him. “Well, I sort of saw you do what you do today, didn’t I?”
He jerked and she looked, and it was a chuckled he’d stifled. “I’m glad I convinced at least one person. The fact is, that’s the first time I did something like that and I was as nervous as a dog or cat or something.”
“You were great!” she pushed her hip against his. “C’mon, you faced your fears, you did something different,” she said. But she was thinking, Seriously, the first time? You were incredible. She caught herself looking up at him, and he looking down at her, and their gaze lingering longer than it ought to.
She pulled her hand off his and stepped in front of him to face him square on. She was about to lift both his hands in hers, she was about to suggest maybe a walk outside, when Carly stepped up to her side.
“Paige!” She waved close to her face.
“Carly!” Paige was all of surprised, shocked, pissed, and caught-feeling.
Carly turned to Brock. “Who’s your friend? Oh my god!” She realized it was the keynote speaker. “You were so, so good! I loved your talk!”
“Thank you,” he said gracefully. He and Paige met glances again and he pursed his lips in a tight smile.
“No really,” she went on loudly, “I was inspired!”
“You’re most kind,” he nodded at her, glancing at Paige who beaded her eyes at him, making them both laugh surreptitiously.
“Guys!” Carly shouted. A group of four others waved at her. “Look who I found here!” She reached over her head to point down at the top of Brock’s head. They all came over. They all talked at him. Paige stepped back, and then further back,  until she was squeezed out of his orbit altogether.
They asked him questions and he seemed to warm up to them, as anyone would who found new adoring fans wanting to know so much more. She watched him a while longer, hoping to make eye contact again — hoping to convey something meaningful — but he was enthralled with his own celebrity.
She drained her wine glass and placed it on the edge of the bar and took one last look over her shoulder at the back of his head before pushing the door and heading back out, and back home to the hotel.
She sighed but she also castigated herself. “What are you disappointed about exactly, Paige?” she talked to herself out loud drifting slowly home along the sidewalk. “What did you think you were going to do?” she murmured low and conspiratorially to herself.
“Oh, I don’t know,” she answered herself in a lost, innocent girl voice. She shook her head and decided to jog to the hotel. She missed Brock who was already out the door and on the sidewalk looking for her, and she didn’t hear him call her — but she wouldn’t have, would she? He didn’t get her name yet.
On the elevator up, she phoned Liam.
“Hey babe,” he said.
She paused with a grin. “Were you . . . sleeping?” She chuckled.
“No!” he protested sharply enough to admit to her he was.
“Game that good, is it?”
“Exactly. What are you doing?”
“Just getting back from the gallery. Going up to the room. I’m bushed. Turning in.”
“Show any good?”
“I didn’t really look at too much.”
“Oh? Why’s that?”
“Remember I told you about the keynote speaker?”
“The big bore.”
“Right! Well guess who shows up in the middle of the gallery!”
“No way!”
“Way! And so we talked a bit.”
“Wait, you went up to him?”
“No, he recognized me. He came and talked to me. Are you kidding? I would never go up to him!”
“You could — I mean, why wouldn’t you?”
“Cause I’m a married woman, Liam!”
“I’m just saying, you’re out of town, you’re out for the evening, you’re allowed to talk to an interesting man.”
“He is interesting. He’d never spoken to a room before like that.”
“So you did talk to him?”
“Just a little, I mean, we were looking at the art together. He was protecting me.” She closed her hotel room door and winced. That was maybe too much information.
“Protecting you? From who?”
She pulled the curtains open and stood facing out at the dark, bleak landscape. “People who might try to tell me their opinions on the art.”
“Wasn’t he telling you his opinion on the art?”
“We were talking about ourselves. Together.”
“Sounds pretty nice.”
“I’m sorry, Liam.”
“What? No, I mean it, it sounds like a nice evening.”
“I’m going to wash up and get ready for bed.”
“It’s a bit early isn’t it?”
“I don’t know, is it?”
“You should go down to the hotel bar and have a nightcap.”
“I am feeling a bit antsy.”
“Maybe he’ll be down there.”
“Liam! Stop it. That’s what I’m afraid of.”
“I thought you liked him.”
“I do, I mean I don’t, I mean, nothing, but shouldn’t you be telling me not to go down?”
“I think you should enjoy an evening in a new town at a hotel and take it as it comes.”
Paige took the phone from the side of her face and looked at it. She brought it up again. “What are you saying, Liam?”
“Nothing, just have fun.”
“I’m going to turn in.” She ended the call and slumped backward onto the edge of the bed rolling the phone over and over in the fingers of both her hands. She pushed up and went to the bathroom and pulled the zipper of her hoody all the way down and was reminded how she dressed up underneath. She flounced her hair and straightened her boobs in her bra. “Not bad,” she murmured. She stepped back and did the bottom of the zipper up again, pulling it just past half way. She giggled at herself — it was a pretty slutty look.
She went back to the bed, found her phone, and checked the time. It was a bit early for turning in, wasn’t it. She jutted her jaw and glazed her eyes over. “Paige . . . “ she scolded herself. She also pulled her shoes back on. She went to the mirror and retouched her lipstick. “Okay but just one,” she said to her image in the mirror. “Unless he shows up,” she said, before shouting her own name and glaring at herself with bulging eyes. “No!” she warned herself, but she did it with a smile she couldn’t stop. She slipped out her door and made her way, hood up, hands in the warmers, down the carpeted hallway back to the elevator.
She sat at a table — she was so cliched as to take a stool at the bar — and a private one, too, a booth with high backs. That was okay, the place was pretty empty. She sipped her drink and looked out the window and watched the piano player and checked her phone. She nursed the one drink as long as humanly possible, checking the window behind her, the double doors of the bar leading to the lobby, and around the place as much as she could. She tapped her foot and she held her jaw in her palm and all four fingers played on her cheek. She looked at her drink. There was less than a sip left.
“Nother one?” the server said.
She breathed in deeply and exhaled. “Probably not a good idea. No. Just the bill.” She twirled the glass around and around on its stem bottom and snorted at herself. “Seriously girl,” she mumbled, “What would you do anyway?” She drained what remained and shoved herself along the curving padded bench. “Crazy kid,” she called herself. She got out, pulled her hood on, and turned around. She nearly walked right into his chest.
“Whoa, whoa,” Brock said, catching her arms in his hands.
“Jesus!” she laughed. “You stalking me?”
“You abandoned me to them!”
“I didn’t abandon you, you were soaking in it, all the adulation. You loved it, admit it.”
He urged her with the slightest pressure and she sat back down. He, gentleman that he was, sat opposite her, not beside her. Damn, hey? “It was okay, yes, I admit it.”
“A bunch of young ladies falling over themselves to get the attention of the rock star, of course you loved it.” She laughed with him — they both knew she was only teasing.
The server came back. “Oh,” she caught herself. “I can run your card, or . . . “
Brock quickly ascertained what was going on. “You were leaving?”
“I . . . “ she hesitated. She bit her lip and hung her head. “I really should.”
He glanced at her hand. At her fingers, to be precise. He could have sworn there was a ring there earlier.
“Me too,” he said to the server.
Paige settled and they both walked out of the bar together. As they rounded the corner and headed to the elevator, Paige did something she didn’t expect of herself, and would have a hard time explaining to Liam, or herself. She slipped her hand around his arm again, like she had at the gallery. It felt good there, and it felt good here too. In some odd way, though it was far more intimate than walking together to an empty elevator, it felt more relaxed this way, as though maybe that was all that was needed, as though there was tacit agreement that maybe that was all that was going to happen.
The notion lasted a beat or two after the closing of the elevator doors. Without either of them knowing why, she reached her neck up and he reached his down and their mouths met as easily and as automatically as water flowing. She pulled away, they stared at each other with more amazement than shock, and she went in to him again, this time wrapping her cool, long fingers around the back of his neck. She also shifted her feet the better to face him square on.
When the elevator opened at her door, she was, truthfully, thankful. That was fun, that was exciting, even, but that was surely that. She stepped off holding both his hands in hers, and said, “It was a lovely evening, and you certainly gave me lots to think about,” she laughed.
But Brock stepped off too. He held up his room card. “Same floor, it would appear.”
The doors closed and they stood there facing each other. Brock broke the spell. “Look,” he said, “I have a bottle in my room, I enjoy your company, it’s too early to go to bed, and I didn’t get a drink downstairs before you whisked me off.”
“I whisked you off!?” She slapped his chest playfully. But she also pushed her hand between his arm and torso and with the slightest nod of her head, she implied that to his room they were headed.
He let her enter first and closed the door behind her. She spotted his bottle of whiskey and grabbed two glasses from the sidebar and busied herself pouring drinks the more to get busy doing something than to be so eager to drink, although a stiff drink would have been a good idea too. She turned to bring him his glass, but he was so close behind her she turned right into and against his chest.
“Just going to check in with hubby,” she said, pressing her fingers into his chest to gently brush him aside and escape the space he enclosed her in. She sat on the edge of his bed exactly in the same place in exactly the same layout, looking at exactly the same landscape out the window as in her own room.
“Hey honey,” she said on the phone more quietly than someone would if they were alone. “I went down for a drink like you said to.”
Liam sounded relaxed. “Good for you,” he said. “Did the guy show up?”
She looked over at Brock who was shutting the curtains and who had already removed his jacket. “Yes, in fact, he did show up.” She nodded at Brock and rolled her eyes silently. He only smiled and kept quiet too.
“That’s great! Did you get to talk again?”
“Sort of,” she said, twisting her mouth and raising her brows with guilt — and almost laughing because Brock imitated her face back at her. She silently motioned for him to be quiet.
“What, other people showed up again?”
“Not exactly, no.”
“How come sort of?”
“Well, we’re kind of talking now,” she said, wincing and chomping on her lip.
“Sounds quiet.”
“We’re not exactly in the bar.”
“Oh. Well where are you?”
“Upstairs.”
“Another bar?”
“Not exactly.”
“You’re back in your room?”
“Yeah,” she dragged it out. “No, but warmer.”
There was a long pause. Brock had sat down beside her and his hand had gone up her back and was now gently massaging her neck. She rolled her head and showed on her face how good that felt. She placed her hand palm down on his leg. Her fingers instinctively scrunched his fabric.
“You’re in his room?”
“Uh huh.” Brock pushed her hair from her neck and she not only allowed him, but she tilted her head to expose her neck to him.
“Like to carry on with him.”
“Just to talk.” He leaned in and pressed a kiss to the sensitive skin below her ear. She pulled away and widened her eyes at him, but she also pursed her lips and another grin spread across her mouth. She wrapped her hand deeper around his thigh, further around the inside. She had also moved her hand up.
“He’s there now?”
“Say hi,” she held the phone over to Brock’s face.
“Hey,” he said.
She shook her head at him disapprovingly and took the phone back. “That’s Brock,” she said.
“He sounds interesting,” Liam said. Brock reached over to the zipper of her hoody and began to tug on it. She slapped his hand but not nearly hard enough to stop him. She looked down as he pulled it more, and watched, with him, as her chest, her stomach, and then her breasts and her bra, were revealed.
“He’s got lots to say about what motivates people to do what they do. It’s pretty up my alley,” she said. “Being HR,” she said far too breathily. She breathed that last part because he had not only undone the bottom of her hoody zipper, but he had also placed his hand on her breast.
She made as though to lift his hand off her body, but wrapped around his wrist, all she did was hold him still, and only for a moment, before she moved his wrist and made him move his hand over her breast. She licked her lips.
“Is that what you’re talking about?”
“Yeah, uh huh,” she replied. She also looked scoldingly at Brock. But when he gently pressed her shoulder, she allowed herself to fall back onto his bed.
“Like what exactly?” Liam persisted.
“Like why people do things they otherwise wouldn’t do, you know,” she said on her back. Her hand shot to the waist band of her jogging pants, because Brock had wrapped his hand in them and was making as though to pull them down her legs. But just as with her hoody zipper, she was too slow and far too weak. She also raised her butt for him. And when he stood and pulled her pants from the very bottoms, she stretched out her legs straight and covered her mouth to keep from laughing.
“What’s he doing now, I don’t hear you both talking too much.”
“He’s, I don’t know, gone to get ice, or he’s in the bathroom.”
Brock knelt on the floor and when he touched her bare thighs, her legs parted. She pushed her hand down between her legs and buried her fingers in his hair, ostensibly to push his face away from what he seemed to be thinking about doing, but she didn’t push very hard. In fact, it was more of a pull. She wrapped her fingers in his hair.
“He’s been gone a long time,” Liam noted.
“He’s back now,” Paige corrected him.
“What’s he doing, just sitting there while you talk to me?”
“Sort of,” she said. She clenched her eyes and pushed his head from her thighs where he had been kissing her. But she also relented as if the coast had cleared enough for further advance.
“Do you need to get off the phone?”
“I guess that would be polite,” she giggled. Brock looked up from between her legs. His fingers were toying at the edge of her panties. She shook her head no but she also raised her butt a second time. He slipped them carefully down her legs and off.
“I guess he would like that.”
“Probably,” she breathed more than spoke again. He had touched his mouth to the soft flesh on the side of her pussy.
“You okay Paige?”
“Uh huh,” she tried hard to control her breathing.
“You sound busy,” he said.
“I guess,” she barely managed to speak. Brock ran his tongue lightly as breeze over the middle of her pussy, to the top, where he circled the tip of his tongue.
“Okay, well, don’t stay up late,” he said. She didn’t answer. She’d dropped the phone onto the bed beside her face. Brock had circled her again there, and this time, he licked it directly. She gripped the sheets in her fists and arched her back. His hands reached up and pushed her bra up off her breasts and he took them in his palms and kneaded them. She gasped and turned her head away from the phone and simpered.
“Paige?” Liam tried again.
“I have to go,” she said into the phone.
“Goodnight, hon,” he said.
Paige returned his salutation with a high-pitched inhalation sounding like someone surprised. And she did it again and again until, fearing he was losing the phone connection to interference or static, Liam ended the call. Just as well too, because a moment later, Paige bellowed out loud, “Fuck!”
When she recovered and had pulled herself the rest of the way onto the bed and flopped there uselessly, Brock stripped down and crawled over top of her, nudging her legs open with his knees.
“No,” she said. But he hadn’t rolled all the way off and over onto his back before she threw her leg over his hip and was now on her hands and knees over top of him. “You’re so bad,” she said.
“True,” he agreed. But he also gripped her breasts in his hands.
There was nothing for it, she realized, but to reach beneath her and between them and find his cock. She shuddered. It was a new and strange cock, and it was hotter than she expected, and harder too, like velvet wrapped around a steel rod. She thought earlier that at the very worst she would suck him off. But without realizing it, she was drawing the head of his cock around her pussy, and she was so wet, she realized, that she was coating him with herself. She was, she knew, preparing his cock, lubricating him the way nature intended for her pussy to work. She curled her lips between her teeth and thought how awful that was to subject Liam to that call, but even as she was thinking that, Brock’s cock was entering her. Or rather, she was lowering her hips and pushing herself down onto his cock. Either way, the man she secretly admired earlier in the day making his speech to her colleagues who understood little of it, was now entering her and filling her, and her husband as much as invited it all to happen.
She let go of his cock — it was well and truly planted within her and needed to further steering. She leaned over him and kissed his mouth. She pressed her hips down just as he pressed up and she moaned on him and inhaled the way he made her earlier, when she was on the phone. He filled her. He drove up so hard and deep into her, he jolted her body. She pressed her palms into his shoulders and raised herself over him and dangled her hair back behind her. He rubbed her breasts roughly and she wrapped her hands around his wrists. She bounced on him and he returned fire up into her. She cried out and moaned and squealed. The slapping of her their flesh filled the room. It sounded like someone was getting fucked good. And she realized it was her.
He erupted and she was unable to contain herself and for the second time that evening, she swirled out of control and felt the light and heat fill her completely.
When, spent, they flopped beside each other and made tiny kisses and little touches with their fingers, she said, close to his mouth, “It’s Paige by the way.”
“Oh my god,” he said, “I’m bad!”
“Yes you are,” she agreed. She touched his lips with her finger in an act of lazy exploration.
Two weeks later, back at home, Paige said to Liam, “Honey?”
He looked up.
“I had such a good time on that trip, I was thinking, maybe I just need a weekend alone at a hotel downtown, just to, you know, experience that again.”
He looked at her long. Finally he said, “You think so?”
“I do. I think it’s good to do that. It’ll feel like another trip.”
He paused a while again. Finally, he said, “If you like.”
“I’ll call you,” she said. Then she corrected herself, “I’ll text you.”
He took a longer while to reply. “Yeah,” he said. “Texting is probably better.”
She sat on top of her bed watching the TV when there was a light tap at her door. She squealed, turned the TV to a music station she already picked out, quickly poured out wine in the two glasses, and skipped over toward the door. She paused to catch herself in the mirror. She pulled loose strands in front of her face. She was wearing a white shimmering halter and a black wrap skirt. And underneath, she had on new floral-lace peach hipsters and a matching demi cup bra. She’d shaved her pussy too.
“Who is it?” she giggled at the door not listening for an answer before flinging it open.




I Get to Listen

A voyeur cuckold first-time hotwife tale

My wife Holly is no ordinary looker. But she’s oblivious to her effect on men. Guys stop and stare at her, but she thinks it’s her fashion sense or how they notice how perfect her shoes are for her handbag. I haven’t got the heart to tell her they are staring only to get a good enough picture in their minds for when they slip out of their bed later that night to sneak into the bathroom and jerk off thinking about her while their own wives sleep. She finds it disgusting to think men have such a one track mind. I tried to tell her she’s every married man’s dream of an affair, but she didn’t even seem to know what that meant.
That was what I thought at the time, anyway. Turns out, the joke was on me.
You could say a budding young detective on one of the bigger police forces in the state should probably not admit to such blind ineptitude. The signs were there in retrospect. I have to ask myself though: if I suspected what was going on, why was I closing my eyes to it? Why wasn’t I ending it one way or the other? I could say that I spent a lot of hours staring myself in the mirror, but I didn’t spend one minute if truth be told. I was too ashamed to look myself in the mirror. And even the shame was nothing compared to how I felt after exhausting myself alone in bed into a paper towel knowing my wife was at that hour in another man’s bed “sleeping” with him, as if quiet, slow breathing while laying still with your eyes shut is any kind of apt euphemism for what she was no doubt really doing with him.
Luckily for me, I didn’t have to imagine things like the way other guys did who thought about her at night. I had clear-eyed memories to go on. What plays in my mind the most? Watching her dip her head down between her high round shoulders, her hair falling down around his face buried in the pillows, the quiet murmur of her soothing voice, the waves travelling down her back, the slow rhythmic rising and falling of her ass over his hips, the gleam of his thick, wet and hard cock, the grasping, folding lips of her engorged pussy it disappeared into, and her gasp and moan and high-pitched inhalations before she covered his mouth with hers so enthusiastically — and shook violently on top of him.
It might sound like a fine distinction of little importance in the larger scheme, but the point cut me deeper than any other aspect of that first time I watched. That guy wasn’t fucking my wife so much as Holly was fucking him. And she wasn’t just fucking him. She was banging his brains out. And then they fell apart sweating, laughing, and sprawling so lazily and all spent over the bed you couldn’t tell whose legs or arms were whose. She was so full of deep joy, I was overcome myself.
Mr. Detective here first put on his thinking cap by about the fifth “girls’ night out” in two months, about when the other girls weren’t figuring so much anymore in the stories that dwindled down to just a few generalities. And yet, Holly was getting dressed up and made-up hotter and hotter each time. And what began as an Uber full of her friends pulling up the driveway dwindled eventually to an empty one she climbed in with more enthusiasm every time. And all the while, with fewer friends and fewer stories, the excitement in her while she was getting ready inexplicably grew more and more palpable, even as the nights stretched out longer and longer. Yeah, like I said, detective first class I ain’t.
“Girls’ night out again?” I said to her after she kicked the bathroom door closed on me with a shriek. I surprised her coming into the master bedroom. She was wearing only underwear — new things I was pretty sure I hadn’t seen before. Correction: expensive, lacy super-hot low-rider cheekster panties and balcony bra, both cadet blue, that I was positive I hadn’t seen before because I’d certainly remember anything looking that hot. I was blown away. “Holy fuck,” I muttered to myself when I saw her — just before she noticed me and kicked me out.
“Yes, why, what do you think?” she called back through the door. It was a strange reply. She sounded giddy and nervous, but also she sounded like she was trying hard to keep from smiling or even giggling. She came out in her bathrobe and didn’t look at me. She just bolted for her closet with her eyes bulging.
“Who you going out with this time?”
“The usual.”
“Kim and them?”
“I don’t know, I don’t think Kim can make it.”
“Jackie?”
“Not sure about Jackie.”
“Who then?”
She called back through the closet door. “Doesn’t matter, you don’t know them, just some of the girls.”
I nudged the closet door open and watched her drop her robe and I ran my eyes down her slender, taut back. She glanced over her shoulder at me through strands of fallen caramel brown hair all done in long, languid waves with bright gold highlights. She looked like a beer ad model. She pushed the closet door closed on me. “I’m shy,” she said through the crack. “You’re staring at me.”
“Cause you’re looking like that.”
“Like what?” she said the way someone would who knows exactly what.
“Like something else is going on tonight,” I joked – or so I thought.
“I already told you,” she countered unable to constrain her brimming excitement. She finally stepped out tucking hair behind her ear and looking down at the floor with a red face. She was wearing a very tight, body hugging carnation-pink knit-wrap with glittering ankle strap heel sandals and long dangling silver bar earrings with a faux-pearl choker, or what I presumed was faux. Her eyes were shaded Egyptian blue and lined thick and dark. Her lips were painted matte brick red. Her nails, fingers and toes, were deep rosewood. I stared stunned and rooted to the middle of the floor. An intoxication of perfume rose subtly around her. “What?” she murmured with the quiet breath of someone hiding a lot.
“You sure you’re just having a girls’ night?”
“You know I like to look good.” She wouldn’t meet my eyes with hers. “Anyway, my rides’ going to be here.”
“You don’t just look good, Holly. You look fucking awesome,” I said.
She only gave me a tiny glance over her shoulder biting her lip on her way back through the bathroom door that she shut behind her — but not all the way. I peeked. She was chuckling and typing on her phone. Then she held it up and took a selfie. I watched her side profile as she bit her lip again sending it. I’d never seen her so roiled. Suddenly she charged out and down the stairs. “Rides’ here,” she announced.
At the front door I was barely able to touch her bare back as she darted out. She stopped and turned and dropped her head to the side. “Aw honey,” she said.
“Have fun.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Sorry for what?” I grinned with an idiot’s confusion.
She only pursed her lips. “Might be pretty late tonight. You should just go to bed whenever.”
“You mean don’t wait up.”
She paused and hung her head as though in shame. “Yeah, maybe you shouldn’t,” she finally shrugged before turning and skipping toward the waiting Uber.
I smiled and waved like a fool. “Have a good time!” I even called. She stared at me sympathetically through the window as the Uber took her away.
It was almost 3 in the morning when I heard a car come back in the driveway. I went across the hallway to the office to look. It was a taxi that brought her home but she wasn’t getting out right away. It just sat there idling for what seemed like five minutes or more. Finally the back door opened and the interior light came on. It was only a fraction of second so I couldn’t be sure. But it appeared as though there was another person in the back seat with her. And though I could only see the bottom half of a body, it appeared to be a man’s legs, not a woman’s. I ducked under the window but then looked sharply down when the cab backed out. Holly gave a big smile and a bigger wave before turning to come in our front door.
I pretended to be sleeping when she slipped silently into our bedroom. She didn’t close her closet door all the way and I could see her profile as she undressed. I was reminded again what a hot little number she was. And then I saw it. When she wigged and shimmied out of her tight dress, I clearly noticed she wasn’t wearing her panties. She came out in her bathrobe and stepped lightly to the bathroom and I heard the shower come on inside. I got out of the bed and snuck into her closet to investigate. I found her panties inside her little sequined clutch.
Over the next week, she was even more vivacious than what she’d been the last couple of months. She laughed more, she glowed when we talked, and she shopped a lot, usually for things I wasn’t allowed to see. The following weekend, she wasn’t getting ready at all, even though she gave off the same signals of increasingly unbridled lust the closer it got.
I found her in the bathroom upstairs again, only she wasn’t dressed to the nines, she was in a cute pink hoody and jeans. Also, she was stuffing a small duffle with her zipped-up make-up boxes. She was putting lipstick on, leaning close into the mirror.
“Aren’t you going out?” I asked her.
“Oh yeah,” she faked forgetting to tell me. “We’re going to meet up at one of the girls’ places to make a dinner first.” She came out, leaned her hand into my chest and raised herself momentarily on her toes to kiss my cheek. “We’re having a sleepover too — so I won’t be back till tomorrow sometime.”
“A sleepover.”
“That’s alright, isn’t it?” she came back at me with a challenging tone that caught me off-guard.
“Of course it is,” I said, shaking my head.
Before she zipped up her duffle, I caught sight of what was inside. Another nightclub dress and some other pumps.
“Your ride coming?” I struggled for something to say.
“Oh,” she faked recalling again. “Going to just drive myself — won’t be coming back till tomorrow, right?”
“Right. I remember that part.”
She stopped at the bedroom door and looked over her shoulder at me. “You’re going to be okay, aren’t you?”
I shrugged and she only raised her eyebrows with a tight smile and stepped hurriedly down the stairs and out the front door.
I moseyed around and noticed her computer was still on. I touched the pad and her screen came up. It was open to a maps page with directions to a restaurant downtown. That was odd, I thought. Didn’t she say they were going to make a dinner at one of her friends?
I paced around the house and fought off thoughts for half an hour before I found myself sitting in my car with the engine off and my hands around the steering wheel not believing myself what I was contemplating doing. “Just a drive by,” I said to myself. “Just out for a look-see.” I started the engine. “Just cruising around passing the time.”
I drove straight down the highway to the entertainment district and found a place to park within a block or so of the restaurant that was on her browser. I pulled my baseball cap low over my face and even turned my jacket inside out. I might be a shitty detective but I watched enough police movies to know all the tricks of the trade that writers thought they knew. I came out onto the main avenue and hunched my shoulders over and walked up the sidewalk toward the light pouring out onto the sidewalk from the crowded casual place.
I had to duck and turn away. Holly and a guy were laughing, touching, and drinking right in front of the window. I went up a few doors and crossed the street and ducked into a dark doorway opposite the restaurant. From there I had an undetected view. There were no girlfriends around, just her and the guy. He must have been the funniest comedian on the planet. She was throwing her head back, patting his arm, laughing hysterically at everything he was apparently saying. Then, right in front of my eyes, I watched Holly lean over the tiny table, reach her hand around the back of his head, and kiss him on the mouth long and softly.
They got up and began leaving. The man wrapped his arm around my wife’s waist and she visibly sank her body back against his. They walked slowly, peering into windows down the sidewalk, talking and laughing more. I followed about fifty feet behind. They came to a building and I watched from behind when the man used a fob and they slipped inside. I could see the elevator door they waited in front of. She turned toward him and pulled his head down to her with both her hands behind his neck. They made out like teens in a basement. When they fell inside the open elevator doors, I saw, just before they closed, his hands fall down her back and wrap around her ass and squeeze. I saw her press her pelvis hard into his and grind against him.
I watched carefully. The indicator lights stopped at 7. I stepped back far enough to see windows on the seventh floor. I would have preferred to not see any lights come on so I could go home and stew over what I had already seen. But I could clearly note lights that came on in perfect time for how long it would have taken to get to his apartment. I looked at the building I was standing in front of across the street. A hotel.
I hardly ever do it, but I flashed my badge and told the concierge I needed to see a particular room.
“What for? Something happen there?”
I just shrugged like she should know I can’t say anything about it. I told her it was an unoccupied room on the 8th floor facing the street, about the middle of the building.
“It must be 804,” she said, looking at her screen.
“Must be,” I agreed. She gave me a room card and didn’t even go up with me.
I went inside and didn’t turn the light on. The curtains were drawn. I sat on the bed and contemplated what I was doing and what I might be exposing myself to. Again, reflecting back, I would have thought I’d be the type of guy to storm over there, break in, and confront the two of them. Or I’d at least phone her and yell. Hell, even a text. But I didn’t do anything like that. Instead, I slowly opened the curtains half way in the dark room and pulled a chair in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows.
At first I surmised I had gotten it all wrong. But then I was rewarded for my patience — if you could call it a reward. I saw Holly first, walking backward with her arms outstretched. She was dragging the guy into the living room. She pulled him in front of the couch and I watched her back as his hands wrapped around her head, then her shoulders, and finally down to her ass. She pushed him backward onto the couch in front of her. There must have been music playing because I saw her roll her head back and begin to move in time with a beat. She can dance — did I mention that?
She unzipped the front of her hoody and slowly opened it toward him. My heart began to race and my throat ran dry. But also, something else was happening. I was becoming hard. I wanted to be angry and jealous. But instead, I was strangely aroused. She let her hoody fall off her shoulders and then slowly, seductively pulled her arms out the sleeves. She was wearing another very hot-looking rose-hip red bra, again something I’d never seen before, and again, something I wouldn’t have forgotten.
I could see her laughing and swaying. She began to under her jeans. My wife was doing a striptease for her new boyfriend. I should have been pissed off, but instead, she moved so smooth, she gyrated so full of sensuousness, I could only slowly shake my head side to side, and take out my straining hard cock.
She turned toward their windows and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her jeans and I hit the floor and laid flat. I slowly raised my head. She hadn’t seen me spying. She kept her back to him but twisted to see him over her shoulder as she wiggled her legs and let her jeans fall around her ankles where she stepped on them to lift her feet out one at a time. Then she turned toward him and leaned over with her hands on his thighs. I was staring at the bent-over ass of my wife as she kissed her man.
It didn’t stop there. She slithered down where he sat like some kind of seductress and came to her knees on the floor between his legs. I could tell from her elbows she was working on something in his lap. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but it became too obvious to deny a moment later. Her head of hair sank down between her shoulders and bobbed slowly in his lap. “Holy fuck,” I muttered out loud. I couldn’t see anything but her hair covering her back, and her ass still dancing where she knelt on the floor, but I could see his hands push into her hair and his own head fall back in a dream-state into the back of the couch. My wife was giving the man head.
If there was any doubt about it, that ended when she suddenly stood up, turned to lift a glass of wine to her lips, and left him alone in the room where he sat directly facing me with his (admittedly) big cock standing straight up between his legs, glistening wet from her lips and saliva.
She came back with a new nightclub dress. She modeled it for him and he stroked his cock nodding at her. It was another tight little red thing so short I strained to see if her panties were visible. She held her hand out and pulled him up. I leaned against the window to see where they went into an adjoining room that was probably his bedroom. I could only see him occasionally as he undressed. When he got a shirt on for going out in, I caught a glimpse of my wife again on her knees, again sucking him off.  Could she not get enough of this guy’s cock?
Before long they left together. Off to some nightclub, I surmised. I went back down to the concierge. “I need to get some detective equipment,” I said to her. “If you don’t mention it to anyone, I can save both of us a heap of paperwork,” I winked.
I came back with binoculars, my camera and a tripod, and a few other useless things like a brush “for fingerprints.” They weren’t gone for too long. It was just prior to midnight when I was woken from slumbering by lights coming on again across the street. My wife and the guy came in the door but got no further before he pressed her against the wall just inside. They were kissing madly. Before the door was even completely closed, both of them frantically pulled away each other’s clothes. Stripped to her bra and panties, my wife held the man’s hands and guided him back to the couch. He sat where he sat earlier, only this time, Holly crawled up on his lap and straddled his legs.
His hands roamed her beautiful back until I saw him busy at the clasps of her bra. She pulled away from him only enough to let her straps fall down her arms. She evened the score helping him the rest of the way out of his shirt. But she didn’t stop there. She got busy at his belt. She got off him and pulled him up in front of her and bent over to pull his pants off. She took his boxers off too at the same time.
They laughed and touched and kissed and meandered, him totally naked, her in only those dynamite red panties, over to his fridge. In the kitchen, they poured wine and he lifted her light body onto the edge of his counter. He kissed her breasts and then peeled her panties off. She helped him, raising her hips.
I fell back in my chair in the window. At worst, I expected to feel utterly stunned. I tried so hard to not feel aroused. But the truth was, I had to admit, that it wasn’t just watching a couple fuck, but watching my wife specifically fuck that made my head swirl. I could see his cock, long, hard and straight again. But it wasn’t his hand around it, it was my wife’s. She pulled him to her. He didn’t spread her legs, she did. And when his cock touched her between her legs, he didn’t pull their bodies together, she did, wrapping her delicate fingers around his waist and drawing him further into her.
There’s a moment when you are watching a thing like that where you exhale, where you realize fully and completely what is going on. It’s when you know by the posture of the woman, the buckling of her spine, the throw of her head, that she has been penetrated by the man’s cock, that they are truly fucking, and that she is overcome and everything is out there, it’s fully happening. Holly’s head rolled back, her hair graced the counter, and her hands grabbed greedily at his waist. I could tell that he had sunk his cock fully into her pussy. If I could hear them, I know what I would have heard: she would have gasped.
He pumped into her so hard her body jolted. He wrapped his hands around her ass and she sank her lips against his. He carried her over to the couch and she didn’t let him go as he sat down. She rode him hard and deep, rising up and falling down on him like waves lapping a shore. He pulled out of my wife and pushed her under him lengthwise on the couch. She lifted her legs herself to hook her ankles around his shoulders. There was one tiny detail that plays in my mind amidst the ferocious fucking I was witness to that night: I could see her fingernails dig into his thigh. Even with my wife’s body being thoroughly pounded, she showed how much she wanted more.
They skipped happily together out of the living room and into the bedroom and I could see nothing more than shadows dancing on the wall telling me it remained a highly active and dynamic situation. After about an hour, the lights went out, though, and I went home.
She arrived home around noon the next day. She was tired but in that happy-lazy way. She floated around the house as though not even touching the ground. I had plans to sit her down and talk it all out. I was going to confront her with what I suspected, or even what I knew — tell her I watched from across the street. I was going to pack her bags, order her out. Or leave myself. I searched my mind for all the things a man is supposed to do in such a situation. But I couldn’t quite get there. The look of my wife, the feel of her, looking so thoroughly fucked like she couldn’t stop smiling, overtook whatever negative emotions I struggled to conjure, and instead, I fixed a bath for her, I made her coffee.
The week went by like any other. But as the weekend drew near, she became more agitated again in that excited way. I went into the master bedroom and popped open the bathroom door on the pretense of checking with her something I wanted to buy for our deck. She didn’t push me out or close the door. She was a little nervous, but she carried on putting on her make up. She was wearing white lace thongs and a strapless bra. We didn’t discuss “girl’s night out.” I sat on the bed as though checking other options on my laptop as she meandered to her closet. She left the door open this time. She even held a tiny blue dress up to her naked body and turned to me.
“Is this nice?”
I nodded. I even helped her pick out the right shoes. I knew there was no girls night out. I knew she might not even go to a club. And the way we talked, it was like she wasn’t trying to hide things anymore. “You back sometime tomorrow?” I said. “Sleepover again?”
She nodded and kissed my cheek. “Maybe tomorrow. Might stay two nights too, though, Monday’s a holiday,” she said softly. “Okay?”
I nodded. Of course I did. It’s all I ever did.
“Oh!” she stopped on the stairs. “I totally forgot, but my car is getting picked up for service tomorrow.”
I stood two steps above her. She looked incredible. Her shoulders, bare, were smooth and round, the tops of her breasts were so soft and smooth I wanted to grab them, and her ass was perfect below the low open dip of the back of her dress. “You need a ride downtown?”
“Do you mind?” She bit her lip.
All the way downtown, she texted on her phone and I could tell it was her boyfriend the way she smiled, the way she twisted in her seat in anticipation. She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs in the passenger seat beside me and tugging the edge of her short dress down over her thighs. She took a selfie and laughed at me with just a little of that nervous embarrassment. “My girlfriend wanted to see what I was wearing, what?”
I knew it was her boyfriend though. She didn’t hide the building from me, but had me pull up right in front of where I had seen her walk inside that earlier time, arms around each other’s waist, necking and touching and laughing. She texted again and the door buzzed. She turned to give me a little flutter-wave with her long fingers and disappeared inside.
Nobody came for her car the next morning.
The following week, when she was getting ready, I asked her, “You want a ride downtown?”
“That would be nice,” she replied happily.
“I can come get you when you’re ready to come home,” I offered.
She turned to me as though to study my expression. “Are you sure?”
I paused. This was the moment, I decided. She was in her bra and panties again, in the middle of touching perfume around her beautiful body. Her bag was half-packed on the bathroom counter — all her make-up, enough stuff for another weekend at her boyfriend’s.
Was I going to say, “I know where you’re going?” Was I going to say, “I know what you’re doing?” Was I going to demand that she stop? Was I going to tell her to pack more than that and not come home? Before I opened my mouth, I didn’t know what I was going to say. What came out shocked me.
“I don’t mind,” I murmured. “Just phone me and leave your phone on so I can . . . “ I trailed off.
We stared at each other. It wasn’t obvious who should’ve been more embarrassed, her for being busted for her affair, or me for telling her I not only wouldn’t stop it, but that I liked it and wanted to listen to it.
She swallowed and said in a voice so quiet it was hard to hear. “You want to listen?”
I closed my eyes and steadied my staggered stance against the jamb of the bathroom door. I could only nod.
She took a long time to say another thing but what she said made me nearly fall down.
“We get pretty noisy.” I couldn’t stop myself from clutching the front of my pants. She said, “It kind of goes on for a while.” I breathed hard enough to make my head light. She stepped up close to me. “He makes me say things to him.” I pushed my hands down inside my pants. She put her desert taupe-painted lips right against my ear. “He makes me cum when he fucks me.” I squeezed my cock and groaned out loud. “He makes me cum hard. And not just once.” She touched my ear with the tip of her tongue and pressed the front of her panties against my hip. “All night long.”
“Why are you torturing me?” I said, bringing my cock out and stroking it in front of her.
“I might make him cum in my mouth tonight, did you want to listen to that?” I raised my eyes to her and she let her mouth fall open and jutted her tongue as though she could taste him just then in her mouth.
I could only nod.
“He’s kind of big though. I might gag a bit.”
“Let me listen,” I said weakly.
“Does it turn you on,” she kept it up, “knowing I come home with his cum in my pussy? Can you smell it on me?”
I wanted to scream, I wanted to die. But all I could do was meekly squeeze out a “Yes.”
“You’re disgusting,” she said.
We didn’t talk all the way downtown, but she did let me drive her. I dropped her off at his building. She just shut the door on me and didn’t even turn to wave this time.
But three hours later, my phone buzzed. It was her, but she wasn’t on the phone. All I heard was shuffling and the noise of a mic moving around a tight place. Finally when the racket subsided, I heard two voices, a man and Holly. I heard them laughing, sipping wine, listening to a show and talking. Then I heard no more talking but the sounds possibly of kissing.
I heard more shuffling. Then nothing for the longest time. I pressed the phone to my ear and listened as hard as I could. I nearly yelped when I heard Holly moan suddenly loud and clear. And then, in case I doubted it, I heard her moan again, louder. I put my phone on speaker and fell back on our couch. There was the unmistakable sounds of two people fucking. Skin slammed skin, the springs of the couch squeaked in time, and Holly’s voice rose higher in pitch and her breath grew shorter. Whoever the guy was, he rimmed her with precision and expertise. When he finally let her release, it was enough to drain my head of all the blood and I nearly passed out with her. My hand and legs were covered in my cum.
That was all she gave me until the following day, when she called for me to come get her. This time, the man was waiting with her at the front door to his building. I was mortified, but he showed nothing. He even kissed her in front of the big windows and held her by the waist. She let him, too.
When she climbed, she got in the back of my car. I turned around, confused. She said, “I told him you were my Uber. Just go.”
On the highway, she said I could turn the rear view mirror down if I wanted. Confused, I did as she said. She had spread her legs and hiked up her dress. She was rubbing herself. “See what he does to me?” she cooed from the back seat. “He was fucking me this morning again but I guess I didn’t get enough.”
“Why did you let me listen to so little?” I said.
“You’re lucky I gave you that.”
“I was dying.”
“You’ll have to make do.” We drove on. Finally she spoke again. “Maybe if you behave yourself I can let you watch.”
I adjusted the mirror so I could see her face. I swallowed hard.
“You could go on a trip out of town next weekend and let me bring my boyfriend home.”
“But then . . . “ I said stupidly.
“Not really out of town, dummy,” she said and she shook her head at me. “You can hide in my closet,” she said. She stared at my eyes as I drove. “Would you like that?”
I blinked and gripped the wheel tightly. I wanted to say anything else, but I couldn’t. “I would,” I said.
“How do I know I can trust you to stay in there and not make a noise?”
I searched my mind for an answer but she gave it to me.
“If you don’t give away our little secret, maybe it can happen again,” she smiled at me like someone with all the answers. “And again,” she added, making sure the idea was firmly planted in my head.
Where earlier I had watched from across the street out the hotel window, and then I had listened over our phones, now, peering out the crack in her closet door, I was watching and listening, watching ten feet in front of me, and listening in the same room with her and her boyfriend. She moved on him like she knew I was watching too, and she cried out all that much harder when he penetrated her, when he pounded himself into her, and when she rode him fast and hard, making him ejaculate into her.
She got up from out bed and peeled the sheet off while her boyfriend showered. She opened the closet door, startling me. She threw the soiled sheet at me and walked away. It was wet from both of them and I sniffed at it. She came back to the closet again and threw a fresh folded sheet at me before turning toward the bathroom and going inside the shower with him. I could hear them laugh and talk inside while I fitted a fresh sheet for them on our bed.
When he was finally gone, I crept downstairs and slumped in the kitchen. She was waiting for me there, having kissed him goodbye just a few minutes earlier.
“Did you like that?” she said, knowing full well I did. She didn’t wait for an answer. “He told me he knew you were in there watching.”
I gulped.
“But he didn’t mind,” she smiled like that was the good news. “In fact he was nicely surprised that you changed our sheets for us.” They must have fucked three more times during the course of the night. “He said he felt sorry for you camped out in my closet the whole time.”
“He did?” I could barely talk.
“He doesn’t think you have to stay in there. But he doesn’t want you just watching sitting in the bedroom,” she shook her head like it was the craziest notion. “He says you can watch from the closet if you like, and then, I don’t know, you can just go out, it’s okay, we know you’re in there. Maybe you can get us something to eat, or some wine, or whatever?” She shrugged.
“Like serve you?”
“If you like to keep watching,” she said. “I was thinking you could stay in the spare room downstairs.”
“You mean, when he comes over?”
She shrugged deeply and stared at the floor. “Yeah, when come’s over.” She paused. “Or stays over.”
“Like the weekend,” I said.
“The weekend,” she raised her shoulders. “The week. Whatever.”
“He’s going to stay?”
“He’s very busy!” she frowned. “He’s out of town so much, it really doesn’t make sense for him to have that expensive apartment downtown. He’s only home like ten or twelve nights a month.”
“You want to ask him to move in?”
“I kind of already did, honey.”
“But you didn’t ask me.”
She stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Be nice, now,” she cooed into my ear. “Just think what you’ll get to listen to, or even watch if you’re nice.”
“It’s too soon,” I tried to protest.
“You better get what you need for the downstairs bathroom, because he’s on his way over.”
“He’s moving in now?”
She couldn’t contain her excitement. She nodded rapidly and smiled hard. “Yes!” she squealed. “And I have to get ready for him!” She pushed me away and went to the stairs. “Might be a noisy night, okay?” she said. She flew upstairs without hearing my answer.
And that was just as well because I had no answer. I could hear them through the ceiling heating vent all night long. She phoned me at around 2 in the morning.
“Would you be sweet and change our sheet again? He made a real mess this time!” she giggled.
When I came into the master bedroom, I ran into the guy wearing one of our towels around himself.
“Hey buddy,” he said.
I tried to ignore him and just get the fresh sheet on as fast as I could.
“We’ll try not to keep you up too much tonight, alright?” he said.
I didn’t say anything.
“But you know Holly. She’s a screamer, am I right?”
I was going to say something. But Holly came out of the bathroom just then, also wearing a towel only. She walked up beside him and they put their arms around each other’s waist. She turned to him and raised herself to kiss him. “That’s all for now,” she nodded to me. His towel feel from his hips. And then so did hers, before I even got out of the bedroom. I closed the door hearing her giggle and kiss him.
When I got back down to my room, I could hear her laughing uproariously again, and then nothing, and then moaning, and finally her crying out rhythmically. I jerked myself off listening to my wife get her brains fucked out yet again and tried to sleep.




Blaire Does Them All

A voyeur cuckold first-time tale

Blaire chuckled deeply and with menace. She pushed Rafael’s wood against her face and nuzzled it and licked it like a playful kitten. She popped her sandstone painted lips around the top and twisted her head furiously around him like a seizure had gripped her body. She moaned, muffled, as though filling with rage at it.
Rafael pushed his fingers into her scalp and under her madly swishing tawny brown hair and jerked his hips up. She coughed and choked and came off him, her saliva strings joining them together, and she laughed, she cleared strands of hair and spit from her chin, and she paced like a stalking puma up his body.
She pushed her elbows onto his pillow to either side of his head, she spread her hair around their faces like a private tent, and she arched her back so her bare chest pushed into his. Below, she swiveled and hooked and rotated and curled her hips until she captured him with her enlarged, pulsating, and soused labia. 
“Baby want to go for a ride?” she cooed deeply to him, her lips nearly touching his with such quiet, still, and intense intimacy, he was unable to generate anything more than an exhaled moan to reply. She chuckled to herself, she touched his mouth, and she curled her spine slowly in, enveloping him with such heat and humidity, he released his hands from her back and splayed all his limbs under her, contorting his back till he nearly faced the headboard upside down. They was a tight fit in both dimensions. He pumped into her like a firehose and she moaned like a demon. They fell beside each other panting and wasted.
“I better get up there,” Blaire said lazily, casting a longing gaze out Rafael’s bedroom balcony door. “He’ll be home soon.”
“What if I tied you up, what if I locked you in here, I didn’t let you go back up.”
“I’d be your captive prey.”
“I’d feed you. I could keep you like a pet.”
“Ew. Do you fuck your pets too?”
“Go on then, before I change my mind and throw another one into you sideways.”
“Promise?” She nuzzled against his neck kissing and nibbling.
“Don’t start that.”
“Why,” she asked, reaching between his legs, cupping her palm over his balls. “Are you saying you could again, already?”
He only smiled and stretched and folded his arm under his head. “Get dressed,” he said to her. “Go.”
Blaire had just lowered herself onto the kitchen stool when the keys rattled against the condo front door. She cradled her mug of coffee in both hands and lifted it to her mouth like a holy elixir. Her eyes were on the corner of her window but her mind was on Rafael’s mouth, the way he smiled slightly and crookedly and made her want to crawl inside him.
“Hey Boo,” Del called coming through the kitchen. “Anything happen today?”
“I fucked the guy down in 407 again. Does that qualify as ‘something’?”
“Oh yeah,” Del replied, bending over into the fridge and closing it, having seen nothing. “And that went well for you?”
“He came pretty hard inside me. If you went down on me, you’d probably not only taste his semen, but you might even have some of it run down your chin.”
“That wouldn’t be very nice, would it,” he replied standing right in her line of vision as he slouched with his hands in his pockets in front of the big window.
“My pussy is still vibrating from him. We were still going at it just 20 minutes ago.”
“Well, as long as your done now, no harm no foul, right?” He turned, stepped up to her and placed an affectionate peck on her forehead. “I’m going to shower. Got to wash the perfume from my secretary off my neck.” He undid his shirt buttons as he crossed the floor. “And her lipstick off my cock.”
“Was she good?” Blaire called to his back as he left.
“She got good when I slapped her hard enough.”
Blaire sniggered. “Nice one,” she said to herself.
In bed later that evening, Del sat up against the headboard with pillows reading his tablet and Blaire slouched on her side with her back to him. “Bae?” she said.
“Mm?”
“Fuck me?”
“Kinda reading.”
She reached behind her and pulled the blankets off both of them. She looked at his pelvis and back up at him. He paid her no mind. She arched her back and extended her ass out to press against his leg, but he still gave her nothing. Finally, she carefully got on her four limbs, delicately lifted herself over him backward, and while slowly fitting her mouth down around the shaft of his cock, she lowered her hips till her pussy pressed against his face. With his nose in the crease of her ass, he finally moved his tablet aside.
“You could have asked,” he said to her, gripping her hips in both his hands and kissing then licking her slit.
She ground down on his rod deeper when she felt his tongue press between her labia. “Mm-hm,” she moaned in a muffled voice. She lifted off and stroked his hard cock against her cheek. “I did ask Boo.”
He slapped her ass hard and put a finger in her. “You asked me to fuck you, you didn’t say anything about sixty-nine.”
She stroked his cock and licked the underside of it. “Would that have made all the difference?” She engulfed his cock in her mouth again and forced herself to get it to the back of her throat.
When she finally came off, she coughed and caught her breath hoarsely. He said, “Might have if you said you were going to do that.”
She laughed and turned around. She knelt over his hips and contorted herself to reach behind her back and down to his crotch. She used her fingers to tickle and stroke him and then she lowered her hips and took him inside her pussy. She leaned forward to place her hands on his shoulders and she began to pump her hips down against his. “Oh fuck, baby,” she said above him with her eyes closed. “Don’t talk, I’m imagining you’re Nick Bateman right now.”
“Fuck Blaire,” he groaned beneath her. “Unless you can sound exactly like Jessica Biel, please shut up.”
Blaire panted on Del and moved on him like a corkscrew. “Do you actually think Jessica Biel,” she huffed hard, “would ever fuck Nick Bateman?” She lowered herself to him and wrapped her arms around and under his shoulders. “I mean, get real.” She pushed herself harder against him and buried her face into his neck.
Del’s breath grew short and ragged and she knew he was already on the verge. “Come on baby,” she bit and nibbled his ear. “Cum inside,” she whispered with her lips and breath inside his ear. Just as he went rigid and stopped breathing and rose up under her on only his heels and head, she grabbed onto him tightly and said, “I’m actually Angela Merkel.”
“Fuck!” Del shouted and he all at once spasmed like an electrocution victim and pushed Blaire with all his limbs pumping. “You fucking sick fuck!” he yelled. She dug in hard though and wouldn’t come off his body. She screamed and squealed and pushed hard down on him.
His cum shot inside her. She held his head and said in his ear, “Angela Merkel” again.
He pulled away from under her and down off the side of the bed and rolled on the floor like a fire victim trying to damp out the flames consuming him. He spit and cursed and got up and threw himself against the opposite wall gasping. “You are fucking terrible,” he shouted at her.
Blaire laughed and threw a pillow at him and flipped him the bird. She pushed a finger up through her pussy slit and brought her wet finger to her lips and sucked it inside her mouth. “Mm, baby,” she said in her best German accent. “You make a German Chancellor happy.”
“Fuck you,” Del said, peeling away from the wall and going to the bathroom for a drink of water.
When he came back and got into bed, she said, “Aw, poor Bae. Was that too much?”
“That was a particularly cruel one. But your timing was perfect. You got me good, Boo.”
The next day, a Saturday, they lounged in bed with their morning coffees. “What you got on today?” Del said to Blaire.
She pondered his question a while. “You know what I feel like?” He didn’t answer. “I feel like fucking a total stranger today. Just picking a guy out at a cafe — no, having you pick a guy out.” She sipped and thoughtfully smiled at the far wall. “Then you get lost for a while and I bring him up here and fuck him good and hard.”
“What am I supposed to be doing while you’re getting your filthy pus stuffed?”
“You can go jerk off against a tree for all I care.”
They picked a young, long-blonde-haired guy who looked like he worked out regularly. “He looks like he loves to do it doggy style,” Blaire said over the rim of her cup.
Del smiled. “Maybe he’ll fuck you so hard he hurts you.”
“A girl can dream,” she said. Del went back to his phone. “Okay, so, I’ll text when we’re done.” Del didn’t look up but he sniggered. “You ready for this? Don’t you dare come up till I tell you that you can.”
“Okay Boo,” he nodded. “Sure thing.”
“Actually,” she said, “give me your fob.” She curled her hand on the table staring over his shoulder at the guy. “I don’t want to worry about you coming up. I’ll let you in when I’m done.”
“Okay Boo,” he repeated. He handed over his key ring without looking up.
She stood up and went inside the cafe, to the counter. Del shook his head and chuckled to himself. A while later she came out with two cups. Del looked up startled when he heard her voice a couple tables over. Blaire was asking the guy something. “Hey, I ordered this coffee for my girlfriend who just had to ditch me. I didn’t want it to go to waste — and you looked like you would like another coffee.”
The guy looked up at her and was appropriately surprised to find such a cutey talking to him. “Sure!” he said to her. “Why don’t you sit down here since you’re all alone.”
“Don’t mind if I do,” Blaire smiled coyly at him. Del shook his head at the corniness of it all but he also frowned, not knowing how long the ruse was going to go. He angled his phone so he could watch proceedings while still appearing to be reading. Blaire was overdoing things, laughing, bending over, telling him he was “so funny!”
Then he watched her lean over and seemingly whisper something in the guy’s ear. They seemed to finish up their coffees in a hurry and then she stood up. Instead of returning to Del’s table, she seemed to wait for the guy. Del watched like someone seeing a slow motion car crash as Blaire walked right past his table with the guy beside her. He turned in his seat and watched them go — by the time they got just a few yards away, she even had reached down and was holding his hand. “What the actual fuck?” Del muttered.
He saw her point to their building up the block. He turned all the way around and kept watching as she laughed more, this time bending over and holding his arm for balance. At their building’s front door, she paused after opening it, and they kissed. Blaire shot a glance over her shoulder as she disappeared inside. Del was too stunned to say or do anything.
He sat down and sipped his coffee. Surely, he thought, she was just taking a joke a little further, she was going to reappear and have a rip-roaring laugh at him. He tried to go back to his reading but it was challenging, being so distracted. Perhaps, he theorized, she knew the guy really well from work and set this up beforehand, or at least, she whispered the set up in his ear. No, it must have been set up before because the guy was already acting like a stranger to her as soon as she appeared at his table. That was surely it, Del concluded.
Then he reflected on how they kissed at the building door. That took things a little too far with a colleague from work just to pull a prank on your husband. He stood up, charged halfway up the block, then stopped and felt his empty pockets. No fob. He went back to his seat at the table but by then the cleaner took away his stuff and another couple was already sitting down. He stopped halfway back and turned around again. “This is fucked,” he muttered. He went against the wall and texted his wife.
“Hey Boo, I got no fob, let me in, I lost our table.”
There was no reply. He tried to phone. It didn’t answer. He went around the block and came back and texted again. “Blaire, let me in, jigs up.” A rain cloud appeared and the sky darkened ominously. “Enough Boo,” he wrote. “You win, you got me.” There was no reply. The rain started to come down in earnest and he tried to hunch his shoulders up and stick to the wall but he got soaked. He went back into the cafe but there were no tables available. He went back outside and strolled up the sidewalk to another place.
Forty-five minutes passed between Blaire going inside their building and her text to him, finally. “When you buzz, I’ll open the door,” she wrote. Del shook his head and said “Fucking rights,” and made his way back to their building. Just as he buzzed, the door came open and the guy came strolling out looking, Del thought, pretty pleased with himself. Del shouldered-checked him as he passed through the door the other way.
“Hey buddy, easy,” the guy said.
“Get fucked,” Del said back to him.
“Whatever, bud!” he replied, and he flipped the bird to Del.
Del punched the elevator button and crossed his arms over his chest all the way up. He found the door to their condo open and he stormed inside.
“In here Bae,” Blaire called to him as though everything was wonderful and right with the world.
“Fucking hell, Blaire,” he said, peeling off his wet jacket and shoes. “You didn’t have to leave me out there for nearly a fucking hour!”
She was in her robe. “I lost track of time,” she giggled. “He turned out to be, um,” she paused.
Del stared at her with squinted eyes.
“Pretty big, actually.” She giggled. She bit her lip. “We kind of got carried away.”
“Okay, whatever,” Del shook his head with disgust. “As if,” he added, going in the bedroom. He came back out backward. “Why is the bed totally stripped?”
Blaire looked over her shoulder at him. “It got a bit messy,” she said with guilt in her voice. She undid her robe and, nude, carried it past him as she went to the bathroom. “And I definitely need a shower,” she giggled again. As she passed, he noticed what he thought looked a lot like a red-slapped ass.
When she came out, he was waiting for her in the kitchen. “Uh, Boo?”
“Mm?” she replied looking in the fridge.
“You didn’t really, like . . . “
She bit a celery stock staring at him naked and with innocence on her face. “Really what, Bae?”
He smiled down at the counter and looked back up. “You’re good,” he said. He nodded and rubbed the back of his neck and chuckled. She continued to stare. “How’d you get handprints on your ass like that?”
She twisted around and tried to see her own ass. “Oh my god!” she laughed. “I didn’t realize.” She bit her lip and shrugged. “He was a little rough with me.”
“Okay, lets drop it, Boo, this one is going too far, I’m kind of annoyed by it now.”
“Going too far?”
“I don’t understand. Where do you know him from?”
“The guy? I told you — I wanted a stranger today.”
He rolled his eyes and stared at the ceiling. “Okay, you got me. But if you knew him, wasn’t it going a bit too far to kiss him at the door like that?”
“I swear to you I didn’t know him. But Del, kissing him at our door? That’s the part that’s bugging you? Because, a little bit more, you know, happened . . . in there,” she tilted her head to the bedroom.
“Can we stop the joke now, it’s going too far.
“It’s not a joke.”
“You didn’t just fuck that guy.”
“I did just fuck that guy. I told you I was going to.”
Del went down the hall to the laundry closet and looked inside. “Aha,” he smiled, and he pulled out a bunched up sheet from the bed. He carried it to the kitchen. He stared at Blaire as he flicked it holding an edge to spread the sheet open. He kept his eyes on her eyes to prove his point — that the sheet was clean.
She looked at it and grimaced. “Yikes,” she laughed.
Del looked down at the sheet he was holding in front of his body. It was wet and stained all over the middle. He frowned at the stain and brought it up to his face. He sniffed it and he touched it, quickly wiping his finger off on a dry part of the sheet. “What the fuck, Claire!” he shouted. “That’s fucking cum!”
She widened her eyes and looked away, shrugging. “I told you,” she said with growing shyness. “We made a mess — it needs to be washed.”
He sniffed it again. “Fuck me! That’s really cum!”
“What did you think it was?” she said.
“Show me your ass.”
“No!” she stood with her back to the counter.
“Show me!” he insisted.
She turned around and shrugged.
“That’s a hand print, you can’t do that yourself.”
“I think I was telling you exactly that.” She went to the bedroom to put some clothes on and came back out in a pink hoody and black tights.
“Tell me the truth now, okay? Cause I’m getting pretty weirded out right now.”
She walked up to him and took his collar in her hands and yanked him close to her. Her eyes were focused on his eyes. “Bae,” she said. “Del,” she started again for more seriousness. “I fucked that guy in our bed. Like I told you I was going to. Like I always tell you when I’m going to do it.”
Del staggered back and brushed her hands away from his collar. He recoiled from her in horror. “What do you mean, like you always tell me?”
“Del, you’re scaring me.”
“You’re scaring me!” he shot back. “Did you really fuck that guy just now?”
She stretched her arms out and hunched her shoulders up and widened her eyes and shook her head. “Uh, yeah.”
“You brought that guy up here, you never saw him before, and you fucked him, in our bed?”
“Del, it’s not like you’re not used to this.”
“Used to it?” he cried out. “Used to it?” he shouted. “How many times have you done this?”
“I don’t know!”
“You don’t even know?”
“Del, I tell you every time.”
“You joked to me.”
“I was telling you.”
“We were joking!”
“Oh my god,” she said to herself. She covered her mouth with her palm. “Did you think . . . “
“Don’t fucking tell me that.” Del staggered backward into the other room. He held his hand up to her like she was a devil he was casting out. “Don’t you dare fucking tell me that!”
She looked at him sideways a moment with her mouth gaping. Finally she rolled her head and groaned loudly. “Fuck you, you got me!” She laughed. “You got me good that time!” She looked at Del and pointed her finger at him and shook her head. “Nice one!”
Only Del remained stricken with horror.
She stopped laughing and stared at him. “You’re not laughing.”
“Because I’m not joking.”
“I wasn’t joking either.”
“Are you telling me that every time you told me you had fucked a guy, the guy downstairs, the guy in the gym, the guy at work, the stranger today, the guys at the hotels when you have a trip, those were all, what? They were all what?”
“I wasn’t joking, Del,” she repeated.
“The guy downstairs?”
“Several times. I told you each time I was going down and every time when I came back. Babe, I told you straight up I was going down to fuck him.”
“We were joking, Blaire.”
She only shook her head.
“The guy today?” he said.
She shook her head again.
“Oh my god,” Del said. “I thought we were joking.”
“Why would I be all sore, Bae? Why would I be unable to walk sometimes?” She turned her ass to him and even though she was wearing tights, she pointed to it to refer to the hand print on her ass.
“I can’t believe you’ve really been fucking all these guys.” He collapsed on the couch and draped his arms uselessly between his legs, stunned and drained.
Blaire stepped gingerly over to him and slid down beside him. She put her arm around his back and her other hand on his thigh. “I’m sorry, Bae. I thought you knew. I thought you understood.”
He just silently shook his head in the manner of someone who lost his family in a fire.
“You seemed to be okay with it,” she said softly.
“I didn’t think you were actually doing it.”
“Where did you think I was going all the time?”
He shrugged. “I don’t know. Just out, whatever, doing whatever you do, just making a joke that you were going off to fuck Rafael or Josh or whoever.”
“Poor baby. I was actually going off to do what I said I was going to do.”
“Every time?”
She nodded. “I mean, I guess so — I was trying to be as open and honest with you as possible.”
“You asked me if you could like three years ago.”
“I did.”
“I said go ahead.”
She nodded. “You did.”
“I thought you were joking.”
She looked to the far corner of the floor. “I wasn’t.”
“That’s been like, what? Fifteen, twenty times?”
She looked sideways out the corner of her eyes and shrugged again. “Maybe fifty or so.”
“Fifty guys!?”
“No!” she cried out. “No! No!,” she repeated. “Not fifty guys!” She snorted and chuckled. “Hardly! Sheesh!” She chuckled again. “Fifty times . . . or so.” Her eyes darted as though she were trying to think. “But wike with maybe twenty guys, that’s all.”
“That’s all,” he nodded. “Jesus Murphy.” He hung his head. “You’ve had more guys in the last three years than I’ve had girls in my whole life.”
“Oh,” she grimaced. “I meant per year.”
“Per year.”
She nodded.
“So more like, what, sixty guys in the last three years?”
She shrugged. “Give or take.”
“What, more than that?”
She held her hand out level and slowly raised it like rising water.
“Seventy? Higher?”
She shrank and pulled her mouth down, but raised her hand higher.
“Fuck me, eighty?”
“Close?” she squeaked out.
“How many Blaire?”
She pursed her lips and breathed in deeply before saying, “Eighty two” in a tiny sheepish voice.
“Eighty two different guys or eighty two times you fucked a guy behind my back?”
“It wasn’t behind your back. But yeah, Eighty-two.”
“Times?”
She pursed her lips. “Guys.”
He puffed his cheeks and exhaled long and deeply. “So how many times then?”
She shrugged deeply.
“You don’t know?”
She bit the inside of her cheek. “A lot. I guess.”
“Eighty two guys in three years. That’s like what, a different guy every two weeks?”
“It’s more like almost four years,” she protested.
“That’s still about two different guys a month.”
She shrugged. “Not really, though, not all the time.” She rolled her eyes around the floor. “Sometimes I’d get carried away, but other times I’d sort of stay with a guy for a bit.” She brightened up. Like Raf downstairs!” she slapped his leg. “I’ve been going to see him for like six months!”
“You’ve been fucking Raf for six months? Didn’t he move in like just six months ago.”
“I guess so,” she shrugged. She inhaled and puffed her air back out. In a tiny voice, she added, “He’s very good.”
“Fuck Blaire! Is this the time for that?!”
“But I always told you that about him.”
“I didn’t know you were really fucking him!”
“I’m sorry. I thought you did. I told you every time, if not before, at least after.”
“With Rafael.”
“With every one of them,” she nodded to him in earnest. “Sometimes it was unexpected, so like, I couldn’t tell you beforehand cause things would just sort of happen, but I told you after every time at least.”
“This is so fucked,” Del said.
“Oh Bae,” she patted and rubbed his back where he hunched over his knees. “Are you going to be okay?”
“I don’t know, this is a lot to take in.”
“I know, I know,” she pursed her lips and shook her head in sympathy. “Should I cancel tonight and we just stay in and watch a show?”
“Cancel?”
She shrugged. “I told you last week, Saturday night, that guy . . . “
He looked at her and screwed up his face.
“The hockey guy. I told you about him. They’re playing in town. The same guy, the center? The hockey player? Los Angeles?”
“The guy you say you go off to fuck after he plays our team whenever they’re in town? The guy you wait for in his hotel room? The famous hockey player who texts you the room code?”
She nodded. “I can cancel it thought.”
“I thought you were just razzing me, that you were just teasing me, telling me you go and fuck that guy, he’s a superstar, everybody knows him.”
She smiled encouragingly at Del.
“That was real too?”
“He’s real too.”
“So how many guys are you currently fucking right now?”
She tsk’ed him. “You make me sound like a slut.”
“Well,” he gestured to her body and she crossed her arms and legs and looked away indignantly.
But she finally answered. “I don’t know, about ten depending on what you mean by ‘right now.’”
“I mean, if your phone pings with a text, how many different guys might it be who might fully expect to fuck you?”
“Okay, I don’t know, that’s a hard question.”
“Between now and next month on this date, how many different guys might you be with?”
“How should I know? It’s not all planned out you know!” She rolled her eyes like he was dim.
“Okay, how about this. Between today and a month ago this day, how many different guys have you fucked?”
“Are you including dates that don’t necessarily include fucking? Cause sometimes . . . “
“Just how many guys have you had sex with in the last thirty days?” he cut her off.
She counted on one hand with her fingers stretching out, staring at the ceiling. She got to her second hand. “Eight maybe.”
He nodded and exhaled deeply again. “And how many episodes?”
“Episodes? That’s a funny word for it.”
“How many, I don’t know, how many times have you had a cock shoved in you, pussy, mouth, hands?”
“Ass?”
“Fuck me, you fuck guys in your ass?”
“I guess so,” she shrugged.
“Jesus, I never knew you did that?!”
She nodded. “In the right circumstances, it can be pretty good,” she said in a quiet voice.
“Okay, Blaire, how many times have you had a cock in any of your holes?”
“Well,” she hesitated. “Like, the guy today, that’s one guy, and one day, but he like, in my mouth, in my ass, twice in my pussy.”
“He came in you four times!? Holy fuck.”
“No!,” she shook her head and laughed. “No, no!” She paused. “Three times. I thought you meant how many times I took a cock in me.”
“Did he cum in your ass?”
She nodded. She also scrunched her shoulders together and squealed a bit with her tongue pinched out between her smiling teeth. “It’s really tight, they say.”
“Okay, how about, how many dates have you had in the last thirty days?”
“Okay, that’s better, that’s easier to count.” She thought about it looking at the ceiling again. Finally she nodded at him like she had her answer.
“How many?”
“Twelve.”
“You’ve had twelves dates in the last thirty days that lead to sex of some kind.”
“True.” She nodded firmly.
“Twelve different days?”
“No, no,” she corrected him. “Like today, I had that guy, the stranger, and last night I was with Rafael, and tonight I’m going to be with the hockey player, so that’s like three dates in twenty-four hours.”
“You’ve decided you’re going out tonight?”
She leaned into his shoulder and squeezed her hands together between her knees. She pressed the side of her head against his. “Oh Del, he’s soooo, soooo good! He’s just a big huge ball of muscle. Mmmm!” she closed her eyes tight. “He probably makes me cum more than any other guy.”
“I can’t believe you right now,” Del pulled away from her.
“I’m sorry, Bae, I’ve always told you about him.”
“And I always thought you were just talking.”
“Where did you think I was going those nights?”
“Book club? Night class? Visit one of your girlfriends?”
“Oh Bae!” she petted his arm. “You knew I was sexually active when we met, right?”
“Blaire, this isn’t sexually active, this is something else.”
“But even when we were just dating, I told you who else I was fucking. I married you, though!”
“I always thought . . . “
“I should get going pretty soon,” she checked her phone.
“You’re going to go fuck the hockey player?”
She nodded. “Hey,” she wrapped her arm around his shoulder and tried to cheer him up. “You always liked me telling you . . . you always got pretty hard, if memory serves!” She popped her eyes open at him like a grandma giving a kid candy. “You always like to fuck me when I tell you how they were, don’t you?”
“Did you have their cum in your pussy when I was fucking you?”
“No!” she protested again with a sneer. “Not always.”
“When I go down on you and you’re like really wet, was that always just you or was it sometimes . . . “ he didn’t finish his sentence.
She shrugged. “Babe, sometimes you didn’t let me shower before you got all worked up and took me.”
“Holy fuck,” he shook his head again.
“I can tell you about it when I get home tonight?”
“About how he fucked you.”
“Yeah!” she said with encouragement. “You always like it especially when I tell you about him.”
“Cause he’s so powerful and selfish and throws you around and fucks you and stops to drink and eat and starts up again all over the hotel suite.”
“Anywhere and everywhere, against the window, in the shower, on the floor. He’s voracious. He’s an animal.”
“This the guy that made you fuck his two friends at the same time a couple months ago?”
“That’s him, the rascal,” she giggled.
“Where did they go?”
“Every hole,” she shrank with shyness.
“I mean, are they coming tonight too?”
“Oh! I don’t know. They might be. I don’t know.”
“So it could be, what, five guys in twenty-four hours.”
“Yeah,” she said, shaking her head. “Phew, crazy right?” She slapped his thighs. “But wait, six!”
“Six? Why six?”
“Think about it . . . “ she teased him.
“Babe, I’m not really in the mood for this.”
She leaned under his face and turned hers up. She kissed his lips. “You too! You can be number six.” She kissed him again gently. “That’s not bad, right?”
He sighed deeply. “Fuck. I guess not.”
“Oh goody!” she slapped his leg again. “Why don’t you and I go in the bedroom and you can help me pick out what to wear for him! And I’ll even let you watch me put on my make-up for him!” She nodded frantically. “Would you like that?”
He shook his head with exhausted resignation.
She stood up and grabbed both his hands. She groaned excessively like he was a heavy bag of potatoes. “Come on! Let’s get you up! I need you to think like a hockey player. It’ll be fun! You can think about what he sees when he comes into the hotel room!” She tugged him by the hand she dragged behind her as she skipped toward the bedroom. “We can start with what he doesn’t see until he starts to undress me!”
Del trudged behind her reluctantly. She dropped his hand and said, “You go in there and get some ideas,” she pushed him by the shoulder toward the big closet. “I’m going to freshen up in the shower. I’ll let you pick out what color for my eyes and cheeks and lips. And oh!” she stopped herself and squealed. “Ok, secret time,” she said.
He looked up at her from his hung face. “What is it?”
She leaned over to him and whispered in his ear with her hand cupped. “He likes me with a fresh Landing Strip.”
“The fuck does that mean?” he said.
“You get to shave me for him!” She tiptoed against him and kissed his forehead. Her breasts jiggled and her ass clenched. “He is the very best at going down on a girl,” she purred into his ear and nipped at him and giggled. “I can tell you what he does maybe later.” She turned and hopped happily into the bathroom. “Go find my outfit for tonight!” she called back out.
The water came on. Del felt lost. Finally he went to the closet and pulled the door aside. He took a deep breath and then pulled hangered items along the rod. He came to her bright pink hoody. He shook his head not believing he was doing what he was doing. He draped the hoody over his arm, though, and went through her t-shirts. He found a baby blue one with big pink pursed lips on their front. “Hot,” he said. He draped it over his arm.
He fingered her skirts and squinted. Then he spotted her faded, torn, and expensive jeans. He unfurled them and held them against the t-shirt and hoody and nodded. It looked good. He laid them carefully out on the bed, the t-shirt inside the opened hoody, both over the jeans on the bed like a person had evaporated. He went back into the closet and looked at the bed and the floor back and forth before choosing the thigh-high tall boots with the spike heels and steel hoops. He put them on the floor in front of where the jeans folded around the edge of the bed.
He was holding his chin in his hand nodding when Blaire came out of the bathroom in a towel. “Ohh!” she shrieked with excitement. “Nice!” She tilted her head sideways and looked at his choices together. She raised up and kissed his cheek. “That’s perfect! You did a good job!” She let her towel drop to the floor and grabbed his hand. She tugged him into the bathroom. “Come and shave me!” she said.
She guided him and he held a mirror for her to get a good look at his work. “He’s going to be closer even,” she said thoughtfully. She slid off the counter and kissed his mouth. “Thank you, Del,” she said. “It means a lot to me.” She kissed him again and put her lips against his ear. “It turns me on!” she whispered. She turned and leaned her hips into the rounded counter edge. “Come on, let’s do my face now.”
They played with and selected colors and she carefully did her eyes and cheeks and lips. She turned to him with a serious expression. “What do you think?”
He examined her. “Looks good.”
She sighed. “Good isn’t good enough. She closed her eyes and faced him closer. “Is this a face you just have to grab and fuck?”
He closed his eyes and answered. “Yes.”
She pursed her lips out and then opened her mouth. “Imagine I’m pushing my mouth over your cock.” She opened it again wide.
“He’s that big?”
She laughed. “Come on, be serious.” She opened her mouth and moved her head toward him and back. “Nice?”
“What am I supposed to be looking at?”
“The lipstick, dummy! Is that the right shade for getting sucked off? Although,” she corrected herself, “I don’t really get to suck him off, he’s so forceful.”
She had painted her lips in a very light, frosted pink champagne tone. She held her face close to his. He was intoxicated by her sky-blue eye shadow, her penny copper cheeks, her open, undulating lips. He pressed his lips to hers.
She recoiled and looked at him with horror. “Del! This is serious. It is not for you!” She turned away and stomped into the bedroom. “Now come here and help me figure out underwear.”
Black, they decided, should be the theme there — it would contrast nicely with the pink hoody and lips. “These?” she said, holding up the floral textured boy-briefs to her hips. “Or these?” She held the smooth satin hipsters with the scalloped edges to her bare pussy. He nodded at those. “Me too!” she agreed. She held the matching demi-cup bra to her bare chest. “Yeah?”
“Yes,” Del said.
She pulled the straps up her arms and turned for Del to hitch the clasps. She fell on the bed and held her legs straight out for him to fit the tiny panties over her toes and up to her hips. She pulled her t-shirt on and pulled on the hoody. He did the zipper up front half way.
“Nice,” she said thoughtfully.
She sat down and pulled the boots on. They reached up to her mid-thigh. She stood up and looked in the mirror. She laughed and stuck her tongue out. “Looks hot!” she said. She didn’t have any pants on. “Maybe I should greet him like this!”
She took the books off and laid flat on the bed to enable her to get into the ultra-tight jeans. “He sometimes wants to take me out clubbing a bit to show off his girlfriend,” she explained. She leapt up and fitted the boots over her jeans. She went back to the mirror and tilted her head sideways. Del joined her, studying her image in the mirror. She said low and thoughtfully, “Would you fuck that?”
He nodded.
“Fucking rights you would, that is hot!” She twisted to him and held his cheeks in her hands. She nearly kissed him on his lips. “I should go.”
Del felt drained.
“Baby?” She stopped at the doorway of the bedroom. “Nah, it’s asking too much,” she shook her head.
“What is it?” he asked her.
“No, it’s not right.”
“Ask,” he pressed her.
“Well, if you drove me? I don’t like driving at night.” She scrunched up her nose and shook her head. “See? It’s too much, I knew it.”
“Boo, you told me you’re fucking every second guy on the planet, you’re fucking a hockey player tonight you had me shave your pussy for and help you dress for, and now you think asking me to give you a ride is the part that is too much?”
She twisted on her feet held closely together and dangled her tiny purse behind her back and looked up from her face turned to the floor. “Does that mean you’re going to?”
“Fucking hell, let’s go,” he huffed.
“You’re a rockstar!” she cried out and she threw her arms around his neck and breathed in his ear. “Maybe if I’m not too worn out later, you can have a nice little hand job.”
“I’ll be in bed,” he said.
“But honey!” she pouted. “You said you’d pick me up when he’s done!”
“I’m supposed to go get you after you finish fucking the guy?”
“Thank you!” is all she said.
On the way, he said, “Phone me at some point so I know you’re okay.”
She turned to him. “You dirty man, you. You want to hear me fucking him, don’t you?”
“I just want to know if you’re okay.”
“You want to listen to it, admit it!” she squealed. She reached over and pressed his crotch. “Yo want to masturbate listening to me get fucked don’t you.” She laughed at him.
He smirked slightly.
Blaire gasped and covered her mouth. “You already did!”
“Did what?”
“You masturbated thinking about me fucking other guys!” She laughed and squealed.
“Blaire, I only found out today that you fuck other guys.”
She bit her bottom lip and glared at him out the corner of her eyes. “I call bullshit! I can tell! You’ve jerked off watching me!”
“How could I do that?”
“See? I knew it!” She gasped again. “Was it one of the times on our couch?”
“You fucked a guy on our couch?”
She retracted her chin. “Um. You mean this month?”
“How many guys have you fucked on our couch?”
“You should know! You probably watch me from the closet.” She gasped again. “You have a camera!”
“This isn’t about me, this is about how many guys have you fucked on our couch.”
“How should I know?”
“Ten?”
“I don’t know, it’s not like I count that.”
“Twenty?”
“I love fucking on the couch, babe.” She watched the buildings go past out her window. “So have you hidden in the closet?”
“No.”
“Did you install a camera?”
“No.”
“I don’t believe you.”
“I don’t care.”
“Anyway, if you like, I can phone you and let you listen if you want to.”
They drove on in silence for thirty blocks. Finally, he said, “You’d do that?”
She squealed. “I knew it!” she shouted. “No Bae, I’m not going to let you listen, don’t be silly. It wouldn’t be fair to him, would it.”
“Wait a second, I’m your husband and you’ve been fucking guys left right and center, and yet you think letting me listen to you fuck a guy is unfair to him?”
“I told you I was fucking them.”
“I didn’t know you were telling me, I thought you were kidding.”
“I can’t help that,” she shrugged. “Anyway, you might not be ready for it.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It means you might hear things you aren’t ready for.”
“Such as?”
She looked down. “He gets rough with me, I told you.”
“Does he hurt you?”
She laughed. “No! Not that kind of rough, I mean rough-rough.” She paused. “He makes me get pretty noisy.”
“You mean like screams?”
She laughed again and ducked her face. “You’re embarrassing me!”
“Well what kind of noise?”
“Stop!” she cried out and hid her face.
“Tell me.”
She bit her lip and rolled her eyes. “He makes me cum kind of hard.”
“He makes you cum?”
She inhaled and blew air out her mouth. “A lot!” she bugged her eyes out at him. “He makes me cum really loudly.”
“Like how loud?”
She laughed and squealed and kicked her legs. “You’re embarrassing me!” she repeated.
“How loud?”
“Like, loud enough for hotel security to knock on his door and tell him.”
“Jesus, Blaire.”
“I know, right?” She puffed air again. “He’s really big too, but it’s the way he goes down on me that makes me cum so hard. I don’t know what it is — his timing, or how he hums on me, it’s crazy.”
“I can’t believe I’m hearing this.”
“Now Rafael — he’s a guy who makes me cum hard on his cock.”
Del looked out his own window and looked back. “The guy downstairs.”
“Uh-huh. And he’s pretty handy for a needy girl, being just downstairs.”
Del looked over his extended steering wheel at her.
“Oh Bae, I’m sorry!” She petted his lap. “You make me cum sometimes too, you know that.”
He pulled into the driveway of the hotel. “Okay, I may or may not phone you, you’ll have to wait and see. But maybe not start with this one — you probably never heard me like that.”
“Probably?”
“You have never heard me like the way he does me.”
“Fuck me,” he said.
“Okay, I’ll text or phone when he’s done.”
“When you’re done?”
“That’s what I said.” She opened the door and stepped around the car over to Del’s window. She bent over and leaned her face into his car. “Hey, Bae,” she said to him, lifting his chin and touching his lips with her lips. “You’re a good man, you know that?”
“I guess so,” he said.
“If you don’t do yourself thinking about me riding him tonight, maybe I’ll help you later. Would you like that?”
“Do I have a choice?”
“No!” she laughed. “Silly. Now wish me luck. Remember, I’m all dressed up by you for this one. This is as much you fucking him as me!” She turned and strode away from the car and into the front door of the hotel and away.
He gave it ten minutes. Then he texted her. “Okay, good one Boo, such a good actor! You can come out now.”
He sat in the driveway for twenty minutes texting her with no replies.
A big bus pulled up and an entire hockey team of players filed off and into the hotel. He recognized the centre. He was laughing and wrapping his arms around two friends from the team as they receded through the doors and away into the hotel.
“Bae?” Del texted. “Bae!?”




Cooking Class for Cheaters

A voyeur cuckold first-time hotwife tale

Joanne took the opportunity offered by a hearty round of belly laughs all around the table to skim her gaze across the rim of her wine glass that she held to her eye like a detective’s lens. She covertly surveilled Logan, the only dinner party attendee (four couples otherwise) without a spouse. She sensed her husband Sonny turning to her to share the hilarious moment, but she gave attention back to him only with distraction: her mind was still ensnared by Logan. He’d met her gaze just as Sonny’s breath grazed her ring hand and not only was she busted, but like someone who touched a wire she wasn’t supposed to, she could not pull her eyes away.
“Logan,” suddenly interjected the host, Joanne’s colleague at the radio station, Kim. “Tell everyone how you and I met.”
He deferred. “Oh no, it’s just an ordinary story.” He glanced again at Joanne even with the whole table’s eyes on his, and it infuriated Joanne. She turned her head completely sideways to him and drew her tongue slowly around the whole of her bottom lip as though struck by incredulity. But she also couldn’t stop the crack of a grin — she could feel his eyes roaming around her face and neck and chest like he couldn’t care less.
“It’s not!” the woman pressed him. She crossed her legs and swung her dangling foot toward him under the table like an agitated cat with its flicking tail. Her husband slid his eyes slyly from corner to corner, from his wild- and wide-eyed wife to lolling Logan and back again, as though suspecting something unspoken or something secret recalled between his spouse and the lone man at the dinner party.
“Tell it, please!” Joanne smiled coyly at him.
“It’s embarrassing,” he demurred.
Joanne leaned forward projecting her neck and resting her chin on her curled fist propped on her elbow on the table almost half way across to him. “You’re among friends,” she purred as though they were completely alone. She meant to pin him. The moment was intimate enough to make the host’s husband clear his throat and pop his eyebrows up, looking away.
“Okay,” he relented.
Joanne rubbed her husband’s leg up and down under the table so firmly, and absently, he stilled her hand by gripping her wrist, snapping her out of her reverie and reminding her who she was. She turned to him and smiled crookedly and puffed air out her nose. So what if she was excited? Doesn’t mean anything will happen. Still, she slowly and tightly scrunched her fist in the fabric of his pants as Logan talked.
“Kim showed up at a restaurant I was doing a project at,” Logan started.
“Not ‘a’ restaurant, ‘the’restaurant,” Kim, the host, corrected him.
“She had her microphone plugged into her cell and just started asking me things.”
Kim smiled with animation. “Not quite! I was meant to interview the head of the kitchen who said he’d meet me at the front door. And that’s where Logan here was.”
“Only I didn’t know anything about it — I was there setting up a class, the manager was late.”
Kim scanned around the table. “And this guy, who’s been there all of a week, handles every detailed question I had for him. I mean, this guy knew his stuff — and he was so much more talkative and forthcoming than I was warned about!” She laughed. “Best interview with a restaurateur I ever had. Except he wasn’t a restauranteur at all!”
“I just thought she wanted to know things, and I knew some things.”
Everybody laughed, of course. He was always charming like that, thought Joanne. Taking what he wants in life like it was some kind of smorgasbord.
“The guy I was supposed to interview finally came out, apologized for being late, and when I explained that Logan here had given me everything I needed, he was relieved! He hated doing interviews!”
The hosts husband rose and carried things out to the kitchen. Joanne helped from her end of the table, gathering up plates. When she disappeared into the kitchen and everybody else was rising to move along into the other room, Logan, his eyes like a hawk’s, checked slyly over his shoulder and slipped through the door behind her.
She placed dishes into the sink and paused a moment before turning around, but it was long enough for Logan to step behind her so that when she turned around, she was face to face with him. She stared a moment directly at his mouth and placed her palms behind her on the edge of the counter like someone about to pull themselves up onto it. He wasted no time wrapping his hands around her tight waist and leaning in. When they kissed, her face rose to his the way a cat arches into a pet. When he pulled off her lips, she darted her hands to his elbows and tapped the way a cat grasps at your retreating petting hand with its soft paws, and extended claws.
Logan’s hands slid up her ribs and over her breasts. She placed her hands behind herself again onto the counter. “You’re a pretty confident guy, aren’t you,” she said to him, still staring as though his lips were the most compelling thing about him. He was gentle with her. He brought his thumbs lightly over her nipples that had extended from his kiss.
“Am I assuming things?” he said.
“You’re definitely assuming things.” He kissed her again, and again she rolled her head back and closed her eyes, yearningly.
“Incorrectly assuming things?” he intoned, now squeezing her breasts harder.
Her husband’s voice was suddenly near the swinging door and Joanne quickly spun back to the sink. Logan opened the fridge to make as though he were just closing it, having placed a phantom leftover in it with an empty hand.
“There you are,” Sonny said. He turned while leaning against the door holding it open and extending his hand blindly behind him for Joanne to catch up. He carried on with his conversation the other way as Joanne brushed past Logan more closely than she needed to. With one hand extending to catch her husband’s, her other hand hung far back behind her. She brushed her fingers over Logan’s pants and squeezed his crotch a moment in passing. She also twisted her hand behind her back as she was pulled along by her husband, and flipped a secret bird to Logan.
“He teaches a cooking class at the restaurant,” Kim said to everyone. “Saturdays before they get ready for the dinner sitting.”
Joanne and Sonny came in and Logan followed behind.
“You’re all welcome, of course,” Logan said to everyone. “Just drop by. Come in for free, and if you like it,” he smiled without finishing his sentence. Joanne looked down and felt herself blush, which embarrassed her. Logan was looking right at her, obviously inviting her especially.
“If we like it, we pay!” Kim finished his sentence. Everyone laughed.
“It’s a token amount just to cover the cost, the food, the clean-up.”
On the way home, Joanne started and stopped speaking several times until Sonny, exasperated, laughed and said, “What?”
She laughed back in a thoughtful manner. “Was just thinking. Maybe.”
“About the cooking class.”
“About the cooking class. Might be fun.” She looked over at Sonny with far more eagerness in her face than a cooking class ought to incur.
“He seems like a really worldly guy,” Sonny remarked.
She looked out the window at the distant lights streaking by the rain-drop beaded window. “I don’t know, I didn’t notice,” she said.
“You liked him a bit,” Sonny glanced over at her.
“No I didn’t!” she retorted, and immediately regretted it. She was too fast and too sharp in her reply. “I detest men like that — think they can do anything without asking, upsetting everything around them.”
“I don’t blame you if you did. He’s charming as a snake.”
“Yeah,” she nodded. “An apt metaphor,” she murmured.
“What’s that?”
“Nothing.” She curled her shoulders and pulled at her bra between her breasts, not realizing it still sat unevenly from his squeezes.
She slowly strolled passed the windows of the restaurant four days later on Saturday afternoon. She turned around and passed them again. On the third pass, he flung the door open from inside and stopped her.
“Can see you, you know,” he looked up and down the sidewalk like he was checking the coast was clear for her and held the door open invitingly, the way all temptations are offered. 
“Oh is this the place?” She smirked. She ducked under his arm and slipped inside. “I’m early aren’t I,” she darted her gaze around the empty restaurant.
“No,” he said, and he lead her on a weaving pass through the tables and held open the double swinging doors into the kitchen. “You’re on this side today.”
“Of course,” she bit her lip and passed under his arm a second time, again passing her body closer than necessary to his, this time brushing against him slowly all the way. Several other people were already in the kitchen. She straightened up and cleared her throat and bugged her eyes out at the corner of the floor.
It was, as she suspected it would be, inspiring, witty, and almost too much fun. When it ended, she made herself busy first with helping to clean, until the staff begged her not to, then with tying her shoe, and then using the bathroom. Finally all the other students were finished talking with him, and she came out to the main room to find him alone by the maître d’s table.
“So how was your first class?” he looked up smiling.
“It was more entertaining than I was expecting.”
“Did you learn, though?”
“I learned things about you,” she looked down and away with a coy smile. She knew it was corny but it felt like someone else talking through her.
“If you’re not in a rush to get back home, we can go down to the waterfront and walk along the seawall a bit, look for the fisher boats coming in.”
“What makes you think I’d like that?” she said, already looking at her phone and texting Sonny.
“I don’t assume anything with you.”
“Is that why you’re still single? You don’t get involved with people enough to assume things with them?”
They stepped outside together. “What did you learn about me?”
“You’re like your women hard to get.” She walked against him, her shoulder in his chest, her leg brushing his with each stride. She crossed her arms over her chest and ran her fingertips lightly in circles around her shoulders exposed in her black cold shoulder blouson.
“How did you guess that?” he smiled. He placed more than wrapped his hand around her waist on the crowded sidewalk they weaved up together in matching strides. She didn’t push it off.
“You’re bold, aren’t you,” she said. “How do you know my husband isn’t waiting in a car up here? Or someone we know isn’t walking by?”
“I do like the hunt,” he stared hard in the distance in front.
“You kept making sexual references to your ingredients and dishes, about how they’re always trying to get away from us. That’s how I guessed you like your women too.”
“I know that if someone were around you might know, like your husband for instance, you wouldn’t agree to go for a walk with me.”
“Are you hunting me right now?”
“I don’t know if I knew that, that I talk about ingredients in a sexual predation sort of way.”
“I don’t know if anyone I know is out and about this side of town. You could be in big trouble.”
“If I was hunting you, I’d turn you up this alley right here and kiss you against that brick wall like this was Paris and it was 1960 or something.”
“You do talk about food that in that sexual way, it’s disgusting, it’s embarrassing.” She scanned up the alley with more than passing interest.
He bumped his hips against hers and edged her into the alley. “I’ve been in lots of trouble before. It’s overrated.”
“Mm,” she smiled. She glanced over her shoulder but she went with him up the alley and placed herself against the wall to face him. “So you got me here now, what are you going to do with me?”
“Sexuality isn’t always disgusting, is it?
“Why am I not surprised that trouble finds you everywhere you go?”
“I think I have to kiss you now, that’s what I’m going to do with you. It’s the whole reason I enticed you to come to the class today. Not polite to leave a lady hanging.”
“It’s disgusting if it’s not done right,” she nearly purred, surprising herself.
“I get lead into trouble by ladies like you.” He pressed himself against her and tousled his fingers in her hair.
She exhaled and tugged at his waist with both her hands, pulling his pelvis against hers. “You better not leave me hanging,” she spoke in a low, gravelly tone.
“Agreed,” he said. “Was I doing it right with the food today do you think?”
“You’ve been leading me astray since you first walked into my friend’s house for dinner this week.”
They kissed, he to her no less than her to him. She tapped her leg and moaned and tugged at his ass and grinded her hips against his. She whispered in the tiny space between them, “You were doing it very right.”
“A sort of a dance then,” he said to her. He checked over his shoulder and then slipped his hand up her top and under her bra to take her bare breast in his hand.
“Why do you always do exactly what you know you should not do?” She breathed hard and glowered up and down the alley like an animal come across a meal, and she clutched at his groin and squeezed. She jutted her jaw and growled. His cock felt big even being only half hard.
“I found out in kindergarten nothing happens if you actually do color outside the lines.” He pressed his open lips against hers and probed her mouth and lips with his tongue. She chased his tongue with hers.
“The teachers told your parents you were a bad boy all the time, didn’t they.” She was having trouble catching her breath.
“And they said it with a glint in their eye,” he smiled against her mouth.
She smiled too. He was delicious. He was exciting. He made her think fast and hard. She pressed him off and fluffed her hair. “Okay,” she announced. “That was fun. And now we return to our regularly scheduled programming.”
He stood back from her and considered her with a tilted, quarter-turned face. “You’re a lot of fun, Jo,” he smiled with conspiracy.
“Don’t know if Sonny would agree,” she raised her eyebrows and walked, again, too close by him as she passed.
“What Sonny doesn’t know . . . “ Logan hummed like a tuned high performance motor.
“How do you know he doesn’t know exactly where I am and with who right now?” They re-entered the sidewalk.
“Show me your phone,” he challenged her.
She held it up to his face and bent over half way laughing for a brief moment. “Dropping into a couple shops downtown, home a bit later,” she had texted him. “You’re not the only one who gets to be bad you know.”
“Will I see you next week at the class?” He stopped walking at the door.
“Maybe, maybe not. You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you.” She walked on toward her car. But after a few steps, she turned, she flipped him another bird, but she also she blew him a kiss.
When she was in her car, she texted him. “Of course I’ll see you Saturday.”
“How did you get my number?” he wrote back.
“Kim, silly,” she wrote back. “Who do you think insisted she invite you?”
“Resourceful girl,” he texted her.
“Maybe a drive next time, a walk has tuckered me out,” she wrote.
At home, she thought again.
“How was the class?” Sonny came in from the deck.
“Meh,” she said, lifting his chin with her upturned fingers and placing a cursory peck on his lips. “Maybe not worth the money, or the time, it was for beginners more.”
“What did Kim make of it?”
“Kim?”
“Oh,” he stopped. “I just assumed you and Kim went together, after you were talking about it last week”
“Oh!” she searched the ground. “No. No, Kim didn’t make it.”
“You went by yourself?”
“Yeah,” she said, checking the fridge for nothing, closing it and opening cupboards before she decided she was searching for a glass, and lifting it before deciding to fill it with water.
“Okay,” he nodded. A few moments passed. “You find something at the shop?”
“Nah,” she shrugged.
“Which shop again?”
“A few of them.”
He nodded thoughtfully. “Think you might go back next week?”
“No!” she responded too sharply and quickly. She fled the kitchen and went upstairs.
Sonny watched her back recede like he were deciphering tea leaves. “Crazy woman,” he said.
“I heard that!” she shouted from halfway up the stairs.
The next Saturday, Sonny stepped into their bedroom and finally found his Joanne in the en suite. He nudged the door open but she kicked it back closed on him. “What are you doing!” she shrieked.
“Just looking for you, hon,” he said through the door rubbing one foot over the other. From the split second her saw her, she was dressed in her fil coupe triangle bra and jersey briefs, kale green. He only knew the name of them because they were so expensive when they bought them for a holiday that never materialized. She’d been leaning over the counter closely into the mirror putting lipstick on.  He didn’t want to say anything about the underwear.
She finally came out with her robe tightly around her. He tried not to draw attention to her makeup either, but she was done up as though for a wedding or a night club. Her eyes were shadowed in gun-blue, her cheeks were copper, and her lips were matte desert sand. Her hair was freshly layered in waves. She looked vivacious. She darted straight into her closet, unaware he was still in the bedroom. “You’re creeping me out, Sonny,” she said from inside.
“You’re off somewhere?” he said.
“Don’t know yet,” she called back.
“Just playing around with make-up?” he tried.
“Just playing around with make-up,” she agreed. She came out wearing an off-one-shoulder tight fire-brick red top and her grey and black plaid D & G skirt. She had on her tall peep-toe sandal pumps. “What?” she snorted defensively and bit her lip and looked down to hide her blush. The skirt was short and was made to look even shorter by the tall shoes.
“You are heading out,” Sonny concluded.
“Thought I’d give that silly cooking class another try maybe.”
“With Logan,” Sonny stated.
“Oh yeah, that’s his name, I forgot. The guy from the dinner party couple weeks ago. Logan, right?” She ducked out of the bedroom and made for the stairs.
“Oh that guy,” Sonny said to her receding back.
“I might be home a little bit later too, I was thinking of going back to one of those shops.”
“A little heavy duty for an afternoon cooking class, don’t you think honey?”
She stopped half way down the stairs with her hand on the railing and wisps of caramel blonde hair over her face. She looked stunning. “It’s downtown, Sonny. I know you don’t get out much, but really now.” She continued on her way toward the front door. “A girl likes to dress up now and then, doesn’t have to be a reason does there?”
“Have a great time, honey,” he called to her ignoring her comment.
She looked back through the door and gave him a tiny finger wave. Her eyes sloped sympathetically and her lips curled between her teeth guiltily. She paused and considered him a few moments. “I will,” she said softly to him. “I’ll text when I’m on my way home.”
“Good,” he said.
“Might be a while though,” she added. “You know me and shopping.” She glanced at him through the corners of her eyes unsure if he was buying any of it.
He nodded silently as she gently snapped shut the door behind her and made her getaway.
In her car in the downtown parking spot, she breathed out deeply to steady her nerves and checked her face in the mirror. She puckered her lips and liked how that looked. She clicked quickly over the pavement feeling exposed and stared at and rolled her head back on her neck to steel her confidence and inhaled as she breezed into the restaurant. Logan wasn’t there to greet her. She poked through into the back. He had started class already and barely acknowledging her. She tried to pass against him at one point when they were sampling his dish, but he didn’t react at all. He barely looked at her. Before she knew it, class was over.
She bolted for the kitchen door but her sleeve was tugged. She looked up. He was checking a list on a clipboard and glancing surreptitiously around at the last remaining stragglers. She turned to see the last ones leave the front door. He tugged her again and she turned toward him. He plunged his fingers through her hair and stepped up against her, fully body against body. “Holy fuck you’re hot,” he said to her, and he kissed her on her lips fully and completely. She let him.
She stepped back and spread her arms. “You like?”
He stepped toward her but she turned away. “Not here, workers here. Why don’t we get in my car and go out to the university.” She knew beautiful scenic spot that would be very quiet and private on a Saturday.
“You have a plan,” he said.
“Shut up,” she smiled dangerously at him.
“Give me a minute to tidy up, where you parked?”
“The lot just down the block on the left. I’ll honk when I see you.”
He stood in the driveway scanning in the sunshine. She watched him a full minute from the anonymity of her front seat. He wore a tan linen jacket and beautiful jeans and even better shoes. His thatch of unkempt hair and stubble beard made him look like a damned model. He stopped searching and instead grinned crookedly. He knew she was taking the opportunity to check him out and to make him sweat. He let her. She finally tapped her car horn and he laughed and strolled in no great rush to her passenger door and dropped in beside her.
She rubbed her palm over the head of her stick shift and found reverse. Glancing at him as she turned to check behind, she said, “Scared you?”
He sank into the corner of his seat and covered his eyes as though shading them from sun. He grinned at her. “You do a little bit, yes.”
She grinned too. “That’s good. Makes two of us,” she said to him with seriousness on her face, and she sped off into the street before finally directed her attention away from his body and clothes and out the front window. She dropped her right hand onto his thigh. Then she drifted it up to cover his crotch. “You miss me?” She didn’t look away from the car in front, but she massaged him there with slow, tight squeezes.
“I really like that skirt,” he said casually.
She pshawed and looked over at him doubtfully with her head back on her extended neck. “Like the skirt is what you’re after.”
“You put on your special underwear for me today, didn’t you,” he said.
She drove on not responding. Finally, she exhaled at her own window with her mouth open and offset with a wry smile. She shook her head. “What would you know about that?” She turned to him.
“I put mine on,” he said.
She laughed hard at that. Then she lifted the edge of her skirt. “Eres. From France.” She giggled and pulled the edge of her skirt down again.
“Show me again.”
“No.”
“Drive with your skirt up.”
She squealed. “No!” He said nothing. She finally said, “You’re serious aren’t you.”
“Show me,” he whispered.
She checked her rearview mirror and looked out her side window. “Why are you so hard to deal with?” She wiggled side to side and switched hands on her steering wheel and yanked her skirt up till it sat around her waist and her legs were exposed to her abdomen. She stared straight ahead. “Satisfied?” she challenged him.
“Not yet,” he said.
She guffawed and tugged her skirt edge down. He restrained her wrist and pulled her hand away. “You’re a bad man,” she whispered.
He placed his hand on her thigh and she instinctively spread her legs apart a tiny bit. “Why don’t you just wait a little, we’ll have all the fun we  want in a minute,” she spoke quiet and pleadingly.
“I want to taste you now though,” he said. He touched the front of her panties.
“Oh god,” she said.
He pressed with his fingers. “They look incredible on you,” he said. “Very exquisite taste.”
“I thought so too,” she nodded.
“Does Sonny like them on you?”
“Why are you bringing him into this?”
“Does he?”
She drove a few moments in silence. “He hasn’t seem me in them.”
“Oh, a secret.”
“No,” she corrected him.
“I’m confused.”
“He bought them for me — I picked them, he’s not informed like that.” She paused. “The way you are.”
She turned into the distant parking area she knew about and was relieved that it was completely empty of other cars. She pulled into spot that looked through bushes down toward the ocean. She put the car in park but didn’t yet turn the motor off. “We were saving them for a special night, on a holiday.”
“The holiday was cancelled.”
“It was bumped.”
“Does he know you are wearing them now?”
She twisted the keys and turned the motor off. “I don’t think so.”
“Think?” He slid his fingers under the waist of them.
She sighed and leaned her head back and turned toward him. “He burst into the bathroom when I was getting ready.” She licked her lips and reached over to hold, but not remove, his wrist where it undulated in her lap as he began to touch her under her panties. “Getting ready for you,” she whispered.
“You’re a bad girl,” he said, entering her slightly.
She sucked air through her teeth and shut her eyes. “I think I told you that.” She was embarrassed by how wet she was already. She looked at him through half-lidded eyes and rolled her tongue loosely around her mouth. Her lips parted and her hand, trembling, reached for his lap. “You know what you’re doing don’t you,” she stated.
“Do you like this?” he said deep and quietly.
“What do you think,” she grumbled and rolled her eyes. She opened his jeans and fumbled and scrambled to withdraw his cock. She felt it bare, hot and foreign in her hand and looked down at it in her delicate fingers. “Fuck,” she said as much to herself as out loud. He pushed his finger into her and she groaned, sank back in her seat and spread her legs wide. She gripped his cock hard and she rubbed her thumb over the head.
She’d never been that kind of girl — the kind with a boy’s finger in her pussy in a car at the back of a parking lot in the middle of the day. But her ability to reflect on what she was doing with a near stranger while her husband thought she was shopping was slipping in and out of her consciousness no matter how hard she tried to grip it. Displacing her ability to think was her body, flooding with opium and draining of resistance. She took one last look through one open eye and, fading out, she pulled the lever and sent her seat all the way back. Hot, she mustered the strength to reach over her body and fling her top off and into the back seat behind her head. She also — just to make the fantasy-come-to-life complete — twiddled her finger in the hair on the back of his head, and not immediately getting the message, she pushed him and spread her legs, one foot over the console onto his side, the other foot crammed into the corner of the dashboard and her side window. His tongue found its way and she shuddered. “Fuck,” she whispered hoarsely. She tore at his hair with both hands between her legs. He didn’t slip her panties off. He just greedily pushed them aside.
She bent over his lap, after, more as quid pro quo obligation, or at least, that was how it started. But he fascinated her (and not for the first time). He didn’t rush her, he didn’t control her. He released his seat’s lever and fell back too — in a more controlled manner than she did, true. It was the way he was fully into enjoying what she could do to him that made her want to do to him things she hadn’t done before. She eased his penis out and glanced up from below his abdomen. He had already closed his eyes, he had already gripped the sides of the seat, he was already expecting fireworks.
She had licked cocks, she had taken the heads inside her mouth, she had stroked them against her face, and made them cum on their own stomachs. She’d read about shoving cocks all the way down her mouth, how girls had practiced to train their throats not to contract and gag. It would feel like choking, she thought, it was unnatural and she thought it could risk lockjaw, or scraping the man’s cock with her teeth. But holding it in her hand, licking it, pressing it against her lips and cheek, and checking on him to see he was in no rush, not demanding, expecting but not expecting, it had never felt safer to try new things than now.
She opened wide and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. He tussled his fingers in her hair. She went down and tried to relax as his cock fully stuffed her mouth and forced her jaw wider open. She felt it even poke at the back of her neck before she’d met his pubis with her lips. But when she slowly, carefully, lifted all the way back off him, amazed at how much cock she had gotten into her mouth, she realized it wasn’t so bad. In fact, it felt good in that bad way. Before long, she was fully fucking him with her mouth, pounding her face into his abdomen, her hair jerking in waves over his body, moaning and crying on him and rotating her head around his cock in time with how her hips rotated around his fingers deep inside her, where he reached over and grabbed.
She could tell he was losing his rhythm and his breathing was catching. She knew he was getting close. She would never take that in her mouth too, would she? She reached under his ass and gripped him hard. She bobbed on his cock like a machine. Even when his whole body rose out of his seat, even when he grimaced and groaned and his whole body went rigid, still she only drove down onto him harder. “Never,” she thought, as his cum gushed from his cock and filled her mouth so much it shot from the corners of her lips and she came off him to laugh but realized he was still in the midst of it, and rather than aim it away, she plunged her cum-soaked lips and chin back down over him and took more of his spurts at the back of her throat.
She dressed again in the close, constricting confines of the car and when she twisted the keys and started the motor again, she leaned over and gently kissed the mound in his pants that hid again his cock. “We will never mention this,” she said to him sternly. He stifled a chuckle and she popped her eyes at him sternly. He turned away and laughed again. “What?” she said.
“It’s just, you have a bit of me still on your chin.”
She looked in the rearview mirror and wiped her chin with the back of her hand. She snorted and tried to hide, looking out the side window. As she found the forward gear, she rolled out of the parking lot but then broke down in uncontrolled giggles and they both laughed so hard she had to stop driving.
Back in the parking lot near the restaurant, she put it in park and turned to him. “This was fun. It was good for me. Thank you.”
“See you next week?” he asked.
“No, Logan. This was never going to be that. It can’t go on. But hey, it was fun, right?”
“It was that,” he said.
She closed her eyes still facing him and he let her dangle there until she opened her eyes and he laughed and she slapped him and said, “Come on, give me a sweet parting kiss.” And he did, slow, gentle, and soft. She sighed and moaned. “You are good, aren’t you.”
He snickered and climbed out of her car.
She came in the front door and closed it with her back and leaned against it, dropping her bag at her feet. Sonny poked his head into the hallway. “Nice time?”
“Not sure,” she said. She looked up at him through hair still tossed by Logan, still messed from twisting and contorting in his lap.
“I’m sure it was worth it,” he said.
“Was it?” She hung her head and slouched toward the kitchen.
“You had to explore it, you had questions.”
“But to go through with it, to act it out. I don’t think so.”
“But maybe it’s out of your system now.”
“You’re very understanding.”
“I support you in whatever you want to try doing, I told you I would.”
“But this is a bit too much, no?”
“It was free, wasn’t it?”
She looked at him through skeptical eyes. A thought ran through her mind like a bird flitting past the window. He’s talking about the cooking class. “Yeah,” she tried. “The class was.”
“What were we talking about?” he laughed like she was the one clued out. He moseyed over to the fridge.
“I was up to something after the class, Sonny.”
“I’m sure whatever it was, you weren’t out of control.”
“What?” she hissed with exasperation. She pulled her hair over her face and looked sideways out the patio window, gaping.
“What did you do?” He chomped a carrot leaning against the fridge door, carefree as a basking otter.
“Things I can’t go back on?” she said.
“You bought things you can’t return?”
She stared with glaring eyes at the floor. He was dense, but could he be this slow? “Not exactly.”
“Joanne, you aren’t capable of doing things you later regret. Whatever it was, you aren’t capable.” He strolled out of the kitchen chuckling at the thought of it.
“Off to class,” she called down the hallway as she breezed out the front door. It was fall now, but a wonderfully warm October Saturday.
“Cooking up something extra special today?” He didn’t look up, but if he had, he’d have seen her this time in tall black boots, expensive torn jeans, and a new striking green top with earrings and rings and necklaces and even a belly necklace, if he lifted her top to check.
“Something hot,” she said to him shutting the door.
They drove, as they usually did after class, in her car over to his condo, a penthouse, naturally, in the center of town with a commanding view over the city, the ocean, the hills, and the sky. She hung off his shoulders barely able to make it inside his suite before stripping him. She laughed and fell on her knees and sucked him hard before popping up, stripping down despite the place surrounded with windows all around and no curtains, and lead him by his cock walking backward and laughing gutturally to his sun-drenched white bed that she pushed him down onto before climbing over top of him and rotating her pussy, already embarrassingly wet, over his face and his lips and tongue until, like clockwork, he made her orgasm. He was nothing if not reliable. 
She sucked him, she rode him, she turned around and gripped his ankles and pounding on him backward. He threw her around, he stopped fucking her and went to the kitchen for pickles and ham and when she followed after and pulled herself up on his counter, he fucked her standing. She sauntered over to the windows and leaned against them offering her ass behind her to him, enticing him and laughing, until he rammed himself into her from behind, making her bite her tongue and hang her head and swear.
He carried her on his hips, deeply necking. He draped her over the back of his couch and buried himself into her, jolting her body and emptying her lungs. In bed, she took him deeply and leaned over and kissed him even as she came (again) and his ejaculation filled her.
It was night before she dressed again. They necked at the front door. She bit her lip and said, “I’ll try to wait till next Saturday, but I’m not sure I can.”
He said nothing.
“Late,” her husband remarked when she came in, sagging and beaten up and smiling from the inside out.
“Extra classes.”
“Thought the restaurant had to open.”
“His place.” She sauntered aimlessly around still in a daze.
“All the people?”
“Just me,” she said. She leaned over in the open fridge door and scrunched her hand in her crotch and moaned as though in pain.
“You okay?”
She straightened up. “A little sore,” she said. “A little worn out.”
“From cooking?”
“Yeah. Cooking,” she said.
“What’s his place like?”
She turned to him and held his gaze with hers for seconds. “You really want to know?”
He stared back at her even longer. Finally, he said, “No.”
“No,” she repeated quietly, floating up the steps. “You don’t.” She wondered about Wednesday — would that work?
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Bella slumped in the chest-press machine and sighed. That she managed to keep up her exercise regime was accomplishment enough, she shook her head, did she also have to be assaulted by the grunts and cries of the newbie trying to defeat the abdominal-crunch machine on his first visit? She clenched her eyes, moved to the next station, and powered herself through the distraction, tackling her lateral pull downs. But she couldn’t resist a one-eyed peek. Now he was doing the rowing machine all wrong — could she stand idly by while someone was risking injury?
“Let me teach you,” she surprised him, and herself, leering over him where he puffed hard on the floor. “You shouldn’t be rolling your back so far like that.” She curled her fingers to demonstrate. “You want to be bending your legs more for the actual thrusting.” The gym in their condo was usually vacated after 10 in the morning. Whoever the new guy was, if he was going to be a regular during her usual time, she decided it would be better to give him some tips that would help him not distract her so much.
“Thanks!” he nodded appreciatively. “That actually feels like real exercise now!”
“Yep,” she said, regathering her focus now on the leg press.
“Ohhh, shit!” he cried out.
She stopped and stared. He was clutching his side and wincing. “Tweaked something!” He appeared to be in extreme pain.
“I warned ya, newbie,” she muttered. She came over to him. “Try to breath slow and deeply. See if you can straighten yourself up,” she advised him with her hand on his back. Could someone be more inept?
“Think I’ll just call it a day and take another stab at it  later in the week,” he wheezed.
“A good idea,” she nodded. She wrapped her towel around her neck. “You going to be okay? You going to need some help getting back to your condo?”
“Not going to my condo. Got to get to my studio,” he breathed through his mouth held tightly in a circle.
“Studio? Like a . . .  I don’t think you should be going to work today.”
“Commission has to get done today,” he exhaled.
“Seriously, you might need to take some Tylenol 3s and just stay home — I don’t think you’re doing any heavy lifting today.”
“Should be fine, it’s just a brush or two,” he laughed and winced. “Just might be a problem getting the drawings down to the studio,” he gestured with a nod to a large black portfolio case against the wall.
Bella worked in the observatory as a junior astronomer setting up photos according to orders coming in from customers at universities around the country. It was nighttime work -- days until around 4 PM were her free time. It’s not like she was in a rush — it’s just that, she had determined only that morning to begin a new routine and finally take learning to draw seriously. She had even gone out to buy a hardcover sketch book, a set of pencils, a sharpener, some sandpaper, a set of erasers — it was a life-long ambition to be someone who could actually enjoy drawing and could do it half well. But she hadn’t opened her new stuff yet, she was waiting for today. How people could draw like that both frustrated and inspired her. Being able to draw was going to change her life, she determined, but only so long as she observed her new routine like a rule. That’s how everything ever got done in this world.
Quinn, her new husband, didn’t come home till 5 — theirs was strictly a weekend marriage. “Only until we get better established in our careers,” he said, but he meant hers. She was the one with the odd hours. He was a social worker who dealt with as many people in a day as she did stars at night. But giving up time spent alone in the wee hours peering through the expanse of space exploring new vistas was not something she was ready to trade off for a more normal life. He knew what he was getting involved with in her. She was quirky, that’s what he knowingly married.
“Can I help you somehow? Maybe?”
“Oh no, I should be able to manage,” he said. He tried three different angles of bending over to gather up the handles of his portfolio case, each time wincing and giving up.
“Let me,” she said. “We taking it to your car?”
“On no,” he said, “My studio’s just a few blocks away from here. I walk.”
She stood with her hands on her hips and stared at the portfolio and blew strands of her espresso-toned hair from her face. She was still in her stretched and shimmering cobalt-blue workout tights and hadn’t showered yet. “I can carry it for you, I guess.”
“That would be incredible. Really? You’d do that?”
“A couple blocks, right?”
“More or less,” he said. He held out his hand. “Leo. I’m new here, new to the building anyway.”
She took it. “Bella. I could tell.”
On the way out the doors, she explained to him other good things about the new building. “It might be kind of close to skids around here, but that’s going to change I think in the next few years. It’s really just stuff up that way,” she gestured with her head up the street north and began walking south. She got a few steps before she realized he wasn’t walking beside her. He was going the other way, up the street north.
“Oh,” she said.
“Oh,” he smiled. “Yeah. My studio is up there.”
“Thought you meant the little tech companies and all the digital studios down there.”
“No. It’s just my own studio, up there. I really want to thank you.”
She lugged the heavy portfolio case up the hill and drew quieter as they walked past increasingly decrepit properties and empty lots. Dudes with low baseball caps and others circling like hawks on tiny bikes took too much of an interest in them for Bella’s comfort and she tried to give her gait more confidence like she read in self-defense articles. Still, with each shoulder check she made to ensure this really was the right way, Leo continued gesturing her onward into wilds she’d never penetrated before.
“Me and Quinn had a rule about not going up past Lincoln,” she said with trepidation.
“It’s really ok around here,” he assured her, “despite appearances. Been working up here for years and never once had a problem.”
“Well then, okay,” she nodded with as much assurance as a first-time jet passenger.
“Down here,” he indicated with his thumb. It was an overgrown alley with strings of thorny runners hanging menacingly from frayed utility wires and leaning hydro poles. There was only a set of old garages with sagging ridge boards down the top of their roofs and leaning, rotted walls buckling under the pressure of years of weather and neglect. “This way,” he chuckled sheepishly and shrugged. He lead her, reluctantly, between two narrow structures barely qualifying anymore as buildings.
They came out to a clearing in the long-overgrown yard. Leo waved dismissively at a group of young men hanging out on a collapsing back porch barely attached anymore to a tall, unpainted, nearly-crumbling three-story Victorian. “My guards,” he laughed.
“Uh huh,” Bella didn’t laugh. She was cursing herself for being led astray into so much danger just for obeying the golden rule. She was no longer, as they say, in her element.
He came to an ill-fitting barn door set, seemingly, in a wall of vines and indeterminate weeds that completely obscured anything other than the door and inserted his key into the bottom of the ancient padlock. She stepped back and clutched at the bag wary of what fresh horror would greet her inside.
He lead the way into the complete blackness. She refused to budge until light filled the space. He beckoned with his curled hand and she checked over her shoulders and with uncertainty she gingerly stepped inside.
“Just give it a swing,” he said. “There’s a lock.”
She shut the door and put the bag down and turned to enter the main space. She lifted her face just as all the lighting flickered to full blast.
She stopped dead in her tracks and slowly raised her face. “Holy fuck . . . “ she exhaled.
He smirked and edged his way to a table to set down his keys.
She craned her neck through the full 360 degrees unable to comprehend what she was in the middle of. The brightness was daylight itself. Pure white walls soared above her. All around were tables, shelves, easels, chairs, desks, and assorted other surfaces holding a riot of pencils, brushes, cameras, computers, tablets, pots and containers and every manner of paint tube big and small. And on  the walls, stacked on the floors, on the easels and stacked untouched on shelves high on rafters were canvases exploding with so much color and imagery she was unable to make any sense of what she’d walked into.
“Holy fuck . . . “ was all she was able to say, again.
“My studio,” he moaned looking around with her as though with fresh eyes.
On wires with clothes pins hung hundreds of huge and small sheets of paper with drawings of hands and feet and eyes and mouths and buildings and bridges as though Da Vinci himself lived here.
Leo pointed to the portfolio bag she had set by the door. “Would you mind just laying it down on that table?” he said.
She absently dragged it over and heaved it up, unable to stop spinning her head and body around and around, unable to take in everything she was seeing. “This is not what I was expecting,” she said with the breath gone from her voice.
He pulled from the portfolio bag sheets of paper and looked at them as he found places to hang them.
Bella marveled anew at the drawings she twisted her head to examine as they came from the bag she carried. “This is what I was carrying?” She seemed stunned.
“I was working out some solutions last night,” he intoned. There were at least a hundred images of a hand gripping a shoulder covered in a robe.
“You’re an artist,” she stated as though he had asked her to try to guess.
He laughed. “Well, we try to be. We never really are though, are we. We’re always trying to learn,” he trailed off in a mumble distracted by a drawing.
“You’re amazing,” she came beside him to tilt her head at the same angle as his and to stare at the same drawing he had hung. “How do you do that?” She folded her arms over her chest and slowly shook her head and exhaled. “I’m taking lessons. Not seriously, though. Just online.”
“Drawing?”
“Drawing. But not like this. I’ll never draw like this.”
“It’s not about following rules. It’s not about what lessons teach. But rules are integral to it. You still need the lessons.”
They walked together to other hanging sheets. He pulled one down and set it on the table before them. The both leaned their hips into the edge of the table and bent over the drawing. “I’ve no idea what you just said.”
He paused and thought a moment. “Rules tell you where the boundaries are,” he spoke quietly and intimately. “You learn the rules so that you know exactly where you want to transgress the boundaries.” He pulled another down for them to ponder. She stood against him but neither of them noticed. “You learn the rules so you can break them with precision and intensity, so you can point to exactly the rule you are breaking.”
“But this looks exactly how a hand looks.”
“It looks exactly as your perception in your mind expects a hand to look, which is very different from what a hand actually looks like if you were to measure it with calipers and measure the angle of the light thrown off  it and so on.”
She rocked on her hips in a tiny repeated twisting motion. He didn’t move away from her tiny bumps against him. “I can’t take my eyes off it,” she said.
“Drawing,” he said in a low and sonorous tone that invaded her chest cavity with resonance and proximity, “art,” he nodded slightly, “is much more about seeing than it is about pushing a pencil over some paper or a brush over a canvas or whatever.”
“Why would you break the rules you worked so hard to learn?” She turned to him possibly unaware, he thought, that their faces were that close.
He moved his hand up, palm out, and stopped it halfway between them. “May I demonstrate?”
“Of course,” she nodded, feeling privileged to be getting a lesson.
He placed his hand on her breast where it pushed taut against the stretched fabric over her chest, and he leaned into her.
“What are you doing?” she murmured low and she looked down at his hand on her chest as though she were suddenly drugged. But she didn’t pull him away.
“I’m breaking a rule,” he said again in that voice that was so low it sounded like he was inside her.
“A pretty big rule,” she said, raising her skeptical eyes to him.
He rubbed her chest, lightly, both mounds, and he watched as his hand turned over to drag the backs of his hands over her enlarging nipples. “I’ve crossed a number of lines — your body barrier, also an intimate part of you, not just your hand or something more public. And also you’re married . . . . ”
“What made you think you could do that?” She didn’t pull away. In fact, her body involuntarily leaned forward toward his.
“You want to know more about rules? You already know they aren’t what they claim to be. They aren’t about where you should not go. They’re about where things get interesting if you do decide to go there. Look, here,” he said, pointing along the edge of the arm and shoulder he had drawn. Their cheeks were almost touching they were so close. “The rule says the edge of the shoulder and the edge of the bicep are of course joined — it’s the same body. But,” he leaned closer and so did she. “When you look with your eyes, the line is broken. It stops, see?” He turned to her. Their lips were almost touching. “Rule broken.”
She closed her eyes and pushed her mouth against his and when he didn’t pull back, she opened her lips and she reached under his chin with her crooked finger and lifted his face closer to her. When she stopped and pulled away an inch, she said, “Sorry.”
“For what? We’re just learning about rules and what they’re for, aren’t we?”
She puffed air out her nose, smiled slightly, and bit the corner of her lips to stop herself. She kept her fingers on his face, though, caressing him.
“What is the biggest rule right now, in this situation?” he asked.
“Not to kiss another man who isn’t my husband.”
“It’s one of the rules, I guess,” he shrugged.
“What are you saying?” She looked down at his lips and his cheeks. She drew her fingertip down his neck and out to his shoulder. She came back and hooked it in the neck of his top and tugged slightly.
“There are so many rules. New rules that come into being just by the existence of a unique moment.”
“Like this?” she said.
“I don’t suppose you’ve kissed an artist in his studio before.” His fingers tickled the side of her breast. She took his elbows in her palms to both steady herself and his hands on her. The rule, she well knew, was to push the presumptuous stranger off her, perhaps even to cry foul, to step back, cross her arms, and challenge the affront. “Like this,” he replied, moving to her neck where dangled the tab for the zipper that enclosed her torso so neatly and so tightly.
“You’re bad,” she whispered.
“Drawing class is in session,” he said, tugging the slider down over the tightest part over her breasts, and down toward her tight stomach. With a satisfying bump, he drove it through the bottom stop and the sides parted to reveal her to him.
She shivered but she didn’t close herself. “I’m not sure my husband is going to agree that this is learning to draw.”
“It’s all a matter of perception. A man could be seen teaching a young woman how to drive. Know something about them, and you understand that driving has nothing to do with it, he’s wooing her, he is seducing her.” He began to run his fingertips around the inside of the hips of her hi-rise trainers. “A man is chopping a tree down. To enhance the view from his cottage on Nantucket Island?”
She absently tugged her runners off with her toes.
“Or for firewood to keep his family alive in Idaho?” he continued. He pushed the trainers over her ass and she lifted her knees one at a time to catch the bottom with her other toe and work them down her legs and off.
“You’re full of sweet sounding stories, Leo, but all you’ve done is strip a dutiful and honest wife down to her underwear.”
“Nothing moves that doesn’t want to be moved,” he used his strong, agile hands to turn her by the shoulders the way someone would a mannequin. She stepped the ball of one foot onto the tops of the toes of her other foot and inhaled through her closely held teeth. She leaned her palms on the surface of his worktable and gazed down from her head hung from her orbital, smooth, and shiny shoulders at the drawings before her. He unclasped her crepe-pink bra and guided the tiny straps down her arms and gently lifted her hands one at a time to pull it away from her.
Bella was feeling sophisticated. She was feeling in control. She was feeling like an artist not of drawing or of paper but of life and of her body. She allowed him to move her like that because she wanted him to understand that she had all the power. Though she was mostly naked by now, she wanted him to notice not her body but her total non-attachment to expectations of what she can do with her body, or with whom. She wasn’t ready quite yet to turn around and face him, but she also felt liberated enough to bend over at her waist and rest her chin in her palm propped up on her elbow ostensibly to study more closely a smaller drawing that landed toward the center of the table.  She knew the posture stuck out her barely covered ass.
He leaned over her pressing his body into her exquisitely toned back. With his cheek on her cheek, and his mouth at her ear, he said, “A study of hips.”
“I see that,” she replied thoughtfully. She also turned her face toward his and, because she was so free, because she had transcended rules by understanding them, she looked at his lips and she kissed him again.
He stood behind her and slipped his fingers into the waist of her equally surprising panties: floral lace, like the bra, the same crepe-pink, lo-hip sitting hipster style with a small scalloped edge. Not what he expected of a young woman working out.
She inhaled and slowly exhaled. But she otherwise paid no mind to whatever he was doing. When he tugged at her panties, she dropped one hip and then the other, bent one knee and then the other, and lifted one foot and then the other, and like that, she was naked.
He glided his palms, so experienced, so sensitive, she thought, over the rounds of her hips and he grasped, lightly, the apples of her ass. She moved back toward his hands. He touched the indentations of her waist and she sank her back in a graceful curve. He reached around her and took in his hands her small suspended breasts and she inhaled and with her eyes closed contorted her face up to the ceiling. “What do you think you’re doing?” she whispered.
He wrapped his hands around her thighs and urged her apart. “We’re transgressing with precision and intensity.”
She guffawed and pushed up and turned around inside his arms. She smiled, unable to tear her eyes off his mouth. “I think that’s the first true thing you said since you got me into your lair up here.” She still owned her body and she till made that obvious by placing her hands behind her back on the edge of the table and leaving her legs spread wide where he stood between them. Even when he gently lifted her from behind so that she could accommodate him and pull herself up to sit on the edge of his artist’s workbench, she still felt totally in control, because she was beginning to understand what he meant about rules and she wanted to show him she did.
“Well come here, then,” she said as though he were now the student. She used her feet, locked by their ankles in the small of his back, to pull him up and against her. She tugged at the waist of his pants and jutted her lower jaw and shook her head at him so her hair, all waves and layers, swept around her face and over his body, and she laughed because she was so free. She turned her face up close to his and closed her eyes to kiss him again and again. Her fingers, also nimble, like an artists, she wanted him to notice, pulled the lace holding his pants up, and she pushed the waist down and over his ass, letting them fall around his ankles, leaving him to use his feet as she had hers to stand on and tug them off his feet. She wrapped her hands around his hips inside the waistband of his shorts and she looked up at him challengingly. She tugged his shorts off and refused to look at what she uncovered because nothing about nude bodies is supposed to be shocking or prurient to the artist. She even took his member in both her hands and held and petted it in her palms without looking at it. But she tilted her head back and she guffawed up at him. “Two can play your game,” she thought.
He was hard, though, and big enough to finally make her look. She twisted her hands to stroke his length and to rub her palm against the head. “You know what I think, Mr. Leo the Big Artist?”
He ran his hands over her breasts and squeezed and he felt her sides and her lap.
She gripped his cock in her hand tightly and stroked him up and down. “I think you like to talk about rules and situations and art and drawing just to get young, hapless girls like me to take our clothes off for you.”
“To fuck you,” he said.
She didn’t flinch at the word. She continued stroking him. “Is that what you think you’re going to do?” She kept staring at his mouth and she moaned with a smile. He was such fun.
“I do,” he nearly whispered.
She pulled and he edged closer so that now she tugged his cock to within an inch of her body. He reached down her abdomen and touched her there. Again she was careful to give him nothing, not a flinch, a moan, or a twitch. Even when he moved his middle finger between the glistening lips of her pussy, still she held firm.
“What makes you think you’re going to get to fuck me?” She looked down between them and pulled his cock even more, so that the tip of it, hard and wide, just touched the wetness of her. She looked back up at him and licked his mouth and kissed him passionately and deeply. “Hm?” She was, however, losing control of her breath, and she knew he could tell.
“Because it’s the ultimate rule.” He pushed with his hips.
“Uh-uh-uhhh,” she smiled at him, pushing him back. “I haven’t said green light yet,” she nearly whispered. She drew the head of his cock up and down against the lips of her pussy. Her free hand gripped his waist. Her nails, painted smoke grey, dug into his flesh. She breathed in heaves with her lips touching his.
He pushed slightly again.
“No,” she gasped, but she also let go of his cock where it sat, the head inside the entrance of her lips. She wrapped her hands around his neck and curved her spine down to press her pelvis harder to his.
Rather than let her envelope his cock with her pussy, he pulled back.
“Hey!” she protested. She tried hard to pull at his neck and to slided her ass on his table toward him. Still he retracted so that his cock still stayed just perched at her entrance. “Stop it,” she pleaded.
“What do you say,” he wrapped his hands up in her hair.
“Fuck off is what I say,” she groaned, and she pressed hard with her heels into his lower back. “And fuck me now.”
He tore himself away from her and pulled off his t-shirt so that he was as completely naked as her. “Now we are ready to draw,” he said to her. He stepped back a few more steps.
She laid on her back with her knees up, her heels dug into the edge of the table, and she slammed her hands down.  “Fuck me,” she cried out loud.
“Only when the student is ready.”
“I’m ready god damn you,” she thrashed on his table and reached between her legs to rub herself.
“Maybe we shouldn’t,” he stepped back from her further. His cock dangled from him like a big heavy pipe.
She growled and sat up on the edge. She pulled her knees up to her chin and folded her arms around her legs, hiding her body behind her curtain of hair. “You know, I’ve never even wanted to fuck another man since I got married, let alone ever tried to.”
He said nothing. He tilted his head and gazed over her form. “I would love to draw you though. Just like that.” 
“So now when you get the girl right where you want her, all you want to do his draw her? You really are an artist.”
He stepped back up to her and wrapped his hands around her thighs and rubbed her the way a sculptor would. “Easy,” he said. He touched her shoulders and she reclined back down on his table. He aimed his cock at her and slowly eased himself into her.
She exhaled and lifted her legs so her knees draped over his shoulders. She wrapped her hands around his wrists and she writhed from side to side beneath him. “Oh my fucking god,” she exhaled. “Why does it feel so good?”
“Because you are getting away with something,” he said. He pulled all the way out and re-entered her, now slick and covered in her chitsueki. He pressed until their pelvises bumped.
“Fuck me,” she growled and she squirmed like a worm on a hook. “I’m cheating,” she squeezed out in a low, gravelly voice.
“It’s intoxicating, isn’t it.” He rammed her again and again, so hard her body jolted off his hips and her breasts jiggled on her chest.
“Shit yes,” she cried out. “Fuck me harder,” she cried.
Leo pounded himself into her with vigor and determination and she tore into his flesh with her nails. She arched sharply and moaned with her mouth wide open. She stopped breathing for at least five seconds before exclaiming with a breath and rolling like a wave under him.
He pulled out of her and she giggled and spun herself around and carefully edged her head over the corner of the counter. She opened her mouth and stroked his cock into her. He re-entered her mouth so deep her throat lumped. When he ejaculated she held his cock tightly and took him on her cheeks, her chin, and her chest.
She staggered to her feet and spotted a roll of paper towels handy nearby. She wiped herself off and laughed lazily and swung her arms around like she’d been thrashed. “What you said,” she licked her lips and looked up at him through dark glassy eyes and sweat-messed hair. “The intoxicating part.”
He held her clothes out to her to re-dress one item at a time and he dressed too. He let her hold his wrist to steady herself enough to pull her shoes back on. “I should get going,” she said. “Quinn’s going to be home soon.”
“I’ll walk you back down.”
“That would be nice,” she said softly, and she nodded. When they came out of his barn door, she noticed the hoodlums on the porch of the house punching each other and sniggering and glancing at her and Leo. She felt her face go hot with red and she tugged on Leo’s arm and said, “Get me out of here!”
It was Friday, her usual day off, and she was in the kitchen staring into the distant hills when Quinn came home. She almost ran to meet him at the door. She threw her arms around his waist from behind and pressed her head against his torso. “So happy you’re home.”
“What’s the occasion?” He kept trying to get his jacket and shoes off without bumping her head with his elbow.
“Why can’t I just love you?” She took him by both her hands trailing behind her to the kitchen. “Got your favorite meal in the oven — almost ready too!”
He leaned over and pressed the oven light on. “Roasted chicken?”
“Uh-huh!” she nodded. “And I thought maybe we could just stay in tonight and watch some shows together.”
“I could use that,” he nodded. “I certainly could. Been a rough day. A rough week.”
“Aw, sweetheart,” she hugged him again. “Maybe I can help you de-stress later on . . . “
He turned from her awkwardly and frowned at the top of her head.  “It seems like there’s something I’m forgetting. Is this someone’s birthday or an anniversary for us or something?”
She pulled his arm over her head and around her shoulders and guided him to the living room, hip to his hip. “Can’t a girl just want to spend a little time with her husband?”
“Sure, yeah,” he said. She pushed him to sit on the couch. “It’s just, it’s like something might have happened today that you’re celebrating or something.”
“No!” she giggled but nervously. She pressed her hands into his knees, leaned over him to kiss his mouth, and slid her body down to the floor to settle on her knees. “I just want to celebrate us!” She curled her bottom lip inside her top lip and concentrated on his fly and belt. She held his cock in her hand and said “Hmph!” with her eyebrows raised to his eyes, and she brushed her hair to the side, she closed her eyes, and she pressed her tight mouth around the head of his cock.
She lifted up from his lap. “Maybe just this?” She stroked him to a handjob instead. When he braced himself, she aimed his cock away from her and made him shoot into his own t-shirt. She said, “Nice?” and she leapt up and nearly ran to the bathroom. He could hear her gargle.
Saturday morning, he woke up late to find her in her workout gear already, only she was in the bathroom putting makeup on, too.
“You don’t usually go to the gym on Saturdays, too many people in there, no?”
“Oh I think it’ll be okay this time.” She was carefully examining her face closely in the mirror as she applied copper penny eyeshadow. He got up and stood in the doorway watching her. She had already lined her eyes darkly. Her cheeks were peach pink. She was wearing tiny drop earrings.
“A little much for the gym, don’t you think?”
She turned and gave him a peck on his cheek. “Jealous much?” She squealed and brushed past him to find her workout shoes.
“Why don’t you wait up, I’ll go down with you.”
She sat on the bed and fitted her shoes over her feet. “I don’t think so,” she said.
“Why not?”
“Just, it wouldn’t be right.”
“What couldn’t be right about that?” He tossed his t-shirt off and dug around for his workout clothes.
“I’m  . . . . she paused. “Coaching a guy,” she finally said.
He found his gym pants and pulled them on. “So, I can go off and do my own thing. Who are you coaching?”
“Just a guy, he’s new, he just moved in. He was going to injure himself!” She laughed hard. “Such a klutz!”
“Well let’s both go help him out.”
She stood up and drew close to him and took his running shoes out of his hands and gently placed them back on the floor. “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said.
“I’m not getting it, Bella.”
She growled and pushed her fingers in her hair and turned to stare out the patio door. She turned around again. “Alright, fine. I’ll tell you.”
He stared at her like a man facing a judge at his sentencing.
“He’s teaching me how to draw. We made a deal.”
“He’s what?” Quinn chuckled in disbelief.
“He’s an artist, he’s an incredible, beautiful artist. And he wants to teach me how to draw. You know how I always said I wish I could learn to draw?” She rose up on her toes and kissed his cheek. “Can you just let me go?”
Quinn contemplated things. “This seems really important to you,” he said rubbing his chin.
She held his elbows in her palms. “It is. I’m learning how to see. I’m learning all the rules so I know where the lines are. I’m learning all about how to break the rules with precision and intensity.”
“That’s a lot of rule-breaking,” he frowned.
“I think I’m becoming an artist, honey. Finally.” She stared up at him like a lost puppy from the edge of their matrimonial bed.
“Okay,” he said. “That’s cool. Really, I love that. You seem more excited about this than probably anything I’ve ever seen you excited about.” He bit the inside of his cheek. “If you really like it, of course you should do it.” He nodded as though he was persuading himself. “He seems like quite the teacher. Where does he teach you at?”
“He has a studio nearby,” she replied happy all over again. She tied her shoes and hopped up to the bathroom to put on her lipstick. She took a while to choose the shade she wanted. She settled on a matte desert-sand pink.
“A studio?” Quinn watched her take more care with her lips than her usual rush job.
“He’s a very successful artist, Quinn. He really knows how to see, you know? Like an artist has to. Anyway,” she checked herself in the mirror and fluffed her hair, “it’s not far. After I teach the dummy a few things on the machines, we’re going to go up.”
Quinn nodded trying to understand. “Up? You don’t mean up Briar Hill?”
“It’s not that bad,” she scoffed and chuckled.
“How far up?”
“Just past Patterson a bit.”
“Jesus, you’re going all the way up to Patterson? No way, Bella!”
“It’s not what you think.”
“We had a rule: never past Lincoln.”
She stepped up against him and kissed his mouth as light as possible to still call it a kiss. “Quinn,” she paused. “Rules just tell us where the lines are, not what to do once you step over them.” She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. “Anyway, Leo will be with me all the way.”
She pushed off him and passed through to the hallway and to their front door beyond. “He’s waiting.”
“How do you know?”
“He texted me,” she waved her phone at him. “Anyway, I’ll text you when we’re going up, and then again when we’re finished and he’s walking me back down.”
“Jesus, Bella.” Quinn stared at her as she gripped the door knob and held it.
“What is it Quinn?” she replied innocently, blinking.
“What’s going on, you having an affair with this guy?”
In Quinn’s social work, he often dealt with people in distress, and often they were in distress because of something they’d done. His cop friend told him, “You can always tell if a person did something by asking them in as straight-up a manner as you can.” He went on, “When you do that,” he said, nodding with certainty, “they can never straight-up deny it. They’ll say something else instead, like ‘You’re crazy,’ or ‘I would never do that.’”
“Don’t be silly,” she said to him. And she pulled the door open and slipped out.
Quinn leaned on the patio door glass with his forehead on his forearm. “What the fuck,” he moaned. Before he formed the thought to go down to the gym to interrupt what he determined was surely a date, he caught sight of his wife in her black workout outfit several floors down striking out across the building driveway. He opened the door to get a better look. She turned in the meantime and was walking backward, beckoning to someone with her hands and laughing. Coming from the front door below him came a man, running after her. When he reached her, she grabbed both his hands, she raised herself to kiss him on the mouth, and then she turned and walked with unbridled excitement in her step up the hill and away as tight against him as two people can be.
She followed him this time right to that hidden barn door with none of the reticence of before, only quavering, unquenchable excitement. She held his arm against her body. She waved and smiled at the hoodlums on the porch.
“I can get them the best spray paint cans,” Leo smiled and waved at them too. “They aren’t even allowed to buy them — the stores don’t put them out on shelves.”
As soon as he closed the barn door, she leapt onto his waist, she wrapped her legs around him and locked her ankles, and she pressed her mouth to his. “Baby,” she breathed. “I could hardly wait for my next art lesson.” She giggled.
He carried her with his hands wrapped around her ass to the couch against the wall. She moaned and twisted her face to his, not breaking their kiss all the way. When he set her down she sat up and tore at his pants. She looked up at him with a sheepish, guilty grin, and she said, “I was dying to take you in my mouth all week.” She pulled out his cock and she pushed her freshly made-up lips over the head, and she pushed until it filled her mouth. She cried in whimpers on his cock.
Finally she tugged him down onto the couch and stood in front of him. “I bought new things to show you,” she pursed her lips to contain her beaming smile. “I had to hide them so Quinn didn’t find them.”  She opened her top. “See?” She was wearing a gleaming and sheer white demi cup bra. She let her top drop behind her and pulled down her pants, squatting to lift them over her ass. She pulled her toes free of the legs and nudged his legs open to stand as close to him as possible. She lifted her hands, wrapped around each other in a ball, to her mouth. She was wearing matching panties thongs. “I got a trim just for you,” she said softly as a passing breeze. He could see — the panties were that thin.
She laughed when she tried to steady herself stepping up onto the edge of the couch. “Hold me!” she cried. She steadied herself holding onto his head and leaned her knees into the back of the couch to either side of his face. “You make me do things I would never do,” she intoned deeply. She pushed her hair aside and looked down where she pressed her groin against his face. He reached through her legs to pull her by the ass tighter against him and he licked the front of her panties. “Fuck,” she exhaled.
He pulled the panties down her legs and she lightly stepped out of them. “You like?” she asked, touching her pussy and rubbing her lips there.
“You did a very neat job of it.”
She chirped with affirmation and gripped the hair on the back of his head and bent her knees to press her bare pussy into his mouth. She exhaled and leaned her arms against the wall above him as he grabbed her ass and used his tongue and lips to inspire her.
As before, whatever it was about Leo, or his studio, or the transgression that her visits with him were, she never lasted long — which amazed her, because she had previously thought herself to be one of those women for whom an orgasm, unless self-induced with a device, was either not going to happen or would come about only infrequently and always by surprise. With Leo, it was more than once at a time, it was definitely going to happen, and it was world-rocking in intensity.
She lowered herself, nearly dripping, down to his lap like she was made of liquid. She languidly draped her arms around his neck and drooped her pelvis into his. She reached between them with her eyes on his mouth and her brain on his voice, and she took his cock, so hard, so wide, so intoxicating, into her palm and she squeezed it, she stroked it, and she nestled it between her wet, hot, and open lips down there. She took his face in her hand and caressed his cheek as she lowered her hips till their pelvises met. She ground herself down onto him further and chuckled in a little string of kisses she was moving along his mouth with. She touched his lips and studied him as she rose again and plunged back down. Her breathing deepened and her body’s sensitivities electrified.
She pulled back and pulled her hair aside to watch his cock, now glistening and extraordinarily wet from her, come out and go in, and her lips, wrapping, pumping, sucking on him. She couldn’t put words to what it felt like. But when he came inside her, she cried out loud to the ceiling, holding onto the back of his neck for dear life.
Naked, they went together to look at the painting he was working on all week. It was her, the way she sat on the edge of his workbench, curled up around herself. “So wanting,” he said.
“You were so cruel!” she laughed.
When they finally came back out, the hoodlums were still there, but they were looking away and grinning. She shook her head and smiled to herself. She glanced over her shoulder at them, too, a second time.
Three hours after she left, Quinn’s phone finally pinged. “Coming home,” was all she wrote him.
Quinn contemplated his options. Write her back and tell her don’t bother? Write her back and tell her she was a skanky slut cheating whore? Don’t write her back and just pack up and go? Don’t write her back and instead, sit in a chair facing the door and get ready to confront her?
The thing is, when Quinn saw her leaving the building, at the last second, she suddenly spun around and looked directly up at their balcony, directly at Quinn. And though she paused a second, she also kept holding the man’s hand, kept kissing him, and walked away with him up the hill.
He decided, for reasons deep in the male psyche, to write her back: “Great. Look forward to seeing you. Good art session?”
“Very good,” she replied. “I guess?” she added in a second text.
He rolled his phone in his hand and stared into the ceiling. It was an odd and new sensation, this vicarious sense of excitement and sexual energy, this intoxication-by-proxy he was filled with, thinking of his Bella coming back down the hill to him. He had no idea what to expect of her, what she was going to say or do when she got back. She knew he knew and all that, after all, Quinn reflected.
When the door cautiously opened and she poked her head warily through, he came to her, he hugged her, and he kissed her. “I think art lessons are great for you, “he said. “You’ve never seemed so happy.”
“Yeah,” she turned her head sideways, she grinned at the floor, and she drove her eyes to their corners. “I guess, right?”
He asked her if she thought they should go out to that favorite place by the ferry terminal for a late lunch. “My treat,” he nodded.
In his car, they drove in silence most of the way. Finally, within minutes of the place, he said, apropos of nothing while staring out the front window, “Does he make you cum?”
She stared out the window nearly a minute herself without moving. Finally, she said, “Yes.”
Another minute passed before he asked, again, out the front window, “Like, hard? Like good?”
She blushed and looked out her side window and inhaled deeply and breathed out long. “Yes,” she said, then she buried her broadly grinning face in her hands and squealed, “Oh my god!”
He parked and turned the car off. He turned to her and picked up her hand and held it in his. “Bella?”
She turned to him and cleared her throat and wiped her face of all expression. She blinked several times then fixed her eyes on his. “Yes?”
“I never came so hard as I did when I jerked off today, after you left, and I knew what you were going to do.”
She breathed out through her lips pushed forward in a circle. Her chest heaved and she fanned her face. Finally, she said, “Okay. Not one of the things I expected to come out of your mouth.”
“But Bella?”
“Quinn?”
“I like it best . . . “ he paused scanning the landscape around them.
She leaned forward and rubbed his hand in hers. “Tell me honey.”
“I like it best when it’s like you think you’re fooling me, when it’s like you think you have to sneak away.”
She continued holding his hands in hers. “I’m not sure I understand,” she said softly.
“You know when you looked up at me watching you from the balcony?”
She pursed her lips and looked away and blushed again. “Yes,” she grimaced.
“Don’t do that part. Just sneak off like you’re cheating, like you think I don’t know.”
She took a long time to answer. Finally, she said, “Okay. I can do that for you.” She tapped his hands with hers. “Can I ask why?”
He bit the inside of his cheek. “You’re breaking all the rules. You’re getting away with something. It’s fucking intoxicating.”
She exhaled and smiled broadly and bulged her eyes out. “Fuck, Quinn, you’re telling me!”
“So no talking about it, either, okay?”
“Okay,” she nodded slowly.
“Cheat on me, Bella.”
She looked at him hard and a grin began to spread across her face. “Are you sure?”
“I’m so fucking hard right now I’m going to cum in my pants.”
She laughed. “Come on,” she gestured to the restaurant patio. “Feed me, I’m famished. I’m the one that had a hard morning,” she laughed. 
“Big lessons in the studio this morning?”
She hip checked him and they entwined fingers going up the sidewalk. “Exhausting lessons,” she grinned.
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April crawled over to him on all fours and pulled herself up his calves to settle into a kneel. She twisted the weight of her long, toffee-blonde hair into a loose silken rope and pulled it over one shoulder. Her darkly-lined eyes peered up at Zach’s downward gaze to check. “Yes,” she thought, he could see everything. She grinned, pursed her freshly-painted frosted fuchsia lips, and wrapped her long, cool elegant fingers around him. Her nails were magnificent — matte maya blue — and she used them to tease him a moment, clawing them into his most sensitive skin there. “So coordinated,” she thought cheerily to herself. Her nails accented her underwear: floral textured lace hipsters in sky blue as pale as a spring morning, and a matching full-cup bra — which he’d be able to glimpse down the billowing plunging neck of her satin white halter when she got down to business.
She took him into her in one slow, relentless descent, fully, completely, and tightly, all hot and wet. She placed a circular fuchsia imprint of her lips all around the base in the style of a love-letter’s seal. She lifted off and chuckled proudly at her accomplishment. She had been practicing and didn’t gag once. When she got to work, he didn’t last long. When she finished him, she looked up, licked her lips, and swallowed. She cleaned off her thumb and finger with her tongue, too, chuckling proudly to herself.
She stood, spun around, and clacked on her spike heels to the office couch to pull back on her black wool pencil skirt and short blood-red jacket top. She tied her hair back into her usual bun and slipped on her clear-framed Kors that so accentuated her freezing blue eyes. She turned toward the sprawling oak desk. “Will that be all then?” she asked Zach as innocently  and professionally as a robot.
He flopped back and only stared back at her dazed.
“Another satisfied client?” she lifted her eyebrows and fluffed her hair. She picked a droplet of cum off the corner of her mouth with the tip of her pinky, licked it off, and strode out of the office. He nodded.
She phoned her husband from the elevator. “The consult went very well. The client said he was very satisfied.”
“That’s great. Is he planning big decisions?” Taylor chattered back.
“You know I can’t tell you, but yes, he’s going to need more consults,” she nodded her head firmly, remembering what she had just done. “I’ll grab some wine for tonight.”
“Ok hon, I’ll trust you to pick something good.”
She turned into the specialty winery retailer on the way home. “Have you got something good for me, Manuel?” She smiled coyly from behind shelves after the merchant finished with his previous customer.
“Got a nice pinot noir just in, I think you might like it,” he nodded, scanning out his windows and twisting the “Open” sign on his door around before twisting the lock with a satisfyingly solid clank.
“Going to give you my special reduced rate today, Manuel. You look after me.”
“I try to, April,” he grinned, taking her hand in his and leading her through the curtains to the back.
Oak barrels and thick maple tables filled the dark, brooding space. She draped her arms around his neck and placed a delicate peck on his lips. “Here?” she asked him innocently. She didn’t wait for an answer before pressing her palms on the edge of the table behind her and hoisting herself up. She flung her head forward so strands of hair partially obscured her face and bit on her pinky. With her free hand she slowly pulled up the edge of her skirt and when she wiggled her bottom to pull it past her hips, she spread her legs and puffed air out her nose. “Off or on?” she asked softly, toying her fingers on the front of her pale blue panties.
“On,” Manuel chose, dropping his pants to his ankles.
She arched her back and laughed. “Somebody is greedy!” She pulled the edge of her panties aside to reveal her pubescence. Her dew glistened. She turned her head sideways and when he entered her, she exhaled sharply. She scrunched her eyes and bit her lip. He was a size too big for her — it was both good and bad. Her breathing grew shallow and ragged and if someone were on the other side of the curtain, they’d have thought she was sobbing.
He was rough with her and uncaring. The preliminaries done with, he wrapped his hands around her ass and jammed himself into her uncaring if she was ready — it’s what made her body so ready for him the moment she headed in his direction. His brutishness in her was liberating though. No need to pretend ladylike daintiness or to moan delicately as though touched, she was free to match his animalistic grunts and self-absorbed cries thrust for thrust. He didn’t care if she came first or at all, his was strictly a masturbatory fuck, with her pussy being his hand. He moved her with his hands around her ass the way he wanted it — and he could move her, spending most of his day moving full barrels. He neither noticed nor cared that she came hard from his fucking most times, and sometimes twice. He only laughed when, done and doing up his belt again, she’d coo to him that he was “sooo good.”
“Take it,” he shoved the bottles in her hands.
She waited till she got to her car to reach into the glovebox and retrieve a few tissues to clean him off her pussy, her thighs, and down her legs.
She phoned her husband. “I’m going to be running late,” she informed him. “But I got the wine already. Manuel recommended a pinot noir — he gave me a special price too!”
“Manuel treats us well, doesn’t he.”
“He does that,” she agreed, stifling a chuckle in her throat.
“I need a quick tune up,” she said.
“Okay, hon,” his voice filled the tiny interior of her hot vintage Jaguar. “Jan and Tod aren’t expecting us till 6:30 or so anyway.”
“Perfect,” she said, turning into the mechanic’s garage.
“Jag acting up again?”
“Something like that,” she hung up.
She pulled right into the bay and over the hoist. She gave it a few seconds so all the mechanics had a chance to put their tools down and look up from open hoods or from under chassis of the various Bentleys, Ferraris, Maseratis and Benzes that filled the place. The roar of her 150K roadster was enough to get their attention.
She swung the short wide door open and gave it another second before swinging both legs out together, landing her shiny black stripper pumps onto the oil-covered and grease-stained cement floor. She’d already pushed the bottom of her skirt half way up her thighs before she even turned in from the busy thoroughfare out front. All the men saw was her bare arm dangle out the door and her limp wrist drop her fluttering fingers. Yes, it was a universal sign to help a lady stand up. But no, they all knew not to: this was strictly a “You may look but don’t you touch” work of art. It was the same with her car. Only Tony, the owner of the place, touched her precious Jag, and only Tony helped her out of it.
But Tony wasn’t above a bit of sharing — let the guys feast their eyes a bit, he thought. Or was it let them drool with resentment? he grinned to himself wiping his hands on a well-used rag still half stuck in his blue coverall pockets. She didn’t notice; she placed her delicate porcelain fingers in his meaty palm and rose up as close to against him without touching as was physically possible. She looked down at his mouth and back up to his eyes. “Something’s not right — why don’t you tighten a clamp or turn a screw,” she pursed her lips at him to stop from grinning.
He took her the long way through the bays of the garage letting every mechanic there marvel at her from her painted toenails to her sunglass-covered eyes. “Ms. April’s going to wait in here,” he said to the receptionist at the counter, leading her to his office and closing the door. The receptionist rolled her eyes. It was the same routine every time.
He went back to the garage, fired up the Jag and gunned the motor. He got out, leaned over the humming, breathing mass of twisted metal, and produced a long, thin screw driver from his back pocket. With a half twist, the pent-up beast settled down a notch and hummed with restrained ferocity. He tapped a lever and she shuddered and revved. He leaned over another hole and twisted something else. She responded more instantly when he only touched the lever now. “Better,” he said, letting the hood down gently and pressing it closed, wiping his thumb print off the edge. Men glowered at him from inside their own rattling and jarring engines as he wiped his hands with satisfaction and made his way — the short way this time — back to his office.
April was waiting for him. She had bent over his desk from the customer side and rested her chin on the backs of her entwined fingers, her elbows on his paperwork. She’d removed her skirt, not for the first time that day, and also her panties. She sucked on one of the lollypops that he kept in a bowl for kids of clients.
Tony quickly shut the door behind him, but it wasn’t as though his receptionist wasn’t aware. Facing him was April’s upturned and bare ass, her long legs, and the heels of her slutty spiky shoes. Knowing where his eyes were fixed when he began tugging his way out of his greasy coveralls, she reached down between her legs and used her two, long fingers to spread apart like a peace sign and open her pussy for him.
She looked over her shoulder and through her hair spread widely all over his desk. “You fix my motor, Tony?”
He appreciated the double entendre and chuckled like a menacing mobster, pulling his jeans down and his underwear too. He left them on, though, as well as his shoes, so that he walked in baby-steps with everything bunched around his ankles.
She giggled and wriggled her ass impatiently. “Gonna fix me up too, now, Tony?” she laughed.
He stroked his cock in his hand and shook his head staring into her pussy below him that she massaged and spread. When he placed the head of his cock against her wet flesh, she wrapped her fingers around the far edge of the desk and hung on. When he pushed himself into her, she gasped and her head flung back. He twisted his fist in her hair and pulled. She breathed short and sharp through bared teeth like a trapped demon and thrust her hips back into his hips harder than he was throwing himself against her.
He rammed her so hard the desk scraped the floor and the smacking sounds of his thighs against her ass caused the receptionist to blush and turn up the radio playing in the showroom. One of the newer mechanics came through the door to approach the vending machine for a chocolate bar and looked over his shoulder at the closed office door, startled. April cried out from within like someone slapped or pierced. He scanned over to the receptionist who covered her face and rolled her eyes.
“It always go like this around here?” he said quietly to her.
“Every time she rolls in, it does,” the receptionist replied. They both erupted in nervous laughs and looked away from each other when April began to cry out louder and faster.
Inside, Tony’s hands gripped April’s waist so hard, he left red marks. He yanked her back on his member so deep and fast, her lungs were jostled and her bones were jarred. “Fuck yeah,” she cried out repeatedly. He slapped her hard on her bare cheek and she screamed. He emptied himself into her completely and staggered back from her limp and exhausted body draped over his desk like so many used rags.
“Fuck me,” he said, falling backward into a chair too exhausted to pull up his pants.
April pushed up from his desk and grabbed a clutch of paper towels to wipe herself. “You’re merciless Tony,” she said. She winced at him and smiled too when she struggled to pull her panties back on. She pulled up her skirt and used a baseball trophy to check her reflection. “Is it out front?”
His head lolled over dozily and he nodded with his chin down and his eyes half-lidded.
She steadied herself at his door and then lifted her chin, flung it open, and strode though the waiting area to the door and the parking area out front.
“You’re keys, miss,” the receptionist called to her.
April spun around, clacked sharply in her heels all the way back across the showroom, and snatched at the keys the receptionist dangled from her fingers without reaching. “Much appreciated,” April nodded, her eyes gracefully closed.
“On my way,” she said to her husband on the phone as she climbed back in her car.
“That didn’t take too long,” he replied.
“Tony’s good to me,” she grinned. “But hey, I’m going all the way home just to turn around and come halfway back to Jan and Tod’s. Why don’t I just go over and meet you when you get there?”
“I guess that makes sense. I can’t get over any earlier myself.”
“I might borrow one of Jan’s bathing suit and have a swim in the meantime.”
“Is Jan even there yet?”
“Probably not, but Tod is. Jan won’t mind.”
She hung up with Taylor and immediately phoned Tod.
“Hey handsome,” she smiled to herself when he answered. “You home?”
“Sure,” he said. “Wasn’t expecting you two till later though.”
“You okay if I come over instead of going home? Just me. I’d love a swim.”
She roared up their driveway and Tod came out to greet her. “Love that machine of yours,” he said, dragging his fingertips over the British racing-green fender.
She playfully slapped his hand. “You just touch anything you like the look of?” She chuckled and helped herself through their front double doors. Tod followed her inside and shut the doors.
“When’s Jan get in?” she called from the hallway.
“About an hour,” he said. When he came into the kitchen, he just caught the back end of her escaping around the corner and up the stairs. “Where you going April?” he said to himself. He followed her up the steps.
She called from down the hallway. “I need one of Jan’s bathing suits!”
“Okay, well, just go and help yourself,” he said to himself again. He came into the sweeping master bedroom. The light to her walk-in closet was on. He stuffed his hands in the front pockets of his jeans and idled over to the open double doors. He stopped and backed up a half step. She was already out of her skirt and was tossing her top over her head. “Jeez, April,” he protested.
“What?” she spun around and faced him with her arms behind her back unhooking her bra. She laughed when she shook her arms to let the straps slide down her arms and the bra fall off her chest. He  averted his gaze, but not before stealing two or three glances. She tossed her bra at him and hit him in the face with it. “It’s nothing you haven’t seen before.”
“True,” he said, stepping forward again to enjoy the view since everything was out in the open now.
She bent her knees and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties. She wriggled herself to pull them down and off her toes. “You going to come in with me?” She pulled out of a drawer one of Jan’s suits and examined it. “Might make it interesting for you.”
“Jan’s going to be home,” he said.
“In an hour,” April guffawed.
“And Taylor’s coming.”
“Also an hour. But if you don’t think we have time for a swim,” she paused and eyed the bed behind him.
“April no, I don’t think so.”
She dropped the bathing suit back in the drawer and shut it. She  stepped up to him completely naked and reached her palm between them to cup his jeans in front. “Is that Tod talking? It’s time for a consult, isn’t it?
“April,” he whispered.
“Tod,” she imitated him and slowly drew her hands up his chest and around his neck, pulling him to her to kiss him with a smile and a tip of her tongue. “Don’t you need a little session?”
“You know I want to.”
“We could just as easily cancel the . . . “ she paused. “Arrangement.” She pulled him to her tightly and probed inside his mouth with her tongue.
“It’s not what I’m saying,” he wrapped his hands around the small of her back. She felt smooth, warm, and good.
She undid his belt and peeled his pants open. She reached inside his boxer briefs and let her nails scratch inside before taking a firm hold of his member. With her lips against his, she smiled and said, “Don’t you grow and learn from my training program?”
He shivered and ran his hands around her shoulders and took both her magnificent breasts in his hands. “I do,” he agreed.
She slid down his body pulling his pants with her, helping him lift his feet one at a time to get out of his pants. She rubbed her sleek body up against his all the way back up pushing his t-shirt off his torso and over his head. “Tell me again how much money your little accounting business is making this year.”
He stumbled backward and landed on the edge of the bed. “A lot,” he said.
“Mmm,” she smiled, pushing him onto his back and climbing between his legs. She held his semi-hard cock in her hand and flicked her tongue at it, licking up the underside of it and kissing the head. “But how much,” she moaned, pushing her tight lips over the head of his cock until he popped inside her mouth. She slathered over it warm and wet.
He groaned and pushed his hands into her hair. “Maybe twelve mil billing this year. Maybe more.”
“Oh Tod!” she exhaled and she twisted her head and hands and drove down on him with renewed enthusiasm. She pressed her tongue on the underside inside her mouth and pulled up on him hard. She lifted her head up and squeezed and stroked his cock below her face. “You’re going to make a little girl cum with talk like that.”
“Fuck me, April,” he sighed.
“Thought you’d never ask,” she chuckled. She shimmied up his body until she was kneeling with her hips over his. She curled and twisted her back and reached behind her to find his cock now hard and long. She scratched it and she steadied it and she lowered her hips until the head of his cock pushed into her damp lips and parted her. She let go and sank down on him a couple of inches further. She relaxed her knees and placed her hands on her thighs as she lowered herself further. She spread her hair from her face and leaned over to rest her elbows on either side of his head on the pillow. She pushed her hair forward to make a tent for their faces. As she pushed her hips down she kissed his lips and said, “Is that good, baby? Did you miss me?”
“Been a while,” he exhaled.
She smiled and chuckled. That was an inside joke — they fucked so often the previous week, they wore each other out. “That was epic baby,” she said. She curled her hips and took him deeper inside her.
“Not sure how we’re doing it, but we’ve got pretty low expenses and pretty high billing,” he said.
“I love it when you talk numbers to me,” she giggled and bit at his lip. His eyes rolled back and his hands roamed over her back. She ground her hips hard into his and put her lips next to his ear to moan and whimper.
“Receipts are looking good this month too,” he moaned.
“That’s good,” she whispered. Her back moved on him like waves washing over a beach. She moaned from deep within and made him feel she was hardly able to keep from orgasming on him. “Baby,” she inhaled. Her pussy muscles clenched on his cock and squeezed him from deep within. When she pulled her hips up, the hot, wet tug was more than he could stand and he shuddered, he gasped, and he clenched tightly to her body. He arched his back and groaned like a man dying and he shot hard and repeatedly deep into her. She pulled herself off him just as they heard the front door close.
“You up there honey?” they both heard Jan shout from the stairs. Then they heard her say something indeterminate as though to someone beside her. April picked herself up and leaned over to the window. Taylor’s car was out there too, beside Jan’s.
Jan came up the stairs. April dove into the closet and shut the door. Zach flew into the bathroom and turned the shower on.
April shouted, “In here, Jan,” and she quickly pulled on the bathing suit she’d earlier pulled out.
Jan came into the bedroom and flung open the closet door. “Was wondering! Saw your car!”
“Trying to borrow one of your bathing suits! Need a swim, but I didn’t get home.”
“No problem, April!” Jan went into the closet with her. “Give me that one, you wear this one,” she said, pulling out a tiny bikini.
“That’s a sexy one,” April held it up in front of her nude body.
“You’re a sexy girl,” Jan said too softly.
April turned to her and held her hand. “You are,” she said.
Jan leaned back and peered through the room to the bathroom door, shut, and cocked her head to hear the shower. “How long has he been in there?”
“I think he just went in,” April bit her lip. “But I don’t know — I’ve been in here the whole time.”
Jan closed the door quietly behind her. “We shouldn’t,” she said.
April pulled up the edge of her skirt and placed her hand on the front of her panties. “But you know we will,” she said.
“Your husband is downstairs in the kitchen.”
“And your husband is in the bathroom.” She leaned closer to her and their lips brushed.
“What you do to me,” Jan moaned, “girlfriend.” She began to strip. April helped her and they hurriedly stripped her down as naked as April. They pressed tightly  together and searched each other’s mouths with their lips and tongues.
From outside the door they could hear Tod. “Hon? You in there?”
“Don’t come in,” Jan screamed with alarm. “April is in here — we’re trying on bathing suits.”
“Oops,” Tod called back. They could hear his steps leave the room and when they both held their breath and listened hard, they could hear Tod and Taylor talking downstairs.
Jan pulled April by the hand to the chaise lounge along the wall of her closet. She reclined and pulled April down with her. Their bodies entwined and undulated together so tightly and smoothly, there was no saying whose limb belonged to whom or where one stopped and the other began. April tapped Jan’s shoulders and they both giggled trying to stifle their sounds and keep it quiet. Soon both their heads were between the other’s legs, both their sets of hands gripped tightly around each other’s asses, and both their tongues and lips were busy on each other’s pussies.
“April,” Jan moaned out loud. “Oh god, it’s good,” she tried to whisper but she spoke too loud.
April breathed hard and tried to keep from crying out, but Jan nibbled and kissed her so expertly it was hard to focus. Her fingers parted Jan’s pussy and she pressed her tongue against her hardened nib. She circled it and pressed her lips around it and sucked. Jan’s hips rose against her face and shook. She lost her concentration on April’s pussy and inhaled sharply and loudly in a tiny cry. But April kept on circling and nibbling and sucking on her clitoris. Jan flowed so liberally her entire area was slick with her juice. April sucked her labia between her lips and pulled up, letting it bounce back. It was too much for Jan and she clenched her fingers tightly into the skin of April’s shoulders and her hips pressed up and vibrated. She stopped breathing. April sucked on her clit and Jan exhaled with a loud bellow. “Fuck,” she cried out.
April climbed off and turned to kiss Jan. Jan giggled and got up, throwing the bikini at her. “Come on, let’s go see what they’re doing.”
“Hey honey,” Taylor turned to April when she came from the stairs and rounded into the kitchen. Jan flew in behind her. April gave Taylor a tiny peck on the cheek. “What’s going on?”
“Going for a swim with my girlfriend!” she said, pulling Jan’s hand behind her.
“Don’t be gone too long,” he called to her back. “Potential new client joining us for dinner.”
April stopped and turned. She cocked her eyebrows.
“Guy I play hockey with — Malik. He runs a physiotherapy clinic for pro athletes. Really top money guy. He’s worried about expanding. I told him you’re the best personal business trainer going. I told him to bring his wife over for dinner — it was Tod’s idea. He’s excited about meeting you.”
“Well, thank you, Taylor,” she smiled at him and looked at him with slight puzzlement for longer than a moment. Behind her eyes, anyone could see she was calculating.
The three couples lounged in the night air around the deck fire sipping wine and talking business. Tod called to April. “Hey, take him inside, take him to my office.” To Malik he said, “She’s my personal business trainer too. She’s good.”
“Are you sure?” April said to Tod. She also glanced at Taylor, but he was oblivious — Jan glanced over her shoulder and turned back to rejoin her intense conversation with him.
“Come on then,” she said to Mailk.
He handed his glass of wine to his wife. “You want to come too, Sophia?” he said.
She patted his hand where it gently squeezed her shoulder. “You go, honey, I’m loving this fire too much.” She leaned forward and laughed and said to Tod, “This is so great!”
April held the curtain aside as Malik passed in front of her. She lead the way toward the front of the house and Tod’s office — what used to be the old mansion’s dining room. She closed the door and leaned against it. “It’s been soundproofed — confidentiality and all that.”
Malik turned around and stared. April was untying the knot that held her poolside robe closed over her skimpy borrowed bathing suit. “What’s going on?” he said with a crooked smile creeping across his face.
“I saw you looking at me out there.”
“It’s hard not to, you’re a very attractive woman, April.”
“Like what you see?” she said, opening her robe and letting it drop on the floor. She didn’t stop there. She jutted her chest and unhooked the clasps at the back of her top. She shook and let it slide down her arms.
“What kind of consultancy did your husband say you were in?”
She stepped up against him and kissed his lips with her soft, warm lips. “Personal,” she moaned and kissed him with her tongue. “Business,” she whispered against his ear. “Trainer,” she groaned as she clasped her hand tightly onto his pelvis.
She slid down the front of his body and yanked at his pants until he was open. She pulled them down and his cock, already hard, sprang up against her face. She kissed it and played with it against her cheeks and chin, chasing it with her tongue. She caught it and took it into her hot mouth. She moaned like she was the one getting all the pleasure. He staggered backward and leaned on the edge of Tod’s desk. “Holy shit,” he muttered to himself.
She very slowly pushed her tight lips over his shaft and squeezed her lips even tighter when she pulled back up his cock, moving even slower. She moaned and squirmed and panted on him. She reached around and dug her pretty nails into the flesh of his ass. She bobbed on him so hard her hair moved in waves washing over his thighs. She curled her tongue around his cock and pressed when she sucked him inside. He breathed harder and he grasped her shoulders. “Fuck me,” he moaned.
When he erupted, she pulled off and stroked him in her hand, aiming his jism all over her mouth and chin and down her neck and all over her breasts. She finished him off back in her mouth until he had nothing left in him. She slowly stood up against him and pressed her lips to his. “Do I have a new client?” she said softly, not waiting for an answer before kissing him deeply.
When she pulled off and looked from his eyes to his mouth and back to his eyes again with her hands around the back of his neck, he nodded. She giggled. “I’ll be calling,” she said, skipping out of the office and down the hall to a bathroom to clean herself up.
When she came out, Taylor spun around. “There you are!” He tried to reach for her hand but she only patted his shoulder and sat opposite the fire. “Malik says he’s going to hire you!”
“What made you decide?” she said looking directly at him as she tipped her glass of wine to her lips.
He tapped his wife’s thigh and looked at her instead. “I think she can make a lot of sense — I can see the entrepreneurial spirit in her.”
“That’s wonderful honey!” his wife said, patting his thigh back and leaning forward to give him a peck on his lips. She turned to April. “We should have you over for dinner too,” she said.
April flashed her eyes at Sophia. No one could see, but her legs were crossed and her dangling foot reached out far enough for her toe to touch Sophia’s calf. “I’d like that,” she said to her.
Sophia looked away and down, but she also looked back at April. She drank back a gulp of wine and flashed her eyes back at April, who smiled to herself.
“I don’t know how you do it,” Taylor said to her. He shook his head and chuckled. “I guess you have the touch.”
“I guess I do,” she nodded. “All in a day’s work, right?”
“And to think she’s all mine,” Taylor said, raising his glass to her and smiling warmly at her.
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