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I was only supposed to pretend to be his girlfriend




I closed the door to the suite behind me and leaned against it. Cary, my husband

 
’

 
s friend from work — and the man who had been pretending I was his girlfriend all night — puffed his cheeks out, pushed his hands into the sides of his head, and flared his eyes out widely at me.



We both erupted in full-on laughter, doubled over, staggering and unbalanced. We reached to grab each other and hold ourselves up, having finally got ourselves alone after the most bizarre night out.



He needed to bring a

 
“

 
plus one” to the table his company purchased at the big annual charity gala they support. I thought it would be a gas to pretend to be his girlfriend, and my husband Ron thought it would be pretty funny, too.





Only, the older boss got super drunk, Cary was enlisted to make sure he and his wife got home okay, and then his wife hoped we

 
’

 
d spend the night

 
“

 
just to make sure.”





We couldn

 
’

 
t tell her we weren

 
’

 
t actually a couple, and we couldn

 
’

 
t leave her alone like that, either. She was useless and he was really out of it. 





“

 
We have a pretty nice guest suite, down the end of the hallway,” she said.





“

 
Nice” didn

 
’

 
t begin to describe it. The condo was top-end luxury all the way, and the guest suite was stunning. I phoned my husband right away.





“

 
She

 
’

 
s already insisting on breakfast for us in the morning,” I gasped to Ron on the speaker.

 
“

 
We don

 
’

 
t know what to do!”





“

 
Well I guess you have to keep pretending to be Cary

 
’

 
s girlfriend, then,” he laughed. He thought the whole situation was a big joke.





“

 
The suite is unbelievable,” I told him, looking around at the high ceilings, the incredible surrounding view of the city at night, the art, the furniture.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s like a whole other life,” I said.





“

 
Enjoy it!” Ron said, chuckling.

 
“

 
Call it a one-night holiday!”





I looked over my shoulder at the one — albeit huge — bed.

 
“

 
It feels like I

 
’

 
m a stranger to myself in here,” I said, biting my lip and glancing at Cary who was also looking at the one bed through the corners of his eyes.





“

 
Well just explore that stranger, then,” Ron said.





I wasn

 
’

 
t sure he was understanding the situation.





Cary rotated the phone to face him.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just kind of weird,” he said.

 
“

 
Your wife

 
’

 
s acting is Ocsar-worthy, pretending to be my girlfriend all night. Kind of hard not to forget . . . “ he chuckled, not finishing his sentence.





“

 
Just have a good time, man,” my husband said.

 
“

 
Enjoy it. The place sounds fabulous. Breakfast in the morning! What

 
’

 
s so wrong with that?”



Me and Cary looked at each other with equally worried expressions. A lot could go wrong, and we both knew it.



“

 
Are you sure?” I said to him.

 
“

 
I can come home. Cary can stay.”





“

 
But then you aren

 
’

 
t pretending to be his girlfriend anymore, are you,” he pointed out.

 
“

 
No, I think you have to carry on with the act all night.”





It wasn

 
’

 
t so much the acting and pretending all night that was the issue, it was the chemistry. I wasn

 
’

 
t really acting very much.





I felt it the moment I got in his Uber alone with him, and I know he felt it too. We were both clearing our throats and avoiding the subject right off the bat. I was grateful when we got to the hall. But being alone again with him in the boss

 
’

 
s suite with the door closed, that chemistry was starting to rise up at full volume all over again, if it ever died down.





I wanted to tell my husband it might not be a good idea to say what he said, but there was no way to tell him without going into why.

 
“

 
We might have to pretend all night,” I said to him.

 
“

 
Especially in the morning.”



I was telling him what might happen in every way I could without telling him exactly would could happen.



“

 
Have fun,” he said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s a holiday from yourself. You

 
’

 
re no longer Crys, wife to Ron,” he said and he chuckled.



I bit my lip and looked through my fallen strands of hair at Cary across the table from me. His eyes were as wide and unblinking as mine. My mind was racing about how to tell him it was a bad idea.



“

 
Okay, well,” Cary said, shrugging and making faces at me.



He almost made me burst out laughing and I had to cover my mouth.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s a gorgeous place here. We

 
’

 
re like, locked into a room with one bed. You really want us to keep pretending to be girlfriend and boyfriend all night?”





I gaped and looked away and fanned my face. I couldn

 
’

 
t believe he would spell it out so clearly for my husband. I reached over the table and squeezed his hand and gulped.





“

 
I think you have to, don

 
’

 
t you?” my husband said.



I dropped my mouth in a wide gape and swept my face sideways to look away.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re in the boss

 
’

 
s condo. You

 
’

 
re only being what they all thought you were being all evening, right?” He just kept chuckling. He wasn

 
’

 
t getting it.





“

 
She asked us all sorts of questions,” I said,

 
“

 
and wouldn

 
’

 
t let us just go to the suite.” I pursed may lips and stared at the screen of my phone.

 
“

 
We had to tell so many lies about how we met, what our plans were — it was crazy,” I said.





“

 
Well relax now,” Ron said.

 
“

 
Lock the door!” he laughed.



I shook my head.

We said goodnight and I pursed my lips and studied the phone to make sure it was off.



“

 
Um,” I said to the phone, and I shot a short puff of air out my nose and raised my eyebrows.

 
“

 
So that was a bit weird.” I brought my eyes up to Cary

 
’

 
s finally and chuckled with disbelief.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not sure what just happened,” he said.





I laughed and bent over and in my chair and came back up with my hands over my face except for my eyes. I threw my head back so my hair was flung over my shoulders. I inhaled sharply and dropped my mouth open wide.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know either!” I squeezed out in a tiny voice.

 
“

 
But look at this place!”



I got up and flashed my fingers at him at the end of my outstretched arm for him to take my hand and follow me. We peeked into the massive bathroom together. It was more like a spa.



“

 
This could be fun,” he said.





“

 
You wish!” I laughed, and I slapped his chest.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re just loving this, aren

 
’

 
t you!” I said to him and I shook my head and wondered over to the double doors that opened to a balcony.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m just trying to keep in character,” he said.





“

 
Oh, yeah, right!” I laughed at him.

 
“

 
Like in the car on the way there, trying to kiss me

 
‘

 
just to get into character.’” I rolled my eyes and grinned at him.



He came out onto the balcony with me to check it out. It had a fire pit in the middle of a table, a sectional couch, and tiny point lights set into the tent roof. Pillows and blankets all over.



“

 
Very, um, romantic,” I said, and I snorted at him when he leaned over the railing beside me.





“

 
True,” he nodded.





“

 
Like you

 
’

 
re not loving this,” I tittered.





“

 
Hey, I

 
’

 
m as trapped in this as you are,” he said.





“

 
You big fat liar!” I said, lightly slapping his cheek.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
ve been dreaming of getting into my pants all night! I think you forgot I wasn

 
’

 
t really your girlfriend!” I said, sticking my tongue out at him and pushing him back from me as I darted playfully back through the double doors.



He followed me and tried to grab me by the waist but I scampered away from him, squealing and laughing.



“

 
Old Mrs. Bond out there is going to be convinced we

 
’

 
re girlfriend and boyfriend if you keep screaming like that,” he said.





“

 
I wasn

 
’

 
t screaming!” I flared my eyes at him. But he managed to catch me and reel me in against his his body.

 
“

 
You going to try to kiss me again like you did all night at the gala?” I said. I lowered my elbows on his shoulders and stretched my arms out behind his head and entwined my hands backward together. I looked down at his mouth an inch in front of my face.



He wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled me tighter against him. I was still in my gown, a long, tight, black sash style number with one shoulder, the other bared and showing half my chest. It was very elegant and came down to the floor.

He got away with a tux jacket, white shirt and tie, and blue jeans. With the right jacket and shoes, jeans work. He proved it.



“

 
Like you weren

 
’

 
t enjoying it every bit as much as I was,” he said.





He was right. But I wasn

 
’

 
t ready to concede.

 
“

 
I was doing you a favour so you didn

 
’

 
t look like such a loser, going out without a girlfriend!” I snickered. We rested our foreheads against each others.





“

 
No one to pretend in front of now,” he said.





“

 
Never know,” I grinned. I couldn

 
’

 
t get my eyes off his mouth.

 
“

 
Maybe the Bonds have cameras installed,” I snickered with my shoulders rising up. I pinched the tip of my tongue between my teeth.





“

 
Are you saying we need to keep acting?” he said, dropping his hands down over my ass.





I didn

 
’

 
t mind. I let him.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m saying you want to keep acting, because you

 
’

 
re loving this too much,” I said, but it was more a groan, and I dropped my head sideways and kissed him.



We kissed a lot from the car to the hall, in the hall, in the dark room outside the bathrooms behind the hall even when no one was around to witness us being girlfriend and boyfriend, and on the dance floor, too, where we probably did it a little too much. So kissing him in the suite seemed okay too. We kissed long and deeply because we had already been doing it like that all night — it would be weird to revert to the pecks of a friend.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re loving it more than me,” he grinned.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s what you like to think,” I said, and I pulled away from him and bent at my waist to get even further away and out of the grasp of his arms.

 
“

 
I think you

 
’

 
re getting carried away with this whole girlfriend-boyfriend thing, quite frankly. It

 
’

 
s gone far enough, and anyway, I

 
’

 
m taking a bath,” I said, and I went into the bathroom.





But I glanced over my shoulder before I went through. Of course he was staring at me — I was still in my long sexy and tight gown, wasn

 
’

 
t I. I grinned and chuckled and bent over to put the water on. I

 
’

 
d never seen or used a tub like this one. It was set down inside a walk-up level, huge and round and sporting jets all over the place.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t get any funny ideas, but come and unzip me, I

 
’

 
m stuck,” I called out.





He startled me when he replied right behind me because I didn

 
’

 
t know he was already there.





“

 
At your service,” he said.





I turned my back to him and pulled my hair over my shoulder.

 
“

 
But no touching the merch,” I said.





“

 
So . . . “ he squinted as he pulled the zipper down my back. “ . . . looking is okay?”





“

 
Such a creeper!” I said, shaking my head as I let him hold the dress for me as I stepped out of it. I held his shoulder to keep my balance.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to start pawing me if I let you look,” I said, but I didn

 
’

 
t hide myself from him. I laughed when I leaned back on the edge of the counter and put one foot up on his thigh where he remained crouching on the floor.

 
“

 
Careful with the thin straps,” I said.

 
“

 
They

 
’

 
re new shoes and they

 
’

 
re expensive,” I warned him.



He was careful to wrap his hand around the back of my calve and I gave him my other foot to remove the shoe from it as well.



“

 
Stop it,” I murmured, when he cupped his palm around my calf and dragged his hand up to the back of my knee, needlessly.





“

 
Hard to stop, girlfriend,” he said.





“

 
Well you

 
’

 
re just going to have to control yourself,” I said. I stepped up onto the tub level and glared over my shoulder at him with squinting eyes and an angry mouth.

 
“

 
Stop looking!” I said.





I widened my eyes at him. I undid the clasp of my bra behind my back and let it fall down from the front of my chest while I had my back turned to him. I tossed my bra at him and it hit him in his face and I laughed.

 
“

 
Put that on the counter, please,” I said.

 
“

 
And close your eyes.”



I guess I could have sent him out of the bathroom. But he leaned against the counter and smirked as he closed his eyes and covered them with one hand. He was probably using his hand to hide the fact he was peeking! I shook my head and snorted and bent at my waist and knees and peeled my panties over my butt and down my legs. I stepped into the sudsy water and threw my panties at him and hit him in the face with them, too. I shrieked and quickly lowered myself in the water and below the suds, but he probably caught a glimpse of my bare butt anyway.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s big enough, I guess,” I said.





“

 
You want me to join you, you

 
’

 
re saying?” he said.





“

 
Well no need to waste the water, right?” I shrugged, and I picked up a handful of soap suds and blew them at him and laughed. I thought I was well enough hidden by the suds. It seemed safe, right?





“

 
Well close your eyes then,” he said, hanging his thumbs on the waist of his jeans.





“

 
No,” I said, and I giggled and played in the bubbles.





“

 
You made me close my eyes,” he said.





“

 
As if you did anyway! You stared at me, I know you did, perv!”





He opened the button of his pants.

 
“

 
You aren

 
’

 
t even going to pretend to look away?” he said.





“

 
Girl

 
’

 
s prerogative,” I said lightly.

 
“

 
Anyway, I

 
’

 
m your girlfriend, so presumably it

 
’

 
s nothing I haven

 
’

 
t seen before,” I said and I chuckled.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re just getting in the tub, you know, we

 
’

 
re not doing anything in here!”





He chuckled and peeled his jeans down. I pretended to not care and hummed to myself and played with the soap bubbles. But I peaked over. He peeled his briefs down too, and then his tie, and then his shirt. I knew he worked out, but I didn

 
’

 
t know how toned he was. I bit my lip, looked out the windows to the dark outside and the city below, and I squelched a needy groan.





“

 
You okay?” he said, stepping up on the tub level completely naked, his ropey-thing dangling free as a bird.





I shielded my eyes and turned away again to the windows.

 
“

 
Modest much?!” I said.





He stepped into the water and put his hand on my head to help keep his balance.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s a bathroom, what?” he said, as if he didn

 
’

 
t know.





“

 
Windows open?” I said, gesturing to the windows all around us. I shook my face and rolled my eyes.





He just laughed and slipped down under the water and suds right beside me.

 
“

 
This is fucking unbelievable,” he said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not bad, isn

 
’

 
t it,” I said, and I snickered and splashed water at him.





“

 
I could get used to this,” he nodded.





“

 
Well don

 
’

 
t get used to me in it with you, because this is a one time offer,” I said.





“

 
Wait, what? What

 
’

 
s the offer?” he grinned.





“

 
Never you mind, mister!” I stuck my tongue out at him. I knew he was teasing me.

 
“

 
And no trying to touch me under the water either.”





“

 
Well just don

 
’

 
t come onto my side,” he said, and he drew a line under the water between us. He touched my bare thigh.





I giggled and found his thigh on the ledge under the surface and pushed him back.

 
“

 
The line,” I said,

 
“

 
is here.”



He pushed harder against me and I pinched his leg and he pushed his knee against my knee harder. We began to leg wrestle under the water and I squealed and snaked my ankle around his ankle and our toes curled and fought and our knees pushed twisted and we splashed water at each other and shrieked and laughed.



“

 
No fair, you

 
’

 
re stronger!” I said, grimacing and laughing at the same time.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m fine sharing, but you

 
’

 
re the one with all the rules.”





“

 
Oh yeah sure, so you think it

 
’

 
s just fine if we end up on top of each other in here,” I snorted at him and I shook my head. We stopped struggling but our legs remained entwined.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m just minding my own business,” he said, and he sank down lower until the water lapped his chin. He crossed his arms together behind his head and relaxed back.





“

 
As if,” I said, and I splashed him again and slapped his face. I rolled over onto my hands so my body floated on the surface as I gently kicked my legs stretched out behind me like I was swimming.





“

 
Do you think he minds if we

 
’

 
re naked in the bath together?” I said. My hands gripped the edge of the tub on either side of his resting head.



He opened his eyes and stroked loose strands of hair from my eyes and tucked them behind my ear. I let him. We were facing each other closely.



“

 
Who?”





“

 
My husband, you dummy!” I said, and I floated my body further over top of his and planted my hands on his shoulders. Our faces were closer together.





“

 
Maybe he wouldn

 
’

 
t like all the details. But he didn

 
’

 
t seem all that concerned, did he,” he said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think he understood what I was saying to him, or maybe he wasn

 
’

 
t really listening — he can do whole conversations, you know, when a game is on, and not hear a single word,” I said. I floated closer toward him and turned my face up to kiss him lightly on his lips.





“

 
Maybe it turns him on,” he said.





I squealed with laughter and threw my arms around his neck. I kept my body above his as long as I kept paddling my feet behind me.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re such an idiot,” I said and I grinned and snorted.





“

 
Some guys are like that,” he shrugged.

 
“

 
They like it.”





I laughed some more and I kissed him some more, too.

 
“

 
Would you like it?”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t have a wife to share with other men,” he said.





“

 
I thought you said it felt like I really was your girlfriend tonight,” I said, and I stuck my tongue out. I pulled my arms tighter around the back of his neck and we made out. I stopped kicking my legs too. My body slowly floated down in the water until my knees came to rest on the ledge to either side of his hips.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s feeling like that now,” he said.





“

 
Stop getting ideas,” I whispered, and I kissed him all over his neck and ear and upper chest and chin.





“

 
Not sure how I

 
’

 
d like it, but apparently, some guys love it,” he said, between the kisses we were enjoying privately together. I didn

 
’

 
t see anything wrong with kisses — it

 
’

 
s not like we hadn

 
’

 
t been doing that the moment we got into the car at the beginning of the night.





I kept sticking my tongue in his mouth just because. I could feel his penis poking up into my stomach under the water but I didn

 
’

 
t want to let him know that I felt it.





“

 
You were saying?” I moaned against his lips accidentally, and I made him kiss me deeply again as soon as he tried to talk. It made me laugh.





“

 
They feel like it

 
’

 
s the ultimate ownership of their woman, to share her out, as long as they control when and where it happens. Some guys like being the one to pick the man,” he said.





I sank down on him and felt his penis touch my breasts under the water. I guess he felt it too, now. I rolled my forehead over his and lashed my tongue out at his lips.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re such a bullshitter,” I groaned in a low, quiet tone at him, and I pulled myself higher up on his thighs.



Just getting more comfortable, right?

He reached forward and grasped both my breasts in his hands under the warm water.



“

 
Uh-uh, you better stop,” I warned him. We kept kissing but he was bad, because he didn

 
’

 
t listen to me and he kept squeezing and rubbing my breasts.





“

 
I told you,” I said between kisses in a private, intimate groan,

 
“

 
to stop that!” I seethed between my teeth. I pushed my hips forward and pressed his penis hard between our stomachs to show him I was serious.



But he kept rubbing his thumbs up and down and all around on my nipples because he knew that that drove me crazy.



“

 
They enjoy using sexual feminine charms by proxy, as it were, through their wife

 
’

 
s body,” he kept talking.





I pushed my face into the side of his neck and I bit his ear hard.

 
“

 
You better stop doing that,” I whispered harshly with a deep exhalation of breath.





“

 
Why?” he said with a grin.





“

 
I think you know why,” I said, and I reached down between our bodies and seized his cock in my hand and squeezed it as hard as I could. I pulled my face back from his and glared at him to show him I meant business.



He was a bad man, though. He kept rubbing my breasts totally ignoring my repeated requests to stop doing that to my body.



“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to tell him you played with my tits in the bathtub,” I said, and I wriggled my face at him. I rubbed my thumb over the top of his cock.





“

 
Maybe he

 
’

 
s going to like the sound of that,” he said.





I laughed. He was funny. I hid my face because he was making me smirk too much and I was trying to be serious.

 
“

 
Anyway,” I pushed my face into his neck and licked and kissed him there.

 
“

 
Have your fun, because it

 
’

 
s all you get to do. My husband might be okay with it, I agree, but only if this is all that happens.”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m telling you,” he kept on with it.

 
“

 
You heard him on the phone. He expects a lot more to happen.”





I guffawed so loudly I had to cover my mouth in case the Bonds heard me.

 
“

 
You might expect a lot more!” I flared my eyes at him and shook his cock hard in my hand.





“

 
As long as he says when and where, he might like everything to happen,” he said. He grabbed me around my waist and yanked me up harder against him.





I sat high on his lap and pushed my chest, now up and out of the water, into his neck and chin. I played in his hair with my fingers and looked down at him.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s called cheating, and husbands generally don

 
’

 
t like it, as if you didn

 
’

 
t know,“ I said, and I reached between our bodies and sank my fingers around the length of his shaft and groaned harder than before.

 
“

 
Not one little bit,” I sighed.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s called cuckolding,” he said.





I laughed.

 
“

 
Stop trying to get your thing in me!” I snorted and I draped my body over his. I lifted my hips up and pushed his cock down under me so that I trapped it downward and below my butt cheeks.

 
“

 
I will bite it off if you don

 
’

 
t stop!” I said, and I pushed my lips in his hair and kissed the top of his head and caressed him.





“

 
But you made me so hard,” he said.



I laughed and pushed back away from him to sit on the ledge on the other side. I lifted my feet and rested them on his thighs and poked my painted toes into his stomach and chest.



“

 
Aww, poor baby, got a hard on and nowhere to put it?” I said, and I pouted at him and tilted my head sideways.





“

 
I can think of a couple places,” he said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m a married woman, so I believe that would have to be your right hand,” I bit my tongue at him,

 
“

 
and your left hand if you want to pretend it

 
’

 
s someone else!” I said, and I squealed with laughter and rolled over and held the edge of the tub behind me to kick my feet out toward him and float again. I looked over my shoulder. My feet smacked the surface of the water on either side of his half-sunken face and he had to scrunch his eyes because I was splashing him so much. He made me laugh.





“

 
High and dry,” he moaned.





“

 
Such a big baby!” I said. I rolled over again and floated over to him.

 
“

 
Fine! Sit on the edge. I will give you a hand job but only a hand job!” I said.

 
“

 
So you don

 
’

 
t have to pretend it

 
’

 
s someone else for like the first time in your life!” I snickered.



He grinned and pulled himself up to sit on the edge and out of the water.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a handjob, don

 
’

 
t you be getting any ideas,” I said, and I knelt on the ledge under the water and rested my elbows on his thighs. I could tell Ron I had to because he was unable to control himself otherwise.





“

 
You never heard of cuckolding” he said, and he stroked his hand through my hair and pulled it over my neck.





“

 
Nn-nn,” I moaned, because the head of his cock was between my lips and accidentally inside my mouth. I was stroking him with my hand like I said I would, but I guess I forgot, and even though I should never have put him in my mouth and wrap my lips around his cock, he didn

 
’

 
t stop me, either, even though he knew full well I wasn

 
’

 
t supposed to do that.





“

 
You know how it feels to use your feminine sexuality, the power of it?” he said.





I was breathing hard through my nose and pushing my mouth down over the full length of his cock, following my fist up and down over him. I was barely able to hear him.

 
“

 
Nn-hnn?” I groaned.





“

 
Sometimes men — we don

 
’

 
t really have that kind of thing, and certainly not over other men, normally,” he said.



He continued to stroke my face and hair and neck. And talk. I rose up and down on my knees and whimpered with his cock deeper in my mouth. I hoped Ron would understand how it happened.



“

 
So these guys,” Cary kept talking, bending sideways and lower down because he liked to watch his cock go inside my lips like all guys do. All men are the same!





“

 
They use their wive

 
’

 
s bodies instead to feel that power over other men.”





I pulled off his cock with a loud suctioning pop and I stroked it against my cheek and nose and eyes.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s fucking bullshit,” I said, and I knelt up higher, I tried to catch my breath, and I poked my shoulders high, dropped my head down, and took him again as deep in my mouth as it would go. It was hard not to!



I moaned on him. He kept talking, but not so much after a few more deep and hard sucking strokes. If I thought giving him a handjob was going to be hard to explain, sucking him would be so much harder. But letting him cum in my mouth? That would be just straight up cheating.

But I was too late. He gripped the edge and dropped his head back and moaned so loud I thought for sure Mrs. Bond was going to come knocking on the door. Good thing we locked it, like my husband said to do!

His cum filled my mouth and I gagged and it spilled out from around my lips. I tried to swallow him because I bet that he was the kind of guy who liked that, but there was too much! I pulled off him and laughed and more of his cum shot me in the face. I swallowed twice and pushed my mouth back down over him and groaned hard and deeply on him. His whole body was as rigid as a plank and then, just like that, he sagged and rolled back to lie down.

I giggled and licked his cock clean because I also knew he was the kind of guy who probably thought that was just the best thing ever, and I licked my hand too, and my lips with my tongue. He got me all over!

I got out of the water and stepped over him lying there pretending to be dead. I went down the two steps and found a towel and tossed one over his dead body and laughed.

I got back into my bra and panties because I had nothing else to wear. I leaned over the counter and checked myself in the mirror. He came out and, without even asking, he pushed himself against my back and reached around my tummy and tried to push his fingers under my panties.



“

 
I hardly think so!” I said to him over my shoulder.

 
“

 
No touching I said!”





“

 
Fine, that

 
’

 
s it then,” he pouted like a big baby and pulled his jeans back on.





“

 
Oh my god!” I spun around at him. But he spun me right back around toward the mirror again. I tried to get out from under his body but he pushed his hips against mine and pinned me to the edge of the counter. Then he put his fingers down my panties and started touching me and rubbing me there.





I looked at him through the mirror.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m warning you,” I said, glaring at his reflection. But he kept rubbing me. He could feel how wet I already was.

 
“

 
I am another man

 
’

 
s wife!” I said to him in a hushed voice so the Bond

 
’

 
s wouldn

 
’

 
t hear.





“

 
And I

 
’

 
m telling you, he wants to give your body to me,” he said.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be ridiculous,” I said, but I breathed it more than spoke it. He was touching me in pretty much the exact right spot. I stomped one foot down and hung my head. He wasn

 
’

 
t giving me a chance.





“

 
He

 
’

 
ll want to know how I touched you, and what you sounded like when you came,” he said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not going to cum,” I said but my voice was weak and shaky.

 
“

 
That would be cheating,” I said and I gasped and dropped my mouth wide open.



He kept doing it.



I pressed my ass back into his groin. He was going to make me cum, and he knew it. I couldn

 
’

 
t stop him. I couldn

 
’

 
t get away. I didn

 
’

 
t even manage to stay standing on my legs, I was so shaky.





I didn

 
’

 
t know he would get me so close so fast. I curled my fingers into fists and reached up and over the back of my head and tangled my fingers into his hair.

 
“

 
Cary,” I moaned, just as my knees gave out and I slid down the front of his body like my bones became jelly. It was like someone poured warm honey into my blood. Oh my god, it felt so good!





I ended on the floor clutching his legs and tittering to myself for the mess I was in. He helped me up and we went back to the bedroom. We looked at each other and shrugged. There really was just one bed, wasn

 
’

 
t there.





“

 
Jeans off,” I said, as I crawled in to claim my side.

 
“

 
No outside clothes in my bed!” I chuckled at my own assertiveness with him

 
“

 
And no more than jeans off!” I said, and I nodded sharply at him.

 
“

 
We can watch a show or something for a bit before we go to sleep, if you like.”





We tried, or at least I tried. But it was hard!

 
“

 
Take your underpants off then,” I said.



He was surprised and looked dumb at me.



“

 
Just take them off would you?” I said to him, annoyed. I pinched the skin on his upper thigh under the sheets.



He pulled them down under the sheets but I pulled the sheets off his body, irritated at him and how he was behaving, and I threw my leg over his lap and sat on his thighs. He sat up and we kissed a little first before I pushed his face away from mine.



“

 
I usually sleep naked,” I said to him.





“

 
Me too,” he said.





“

 
Well then we

 
’

 
re going to have to do something about that, aren

 
’

 
t we,” I said.





“

 
What do you propose?”





I kissed his mouth and tried hard not to kiss his neck and chest.

 
“

 
Surely,” I said,

 
“

 
two adults can sleep in a bed without doing anything.” I kissed him again.

 
“

 
And if we

 
’

 
re naked that shouldn

 
’

 
t make a difference, right?”





“

 
Exactly what I was thinking,” he said.





“

 
Come on,” I pleaded.

 
“

 
Try to be serious! I mean it!” I rolled off him and picked my knees up to my chest, hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties, and stripped them down my ass and over my legs.





I let him undo the clasp of my bra.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not like you haven

 
’

 
t already seen me naked,” I said.

 
“

 
Okay, you too, now. Off with those.” I gestured with my face to his underwear.



He lifted his hips and threw them off his legs.



I climbed back into his lap.

 
“

 
Now just because we

 
’

 
re both naked,” I said, kissing and sucking on his bottom lip,

 
“

 
and just because we were in a big luxurious bed together,” I went on, kissing him and finding his penis between us. He was hard again. I liked that. I admit it.





“

 
And just because we had a nice relaxing bath together,” I said, running my finger over his lips and kissing him again, lightly.

 
“

 
It doesn

 
’

 
t mean you get to do what I know you

 
’

 
re going to try to do!”



I bit my tongue at him and snickered.



“

 
How about adding that your husband told you to go ahead and do it?”





“

 
He didn

 
’

 
t say that! He said enjoy yourself,” I kissed him again,

 
“

 
he said have fun,” I pulled on his penis,

 
“

 
and he said relax.” I tried to control my breathing but Cary made me gasp. His penis touched me between my legs. I guess I did that: I pressed him against me there. But still, he wasn

 
’

 
t pulling away or stopping things.





“

 
He wants you to,” Cary kept saying.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s cheating,” I said to him and I lifted myself over his hips.





“

 
He loves it,” he said.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s just what you want me to believe,” I said.





“

 
What are you doing then?”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m testing you,” I said. I curled my spine and drew my hips forward and back. I held his cock straight up directly under me.

 
“

 
You mustn

 
’

 
t do it,” I said.





“

 
Do what?”





“

 
You know what! Oh my god!”





“

 
You have to tell me what I mustn

 
’

 
t do,” he said, making fun of how I talk.





I rolled my head back and gasped at the ceiling. I draped my face over his shoulder and bit his ear so hard, he flinched.

 
“

 
You must not fuck me!” I whispered harshly into his ear. I pulled his cock in my fingers and I shook in my hips.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s hard not to,” he said.





“

 
I know!” I nodded sharply at him.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s why we have to do this — we have to test ourselves like this to make sure we don

 
’

 
t. Otherwise, how are we going to sleep?” I shook my head at him and dropped my mouth open.

 
“

 
Anybody might do anything when the other is asleep!”



It made perfect sense to me but he grinned like I was the dumb one.



“

 
Well just touch it, let

 
’

 
s make sure that that doesn

 
’

 
t do anything,” he said. 





“

 
Okay,” I said.

 
“

 
But remember: don

 
’

 
t you go inside me!” I pulled my hair out of our way and we both looked down. I gripped his penis in my hand and he held me by the waist. We both dropped our mouths open.





“

 
Just a little, okay?” I said.





“

 
Just a little,” he nodded.



I curled my hips in and the lips of my pussy, which were embarrassingly wet, kissed the very tip of the head of his cock, and I sucked breath through my teeth and recoiled in my hips and pulled back away.



“

 
Good boy,” I said to him.





“

 
Did we pass the first test?” he said.





“

 
I”m going to pull your hair out of your head of you try anything,” I said, and I pushed my hand into the hair in the back of his head and tangled my fingers up in him. My hips vibrated from the tension.

 
“

 
Yes, you passed. Now again, and this time, be careful!”





“

 
Okay,” he said.



I pursed my lips and whimpered out loud, which I tried to stop doing. The head of his cock touched the cleft between my pussy lips and we let them stay touching like that for a couple of seconds before I pulled back from him again.



“

 
Good boy,” I said.

 
“

 
Just for being well-behaved, I

 
’

 
ll reward you.” I draped my arms over his shoulders.

 
“

 
You can put it in a little, but just the head, okay? Promise!” I groaned and I bit his tongue.





The head of his cock was large and it spread my pussy lips apart more than I was anticipating. But then he pushed up into me and I pulled myself off him and pushed myself back on the bed.

 
“

 
I told you not to fuck me!”





“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t really!”





“

 
You pushed it in!”





“

 
Just the head!”





“

 
It was more than that, you think I can

 
’

 
t feel it!?”





“

 
Let me do it again, you can see, it

 
’

 
s just the head that made it feel like that.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re just trying to trick me again,” I said. But I laid on my back with my knees pulled up and I spread my thighs.

 
“

 
But okay, fine, show me!” I said.



He crawled over me on his hands and knees. His big thing dangled from his pelvis and the head dragged over my thighs and abdomen. He was not careful at all!



“

 
Just the head!” I warned him.





“

 
But you have to watch,” he said.



He took his cock in his hand.



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t trust you,” I said, and I put my hand over his hand. Together we pulled his cock down and he lowered his hips to mine.





“

 
Pass me a pillow!” I ordered him. I folded it under my head so I could see better down my body.



He put the tip of the head of his cock against the parting of my pussy lips. I gasped and rolled my head back.



“

 
Keep watching, you have to see what I mean,” he said.





“

 
Okay,” I said, and I pushed myself up again.



He lowered himself a little bit more and the head of his cock stretched my pussy lips wider.



I caught my breath and went

 
“

 
Nnnn!” with my tongue between my teeth. But I was a good girl and I kept watching.





“

 
Just a little bit more,” he said, and the head of his cock disappeared inside my pussy.





I groaned and arched deeply in my back.

 
“

 
Aw fuck!” I exhaled and I pushed myself up onto the backs of my elbows and hung my head of hair behind me.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s big!”





“

 
Right?” he said.



And then he did it again! He pushed himself deeper into me.



I tried to push him off me, but he was stronger.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s cheating if you go past the head!” I cried up at him. But he muffled my voice when he ducked down and kissed me. I kicked my feet and locked my ankles together behind his back and tore with my nails sunk into the flesh of his waist, but he wouldn

 
’

 
t come back out of me. Instead, he went deeper inside me!





“

 
Just one,” he said as breathless as I was.





“

 
Okay, but then come out!” I groaned.

 
“

 
And hurry!”





He plunged into me and my whole body arched backward and I inhaled very noisily. I didn

 
’

 
t care anymore about the Bond

 
’

 
s. Anyway, weren

 
’

 
t we supposed to convince them we were boyfriend-girlfriend?



Cary pulled back up and nearly all the way out of me but I curled up into his body, sank my face in his neck and pushed my heels in the bed. I rammed my hips up into his hips. His cock, hard wide and long, penetrated me even deeper.



“

 
You said just one,” I gasped and whispered with exasperation into his ear.





“

 
One fuck, I meant,” he said into my ear and I laughed.



But I stopped quickly and bit his shoulder. He penetrated me so good I lost my mind.

After that, I guess it was too late. We fucked all over the bed, him on top, me on top, on our sides. I straddled him in reverse cowgirl style and laughed at him over my shoulder.

I got off him and teased him about not getting to cum but he chased me and we laughed and squealed, and when he caught me, he carried me to the bed and threw me on it. I tried to scramble away but me climbed over top of me. I shrieked and bit him and punched him but he pushed his penis into me again.

When he rolled me over, manhandling me and disrespecting me completely, I put my ass up for him to show him what I thought of him. He knelt behind me and thrusted himself so hard into me, and so deep, I nearly tore the sheets apart in my hands.

He made me climax like that. He was a brute!

I said not to but he came inside me anyway. I was going to pull away from him but the way he groaned and moaned and made a big scene, I thought it would be better to just let him do it. I guess he likes that, too. All guys do!



Here

 
’

 
s the thing. When we finally got up — he kept fucking me all night! — and we had breakfast with the Bonds, we drove home. I was nervous but Cary kept saying I was going to be surprised. And I guess I was.



I made Cary come with me inside when I went home to find Ron and confess to him about what happened. At first, he just listened like a man getting angrier and angrier. But then I glanced at Cary.



“

 
Tell him about going to bed,” he said, right in front of Ron.



I glared at him and grinned behind my hand.



“

 
Tell him how you pretended like you weren

 
’

 
t going to let me in you” he said.



I blushed and hit him and turned all the way around in my chair and directly away from my husband.



“

 
He wants to know, look at him,” he said.





I glanced over my shoulder because Ron wasn

 
’

 
t saying anything.

 
“

 
Do you want to know about what we did in bed?” I said quietly to him. I punched Cary again and tittered, but not because I thought it was funny. I was super nervous.





But Ron just nodded. He cleared his throat and he said in a tiny, weak voice,

 
“

 
Tell me all the details you can remember.”





I widened my eyes at Cary and bit my lip.

 
“

 
Everything, you mean?” I squinted at my husband.





“

 
Yeah,” he finally said.





I held his hand and told him every little detail, including how his friend was rude and ejaculated into me at the end. And then wouldn

 
’

 
t let me sleep but kept fucking me all night.



Cary just sat there with his arms crossed over his chest nodding and smirking the whole time.

The following weekend, Cary texted me and said that he wanted to go on a date with me again and that I should ask Ron if it was okay.

I told him no way was I going to do that!

But he made me do it.



That

 
’

 
s when my husband told me in no uncertain terms just how much he really liked it. And it

 
’

 
s also when he told me that he gave Cary permission to do me even before that first time! They

 
’

 
re both liars! Cary knew he would like it because my husband already told him so!





But my husband said there had to be one rule: I could only do it if I asked him. And if he said

 
‘

 
No

 
’

 
, that was final. Also, if he wanted us to come home after the date, like together, we had to, or I wasn

 
’

 
t allowed to go.





“

 
Cause you want to watch?” I asked him in a tiny voice and with narrowed eyes.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s exciting,” he said.



So I guess Cary was right all along. My husband enjoyed using my body for feminine power by proxy. Or something like that!



I laughed, I kissed my husband, and I texted Cary right away:

 
“

 
Pick me up at 8!”







My husband made me his friend’
 s part-time girlfriend




Gene slipped his hand around my lower back and pulled me up on his leg so fast and  unexpectedly, my legs spread around his thigh involuntarily, or I would have fallen off my high black platform ankle boots. My crimson satin slip dress rode up my hips so high, I didn

 
’

 
t want to look to see how I might have been exposed.





Not that anyone would see. The dance-floor at Jammers was so crammed it felt like we were all one body bouncing together in time to the mesmerizing rhythmic beat. I couldn

 
’

 
t even see my husband Gene anymore, it was so dark and flashing and loud and crowded.





I was uncomfortable. But it was a different kind of uncomfortable. I felt the top of Kent

 
’

 
s toned and flexing thigh between my legs, bouncing me like a girl riding horsey on a lap. Only I was 29 and married, and Gene was no uncle, but my husband

 
’

 
s friend from hockey. And it definitely wasn

 
’

 
t horsey we were playing . . . .





I didn

 
’

 
t push myself away from him, either. Instead, I felt the throbbing music go deep inside me and I hung my head back, I draped my hands around his neck, and I couldn

 
’

 
t make myself stop smiling. I wondered what Kent would think, finding me like that, hanging upside-down from his friend with my groin grinding his leg.





I shifted us further away and deeper into the mass of heaving bodies. I wasn

 
’

 
t ready to stop whatever was happening just yet, even though it was going places it should never be allowed to go. Not just yet, I thought.



I was feeling delirious and free. I felt like I could do anything out there — no one was looking, no one could see. Gene spun me around and pulled me back into his chest expertly. The man could dance. There was nothing I could do but let myself go and put my body in his hands.



And in his hands he most definitely took me. He manhandled me. His hand took me by my ribs high up enough that the heel of his palm was plainly pushing against the side of my breast. He either didn

 
’

 
t realize he was touching me there, he didn

 
’

 
t care, or — given how he looked at me — he wanted to.





I knew I was supposed to move away from his hand or move his hand away from me. A husband

 
’

 
s friend should not be trying to grope a wife

 
’

 
s boob!



And a wife should not be allowing him to. Or liking it, if I was going to be honest. But I did.



He moved me around so fast I didn

 
’

 
t have a chance to react to each new position he put me in. He turned me again and pressed the whole front of his body — and I mean everything! — against the whole back of my body, and he gripped the front of my hips and pulled me hard back into his groin.



I seized his wrists in my hands and dug my nails into his skin and pushed back but he was too strong. In any event, all I really did was push his grip further down onto the top of the front of my thighs. His fingers pushed into the sides of my lower abdomen. It was where no non-husband hands should ever go. And it was extremely sensitive on me there.



I struggled to pull away and twist around but he leaned his face through my hair and nuzzled his mouth against my neck from behind. That

 
’

 
s another weakness for sure, and I quickly reached up and back over my head to grip the hair on the back of his head and pull it. I wanted to stop him. But in doing so, I arched my back and stuck my ass out backward — and harder into his pelvis.



His boner was plainly obvious. Things went louder and the bass went harder and the beat drove deeper into my bones. He moved his hands around the front of my hips and he made me squeal and throw myself forward at my waist so far my beach blonde waves nearly swept the floor. I tried to hide where he was touching me. He must have known that he was touching the front of my panties. I hung over and tried to breathe.



I looked back over my bent body from underneath. I didn

 
’

 
t realize his hands had moved under the hem of my dress. On the one hand, that hid where he was touching me — my dress had fallen back over his hands. But on the other hand, my husband

 
’

 
s friend was massaging the front of my panties on a dance floor in the middle of a crowd of people with my husband somewhere out there in the shadows at our table.





I pushed my ass against his obvious boner and rubbed it back and forth over him, and up and down, too. I was losing control, I was losing restraint, and I was losing my identity. I reached behind myself on the excuse that I needed to push his groin away from my ass, but I only, in truth, grabbed him through his pants and massaged that long hard thing I

 
’

 
d grown in him. If I was guilty, so was he, I thought. I wasn

 
’

 
t all my fault! I was pretty sure he was no more likely to tell my husband what had been going on than I would be.



He slipped his fingers under the waist of my panties and I shrieked but no one heard. He was making me shake and squirm and I needed to make him stop touching me like that down there. All I could think to do was push my hand down the front of his pants. I found myself under his shorts too, not meaning to go that deep. But his cock struck me with how hot it felt. And hard. It made me want to stroke him . . . . to be good to him in the baddest way.



I swayed and danced against him like that and closed my eyes and squirmed and writhed my body pushing my fingers up and down over his strengthening erection. He found my pussy lips under my panties and I was shocked at how wet I was. I didn

 
’

 
t stop him though. I was breathing hard and shaking and nervous and trapped. I peaked out one of eyes. It was amazing what was going on — he and I were being about as intimate as I

 
’

 
d ever been with any man other than my husband, and yet, even though we were constantly bombarded by other couples gyrating and humping each other, no one could tell the state he was putting me in, where he was touching me, or where and how I was touching him back. I felt increasingly wild.





It was the beat of the music that started it deep inside me. He rubbed me with some magical combination of lightness and slowness that wouldn

 
’

 
t let me climb down. I squeezed his cock as hard as I could to tell him that he

 
’

 
d better stop. But it was all so relentless. I spread my legs wider on the floor and arched my back deeper. I tried to twist around to tell him I couldn

 
’

 
t take it anymore, but all I did was find his mouth with my mouth. I spread my legs widely and kissed him hard over my shoulder and pumped my fist over his cock and gyrated my pussy on his hand.



Other people including my husband might have been able to see it. But I was too far gone to care. I felt it first in my feet. The rush of jangling nerves seized me in the extremities of all my limbs and the storm compounded and concentrated up my limbs and into my torso . . .  and then down into my pelvis.

I tried to say to him to stop but we were necking and I only moaned harshly inside our joined mouths. I scrunched down in my hips and his arms held me so tight around my body he held my up or I would have puddled on the floor. Everything came to a point in my centre and I blinked black before light and warmth and music exploded throughout my whole body. I inhaled a deep and loud gasp like someone coming up from drowning and I rolled my head back and stuck my chest out. I grinded my ass backward hard into his dick and I dropped my mouth wide open and exhaled as loud as I ever wanted to.



Having turned to jelly and held up on the front of Gene

 
’

 
s body like some rag doll, I tentatively opened my eyes again. Nearby people glanced away and smirked. I was so embarrassed! Gene kissed me and I twisted around and hid myself against him, burying my face in his neck. He wrapped his big arms around me, covering me, hiding me. I bit his ear and said,

 
“

 
You made me cum!”



He just snickered.



“

 
Not funny!” I said.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t tell?” I added in his ear, and I pushed my body against his body and mashed my pelvis into his groin. I had never been so sexually aroused in my life. And it wasn

 
’

 
t exactly subsiding either, orgasm or not.



We threaded our way through the pulsating throng and back to our table, Gene holding my hand all the way until we came in view of my husband. I curled up in my place in the middle of the red leather high-back booth seat and tried to hide.



“

 
Couldn

 
’

 
t even see you!” Kent shouted.

 
“

 
Thought you were going to stay on the periphery!”





“

 
Yeah,” I shrugged at him and ducked my face back down to the straw in my drink and sucked with my eyes clenched shut.

 
“

 
I thought I was going to, as well,” I murmured far too quietly for him to hear.





“

 
She can dance, that wife of mine!” Kent shouted at Gene.





“

 
She

 
’

 
s a fucking hottie out there on the dance floor!” he said back to him.





I couldn

 
’

 
t believe what he said and I spun my face up at him and glared my bulging eyes in secret to him but I also grinned. I

 
’

 
m not a hottie! I reached my hand under the table and twisted my finger and thumb in his pants and pinched his thigh.





“

 
When she

 
’

 
s able to let loose, that is,” my husband said, grinning madly at his friend.





I glanced at my husband on my other side and snorted a puff of air out my nose. It was his idea to go downtown to his friend

 
’

 
s condo, hit some clubs, hang out, and spend the night (on his pull-out couch). I was too nervous about applying for a promotion I was perfect for — the kind of men I

 
’

 
d be dealing with scared me.





“

 
They sound exactly like my friend Gene!” my husband said.

 
“

 
You remember him don

 
’

 
t you?” he nudged me.





“

 
Uh huh,” I nodded. He played hockey with him. I

 
’

 
d met him a couple of times for post-game drinks. He made me nervous for a whole other reason. The chemistry was stupidly instant.





“

 
You could practice with him!” my husband said.





“

 
Practice what, exactly?” I said to him.





“

 
Being around him, getting used to men like him,” my husband said.

 
“

 
Maybe he can help you relax and not be so scared.”





I didn

 
’

 
t like the idea. I

 
’

 
d never been a clubbing kind of girl and barely even knew what they were like. But Kent insisted and set it all up. He even made me pack the sexy red satin slip dress we bought on a lark on a holiday in Mexico. I

 
’

 
d never worn it since modelling it for my husband in the privacy of our hotel room. I wouldn

 
’

 
t even wear it on our way downtown and only reluctantly agreed to put it on when we were virtually going out the door to the clubs Gene lived above.





The reason I didn

 
’

 
t want to do the night out at all was because those type of men, and Gene in particular, didn

 
’

 
t just scare me. They attracted me in a sort of dance-with-danger sort of way. I was scared of myself as much as I was scared of them. I couldn

 
’

 
t make Kent understand that though. It was difficult to be explicit with what I meant by

 
“

 
scared.” He just blindly thought I needed to be around that kind of man more, close up, so to speak. But I knew that that was the last thing I needed.





“

 
Hey!” Gene said, and he nudged his head toward the throng on the floor again.





I couldn

 
’

 
t believe he was suggesting we go back out there, after what happened the first time.





“

 
No,” I rolled my eyes at him. He knew what happened. He did it to me!





“

 
Go!” my husband bumped his elbow into my back.





I spun around to him and glared at him. I couldn

 
’

 
t tell him why it was a bad idea. He thought I was just being scared of big men again.





“

 
Get out there!” he grinned.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s good for you!”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so,” I said.





Gene pulled me by the wrist. My husband pushed my hips across the leather seat.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t make me!” I said to him but I also grinned. You know that thing where you say you don

 
’

 
t want to do something but inside you really do? Yeah.





“

 
Let

 
’

 
s go!” Gene said with a wide smile down at me. He was gyrating his hips into the edge of our table.





I covered my eyes with my shading hand and looked over my shoulder at my husband. He didn

 
’

 
t seem to notice or care that his friend was shoving his hips virtually into my face.





“

 
One more at least!” Kent nodded at me.





Gene turned and pulled my hand behind him. He would have dragged me on my ass out there if I didn

 
’

 
t spin around and get on my feet. I looked over my shoulder as I scurried in black velvet spike heel boots to catch up to his friend. My husband just grinned stupidly and waved.



Gene pulled me right through the writhing mass of bodies and into the middle of it. I looked up at him and pleaded with my eyes to not do it to me again. But he laughed and placed his hands on my hips and started it, twisting me side to side in front of him.



I looked back toward our table but it was impossible to see with the lights and the crowd. Fuck, I thought. I

 
’

 
m trying here!



Gene pulled me against his body and I lifted my arms and draped them around the back of his neck. He continued to pull and twist my hips and I let him — I stopped resisting him. He brushed my hips and pelvis against his hips and pelvis, and I glanced again toward where my husband would be.



I fought it mentally, but my body had remained as tuned in and turned on as it was from the last dance. I slowly turned my face back to Gene

 
’

 
s neck and I couldn

 
’

 
t stop myself form kissing it. He didn

 
’

 
t need to swivel my hips back and forth against his body anymore, my body was fully willing to do it without his assistance.





This time he didn

 
’

 
t press on my spot with his finger. He pressed on it with his bulge. I spread my legs around his hips and pushed against him and curled my spine in and out to rub my hips up and down over him. He was turning me into one of those girls who humps the guy on the dance floor and I couldn

 
’

 
t help it. He wrapped his hands around my ass and parted my cheeks and squeezed me and yanked me harder against his obviously raging hard cock.





I pushed my face up his neck and bit his ear. I should have said,

 
“

 
No thank you,” or

 
“

 
Enough,” or

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m married.” Even a simple

 
“

 
Stop,” would have sufficed. But I didn

 
’

 
t say anything. I only groaned, and when he kept touching me there with his thing, I couldn

 
’

 
t stop little high-pitched gasping inhalations breathed against his ear. The bastard was going to make me cum again and he knew it!



I darted away from him and yanked him by the wrist to make him follow me. I took him down the dark hallway to the bathrooms. We needed to talk.



We went into a stall together. I put my hands on my hips.

 
“

 
Look!” I said.

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t do that to me!”



He just grinned and bent down to kiss me and stroke the back of my neck.



“

 
I mean it!” I said, but I also pulled my hair around my shoulder and let him kiss my neck, too.





He pulled my hand to his crotch and I couldn

 
’

 
t stop turning my palm forward and feeling him — feeling the hardness, the power, the heat of it.





“

 
This is not helping,” I said and I had to snicker too. The door was locked, I checked over his shoulder.



He undid his pants and opened them and tugged down his shorts.



“

 
Gene!” I pleaded with him.





“

 
Just a little kiss,” he said.





I gaped and twisted around sideways I was so appalled. I stroked it because I thought maybe that might calm him down.

 
“

 
I hardly think so!” I said to him.



But he just grinned as men like him do, and he pushed down on my shoulders. I pulled his cock and lightly scratched my fingernails up and down over its velvety skin and I shook in my insides.



“

 
A little bit,” he said with a smirk.





I raised myself on my toes and held his head to say in his ear something I regret.

 
“

 
Not here,” I whispered, and I licked his ear in a way that made sure he knew what I was promising.



He took me back out of the washroom, down the hall, through the crowed of dancers, and right to our table, holding my hand this time all the way.



“

 
You want to go?” he said to Kent.





I couldn

 
’

 
t believe how obvious he was being. I glared at him in private with my head turned sideways away from Kent

 
’

 
s. I tried to pull my hand away but he held me tight, right in front of Kent. But I said what I said and he looked like he was going to hold me to it. Under the table and out of sight of my stupidly grinning husband, he clutched my thigh below my dress.





I carefully reached under the table too and wrapped my hand around his wrist and pushed it down my leg and looked at my husband.

 
“

 
What do you think? Are you ready?” I said. I didn

 
’

 
t pull him off me.





“

 
Question is if you

 
’

 
re ready,” he said.





Gene resisted my pressure and moved his hand further up my thigh and under the edge of my dress. I kept my eyes on my husband

 
’

 
s eyes and struggled to keep my face expressionless. I tried to peel one of his fingers back to hurt him but he pushed his hand further up my leg until his fingers were bumping the front of my panties.



Getting out of there, even if it meant something worse, possibly, seemed prudent before Gene found my spot again and made me do something right beside my husband.



“

 
I

 
’

 
ve had enough!” I said to him and I smiled and nodded to make sure he knew that it was time to go. I turned to Gene. I held his eyes with mine and showed him just how stony-faced I could be. He rubbed his thumb over and back the front of my panties.





“

 
What do you think, time to go?” I said to him. Both my fists scrunched around his wrist and my nails dug into his skin. It was like I was holding a giant sex toy against myself. And felt like it too.





“

 
Let

 
’

 
s get out of here,” he said finally and we piled out.





It was two blocks back to his condo. Gene kept me on his other side and walked between my husband and me. He wrapped his arm around my back and held me by my hip. I glared my eyes at him but he ignored me. If anyone was walking toward us they would be sure that I was Gene

 
’

 
s girlfriend instead of Kent

 
’

 
s wife. He even dropped his hand down my back and squeezed my ass without my husband noticing.





I reached behind myself and slapped his hand gently enough my husband wouldn

 
’

 
t notice it either, and when he didn

 
’

 
t stop squeezing me, I squeezed his ass harder to teach him a lesson.





Nothing. He only turned to me and with his mouth too close to my mouth, he said

 
“

 
Right?” with a grin.





I hadn

 
’

 
t been paying attention to what they were saying so I just nodded and said

 
“

 
Yeah.” I leaned over and twisted sideways to see Kent and try to pick up what they were talking about and what I

 
’

 
d agreed to. But it also allowed me to monitor him and slide my hand down inside the back of Gene

 
’

 
s pants. I pinched him hard on the ass!





He turned to me quickly.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s good!” he said. I dropped my jaw and looked away.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s good?” my husband said, grinning.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re wife

 
’

 
s a sneaky little vixen!” Gene said.





I was appalled and yanked my hand out and crossed my arms over my chest and walked apart from them. I wasn

 
’

 
t so much trying to stop him as I was needing to stop myself.





We pulled the bed out of the couch in his living room and laughed and shrieked trying to make it up. Gene kept tickling me and Kent did nothing about it. Nothing was settling down inside me. If anything, I was getting worse — he wouldn

 
’

 
t stop manhandling me and tickling me and teasing me.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think I

 
’

 
m quite ready to go to bed yet,” Gene said.





My husband was already lying down under the blanket.

 
“

 
Well, I

 
’

 
m done,” he said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to be out in like five minutes.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s true,” I snorted at Gene.

 
“

 
He goes out fast and he goes out deep.” I looked down at my husband on the floor.





“

 
Night cap on the patio?” Gene suggested.





I shut my eyes and inhaled. Not this again, I thought.

 
“

 
Yeah, no,” I said,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m pretty bushed.” I wasn

 
’

 
t tired at all.





“

 
Go and have a drink,” my husband said.





“

 
Cool down out there,” Gene said with an encouraging tilt of his head and he raised his eyebrows.





I stared at him and curled my lips between my teeth. He kept smiling like the little devil he was. I didn

 
’

 
t want to go out on the patio alone with him. I knew what was going to happen.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll shut the patio curtains,” Gene said to my husband.

 
“

 
Keep the light down.”





I looked at Gene and shook my head and couldn

 
’

 
t stop a grin from spreading over my face. He was being so obvious I couldn

 
’

 
t believe it.





“

 
Coming out?” he said with that shit-eating grin of his. He knew I was going to come out. He was all expectation, wasn

 
’

 
t he.





“

 
Get me something to drink,” I said.



He came back with wine and two glasses and held it up for my approval.



I just stared at him and refused to look at the bottle.

 
“

 
Turn the lights off out there,” I said to him, and I inhaled so deeply I could see my chest rise up under me. Why not just come right out and tell my husband what you

 
’

 
re going to do to his wife?





“

 
Of course,” he grinned, and he took my hand in his — again, right in front of my Kent — and he took me out the patio doors behind him.



I checked over my shoulder before the curtain closed behind us. My husband looked like he was already half way gone.

The patio was beautiful. He had great furniture and a fire-pit table that he set low. He sat down and pulled me down beside him and I pulled up my legs and folded them under me and leaned against his body and stared into the fire. He wrapped his arm around my back and rubbed my arm. I rested my cheek on his chest and my hand on his stomach.



He was suddenly tender to me. I thought he was going to push me and attack me, but instead we sipped wine quietly, stared at the city at night around us and listened to the downtown bar and club noise, and we cuddled. I didn

 
’

 
t know he had that mode. He wasn

 
’

 
t trying anything with me.





I turned and looked up at him from under his chin. I meant to see what he was looking at but his eyes were closed. He wasn

 
’

 
t sleeping — his hand slowly and lightly brushed up and down my arm. It felt good. He looked beautiful and vulnerable, too, so I stretched my neck up and touched my lips to his. It was like he was expecting me to. He took my face in his hand and retuned the kiss and held me there for more. We made out like that, necking forever.





“

 
That was fun, out dancing with you,” he murmured quietly as though it was purely innocent.





I looked around from my vantage point resting my cheek on his chest wondering what word I would use, because

 
“

 
fun” didn

 
’

 
t seem to capture for me what it was dancing with him at the club.





“

 
You certainly have interesting moves out there,” I cooed to him and I snorted and dropped my mouth open with a big smile.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not sure who was leading and who was following, to be honest,” he said.





I gasped and slapped his stomach.

 
“

 
As if!” I said to him, and I pushed my cheek into his body and slid down further on him. I peeked around his side to see if the door or curtains were open at all. They weren

 
’

 
t but I thought we should still be super quiet. I pushed my face up to his ear and said,

 
“

 
You shouldn

 
’

 
t have done that, you know.” I licked his ear and peeked again over his shoulder as my hand popped the button on his pants and I drew his fly down.





“

 
No harm, no foul,” he said.





“

 
Not yet!” I said, and I pulled his cock out from under his pants and shorts. I buried my mouth on his mouth and rubbed my thumb over the head of his cock. I moaned but I didn

 
’

 
t mean to. I knew he was expecting it. And I guess, being polite at home, maybe he deserved it.





“

 
Everything you can do, I can do better,” he said.





I grinned and squeezed his cock in my hand.”What

 
’

 
s that supposed to mean?” I said. Just to tease him, I dropped my face down in his lap and pushed my freshly-done lips over the head of his cock. I was feeling frisky. I was feeling wild the whole time in fact. Nothing was cooling down. I pulled off knowing I had surprised him and I put my face right in front of his and I smiled like the bad girl I was, with him, and I bit my lip.





“

 
After you suck me off, I

 
’

 
m going to lick you sitting under you as you lean over that railing,” he nodded forward,

 
“

 
with nothing on.”



I snorted and ducked down and looked over my shoulder at the railing he meant. It was glass. He was four floors up. People were all over the sidewalk and street below us. There were buildings rising up all around us. The thought of it made me involuntarily squeeze his cock and shudder.



“

 
Maybe you can dream about doing that,” I said, and I dropped back down in his lap and slowly, lightly, opened my mouth around more of his cock, before pulling up again with my lips tight.

 
“

 
But pretty sure that

 
’

 
s not going to happen.”



He pushed his hand into my cheek and I closed my eyes and nuzzled his palm like a cat. He pushed it roughly around the back of my head and tugged my hair and I purred for him. He pushed me and I moaned too loud for a girl whose husband was ten feet and one pane of glass away. I tried to take him in my mouth all the way.



He pulled me by the hair back up and off him even though I struggled to keep my mouth over his cock. Into my ear, he said,

 
“

 
And I

 
’

 
m going to make you cum again with my tongue this time,” he said.





I shivered and I groaned too loud again. I pumped his cock in my hand with no rhythm. He was throwing me off! 

 
“

 
Hot as that sounds,” I said,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m afraid I can

 
’

 
t let you do that,” I said and I corkscrewed my face down o his cock and sucked him off the best I ever learned how.



He just snickered. He made me want to get really good at it. He made me want to blow his mind with what I could do for him.

He pushed the tiny straps of my dress off my shoulders and I tried to slip them back up but he pulled them down again.



I pulled off his cock and sat up to face him, tugging on it. I had to.

 
“

 
Nooo,” I said sternly to him.





But he was that kind of man. Insistent. Confident. Overpowering, and I don

 
’

 
t mean physically, but he had that too. He pulled the straps and the front of my dress came down my body. I stared at him trying to warn him with my expression but he lifted my dress and kept pulling it. I had to rock on my hips to let it come out from under me because he wouldn

 
’

 
t stop. I kept staring at him to show my disappointment in him, even as he lifted it up and off my body and laid it on the patio couch beside us.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know what you

 
’

 
re trying to prove,” I said, and I ducked down sucked him more. He ran his hands over my naked body — naked but for my bra and panties.





“

 
You like it,” he said.



I bit his cock and he flinched and I chuckled. I sucked him good with my tongue swirling around his cock inside my mouth to show him I was sorry for hurting him.

He easily, quickly, unclasped my bra. The cups went slack and I squealed and burst up in front of him and kissed his mouth deeply.



“

 
Stop it!” I laughed, and I tried to fit my bra back on, but he tugged again and it came off. I looked around. It was dim enough with just the fire at a low curl, but still. We were outside downtown and he had me down to my panties.





“

 
Suck me,” he said, and though I

 
’

 
m not the kind of girl who responds to that sort of thing, I dropped my mouth around his cock and pumped him with my fist and lips with a kind of vigour and enthusiasm I normally fake, sort of, with my husband. But I wasn

 
’

 
t faking anything with Gene. I guess that

 
’

 
s what I meant when I tried to warn my husband that its dangerous for me around him.





He tugged at the waist of my panties and I tried to come up from his lap to tell him not to, but he simultaneously pushed my head from the top and drove his hips up to bury his cock deeper in my mouth. It made me shudder and become even more wet if that was possible. I was torn. I didn

 
’

 
t like being treated like that. My head said he shouldn

 
’

 
t treat me that way, but my body was taking over, and it seemed to have a different opinion. He made me suck on him harder when he did that. He made my hips buck.





I moaned my disapproval. He pushed my panties over my ass and I reached with one hand and then the other, switching off pumping his cock in my mouth, trying to fight him off, but he got them down further and further the more I kicked and struggled with my legs. They stretched between my thighs and I groaned loudly with his cock in my mouth, but he wasn

 
’

 
t listening. He pulled them down and off me and I felt the coolness of nakedness outside at night all over my body including parts that are never uncovered outside.





The truth was, though I didn

 
’

 
t want to tell him, was that he made me feel sexier than I

 
’

 
d ever felt in my life. He made me feel sensual, lithe and bodily. He made me feel like a sex object. I wanted to pout about it, to whine about it. But it only made me groan deeper and longer and louder.





I pulled up off his cock and glared around us. I was exposed completely. I wasn

 
’

 
t supposed to feel aroused, I was supposed to get dressed, go inside, and get in bed with my husband. But he was making me feel far too hot and bothered for that.

 
“

 
Somebody needs to be taught a lesson,” I said to him, and I squirmed my body over his, dropped myself onto the soft floor of his patio, and squeezed my naked body between his knees.



I went down on him the way I do when I want my husband to cum. I pumped him hard with fist and mouth, steady and relentlessly. Even when he threw his head back and moaned and grabbed my head in his hands, I kept on him. His body shivered and I pushed my mouth down further on his cock. I could feel his hips start to involuntarily shake and rotate and thrust like his body was losing control and he was beginning to fuck that fabulous feeling thing that was tight and hot and wet around his cock.



That

 
’

 
s when I would pull off my husband and finish him with my hand, aiming him into a tissue or towel or, lacking that, onto his stomach and chest.





I didn

 
’

 
t come off Gene, though. Even when his cum shot the back of my throat, I only moaned and squealed with his cock muffling me, and took him all. His cum gushed from my mouth and I still squealed and pumped him. It hung from my chin like a wiggling worm and dripped down onto my neck and my naked breasts. I still pumped him and swallowed and pumped him more. He stretched his body flat out and every muscle in him strained from his curling toes to his bulging neck, and still I sucked him.





I wanted him to see what he did to me. I made him cum in my mouth and I kept sucking until he had nothing more in him. I finally pulled off and licked my lips and caught his cum hanging from my mouth and swallowed again and laughed. I didn

 
’

 
t think I could do that. I

 
’

 
d never done it before. I guess he challenged me.





When he finally opened his eyes, he looked right at me and I squealed lightly and squirmed under his gaze and couldn

 
’

 
t stop smiling widely. He made me feel sexy and I was embarrassed about it.





“

 
Did you like that?” I asked him and I raised my shoulders and tittered and hid my face down in his lap. He made me feel so shy! I think he knew that I liked it a lot. He probably knew that I didn

 
’

 
t do that before.





He pulled my arms and I rose up to drape myself over his body and we kissed madly. I didn

 
’

 
t care, or remember, that I was stark naked. He pushed up to stand and pulled me up with him. It was time to go in, I agreed. But that

 
’

 
s not where he took me. When I realized he was walking me backward on his feet over to the railing above the street, I pushed my face over his shoulder and begged him,

 
“

 
No!”





But he snickered and kept pushing me backward.

 
“

 
Turn around,” he said.



I shook my head and held onto him tighter. His pants fell down and he stepped out of them. He forcefully turned my nude body around to face the city out there and below us.



“

 
No!” I whined to him, but he bent me over the railing and nudged my feet apart.



Nobody was looking up, but if they did, they would see my naked body above them. I looked down between the railing and my body and saw him sit backward and lean his back against the railing. I gasped and looked around frantically but he grabbed my thighs and held me rooted to the spot.



I was weak. And when his tongue touched my pussy, my knees wobbled and I hung my head down and my blonde hair hung over the railing. I hid my face under it at least. I kicked my feet down but he held me harder and licked me softer. I opened my eyes and saw people below me as he brought his hot and wet tongue against me. I shivered and moaned and he made me quake. I looked between my legs and reached down to push my hand into his hair. I wasn

 
’

 
t trying anymore to pull him away from me, I was pushing his face into my groin harder.





I came loudly. My eyes were clenched tightly so I don

 
’

 
t know if people below us heard and looked up. I was too loud for a wife with a husband just inside the glass door, too. I fell down but he guided me to the couch and we cuddled and laughed and kissed and touched and I curled up in his arms. He was making me feel less embarrassed about cumming so quickly and so often, at least.





I dressed again and we went inside. I even put my boots on so my husband didn

 
’

 
t know I got undressed at all. My husband was sleeping but he stirred. We whispered our goodnights and gave each other one final, tiny kiss. When he went in his room, I took my dress off again and crawled into bed with my husband. He woke up enough to kiss me and I hugged him.





And then I did another bad thing. Maybe the worst, since I knew what I was feeling. But in my defence, it was the feeling that made me do it. I said to my husband,

 
“

 
Go back to sleep, shh,” and I patted his arm.

 
“

 
Just going to go say goodnight to Gene, okay?”





He mumbled and rolled over and pulled the blanket up over his shoulder. I laid on my side facing away from him and saw down the hallway to Gene

 
’

 
s bedroom door. His light went out, but a dim light remained in a line under the door.





I fought it. But I lost. I glanced over my shoulder. Kent was asleep again. I snuck out of bed and meandered to the kitchen and wavered, standing on one foot and thinking. I couldn

 
’

 
t stop looking at the line of dim light under his door. I knew he was still awake. It was driving me crazy. I knew what would happen if I went down there.



I looked back at my sleeping husband and curled my lips between my teeth. I was in my bra and panties. I knew what it would look like to him if I went down there and pretended I was just saying goodnight to him. I tiptoed down the hallway and listened carefully at his door. I heard nothing and looked back up the hallway through to the living room floor. My husband still slept. I tapped on the door.



He didn

 
’

 
t answer so I carefully, quietly, twisted the knob, opened it a few inches only, and leaned my head through.

 
“

 
Just came to say goodnight,” I said.



He was on his bed with the sheets down to his knees, stark naked, leaning up against his pillows with his arms folded behind his head. He was grinning like a very bad man.



I glared at him and quickly went through his door and firmly shut it behind me.

 
“

 
What do you think you

 
’

 
re doing?” I said.





“

 
Come here,” he said with that grin of his.





“

 
Hardly!” I shouted in a whisper. But I come to the foot of his bed. He scuttled himself down his bed and sat on the foot of it close enough to wrap his hands around my waist. I didn

 
’

 
t move away. I stepped closer, actually, until my knees sagged against the end of his bed.





“

 
Just a little,” he said.





I glared my eyes at him and pursed my lips. He knew as well as I did what was going to happen if I came up onto his bed.

 
“

 
It won

 
’

 
t just be a little and you know that!” I fumed at him.





But he pulled me and I fell down a little and knelt on the edge of the bed. I dangled my arm down and let my fingernails drag lightly up and down his bare thigh. I

 
’

 
d never seen a man totally naked before, except for Kent, and not in bright enough light like that.





“

 
I was waiting for you,” he said.





“

 
I can see that!” I scowled at him. His cock was hard again. I swung my arm out and waved my hand past his groin and let my fingernails brush the head of his cock.





He wrapped his hand around my back and pulled and I adjusted myself and sat on his lap with my knees around his hips. He touched my stomach with his fingers and I turned and looked away. He touched my breast and I put my hand on his thigh behind me. I guess he already saw me naked, didn

 
’

 
t he . . .





He made me feel like I wanted to give him everything.

 
“

 
I really did mean to just come and say goodnight better,” I said.





He just snickered and lowered my bra straps over my shoulders. I let him. I played demure, but I wanted him to make me naked again. I couldn

 
’

 
t quite do it for him myself. I bit my lip at him and he pushed me off his lap so I stood again on the floor at the foot of his bed.



He just used his eyes, looking down at my body, and I knew what he wanted. But I rolled my eyes and puffed air out my nose and jutted my jaw sideways. He could be so frustrating!



“

 
You do it,” I said quietly.





He grinned and shook his head and went

 
“

 
Nuh-uh.” He leaned back on his hands planted into the bed behind him and raised his leg between my legs until his big toe touched the very bottom of my panties.





“

 
Please?” I tilted my head sideways. I drew my body over his toe and back.



He just kept grinning and shaking his head. He was enjoying me like that, needful and begging. I squatted at my waist and knees and I peeled my panties down for the second time that night. I lifted my foot behind me and caught my panties on my toes and handed them off to my fingers where I twisted around to reach them and I tossed them over a nearby chair.



“

 
So now what,” I said, standing there again naked, my fingernails lightly brushing up and down over his thighs. I hated being so vulnerable and exposed like that but I loved being naked in front of Gene

 
’

 
s eyes, too, alone in his bedroom. I bit my lip and tried to control my breath. He pushed back on his bed and held his hand out for me to take and he guided me back up and onto his bed on my knees.



He pushed all the way back until he rested down against his headboard. I followed him and sat on his thighs above him. After all that had happened at the club, walking home, on the patio — finally being naked with him in bed felt relieving. I fell forward onto my hands and knees hanging my body over his and I ducked my head down between my high poking shoulders and kissed him.

He wrapped his hands around my ribs and I purred for him. He stroked my hair and I cooed. He kissed my lips and I moaned. I sat back up and on him and pressed his erection, fully hard again, against my tummy.



“

 
I guess you probably know what

 
’

 
s going to happen,” I said to him.





“

 
Nothing you don

 
’

 
t want to happen,” he said.





I lifted my hips and lowered myself and stroked his cock with my abdomen up and down.

 
“

 
I hardly think so and you know that,” I said to him.



He sneered and I lifted myself higher and pushed the head of his cock back through my legs and pulled it forward again. The head of his cock dragged through my pussy lips lightly.



“

 
You don

 
’

 
t agree?” I said. I put the head of his cock back directly below me and I lowered myself until the lips of my pussy touched the tip of his cock.





“

 
You

 
’

 
ve been wanting to do this since we met,” he said.





I bit my lip and tried to stifle my loud gasp. I pushed and took the head of his cock inside my pussy lips.

 
“

 
So have you,” I groaned.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t even care if my husband sees the way you look at me,” I said.



He rubbed my sides and massaged my breasts. I fell forward and mashed my breast into his mouth. His cock slid into me further.



“

 
I think maybe he likes it,” he said.





“

 
As if,” I said, and I lowered myself further. I didn

 
’

 
t think it was fucking yet, but to an outside observer, yeah, I was fucking him. In my defence, I had no choice. 





I rocked on him and snickered when our privates made a loud gushing sound. He rolled me under him and I lifted my legs and let him have his way with me. He pounded me so hard the bed banged the wall. It was risky, but I was so far gone by then. He was right, I

 
’

 
d been waiting for a long time for it.





He made me laugh and I got off him and down onto my elbows and knees and I waved my ass up at him to entice him. He couldn

 
’

 
t resist me if he tried! He knelt behind me and grabbed my hips and ploughed me so hard I whimpered and twisted my fists in his sheets. He made me gasp loudly he filled me so deeply. I thought of my husband, but just barely.





When he came all over my back, I laughed and rolled around and we kissed and cooed and cuddled. But it was time to get back to my husband

 
’

 
s bed.



In the morning, I had a different frame of mind and decided I had to tell my husband. Gene got up too and told us, still lying in the sofa bed — me about to spill beans — that he was heading out for a bit to grab some things to make breakfast.



“

 
What did you have to confess?” my husband said after he left. He was sitting up and scratching and thinking about coffee.





I sat up and pulled my knees up to my chest and hugged my arms around them.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m so afraid that I might have done two things to you,” I said.

 
“

 
And the worst one is that I might have wrecked your friendship with Gene.”



I hoped he might figure out from that clue what happened, but he frowned with confusion at me and staggered round the kitchen searching for coffee.



“

 
Things happened last night by accident,” I said.





“

 
Oh?” he said with infuriating disinterest as he bobbed high and low and pulled open cupboards and drawers all over.





“

 
Not just on the dance floor,” I winced over my shoulder at him.



He came back and sat in the chair as relaxed and carefree as anything. He looked at me without expression.



“

 
Here too,” I grimaced and I hid my face.





“

 
Things?” he said.



I peeked through my arms tight over my face. Was he really that dense?



“

 
Me and Gene,” I said and I ducked my face down again as though expecting things to come flying.





“

 
You and Gene what?”





I inhaled deeply and rolled my head back to the ceiling.

 
“

 
You really can

 
’

 
t figure it out?”





“

 
Figure what out?” he said. He just stared at me like a cow in the field.





“

 
Me and Gene? You were asleep? We danced together all night? I might have wrecked your friendship with him . . . . ?”



He just shook his head and shrugged.



He was making me spell it out. Was he intentionally torturing me?

 
“

 
We kissed,” I tried, seeing how he

 
’

 
d take that bit.



He just shrugged one shoulder.



“

 
There was more,” I said.



We stared at each other. I was sure that the look in my flinching eyes, the way I was hiding my face, the clues I gave him, would tell him what he needed to know. But apparently not.



“

 
I know,” he finally said.





I chuckled and looked away.

 
“

 
No, Kent,” I shook my head looking down.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t know.”





“

 
I have to confess something first,” he said.

 
“

 
And then you can tell me everything.”





I squinted at him. It was so unfair to him. He thought it was a game. He really didn

 
’

 
t seem to know anything. I closed my eyes and sank down in my frame and sighed.

 
“

 
Okay,” I said.

 
“

 
Shoot.”





“

 
I asked Gene to seduce you,” he said.





I stared at the floor unsure about what I heard and unclear on what he could mean. Because surely . . . 

 
“

 
You did what?”





He nodded and pursed his lips.

 
“

 
Me and Gene talked about it. You

 
’

 
re fear of men like him?”



I brought my eyes to his. It began to dawn on me that he was telling a truth.



“

 
I thought it would be good for you to be able to relax around guys like that,” he said.





“

 
You did what exactly?”





“

 
I asked him to seduce you,” he nodded firmly.





“

 
By which you mean what?”





He shrugged and couldn

 
’

 
t stop the grin on his face.

 
“

 
To get you riled up on the dance floor, and when we got home, to take you out on the patio, and even take you to bed — I

 
’

 
d pretend to be sleeping.”





I stared at the floor before I swung my face up to his.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re shitting me right now, aren

 
’

 
t you,” I said.





He just shook his head.

 
“

 
It wasn

 
’

 
t just to help you relax around guys like him,” he said.





“

 
Kent, what are you telling me right now?”  I shook my head like I had water stopped up in my ear.





“

 
I enjoyed it,” he said, clearing his throat.





“

 
Enjoyed what?”





He took time to answer and cleared his throat again.

 
“

 
Watching.”





I rolled my head sideways and drew my rolling eyes all over the ceiling.

 
“

 
You watched?” I said incredulously.

 
“

 
Which parts?”





He shrugged and rubbed the arm of his chair.

 
“

 
Pretty much all of it,” he said.





“

 
The dance floor?”



He nodded.



“

 
How?”





“

 
I went up to the loft level and looked down. He put you both where I could watch.”





I was gutted and I dropped my head sideways. Here I thought he was taking me where my husband couldn

 
’

 
t see.





“

 
The patio?”





“

 
The curtains,” he said. I looked over my shoulder. The middle was closed, but the side was a few inches open. I nodded. So he saw that part.





“

 
And after that?” I looked at him finally.





“

 
The bedroom?” he said.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you dare tell me.”



He nodded.



“

 
All of it?” I said in a tiny faltering voice.





“

 
All of it,” he said in an even tinier voice.





I nodded silently at the floor several seconds before I lifted my face back to his.

 
“

 
Why?” I finally said.





“

 
There

 
’

 
s an intensity to it,” he nodded at the floor in front of himself.

 
“

 
I watched how you got when you met him. He talked about you a lot. The attraction was obvious. And I . . . “ he trailed off.





“

 
You were supposed to feel betrayed by that, by both your friend and your wife!” I shouted. 





He rubbed the arm of his chair harder.

 
“

 
But that

 
’

 
s not what I felt.”





“

 
So what did you feel exactly?” I was stunned. I was exasperated.





He took a big breath.

 
“

 
It aroused me?” he said.

 
“

 
I got off on it? I think . . . ” he said, finally brave enough to raise his eyes to mine.

 
“

 
. . . that watching you with him, I experienced vicariously, through you, some sort of new level of, what?” he shrugged.

 
“

 
Sensuousness?”





I chuckled it was so absurd a situation.

 
“

 
It turned you on?” I squinted at him and shook my head. I still wasn

 
’

 
t getting it. It was not the conversation I expected the morning to bring.





He nodded.

 
“

 
It was hot,” he said but his voice caught and he coughed.

 
“

 
Watching you with him,” he clarified.





“

 
Watching your wife with your friend you mean?”





“

 
Yeah, uh huh,” he nodded at the floor.





“

 
Watching your wife ride your friend? Fuck him?”



He licked his lips like he was getting turned on all over again. I laughed down at the floor in front of me because I was getting that way too.



“

 
Did you . . . “ I glanced at his pelvis.





He shut his eys.

 
“

 
Uh huh,” he said, nodding.





“

 
Oh my god,” I said.

 
“

 
You jerked off watching your wife fuck another man.” I looked away and shook my head.





“

 
You don

 
’

 
t have to put it like that,” he said.





I realized he was in pain and I also realized that he

 
’

 
d been through a lot. He had a worse tangle of conflicting emotions than I had, and I just fucked his friend!



I snuggled into his chair and we hugged. We kissed. And we confessed again that talking about it was getting us both very aroused again.



“

 
He

 
’

 
s coming back any second,” I said.

 
“

 
Did he know you were going to tell me?”





He shook his head frantically

 
“

 
No.”





“

 
Well are you saying to me that you like to watch?”





He shut his eyes and nodded.

 
“

 
But hiding,” he said.





“

 
You like to watch but hide?” I asked him.



He nodded with his eyes shut like he was confessing the most embarrassing thing. I felt for him, I really did.



“

 
Would you like to hide now?” I said, grinning at him. I was bewildered, but he was like a little boy.





He said,

 
“

 
Yes.”





We heard Gene

 
’

 
s keys in the door. We both glanced at the closet.





“

 
Say I had an appointment I forgot to tell him about,” he said, rushing to the closet.

 
“

 
Tell him I had to split, that I

 
’

 
ll be back later.”



I pushed him inside the closet nodding and glancing at the hallway Gene was coming up. I shut the doors just as Gene came in.



“

 
Where

 
’

 
s Kent?” he said.





“

 
He had to get going — he didn

 
’

 
t tell you about his appointment?”





“

 
No,” he laughed.

 
“

 
When

 
’

 
s he getting back? He

 
’

 
s going to miss breakfast.”





I stepped up to him and slipped my hands around his waist and up his back.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s going to text before he heads back,” I said.

 
“

 
We have over an hour,” I grinned up at him.





He set the bag down on the counter and turned toward me.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” he said.

 
“

 
Maybe we shouldn

 
’

 
t risk it.”





I knew that he only did it with me the night before because that was their agreement. There was no licence to carry on with me in the morning. Kent didn

 
’

 
t ask him to keep fucking me into the next day. I chuckled at his uncertainty.





“

 
Baby,” I said to him, and I stepped backward and pulled him with me with my hands around his waist.





He was resistant. I laughed because I knew he couldn

 
’

 
t tell me why he couldn

 
’

 
t do it. He didn

 
’

 
t know that I knew that Kent asked him to fuck me and watched it too. Now he was the one who didn

 
’

 
t know Kent was watching, and I was the one with the permission to fuck.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s the matter, don

 
’

 
t you like me anymore?” I grinned at him and I tugged him harder toward the couch. I glanced over at the closet. It would be a perfect place for my husband to watch me do him.





“

 
Yeah obviously I do, but I don

 
’

 
t know,” he said.

 
“

 
Maybe we shouldn

 
’

 
t.”





I snickered. He was saying everything I had been saying the last 12 hours. It didn

 
’

 
t stop him though.





I pushed my hand down the front of his pants and I scrunched my hand over his balls.

 
“

 
But I

 
’

 
m needy, baby,” I whined. I squeezed his balls.





“

 
I just don

 
’

 
t think we should anymore,” he said.





“

 
You didn

 
’

 
t mind last night,” I teased him. I got him as far as the couch and turned him around so that all I had to do was push his chest and he would stagger backward and fall down.





“

 
That was different,” he said.





I pushed.

 
“

 
Different how?” I said, and I knelt onto the couch and brought my lips up to his lips.





Of course he couldn

 
’

 
t say. His eyes darted around searching for an answer that would not come.





I kissed him deeply and moaned in his mouth.

 
“

 
Come on, baby, one more” I groaned.

 
“

 
For me?” I smiled and I tugged his t-shirt up.





He tried to pull it down.

 
“

 
Where did he go, did you say?”





I sniggered and sat on his lap and pulled his shirt up harder.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s gone for an hour and he

 
’

 
ll text before he comes back — we

 
’

 
re all alone,” I lied to him and I kissed him and rubbed my hands all over his body.





“

 
I really think we should pause,” he said.



I stood up and bent over and yanked at his pants and undid his button and fly. He struggled but not too hard. I tugged his pants off and went after his shorts next. He was naked on the couch before he knew what hit him.



“

 
We don

 
’

 
t have much time,” I said. I threw my t-shirt off and undid the side of my denim skirt and dropped it. I left my bra on but I tucked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and drew them off my ass and down my legs. I knelt back on the couch and wriggled up his lap and leaned my head down between my shoulders and kissed him hard and deep.



I glanced over my shoulder at the closet. My husband would be right in the centre. He had a perfect view. I snorted and reached down between our bodies and gripped his cock in my hand.



“

 
We shouldn

 
’

 
t do anything,” he said.





“

 
After what you did to me last night?” I squealed.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think I can ever get that out of my mind!” I said to him, teasing him.

 
“

 
You made me cum on the dance floor, you bad boy!” I said and I squeezed his cock and lifted my hips up.





He squirmed back from me and drove himself into the back of the couch. He covered the head of his cock with his hand.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ve had second thoughts!” he said.





“

 
The time for second thoughts,” I moaned to him and kissed him and rubbed my breasts into his face.

 
“

 
Was last night before you fucked me so deliciously good,” I squealed and I pushed my groin down on his hand. It was trapped between his cock and my pussy.





“

 
I just . . . “ he tried again.



But there was nothing he could say. How could he explain that last night was fine, but this morning is wrong?



I tittered and I leaned toward his ear and licked it.

 
“

 
Move your hand baby,” I said.





“

 
We shouldn

 
’

 
t,” he said.





“

 
He

 
’

 
ll never know,” I said.



He gulped. I laughed. He thought it was perfectly fine for me to wrestle with the notion of cheating, and to give in to his persuasions, but not so much for me to push him and ignore his protests over cheating on his friend?



I snickered and pushed harder.

 
“

 
Fuck me,” I whined at him.

 
“

 
I want it!” I cried.





“

 
No,” he groaned.





But when I pulled his wrist in my hand, he resisted, but not very hard. I chuckled.

 
“

 
There,” I whispered in his ear. I hovered my pussy over the head of his cock. He breathed and groaned like a man facing a firing squat.

 
“

 
Relax,” I whispered in his hear and I touched my pussy to the head of his cock. Despite his efforts, he was rigidly erect.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s wrong,” he said.





I snorted.

 
“

 
Wrong went out the window a long time ago,” I said, and I pushed down. My pussy engulfed the head of his cock.



He swallowed hard and clamped his eyes shut. His hands wrapped around my waist like he meant to hold me up and off him, but he was suddenly weak. I sank down on him and took his cock all the way inside me.



“

 
Fuck,” he groaned.





I lifted up and plunged down again.

 
“

 
Oh baby,” I groaned out loud and he sighed and slumped down and rolled his head back. He was giving in. I knew the feeling.



I gripped the top of the back of the couch and began to snap my hips and rock him hard and deeply. Something about knowing Kent was right there watching made it ten times more erotic. I cried out and humped the man brutally.

He ran his hands over my breasts and down my back and over my hips and thighs and began to rise up into me from below and I squealed and licked his face and laughed. He must have know Kent was watching without my knowledge last night. I wondered if it heightened things for him the way it was for me.

I hung my head down and our foreheads rolled on each others. We snapped our lips and tongues at each other and kissed sloppily. He made me cry and moan and gasp and his resistance had evaporate to the point he was holding my hips and ramming himself up into the wife of his friend.

He rolled us over and I shrieked and he laid me out on the floor. My head was right in front of the closet doors. My hair might even have fallen through the gap. I raised my knees and wrapped my arms around his back and he laid into me and jackhammered himself into my pussy.



It was a good thrashing he gave me. My climax came up on me fast and I tried to clench my groin and hold it off but I was powerless to stop it. My husband right above my head, the man I lusted after between my legs, every sensation in my body electric, I felt it in the soles of my feet first, and soon, my whole body was shaking. I lost my breath and arched deeply. I rolled onto the top of my head and faced backward upside down. My eyes were clenched. When I opened them, I saw right into my husband

 
’

 
s eyes on the other side of the gap in the doors.



I never came so hard.

Gene pulled out and sprayed his cum all over my stomach and tits, and even into my neck and over my face. I never laughed so hard.



We got up and cleaned off and kissed and went to the kitchen. As if cued, my husband texted that he was heading home. I distracted Gene to let my husband slip out the closet and out the front door. I couldn

 
’

 
t stop laughing.





“

 
Just in time,” he said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m just glad he didn

 
’

 
t see us last night,” I said.





“

 
Oh yeah, that too,” he agreed.



I snickered.



My husband came in and played his part well.

 
“

 
I miss anything?”





Gene cleared his throat.

 
“

 
Yeah no, just hanging out waiting for you. Breakfast almost ready,” he said.





We ate with each of his tittering in turn. It didn

 
’

 
t seem fair to Gene to laugh like that, him being the only one who didn

 
’

 
t know what was so funny.





I reached over for my husband

 
’

 
s hand and I turned to Gene.

 
“

 
I know about last night,” I said to him, leaning back into my husband

 
’

 
s chest and narrowing my eyes at him with a grin.





“

 
Sorry?” he said.





Kent helped him out.

 
“

 
I told her I watched,” he said.

 
“

 
I told her I asked you — I invited you — to seduce her.





He glanced at both of us trying to figure out if this really was the jig being up.

 
“

 
So . . . “ he squinted at Kent.





I pushed off my husband and leaned toward Gene instead and kissed his mouth.

 
“

 
He told me everything,” I said, and I leaned against his chest and faced my husband.

 
“

 
He told me he watched you make me cum on the dance floor,” I pulled his hand up to my mouth and kissed it looking at Kent.

 
“

 
He told me he watched you do that to me on the patio,” I said, biting my lip at him.

 
“

 
And he watched what you did to me in your bed,” I turned around and threw my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply.

 
“

 
But guess what?” I said.



He was still stiff, still figuring things out.



I pushed myself up and sat in his lap straddling him. I leaned my face down and bit his ear.

 
“

 
He just watched you fuck me on the couch,” I whispered and laughed.





“

 
What the fuck, Kent?” he said, leaning around me but holding me in his lap.



Kent just shrugged and made a stupid face.



“

 
So are you taking me home,” I said to my husband leaning against Gene

 
’

 
s chest.

 
“

 
Or am I spending another night at my boyfriend

 
’

 
s?”





I saw my husband narrow his eyes and purse his lips. But I knew the idea of me staying at Gene

 
’

 
s again gave him a wild tangle of emotions, and not all of them bad. I also knew it killed him softly when I called him my boyfriend.





“

 
You should go,” Gene said softly. I turned around in his lap and pressed my body against his. I bit his ear and said,

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s let him decide.”





I turned to look at him over my shoulder.

 
“

 
No watching this time, I

 
’

 
m afraid,” I said to him.

 
“

 
Just me and my boyfriend this time.” Gene gasped behind me but I lightly slapped his lap under me.





Kent paused a moment but finally shut his eyes and spoke

 
“

 
I come get you in the morning?” he said.





I turned back to Gene.

 
“

 
That okay with you, baby?” I said and I kissed his mouth deeply. His hand rubbed up my back side. I turned over my shoulder and said to my husband,

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s fine with my boyfriend.” I glared right in his eyes when I said it. It was true, what I thought. He loved it. It turned him on even more.



We hung out and fucked all day and all night. You know that feeling you have with a brand new lover? That was Gene and me.



In the morning I phoned my husband.

 
“

 
You can come get me now,” I said to him.

 
“

 
But I might have to sleep when you bring me home — didn

 
’

 
t get much sleep last night.” I turned to glare at Gene as my husband said he

 
’

 
d come right away

 
“

 
And I

 
’

 
m very sore too!” I complained to him and shook my head at Gene and stretched my fist in my groin.





I looked it up. My husband is an

 
“

 
absent cuckold”  — he gets off more on not seeing or hearing anything, but knowing its going on. There are so many different kinds!





Gene certainly didn

 
’

 
t mind having a part time girlfriend — he was too busy for a real one.





And me? I loved teasing my husband about my new boyfriend! I made him pick things out for me to wear on our dates, including underwear! And I made him dress me and watch me put on make up, too, for my boyfriend. I loved teasing him about how my boyfriend hurts me because he fucks me too hard. He doesn

 
’

 
t really, but it makes Kent squirm and twist. I make him drive me to my boyfriend

 
’

 
s downtown. And I make him come get me when Gene and I are done.





I tell him it was all his fault! He

 
’

 
s the one who told his friend to seduce me, after all. I

 
’

 
d say,

 
“

 
Be careful what you wish for,” but I think he got exactly what he wanted. His very own hotwife to show off!






I was only pretending to be his wife




It was awkward when the last party-goer finally left our hotel room and I was alone with Dex for the first time. His 10-year high school reunion booked-out an entire hotel for the weekend in his old home town. I didn

 
’

 
t think it was a good idea, but my husband Shawn pushed me into pretending to be Dex

 
’

 
s wife so he could

 
“

 
prove” to them there were all wrong about him. We told everybody the two beds was all the hotel had for us — but obviously I insisted on such a room. My husband would have, for sure.





The music was still on, thank god, or it would have been silent and even more awkward leaning against opposing walls in the short hallway inside our closed hotel room door facing each other. I snorted a light puff of air out my nose and grinned up at him from my face that I hung down to hide behind strands of my hair like I do when I

 
’

 
m uncomfortable.



He looked just as awkward and nervous as me, grinning like an idiot too.



“

 
Do you think anybody was fooled?” he smirked, but he also stared at me seriously. It mattered to him a lot what they thought of him, I could tell.





“

 
Who cares?” I shrugged, and I stuck my tongue out at him a little bit. I am not in any way a flirty girl, but I was feeling a little flirty all night with him, and I didn

 
’

 
t know why. It wasn

 
’

 
t like me at all.





We had been kissing a lot because his old classmates were teasing him and telling him they didn

 
’

 
t believe I was really his wife. So we had to ham it up for them. We were holding hands most of the night when people were around. Our room was bigger than most others and had become the defacto party room because Dex had a great speaker and his music was perfect.



I was a bit of loner back in school too, so I knew how Dex felt from the stories he told me in his car on the way up and the way I saw them looking at him and talking about him. I went to an all-girls private school and was overly sheltered by suffocating parents. Though I was 29, the weekend — I realized with some horror — was probably the first time in my life I was away from my parents and my husband for an extended time.



It

 
’

 
s embarrassing to admit about just how unsure I was of myself in the world. Knowing Dex was just like me made it easier to be myself. Besides, the weekend was all about helping him feel more confident and proud of who he was.





“

 
I thought you were going to lose it,” he said,

 
“

 
when those girls got you to show them your ring.”





“

 
You held up my wrong hand!” I shrieked at him.





“

 
Well how would I know about that stuff!” he snorted.

 
“

 
What do I know about marriage and weddings and rings and all that?”





“

 
Oh . . . ” I bit my lip at him and I pushed my hands against the wall behind me and peeled myself off it to cross the floor between us to reach for his hands that were also tucked safely away behind his back and trapped against the wall.

 
“

 
. . . I think you did a pretty good job as an attentive and caring husband tonight,” I said. I pushed my hair from my face and entwined our fingers in both our hands together and twisted our palms up. I stretched his fingers backward in mine and rolled my head back and and I grinned and chuckled at him.





I

 
’

 
m not sure who was guilty of kissing whom that time, but we touched lips once, twice, and then, the third time, we fell into it heavy and hard. We

 
’

 
d kissed a lot all night in front of people to prove we were actually a married couple, but now, nobody was around to convince. It was a real kiss, not a pretend kiss.



I pushed my hands around his neck and drove my fingers into the hair on the back of his head. He kissed me nicely and I shivered and tugged his hair and twisted it up in my fingers trying to steady myself. I stepped closer into him until I pressed my entire body up against his against the wall.



He was wearing very smart looking tan pants and blue shirt, thanks to my husband, who leant his clothes to him for the weekend. I was wearing a green low-cut sundress with white dots and a short, taffeta-like skirt. This was also my husband

 
’

 
s idea.





“

 
Dress in the sexiest thing possible,” he said.

 
“

 
Make them salivate!” He even made me wear my special underwear, not that anyone would see it — or so I thought!

 
“

 
But you feel sexy in them — you move around all sexy in them,” he said. He was embarrassing me, but that was because he was right.





I

 
’

 
d been feeling a little wild and sexy all night, and kissing and touching Dex wasn

 
’

 
t helping things. He might have been an awkward loner in high school, but as a 32-year-old man with his serious career shit together, he was mysterious and intriguing. I wasn

 
’

 
t really needing to pretend to be

 
“

 
interested” in him.





My husband took pictures of Dex and I before we headed out to make sure we looked like a very married couple.

 
“

 
Hold hands,” he ordered us. We both looked away and huffed and grinned, but he insisted.

 
“

 
Kiss,” he said. I protested and Dex blushed, but he was right: he pointed out that if we didn

 
’

 
t get used to it, people would be able to tell.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
ll have to kiss a little at least in front of them — it

 
’

 
s normal married behaviour,” he chuckled.

 
“

 
You have to believe it, you have to feel it,” he said, getting down like a professional photographer and snapping away at us.

 
“

 
Really be a husband and wife this weekend,” he said.





Against the wall with everybody gone wasn

 
’

 
t just kisses.  We were making out, and neither of us seemed to know how to stop.





“

 
Probably shouldn

 
’

 
t,” I said nearly to myself only.



He nodded, but our faces fell back together again. I twisted his fingers further back with mine and emitted a tiny high-pitched moan in the back of my throat.

When it happened earlier, in the bathroom we both slipped inside together to quickly make up a back story for how we met — we forgot that part at home and in the car! — it was my fault then, too.



With the party still in full swing on the other side of the door, I pushed up against him and kissed him for being so brilliant. He had concocted some story that covered everything we

 
’

 
d said so far and I thought he was doing so well getting over his initial stiffness and nerves around everybody. And around me, too! A girl!





“

 
Encourage him,” my husband said privately to me when we were packing and getting ready to go.

 
“

 
Make him feel good about himself.”





“

 
What do you mean?” I shook my head at him and screwed up my grinning face.





“

 
You know,” my husband shrugged with a smirk.

 
“

 
The guy hasn

 
’

 
t been around girls very much. Loosen him up, help him relax, make him feel like a real man,” he said.





“

 
You want me to flirt with him?” I said, scrunching up my nose. We had to be quiet, he was in the other room sorting through some of my husband

 
’

 
s clothes to choose what he liked. I let him do what he wanted — I already decided what clothes he was going to pack.





“

 
Flirting is what one does with a guy you want to get to know,” my husband pointed out.

 
“

 
A wife doesn

 
’

 
t flirt with her husband,” he said.





I turned my face away and snorted and recoiled my head on my neck.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re just pretending, you know,” I shook my head at him to remind him.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t dream it,” he said.

 
“

 
Be it.”



I laughed because it was such a corny line from that old movie.



But it was true — Dex was being bold and relaxed and even more attractive for it. In the bathroom, my husband

 
’

 
s words played on me and I reached down between Dex and I and I leaned against him and pinned him against the edge of the counter behind him, and I actually squeezed his crotch!





It wasn

 
’

 
t like me to do that kind of thing, not even with my real husband. But the music, the crowd, the quirky old hotel and the charming old room — being out of town, being far from anyone who ever knew me, pretending and lying about everything all night? I rubbed him and stuck my hand down inside his pants, too. I felt like breaking rules — something I never felt!





“

 
Is this okay?” I said to him in the bathroom.





He just tittered nervously and so I did, too. But then he touched the front of my thigh where it was bare below the bottom edge of my dress, and his hand, I don

 
’

 
t know, the warmth, the boldness of his move, the sneakiness of it? I just bit my tongue, grinned at him, and moaned to him.



We kissed deeper and longer with my hand inside his pants squeezing his cock and balls, and his hand sliding up my thigh under my dress.



“

 
Is it okay?” he whispered.





Someone on the other side of the door banged on it and cried out,

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s going on in there, anyway?” and everybody laughed. Someone else shouted,

 
“

 
Get a room, you two!” and the room burst out with shrieking. It was our room!





“

 
I guess,” I smiled to Dex. I didn

 
’

 
t know! What did my husband mean,

 
“

 
Make him feel like a man”?

 
“

 
Do things a wife would do,” he said. What the fuck was that supposed to mean?





Dex had no idea what he was doing between my legs, but to be honest, I didn

 
’

 
t really know what he should be doing, either. It wasn

 
’

 
t like I

 
’

 
d been with so many men. Shawn was my first, and my only.



His knuckles touched the front of my panties and I stepped back from him because I remembered it was my first time wearing them. Shawn made me put them on. I pulled my skirt up to show them off to Dex.



“

 
Do they look pretty?” I said to him.





“

 
Fuck yes,” he moaned.



He dragged the backs of his fingers in succession over the front of my panties.

I gripped his wrist and shivered and inhaled sharply and wobbled on my waist.



“

 
Should I stop?” he whispered.





“

 
Yes,” I said, but I didn

 
’

 
t let his wrist go. I pushed my hips harder into his hand.



He just kept rubbing me. And kissing me.

I was falling inside. My breath caught and my back arched. I bit my lip.



“

 
Still okay?” he said.



He really was an idiot.

That was the last thing I heard before everything lifted off like we were in a falling elevator. My knees quaked and my hips lost their strength. I rotated around and a warmth like the most incredible hot bath flooded through my body. I shook and inhaled noisily and buried my face in his shoulder to muffle my cries and I hung from him holding my breath.



I let him go out of the bathroom before me because I had to compose myself in private. Did he know that he had just given me an orgasm? If he did, he was the coolest cucumber in the bin. I caught my breath, I raised and lowered my shoulders and stretched out my neck. I checked my eyes in the mirror and tried to redo my lips, but I couldn

 
’

 
t get the grin off my face.





He made me feel wild. He made me feel loose. I scared myself with how out-of-control I felt. I came back out and everybody grinned and stared. I was embarrassed and found

 
“

 
my husband” again and grabbed him and didn

 
’

 
t leave his side the rest of the night.



Now with everyone gone, I pulled him behind me back into the hotel room and pushed him backward to sit in one of the chairs.



“

 
Sit,” I said with a snort. The feelings he gave me were coming back doubly strong.

 
“

 
And hands off!” I shook my face at him.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to check-in with Shawn,” I said, and I opened the double doors to the short French balcony off the room and leaned over to look down into the old main street four floors below.





“

 
Hey!” I said softly when my husband answered.

 
“

 
You having a good time all alone at home?” I chuckled.





“

 
Just getting some work done,” he said.

 
“

 
How

 
’

 
s it going up there? How

 
’

 
s Dex making out?”



As he said that, Dex stepped up behind me and placed his open palm on my ass sticking out behind me where I was leaning over the railing.

I spun around and glared at him over my shoulder. He ignored my eyes and face, and instead was staring at my body and watching his hand rub all around my ass.



I was surprised at how far he

 
’

 
d come since we left for the weekend.





“

 
I guess he

 
’

 
s making out okay,” I said staring at his eyes.

 
“

 
He seems pretty pleased with himself,” I added, widening my eyes with a scolding look.



But he just half grinned and lifted my dress further up my legs.



“

 
Are you guy being a good husband and wife?” my husband chuckled over the phone.





I reached behind me and seized Dex

 
’

 
s wrist in my hand and sunk my fingernails into his skin. But he wasn

 
’

 
t taking his hand off me and he wasn

 
’

 
t quitting it with the rubbing.





I turned around again and glared at him over my shoulder.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s certainly being a very good husband,” I said, and I shook my face at him and plead with him with my eyebrows. But I took my hand off his wrist and hung both arms over the railing and bent further over it.





“

 
And I hope you

 
’

 
re being a very good wife,” my husband said. He chuckled in what sounded like a sinister way.



I had to spread my feet apart to keep my balance because of the way Dex was touching me again. I was still in my high-heel strap sandals and the floor was uneven with such a thick carpet.



“

 
I think Dex would say I am being a pretty good wife,” I said. I rolled my eyes at Dex and hung my head down over the railing. My hair fell over my face and hid me, at least.





“

 
Tell me what you did so far,” Shawn said.





I bit my lip and clenched my eyes. I certainly wouldn

 
’

 
t be able to tell him all of it — certainly not the bathroom part, and not what was presently going on, either.



Dex gently lifted the bottom of my dress up over my hips. I peeked around the street below. No one was out there. The cool night air washed over my exposed thighs and ass. My mouth dropped open and I struggled to obscure what he was doing to my breath. I bent further over until, with my knees locked straight, I was folded at 90 degrees at my waist. I had to spread my feet more to stay standing up. Dex began sliding his finger harder into the crease of my panties that he pushed between the cheeks of my ass.



“

 
Well,” I said, my voice too full of breath,

 
“

 
we got here around 5,” I said, scrunching my eyes and trying to focus on my husband. Dex was pushing his fingers further and further down.

 
“

 
We had time I guess to rest up a bit in the room and freshen up,” I said, passing over the part where we thought we should practice kissing a bit more.

 
“

 
And then it was the big dinner downstairs,” I said in more of a wincing groan than a normal voice.



Dex was touching me around the bottom of my panties. All around the bottom of them. He was making my hips begin to involuntarily rotate.



“

 
How was dinner? Did you sit together like a good husband and wife all lovey-dovey?” he said, chuckling.





I was struggling to pay attention and form answers. I lifted a foot and pushed the heel back down hard into the carpet.

 
“

 
It was good, yeah,” I said. I inhaled sharply and bit my lip hard.





“

 
You okay?” my husband said.





“

 
Yeah,” I said.

 
“

 
Yawning!” I said.

 
“

 
Tired!” I chuckled. I reached down the front of my body and wrapped my hand around his finger that had come up from behind and was pressing me in all the wrong or right spots. He was just feeling his way along, but he was getting pretty lucky, too.





“

 
Dex there now?” my husband asked.



Just then, Dex had pressed his hips against my ass, stuck up high with my back arched down low, and he leaned over my back, reached around with his hands to cup his palms over my breasts, and he kissed the exposed back of my neck.



“

 
Uh huh, somewhere,” I said full of breath. I reached up behind my head and clutched my fingers in the hair on the back of his head and I yanked.





“

 
What are you guys doing right now?” my husband said.



Dex let one of his hands travel down the front of my body. My dress was up around my hips because he trapped it there when he leaned his hips against my exposed ass. He touched my abdomen and then he touched me in a line along the top band of my panties. He kept squeezing my breasts gently with his other hand.



I was pulling and releasing and pulling his hair. My body pushed back against his. My mouth was dropping open and my breath was catching.

 
“

 
Just hanging out,” I said.





“

 
On the bed?”





“

 
No!” I chuckled. But I also inhaled a chirp of a high-pitched sudden moan. Dex slid his fingers down inside the front of my panties.

 
“

 
Not on the bed,” I breathed hard into the phone.





“

 
Is that Dex

 
’

 
s music I can hear?” my husband said.



Dex touched my pussy lips. Of course he found me very wet. I dropped my hand down from his head and pushed it between our bodies and straight down the front of his pants. I scrambled with my fingers and fumbled with his belt and button and fly. When I tugged his pants down to his thighs, I wrapped my hand around his cock inside his shorts.

I tried to squeeze it and shake it hard enough to make him stop touching me like that. But he touched me between my lips instead. I hung my head and held my breath. He already did it to me once, and I was quickly on the edge because of him again.



“

 
Yeah!” was all I could say to my husband.

 
“

 
His,” I breathed heavily.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re just sitting there listening to music?” Shawn said, chuckling. Always chuckling!





“

 
Dex is busy,” I said. It wasn

 
’

 
t a lie. He pushed my panties off my ass and half way down my thighs where they stretched between my legs. I looked down under my body and watched his hand squirrel into my groin, and my hips squirm and contort from his touches.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s he busy with?” my husband said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know!” I cried too loud into the phone and I began to slip down to the floor.

 
“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t you ask him?” I groaned with exasperation and I twisted around and slid down the front of his body until I was sitting on the floor in front of him.



I dropped the phone but Dex bent over to swoop it up.



“

 
Hey Shawn,” Dex said to the phone.



I spread my legs and pulled up my knees and leaned my back against the French doors that I managed to close behind me. I leaned my head back, lifted my chin, and flicked my tongue up the underside of his cock where it hung out the slot of his shorts.



“

 
Actually reading an article in a magazine about how to be a good lover to your wife!” he chuckled into the phone.



I pulled his pants down to his ankles and he stepped out of them holding the phone to his ear. I pulled his shorts down, too. And then I corkscrewed my face into his pelvis and pushed my tight lips hard into the front of the head of his cock and moaned too loud, were it not for the music covering my cries.



“

 
She

 
’

 
s good,” I heard him say to my husband. I knew he was looking down at me. He pushed his free hand through my hair and pulled it from my forehead to give himself a better view.



I let his cock penetrate my lips and I engulfed him in my mouth. I reached up between his legs and pushed my open hand hard into his ass and made him push his hips against my face and bury his cock deeper in my throat. I reached down with my other hand and pushed it inside my panties. I needed to rub myself. I was soaking wet. Again.



“

 
Yes, yes, she

 
’

 
s being a very good wife!” Dex chuckled on the phone to my husband.





I didn

 
’

 
t have to pull his hips into me anymore, he knew to thrust himself — to fuck my face. I was able to rest my head back against the windows behind me and look up through the tops of my eyes to him. He was looking down at me and stroking my hair and thrusting his cock into my wide, willing mouth. And he was talking and laughing with my husband the whole time!





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” he said, staring right at me so hard I had to close my eyes. His cock felt good in my mouth. Too good. It

 
’

 
s not what a girl like me does!

 
“

 
I think she

 
’

 
s having a great time with it!” he said to my husband.



I pushed him out of my mouth and jutted my jaw at him angrily. I gripped his cock in my hand and stroked it against my cheeks and nose and eyes and I bopped it against my face all over and lashed it with my tongue.



“

 
Hurry up!” I mouthed up to him and I glared at him as I pushed my mouth back down over his cock and swirled my tongue around his shaft inside my mouth.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” he said to my husband.

 
“

 
Just different things, you know. Stuff to make a man feel good,  I guess,” he chuckled.





I reached up and snatched my phone from Dex

 
’

 
s hand and pulled it down to my face.

 
“

 
Should probably go, though,” I said to my husband.





I stroked Dex

 
’

 
s cock and pushed my mouth over it and sucked hard on him as my husband replied in my ear.





“

 
Must be tired,” he said.





“

 
Mm-hmm,” I said in a muffled moan. His friend

 
’

 
s cock was buried in the back of my throat.





“

 
You guys going to bed then?” he said.





“

 
Mm-hmm,” I moaned again more impatiently.





“

 
What time are you up tomorrow?” he said.





I pulled my mouth off Dex

 
’

 
s cock to answer but he yanked my hair and all I said was,

 
“

 
Nnnn!” with my mouth pulled wide and my tongue pinched between my teeth.



Dex wrapped both his fists in my hair and twisted them around in it a few times. Like someone with reigns in his hands, he yanked my face back into his groin and shoved his cock roughly down my throat.



“

 
What time?” Shawn said with a confused chuckle.





I tried to say

 
“

 
nine or so,” but it came out like someone gargling with soap.



I tried to push Dex off me but he leaned heavier into the door behind me and trapped my head between his thrusting hips and the windows. I looked up and saw his eyes clenching and his mouth grimacing. His whole body was coursing with waves of tension.



“

 
Is that when breakfast is put out?” my husband said, pretending he actually heard me say a time.





I tried to say

 
“

 
Yes,” but I gagged and sounded like someone stifling a dry heave. I was afraid. I might have had Shawn

 
’

 
s cock in my mouth before, but I never let him cum inside it. He never tried to, either. He had too much respect for me! But Dex wasn

 
’

 
t just pushing his cock in my mouth. He was fucking my face. And I could tell, because I

 
’

 
m not a complete neophyte, that he was about to erupt.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s for breakfast?” my husband said in my ear, just as Dex

 
’

 
s cum flooded into my mouth and burst out through the corners of my lips. I involuntarily gasped and moaned out loud and his cum, in wave after wave of gushing, filled my mouth so much I had no choice but to try to swallow it.





I dropped the phone and wrapped my hands around the back of his ass and pulled him tighter into my mouth and let him fill me until it ran out of me and down my chin and over my pretty dress down the front. I pulled off and still he shot cum that hit my face and hair and neck. It was a fountain of pure sexual joy and I couldn

 
’

 
t not laugh with a lightness of delight I might never have felt before. I mean, the poor man! There was cum everywhere!



I remembered the phone finally and picked it up, unsure if my husband would still be there or not.



“

 
What the fuck is going on over there?” he said.



Dex pulled his cock out of my mouth and staggered backward and fell on his back over the bed. I clenched my fist in my groin to try to steady myself. I shook all over.



“

 
Stupid Dex,” I said to my husband.

 
“

 
He thinks it

 
’

 
s funny to put some one of your stupid movies you like on the TV!”



Though he looked passed out on the bed, Dex raised his hand enough to show me a thumbs-up. I covered my mouth to keep from bursting out laughing.



“

 
Jesus,” he said.





“

 
I should go — time to clean up and wash my face,” I said. I got up from the floor and slapped Dex

 
’

 
s legs.

 
“

 
Get ready for bed,” I said to my husband. I looked down at Dex as I passed by the foot of his bed and I grinned at him, I licked my lips, and I let him see me stare longingly at his flaccid cock and flick my tongue at him.





“

 
I thought you were already in bed,” Shawn said.





I dropped the shoulder straps from my dress and let it fall in a crumpling cloud around my feet and I looked over my shoulder at Dex.

 
“

 
Not yet,” I said and I pursed my lips at him and looked at him all the way into the bathroom.

 
“

 
But soon,” I said to my husband, and I arched my back and massaged my jutting breasts at Dex who stared back with a nasty smile of his own.



I shut the bathroom door and put the phone down on speaker and lifted my face to the big mirror. I gaped and covered my mouth and widened my eyes and heaved my shoulders. I nearly squealed out loud. My face was dripping with wiggling gobs of cum on my cheeks, my chin, and down my neck. It was in my hair and all over my dress!



“

 
Okay well,” my husband said.

 
“

 
I guess I should leave you to get at it.”





“

 
Uh huh,” I said. I wiped Dex

 
’

 
s cum from my face with a nice soft white cloth.





“

 
I hope you get some sleep tonight,” he said.





“

 
Maybe not,” I replied.





“

 
Why not?”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m pretty wound up,” I said. I wasn

 
’

 
t lying. I took my panties down and off and sat on the toilet to pee.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s been a lot of fun being Dex

 
’

 
s wife,” I said, also not a lie.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want to stop!” I chuckled. Also: not a lie.





“

 
Well you have all day tomorrow and another night before you have to come home and be my wife again!” he chuckled.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t forget tonight, too,” I said.





He snorted. I could tell he was smirking.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re really taking to being his wife,” he said.





“

 
I am,” I said, biting my lip. I got out my makeup kit and smiled to myself.





“

 
Okay well,” he laughed,

 
“

 
don

 
’

 
t forget to kiss your husband good night, then, they like that!” he said.





“

 
I won

 
’

 
t,” I nearly moaned. I leaned far over the edge of the counter and applied fresh lipstick carefully around my mouth.





“

 
Are you being a good wife?”





“

 
I think so,” I nearly whispered. I kissed my lips together. It was a nice deep sexy red.





“

 
What?”





“

 
I will be, I mean,” I said.





“

 
Call me when you

 
’

 
re up tomorrow?” he said.





“

 
Can I ask you something Shawn?” I replied. I lined my eyes with a dark liner.





“

 
Sure,” he said, unsurely.





“

 
When you said at home,

 
‘

 
Be a husband and wife this weekend,

 
’

 
what did you really mean?” I stepped back from the mirror and tilted my head to examine my work. I looked pretty. I looked sexy. I got out some nice eye shadow.





“

 
Well, just what we were talking about,” he said.





“

 
You said to make him feel good about himself,” I said. I pulled my bra up over my breasts and straightened things up after wiping his cum off me.





“

 
Yeah,” he said.





“

 
And make him feel like a man, you said,” I said to him, pulling my panties back on.





“

 
I meant it, too,” he replied.





I studied my face and hair and body in my panties and bra one last time in the mirror before I flicked the lights out.

 
“

 
What did you mean when you said,

 
‘

 
Don

 
’

 
t dream it, be it

 
’

 
?” I said as I opened the door to the hotel room.



There was a long pause and I lingered unseen still in the dark open door of the bathroom. We both just listened to each other breathe.



Finally he cleared his throat.

 
“

 
Have fun with it,” he said.





“

 
Do you mean that?” I moaned quietly into the phone. I turned it off speaker.



There was an even longer silent pause. Finally he answered.



“

 
Yeah,” he said.





“

 
Mwah,” I said to him.

 
“

 
Goodnight.”





“

 
Goodnight Lindsay,” he said just as softly. I hung up. He almost never uses my name.



I peeked around the corner of the wall. Dex was propped up in bed with his arms folded behind his head, his body barely covered by the white sheet. He seemed to have recovered okay.

I snorted and tittered. I stepped out from behind the wall and twisted my fingers together pulled tightly straight down behind my back and I rose on my toes and stepped lightly and slowly toward his bed and laughed nervously.

He looked at me as expectantly as a new husband. I was embarrassed and shy and I looked away and rolled my eyes. I knew I was blushing again. I stepped in between our beds and bit my lips and squeezed my knees together and crunched my pelvis down, I was so scared.

But he was stunned-looking. He was in awe. I guess I did a nice job with my makeup and hair. Also, it was the first time he got to see me in only my white bra and panties. He seemed to be enjoying the look and it made me snort and blush deeper the more he stared.



And then I turned my back to him and pulled the sheets down on my bed and said,

 
“

 
Goodnight, then!” all chirpily.





He darted up and threw his arms around my body and I squealed and laughed and he yanked me back onto his bed and we giggled and struggled together. He wasn

 
’

 
t completely naked — he was in his tight white shorts.



I knelt back on his bed on my calves and from behind me he knelt and brought his hands around both my hips and thighs. I ran my fingertips lightly over the backs of his hands and the tops of my thighs. He made me arch my back. He made me  roll my head sideways to give him my neck. I wanted him. Badly.

He had his phone and he snapped a picture of us on his bed through the large bedside mirror.



“

 
What

 
’

 
s that for?” I said to him, twisting around to cradle his jaw in my hand and kiss him.





“

 
Because I

 
’

 
m not going to believe this happened — it

 
’

 
s to remind me it was real and not a dream,” he said.





I snorted and twisted all the way around and sank my mouth over his and we kissed long and tenderly until we both fell sideways in his bed and laughed together.

 
“

 
Send me a copy of it?” I whispered to him and I sucked on his bottom lip and reached down to push his underpants off his ass.





That

 
’

 
s the picture he sent that

 
’

 
s on the cover of this book. I think I look like a good wife, don

 
’

 
t you?





I hooked my leg behind me and around his leg and he hugged his hands around my tummy from behind. He began to talk in my ear, but I twisted around and shut him up with my lips on his lips.

 
“

 
Nuh-uh,” I smiled at him and I caught my tongue between my smiling teeth. I reached further back with my stretching neck and I contorted around in his arms to bite his ear.

 
“

 
No talking. Undress your wife,” I whispered to him.



He unclasped my bra and I let it fall down my arms before I tossed it over the chair. He peeled my panties down my ass and I laughed and kicked my legs in the air and let him kneel over me and pull them up and off my kicking feet. We rolled around together completely naked, finally.



But he surprised me! He pushed me back onto my back on the pillows and he pushed my knees up and apart. I chirped and covered my little pussy with my hands because I was shy about being so naked with a man, but he kissed the back of my hands until I took them away. And then he kissed me down there like I

 
’

 
d never been kissed before.





I said it was partly from being away from home for really the first time — if your parents and your husband are your

 
“

 
home” — and I said how the funky old hotel, the music, all the strangers at the parties, everything, made me feel like something different was going on inside me.





But I never actually let my husband

 
“

 
kiss” me down there. I let him blow on me and touch me, but I was always too nervous to let him put his mouth on me. It was too weird!





But something in the way Dex did it, without asking, without realizing you

 
’

 
re supposed to ask, without planning to, it seemed, made it sort of creep up on me by surprise and it was like I forgot to tell him that I didn

 
’

 
t like that or that I had never done that.





He didn

 
’

 
t have to press my legs open for long. It was so wet and warm and soft and incredible, I arched in my back and gasped with a dying inhalation, and all he did — so far! — was press his tongue where he had earlier that night pressed his finger.





I didn

 
’

 
t think anything could feel more exciting and infuriating than that, but I found out, didn

 
’

 
t I. Maybe Dex had been reading about how to be a good lover to your wife like he said to my husband, because he

 
“

 
went down on me” with a certain kind of expertise like a natural.



I scraped the sheets with my nails and groaned with my head upside down facing the headboard behind me. My whole body responded to him with such deep yearning! I pushed my hands down between my legs and mashed my fingers into his hair but still he tormented me.



It came on me fast and hard. I knew it might — I never really stopped buzzing from when he fingered me in the bathroom during the party. My hips bounced under me and I jolted throughout my body all over the bed. He wasn

 
’

 
t being fair, the way he just kept going at the same infuriating pace and pressure!





I screamed actually — which surprised me, beause I thought that was so fake on my husband

 
’

 
s computer. But there I was, wasn

 
’

 
t I . . . writhing and vibrating, barely breathing and crying out loud.





There was a loud knocking on the wall behind us and we both giggled a bit but we couldn

 
’

 
t stop. I wanted to warn him but when I crunched my stomach and half sat up, that flush of warmth hit me harder than last time and my eyes rolled up in my head and I fell back down and twisted all over the bed like someone slowly electrocuted.



This boy with no experience around the ladies had not only made me cum twice, but hard too!

I was mad at him! I pushed him back and knelt up over his legs and pushed myself over his lap. I hung my head down deeply between my high shoulders and I licked his jaw and cheek and lips and I let the tip of his cock touch my stomach.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re in so much trouble, mister!” I said to him, and I curled my hips in and rubbed my poor, starving pussy all over the head of his rock-hard cock.



He wrapped his hands around my hips and I dangled my breasts in his face. I caught the tip of the head of his cock in my pussy lips. I meant to tease him like that. I meant to teach him how to do it properly with a girl. I meant to show him how to take his time, how to stretch things out, how to play around and have fun.



Like I would know! But he wasn

 
’

 
t the only one reading, was he.





I was the one who wasn

 
’

 
t able to demonstrate patience though. Just the squirmy feeling of the head of his rigid cock against my soaking wet pussy lips made me lose control — and not for the first time that night, either! Nor the last, if truth be told.





I sank my hips down. We fit together more warmly and tightly and smoothly — and more slippery! — than I thought we would, and it ended up being all the way inside me before I knew it. Also, I didn

 
’

 
t mean to start humping him like some animal, I thought I still had to teach him, even though I was losing it second by second.



I curled my hips in and out and fucked him madly. I guess one would call it fucking his brains out.



He rolled us over and threw himself down onto me with my legs up to the ceiling. We laughed and fucked and jolted each other

 
’

 
s bodies till we sweated. He knelt back and hugged my legs to his chest so my ankles dangled over his shoulders, and he went deeper into me that way and made me gulp.



I climbed out of his bed and opened the doors for air and we shared a glass of water before he picked me up and sat me, naked, on the table, and stood against it and poked his penis back into me and fucked me on the table while I hung my fingers from his neck and curled back with my heels in his lower back driving him harder into me.

Encourage him, my husband said.

He picked me up and I hung from him and we necked like that before he rolled me into his bed. I got on my elbows and knees and looked over my shoulder and tittered and wagged my ass for him.

He got behind me on his knees and when he entered me, I saw stars. I clenched my fists into the sheets and cried out loud. The wall banged from the neighbour. Dex thrusted himself into me so hard I had to breathe with his thrust, my lungs were so jolted in my chest.



He made me cum again like that and I guess my pussy twitched and contracted around his cock deep inside me. That

 
’

 
s what he said after, anyway. Because he suddenly came too, just as I was climaxing for the third time that night.



I collapsd under him and laid on my belly and lifted my ass. He laid on me and pumped himself into me until he was spent completely.

We finally roused ourselves enough to drag our beaten bodies to the bathroom hand in hand and clean ourselves up. And when we came back, presto! We had a perfect, clean, and undisturbed bed to sleep together in, my bed!

His looked like a tornado swept through the room, and I guess in a way, one had.

I lost count of the number of times Dex dragged me, or I dragged him, back upstairs the next day to fuck or suck or lick or all three, over the next day. We basically fucked all day and took breaks here and there to come down to some part of the reunion festivities. But we never stayed very long!



On the way back, I knew I

 
’

 
d have to tell my husband what happened. We stopped at a quiet lookout to get our stories straight. I guess that was a mistake, too. I tried to listen to him but I ended up laying his seat down and throwing my body over his and shoving his cock back inside me.





I just couldn

 
’

 
t stop fucking him!





“

 
I was confused by what you

 
’

 
d said,” I told my husband.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know!” I pleaded with him.

 
“

 
It was like nothing mattered or counted! I wasn

 
’

 
t thinking!”



I was sure my husband would do that stoic thing and shut up and make his plans and that it was over between us. I mean, I cheated, full stop.



But he started asking me unexpected questions.

 
“

 
It wasn

 
’

 
t about me at all, was it?” he said with wry grin up one half of his face.





“

 
What do you mean?”





“

 
We don

 
’

 
t lack anything, do we?” he said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not at all like you feel lonely, or unloved, or unappreciated. You didn

 
’

 
t do it because of anything I did or didn

 
’

 
t do, did you?” he said.





The whole question seemed absurd to me. I shook my head and squinted at him.

 
“

 
No!” I said with snort.

 
“

 
It never occurred to me once that there was any reason to do it.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not about me, is it?” he repeated himself.





I squeezed his hands in mine.

 
“

 
No!” I grinned and shook my head.

 
“

 
I was just — I don

 
’

 
t know!” I shrugged.



He chuckled and tried to staunch it. We were trying to have a serious conversation.



“

 
What?” I said smiling at him.





“

 
You went wild,” he said and he snickered.





“

 
No!” I said, but not convincingly. It struck me right away as a pretty good word for what happened.





“

 
You

 
’

 
ve never lost control before, have you? You

 
’

 
ve never gone wild before,” he said.





I grinned and dropped my head sideways.

 
“

 
Is that what that is?”





“

 
You had a wild night — you let things go. You were . . . “ he squinted at me and I squinted back. “ . . . free!” he said in a loud whisper, and he flickered his fingers between our faces and widened his eyes at me with an evil-like grin.





“

 
But I like being married to you,” I said to him.





“

 
Yeah, yeah!” he nodded maniacally.

 
“

 
Married, yeah, but maybe once in a while, you need to be let out to run wild, to be free. Just for a weekend,” he shrugged.





“

 
What are you saying?” I said, half turning my grinning face away from him.





“

 
Tell me how it really felt,” he said.





“

 
I already told you,” I dropped my face and grinned and squirmed on the couch where we talked.





“

 
I mean really, the way you

 
’

 
d tell a girlfriend about it.”





I blushed deeply.

 
“

 
No!” I said, and I turned to hide my face.





But he insisted.

 
“

 
Tell me.”





I faced him and stared in his eyes. I guess if we were being totally honest, I might as well spell it all out.

 
“

 
It was unbelievably good,” I said in a tiny voice and I squealed and buried my face in a small pillow.



He petted my head until I was able to lift my face up again.



“

 
Did he make you cum?” he asked me.



I squealed and shrieked and tried to crawl into the seam of the cushions of the couch. But he waited me out until I was able to peak at him through my fingers over my face.



“

 
The first night you mean?”





He laughed.

 
“

 
Okay, the first night.”



I pushed my hand out from the pillow and held up my fingers to show him three.

He guffawed loudly and laughed.



“

 
I told you not to ask!” I said and I whipped my pillow at him.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m happy for you!” he yelled and he grabbed the pillow from me.

 
“

 
What about the whole weekend?”



I rolled my eyes and jutted my jaw and grimaced.



“

 
You don

 
’

 
t know, do you!?” he laughed and hit me with the pillow.





“

 
Too many times!” I said squirming.

 
“

 
We sort of woke up a couple of times and did it, and in the morning, we tried to get down for breakfast early, but we couldn

 
’

 
t . . . “ I said.



He shook his head and just grinned at me.



“

 
And then after breakfast,” I laughed.

 
“

 
And then we went down to the awards thing they put on, but then we snuck out to the bathrooms . . . “





“

 
You fucked in the bathrooms?” he gaped at me.





“

 
We tried not to!” I pleaded with him.

 
“

 
And then we had to go up to get ready for lunch . . . which we almost missed!” I laughed.





“

 
It was non-stop!” he shouted.





I could only nod sheepishly.

 
“

 
It was so good!” I groaned gutturally and took the pillow to hide my face again.





We stared at each other a long time, both of us stifling grins. Finally he said,

 
“

 
I say when and where.”





‘

 
When and where, what?” I said, but my grin and blush gave away that I knew exactly what he meant.



That was all last weekend.

I waited in the hotel lounge for Dex to get there. We chose — Shawn and I chose together — a small oceanside town a few hours away and a cute little hotel there. I wanted to surprise Dex and get there early and put some nice things for our weekend together in the hotel room, like flowers and candles and chocolates and stuff. He needed to learn what kind of things girls like, right?

I could hardly sit still I was so excited!



My husband texted.

 
“

 
Is he there yet?”





I wrote him back.

 
“

 
No! And stop asking me!”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m excited though,” he wrote.





“

 
What do you think I am??!!” I wrote back and laughed.



Just then Dex appeared and he rolled his eyes and gestured broadly with his hands. I laughed — he thought he was going to beat me up there and get the room ready and surprise me!

He gave me just one sideways gesture with his head and I ran to him, we barely kissed, and we frantically pushed the elevator buttons, it took so long to go up five floors!



We barely made it still dressed inside the hotel room door. I just managed to type into my phone,

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s here, ttyl,” before Dex fell on his knees, drew my panties down my legs from under my dress, and sank his mouth into my pussy.



I dropped my phone and scrunched my fingers into his hair. He was a quick learner.





My husband gave me my very own affair




I

 
’

 
m not an exhibitionist in any sense of that terrible word. I don

 
’

 
t even like public displays of affection even when it

 
’

 
s just with friends around. And I super-hate crowds!





A girlfriend of mine knew this famous artist who had a show of his paintings at this tiny gallery deep in the south end. She forced me to go with her. I

 
’

 
m usually a stay-at-home type. I

 
’

 
m naturally shy and I

 
’

 
m fine with that, and so is my husband Jay. He

 
’

 
s just like me: stay home, have coffee, watch shows, read books.





Ellis was this artist

 
’

 
s name — one name, like all hot-shots, right? As soon as my friend introduced me to him, he grabbed me, he lifted me off my feet with his big hands and arms around my body, and he smooched me roughly on the neck and cheek.



He basically assaulted me — he dropped his arm around my shoulders, he yanked me with his hand around my wrist all over the gallery, and he mauled my neck and shoulders from behind — an impromptu and unasked-for neck and shoulder rub in front of everybody — while he made me stand in front of pictures and tell him what I saw.



He was rough with me, he manhandled me, he hip-checked me, and he made me drink from a glass he himself poured in my mouth. It was like I couldn

 
’

 
t say no to him! 



It was crowded, the music was loud, the lighting was dark, and everybody was laughing and shrieking and bumping into each other. It was like a ride at the fair for me — disorienting and light-headed-inducing.

But when he suddenly disappeared and left me alone, I was compelled to look for him. How can you just do that to somebody? He made me so furious.

When I found him, I hip-checked him right back by surprise and pushed myself into his chest and looked up into his face and laughed out loud at him. I reached around his ass and I pinched him, too. I even darted away and squealed, and looked over my shoulder to see if he was watching me go or trying to chase me.

I got him back, in other words!



I don

 
’

 
t know what got into me, though. It

 
’

 
s what confused me all week. He stirred something strange in me, the way he roughhoused with me. I had decided long ago what kind of person I was going to be, and additionally, I was married happily for four years being that person. But his treatment of me — of my body — left me unsettled with myself.





I

 
’

 
ll be honest. I

 
’

 
ve always been a little bit afraid of sexual arousal, mine as well as other people

 
’

 
s. Don

 
’

 
t get me wrong, I like it as much as anyone — but only in it

 
’

 
s time and place, and only with the right person, like my husband. But this Ellis man, big and rough and frankly rude as he was, sexually aroused me at that gallery show. It caught me by surprise because he was the last man I

 
’

 
d ever think to glance twice at.





I was all stirred up and didn

 
’

 
t know what to do with it.





My friend called later that week.

 
“

 
Big party!” she said. Ellis again. Apparently he lived in this huge old house in the forest miles out to the west of town where he hosted these epic and famous parties. He was the centre of the city

 
’

 
s avante garde art scene, I was supposed to know, and being invited — “he made sure I was going to make you come!” my friend said — was supposedly an honour.





I said

 
“

 
No” of course, but Jay made me call her back.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s go,” he said.

 
“

 
We hardly ever get out.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s going to be a huge party,” I said to him with a groan.





But we agreed to go just so I could prove to him that we don

 
’

 
t like these things. I was afraid of Ellis but couldn

 
’

 
t tell Jay that. But I thought that if he met my husband, he might learn to leave me alone.



Boy was I wrong.



“

 
Lola!” he bellowed at me the second I poked my head into the crowded kitchen. He was surrounded by fawning acolytes, but he beamed at me over the top of everyone

 
’

 
s heads and pushed through them like Moses parting the sea.



Everybody spun around to see who caught his interest.



I spun around too, and hid my face in my husband

 
’

 
s chest. But that proved useless. Ellis wrapped his enormous arm around my shoulders, pulled me physically away from my husband — he patted him on the back and said

 
“

 
thank you” like I was something being passed around — and he paraded me around the kitchen hugging me against the side of his body like he was showing me off.



I twisted around and found my husband over my shoulder, but he just smiled, raised his shoulders like there was nothing he could do about it, either, and he waved at me.  I watched from where Ellis pulled my head against his chest as my husband began a conversation with a woman leaning on the fridge. Ignoring me.



Ellis treated me like I was his girlfriend. He introduced me to people like he and I went a way back, and he made them say

 
“

 
hi” to me. He laughed and leaned over and kissed the top of my head. Everybody was sneaking peaks at me wondering who I was.





He pulled me through to other rooms and I lost Jay altogether. He started rubbing my neck and shoulders again and tickling my sides and teasing me. I tried to slap his hand and pinch his skin to stop him but he wasn

 
’

 
t good at getting messages. We came across a band playing and he grabbed me by the waist and hoisted me up above all the dancing bodies to see who they were.





They were famous, of course, I

 
’

 
ll just leave it at that.





He twisted me around above him and brought me down facing him, dragging my body down the front of his body. I ended up accidentally hugging his waist and leaning my cheek against his chest. He took my hand in his hand and pulled me behind him down a hallway. There was no way I could have refused, he just didn

 
’

 
t give me any time to even think. I was stumbling forward being pulled, not willingly following! I was laughing too, but not for the reason you think.



I was grateful to be out of the thickest of the crowds, but I was nervous going somewhere with him without my friend or husband knowing. I was wearing a button up satin shirt and black jeans with tall-heel, collapsed-ankle boots. What if I was accidentally arousing him, I thought. What would happen then?



He put me against the wall halfway down the hallway and leaned his hands into the wall above my head and loomed over me. I felt tiny, cowering under him like that and it made me look down and away. But I realized he was making a protective shell of his body around me, keeping me safe from everybody pushing through the hallway. Maybe he could tell I wasn

 
’

 
t used to crowds and didn

 
’

 
t look comfortable.





“

 
Are you okay?” he said down to me in what shocked me as a surprisingly sensitive and caring voice.





I only snorted a puff of air out my nose, grinned, and looked the other way, away from him. He

 
’

 
d been rubbing me and pushing me and pulling me and hugging me so much already, that, just like at the gallery, I was missing it when he stopped.



It was nothing I could possibly have put into words. It was the weirdest thing, because touching, pushing, tickling, teasing — anything like that in public, even with my husband — was definitely not something I liked. I looked up at him with my eyes too big and doe-like, but my mind was pre-occupied.

Was I alright? Did I not like what he was doing to me because it aroused me? Did I not like being aroused? Was it shameful to be aroused? Was I embarrassed by it?



So many questions! And all he asked me was,

 
“

 
Are you alright.” I get so tongue tied around people like him.





He looked down at me, he pulled a sideways grin, and he nodded. What, was he a mind reader too?

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay, you know,” he said in that soft, syrupy voice that poured over me more than spoke to me, and he touched me with his fingertips on my side.





He wasn

 
’

 
t tickling me. But he wasn

 
’

 
t groping me, either. I guess as an artist he had a lot of control in his hands and fingers. I could only describe it as, he touched me.



I rolled my lips together between my teeth and looked up at him with guilt spreading over my face. Guilt because of what I was feeling as a married woman.

I put the balls of the toes of one foot down on the top of the toes of my other foot and rocked my bent knee back and forth like a swinging saloon door. I slipped my hands behind my back and felt the coolness of the plaster on my palms. I rocked back and forth pressing my spine against the back of my hands pressed tightly to the wall.

I tried everything to appear to be cool and relaxed.



“

 
Is this fine?” he said. The way his voice seemed to be on a different speaker altogether, and separate from the music and yelling and laughing and stomping all around us, made things far too intimate far too fast between us. I glanced out from under his body and down the hallway searching for Jay but I couldn

 
’

 
t see him. I could hear his laughter though.





Ellis had untucked the side of my shirt with the care of someone fluffing the feathers of a hurt bird. I didn

 
’

 
t answer his question and I didn

 
’

 
t turn my face back to him. But I didn

 
’

 
t stop him either. His fingertips touched my skin and drew tiny soft circles around my obliques. It tickled me, but not with the kind of tickle that makes you laugh.



I rolled my eyes up to him and huffed a big breath of air. He knew what he was doing to me was wrong. He saw me with my husband. I looked sharply the other way as though not seeing what he was doing made it not really my body he was doing it to.

When he slid just the fingertip of his pointer finger along the top edge of the waist of my jeans, I slowly turned my face back to his and looked up into his eyes with my own eyes widening and my eyebrows pulling up. He was definitely crossing lines. He should have stopped.



“

 
Is this okay?” he said, and I turned the other way again, drew my eyes over the ceiling directly overhead and heaved in my shoulders and sank in my chest. I was trying to keep from tittering. It wasn

 
’

 
t from being ticklish there though. There was something he was releasing in me that made me titter.



It was like I was forgetting who I was supposed to be and what I had decided long ago that I would be as a person, as a woman.

I recharged myself, regained my nerve, and swivelled my face back up to his, determined to reassert my self control and get a hold of the situation.



“

 
Did I ask you to stop?” I said to him, and I shook my head to wave my hair back down over my shoulders. He bit his lip with a grin and drew that one infuriating finger of his back along the top edge of the waist of my jeans and across the bared lower skin of my stomach, tingling to his touch. He pulled my shirt further out as he went.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s the contrast that arouses, isn

 
’

 
t it,” he said in that startling voice of his. His finger pushed a little deeper down inside the waist of my jeans. My arms tensed but I pressed my shoulders back and trapped my hands behind me against the wall a little bit longer.





“

 
Just a little bit longer . . . “ I said accidentally out loud. I was speaking to myself but he thought I was answering him.



I continued to rock against my hands pressed palm-first into the wall behind me. My hips began to jut forward. I swallowed hard and blinked my eyes several times. My breath caught.



“

 
Nice?” he said.





“

 
I have no idea what you

 
’

 
re talking about,” I replied. But I turned away again and puffed an amused shot of air out my nose and grinned sideways and away from him before I regained my self-control.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re here with your husband,” he said.





“

 
You noticed,” I said. I rocked my hips harder side to side where they jutted out further.





He dragged the backs of his fingers along the skin of my now-exposed abdomen. He got them under the waist of my jeans. I didn

 
’

 
t look and I didn

 
’

 
t pull my hips in to deny him. Just a little bit more, I thought. Just a bit . . . .





“

 
Does he know about your secret?” Ellis said.





I shot my eyes to his and locked them there, but I gulped, too.

 
“

 
Secret?” I said defiantly to him. I swung my loose bent knee back and forth rapidly. It brushed against his thighs. I knew my chest was heaving up from my deeper and faster breath.





“

 
Has he ever met your other personality?” he said.





I blinked once hard.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t know what you

 
’

 
re talking about,” I said to him.





“

 
No?” he grinned.

 
“

 
Let me show you,” he said.



I rolled my eyes and looked again for my husband and I shook my head.



He pushed up from me a little bit.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to slip inside that closet door,” he nodded to his side.



I glanced there. There was an ordinary small old-house door in the middle of the hallway. Probably a linen closet at one time.



“

 
Go ahead,” I shrugged.





“

 
And that other personality of yours,” he touched my stomach,

 
“

 
that never gets to come out,” he said, dragging the backs of his fingers up over my ribs under my shirt and even over the front of my breasts, the front of my bra,

 
“

 
will come in there to join me.”





I shot air out my nose and tore my hands out from behind my back and covered my mouth to hide my grin and my chuckling.

 
“

 
You wish,” I said.

 
“

 
As if.” Nobody saw him do it, but he still should not have touched me like that.





“

 
I do wish,” he nodded.

 
“

 
I really do,” he said it again. He pulled away from me and didn

 
’

 
t even look over his shoulder before he ducked inside the small closet door and shut it behind him.



I felt exposed suddenly. Without his big body covering me, I was thrusted back into the sea of flowing and screaming and laughing people. Everything became loud and flashing again. I jutted my jaw sideways and glared with my eyes looking behind me at the closed closet door. The man was being absolutely ridiculous. What was he even doing in there? How big was it in there?

Jay was nowhere to be seen up or down the hallway. What did Ellis mean, some other personality? I hated him for that. I went to the door, I squeezed the handle, and I looked up and down the hallway one more time. It was a mass of people. I opened the door, stepped inside, and shut it behind me.

It was completely black inside, the voices were suddenly muffled, and the air felt, oddly, fresh, as opposed to the hot breath of laughter and yelling and drinking on the other side.



“

 
Hello?” I siad. I felt around with my arms out. It was about three feet wide inside, but how deep it went, I couldn

 
’

 
t see.





“

 
Keep coming,” that distinctive voice of his said somewhere in the black distance.





I should have turned around and went back out. I should have gone to find Jay. I should have left the party. But he was right. There was some mysterious

 
“

 
other” within me. And he was bringing her out against my best efforts to keep her in. I reached my hands out in front of me and stepped forward into the darkness. I even laughed a little.





“

 
Little further,” he said.





“

 
How can you even see in here?” I said, bending at my waist and feeling around in front of me like I was washing windows or something.





“

 
I go in here a lot,” he said.



I felt one knee and then his other knee.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re sitting,” I said.





“

 
I put a really comfortable chair in here.”





I took baby steps and felt further up his thighs.

 
“

 
What is this place?”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know, my meditation place? My quiet place?”



My shins finally found the front of his chair. I stood hunched over between his knees. I felt around and at least got my hands off his thighs to support myself holding the arms of the chair.



“

 
What, is this some place you come to get all centred again or something?” I said.





He closed his knees, and as naturally as can be, I opened my legs around his, and sat down on his knees. Something about it being unseen, something about it being away from the rest of the world — it felt like it was outside the bounds of time and space and therefore didn

 
’

 
t count. Does that make any sense?



His hands took me by my wrists, and slowly and gently, he lifted my fingers from the arms of his chair and brought them to the back of his chair on either side of his head.

It cause me to bend at my waist and come too far down to him. I chuckled and pushed back up, but only to press my palms into his shoulders instead. I locked my elbows and pushed myself as far back from his body as I could. But he wrapped his hands around my butt and scooped me forward down his thighs.

I sighed with disdain and rolled my eyes and dropped my head back to the ceiling because he was being silly again, but I ended up with my knees squished down between the arms of the chair and his hips, sitting on his thighs. And then he did . . . nothing.



“

 
What did you want to me to see in here, anyway?” I said.



He chuckled and I turned my face away, even though it remained completely lightless inside the closet, and I snickered too.



“

 
Not see,” he said,

 
“

 
feel.”





“

 
Funny that, coming from a visual artist,” I said. I slid my hands down from his shoulders and into his chest, just for comfort. I sat down heavier on his thighs and let my shoulders down.





“

 
Feel,” I said, correcting myself.



He said nothing. But I suddenly felt his fingertips again on the skin of my lower stomach, under my shirt. Only this time he began to undo my buttons from the bottom up.



“

 
Do you think it

 
’

 
s appropriate for you to be doing that?” I said.





“

 
Shh,” he replied.

 
“

 
No light, no sound, just touch,” he said.





I sagged in my shoulders and exhaled with exasperation. He was being stupid again. He opened my shirt all the way, which I guess was fine since no one could see, including me. His fingertips touched my stomach and ribs and he made me shiver but I could tell that he smiled at me and I tried to keep calm. I put my hands around his wrists, but I didn

 
’

 
t exactly push his hands away from my body.





“

 
Do you . . . “ I started, but he said

 
“

 
shh” again and I bit my bottom lip because I broke his rule.



He dragged his fingertips up my sides and over my ribs and around my back and down the middle to the edge of my pants. My toes curled and my ankles snaked around and under his thighs. He brought his fingertips around the sides of my ribs and drew them up over the underside of my breasts, over my bra.

I squeezed his wrists in my hands.

He reached around my upper back, and just like that, before I realized what he was doing, I felt my bra go slack around my body.



“

 
No,” I whispered, but he ignored me.





He pushed my bra up over my breasts but he didn

 
’

 
t touch them. He just kept touching me all over my body everywhere except my breasts.





I exhaled with frustration and fell forward and landed my palms into the back of the chair beside his head again. It felt like nothing really mattered, because nothing could be seen and we weren

 
’

 
t talking. His lips first touched, then kissed, then covered completely and sucked, my nipple, one and then the other. It made me shiver and I bit my lip and whined with a tiny,  high-pitched groan.



The door rattled and the sound of a body landing against it on the other side filled our other-world and I spun around, alarmed someone would come in. And then I heard that laughter, and that voice. It was my husband leaning against the other side of the closet door.

I quickly reached behind my back and fell forward against him, trying to find the back straps and do my bra back up. I leaned my cheek into the back of the chair beside his head and my chest into his chest. He let me do my bra back up, but only to undo the buttons down the front of my jeans.



I laughed and said

 
“

 
No!” and tried to pull his hands off my pants, but then he undid my bra behind my back again. The man was incorrigible.



I sagged on him and dropped my head sideways as though looking at him, even though there remained not a speck of light in the tiny long room.



“

 
You know who that is right outside the door!” I said to him, scolding him.





“

 
Even if he opens it, he won

 
’

 
t see anything. Did you see me back here when you opened it?” he said.



He had a point. He touched my stomach again, and this time, my pants were open. He slid the backs of his fingers along the sensitive skin of my abdomen and even poked and tucked them under the waist of my panties.



“

 
What do you think you

 
’

 
re doing?” I half-groaned and half-whispered.





“

 
Shh,” was all he said.



I knelt up higher on him, lifting my butt off his lap and gripping the top of the back of his chair. I had enough and I was ready to lift my knees off from around his hips and lower myself to the floor. I meant to stand up, do my pants back up, fix my bra, and do up my shirt.

But kneeling up high over him like that, he rotated his hand inside my panties so that those infuriating fingertips of his came dangerously close to forbidden territory.

I paused as though shocked that he would do that. Was I testing him? Was I daring him?

He pushed his hand further under my panties and his middle fingertip moved between my pussy lips and down into the cleft between them.



I think I was more shocked at how wet I was than he was.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so,” I said, but my whisper quavered and my arms shook. My hips accidentally rotated in a circle that I pulled in and pushed out, and it bit my bottom lip hard.



He moved his finger down my pussy and then up, under the little bits that protect a girl from just such a thing. I shuddered and collapsed forward onto my elbows pressed into the back of his chair and my face fell sideways into his and my mouth kissed his neck under his ear.



“

 
That

 
’

 
s not nice,” I said, but I also shot my head back and dropped my mouth open with a harshly whispered gasp. He indeed did have agile and precise fingers, as you can imagine an artist might.



Still he said nothing. I shook on his lap. He pushed my tight jeans over my butt and half way down my thighs. I drove my trembling fingers into his hair and tugged hard. He pushed my panties over my butt and they stretched between my bare thighs. I bit his neck and my hips vibrated. He pulled my shirt up my back exposing me completely to the door behind me, from my neck to my mid-thighs.



He was being ruthless with me. He touched me all over, inside and out. The door rattled in it

 
’

 
s frame and my husband

 
’

 
s voice rose and fell and he laughed. I clenched my hands in Ellis

 
’

 
s hair, I pushed my chest into his face, and I tried so hard to flex my stomach and steady my violently shaking core. But all I managed to really do is curl my spine in and out, and drive my hips forward, up and back, and I started quite involuntarily fucking his finger.





He massaged my ass and probed my anus and tickled my back and squeezed my tits. He took complete liberty with my body and he would not stop touching me. My breath got short, hard and shallow, the soles of my twisting and curling feet vibrated, and my thighs flexed and released. I kissed his ear frantically and groaned deeply into it,

 
“

 
Oh my god!”



Everything inside me collapsed to a point and then exploded throughout my body with pure warmth and light and it felt like everything inside me released at once.



I slumped down heavily into him and grinned and reached with my face to kiss the underside of his chin. I curled up in his lap with my knees up to my chest and I hung my arms around the back of his neck. I was still naked from my knees to my neck but it didn

 
’

 
t seem to matter anymore. Even my husband

 
’

 
s voice melted away — he was moving down the hallway and back into the main party, perhaps not finding me as he may have intended.





We snuck out of the closet giggling like two teenagers. I didn

 
’

 
t mean to keep hanging around him, but he was fascinating — and a total social gadfly. He rotated through rooms greeting people, speaking directly to them for a few minutes and moving on, leaving everyone feeling like they had his complete and solitary attention at least for a few minutes. I thought I was hiding out behind his back, but whenever he was on the move again, he reached behind himself without looking and took my hand in his as though fully expecting, knowing, I was right behind him all the time.



He wrapped his hand around my waist and pulled me against his side and as we went through to another room, he leaned down, asked me if I was having fun, and without waiting for an answer, he kissed me on the mouth amidst people all around us.

I kissed him back and scrunched my fingers into his upper back and pushed my hips against his. He pushed his hand down over my butt and squeezed me there and I got him back, pinching him on his butt and giggling and slapping my hand on his stomach when I bent over.

I left my hand there, my palm on his lower stomach, when he drew his arm around my shoulders and pulled me even closer against his body. I bit his nipple through his t-shirt and looked up at him when he flinched and I growled playfully at him.

I think he got that other girl in me pretty interested.



We came into a room and I spotted Jay and immediately steered Ellis back out again. To his credit, he respected me without fighting it even though he didn

 
’

 
t know why I pulled us away. In the hallway outside that room, I pressed him against the wall and pushed my hips into his to hide my hand that slipped down inside the front of his pants.



I meant to tell him why we had to turn around, but something about how he just instinctively let me do that without needing to explain made me lift myself on my toes, titter with my lips nearly touching is, and I slipped one hand around the back of his neck and the other one down the front of his pants.



I

 
’

 
d accidentally drove my fingers under his shorts, too, and felt the extraordinary heat of the skin of his cock in my palm before I realized what I was doing to him. I pulled his neck and didn

 
’

 
t feel the need to say anything. I kissed him deeply, with tongue, and squeezed his cock hard with my shivering hand.





It was wrong. It was cheating. I know that. But it felt like I was someone else completely different. Nothing was familiar. I was laughing, I was teasing, I was touching in public, I was kissing and feeling a man up and pushing my body into his. He wasn

 
’

 
t doing anything, and still I pushed my mouth up to his ear, tugged his head down, and said,

 
“

 
You better stop it!” It was me who was grabbing him under his pants.





My husband suddenly came out of the room and looked the wrong way up the hallway. I dropped Ellis and snatched my husband

 
’

 
s hand in mine.





“

 
There you are!” I said.





“

 
Looking everywhere for you!” he said back and he gave me a light peck on the lips.





Ellis then stuck his big head between us and wrapped his arms around both of our shoulders.

 
“

 
Come outside!” he shouted.

 
“

 
Have you seen the fire pit yet?”





He took me by the hand and I squeezed Jay

 
’

 
s hand and we formed a chain winding through people and out the back door. I looked over my shoulder at my husband and shrugged and rolled my eyes. I nearly tripped forward Ellis was pulling me so hard.



It was a big gorgeous fire and there were even three chairs together facing it. He put me in the middle of himself and my husband.



They talked — Ellis was the most disarming and instantly connecting person I

 
’

 
d even seen. I leaned back and watched how he did to my husband exactly what he did to everyone he spoke to at his party. He made them feel like they were the centre of his attention. I looked over at my husband beside me but I reached the other way with my far hand and rubbed Ellis

 
’

 
s lower back where it was available to me through the back of his chair. I pinched him too, because he was driving me crazy all over.



I crossed my legs and Ellis leaned over my lap as though to speak more privately to my husband on my other side,  like he had a secret to share. He put his hand on my thigh without apparently any second thought about the fact that that was my husband right there. He fed his arm around my shoulders and dropped his hand down from my neck, hanging his weight from me as he leaned further over.



“

 
Your wife is not only super hot,” he said to my husband, making me blush and look away,

 
“

 
but she has a keen artistic eye — not sure if you ever noticed that,” he said to Jay.





Jay looked at me, pulled his mouth down with an impressed expression, and nodded at me. We looked at each other even as Ellis pushed his face into my neck and kissed me. My face shivered and my lips narrowed tightly together, but I kept my eyes on my husband

 
’

 
s eyes all the same. Ellis squeezed my thigh and moved his hand up under my hair and pushed his fingers into my scalp. He pulled me to him and buried his face in my hair to kiss the side of my head.



My husband just stared at me and drank some of his drink.



My mouth parted slightly and my tongue drew over the bottom of my top lip, corner to corner. Ellis twisted my head toward his, but I kept Jay

 
’

 
s eyes in the corners of my eyes, even as he kissed me on the mouth.



It was dark, it was a noisy, crowded party full of strangers, and most of them were in the art world one way or another. There was a lot of making out going on all over the place, especially as things got later.



“

 
Going to show her my studio,” he said to my husband. He gestured with his chin to the shadows just beyond the reach of the light of the fire. There was a low, squat building lurking in the trees and shrubs out there, with a wall of windows facing back to us, glittering with a thousands reflections of the flickering flames.

 
“

 
I think she might like seeing that,” he said.





I was nervous. I kept staring at Jay. It was like he wasn

 
’

 
t comprehending anything that was going on.



Ellis stood up and pulled me up by the hand. He stood me in front of his body as though showing me to my own husband. He wrapped his arm around the front of my chest and seized his hand around my far shoulder, pulling me back against him. I felt his groin in my butt. He wrapped his other arm around my lower stomach and rubbed me back and forth so that my untucked top rode up, and he rubbed his palm over my exposed skin.



Still I faced my husband and stared in his eyes. And still he only raised his eyebrows at me, cheered me with his can of beer, and told me,

 
“

 
Enjoy!”





I jutted my chin out crookedly and widened my eyes at him. Ellis turned me away and with his arm around my shoulders, he pulled me into the shadows and away from Jay. I looked over my shoulder and he was already talking to the person on his other side. He glanced at me and I waved at him with little smile and a flutter of my fingers. And then I wrapped my hand around Ellis

 
’

 
s wrist where it hung around my neck and dangled over my chest, and I turned the other way up to him.

 
“

 
Show me,” I said.



He wound me through the garden path and unlocked the creaking barn door to his weathered-wood studio. He closed the door behind us and locked it and he left the lights off.



“

 
You sure don

 
’

 
t like a lot of light, for an artist,” I said up to him.



He was guiding me in front of him through a little passage and into the main studio.



“

 
I paint with lots of light,” he said,

 
“

 
but you can only catch the spirit of a picture with the lights out.”



He rubbed the sides of my neck in his hands and brought me around the walls to look at pictures half or nearly done or merely sketched out. I reached behind me with both hands and rubbed my fingers over the bulge in his pants directly behind my butt.



“

 
Is that true of the ladies you bring out here, too?” I said.

 
“

 
Keep them in the dark so you can capture their spirit?”



I twisted around and dropped my jaw down at him with a playful grin. I also plunged both hands, palms forward, down the front of his pants.

He tried to grab me by the waist but I recoiled my hips back and bent deeply at my waist and squealed and laughed.



“

 
Don

 
’

 
t bring too many people out here,” he said.





I believed him, too. He pulled me up to him and we kissed in the dark. Over his shoulder, I looked at the yard and the fire through little windows from floor to ceiling, one side to the other. We weren

 
’

 
t that far away, but I already knew nothing could be seen from the fire but reflection. Looking out though, I could see everyone clearly, including my husband, laughing and talking and sipping his beer and not even noticing other people sitting in Ellis

 
’

 
s and my chair beside him.



Ellis slipped around behind me and leaned on the work table. I stepped back and leaned against his groin. Facing the window, he began to undo the buttons of my shirt again, this time starting at the top. I shivered and gasped and pinched my fingers into his thighs.

He opened me up and when he pulled gently, I spread my shoulders back and let him take it off my back and down my arms and off. He leaned over my bare shoulder and kissed me there. I felt my bra go slack — he was good at that! I stared at my laughing husband but twenty feet in front of me lit up in the roaring flames — someone put fresh logs on — and Ellis drew the shoulders straps down my arms.



I lifted one elbow and the other one and he drew my bra away from my body and laid it over my top on the bench. It was warm in there. It was perfect. I pulled one hand up my other arm and covered my bared breasts with my forearm and twisted around against his crotch to tell him I wasn

 
’

 
t cold, but our mouths met and when we kissed I melted against him and reached up and behind my head to clutch my fingers in his neck and hair.





He ran his hands around my ribs from behind and took both my breasts in his expert hands. But he didn

 
’

 
t stop there. He let them run down my body and he undid my pants again.





My breathing was short and my heart rate was high. When he opened my pants this time, I wriggled my hips and danced against him and giggled until my pants fell down my legs, and when they finally crumpled around my ankles — we were necking seriously the whole time — I stepped out of them. I

 
’

 
d already peeled my boots off with my toes.





He was relentless, though. Nothing was enough for him! He didn

 
’

 
t hesitate to slide his hands down my hips and under the sides of the waist of my panties. They stretched over my abdomen and he pushed them down. They fell around my ankles too, and I picked them up with my toes, took them in my hands, and he took them from me to stretch over and keep them safe with my bra and other clothes beside him.



He pushed his hands down the front of my thighs and I writhed in my contorting body against him. I was naked facing my husband. He ran his hands over the front of my pussy, over my abdomen, up over my stomach and ribs and bare breasts, and around my neck, and over my face.

I turned around to face him and we kissed and I moaned loud and deeply against his mouth. I undid his pants and pushed them down the same way he had done to me, and when he stepped out of them, I also pushed my hands down the front of his hips and thighs and worked his shorts down his legs too. I lifted his t-shirt up over his head and we both laughed.

I pulled my groin out from his lap and cranked my face up to his face and played my tongue out from my wide open smile. I chuckled at him like the little devil he turned me into. I wrapped both my hands around his cock and pulled on him and scratched — lightly! — the tips of my nails up and down over his most sensitive skin down there. He grew in my hand, heavier, harder, and hotter.

He turned us around together and put me against the edge of the work table. He reached around me and spread out an uncut raw canvas on the table behind me. And then he wrapped his arms around my back and lifted me onto the table.

He melted me. He made me a different woman. He treated me as though I was someone else completely. I sank against him and kissed him and when he pushed me, I let my hands drag down the front of his naked body and I uncurled my back and laid out before him in my naked body only.

I gave it to him. It was wrong and it was delicious and exiting all at the same time.

He cupped his hands over the tops of my thighs. I planted my heels on the edge of the table and pulled my knees up. He spread me open when he pushed his waist tighter up between my thighs, and his stiff, long, and thick cock laid on my precious, soft, and vulnerable stomach.

I petted him against me and he leaned over me large and looming, and he kissed my breasts, my neck, and my ear. I dragged my feet up his thighs and I locked my ankles together in the small of his back. It seemed well past the point of no return.

I rolled sideways and I looked down along our naked, writhing bodies, so close! and I saw past us to the bank of windows, to the fire licking up the logs in the pit out there, and all the people silent to us laughing and slapping each other and talking with so much expression in their eyes and bodies.

And I saw my husband, too. He glanced at the windows still dark to him. He had to have wondered why I was gone so long and why the lights were out in the studio.

I gasped, I clamped my eyes shut, and I gripped my hands around the edge of his work table. He had pulled his hips back, aimed his cock, and pushed the head into me.



I rolled my head side to side over the rough canvas spread over his work table, and I bit on my bent knuckle and gasped out loud. He pushed himself smoothly and easily into me — I knew I was wet, I was embarrassed by it, but I didn

 
’

 
t know I was that wet.



He filled me so much, my back arched deeply and I pushed my chest up. He massaged my breasts and I inhaled like someone drowning. He withdrew his cock nearly all the way out and it made me crunch in my abdomen, half sit up by tensing my core, and grip his waist and dig my nails into his flesh.

He pushed into me again and I fell back even more deeply arched and I threw my arms straight out sideways and twisted my fists in the canvas. He jolted my body hard enough to make me cry out. I contorted throughout my body and stroked his back with my heels and lashed my tongue out at him from his table begging for him to kiss me.



I felt it again. It came up fast on me probably because I was still buzzing from the climax he

 
’

 
d already given me in the closet earlier. But I was unprepared for how powerful it kicked me. I thought I was going to exit my body in an orb of pure light, he brought me to so high a climax. It was like none I

 
’

 
d ever had before.





I rolled over lazily and wasted, and I hung my head down over the edge of the table.

 
“

 
Come on,” I said to him. I didn

 
’

 
t know whose voice that was, I didn

 
’

 
t know what the girl in me was doing. I didn

 
’

 
t like sucking cock, as they rudely put it, and the position seemed untenable to me.





But I already knew he

 
’

 
d be gentle. He hefted his cock in his hand and snaked it into my upside down open mouth. I arched myself deeper and reached over my head to encourage him with my fingers in the back of his thighs. He pushed deeper into me and I didn

 
’

 
t even gag. I felt my throat with my hand and felt him bulge me there with his cock.



He leaned over my body and rested his hands on my hips. He bent over my face, fucked my mouth slowly and deeply, and brought his electric tongue onto my pussy. I could see upside down through the apex of his thighs, even with his balls slapping my neck and his cock probing my throat. My husband was glancing at the studio, but talking and laughing. I clenched my eyes because Ellis nibbled my clit and licked me all over in exactly the right way.

When he made me cum again, I sucked harder on his cock and moaned deeply and loud, though muffled, against his groin. His cum gushed into my mouth and puffed my cheeks and exploded out from my lips and I laughed and squealed and turned my face but more cum arced over my mouth and chin and gobs of it flew over my body and landed on my tits and stomach.



We laughed and hung from each other and hurried to the bathroom behind the wall where we cleaned each other up. We helped each other dress too, without turning the lights on. I didn

 
’

 
t see much art.



We walked out together and I sat beside my husband in the chair that was empty again. It took him a few minutes to realize I was back and he reached behind himself and patted my thigh while still talking to some other guy.



He reached for my hand and squeezed it.

 
“

 
I think we better get going,” he said, and he turned to me. I stood up too.

 
“

 
You think?”



I did. I was more than ready to go.



But Ellis came up and offered Jay another beer.

 
“

 
You know, you

 
’

 
re welcome to stay over, lots of people do. I have lots of rooms!”





I shook my head

 
“

 
No” but Jay immediately turned to me with a wide grin.





They both looked at me like I was the one getting in the way of a good time. I couldn

 
’

 
t believe the way Ellis was looking at me.





“

 
I make a mean breakfast for everyone too,” he nodded.

 
“

 
Its one of the things I love to do,  you have to stay!”



I looked at Jay struggling to find an excuse for needing to leave — and right away too. But he just shrugged and grinned.



“

 
Sounds pretty good,” he said.

 
“

 
You really don

 
’

 
t mind?” he lifted his face to Ellis.



I died inside. It was going to be a hard night.



“

 
It is absolutely my pleasure, it really is,” he winked at my husband. I turned away and hid my face.



There were a lot of rooms in his house. We got ready for bed.



“

 
Fascinating guy!” Jay said.

 
“

 
What was his studio like?”





“

 
As interesting as you would imagine,” I said, and I went into the bathroom, hung my head from my neck with my shoulders high up and my hands pressed into the edge of the counter. I couldn

 
’

 
t even bear to look at myself.





“

 
He seems to really like you!” Jay said from bed. I was in my panties and bra only, with a robe on that I found in the bathroom. I guess he often had guests. I cinched it up tight.





“

 
I think I

 
’

 
m just going to go find him and say thank you again, I don

 
’

 
t think we did that,” I said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure we did,” Jay said.





“

 
You should just go to sleep, I

 
’

 
ll just go find him,” I said.





My husband rolled onto his side.

 
“

 
Well don

 
’

 
t be long,” he said, and he shut his eyes.





I went out the door and, light on my feet, I snuck down the hallway. There were many rooms along the hall, but only one room at the end of the wall with double doors. I didn

 
’

 
t knock, I just carefully opened it and slipped my head inside.





I guessed right, naturally.

 
“

 
Just wanted to say thank you again, for letting us stay over,” I said.





“

 
Come in, close the door,” he said. He was sitting up in his massive bed reading a book. For a big old house that was old and distressed in it

 
’

 
s walls and floors, he sure had nice furniture and tasteful decor.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so,” I said,

 
“

 
Just wanted to thank you for the wonderful party,” I nodded. I did, however, slip inside and close the door behind me. But I leaned against it and held the knob in my hand behind my back.





“

 
Come,” he said, and he pulled his sheets aside.





“

 
Just, seriously,” I said with my head shaking,

 
“

 
saying goodnight, saying thank you, making sure you were alright.” I chewed the inside of my cheek and held the elbow of one arm in the hand of my other directly behind my back. I rolled my feet over on their sides.





“

 
Your husband asleep?” he said.





“

 
Of course,” I whispered. I took two steps toward the end of his bed.





“

 
Come here,” he said, and he stepped out of his bed and extended his arm behind himself and turned toward these other double doors with white curtains over them. He looked over his shoulder at me and gestured with his fingers like he expected nothing else but for me to come to him and take his hand. He was stark naked. His penis was hanging down. I ignored it as best I could.





I jutted my jaw sideways and huffed, but I stepped up to him and took his hand. He took me through the double doors onto a veranda that overlooked the property from above, including the studio in the trees at the back of the clearing. There was a creek I didn

 
’

 
t notice before that wound crazily through his property and the full moon was out, so it reflected back to us like a silver streak.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s beautiful,” I had to admit.



He brought me to the wrought iron railing and stood behind me. He pulled the belt and I sighed because I just could not stop the man. He held the robe up from my neck and shoulders and I collapsed my arms and disrobed for him. I guess he liked to be naked a lot and liked me that way too.

I leaned against the railings in my white underwear. He pushed himself against me from behind, pressing me into the railing.



“

 
I really just wanted to say thank you and goodnight,” I said to the cooling night air.





He kissed my neck and I had to drop my head sideways and pull my hair away for him.

 
“

 
Stay,” he said.





“

 
I can

 
’

 
t, you know that.”





“

 
You mean Jay?” he said.





“

 
Duh, my husband?” I said, squirming to turn around against him. I draped my arms over his shoulders.

 
“

 
Who is down the hall?” I pushed up onto my toes to kiss him.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s okay with you in here with me tonight,” he said.





I laughed and pushed him off me and came back in through the doors. I tried to find my robe, but he took my hand.

 
“

 
We talked,” he said.





“

 
Such bullshit,” I groaned at him and I pulled his head down and kissed him more deeply on his mouth. I could feel his dangling penis brush my stomach.



He rocked me against him with his hands around my back. I leaned away but hung myself from his neck.



“

 
Some men, they like it when a more powerful, more prestigious man, wants their wife.”





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll give you that, not going to argue it — you

 
’

 
re a more charismatic man, everybody knows that!” I laughed and kissed him.





“

 
Some men feel proud to give their wife to a man like that -- not for good, but for a night.”





“

 
You are so full of it!” I slapped his face lightly and twisted in his arms to push my back into the front of his body.





“

 
Do you think I would risk seducing a man

 
’

 
s wife, especially with him right in the same house?”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know what you

 
’

 
d risk, I barely know you at all,” I said, and I played with his cock, stroking it, petting it, pushing it up against my stomach.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re friend put me in touch with him earlier this week,” he went on.





I kissed him on the mouth.

 
“

 
Stop trying to lie,” I whispered.





“

 
I told him in general terms, of course, what might happen,” he said.





I pushed him backward until he stumbled against the side of his bed, and when he fell back with exaggeration, I climbed up and over his body.

 
“

 
You did not,” I said to him and on my hands and knees, I ducked down and kissed him under me.





“

 
I asked him for you,” he said.

 
“

 
He agreed to bring you to me — tonight.”





I laughed at him and stroked his head of hair and rocked my body over him.

 
“

 
And why would he do that?” I said. I leaned my head down between my shoulders and I kissed his neck. His cock touched the high inside of my thigh.





“

 
Because . . . ” he said, leaning his hands back on the bed above his head as relaxed as could be. “ . . . he wanted you to come to my bed.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re so full of shit,” I whispered in his ear and I nibbled his earlobe. I also reached behind myself and pulled my panties down my legs and lifted one knee and the other to kick them off behind me.





“

 
Some men get off on the idea of a man like me taking their wife — not for ever,” he said, taking hold of my hips,

 
“

 
and not in any serious way,” he said. He took his cock in his hand and rubbed the head of it against my pussy lips.

 
“

 
But sexually.”





“

 
Sexually,  you say,” I said.

 
“

 
Like I said,” I said to him as I lowered my hips and rubbed my pussy lips back against his cock,

 
“

 
I just came to say thank you and . . . “ I gasped sharply in. He poked himself into me. “ . . . and goodnight,” I winced.



I dropped my head down lower to his and he pushed his hips up into mine, and he made me moan and cry out loud. He bounced me off him and I held on tight, wrapping my arms around his neck. Full of lies or not, he felt so good.

He rolled me over and pummelled my body into his bed. We twisted and contorted together like a wrestling match and fucked in every possible position. He made me laugh, he made me shiver, he made me cry out loud, and he made me cum (again and again!).

I dozed off but woke up in a daze to find myself on top of him, riding his cock all over. It was hard to tell what was sleeping and what was dreaming and what was being awake. I was delirious. I accidentally fell asleep. It was light outside when I realized where I was — where I still was.

It was a long goodnight . . . .

I got my panties and bra back on and straddled him to truly say thank you and then I faced the music and went to his double doors and blew him a kiss and a giggle over my shoulder.



I snuck back into our bedroom and found my husband still asleep. I snuck into bed and pretended to sleep. But he was awake shortly after. I could tell that he knew I didn

 
’

 
t make it back to bed the previous night, but he didn

 
’

 
t confront me about it.





In the car on the way back, I couldn

 
’

 
t stand it anymore.

 
“

 
I slept in his bed last night,” I suddenly blurted out.





But Jay didn

 
’

 
t look at me, he didn

 
’

 
t react, he didn

 
’

 
t say anything, and he didn

 
’

 
t even flinch. He showed nothing.



I pursed my lips and waited him out.



Finally he turned to me over his arm.

 
“

 
I know,” he said.

 
“

 
He asked me if you could,” he said in a tiny, embarrassed voice.



I turned my face to the front window. So it was, unbelievably, true, what Ellis said. And his reasons? Exactly as Ellis said: he was proud, it made him excited to see a man like him take me, and he hoped it was good.



“

 
I kept guard at the closet door so nobody happened to go in when you were in there,” he said.

 
“

 
I made sure no one went to the studio, too,” he said.



I narrowed my eyes at him. He surprised me, that man of mine. He always did . . .



“

 
The way he treats me,” I said,

 
“

 
all physical, all rough.” I bit my lip.

 
“

 
I liked it,” I said to my husband, and I ducked my head down low and grinned.

 
“

 
I loved it,” I had to say to him.





“

 
I know,” my husband smiled over at me.

 
“

 
I saw you.”





I scrunched my face down and blushed.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not for always, but . . . “ I stopped.



“ . . . it was a break from yourself?” my husband said.



“

 
A break,” I nodded.





“

 
Not for always, but for a break,” he said.





The following weekend, I packed an overnight bag and checked myself in the mirror. My husband came up behind me and wrapped his arm around my waist.

 
“

 
Going to be okay?”





“

 
I think so,” I said shyly.





When I got to Ellis

 
’

 
s house, he met me at his front door and brought me inside. We didn

 
’

 
t get far before we necked and he started taking my clothes off — naturally!



We laughed and held hands and ran to the couch — the same one that was so crowded at his party. I kissed him all over and straddled his lap and rubbed myself on him shamelessly.



“

 
Jay okay?” he said, just as I caught his cock in my pussy and sank myself down on him. I was so wet all the way out!





“

 
He said . . . “ I kissed him and licked his ear. “ . . . that I can have an affair with you if I want to,” I smiled and kissed him on his neck.

 
“

 
As long . . . ” I rode him and held his wrists in my hands and pinned him to the back of the couch above his head, “ . . . as it doesn

 
’

 
t interfere!” I said to him with glaring eyes and jutting jaw.





“

 
I have no time for anything but this,” he said.



I laughed and hugged him to my chest and he rolled us over and he drove me hard but slow into the cushions of his couch. I locked my ankles around his back and shoved my hips up into his.

I fucked Ellis and I loved my husband for it.





We entertained our foreign guest


I drove the knife down through the plump grapefruit which promptly squirted up into our faces, me and Akio.

Akio was a visiting engineer from some Japanese nuclear plant that my husband volunteered for us to host the two days he was in-country. Only my husband got an emergency call and had to leave Akio home alone with me till who-knew-when.



Akio couldn

 
’

 
t speak a single word of English and I couldn

 
’

 
t speak a single word of Japanese.





Awkward didn

 
’

 
t begin to describe it. But when I tried to see what he might be interested in snacking on by opening my fridge, we seemed to connect over grapefruit. Who knew.



I was thankful to find at least some small thing in common between us. I was already feeling lightheaded and otherworldly from the utter lack of verbal communication the last hour since Gary left.

We both laughed when it sprayed our faces. I got the bulk of the juice on my cheek and I rubbed my fingers down my jaw and then, feeling playful, I flicked them in his face.

He got it in the eye and laughed and yelped and bent over and I hugged him over his bent back feeling horrible for what I did to him.

But he sneakily snatched a grape from the bunch that was on the counter, and squeezed one, pointing it right at my face.

I squealed and yelped. I grabbed a banana lying there — I had been fixing a fruit salad — and I mashed it in his head.

I have no idea what got into me. But something about the total lack of words and the sensuousness of the food caused a sudden loss of inhibitions apparently for the both of us. He had been stiff and polite and quiet the whole evening. Suddenly, he was laughing, shrieking, and mashing fruit into my head. I never laughed so hard, either. I barely had strength to stand.

I was wearing my at-home bulky grey hoody and grey cinched-ankle jogging pants. He was in his t-shirt, hoody, and track pants too. He looked like a whole different man once he got out of his black suit.

I stood up shielding my face with one hand and gripped a peach in my other that I wound up behind my head. He also stood up with a plum wound up behind his head. We both sized each other up a moment, both of us caught off guard by the other, both of us emerging into some other world by surprise.

But it lasted two seconds before it was game on.



We wrestled and laughed and squealed and pushed food into each other

 
’

 
s faces and hair. It was me who started pushing food inside our clothes. He got me back good, ramming a big chunk of cold watermelon down my front. I had to unzip and dance and get my hoody off, it was so cold trapped against my bare belly! I had a bra on at least.





I laughed so hard I wasn

 
’

 
t making sound. I peeled a banana and surprised him by pulling the waist of his pants out and shoving it down inside. I pressed my hand against it to mash it against him down there and screamed it was so funny. I felt his cock, which I think was hard, but I ignored that.



We fought some more and I turned away from him to protect myself and he wrestled me to the floor. We were both weak from laughing too hard. I laid on my stomach and kicked my feet out behind me and cupped my hands around my face and screamed. He lifted the bum of my pants and poured a handful of blueberries inside my panties. And then he slapped me there!



I squirmed under him and rolled onto my back. I had slipped into my mouth a big chunk of watermelon which he didn

 
’

 
t know about. He held my arms down by the wrists over my head on the floor and pressed his hips down into my lap, pinning me on the kitchen floor. I chewed slowly, but then I spit my entire mouthful up directly into his face.



He screamed and laughed and fell back and I rolled over on top of him and pressed my hips down into his lap, and pinned his wrists over his head just like he had been holding me down. He let me. He was much stronger than me.

We both giggled, still wordlessly. I reached up over the counter and stuffed my mouth with orange wedges and then I pulled all my sticky hair up over my head to drop it behind his head and I lowered myself down closer to his face. I chewed the oranges barely able to keep from laughing and losing it, and then I parted my lips and let the juice run from my mouth and dribble all over his mouth and chin and neck.

He opened his lips and laid out his tongue to accept it from me. It was doing something to me, playing with food like that with this complete and impenetrable stranger. There was a definite arousal going on that was becoming hard to hide.

I chuckled and reached up to find some grapes. I bit on one to hold it in my teeth before I got down closer to him. I let him bite it off in half and we both chewed and swallowed. I sat back on his thighs and popped a grape in his mouth whole and another into mine and we considered each other chewing our fruit. Without swallowing, I leaned down close over his face and spread my hair away from his face. I pressed my lips to his lips and passed the mashed up grape into his mouth, pushing it with my tongue.



He reached up and massaged my breasts through my bra and I pressed my hips down into his lap and massaged his cock with my pelvis through our pants. It felt wild and exotic. It felt weird and different. We hadn

 
’

 
t communicated more than

 
“

 
hello” all night. Now we were making out on the kitchen floor covered in food. It didn

 
’

 
t feel like a man I was playing with. It felt imaginary.



My phone buzzed. I shot up and spotted it over the counter and in the living room, on the coffee table. I was dripping blueberry juice down my legs and who knows what else down my chest and stomach.

I glared at the guest with bulging eyes to warn him before I pulled my pants down and wiped myself up as best as I could with them and I darted to the living room to get my phone.



“

 
How

 
’

 
s it going there?” Gary said. 



I looked up through my hair all sticky and stringy over my face and eyes and I saw Akio pull himself up behind the kitchen counter, looking as messed-up as I was. He began to pick up the biggest clumps of food.



I pursed my lips at Akio and looked down at my phone.

 
“

 
I guess we

 
’

 
re getting along okay,” I said to my husband, bulging my eyes.





The truth is, of course, I had no idea what had come over me and what I became. I never get carried away like that before. I

 
’

 
m never not thinking. I

 
’

 
m normally nervous and awkward around strangers at the best of times. I earlier considered simply shutting myself in our bedroom the whole night and leaving that guy from the other side of the world by himself in our living room to watch shows or whatever alone. Making a fruit salad was just an idea I had to make him feel more comfortable. I literally had no other ideas.





“

 
What are you guys doing?” Gary asked.





I

 
’

 
m not a cheater. Far from it! I don

 
’

 
t even fantasize about cheating, or anything else for that matter, and I certainly don

 
’

 
t have fetishes like a food fetish! At least I didn

 
’

 
t think I did.





But you don

 
’

 
t take the moment your husband calls from the nuclear plant control room looking after some emergency to tell him you were squirming around half naked on the floor with his guest, wrestling and kissing, covered in messed-up food.





“

 
We

 
’

 
re just learning each other

 
’

 
s languages, I guess,” I said, and I chuckled. It wasn

 
’

 
t untrue.



Akio looked at me over the counter and pulled his soaking t-shirt from his chest with frantic bulging eyes. I nodded and pointed emphatically toward the dark hallway and the combo bathroom and laundry room he would find down there.



He couldn

 
’

 
t even find the light switch.





“

 
Having fun I hope,” Gary said.





“

 
Uh-huh,” was all I could say back. I got up and held my finger to my lips to warn Akio to be quiet and I put my hand on his back and guided him down the hallway.

 
“

 
Just hanging out.” I realized everything I said would have to be accounted for when I finally told him later what really was going on. But for now, half-truths would have to do. I didn

 
’

 
t even know how to describe what was going on if I wanted to.





“

 
Well, make him feel at home — I don

 
’

 
t think the guy has a lot of fun in life, if you know what I mean,” Gary said with a chuckle.



I covered my mouth to keep from laughing out loud at what my husband said. I had reason to develop a different take on this Akio guy. He seemed to have plenty of fun in life!

I pushed him into the bath and laundry room and pointed at the washing machine. He immediately began to undress in front of me, not even giving me a chance to spin around and cover my eyes.



“

 
We

 
’

 
re having fun,” I assured my husband wincing as I faced the wall with my fingers over my eyes.





Akio got naked and began poking around at our glass walk-in shower controls. I half covered my eyes and stepped over to reach past his naked body and turn the water on for him and feel it

 
’

 
s gathering warmth.





“

 
You know, meeting him and the other guys today . . . ” Gary said.

 
“

 
. . . working with them, going over the numbers,” he paused.

 
“

 
Makes you wonder what the end-game is for all the order and predictability we build into our lives. I mean, these guys, they live for order we can only dream of, and look at them,” he said.





I peeked at Akio in the shower. Yeah, I thought with a smirk, look at them.

 
“

 
What do you mean, honey?” I said. I watched Akio through the glass and emphatically, angrily even, indicted for him to turn away from me with my twirling finger upside down over my head. I had to get my clothes in the laundry too! He finally got it and laughed and turned away. I put the phone down and put it on speaker — he wouldn

 
’

 
t understand a word anyway — and I got out of my wet and sticky clothes, including my bra and panties.



I checked over my shoulder and caught Akio peeking at me. I bulged my eyes at him and wagged my finger. He laughed and turned away, but not far enough around. He was a bad man!



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” my husband said.

 
“

 
Just got me thinking all about order and disorder, expected and unexpected things. Surprises,” he said.



My husband was notorious for hating surprises. I was never allowed to plan a party or even a night out without him knowing all the parameters beforehand.



“

 
I guess . . . ” he went on.





I lingered in the bathroom leaning the front of my naked body against the washing machine and peeking over my shoulder at Akio in the shower making sure he wasn

 
’

 
t peeking too much at me.





“

 
. . . seeing how these guys do it, it wouldn

 
’

 
t hurt to have a few surprises in life, after all, I bet,” my husband said.





“

 
Now you want surprises,” I said to him and I chuckled. Akio

 
’

 
s back was to me. He was washing his hair. I guess I was peeking at him as much as he was peeking at me. But it was my home, so my rules!





“

 
A little creative disorder,” Gary went on.

 
“

 
I mean, people aren

 
’

 
t, in the end, machines with programmable code, are they.”





I flicked the lights out in the bathroom and Akio shot his face up and around, alarmed. I didn

 
’

 
t want him to see me so well. Especially when I began to step over the bathroom floor toward the shower. I didn

 
’

 
t feel like it was me doing things. You know how you don

 
’

 
t care if you

 
’

 
re pet dog or cat is in the room when you do something like masturbate? That

 
’

 
s how it felt with Akio. Without language, it didn

 
’

 
t feel like things were actually happening as much as they felt like they were only imagined, if that makes any sense.





“

 
No,” I said.

 
“

 
They aren

 
’

 
t machines. They aren

 
’

 
t programmable. They make mistakes sometimes, don

 
’

 
t they,” I said to my husband. I came to the glass of the shower.





“

 
Mistakes, or . . . “ my husband paused. “ . . . just a little tolerance allowed for activity outside the norm.”



Everything was always a machine metaphor for Gary.



“

 
Like what kind of activity, honey?” I said. I truly felt dreamlike. Even speaking to my husband whose disembodied voice echoed from the top of the dryer ion the dark room felt like a dream, like an imagination. I slipped my hand through the glass door of the shower and I reached with stretching fingers until Akio turned around and stepped forward toward my grasping hand. His cock, still hard, touched my palm. I squeezed it and shuddered throughout my body.



Would Gary tolerate that?



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” he said. He often called me from one of the control rooms. He was a maintenance tech and often had lots of waiting time on emergency callouts as he uploaded or downloaded this or that.

 
“

 
Things we shouldn

 
’

 
t do but want to do, or just happen to do for whatever reason.”





I closed my eyes and bit my bottom lip and dropped my head back. I squeezed Akio

 
’

 
s cock harder and shuddered. I pressed my naked body against the glass in full view of Akio who pressed his hand into the other side of the wet glass, and rubbed, through the glass, all over the front of my naked body.





“

 
You mean us, baby?” I said to my husband.





“

 
Yeah,” he said.

 
“

 
We run a pretty tight ship normally, don

 
’

 
t we.”





I lowered myself to my knees and opened my mouth lasciviously at Akio. I shifted on my knees into the gap in the glass door between us.

 
“

 
How so?”





“

 
We never talk about fetishes, for example, do we,” he said with a chuckle. He was usually alone in the control room computer banks. That

 
’

 
s why he was able to talk like that, not that he ever did before.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re hanging around those Japanese guys too much,” I chuckled back at him. I also dropped my mouth open invitingly, letting the warm water splash from Akio

 
’

 
s body all over my face. I closed my eyes and wasn

 
’

 
t expecting it, but he put his penis on my lips. I was lightheaded. I was swimming in my mind. I didn

 
’

 
t know what I was doing.





“

 
Are there things you want to try? I never ask you, do I,” he said.





I pushed my pursed lips into the tip of the head of Akio

 
’

 
s raging hard-on as though struggling against myself between wanting to instinctively suck him, and stopping myself from engaging in sex with a guest, especially while on the phone with my husband. It didn

 
’

 
t help that Gary was taking the conversation into forbidden territory.





I pulled my mouth away from his cock.

 
“

 
Like what? What are you thinking about?” I chuckled but I pushed my mouth back down over Akio

 
’

 
s cock, all the way, as far as I could. I swear to god, it was somebody else doing that.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think I have any real fantasies,” he said.

 
“

 
But I think maybe you do.”





I pulled my face back from Akio

 
’

 
s stomach and drew my lips off his cock and he crunched down in his core and gripped the back of his thighs with his straining hands. I realized I was driving the poor man crazy.





“

 
Not really,” I said coyly to my husband. I lifted Akio

 
’

 
s cock and looked up into his eyes with my eyes to warn him about the groan I heard him emit. I licked my flat warm tongue up the underside of his cock as shower water sprayed my face and ran in rivulets down his clean, smooth body, and down over his cock and balls. He had no hair at all. He was like an anime boy.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll tell you one of mine — my only one, maybe, if you tell me one of yours,” my husband said and he chuckled.



He seemed to really want to go into that forbidden land. The irony only added to the dreamlike ether that invaded my body.



“

 
You first,” I said more breathily than I intended to. I sank my mouth deeply over Akio

 
’

 
s cock partly to hide the sound of my own involuntary moaning.





“

 
Okay,” Gary chuckled nervously.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a fantasy, nothing I ever want us to act on. Just a thing I heard about and it kind of got me wondering what it would be like.”





“

 
Go on,” I said, half muffled because I didn

 
’

 
t take Akio

 
’

 
s cock out of my mouth. I couldn

 
’

 
t. I loved sucking on him. I loved the illicitness of it. I sank back down over him and tried hard not to groan, but failed. He thrusted his hips into my face and caressed my temples. I

 
’

 
m not the kind of girl who goes in for face-fucking. At least, I wasn

 
’

 
t one before.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just,” my husband said haltingly.

 
“

 
You with another man, sort of,” he finally spit it out in a boy

 
’

 
s tiny voice, and he laughed out loud as though there had never been anything more ridiculous a person could say.



I shivered with the words, but of course, not understanding anything, Akio only thrusted himself into me harder, holding my head and rolling his head back and clenching his eyes. I let him. I wanted him to. But I nearly swooned and fainted at what my husband said. The timing was too perfect.



“

 
Mm-hmm,” I said to Gary. My voice was muffled by Akio

 
’

 
s cock in my mouth.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a fantasy,” he said and he chuckled.





I couldn

 
’

 
t talk because Akio

 
’

 
s cum flooded my mouth and gushed from the corners of my lips. I didn

 
’

 
t even know he was that close. I pulled off to say something to Gary, anything, but Akio

 
’

 
s cum shot all over my face and neck and tits and I squealed and laughed. Not for the first time that evening, I was made a total mess of!





“

 
I know, funny, right?” my husband said.





I got up, dripping with water and cum, and came back to my phone on the dryer.

 
“

 
We need to talk when you get home,” I said to Gary, leaning over the dryer.



I looked over my shoulder. Akio was woozy in the shower and I chuckled.



“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know if you

 
’

 
re into that, just imagining it, that

 
’

 
s all,” my husband said.





“

 
We

 
’

 
ll talk,” I repeated. I hoped he would find it as funny as it really was that he was talking about it just as I was doing it.





I hung up and went into the shower with Akio and we kissed and washed each other. I couldn

 
’

 
t even tell him that it was a mistake and not to expect any more.



Our clothes were washed and dried, and the kitchen was spic-and-span before Gary got back. But just.



It was late. He tried talking with Akio about how he was enjoying our place and whether I was showing him a good time, but I popped up over my husband

 
’

 
s shoulder from behind and put my finger to my lips. He understood the universal sign for

 
“

 
shut the fuck up.” Not that he could have said anything if he wanted to. They were both engineers and programmers. They communicated well, but only in numbers and lines of code.



We went to bed.



“

 
What you were talking about earlier,” I tried to start the necessary conversation.





“

 
I was just talking shit,” my husband said rolling his head over the pillow to smile at me and blink his eyes.





“

 
It sounded like you wanted it? Maybe?” I tried.





He laughed.

 
“

 
No, hardly, that would be ridiculous!” he said.

 
“

 
Imagine that!”





I jutted my jaw and chewed my cheek.

 
“

 
What if I told you . . . ” I started again, rolling toward him and gripping his groin in my hand. He was harder than I expected. “ . . . that me and your engineer friend got into it tonight when you weren

 
’

 
t home!” I grinned widely at him as though I were only teasing him. I had to see just how comfortable he was with the idea before I sprang the reality on him.





He laughed and rolled toward me.

 
“

 
And made out with him?” he snorted and wrapped his hands around my body. I was still in my hoody and jogging pants and bra and panties. I was seeing him to bed before a little more tidying up — and checking in on the guest to make sure he had everything.





I stretched my neck and nibbled his ear.

 
“

 
Maybe I sucked him off!” I said teasingly. I hoped we would be laughing about all of it some day.





“

 
Fuck Justine,” my husband said, kissing me and breathing harder.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s actually pretty hot,” he groaned.





I snorted and climbed over his body to crouch on him. I whispered in his ear,

 
“

 
Maybe I made him cum in my mouth,” I said.





My husband snorted too, but he also strained in his body and pushed his hips up into mine.

 
“

 
Oh fuck,” he moaned.

 
“

 
Dying here.”





“

 
I swallowed all of him, too,” I nibbled his ear and chuckled.

 
“

 
All of him that I could, anyway, but it got all over my face and my neck and my tits, too.”





My husband groaned and squirmed under me.

 
“

 
Jesus, that

 
’

 
s a lot hotter than I was expecting,” he chuckled at himself.

 
“

 
Getting pretty uncomfortable down there,” he laughed.



I reached down between us. His cock was raging hard.



“

 
Guess what I

 
’

 
m going to do when I get to his room to check if he

 
’

 
s okay,” I smiled and nibbled my husband

 
’

 
s ear.





“

 
Oh shit, Justine, you got to stop, this is nuts,” he said.





I pressed my hips down hard on his and trapped his raging cock between our tummies.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to ride his face,” I said,

 
“

 
and then, do you know what I

 
’

 
m going to do?”





“

 
No,” he answered meekly. His voice was shaky.

 
“

 
Tell me,” he said.





I put my lips in his ear.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to fuck his brains out,” I said to my husband.

 
“

 
Right in that room down the hall.”



My husband pushed himself up into me from below. I swear to god, the man was almost ejaculating at the mere thought of it.

I sat back on his lap and then wriggled on my knees toward the foot of the bed.



“

 
Where you going?” he said with a grin.





“

 
I already told you,” I smiled back with my face half turned away.





He laughed nervously.

 
“

 
Get back here, you!” he said, patting our bed beside him.





“

 
In a bit,” I said, and I placed my finger to my lips to shush him.

 
“

 
If you listen real hard,” I said as I came to our bedroom door,

 
“

 
you

 
’

 
ll hear me cum on his mouth!”





He grinned and squirmed and tugged on his cock.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure!” he said and he snorted.





I opened the door, slipped out, and shut it behind me. I stood in the hall and tried to catch my breath. I wasn

 
’

 
t at that moment planning on doing any of those things. But talking about it, seeing how aroused my husband got from the idea of it, I wasn

 
’

 
t so sure I

 
’

 
d be able to stop myself. I knew I shouldn

 
’

 
t go to Akio

 
’

 
s room. I knew I was in danger. But the barrier between what I should do and what I shouldn

 
’

 
t was increasingly becoming vanishingly thin.





I tapped lightly with my fingertips on Akio

 
’

 
s door. Of course he wouldn

 
’

 
t be able to say,

 
“

 
Come in.” I opened it and leaned my face through.





He was reading on his phone with a dim side lamp on. Who was I kidding? I wasn

 
’

 
t going to ask him if he had everything he needed, we weren

 
’

 
t able to exchange one word all night!





I took my pants off. He just made me feel that way. I knelt on the foot of his bed and unzipped my hoody and took it off. I wanted him to enjoy me in my white bra and panties. He took a picture of me with his phone, the brat! I later made him send it to me. That

 
’

 
s it on the cover of this story. As you can see, I wasn

 
’

 
t being myself. I was barely able to breathe.





I crawled up the bed and over his body. I pulled the sheets down. Of course he was naked. He would have to be, wouldn

 
’

 
t he. I tried not to, but I ducked my head down, gathered my hair over my shoulder, and took him in my mouth again.





I knew my husband was just down the hall. I knew that he thought I didn

 
’

 
t mean it. But it wasn

 
’

 
t like I was able to help it. He talked too much!



I sat up on Akio and teased him by pushing my hips forward to his chin and I chuckled. There was no telling him what I wanted. Everything had to be shown. One had to do what one wanted. I pulled the waist of my panties down the front of my pelvis and thrusted my hips forward. He pulled my panties the rest of the way down my legs. I leaned my arms into the headboard above him and walked on my knees until my crotch was above his mouth.



Nothing mattered, nothing was real.  I gasped and lowered my hips and kissed his mouth with the lips of my pussy. I didn

 
’

 
t mean to do it, I only meant to tease my husband, or to gauge his reaction. But Akio touched me with his tongue so delicately, he made me mash my pelvis down hard into his face.





I didn

 
’

 
t mean it, either, when I told my husband he would be able to hear me. But Akio made me moan and gasp in tiny inhaled chirps, higher and higher.





I couldn

 
’

 
t tell him to stop, and I couldn

 
’

 
t tell him why. I stopped breathing and I reached down to clutch my fingers in his hair. Still he licked me. I desperately wanted him to stop before I made too much noise, but he never understood a thing all night.





I felt my foot twitch and my thighs shake. He wouldn

 
’

 
t stop, even when I pressed down harder on his mouth to make him stop. I cried out loud and too late covered my mouth with my hand. I bit myself too, but nothing stopped it. I felt the warm flood fill me and I stopped caring. I sank my face against the headboard. I knew that I seaped out all over Akio

 
’

 
s face.



I climbed back down on my knees over his body only to lean down and kiss him to say thank you and good night. His cock poked me in my tummy. I giggled and reached down to squeeze it.



He could have tried to put it in me. He could have tried to roll me over and take me. But he didn

 
’

 
t do anything but lie there under me.



It made me titter. I felt like I was the one totally in control. I touched it to my pussy lips again and watched him writhe under me. It made me laugh. I curled my hips in and out and drew the cleft of my pussy lips up and down over the head of his cock.



“

 
No fucking me!” I said to him, but he only grinned. Of course he didn

 
’

 
t know what I was saying. I sank my lips around the head of his cock and pulled back up to show him what I meant and I said,

 
“

 
No-no!” with a teasing smile.



He wrapped his hands around my waist. And then around my tits.



I sank back down and said to him,

 
“

 
Just a little!” and I glared at him with warning eyes.



He kept massaging my breasts and touching me all over and made it harder and harder to stop lowering myself on him. I sank down again and took him half way. It made me groan and I had to sink all the way down on him just so I could bury my face in his neck and try to muffle my cries.



I didn

 
’

 
t mean to. But I began to fuck him.





I turned around to fuck him without faces, to ride him reverse cowgirl style, and let him have fun with my body however he wished. That

 
’

 
s when I noticed the bedroom door wasn

 
’

 
t all the way closed. I was sure I shut it tightly!



It was too late to get up and close it again. I spread my legs and twitched my hips on him and made him lose himself in me. I lost myself on him, too. I could tell he was nearing the point of no return, but hearing him try to muffle his own groans sent me over the edge. I climaxed on him, my whole body flailing like a mad person. I cried out loud and then I felt his cum gush into me. I kept fucking him.



We collapsed finally, exhausted and huffing. I finally kissed him goodnight and dragged my clothes and panties out the door to clean myself, not for the first time that night, in the bathroom. When I went in, our own bedroom door was also slightly ajar, but when I was ready to come back to my husband

 
’

 
s bed, it was closed tightly.



I came to bed but Gary appeared to be sound asleep. I merely kissed his shoulder from behind as lightly as I could. But he suddenly rolled over, snatched my body in his hands, and threw me over him. From below, he poked my already worn-out pussy hard and roughly. I rolled over and he followed me, ramming his hips into mine and groaning like he was already on the edge.

I braced my hands into our headboard above my head and dug my heels in. He had never fucked me like that before. He gushed in me without saying a word. It was over in seconds.

For the third time that night, I was washing my body in the bathroom. Gary fell asleep, or at least, insisted on pretending, again, to sleep. I decided as much as we needed to talk, it could wait.



In the morning, nothing was said about it. Akio was back to his polite and quiet self, back in his black suit. My husband looked at me funny, but didn

 
’

 
t say anything. We all went to work.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s coming back with me around 6, should we go out for dinner this time?” he said.





He couldn

 
’

 
t have known about Akio and me and our food fight.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
ll be good,” I said, relieved to be away from home and the dangers it presented.





“

 
Then, I don

 
’

 
t know,” my husband shrugged.

 
“

 
Watch shows?”





We both made that gesture with our faces when you don

 
’

 
t know about guests you have to look after and we both laughed too. It was like nothing had actually happened. I only had mysteriously opening and shutting doors to imagine the worst.



Everything was normal all evening. Finally, I said that maybe it was time for bed. My husband agreed and stood up like me.



Then I reached down right in front of my husband and pulled on Akio

 
’

 
s hand. He came up to stand with us, not fully comprehending what had been decided. I wasn

 
’

 
t sure I or even my husband knew what had been decided, either. But he did nothing to stop me when I lead Akio by my arm outstretched behind me down the hall. I watched him over my shoulder all the way, but he just stood and stared. He might even have cracked a grin.





I went into Akio

 
’

 
s bedroom and shut the door. And then I opened it again, an inch.





This time, I didn

 
’

 
t think there was a need to try to keep our voices down. We kissed standing up and laughed as we tugged and fought to get each other

 
’

 
s clothes off. I pushed him backward until he fell over the bed and I got on my knees between his legs and looked over my shoulder. There was only a shadow in the crack of the door, but I knew he was out there.





I kept my eyes on the crack even as I sank my lips down around Akio

 
’

 
s penis. I finally had to close my eyes, because being watched, it turned out, was surprisingly arousing to me. I rose and fell on my knees and cried out in little muffled chirps with his cock penetrating my mouth to my throat.





When I came off his cock he squirmed back on the bed and I climbed up and straddled his lap. I looked over my shoulder and saw the door move slightly more open. I grinned to myself and petted Akio

 
’

 
s penis against my stomach.



It was odd for me to make love to a man and say nothing between us. I reached behind my ass and found his cock in my fingers, and I drew the head along my pussy lips and gasped. I knew my husband was watching. I could hear his breath. And he bumped the door more than once accidentally. He was actually very bad at spying! I would have to tell him about that and laugh.



I rose up on my knees and stood his cock up under me until I came down and didn

 
’

 
t need to hold it in my hand anymore. I lowered my hands to his chest and he took my tits in his hands. He was gentle in so many ways, and yet so rough in others. Just as I was enjoying the quiet and soft touching, he rammed his hips up and penetrated me to my core. He made me cry out loud and I collapsed onto him and kissed him madly.



He rolled us over together and jackhammered his hips down into mine under him and made me arch deeply in my back and grip the sheets hard in my hands. My mind swirled with the realization that my husband was enjoying watching another man fuck his wife, and to fuck her so hard and deeply!



I tried to hold off my orgasm because I didn

 
’

 
t think my husband would enjoy seeing me cum so much with another man, but the more I fought it, the more I lost it. I stretched throughout my whole body and gripped his shoulders hard in my fists. He lifted me by my lower back so that I raised my hips on my heels and head. He fucked me in the air like that, making me pound the bed with my hands.



I rolled over for him and got onto my elbows and knees and spread myself widely and wiggled my ass. He entered me and made me clench my eyes. I arched so deeply in my back, my chest came to rest on the bed skidding on the sheets, while he clenched his hands into my waist and pounded me so hard my breath was jolted.

He came into me with a ferocity I was unaccustomed to. When he rolled off exhausted, I dragged him, laughing, behind me to the bathroom. My husband got out of the hallway in time.

We showered again and I sent him to bed with a nice kiss and then I went to my own bedroom to find my husband pretending to sleep in bed, too. I knew this time though that he was faking it.

I rolled him onto his back, straddled his lap, and pulled his cock up against my stomach. He was erect as a pipe. When I took the head of his cock inside me, he gasped and stretched back. He watched me only moments before take a man in me, and make him cum in me, and yet, my husband was more eager and ready to fuck the same used pussy moments later.



I got on my elbows and knees the same way I had for Akio. My husband was already at the edge from watching, and when he entered me, he lasted three or four strokes before I felt his cum shoot inside me the same way I had felt Akio

 
’

 
s cum shoot in me a few minutes earlier.





We fell asleep. The next morning, Akio packed for the airport. We saw him off at our front door when the Uber came. When it closed, we leaned against the walls of the hallway facing each other. It was the first time we

 
’

 
d been alone at home without the guest.



I knew we had to talk. He looked like he was on the cusp of talking, too. But after staring, looking away, and staring again, there was nothing we could say and we both began to giggle instead. The giggling lead to full on laughing. Before we knew it, we were barely able to stand upright, and we staggered, laughing as hard as teens, holding each other up down the hallway.



We never did manage to talk about it. But about 6 weeks later, my husband said,

 
“

 
They

 
’

 
re asking for who wants to go to Japan for a three day thing. We can bring our significant others with us.”





“

 
Same guys?” I said without thinking.





“

 
Akio invited us to stay at his place, if we came,” he said.





I stepped up to my husband and fed him some of my toast and jam.

 
“

 
Is he married?” I said.



Gary showed me the email — Akio had helpfully sent a picture of his place in Japan. His wife was in the pictures with him. She was extremely cute.



“

 
Do you want to go?” I said, kissing his shoulder from behind. We both knew the question was about a whole lot more than just going to Japan.



He just grinned over his shoulder at me.



“

 
Might get very disorderly over there,” I smirked.



He snorted and grinned and looked down. Still shy about admitting what he liked, he did write Akio back.

I was climbing the walls hardly able to wait for the day.
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