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Part 3 – Michelle's Continuing Affair





Chapter 1

After Michelle's description of her weekend with Mike, I asked her to call him again and set up another date in our hometown, Pasco, Washington, as I wanted to actually see them together. Michelle told me that Mike was still in love with her from their affair sixteen years ago and the sex she described to me from the weekend was pretty fantastic.
Michelle expressed her love for me above all else, but I have a burning need to actually see her and her lover together.
Did I even want it to go further than that?
Did I actually want my beautiful wife to have a long term affair with Mike?
Was there a chance of losing my wife?
I'd thought about that before, starting fifteen years ago with Alec, then again when she was in Seattle with Mike. She's assured me it couldn't happen. She told me that I'm the perfect husband, a great lover, good friend, we're madly in love with each other and I'm still willing to share her with a lover. But still, I knew there was a huge element of danger that felt like a drug I had to take that slowly loses its effectiveness; you have to take more and stronger doses. Like stronger doses of the drug, I wanted Michelle to be more and more intimate with Mike. I know that if I ever did lose her I'd be completely shattered forever. That's why it's so much like an addictive recreational drug. You know it can ruin your life, but you have to take it anyway.
I was realizing that only a few months ago, Michelle and I were a normal loving couple madly in love with only each other. Now, my lust was to see her with another guy and maybe even to have an extended affair with him. The thought of that possible affair, with another guy lusting after my wife and her returning his lust made me rock hard every time I thought about it. I simply couldn't resist encouraging her into it.
“Honey, I want you to see him again,” I told her.
“You want me to go to Seattle again?”
“No babe, I want you to invite him here. I need to see you with him. I don't understand, but I need to see you together. I know you want to and I have a burning need to see him make love with you. Over the last few weeks and especially after this weekend I discovered something of myself that I had only glimpsed before.
“I need to see my beautiful wife in another man's arms. I want to be there when you meet him. I want to see him kiss you, dance with you, see him take you to his hotel room. It feels like a drug addiction. It makes me so damn horny, how much I like the thought of another guy making love with you and you enjoying it that much. If there's a way, I want to see him make love with you.”
Michelle whispered very quietly, “I'll call him.” Then she added, “And the girl from Victoria's Secret, I want you to call her.”
“Baby, I don't know how to explain it, it's like the strongest aphrodisiac on the planet to me. Even knowing he loves you, knowing it's dangerous, I guess knowing how bad he wants you and even that he loves you, makes it all the more exciting for me.”
I could barely hear her, “To be honest, it scares me how bad I want Mike, I'm really starting to like him… a lot more than I ever did in college.”
“And it scares me how much I want you to want him. Tell me, the fact that you like him, that you have an emotional involvement with him, what does that do for your sex with him?”
“You want the actual truth? It makes it so much better.”
“That's what I would have suspected. Babe, I want your sex with Mike to be the best it can be. If that means more and more emotional involvement, then so be it. Just not enough that you'll want him over me.
“Think of it like a swimmer above a big waterfall, the closer she gets to the waterfall, the faster the current is and the more likelihood that she'll be swept over. But there's that spot just before the waterfall where she can still just barely keep from going over. And knowing how close she is is so exhilarating to her.
“That's how I like to think of you with Mike, you like him…a lot, the closer you are to him emotionally, the more you enjoy the sex. I want you to push the boundary between lust and outright love to the very edge. If you know you'll go over the emotional waterfall if you move an inch closer, I want you three quarters of an inch closer for your experience to be the absolute best possible.”
“Sweetie, I don't know if I can do that, what if I get too close, what if I fall madly in love with him?”
“You won't. I trust you. I just don't want you to be afraid and stay too far back from the waterfall.”
So, we had made a decision to call Mike and ask him to come to Pasco to meet her again for the express purpose of making love with her…and come ever so close to falling in love with him. Our sex seemed to get hotter and hotter. Michelle was dressing more and more provocatively for me and even when we went out, her dresses were shorter, her panties skimpier…almost always silk or satin thongs instead of the cotton briefs she used to wear.
She was feeling sexy and it showed in her whole demeanor. When we went out, she wasn't afraid of kissing me, and sometimes pretty passionately when we were in public places. We experimented more than we ever had before and almost always Michelle had a screaming orgasm. Neither of us could wait until night time when we could make love together.
Mike and Michelle had made love so many times in Seattle that Michelle kept thinking of little tidbits of their lovemaking to tell me, keeping both of our fires stoked nearly constantly. It was all I could think about at work, then when we got home our lips would be on each other, frantically going from one part of our bodies to another. I couldn't believe how it turned me on to think that another guy had ravished my beautiful wife, making love with her again and again and that before long I was going to be seeing them together with my own eyes.
We were concerned about the possibility that Michelle might be pregnant after going to Seattle, so we waited until after her next period started before she called him. It did come, but a few days late, which left us pretty nervous for those few days. It did give us those few extra days of lovemaking before we had to call a temporary halt though.
One evening before we went to bed, Michelle told me she had a couple of things she wanted to talk to me about before she called Mike and set up another weekend.
“Honey, you remember how we used to want a baby? I still want someday to be a mom. I was thinking, what would you think if I didn't use any birth control when Mike's here?”
“Sweetheart, you want to let Mike get you pregnant?”
She became very emotional, whispering softly, “Yes, I still want a baby. Even if Mike was the biological father, you would still be daddy. It would be your little boy or girl as much as mine. And, you've wanted a baby as much as I have.”
We had tried to adopt, but it had proven next to impossible to adopt an infant. We'd been to doctors and the problem was that my sperm count was too low to impregnate her. Even if we could afford the exorbitant cost of the fertility treatment, I still didn't have enough sperm that the doctors could use artificially.
“We need to think about that. That would be a pretty big step. We need to think about it and talk about it quite a bit more before we make that kind of decision,” I said.
“Well, you know, it probably wouldn't happen. I did a little research and found out that the odds of a woman my age getting pregnant are a lot less than they were just a few years ago, actually pretty slim.”
I was pretty nervous about it, but I knew it was something Michelle wanted pretty bad, so I wasn't going to have a closed mind about it. I think I already knew the answer. I loved her enough that if this was something she really wanted, I would let her try. Besides, I had always wanted a little person around the house too. I would be nervous about it being Mike's baby, but she was right, I would be daddy.
“What else did you want to talk about?” I asked.
“The night I'm with Mike, I want you to make a date with Jacqui. It can just be for dinner, but I would enjoy myself that much more if I knew you were with someone having a good time that evening. And besides, like I told you earlier, girls can have fantasies about their husbands too.”
“Honey, I had a grand total of two dates except with you and both of those were flops. There's no way I could do that.”
She looked at me with a determined look on her face, “Sweetheart, that's going to be part of the deal. No date with Jacqui, no date with Mike.”
“Argh! You know I wouldn't be able to call her. I would have been too bashful to even talk to you at that basketball game if you hadn't come up to me.”
“Didn't seem like you were too bashful to kiss her and even nibble on her nipple that night. And she did tell you to call her if you changed your mind. You said she wanted to hear about my weekend with Mike. Have you ever gone back and talked to her since then?”
“No, I haven't. That night I got carried away with the situation. It was a one-time thing. I wouldn't even know how to ask her out.”
“How about if we go to Victoria's Secret together and talk to her. Would that make it easier?”
I was feeling like this was a losing battle. Nervous as I was about it, I agreed. I didn't want to miss out on seeing Mike and Michelle together and if this was the only way, then I would do it. Might be fun , I thought.
“Okay, babe, how do we do this, do you call Mike first to set up a time and hope Jacqui's free that night, or do we talk to Jacqui and hope Mike's free?”
“I'll call Mike first. It will be a full weekend for him and out of town. If Jacqui isn't free that evening, we'll try to reschedule another time with Mike.”




Chapter 2

That night, after I agreed to try and get a date with Jacqui, I was especially horny, thinking how it would be going to dinner with her. I didn't think it would lead to anything else, but it was fun thinking about, and our lovemaking that night was even better than normal.
Michelle was sucking my cock like she was afraid she'd never see another one in her life. Before Mike came into her life again, she only rarely went down on me but now it was a regular occurrence and I loved it. She twirled her tongue around me and sucked until I was just at the verge of coming, then she let me slip her panties off and knelt down on all fours, jutting her beautiful butt up, encouraging me to slip my cock inside her. Oh God, this woman felt good when she did that. I loved her so much.
The next day we talked about the baby again and decided to skip the contraception. We weren't going to make any particular effort for her to get pregnant, but if it happened we would welcome our new baby into our lives. We also decided to not tell Mike what we were doing. If it happened, we'd deal with the question of what to tell Mike then. Maybe a little shortsighted, but we honestly didn't know how to deal with that.
Michelle knew I wanted to watch her and Mike making love, so we decided that she would tell Mike I was going to be out of town for a night or two and she would bring him to our house while I was gone. I'd make a reservation in the Best Western in Kennewick.
We had a big patio door on our bedroom that I would be able to watch through, along with enough property that I could hide outside and not be visible. I wouldn't be able to hear anything, but maybe that would happen another time. We had wanted a full height mirror for quite a while, so decided this would be a good time to get one and put it on the wall opposite the patio door. There's a slight rise behind our house that would put me high enough to clearly see the other side of the bed through the mirror.
Michelle had been talking to Mike periodically on the phone, letting him know she had enjoyed Seattle and how badly she wanted to see him again, but they hadn't made any plans. She called him again and asked if he'd be able to come to Pasco on March 28th . That was still a few weeks away, giving us time to make all the arrangements and hopefully set up a date with Jacqui. Michelle let Mike know that I was going to be out of town then and that she wanted him to stay with her at our house.
Now that she had a tentative date set with Mike, there was that last frightening thing we needed to do. Michelle dragged me down to Victoria's Secret to talk to Jacqui. When we didn't see her on the floor, I was ready to turn around and go home, but Michelle asked the clerk if Jacqui was available somewhere.
“She's in back. I'll get her for you.”
I didn't know whether to be distraught that we hadn't gotten out of there before asking or relieved that she was there after all. The one thing I did know was that I was a bundle of nerves and scared nearly to death.
When Jacqui saw us, she got a big grin on her face. I was so nervous I was shaking. I had no idea how to do this. But, Jacqui seemed so genuinely glad to see us that it bolstered my little dab of courage, so I forged right ahead.
“Jacqui, remember me telling you about Michelle's date with her college boyfriend?” I asked.
“How could I forget, the only time I've ever heard that in here.”
“Well, it turned out really well and they're having another date on March 28th and I... I… was wondering if you would like to go to dinner with me that night?”
My legs were trembling, almost to the point that I couldn't stand on them. She looked at me and over at Michelle, smiled and said, “I'd absolutely love to? What time?”
I was more than a little bit shocked that she accepted, “Well, I was thinking dinner about seven-thirty, maybe pick you up about seven?”
“Ooh, that might be a little problem. The store doesn't close until nine.”In my nervousness, I had kind of forgotten that. Seems like it would have been embedded in my mind since I met her here right after nine that night she modeled the clothes for me.
“Let me make a quick phone call and see if I can get someone to cover for me that afternoon.”
She pulled out her cell phone and made a call, “Hi, Tina, I've had something come up on the 28th , I'm wondering if you could take my shift that afternoon?” We waited a little bit until she went on, “Wonderful, I'd like to get out of here no later than one. Thanks Tina, I really appreciate it.
“Tina can take my shift that afternoon. We trade off quite a bit, so I didn't think it would be a problem for her. It won't be long until she needs someone to help her out. Where are we going, what kind of clothes do I need to wear, formal, casual or what?”
My shock was starting to give way to anticipating that this might be fun, “We're going to the Inferno Nightclub, so something appropriate for that.”
“Oooh, sounds like something sexy might be in order.”That sounded pretty good to me, she's a very pretty girl.
“Your wife has a date with her boyfriend that night?” She looked at Michelle and smiled, “What will we be doing after dinner?”
“I have some plans right after dinner, so I'd probably take you home, then I'm going to be staying in a hotel that night so Michelle and Mike can use our bedroom.”
She looked at both me and Michelle with a twinkle in her eye, that same twinkle I saw a month ago when I first told her about Michelle and her boyfriend.
She told Michelle, “That sounds like you're going to have a good time.” Then she looked back over to me, “Since Michelle will be busy that night, if she didn't mind, would you want to stay at my house instead of a hotel?”
My mouth kind of dropped open unable to say anything. Before I could regain my wits and politely decline, Michelle got a big grin on her face and spoke up.
“He would love to!” I looked at her like she was out of her blooming mind. That wasn't our agreement, she and I had only talked about a dinner date with Jacqui.
“Good. Robert, you can pick me up at my house at seven. I'm really looking forward to it!” She wrote her address on her business card and Michelle and I left.
As soon as we got out of the store, I asked Michelle, “Baby, what the heck are you doing? You know I can't do that!”
She smiled back at me, “Honey do you know how much more I'm going to enjoy the night knowing that you're going to be well taken care of. And besides that, she's young and absolutely gorgeous. You can't tell me you wouldn't like to spend a night with her.”
I didn't know what to say. She was right. After Jacqui's modeling session with me, spending a night with her would be pretty near the top of my to do list. But, it took me by such surprise that I didn't know how to react to it. My cock did though and Michelle noticed it and let out a very cute giggle at my predicament trying to get out of the mall with no one noticing the huge tent in my pants.
The next week and a half Michelle and I continued to have absolutely fantastic sex. Michelle was anticipating her nights of passion with Mike and I was anticipating watching it, fulfilling a fantasy that had been festering for the last fifteen years, since watching Michelle and Alec in Kodiak. I kept thinking about that night a few weeks ago when Michelle had made love with me, showing me what it had been like between her and Mike the day before.
Ever since she got home from her weekend with Mike in Seattle, we made love every night, except during her monthlies. It was the most passion filled, meaningful lovemaking imaginable, with Michelle coming at least once, sometimes a couple of times. And I certainly didn't discount the effect on me of anticipating what a night with Jacqui might be like.
Michelle warned me several times what the sex between her and Mike would be like, lots of kissing, foreplay and very erotic lovemaking. She usually talked about it during our foreplay and it turned us both on so that our bodies were literally shaking with need for each other. I had seen her and Alec fucking in Kodiak. But anticipating seeing her with an actual lover was even more exciting than watching that night of fucking with Alec.
Michelle and I quit having sex starting the Sunday before our Friday night dates. We both wanted the other to be extra turned on by the time the big night arrived; but three weeks that we had abstained before she went to Seattle had been too long. As much fun as that had been, it was simply too long.
During that week, Michelle alternated between wearing the two very sexy nightgowns I had purchased from Victoria's Secret before she went to Seattle and we snuggled and kissed every night. It was pretty hard for me when she wore the pink babydoll that Jacqui had modeled for me that night. My imagination was in overdrive thinking about Jacqui and what she might wear to bed Friday night, or not wear.
Michelle of course couldn't help but ask me if she or Jacqui were sexier wearing it. Naturally, I had to be diplomatic answering, remembering that Michelle was the girl I loved and lived with, and I certainly didn't want to offend her.
“Oh, Jacqui by far. I think she's about the sexiest girl I've ever seen.” That got me a gentle fist to the shoulder.
Friday morning we got up, both of us nervously getting ready for work, me to City Hall and Michelle to her attorney's office. The day was going to be a gloriously warm late March day, so Michelle wore a moderately light, short dress. I didn't get a chance to see her undies as she had dressed in our dressing room with the door closed. She was the very essence of sweet and sexy that morning. I asked her if that was what she was going to wear tonight and she said no, she had something much better in mind. I was mentally going through her wardrobe, wondering what she was planning to wear.
After we were both dressed, Michelle asked me to help make up the bed. She pulled out a set of new satin sheets she said she had bought just for this occasion. She thought Mike might enjoy them and she knew she was going to. Actually, I kind of enjoyed helping her getting the bed ready, thinking about what was going to be happening on it that night.
I had a hard time concentrating, not getting much done at work. Every attractive woman I saw made me think of Michelle or Jacqui. I spent the day thinking about that night. If not anticipating Michelle making love to Mike, it was my first date with a girl other than Michelle since we got married and the potential for sex with Jacqui kept me on edge all day. I hadn't mentioned to Jacqui that I planned to watch Michelle with Mike.
Would that repulse her?
Make her call off our night?
Get her thrilled and that much more excited?
I simply didn't have any idea and I didn't know for sure how to approach it with her.
When the end of the workday finally arrived and I got home, Michelle wasn't home yet, so I took the opportunity to take a quick shower. Just as I was getting out and drying off, Michelle walked through our bedroom door. God, she looked hot in the dress she wore that morning. As I stood watching, she gave me a playful grin and pulled her dress up over those beautiful curves and over her head, revealing the skimpy little satin thong panties and bra she had worn. I couldn't believe she had worn those to work under a dress short enough that she would hardly have been able to sit without showing off her panties.
Then, she slipped the panties down her legs revealing that beautiful freshly shaved pussy and unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. I think she was intentionally torturing me, knowing that I couldn't have her. Standing there naked in front of me, she was glorious, so incredibly beautiful and once again, like that time in Kodiak so many years ago, I knew that tonight, another man would be enjoying this beautiful woman, not me.
She pulled open her drawer and pulled out a sexy little set of black and gold silk panties and bra, slowly slipping the panties on, doing her best to arouse and torture me in the process. Then, she slipped the bra straps over her shoulders, turned her back to me and asked me to please fasten it for her. I couldn't help but reach around and give her nipples a little caress and pinch, making her shiver and a slight, “Mmm,” as I fastened her bra. She sat at her dresser like this, knowing how provocative she was to me, and put on her makeup; she had become an expert at making herself even more beautiful. She finished the makeup with a bright red lipstick that couldn't have had any purpose other to excite the entire male species.
As I sat watching her, thinking it couldn't possibly get any hotter, she looked over at me and asked, “What do you think Jacqui is doing now? I'll bet she's doing exactly what I'm doing, making herself beautiful and sexy for her new lover.”
Oh God, she could have said just about anything but that. I was picturing Jacqui's heavenly body sitting at her dresser, nearly naked, putting on her makeup for me, with the intention of taking me to bed later that night.
Michelle sat there, looking in the mirror from different angles, making sure that she was perfect. I could have told her that she was perfect even without makeup. Then, she got up, went to our walk-in closet and pulled out a tiny little black dress that I hadn't ever seen before. Between the silk underwear and the little black dress, it was obvious that she had been shopping, preparing to make herself very, very sexy for her lover.
She slipped the dress down over her arms and upper body, barely able to pull it down, it was so tight. As a matter of fact, she had to ask me to help pull it down and zip it in the back. When she finally had it all in place, she turned, modeling it for me, showing me how it fit tight to all her curves, barely coming to her upper thighs and showing a good share of her beautiful cleavage. Then she pulled on her black silk stockings over her beautiful legs, only just above the hem of the dress. I knew from past experience that Michelle liked silk, it turned her on so much knowing how sexy and soft it was. Last, but not least, were the hoop earrings and heart pendant necklace that only added to her sexiness. She took one last long look at herself in our new floor length mirror.
After she had finished dressing, she told me it was my turn. She told me she had something for me, went back to her dresser and pulled out a pair of loose silk boxers she wanted me to wear. I hadn't ever worn silk boxers and they felt really good. I finished dressing in cream colored slacks and a brown shirt and finally we were both ready to go to meet our respective dates. Michelle was meeting her date at the nightclub at seven-thirty. I wanted to be there before Michelle because I wanted to see how she greeted Mike. The nightclub was about a fifteen minute drive from our house, so Michelle wasn't leaving quite yet. Jacqui's house was in town, much closer to the club.
Before I left, my beautiful wife told me there was one more thing she wanted to do before I picked up Jacqui. She came to me, kissed me, pushing her tongue deep inside my mouth, then sucking on my bottom lip, she unzipped my slacks, pushed them and my new silk boxers down off my very hard erection. She looked at me, grinning, knelt down and gently kissed the head of my cock, swirling her tongue around me, engulfing me in her warm, velvety mouth all the way to the base. She made me feel like my insides were on fire. I knew I couldn't last long after a long week of abstaining, but Michelle seemed to realize just the right instant when to stop, leaving me on fire with lust, at the very edge of an explosive climax.
She returned to kissing me, sliding my pants back in place and whispered in my ear, “Have fun with Jacqui tonight.”
Oh God, I had no idea how I was going to make it through the evening. I looked at her, telling her that her lipstick was smeared and that I'd have to wash it off of me.
“I can fix mine and you probably better wash your face, but leave the other, maybe it'll inspire her.” Then she calmly walked back to her dresser mirror and repaired her lipstick.
As she watched me walking out the door, she told me, “Honey, I love you. Have fun, I'll call you in the morning.”
“I love you too and I want you to have the best time ever tonight!”




Chapter 3

I stopped off at Safeway to pick up a pretty bouquet of flowers and very nervously drove over to the address Jacqui had given me. This was going to be the first time I had picked up a girl for a date since Michelle and I were going together and this seemed completely different from then. Michelle and I had known each other since we were kids, but this time I was picking up a very attractive and much younger girl that I had only met a couple of times for what would most likely be an extremely erotic experience, especially after the little going-away gift my wife had just given me.
I found her house fairly easily, then stood at her door, trying to get up enough courage to actually ring her doorbell. When I did, she answered fairly quickly and I handed her the bouquet I had brought. She looked at them, smelled their fragrance, smiled beautifully, told me thank you and gave me a very nice kiss on the lips. It wasn't overly erotic, no tongues passing from one to the other but her lips felt so soft and luscious on mine and lasted a little longer than a simple greeting kiss. There seemed to be a promise in that one kiss that this was going to be a very nice evening.
She invited me in and closed the door behind us, found a pretty vase for the flowers and filled it with water.
“Thank you for the flowers, that was thoughtful of you.”
“I thought it would be the least I could do, pretty flowers for a very pretty young lady.”
How was that for a cheesy line, but at the time, it was the only thing I could think of to say and I felt lucky even thinking of that.
She smiled at me and did a little twirl-around in front of me, modeling her outfit for the night.
“I thought this was pretty, do you like?”
Pretty? She was a vision of absolute loveliness! She was wearing a soft and very slinky blouse that covered her fully up to her neck but the back had a totally transparent lace inset extending about three quarters of the way down her back, showing that she obviously couldn't be wearing a bra.
Her skirt was long and pleated, very thin and slightly transparent except for the top few inches, barely hiding her panties but clearly showing her legs through the thin material. It had a slit on one side that extended all the way to her hip. I was already longing to know what, if anything, she had on under that skirt. There wasn't any panty line. She had on about four inch heels and her long brown hair with golden highlights simply flowed about to the middle of her back.
“Jacqui, you're absolutely beautiful.”
“Thank you, I thought you might like it.” She picked up her purse and added, “I think I'm ready, shall we go?”
I was positively giddy when she took my arm and let me escort her to the car. I opened the passenger door for her, watching her as she slid into the car. The slit on her skirt opened, showing those long beautiful legs, and still no hint of panties underneath. This was going to be a very, very nice evening.
Jacqui and I drove to the Inferno ahead of Michelle, so I'd be there when they met. When we walked in, I looked around and recognized Mike sitting at a booth near the back. I spotted an empty booth close enough so I could see them, but far enough away so as to be obvious and asked the hostess to seat us there. Mike knew that Michelle was married, but hadn't ever seen a picture of me, and I didn't want to be close enough to be noticeable. The picture I saw from Seattle hadn't done him justice. He was extremely good looking, tall, thin, very muscular, just the kind of physique I wish I had; dark brown hair just a little long, but very nicely cut. Looking at him from a woman's perspective, I could see why Michelle fell for him. She told me that he was the hottest guy she had ever met and I could certainly see why she said it.
I let Jacqui slide into the booth first, then I sat down. She scooted close to me and gave me a little kiss on the cheek. God, her perfume smelled good. It was different than what she had sold me for Michelle to wear, but had the same effect. It made her even more alluring to me.
The waitress brought menus and we ordered dinner and a bottle of wine. I'm not used to drinking, so anything hard was out of the question for me, especially since I was driving. I ordered a medium rare rib steak and Jacqui a shrimp salad. I guess she was a little more conscious of her figure that I was about mine, I love steak.
I didn't know anything about Jacqui, except she was very nice, extremely pretty and was an assistant manager at Victoria's Secret, so I asked her to tell me a little about herself.
“Well, I'll give you a brief rundown. I'm twenty-six, I grew up in Walla Walla on my mom and dad's little orchard. In high school, I was on the basketball team that won the district championship and we came in third in the State. I graduated in 2006 and went to the local Community College for two years, majoring in business management.
“After college, I worked at a couple of small businesses in Walla Walla before applying for a sales clerk's job with Victoria's Secret four years ago. I got a promotion to Assistant Manager about six months ago. Someday, I'm hoping to get a chance to manage my own store. I love working there, it's fun. We get to meet lots of people that are mostly there for fun. Guys buying something sexy for their wives or girlfriends or the girls buying something to show off to their guy.
“I like helping people pick things out. But the day you came in the first time was the best day ever. Nobody else has ever said they were buying anything like that for their wife to wear with her boyfriend. Then when you told me she wasn't even going to know what it was until time to wear it for him. That was why I offered to model them for you, it was just so hot!”
“I can't even begin to tell you how much I enjoyed that night. Sure wasn't something I was expecting when I walked in the store. That was the first time I was ever in there and boy, was I nervous,” I said.
“I could tell you were nervous, it was cute. That made it even more fun to model the clothes for you. I knew I could get in trouble for it. We're not supposed to do that. But it was worth it and nobody ever found out, so it turned out okay.”
“Actually, right now, I think it turned out much better than okay. We wouldn't be sitting here together if you hadn't.”
“I guess you're right, it is turning out well, isn't it? Now, tell me a little more about you. Oh, one more thing. No, I'm not going with anyone right now.”
That was a piece of information that I probably wouldn't have had the nerve to ask, so I was glad she told me. I don't particularly like to talk about myself, so I asked her, “Did you read the story I wrote about that time in Kodiak?”
“Yes, I loved it.”
“Then you know a lot about me and Michelle from that.”I had just started to tell her a little bit about our life since then, when my beautiful wife walked into the club. I had seen her get ready that evening and already knew how beautiful she was tonight, but she still took my breath away. She saw Jacqui and me, gave us a slight nod and smile, acknowledging us and walked to Mike's booth.
He stood and kissed her like the lovers they were, very passionately. After what she had told me about her time with Mike, I didn't expect to be jealous from a kiss, but I couldn't help it. It seemed so strange seeing another guy kissing her and admiring her in public like this.
When she scooted into the booth with Mike right behind her, Mike wrapped his arms around her and they kissed again, but this time it seemed to go on forever. After they finished with the kiss, Michelle snuggled next to him and told him…something. Dang, we were too far away to hear anything. I hadn't thought about that. I wanted to know what they were saying to each other, but would have to settle for just the visual treat.
The club had a country music band playing, which was one of the reasons Michelle wanted to go there. Both of us love country music and we had heard this band was pretty good. Their lead vocalist was definitely very good. I didn't know whether or not she would want to dance, but I doubted it. Neither of us are dancers, except square dancing and that's completely different than typical dancing.
All through dinner, Mike and Michelle chatted and laughed with each other, taking an occasional kiss. Michelle was flirting with Mike like she hadn't done with me for years, edging closer together and constantly touching each other. Michelle was touching his face and Mike brushing his hand against her breasts. This was two new lovers enjoying themselves to the fullest.
Watching her with him was making me so damn jealous, but it was also so thrilling and arousing, thinking what was to come later that night. I was going to watch her making love with this guy. It was comforting to me that, even though Michelle knew I was there in the club watching, she didn't hold back. She obviously didn't feel like she hand anything to hide from me.
It was obvious that Michelle felt a lot of affection for Mike. That was stoking my jealousy, but Michelle and I had talked about that and it was what I wanted for her. As much as I wanted to watch her make love, I also wanted it to be with someone special to her that would treat her the way she deserved to be treated.
Aside from trying to watch Michelle, I was having a great time with Jacqui. When Michelle walked in and kissed Mike, Jacqui leaned over and whispered to me how good they looked together and told me how hot it was watching my wife with another guy.
“Someday, after I'm married, I think it would be nice if my husband would let me occasionally kiss someone like that. I don't know if I could do it though.”
“We certainly didn't plan for this, it just sort of happened. We're both enjoying it though. It's made every day even more fun and has added a lot of spice to our sex together.”
It felt a little funny talking to this girl I hardly knew about Michelle's sex life and mine. It was hot though, talking about sex with this beautiful girl next to me. When I mentioned my sex life to Jacqui, I wanted so badly to put my hands on her thigh and run it up under her dress to see what she felt like and what she had on under that sexy skirt. I was still way too bashful with her to be quite that forward, even though I suspected she likely wanted me to do exactly that.
Our conversation never did get back to Michelle and me after Kodiak. Jacqui asked what we did for fun, besides Michelle having a boyfriend.
“Probably the most fun thing we do is square dancing. We're members of two clubs, an advanced square dance club here in Kennewick and a regular club in Walla Walla.”
I told her that we like to travel out of town quite a bit to other clubs and how much fun it is meeting and dancing with new people. I told her about the State square dance festival we had in Kennewick last year, which was a lot of fun, but also a lot of work.
“I'd really like to take you to lessons to learn how. One of the fun things about square dancing is that we can bring other couples or singles without anyone thinking it's weird. I think square dancing is just about the ultimate in swapping, since we trade partners through every dance.”
It's hard to believe that only last June, I hadn't even thought about writing down the events about that night in Kodiak which started this whole affair. So much has happened since then that it's hard to believe. If someone had told either of us that I would be encouraging Michelle to have an affair with an old boyfriend (who I didn't even know existed) and I would be sitting here on a date with a beautiful girl nine months after that square dance festival we both would have said it wasn't possible. I'd had that fantasy of watching Michelle, but it was just that: a long forgotten fantasy that I certainly never expected to become reality. And me on a date with another girl? Not in any realm of possibility.
I still didn't know how to approach Jacqui about watching Michelle and Mike later. It was getting close to the time when I suspected they would be heading to our house, so I needed to talk to her about it. We were having a really good time and seemed to be relating well with each other, so I just outright asked her.
“Jacqui, I never mentioned to you what's going on right after dinner. Michelle is taking Mike back to our house and going to be making love with him and I'm planning on watching through our bedroom patio door. Michelle knows I'll be there but Mike won't. Do you want me to take you home first? Then, later, I can come back to your place, if it's still okay.”
She looked at me with a smile, “I've been wondering what you had planned after dinner, Robert. Watching your wife and Mike making out has been making me so hot. I've been drooling, thinking about what you guys are doing. If you don't mind, I'd love to go with you. And it's definitely okay for you to go home with me afterwards.”
Once again, I was pretty giddy with excitement. She still wanted me to go home with her.
“I was kind of hoping you'd want to go with me. It'll make it even more fun watching with you there. This is something I've been looking forward to for a long time, even if I didn't realize it. I know from that first time though, that it's going to be a little hard coping with the jealousy.”
I was right about the timing. My phone chirped with a text message from my wife.
“Heading home in just a few minutes. Love you.”

“Love you too. Don't hold back.”

I told Jacqui it was time to go and I paid our bill. A few minutes later, I parked the car far enough away from the house so it wouldn't seem that it was ours. Jacqui and I walked behind the house where I had put a couple of chairs, in the hope that Jacqui would want to come with me, in the dark behind some mulberry bushes that would hide us from inside but we would still be able to clearly see through them into the bedroom. I told Jacqui that Michelle was going to open the patio door so we would be able to hear a little bit at least; we would need to be quiet so as not to give ourselves away. As nervous as I was about what we were about to see in the bedroom, I couldn't help but notice Jacqui's skirt opening up and her long, bare leg. Jacqui noticed me sneaking a peak and smiled at me.




Chapter 4

When Michelle and Mike arrived a few minutes later, she directed Mike into our driveway, Mike got out then went to Michelle's side to let her out. When they went inside, I saw the lights go on in the living room, then in the kitchen but wasn't in a position to see in the kitchen so I didn't have any idea what would be going on until she took him into our bedroom. This was the worst part of the waiting, wondering what she was doing in the other part of the house, anticipating the bedroom door opening as the minutes seemed to drag on for hours.
It seemed like forever until the kitchen lights were turned out and I could see Mike and Michelle walking through the living room toward our bedroom, hand in hand. When she got to the hallway leading to the bedroom, she turned the living room light off and I was finally rewarded when our bedroom door was opened and the light went on. She turned the dimmer down enough to be romantic but still enough that Jacqui and I would be able to see them. My heart was pounding, waiting for the upcoming roller-coaster ride. I only wish that I had been close enough to hear what was being said.
Jacqui looked at me and took my hand, squeezing it slightly to remind me that she was still there with me. Michelle opened the patio door, then turned to Mike and went into his arms, wrapping hers around his neck for a long, very passionate kiss. Mike slid one side of her dress off her shoulder, revealing her sexy bra and cupped her breast in his hand, kneading her nipple through the thin material slightly as he kissed her. Michelle's eyes were closed and I could see her face turn to butter as Mike slid her other strap off and unfastened her bra, letting it fall to the floor, exposing her soft, beautiful, bare breasts and brought his mouth to her nipple sucking on it until she pushed him away.
Mike sat on the bed and Michelle went into our dressing room. When she turned away from Mike, she looked out the window, directly to where she knew I was sitting and subtly blew me a kiss. She couldn't see us and didn't know that Jacqui was going to be there, although I'm sure she suspected she might. Several minutes later, Michelle re-appeared wearing the silk teddy she still had from our wedding night.
‘Oh God,' I thought, I didn't know she was going to do that. That teddy is special to us, she's only worn it a few times since our wedding and only on very special occasions. It's the softest, sexiest thing she owned, coming only to a few inches below the matching silk G-string, semi-transparent, so that you could see everything revealed under it, with a plunging neckline, barely covering her nipples with silk.
The only weight Michelle had put on since our wedding was her breasts, so her teddy still fit her perfectly and as little as she wears it, it's still like new. The biggest thing with that teddy is that it has so much emotional meaning to us, stemming from our wedding night. It was so shocking to me, another man seeing Michelle in only that teddy and about to make love to her in our bedroom.
I whispered softly to Jacqui, telling her that this was what she wore on our wedding night and how special it was to us. She looked at me, gave me another kiss on the cheek and squeezed my hand a little tighter, intertwining her fingers with mine and cupped our hands with her other hand.
Michelle slowly walked over to Mike, held out her arms and did a slow circle. Mike got up off the bed, letting Michelle undress him. When he was standing naked in front of her, Michelle took him in her arms, pulled him tight to her, rested her head in the crook of his neck, kissed his neck and nibbled on his ears. Mike's hands were tight around Michelle's butt, pulling her in tight to him when Michelle brought her lips to his and kissed him once again, but this time with an on-going passion, sucking on his lips, passing her tongue into his mouth, her hands around his neck pulling him tight to her. She literally melted into him.
I glanced at Jacqui, sitting there mesmerized at the hot scene we were seeing in our bedroom. I whispered to her that I asked Michelle to not hold anything back and that I hoped to see them making love, not just fucking.
She whispered back to me, “This is HOT!”
My cock was so stiff and those silk boxers weren't helping any, they made me feel even more aroused. I think that was Michelle's plan. Jacqui was watching our bedroom window so intently, that she didn't even notice my little dilemma.
Mike pulled away and brought his lips down to her nipple, spreading her teddy open to give him access. Michelle pulled his mouth off of her and led him to our bed where she and I had made love so many wonderful times. Mike eased her down on the edge of the bed and kneeled down in front of her and kissed her breasts, one after the other. I knew how sensitive Michelle's nipples were as she was arching her breasts out to him.
They laid down together and Mike kissed her, cupping her face with his hands. Michelle wrapped her arms around him and pulled him tight to her, returning his kiss with obvious hunger for more, until Mike pulled away and pulled a breast into his mouth once again. Michelle thrust herself out to him, pulling his mouth tighter to her. Then, he pushed the silk teddy aside and kissed down her stomach to the top of her G-string. She lifted her hips, allowing him to pull it down off of her. Mike reached up for a pillow and pushed it under her hips exposing her sex even more before he leaned down and took her pussy in his mouth.
I could only see the expression of lust on Michelle's face and her writhing under him until Mike pulled away and scooted up, looking at her beautiful face as he forced her arms up over her head, holding her wrists while he ravaged her breasts. Her mouth was an O and her hair wild, as she shook her head from side to side. Michelle was twisting and writhing as he sucked on her breasts. She got one hand free of his grasp and grabbed a handful of Mike's hair, pulling him off her breasts so she could kiss him. She was desperate; kissing his mouth, biting his lips, licking at his face, biting his neck and throat.
Mike pulled away, and took a breath, having re-secured both Michelle's hands. My heart was pounding, my palms sweating and I realized I had almost crushed Jacqui's hand in mine. She grabbed my thigh with her other hand and gave it a squeeze, almost as if reassuring me. We both looked back at the scene. Mike rubbed the head of his cock along my wife's slit. She was growling at him, loud enough for Jacqui and me to hear her.
“Mike, baby, fuck me. Fuck me! I am yours!”
Finally, with a single motion, he drove the full length of his cock deep into my wife's pussy; she opened her mouth still wider in a silent scream as he ground himself against her, impaling her on his member. Then it seemed like forever that Mike slowly plunged in and out of her, with Michelle's expression changing from lust to pure enjoyment and finally a grimace. On and on he made love to my wife, becoming more tender, more loving; leaning forward to kiss her tenderly as he plunged deep inside her. With one last mighty thrust, he orgasmed inside her, filling my wife with his cum. Michelle's body shook like an earthquake as waves of pleasure erupted inside her.
Jacqui was watching this with me, her face showing that she was in awe of what was happening in our bedroom. She was still gripping one hand tightly and squeezing my thigh when she turned and looked at me, wide eyed and the only thing she could think to say was “Wow! What you and Michelle are doing is so sexy.”
After they climaxed, Mike collapsed on top of her, taking her lips with his once again in a long, passionate kiss while he was still buried inside her. Mike and Michelle wrapped arms around each other, Michelle's leg draped over him and her bedroom eyes engulfed Mike as they kissed in the aftermath of their lovemaking.
If I didn't trust my wife so explicitly, I would have thought there was danger of losing her. I had asked her to not hold anything back tonight and she certainly didn't. Even as much as I wanted her to feel passionately for Mike, I was afraid of the depth of her feelings for him.
Could she really be so intimate with him, yet not be madly in love with him?Had she plunged over the waterfall or was she still at the top seeing how close to the edge she could get?
As it was, I was close to ejaculating all over myself, which I really didn't want to do with Jacqui right next to me.
Mike rolled off her and laid his head on her chest with Michelle's arm around him, gently stroking his back. They laid like this for a long time until Mike started to gently play with her nipple on the opposite side, then lightly nibbling on the nipple that was in front of his mouth. I could see Michelle pull him tighter to her and a smile of contentment on her face as Mike laid there grazing on her nipple. His hand, that had been stroking the other nipple, snaked its way down between her legs where she spread her legs apart, allowing him to caress over her pussy. As Michelle was squirming, I could only imagine what his fingers were doing to her.
Michelle rolled over toward the mirror and Mike snuggled close behind wrapping an arm around her, cupping her breast. Michelle had that well loved look of contentment on her face as Mike gently massaged her nipple and her pussy.
As much as the jealousy was still engulfing me, it was exciting that they were doing this on our bed. Every time Michelle and I make love from now on, we'd both be thinking about her and Mike making love in that very same spot.
Mike said something to her and Michelle stretched one leg up over his body and I could see in the mirror, his cock entering her from behind. Michelle grimaced as he entered her, then they both started moving in rhythm with each other, making love, Mike's cock sliding gently in and out of her pussy. It seemed to go on forever, gradually becoming faster, harder and more urgent.
I was trying to watch the expression on Michelle's face as Mike made love to her so intimately. Jacqui was squeezing my thigh, holding my hand and leaning her cheek against me while we watched my wife and Mike make love. Michelle's expression was constantly changing, from that smile to lust and finally grimacing as they were plunging together.
Finally, I heard Michelle's loud moans of passion and finally her explosive orgasm. Mike managed to keep plunging for another minute or so until he too couldn't hold any longer and came deep inside her. Then they both relaxed in the same position, with Mike's cock still buried inside her. She looked into the mirror, toward where I was sitting, gave a feeble smile and a thumbs up with her hand.
Jacqui and I stayed and watched for the next little while, until it seemed they were likely going to sleep in the same position, Mike still inside her, with his arms around her and over a breast. I absolutely loved the look of satisfaction on Michelle's face.




Chapter 5

When I told Jacqui it was time to go, I picked up the chairs and quietly leaned them against the side of the garage so there wouldn't be any evidence of us watching when Mike and Michelle awoke the next morning.
As soon as we got in the car, Jacqui pulled me to her and frantically kissed me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I was so horny from watching Michelle and Mike and now this sexy girl trying to devour me that I returned her kiss just as fervently.
When we finally broke away, she told me “God, I'm so hot after seeing that, I don't know if I can wait until we get to my house.”
I was thrilled when Jacqui put her hand on my thigh, sliding it up to feel the tent in my pants, gently rubbing me through my pants, but I told her she had to stop or I wouldn't make it to her house.
We both made it to her place okay though. I was anticipating the rest of our evening, barely able to contain my eagerness. When we got to the house and inside, our ardor for each other had simmered slightly and Jacqui poured us both a glass of wine to calm our nerves. We drank it slowly, looking into each other's eyes and Jacqui took my hand, leading me into her bedroom.
When Jacqui closed the bedroom door behind us, the reality of what was happening finally hit me. I didn't know what to do.
“Jacqui, I have to tell you, I've never done anything like this in my life. Michelle has been my only lover and I didn't even date before her. We didn't even sleep with each other until our wedding night.” Then, I told her, “I can't make a baby so whether or not we need a condom is up to you.”
She looked at me and told me how special that was to her.
“I read your story about Michelle and Alec in Kodiak. Why don't we just start there, but this time, it will be with me, Jacqui Taylor, not your wife, that you'll be making love to and I don't think we'll need anything between us. I'll put on some music and we can dance.”
She found the love music on her DirectTV and set it to play on her sound system. She walked over to me and took me in her arms, pulling me in tight to her, with her soft cheek nestled against mine, the smell of her delicate perfume permeated my nostrils.
We moved gently to the music for several minutes with our arms tightly wound around each other. I was afraid that at any minute I would awaken from this heavenly dream with this beautiful girl when the dream only got better. She pulled her cheek away from mine and brought her lips to mine for a kiss that a guy like me could only dream of.
Jacqui's lips were so soft as she gently probed my mouth with her tongue and I returned mine to her. It was sensational, our tongues dancing with each other, my lips tingling against her soft-as-silk lips. Jacqui closed her eyes and moaned softly as I ran my fingers through her silky hair, down to her back over the lace of her blouse, and finally down to cup her butt, which only caused her to kiss me harder.
Her hands were around my neck pulling me tight to her. Jacqui was the only woman I had ever kissed or touched like this besides Michelle. I had completely forgotten to wonder about what was under her skirt, I was enjoying this kiss and the feel of this lovely girl in my arms as I caressed her. I'm sure she had to feel my erection, it was so big and hard there wasn't any way she would not be feeling it, but the only thing I could think of at the time was those soft lips against mine.
I wasn't even sure if I was breathing through that kiss. I must have been or I would have passed out from lack of oxygen. I needed to feel her skin against mine, so I slipped my hand under her blouse. Michelle's skin is soft, but I don't think I'd ever felt anything like Jacqui's. I slid my hands up and down her back and slowly around until I was feeling the edge of her breasts. Jacqui broke away from kissing me and looked me directly in the eyes.
Softly she said, “Take it off.”
I started to push her blouse up and just like Michelle so long ago with Alec, Jacqui held her arms up as I slipped her blouse off and over her head. I know that watching Michelle with Mike had aroused me so much a short while before, but she was the furthest thing from my mind right then. I only wanted this girl that was in my arms. I felt so fortunate that that night at least, she was mine.
In her store that previous night I had very briefly had this girl's nipple in my mouth. At her house, I indulged my fantasy and feasted on her unrestrained by guilty thoughts of Michelle. I pulled her breast into my mouth and sucked as Jacqui moaned, pulling me tighter to her. I couldn't get enough of her. I kissed across her chest to her other breast, sucking it into my mouth as Jacqui was intertwining her hands in my hair, pulling my mouth harder and harder to her.
I slipped my hands under the waistline of her skirt, finally discovering that she didn't have any panties on. Oh God, she had been with me all evening, that slit all the way to her hip and no panties. I slipped her skirt down off of her glorious curves, still feeling that ultra-soft skin of her thigh and legs against my hands as it dropped to the floor, leaving her naked in front of me. I couldn't help but look at her and tell her she was the most beautiful woman I had seen in my life. The thoughts of my beautiful Michelle were far from my mind as I knew her thoughts of me were far from hers when she was making love with Mike. At that moment though, I was too enraptured by Jacqui to even realize I wasn't thinking about Michelle. There simply wasn't anything else I could think of except this beautiful, exquisite girl about to make love with me.
I kneeled down in front of her, with her knee over my shoulder and her hands steadying herself on my shoulders and took in the glorious beauty of her sex. I kissed her there drawing a gasp from her before she moaned, “Ohhh, Robert” as I pushed my tongue into her squirming body.
She was soaking wet with juices and I loved her taste of femininity, so incredibly sexy. I think she very nearly climaxed when I pulled away from her and started to unbutton my shirt. She unfastened my belt, unsnapped my pants and pushed them down, finding my silk boxers and pulled me tightly once again to her body kissing me and rubbing her body against mine as I was slipping my shirt off my arms. When the shirt was finally gone, she pushed my boxers down and led me to her bed.
We laid down, with her in my arms, her legs wrapped around and she rolled us over onto her back.
“Make love to me Robert, now.”
With that, I gently slipped my hard cock inside her, drawing out a low moan from her. I groaned, feeling the pleasure of her. Jacqui was so wet, slippery and tight around me, much more than Michelle, although that didn't even register with me at that moment. I was content to just enjoy her a moment until I started feeling a sensation that I never even knew could exist.
Jacqui's pussy started contracting and pulsating around me and seemed to be pulling me in further without either of us moving. I nearly climaxed inside her until I was able to control myself and started slowly making love with her, in and out, in and out as her pussy continued to contract and pulse around me, giving me an experience that was simply out of this world. It was exquisite, new and exciting. Something I hadn't ever experienced before.
Jacqui was acting like she was nearly delirious with her pleasure, moaning and repeating over and over again, “Oh Robert, Oh Robert, you feel so good inside me.”
I didn't know how many other guys she might have been with, but right now she was acting like she had never experienced this exquisite pleasure before. When I heard those words, I leaned down to take her lips in mine and couldn't hold back any longer. We both came in the most glorious orgasm ever as we were devouring each other's mouth. Jacqui was spasming beneath me as I plunged deeper inside her, farther than I had ever been inside a woman and sent gushers of hot cum deep inside her as she was shaking, her moaning changed in intensity, becoming almost frantic with her lust.
The combination of the erotic evening, starting with Michelle so sexily dressing in front of me, Jacqui being so sexy and beautiful, only twenty-six years old. Then watching my wife and Mike making love earlier that evening and then, finally making love with this beautiful creature, the first time in my life I'd made love with a girl other than Michelle and that extraordinary feeling of her contracting around me; had sent me to a place that I hadn't ever dreamed existed, not even in mine and Michelle's most exquisite lovemaking.
As Jacqui and I laid together in the aftermath of this wonderful experience, I thought of Michelle for the first time since Jacqui and I left our house. I thought how much I loved my wife, wanting me to have this experience of a lifetime. I honestly couldn't wait to tell her how glorious it had been. Now, I knew how she must feel when she'd been with Mike, then telling me how much she loves me. At that moment, it might have been irrational, but my fear of losing my wife to Mike evaporated. If I could feel what I just had with another girl, and my first thought afterward was how much I loved Michelle more than anything in the world, I knew she could experience virtually anything with Mike and still love me.
But, Jacqui and I weren't finished that night. I wasn't getting up and going home to my beautiful wife. I was spending the night in the arms of this beautiful, wonderful girl. I knew we would make love again later that night, probably more than once. In the meantime, I felt content that we were holding each other in our arms and gently kissing. Jacqui ran her fingers through my hair, caressing my cheek, nibbling gently on my lips. I was still in heaven, breathing in her scent.
A little later, when neither of us was going to sleep, Jacqui scooted down and took me into her mouth. She licked all around me, cleaned her juices off of me from earlier, and sucked me back into a full hard erection again. I finally had to ask her to stop as I didn't want to come in her mouth. I wanted to be inside that glorious pussy again.
I pulled her back up to me and we kissed, one of those kisses that can live in your memory forever. I simply wanted to feel this girl, every part of her, now while I was hard and erect again, I wanted nothing more than to experience all of her body. My hands roamed down her back, her thighs, the soft skin of her tight stomach as I again feasted on her breasts. As I was sucking on one, my hand caressed the other, rolling her nipple between my fingers. Once again, I was in heaven. Actually, I guessed I hadn't left there since we walked in her bedroom a few hours earlier.
I felt between her legs, pushing my fingers inside her, feeling her clit, getting excited moans from Jacqui. I kissed down her stomach and around her hips. I wanted this to go on forever, but I knew that I could only contain my orgasm so long and wanted it to be inside her, feeling her around me, rather than simply coming from the sensations of her soft skin under my hands and my mouth.
Jacqui sensed my need as she obviously felt my body shaking with lust and I think her own need as well. She rolled over on her stomach, up on her hands and knees and guided me inside her from behind. Oh God, if I thought she felt glorious before, it seemed like nothing compared to what I was feeling now as I plunged myself inside her.
The way she could pulsate her pussy around me and from this position was even more pronounced. As we made love, I wrapped my hands around her breasts and pulled her body upright in front of me and continued to plunge in and out of her. God, she felt good. Jacqui was moaning, I was moaning, Jacqui was telling me to fuck her harder, I was fucking her hard, plunging all the way in and out of her. I was glad that we had made love earlier as I was able to hold out my orgasm much longer this time, in spite of how wonderful she felt.
I could tell that Jacqui was getting more and more excited, she reached her arms behind me, trying to pull my butt tighter into her. We were both breathing hard in perfect rhythm with each other when I could tell I couldn't last much longer. I let go of her breasts, letting her fall back down on her arms and plunged in and out harder until we both shuddered and I came inside her again as she was clawing at her bedding and screamed her ecstasy.
When Jacqui and I had caught our breath again, she wanted to talk.
“You know, I've had some boyfriends, three guys to be exact, that I've made love with. One guy was just one night and the other two went on for a few months. But, I've never felt anything like this before. I've had orgasms, but not like tonight.” Then, she asked me what she really wanted to know, “What are you going to tell Michelle about tonight?”
“She's been honest with me, telling me how great her sex is with Mike and I'm going to be honest with her. Besides, what actually happened between us is exactly what she was hoping for, that you're wonderful and I enjoyed tonight more than I even could have imagined. I don't know how you flex your pussy like that, but it drives a man wild.”
“I don't know either. I don't think it's ever happened before.”
“Will we be able to see each other again after tonight? I know you're married and love your wife, but I don't want to lose you.”
“I know that I love the thought of Michelle having an affair with Mike. And from what she's said, I'm thinking that she's going to be okay if we do too if you're willing. I'm not going to want this to end, but neither Michelle or I will leave each other. We're too much in love. You need to know that before it gets too serious between us.
“After we made love the first time last night, I finally realized what Michelle has been trying to tell me ever since she started seeing Mike. She's had mind-blowing sex with Mike, then comes home and tells me that it makes her love me all the more. I was having a little trouble understanding that until you and I had sex that first time last night and one of my first thoughts afterward was how much I love my wife for letting you and I be together.
“When Michelle and I went to your store the other day and I asked you to go out with me tonight, she's the one that literally forced me to go. I was too bashful and afraid to ask you, even though I really wanted to. She told me that guys aren't the only ones who can have a fantasy about their spouse. I guess you know who it was that so readily agreed to have me spend the night with you.”
“I know and I loved that. It was a surprise when she jumped in so quick. I could see that you were kind of stammering when I asked you to spend the night with me and I admit I was pretty nervous about it in front of your wife, but I really liked it when she was the one who answered.”
I had a thought, something else that I wanted Jacqui to know.
“You want to know what Michelle wanted to happen between you and me? The last week, we haven't had sex, wanting each other to be really hot and ready for something special tonight. Then, when I was ready to leave to pick you up tonight, Michelle pulled my trousers down and took me in her mouth just until I was ready to come, then stopped, leaving me so horny I could hardly stand it and told me she wanted me to have a good time with you and shooed me out the door. She made me leave her lipstick down there too, telling me that maybe it would inspire you.”
She laughed at that, “I'm sorry, I didn't even notice.”
“We were a little busy to notice something like that. What we had was perfect and exactly what Michelle wanted, the same thing I wanted between her and Mike. She and I'll talk Sunday, after Mike goes home and I'll call you then.”
“I have to work Sunday, so why don't you text me and I'll call you back as soon as I can get a break.”
“Deal.”
“I”m not going to be able to sleep tonight, you?” she asked.
“No, Jacqui, I don't think I will either. For now, I just want to hold you and enjoy having you next to me. I don't want to waste any of our time sleeping. Maybe another time, but not tonight.”
All through the night, we were either kissing or snuggling with each other. After the two sessions of sex with Jacqui, I only wanted to experience her love and feel her soft body tight against mine.
The next morning, my cell phone rang, it was Michelle asking if I had had a good time.
“Yeah, it was fantastic, better than I imagined. I'll tell you all about it later. I'm crazy about her.”
“Hon, I'm glad. I wanted it to be good for you. Mike and I were really good too.”
“I know, Jacqui and I saw.”
“I hoped she would be there with you.”
“I love you, babe, are we still okay?” I asked.
“Better than okay. I can't tell you how much I love you.”
“I think I understand now how you feel when you come home after making love with Mike. This morning, after some fantastic sex, I feel like I love you even more.”
“I'd like if you would come home and meet Mike. I'd really like you and him to know each other. I'll tell him you're back from your trip early. He can have the guest room tonight.”
“And where will you be sleeping tonight?”
“I don't know. Where would you like me to be sleeping?”
“Well either way, maybe sleeping isn't the right word. We can talk about it when I get home. But first, I have a certain lovely, naked young lady next to me and I think she wants to make love to me.”
“Hmmm, maybe I'll do the same with a naked, sexy guy that's next to me. Love you.”
“Love you too babe. See you in an hour or so.”
When I put the phone down, Jacqui said she liked the conversation I just had with my wife.
“And a certain young lady wants to make love with you?”
I looked at her and smiled, “Well, I'm hoping so anyway. I know a certain guy who sure wants to make love with the young lady.” And then I looked at my watch and realized something.
“Are you working today?”
She grinned at me, “Nope, not this morning. I was kinda hoping I wouldn't be able to make it on time, so I asked Tina if she'd help me this morning as well. I told her I'd be there by noon.”
“Hmm, that should give us time for what I have in mind.”
Jacqui and I made love again that morning. It was slow and sensual, we kissed, I nipple nibbled. I loved kissing those soft lips and her beautiful boobs. She rolled me over on my back and impaled herself on my cock, sliding up and down on me until I climaxed inside her. I'm not sure if she did or not, she was pretty intense and was satisfied when I finished, but I think she might have been a little sore and that might have taken some of the pleasure away from her.
Afterward, we showered together, no sex, just a lot of nice touching and soaping each other. When we got dressed she told me it was the best night she had ever had and I told her the same thing and meant every word of it. We kissed and I got in my car to head home to the wife I loved, thinking about the night that I had experienced. I was certainly hoping to see more of Jacqui, lots more.




Chapter 6

When I got back to the house, Michelle was dressed in a pair of sweats and thin T-shirt, no bra. That didn't surprise me, she'd been going without a bra at home more and more since she started seeing Mike. It still made me a little horny, seeing her so obviously braless in front of another guy, even if she had spent the night naked with him. I kind of suspected she wanted to get me alone, so she could ask about my night with Jacqui and I was anxious to tell her, but it wasn't to be for a while yet. Mike and I shook hands and greeted each other a little tentatively.
"Hello, Robert."
"Hi, Mike. Has Michelle fed you breakfast yet?"
“No, she said you're the breakfast cook.”
"Okay, I'll make something in a bit.”
There was a silence. This was the first time we'd met and it was awkward between two guys who were making love with the same woman, my wife. It might not have been quite as awkward if he hadn't been in intimate contact with her last night and until just a few minutes ago.
In theory there must have been a number of topics we could have talked about but it was hard to get past the elephant in the room. That was a subject I was a little embarrassed to approach but Mike seemed to want to talk about it.
"You know, Robert, I had a great time last night. I need to thank you for being willing to share.”
"I was a little surprised. No, make that a lot surprised when she first told me about you and her in college. I guess she probably told you about how she came to tell me about you, the incident in Kodiak and that I wrote a story about it last December?” I asked.
“Yes, she did. I wasn't too surprised about what she told me, I knew that she liked sex a lot when we were in college.”
I started mixing sourdough pancakes for breakfast. I thought that I might be going to hear a lot more about my wife today than I really wanted to hear, but maybe I did want to. I had kind of conflicting emotions on that.
“She told me quite a bit about you and her, maybe you can tell me some more today.”
“Ahem, I'm here,” Michelle said, kind of hinting pretty strongly that she didn't want us talking about her sex life, “maybe we can change the subject a little from my sex life.”
I grinned at her, “I just thought Mike might be able to think of some things you could have forgotten to mention.”
Mike jumped back in, “Michelle, did you tell him about your twenty first birthday?”
She turned a crimson red, “Maybe I skipped that part. I'd still like to talk about something else.”
“No, I think I like this subject,” I said, “Okay, Mike, what happened on her twenty first?”
I started putting the pancake batter on the griddle. Michelle was scowling at both me and Mike.
“I wanted her to have a nice birthday, you know she was finally old enough to drink, so I asked her if she wanted to go to one of the nightclubs in Pullman. She told me she thought it might be fun, but she didn't know about the present I already had for her. I had bought a really, really short skirt and talked her into wearing it.”
“Okay guys, that's enough. The pancakes are almost done we need to set the table.”
I think she hoped the subject would go away as she put the pancakes and my fresh homemade maple syrup on the table. Mike and Michelle sat down to eat in silence while I cooked another batch of pancakes so we'd have plenty.
“Wow, Robert, these pancakes are good,” Mike told me when I sat down. Apparently Mike hadn't ever had sourdough pancakes before.
“Okay Mike, you bought her a short skirt.” Michelle started her scowl again. “Then what?” This is really getting me curious.
“I gave it to her right before we left and asked her to wear it that night. She opened the box, held it up and complained that it was too short, she couldn't wear it. Well, it was kind of short, I think altogether it was probably about eight inches long. I told her to come on and wear it, it'd be fun.”
“I assume she did?”
“Yeah, I finally talked her into it, along with a pretty skimpy top she had. Michelle, do you want to jump in here and tell your hubby about the drive to the club?”
She looked at Mike with the reddest face I think I've ever seen, “No.”
“I thought you might not. Anyway, on the drive there, I wasn't above playing with her a little, rubbing her in the right spot, maybe a finger or two inside the right spot. By the time we were getting close to the club, she was getting really horny.”
“You can stop now,” Michelle jumped in with her red face.
“I can't leave Robert dangling now,”
I tried to reassure her, “Sweetie, it was seventeen years ago, it doesn't matter now, it's just a fun story.”
But she wasn't having any part of it. Her face was still red as it could be.
“After she was that horny, I leaned over and asked her to take her panties off. Took quite a bit of talking, but she finally did. When we went inside, she had on that super short skirt and no panties underneath.”
Michelle got up to clean off the breakfast dishes. I don't think she wanted to hear Mike tell me the rest of this.
“She did a pretty good job holding her knees together. But she made the mistake of having a couple of drinks with me. You know how she's not used to any alcohol.”
I thought back to the night in Kodiak, with only a couple of glasses of wine, “Yeah, I know”
“She wanted to dance, which sounded good to me. I couldn't help but put my hands on her bottom and maybe accidentally pull her skirt up a little.”
Michelle walked back in the room to pick up some more dishes, “Honey, I'm thinking maybe it wasn't a good idea for you to meet Mike.”
Mike and I both laughed a little at that. She seemed to be over her anger about Mike telling me this and was starting to enjoy it a little herself too.
“Okay, so he showed everybody my butt and my pussy, we went back to his house and fucked all night. I loved my birthday. Story finished.”
“Yep,” Mike grinned, “That about sums it up.”
“Sweetheart,” I told her, “I loved that. You were having fun.”
“Men!”
After Mike finished telling me that, it felt like we were almost friends when Michelle asked me to take her to get her car. On the way, Michelle couldn't help but ask me about Jacqui.
“Honey, all I want to say now is that she's terrific and I had an absolutely fantastic night. I'll tell you everything about it when we're in bed because I know it's going to make me want some bedtime activities and probably you too.”
“I'm glad. Does that mean you're going to want to see her again?”
I was driving, but pulled over and parked the car before I answered her. I looked right at her because I wanted to see her reaction and said, “Yes.”
She got a big grin on her face and leaned over to kiss me.
“Will she take you away from me?”
I think she already knew the answer to that before she asked, but like me, she needed to hear it anyway.
“No, Honey, I had a revelation last night after we made love. I'll tell you about it later. She won't ever be able to take me from you and I've already told her that.”
“Then you have my permission to see her.”
Even though I had already been sure of her answer, I was still relieved to hear her say it.
“How about you and Mike, babe? How close are you to the edge of that waterfall? You and him were pretty hot last night.”
We continued on our way to pick up her car.
“Knowing that you were watching us made it so much more exciting. I knew you wanted to see passion and that's what I enjoyed so much. I like him a lot and yes it was hot. But I've already told you, and I still mean it, I wouldn't ever leave you for him.”
“Actually, I understand that a lot more now after spending the night with Jacqui than I did before. I'm anxious to tell you all about it and everything else from last night.
One thing I had to mention to her, “You wore our nightgown last night. I didn't expect that.”
“I did that for you, because I knew you were watching and it would turn you on even more. Didn't hurt with Mike either I guess. So what do we do now? Are you still okay with me and Mike”
I thought about that just briefly before I answered her, “Yes.”
Michelle's mood brightened quite a bit. She smiled and told me, “Good, because while I was waiting for you to get home, I thought of something really special for tonight.”
“You want to tell me what?”
“No, you're going to have to wait and see. The only thing I will tell you is that I'm really, really looking forward to tonight. I'm pretty sure you're going to enjoy it.” She got a big grin on her face and went on, “And I know Mike will enjoy it!”
She whispered under her breath, “I'm going to like it too.”
Oh God, she had me hard and horny all over again. She noticed and said, “Seems like you might already be enjoying my little surprise. You'll see tonight.”
I tried, but she wasn't giving me even a hint, she just quietly looked out of the window until we arrived at her car. By then I was really looking forward to that night. She told me that there were a couple of things she needed to pick up at the store, so she'd be just a little behind me.
After Michelle got out of the car for hers, I couldn't wait any longer. I texted Jacqui.
“Couldn't wait until tomorrow, talked to Michelle, hope to see you soon. Kisses, Robert.”

I waited a few minutes hoping for an answer. I wasn't disappointed. She texted me back four smiley faces.
We arrived back at the house. When we were sitting in our living room, I asked Mike, “Michelle says you're an architect. Do you work for yourself or with a firm?”
“A pretty big company in Seattle. We work on office buildings, medical, we've done a few hospitals, mostly pretty big projects.”
“Ever anything in Eastern Washington?” I asked.
“Actually, we're bidding on a medical center in Prosser only about 45 minutes from here and it looks pretty promising that we'll probably get it.”
Michelle and I looked at each other. I was pretty sure she knew what I was asking next, “Will you be spending any time there?”
“I think so. If we get the job, I'll be working a lot directly with the owner and their representatives at their office in Prosser to put together their specific needs before we start the plans. I'd be spending quite a bit of time there.”
I'm sure that Michelle and I both had the same thought, that she might be spending quite a few nights there as well, but nothing was said about it. I suspect that Mike was probably thinking, or at least hoping, the same thing.
We talked away the rest of the day. I was finding Mike to be a really nice guy and I liked him, even if he was having sex with my wife. We'd had a pretty late breakfast so skipped lunch. It was around four-thirty when Michelle mentioned that she was starting to get hungry again. We decided to go to the Black Angus steak house. Michelle and I had eaten there not long ago, their food was really good and they had quiet semi-private booths where you could visit in private without a lot of overriding noise.
Michelle changed into something a little more appropriate for a nice family restaurant. When we arrived, the hostess seated us and shortly took our orders.
While we were waiting for our food, I couldn't help but ask, “Mike, you started telling about some of yours and Michelle's escapades in college. Anything else you think her loving husband should know?”
“Well, did she mention to you the night one of my friends watched us?”
Michelle did a double take on that one, “What are you talking about? I don't remember that ever happening.”
“Oh, maybe I never mentioned it to you, do you remember John? He was there one night on the couch. I told him if I was lucky you might be coming over sometime during the night, so he stayed awake.”
“Wait a minute, you mean John McClaren?”
“Yep, he would be the one.”
“Oh God, he was in some of my classes. I remembered how he used to smile at me like he knew something. What did he see?”
“You came in and left the bedroom door open. Apparently, you didn't see him. Anyway, John was standing out in the dark living room when you got undressed.”
Michelle was sitting there, once again red-faced, looking like she wanted to crawl under the table and hide.
“It was one of those nights when I had a boner and you climbed on top of me. Damn, it felt good when you did that! John was there, watching the whole thing. He told me about it the next morning, how turned on he was. As soon as you started getting dressed, he snuck back over to the couch so he'd be there pretending to be sound asleep in case you saw him on the way out.”
Michelle squeaked out a little voice, “When was that?”
“It was the first part of our junior year.”
“That's the year we had two classes together. No wonder he kept smiling at me like that. Probably wanted to see me naked again.”
“No probably about it. He stayed over a few other nights hoping for a repeat, but you never came over at the right time again.”
“Thank you God for small favors anyway!” Michelle exclaimed.
Mike asked me if she had told me about the night watching the movie and I told him that yes, she did mention that to me.
Then Mike looked at Michelle, over at me, then back to Michelle again, whispering to her, “Strip poker, did you tell your husband about that?”
Now Michelle's face really did redden and she looked like she had suddenly swallowed a frog, “Umm no, and I really wish you wouldn't.”
Mike looked over at me and I nodded my head up and down, indicating that I wanted him to go on. Michelle saw me and scooted over to Mike, took his face in her hands and kissed him, hard.
When she finally broke away, I could barely hear her telling him, “If you keep that to yourself, I'll make it worth your while later tonight.”
“Sweetheart, I'm counting on you tonight, whether I tell this story or not, but I think Robert wants to hear it.”
I didn't say anything, but nodded once again, confirming that I definitely wanted to know about my Michelle playing strip poker. After we got home from Reno after our wedding, we spent three days together, alone at her dad's cabin in the mountains. One of the things I wanted to do with her then was play strip poker and she wouldn't. It's one game I've always wanted to play and she never would with me. So now, hearing that she did with Mike, I definitely wanted the details. No jealousy here I kept telling myself, no, none at all. Damn right I was jealous.
“One of my friends from Seattle came to visit me for a weekend, with his wife. I knew him since Junior High school, but hadn't ever met his wife. They started going together after I left for Pullman that year and had gotten married pretty quickly. It was April when they visited, a little after spring vacation of our junior year.”
Michelle's face was still red and she was holding it in her hands, breathing deeply, trying hard to ignore what was being said.
“I called Michelle Saturday and the four of us went out to dinner. Afterward, we went back to my apartment and started playing games. It started out pinochle for the first couple of games, then it got kind of boring, so Jon, my friend, asked if we wanted to play poker for a while. I didn't have any chips and none of us had much change, so he suggested we play strip poker instead. I glanced at Amber, Jon's wife, thinking how much I'd like to see her with no clothes and you know how pretty Michelle was so obviously Jon was thinking about her and I have to admit that I wanted to show off my pretty girlfriend. Amber smiled and said she thought it'd be fun, so that left only one of us to convince. When all three of us turned and looked at Michelle, her face turned red, kind of like it is now. With all of us waiting for her, she finally nodded okay.”
That was when the waiter brought our food, I want the rest of the story. We didn't want to spoil Michelle's appetite more than we already had, so we talked about other things, our square dancing, some of the projects Mike has worked on, he told us about his house a little more. I couldn't help but smile at that, thinking about Michelle's show and tell about his bedroom when she was in Seattle.
We finished eating and the waiter picked up our dishes, so I asked Mike to finish telling me about the strip poker episode.
Michelle finally decided to get into the story a little, “There's not a lot more to tell. None of us got naked, we quit before then. We all ended up in our underwear and decided that was far enough.”
Mike wasn't going to let her off the hook quite that easy, “Yeah that's true.” Then he looked right at me and went on, “But not quite the whole story. Michelle was so sexy when she took off her blouse. Then when her skirt came off, it was like another world. She unbuttoned it and slid it down off those hips like she'd been practicing to be a stripper all her life. I thought both Jon's and Amber's eyes were going to pop out of their heads. And that underwear! Sweetie, why don't you describe the underwear you were wearing to Robert?”
Michelle was once again acting like she wanted to crawl under the table, scowling at Mike. It reminded me of the time she was trying to kill me with her eyes alone in Kodiak after I'd stoked her passion a little before asking her if she wanted to make out with Alec.
“Umm, they were kind of a flesh colored thong.”
Mike took over, “Yeah, they were about as sexy as sexy can get! Didn't cover hardly anything and just a string around her waist. Some I'd bought her to wear with the skirt she wore that night. The bra didn't cover much more either. Jon really, really liked that game. Actually, I did too.”
I was really taken aback by all of this. It seemed like Michelle was so open sexually in everything she did with Mike. So unlike the girl I've known for the last sixteen years. And then she was really opening herself back up again, being that Goddess I remember seeing in Kodiak that night. Mike obviously had an effect on her that I'd never had, even as much as we'd always enjoyed sex together.
Mike went on, “Sweetie, do you want to tell Robert about the rest of the night?”
Michelle looked at me and smiled, apparently thinking that she might as well have some fun too telling the story.
“I was so horny I couldn't hardly stand it. Besides being almost naked, we'd all been doing some touchy-feely and flirting with each other all evening. Mike's and Jon's underwear were bulging so much and I wanted Mike inside me so bad. Mike and I went in the bedroom and practically ripped each other's clothes off. Mike buried his face and his tongue inside me till I came, then I got on my hands and knees and Mike fucked me like we hadn't ever before! God, we were horny!”
Wow, I guess she kinda got over her bashfulness about telling the story. I couldn't help but ask her, “And is this making you as horny tonight as it is me?”
“Uhunh, I think it's time we should go, don't you?”
Besides sending all my blood about halfway down my body, there was apparently still a tiny bit left on top that made me wonder about something Michelle had told me the night she first told me about Mike.
“Playing that game with another couple made both of you that horny, but you never actually did anything with anyone else?”
Mike answered, “No, it was a one time thing, we never did anything else like that.”
I was glad to hear that. I was enjoying these stories and they made me horny as hell, but not if I found out that Michelle had lied to me about being with someone else besides Mike.
So I picked up the check. Mike and I split the cost and we headed out to the car. I was really curious what might happen, so I suggested that Mike and Michelle sit in the back seat on the way home. After that story, I was ready to watch some fireworks.
Michelle obviously knew what I had in mind and she didn't disappoint me. She was all over Mike as soon as we got in the car, kissing him, encouraging his hand up under her blouse, rubbing his crotch, never letting their lips apart for even a second all the way home. By then, I was so horny I didn't think I could stand another minute.




Chapter 7

As we were walking into the house, Michelle tucked her blouse back in and seemed to calm herself down. I was really hoping that we'd be going straight to bed, either me and Michelle or Michelle and Mike. I wasn't interested in a threesome, just watching, but I wanted her for myself as well. Unfortunately, Michelle had other ideas.
After we were settled in the living room, with a glass of wine each, Michelle asked if we wanted to watch a movie. A movie was the furthest thing from my mind, but if that's what she wanted, it was okay with me. I think Mike had the same idea I had, that he just wanted to take Michelle to bed, but he shrugged his approval too.
Michelle said she'd rented one on the way home earlier today and put it in. I was a little shocked when ‘Wild Things' started playing. I remembered this movie from when Michelle first told me about Mike. That's the movie they were watching in a theater when they both got so horny they fucked in the ladies bathroom, then went back to Mike's place and fucked the rest of the night.
While we were watching it, Michelle sat between me and Mike, taking turns snuggling up and kissing me, then Mike, then me again, back and forth, getting more and more aggressive with both of us until she said she had to go to the bathroom right after one of the sexier scenes.
I didn't think anything about it and I'm pretty sure Mike didn't either, since neither of us made any reaction. However, when she came back into the living room several minutes later, there had been more change than just her relieving herself. She had also relieved herself of most of her clothes, now dressed in only a transparent blouse, no bra and the silk string bikini panties I had bought at Victoria Secret before she went to Seattle. She had put on lipstick, her makeup, the sexy perfume I had bought at Victoria Secret and had brushed her hair out so it was gleaming and beautiful. Oh my God, she was sexy and, seeing her like this in front of both me and Mike at the same time made me shiver with excitement, especially not knowing what was coming next.
Michelle walked over to Mike on the couch, kissed him and placed one of his hands on her breast, encouraging him to massage her for just a moment. Then she pulled away from Mike and came over to me, and snuggled up on the couch next to me, leaning over to kiss me, with her hand behind my head pulling me into her, her tongue in my mouth.
When she finally released my mouth from her grip, she asked me “Are you a little bit horny, honey?”
“God yes, I want you!” I couldn't believe how hard my cock was already getting.
She whispered in my ear, “Well, you're about to get a lot hornier, watch this.”
And with that, she got up, went into the dining room to get a chair that she put in front of the couch and pulled Mike up off the couch, asking him to sit in the chair. Then we both watched her, standing right in front of Mike, teasing us, slowly unbuttoning her blouse, letting it fall open revealing her beautiful bare breasts, she rubbed her hands over her bare nipples, massaging her breasts and pinching her nipples, then very sensuously rubbed herself down her body until her fingers were slipping under her panties. She spread her legs a little further apart and pulled her pussy lips apart, pushing her fingers inside. Her eyes were closed and she was gently moaning, gyrating her hips, making love to her fingers, pressing them deeper and harder inside her.
Watching this was so incredibly sexy, but her doing it for another guy right in front of me was such an incredibly intense turn-on that I couldn't believe it.
Michelle looked over to me, seeing how large my erection was and then walked over to me at the couch doing her little provocative dance right in front of me. She put her hands on my shoulders and gyrated her almost naked and very wet pussy right in front of me.
When I reached my hand between her legs to rub her wet panties, she pushed my hand away, telling me, “No no, sweetie, that's only for Michael.”
Oh, God! I wanted her so badly. My cock was actually feeling harder, longer and thicker than it ever had before. Her not letting me touch her only made the situation even sexier than it already was. Since her nipples were bouncing right in front of my face, I started to pull her into my mouth, but she put a hand in the way, pulled away and again told me it was only for Mike.
I've read that the human brain is the most important sex organ. Michelle was certainly proving that to be accurate, she was playing with my mind and driving me completely crazy with lust.
Michelle walked the two or three steps back over to Mike, slipping her fingers back inside herself, breathing deep and sensual, then she pulled her glistening, wet fingers out of her pussy and slipped them into Mike's mouth, letting him suck her juices off of her. Mike and my wife were right there in front of me, intently looking into each other's eyes, Mike sucking on her wet fingers as he slowly reached over and slipped his fingers under the waistband of her panties. He slipped them down over her sexy curves, nearly causing me to climax inside my pants.
When she told me a few minutes before that I was going to get horny, she sure as heck wasn't kidding. I didn't know how much longer I was going to be able to hold off from coming in my pants. Michelle had always enjoyed sex, but hadn't been overly sexual until soon before this. Well, except that time in Kodiak, but this was way over the top. Like in Kodiak, I was loving it.
Once again, Michelle was totally naked, letting another guy enjoy her. Mike leaned forward, kissing the inside of her thigh, then on to her moist pussy lips causing her to gasp as his tongue encircled her clit. She leaned back, spreading her legs, pulling at his hair to pull him in tighter to her, and begging him to suck harder.
Mike was feasting on my wife right in front of me while she moaned out “Oh, God Mike, that feels good!”
Suddenly, she started convulsing and shaking, screaming, “Oh God, Oh God,” climaxing on Mike's face.
Finally, she pulled away from him and unsnapped his pants and slid them and his boxers down, letting his monstrous cock spring free. I couldn't see that well last night, but tonight I could tell how big Mike was, obviously fully erect. Then, she parted his legs, bent down on her knees and lowered her mouth to him, snaking her tongue over the tip of his cock, drawing it down his underside, then stretching her beautiful lips around him, so much bigger than what she was used to, then the wet sounds of her sucking, drawing it in her mouth and back out again, sucking on just the tip so that it hollowed our her cheeks, her eyes looking straight into his.
Mike closed his eyes and groaned his enjoyment of this until he pulled her away and up to his mouth. Their tongues touched as their mouths came together in obvious desire for each other. Michelle sucked on his bottom lip and tongue, then pushed her tongue into his mouth, tasting herself on his lips, frantically roaming her hands all over him, unbuttoning his shirt and pushing it off him as she was possessed with her lust. She slipped onto his lap, legs spread on each side and reached down to guide him into her, slipping all the way onto him in one easy motion. A deep moan and an “Oh fuck,” came from deep inside her throat. She sat there, fully impaled and wrapped her arms around Mike, continuing to kiss him until she began rising and falling, slow and steady, releasing him from the kiss, but both their faces clearly showing the rapture they were both feeling.
She gripped around the back of Mike's head and pulled his lips to her breast, her silky hair engulfing his head as she came closer and closer to orgasm. The room was so quiet, the only thing I could hear were the sounds of their sex as they were both pulsating with wave after wave of sexual energy. She wrapped both legs around him, plunging down onto him as her body quivered and shook and she moaned loudly, yelling Mike's name over and over again as he held her tight with his shaft deep inside her, finally letting himself go.
I couldn't believe how big Mike's cock was and that she was able to take all of it inside her! Michelle's body was quaking and she let out a scream of ecstasy. I was so enthralled watching my wife that I hardly noticed Mike's grimace as he unloaded his hot cum into her womb. When they were finished at last, beads of sweat were pouring off both Mike's and Michelle's faces and it took several minutes for both of them to catch their breath.
Watching this incredible lovemaking from this close was such a thrill to me and stoked my jealousy like it hadn't ever existed before, with Michelle having denied me before giving herself to Mike. But at the same time it was so incredibly arousing. The look of ecstasy on Michelle's face and that final scream nearly made me lose control, wanting to pull my cock out and pump it to relieve the pressure; but, I couldn't, I wanted to relieve it inside my beautiful, wonderful wife. I don't think I was ever so jealous of another human being as I was at that moment. Mike was enjoying my wife as much or more than I ever had and it was almost more than I could do to not wrench her away from him and drive myself into her
When Michelle finally pulled herself off of Mike, it was obvious he was still fully erect. Mike grabbed her by the hips, turned her around, facing me and pulled her back down onto him. Michelle didn't resist at all, settling down, impaling herself once again on Mike's cock. Mike was reaching around her, pinching and playing with her nipples. Like before, Michelle was squirming up and down on Mike's lap, but this time her eyes were locked squarely on me. I watched in fascination for only a moment before she motioned me to her with her hand.
Michelle's lips were forming an ‘O' as it was obvious she was nearing another climax. I couldn't stop myself from bringing my lips to hers for a kiss that was unlike anything either of us had ever experienced before. My gorgeous wife was fucking Mike for all she was worth and had her arms wrapped around me pulling my face to hers as our mouths made love with each other.
I became so passionate in kissing my wife that I nearly forgot that the up and down motion of her body was her fucking her lover. She, however, wasn't forgetting. It was incredible as I felt her lips and her body stiffen as she was scratching at my back through my shirt, holding onto me throughout her climax with Mike.
I don't think I could take any more when Michelle finally caught her breath and asked me, “Do you think that you might possibly be horny enough now to take your wife into the bedroom and make love with her?”
I looked at her and dumbly nodded as she took my hand and led me into our bedroom, leaving Mike sitting in the chair, trying to recover the strength to go to his room.
As soon as the door was closed, Michelle and I were all over each other. She was already pretty much naked, I guess completely naked to be more precise and she worked on me so that we both had on the same amount of nothing. After watching and being with her and Mike only a few minutes ago, I was already rock hard and wanted to be inside my wife bad.
When we were naked on the bed and I started to kiss her, she rolled me over on my back and slowly lowered herself down onto my upright cock, grinding herself as deeply onto me as she could get. When I was deep inside her, she held herself there, willing me to keep myself buried deep inside her, telling me, “Honey, now, tell me about Jacqui.”
Oh God, I wanted to plunge and ravage my wonderful wife. I tried to force her to slide up and down on me, but she held herself firmly down on me, but squirming and grinding, driving me out of my mind. Michelle was sweating, her face in the pained expression I knew to be her deepest lust.
She moaned out, “Jacqui, Jacqui, tell me about her. Everything!”
Michelle knew she was torturing me, how badly I wanted to plunge in and out of her, fucking her, but she was unrelenting, grinding herself back and forth on me. I slowly tried to tell her, struggling to get the words out in my lust.
“Babe, she was wonderful.” Michelle pulled herself up, nearly all the way.
The sweat was pouring off of me, “She was so sexy!”
Michelle plunged back down on me, forcing a groan from both of us.
“Made love,” she pulled herself back up, “Over and over with her.”
Michelle was groaning and grimacing, plunging back down onto me and struggling with words.
“Was she,” she paused, trying to catch her breath, “Better than me?”
Oh God, in my current state of mind, I didn't know how to answer, “No, yes, new, wonderful, different.”
I didn't think I could take this much longer, my climax was so close and so hard. Michelle pulled off of me and plunged herself down again, bringing both of us to one of the most powerful orgasms we've ever had together.
After we caught our breath, Michelle asked me, “You were thinking of her, weren't you?” She didn't say it in an accusatory tone, more like she was contented.
“I have to admit, yes.”
What else could I say, anything else she would know I was lying. Michelle was the one who brought her up while we were making love. How could I not have been thinking about her, about how soft her skin was, how her lips felt on mine, how her pussy pulsed around me.
Michelle snuggled into me, her lips nibbling on my ears and whispered, “It's okay sweetheart, I know how it feels and it makes our lovemaking so much better too. Now, please, tell me about it.”
I told her about telling Jacqui it was my first time and how nervous I was, “Jacqui told me she had read the story about you and Alec in Kodiak and then she asked me to dance with her. She had put on some music, so we danced, so close together. Then she kissed me. Her lips are so soft and sexy, she opened her mouth and pushed her tongue into mine, I couldn't help but rub my hands all over her back and around to her breasts. She pushed herself away from me and told me again, ‘undress me'. My fingers were shaking so hard as I worked to unbutton her blouse.
“You know, she wasn't wearing a bra. When I had unbuttoned enough to expose her, I could see how gorgeous her breasts were. She pulled my mouth down to her nipple.” I smiled to Michelle, remembering how wonderful it was. “She likes to have her nipple sucked as much as you do.”
Michelle was wrapping her hands around my cock, gently pumping it up and down with her fingertips. Between her ministrations and my telling her the story, I was getting hard again already, and having difficulty going on.
“She pushed my hands down to her skirt, the same as you did Alec. I pushed her skirt off and found out she hadn't been wearing panties all night. I pulled one of her legs over me, the same as Alec did and tasted her.”
I was groaning as Michelle had moved her hand and was grinding her soft, hairless pussy lips over the length of my cock, without letting me penetrate her.
I tried to reposition myself so I could make love with my wife again, but she wouldn't let me.
“Oh God, I want to so bad,” she said, “But not until you finish telling me.”
“She helped me undress, then asked me to make love with her,” I went on.
Michelle got a little grin on her face, “Did she notice the strategically placed lipstick?”
I laughed just a little at that, “No, she just laid down and spread her legs apart and we made love.”
“Oh God, I never imagined this would be so sexy, my husband telling me about making love with another girl!” Michelle couldn't take any more and pulled me inside her. “You're not off the hook fella, finish! How was it?”
“She's so tight, so warm, it was wonderful!”
I started plunging in and out of Michelle. Her hips were bucking and thrusting up to meet mine. I pushed myself deep inside her, pausing a moment.
“She can do this thing, I don't know how to explain it, like her muscles are pulling me deeper into her.”
Michelle groaned, “You mean like this?” Michelle contracted her vagina around me, forcing a groan from me
“Mmhhmm,” That was the final straw, I ejaculated inside my wife with gust after gust of hot cum. As soon as she felt it, she writhed under me in her own orgasm!
After finally relaxing for a moment, I thought it was the time I needed to tell Michelle what I discovered after Jacqui and I made love the first time.
“Honey, after Jacqui and I made love, and it was fantastic, I think I finally understood something. You kept telling me how your sex with Mike made you love me even more. That's exactly how I felt. The first thing on my mind after the first time with her was how much I love you, you allowing me to have that experience. It was something I hadn't ever experienced before.
“Remember when I asked you if Mike was better than me and you struggled with an answer? Well, it was like that, she was new and exciting to me, she felt so wonderful in my arms. But, she wasn't you. I love you and that makes so much difference.” I was watching her, nervous about how she was going to respond.
She kissed me, pulling me tight to her and whispered to me, “That's how it is with Mike. It's wonderful. But he's not you,” She paused just a little bit and went on, “and never will be.” We both smiled at each other, Michelle whispered again, “I want you to see her again.”
I still wanted to mention one thing to her, “I don't think I've ever been as big and hard as tonight, that was wonderful.”
She grinned at me, that sexy little grin she has, “Maybe it had something to do with the Viagra I put in yours and Mike's wine earlier.” Then she started giggling.
I looked at her in amazement, “You didn't?”
“Uhunh, yeah I did. Worked too, didn't it?” And with that, she rolled over with a big grin on her face and snuggled back into me to go to sleep.
Michelle woke up during the night and kissed me, waking me so we could make slow tender love together again. That time, there was no doubt that neither of us were thinking about anyone other than the person we were making love with, the person we loved.
The next morning, I got up early and started making breakfast; sausage, fried potatoes and eggs, one of our favorite breakfasts, a grease lover's delight. When the sausage and potatoes were nearly done, before I started on the eggs, I knocked on Mike's door and told him breakfast was nearly ready. Then, I went in and kissed my wife, sneaking down for a short nipple nibble to tease her and told her it was time to get up. When they were both up a few minutes later, I put the eggs in the pan with melted butter and cooked them to perfection (didn't happen very often).
We all sat at the table eating, not talking about the night before. Mike said he was starting home right after breakfast. We talked about his upcoming project in Prosser. Michelle asked him to call her and she would try to see him, implying very strongly that she would most likely be spending some nights with him there, since it was close enough she could drive to work straight from there.
When we were finished with breakfast, Mike loaded his bag in his car, came back in and we shook hands warmly. Then he turned to my wife, took her face in his hands and gave her a warm, lingering kiss, telling her he would call her. He thanked both of us for a great weekend and was gone.
Michelle and I sat down together on the couch, snuggled together and kissed. I told her, “I had a great weekend, you?”
“Me too.”
“Where do we go from here?” I asked.
“I love you, but I want to see Mike again too. And it's still okay for you to see Jacqui.”
“I love you too, babe.”
We kissed and snuggled like a normal couple. I thought back to the time when there was still just the two of us and wondered what life would be like in another six months. One thing I was certain of is that Michelle and I would still be madly in love with each other.




Chapter 8

Mike left for Seattle Sunday morning after breakfast. Shortly after he left, Michelle and I sat down to talk about the weekend.
“Honey,” Michelle started, “I need to know, what are you really thinking about me and Mike?”
I paused for some time, trying to think how to answer her question.
“Babe, there hasn't ever been anything hotter than watching you and Mike together, especially last night. I don't know how to explain it more than we've already talked about, but I can't get over the thrill of you having sex with him. If you're wondering if I still want you to see him again, then the answer to that is absolutely yes”
“Sweetheart, what would you say if I told you I wanted more?”
I looked at her a bit quizzically wondering what she meant, “What do you mean more?”
She was kind of biting her bottom lip, like she did when she was nervous about something.
“Mike and I talked before you got here Saturday morning. I'd like to actually date him, you know, like boyfriend and girlfriend.”
I looked at her, concerned at what she was telling me. Somehow this was scaring me a little bit, even more than the intimate love making I had seen.
“So how would that work exactly, Mike is in Seattle, you're here. What would it mean for you and me? Where's it eventually going?” I asked.
She almost started crying, “Sweetheart, I don't know all the answers. Mike isn't taking anything away from how I love you, but we really care for each other and want more than just an occasional fuck.”
I was thinking to myself how to respond to this, wasn't this what I had secretly been wanting all along? I wanted her to care for him. It was exactly what I had told her not long ago about the emotional waterfall. She was getting closer and closer to the edge, that made that ‘occasional fuck' more and more meaningful and better for her. And at this point, even as powerful as my jealousy toward him was and even my fear of losing her, that strong drug addiction was even more powerful than my fears, it was like a moth to a flame, even though I knew I could be destroying myself, I couldn't bear to have her stop seeing Mike. How would I explain it to her, when I didn't understand it myself?
As I've said before, Michelle and I were experiencing a fantastic sex life right then, so why my urge for her to be with Mike? Maybe because he was the big reason for that fantastic sex life. Before he came into our lives we had settled into fairly routine sex. Since January 1st, when Michelle first told me about Mike we had rarely skipped a night making love, except during her monthly. Maybe I was afraid that if Michelle lost that connection with Mike, our sex would return to be as mundane as it had been. And I had to admit to myself, I felt that Michelle having sex with Mike justified me having a sexual relationship with Jacqui, which I definitely didn't want to give up, now that I had experienced her that first time.
“Babe,” I whispered to her, “Make whatever arrangement with Mike you need to. All I ask is that you always come home to me. I love you.” Even though the thought in the back of my mind kept trying to surface, what if one time she doesn't come home? Even though it's scary, There was something so sexy about Michelle having her independence to date Mike. And, I guess, especially that I won't know what she's doing with him and too, the incredible chemistry between her and Mike.
“Thank you, honey, I love you too.”
I noticed she didn't say that she would always come home. Was that intentional? Or simply something she didn't think she needed to say?
“And what about Jacqui? You can date her too, you know.”
That was another thing I couldn't help but wonder about a little bit. Was Michelle setting me up with Jacqui just in case? I was afraid to ask her that question. But I also couldn't help but want to see more of Jacqui, she seemed too good to be real. I started to daydream, thinking of her beautiful body and what it had been like to make love with her.
When I didn't respond to Michelle's suggestion that I could date Jacqui, she mentioned it again, “Why don't you see if she'd like to learn to square dance? We can take her to the lessons Friday nights, then if you want to, you can drop me off and take her to dinner… or something else.”
I looked at my wife straight in her eyes, “And if I didn't make it home Friday night, would you be okay with that?”
Michelle looked at me just as intently, “Yes.”
“You do understand the chemistry between me and Jacqui is positively incredible?"
“Yes, and I like that it is.”
I knew that Michelle kept in pretty constant contact with Mike, although she didn't share any of the details with me. That's what independence means, she doesn't have to share it with me. From some of her grins and giggles when she was texting and I was there, I suspected she and Mike were likely sexting to each other.
Jacqui and I talked and texted quite a bit as well. It was hard to see her since she had to work until after nine nearly every day, then was tired after work. I asked her if she would like to come to the square dance lessons with us and she was enthusiastic about that, sounded like a lot of fun to her. Her problem was that it's on Friday nights which are always busy at the store and she had taken the Friday before off to be with me, so wouldn't be able to for a couple of weeks. When the Friday finally rolled around that Jacqui could get off, Michelle and I picked her up at six-thirty.
I had told her that her work clothes, which were always a very attractive skirt and blouse, would be perfectly appropriate for lessons. The ladies don't ever wear square dance clothes for the Friday night lessons, just to the dances, which in our club are the first and third Saturday of each month.
When we arrived at our dance hall, our other club members were pleased and surprised to have a young attractive beginner. We didn't want to raise any suspicions as to our actual relationship, so Michelle and I danced in the square together, letting the other guys dance with Jacqui. Typically at a lesson, the caller will teach five or six new moves through the evening, practicing each one until it becomes second nature, gradually expanding the list of calls the beginner knows. I think square dancing is the ultimate ‘partner swapping' dance, as each lady moves around the square, dancing with each of the four men in the square about the same amount.
When the lesson was finished that evening and we all said our goodbye's to our friends, Michelle was true to her word. She asked me to drop her off at home so Jacqui and I could have the rest of the evening together. We went to dinner at my favorite restaurant, the Black Angus, which has semi-private booths. Through dinner, we snuggled together, snuck some kisses and giggled about the square dancing fun. I can't remember most of what we talked about, mostly just trying to get to know each other better. I know that I really liked this girl and was falling for her fast.
After dinner, we drove to a secluded area of Columbia Park overlooking the Columbia River. It was fairly cool outside, so we sat in the car, simply looking at each other without talking for a few minutes and finally came together for a kiss. I don't feel like I'm a very good author and it's hard to describe that kiss. It was sensual, erotic and extremely stimulating, making me hard as a rock. I don't know how long we were together in that kiss until I couldn't help myself and reached under her blouse to her breast, gently massaging her over her sexy Victoria's Secret bra until she asked me to unsnap it. While I was reaching behind unsnapping her bra, she was undoing several buttons on her blouse, letting it open so that I could take her bare nipple in my mouth and suck. We must have sat in the car making out like horny teenagers for at least an hour or two until I told her I needed to take her home.
When we arrived at her house, I walked her to the door, she unlocked it and asked if I would spend the night with her. Oh how tempting it was, but I told her no, I really wanted us to date and get to know each other before we made love again. We kissed again on her front porch and agreed to make another date as soon as we could. As I walked to my car, she was still standing on the porch and threw me a kiss as got in.
I drove home with a feeling of euphoria at what a relationship with this girl was going to bring. Like Michelle with Mike, I wanted it to be much more than just sex. When I arrived home and walked in our front door, Michelle was still up watching a movie. She was more than a little surprised to see me and asked how my date was?
“Fantastic! We went to the Black Angus, got to know each other a little more, then went to the park. We kissed and made out and I took her home, kissed her again and left.”
“You didn't make love with her?”
“No, I told her we needed to get to know each other better before we had sex again. I really like her, she's very special.”
Michelle got up, walked over to me and said, “Mmmm, I'm glad. I suspect you're horny and I know I am just thinking about it.” She reached down, feeling me, wrapping her hand around me. “Pretty obvious I'm right. Come with me, lover boy.” And she led me to our bedroom.
She stood in front of me, doing a slow strip tease, torturing me with how slowly she was removing her clothes. I was most definitely horny from making out with Jacqui all evening and now my wife seemed to be enjoying torturing me.
When she was finally naked, she came over to me and whispered in my ear, “Call me Jacqui tonight. I want you to be making love with her.”
Oh God, she was making me hard. Just like Michelle had done with me, pretending I was Mike the night after she came home from Seattle. I wanted to give Michelle the same erotic experience I had that night, so I was going to truly be making love with Jacqui.
“Ummm, Jacqui, kiss me please.”
She came to me, putting her lips to mine, opened her mouth slightly letting me push my tongue into her mouth. I wrapped my hands around her butt, pulling her tight to me while we were kissing. I gently rubbed my hands over her body, exploring her as if we hadn't ever explored before. I cupped her breasts in my palms and rubbed her nipples between my fingers and whispered in her ear, “Oh God, Jacqui, I want to make love with you.”
I picked her up and laid her on the bed, then stripped out of my clothes and laid down beside her. I held her face between my hands, kissed her passionately, then told her, “You're so beautiful!” and kissed down to her nipple, sucking her whole breast into my mouth.
I reached down with one hand, caressing down her stomach, between her thighs, gently separating her pussy lips with my fingers. ‘Jacqui' was writhing beneath me, pushing her hips into my fingers while I slowly inserted two fingers into her, working them in and out while she was moaning and begging me to fuck her. I pulled my hand away, found one of our fairly thick foam pillows and slid it under her hips, then kissed down her stomach and found her clit, sucking it into my mouth and pushed my tongue along her pussy.
She was so wet, I couldn't stand it any longer. I pushed myself back up to her mouth, kissing her while I pushed my cock deep inside her and held it there, remembering what it had been like inside Jacqui with her pussy pulsating, almost like she was milking me.
“Oh Jacqui, you're so tight, it feels so good inside you, how you can squeeze yourself around me, pulling me in deeper.”
Michelle and I were both literally shaking with the heat of the moment. Her hands were on my butt, pulling me into her tight. We were pelvis to pelvis, with ‘Jacqui' thrusting up to me, when I started to slowly withdraw and push back in, over and over again, my cock growing bigger and deeper with every thrust into her. This was how lovemaking was meant to be, the most excruciatingly wonderful experience on earth. Over and over again ‘Jacqui' and I thrust to each other in perfect rhythm. She was moaning my name over and over again while I was doing the same.
“Oh Jacqui, Jacqui.”
The more I moaned Jacqui's name, the more excited Michelle became, finally grabbing my butt, pulling me tight to her and screaming out, “Oh God, Oh God, Oh God.”
I couldn't control myself any longer and our bodies trembled together as we finally reached the point of no return where heaven and earth meet.
Afterward, we laid together, completely spent and exhausted, gently kissing each other. Michelle told me she loved me and I told her I loved her too.
I told her, “That's just a taste of what it was like that night with Jacqui. I can't even begin to describe it, the first time I'd ever been with a girl other than you. And she's so wonderful.”
“I'm glad. That's what it's been like with Mike too, getting back together after all this time. We were together in college, but never anything like it is now, just so incredible.”
“I know, I saw.”
Michelle was biting her bottom lip again, like she has when she was nervous ever since I knew her in school.
“Speaking of my lover, I was lonesome while you were with Jacqui tonight, so I called him.”
The way she was acting she had my attention. I knew something fairly significant was going on.
“What did you and him talk about?” I asked.
She was fidgeting around, obviously getting more and more nervous, she barely whispered, “He invited me to his house next weekend.”
I watched her, knowing that she was eventually going to tell me the rest of this conversation, which I suspected I already knew.
“I told him I would, that I need to see him,” she finally finished.
I was a little surprised that she hadn't discussed it with me first, but I had told her after he left that she was free to see him and now she was obviously taking that initiative.
“How are you going to go, are you going to fly again?”
“No, I'm going to drive. Flying is too expensive, and I think I want to get used to driving there by myself.”
Get used to it? Sounds like she's planning on making regular trips to Seattle to meet her lover. The thought both excited me and scared me badly, especially that she's planning these trips without my knowledge beforehand. But this is exactly the thing that's actually bringing Michelle and me so close together to have the kind of sex we had just enjoyed, so instead of voicing the disapproval that was so close in my mind, I told her, “Babe, I hope you have the most wonderful time ever.”




Chapter 9

The next morning was Saturday and I wasn't working but I knew Jacqui was, so I called her before she had to leave for work and asked her when we could see each other again.
“I'm off Wednesday, can we do something then?”
“How about if I pick you up about 5:30, right after I get off work and we have dinner, then go to a movie?”
“Wonderful, see you then.” And I heard her kiss the phone with a loud smack.
“Sounds like you have a date,” Michelle said, laying in bed beside me. “Will you be making love with her then?”
“I don't know. I really want us to be more like a normal dating couple before we have sex again. I don't want it to be just sex with her.”
At the time, I didn't think how stupid that sounded… most married guys, especially those with a wife as wonderful as mine, don't have a ‘normal' dating relationship with a single girl.
“Umm, I hope you do,” Michelle said.
The rest of the weekend was pretty normal for me and Michelle. We went to dinner with her parents Saturday night, came home and made exquisite love again, like we did now almost every night. Sunday afternoon, our square dance club had a meeting and since I was the Secretary, we were obligated to attend, not that it was as much an obligation as fun meeting with our friends. I couldn't help but think how surprised they all would be if they knew about Mike and Jacqui. For all appearances, Michelle and I were a typical married couple, madly in love with each other. It was still hard for me to believe that only a few months ago, that's exactly what we were. Now, we each had another lover who we were crazy about.
The closer it got to Wednesday, the more nervous I was again about my date with Jacqui. I still didn't know if we would spend part or all of the night in bed together.
Wednesday finally arrived and Michelle kissed me and told me to have an especially good time as I was leaving to pick up Jacqui. When I knocked on her door, she answered it wearing a mid-thigh length skirt and soft sweater. It didn't really matter what she wore, she always looked and smelled fantastic.
Our movie didn't start until eight-fifteen, so we had plenty of time to eat and talk. We went to the Olive Garden and only had to wait about twenty minutes to get our table. It's a lot noisier and not nearly as romantic as the Black Angus, but I had asked Jacqui what she liked and Italian was near the top of her list, so here we were. We enjoyed just talking with each other, continuing to become familiar with each other and at the same time coming to like each other more and more.
After dinner, we went to the theater and watched the movie, ‘10 Rules for Sleeping Around'. It seemed kind of prophetic for our situation and was pretty funny. We held hands with our fingers intertwined and Jacqui giggled through much of the movie. I bought popcorn and a pop and had fun feeding her popcorn. I thought a lot about what we were doing after the movie and finally came to a decision, which left me more relaxed and able to have fun with her.
When we got back to her house, I walked her to the door and kissed her again, this time with all the passion I was feeling for her. When we broke away from the kiss, I told her Michelle was going to be out of town, but wondered if she could go to the square dance lesson again with me Friday night.
“I've already talked to Tina about it. I'm going to owe that girl so much. Yes, I can go.”
My smile nearly stretched my face out of any normal proportion.
“I'll pick you up at six then, at the store?”
“Sounds great, I'll be waiting.”
I kissed her again and walked back to my car.
When I got home a little after eleven, Michelle was still up waiting for me again, “Well, did you?”
“No, I'm waiting for that special time.”
She actually looked a little disappointed. When we went to bed, she was naked like she almost always was in bed now and scooted her body next to mine and kissed me. When she started to get frisky, wanting to make love with me, I told her, “Baby, I can't tonight. I just left a beautiful girl horny with no one to relieve her, and it's not fair that I come home and make love right after.”
Michelle got a little pouty after that and did her best to seduce me until I told her, “And besides that, I want you to be horny when you get to Mike's house Friday night.”
“Umm, good thinking, I can live with that.”
Michelle and I wrapped our naked bodies around each other and eventually drifted off to sleep.
Friday morning, Michelle told me that she was leaving straight from work since it's about a four hour drive. I watched her pack her suitcase with the sexiest clothes she owns. When she was finished, I commented that she hadn't packed any nightgown or underwear.
She grinned at me and said, “I didn't think I'd be needing any.”
Before she left, she wrapped her arms around me and told me, “Honey I love you. Thank you. I'll see you Sunday night.” Then she added very quietly with a mischievous grin on her face, “Probably.”
I watched her go, more than a little afraid at what was happening to us, but exhilarated at what she was doing. I wasn't yet doubting my trust in her, or myself. As I was to find out before very much longer, ‘yet' was the significant word of that thought.
Friday evening I picked up Jacqui to take her square dancing again. When we got to the hall, our friends were surprised that Michelle wasn't there. I explained to them that she had gone to Seattle to fuck her old boyfriend… not! I did say she went to Seattle to visit a college friend, leaving the presumption that it was an innocent trip to visit a lady friend.
Several of the guys took turns dancing with Jacqui. I didn't want to monopolize her all evening, raising some kind of suspicion that she was any more than an acquaintance who wanted to learn square dancing. She seemed to enjoy both the dancing and the attention from the guys. It honestly isn't very often that we have such a pretty, young girl by herself wanting to learn. It's quite a treat for all of us.
When the lesson was finally over and we were in the car on our way back, I asked her if she was hungry. She looked at me hungrily and said, “No.”
“Me either, since Michelle's gone, do you mind stopping by our place?” She looked at me expectantly, and told me that would be great.
We pulled into our garage, got out and walked in through the laundry room. As soon as we were inside our kitchen, we were instantly in each other's arms, kissing hungrily, totally unable to resist the sexual frustration from the last two dates. I had decided that if Jacqui was willing, I wanted to sleep with her tonight. I'd fallen head over heels for her and I think she had for me also.
This was now our fourth date and the second night that we would be intimate. We had sex the first time and had only kissed and made out, being very sexually frustrated since then. Plus, the last time Michelle and I had sex was Tuesday, an eternity in our current world. I can't express here how badly I wanted Jacqui. The thought that within the next couple of hours my wife would be in Mike's arms and his bed didn't even cross my mind. All I had been able to think about all evening and now was making love with Jacqui.
We walked hand in hand back to mine and Michelle's bedroom. Once inside, I undressed Jacqui. I pulled her sweater up over her head; her breasts looked beautiful in the lacy bra beneath. Then I unzipped her skirt and let it fall to floor, revealing the matching panties she was wearing (Thank you Victoria's Secret). I went down on my knees and slipped her panties down her legs and planted a tiny kiss just below her navel. Reaching up and around her I unclipped her bra, licking and sucking at her nipples in turn.
I stood up to let her undress me: She undid my shirt, one button at a time, kissing my chest and stomach as she revealed it. I shrugged it from my shoulders and it fell to the ground. Then it was Jacqui's turn to kneel and she undid my pants, again kissing my legs all the way down as my pants slid down my legs. My shorts went next, but all I could feel was Jacqui's sweet breath on my crotch. We were both naked. We went into each others arms for a deep, long, meaningful kiss.
When we finally had to catch our breath, I asked her, “Jacqui, sweetheart, would you mind wearing something for me?”
She looked at me a little surprised, not having any idea what I had in mind but trusting me nevertheless. “Whatever it is, yes.”
I took her by the hand into our dressing room where I had earlier laid out Michelle's sexy silk teddy, the one she had worn on our honeymoon. Jacqui recognized it, since I told her about it the night Michelle wore it for Mike.
“Are you sure? Michelle won't mind? You told me how much this means to both of you.”
“Yes, I'm sure. I think Michelle will be thrilled when I tell her. You're so beautiful, I'd love to see you and feel you in it.”
“Okay, why don't you go in the bedroom and I'll be out in a minute.” As soon as I stepped out of the dressing room, Jacqui closed the door behind her.
I assume she'd be out in just a minute, so I sat on the bed and waited…and waited…and waited. I read in a book one time that a beautiful woman is worth waiting for, but I assumed Jacqui was only putting on a nightgown, not getting ready for a night on the town. I sat on the bed, my cock growing harder and harder with anticipation. I must have sat there waiting for her to put on a nightgown at least twenty minutes, with no idea what she might be doing.
When she finally opened the door and stepped into the bedroom, I was awestruck, she was so beautiful. Not only was she wearing the sexiest nightgown I had ever seen, but she was wearing a pair of Michelle's high heels that she had helped me pick out last February and had taken the time to completely redo her makeup and lipstick and brush her beautiful, silky soft hair out around her shoulders.
I couldn't help but sit there with my jaw gaping open, unable to say a word. Jacqui walked over to me, pulled me up off the bed, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. She had obviously borrowed some of Michelle's perfume as not only did she look exquisite, she smelled so intoxicating.
“Jacqui, you're so unbelievably beautiful.”
I held her in my arms, rubbing my hands over Michelle's silk teddy, up her back, down her sides to her bare thighs, up her stomach to her beautiful breasts and nipples. How this girl had somehow become mine and was here in my bedroom, in my arms, was simply too impossible to comprehend.
We laid down on the bed together simply holding each other tight and kissing, not wanting this moment to ever end. At that moment, I thought she was too beautiful, too fragile, too… I didn't even know what, to even make love to. We kissed, we caressed, I brushed her hair away from her face, kissing her eyes, her nose, her ears, her neck. I slipped a strap off her shoulder to reveal her breast and kissed her nipple.
Jacqui was lying beside me moaning and still running her hands all over my body. I kissed back to her lips and we explored the inside of each other's mouth with our tongues. I thought the first time we made love was fantastic, but it paled in comparison to what I was feeling then and we hadn't even touched each other below the waist yet.
I was feeling an urgency that I couldn't ever remember feeling before when I slipped Michelle's silk g-string down off of Jacqui's waist. As soon as it was gone, I rolled over on top of her and was instantly inside of her. Jacqui's eyes rolled back in her head as she groaned. I couldn't help but love the feeling of Jacqui's pussy pulsating around me when I was buried deep inside her. It was all I could do to keep from coming without a single thrust when Jacqui found my lips with hers and thrust her tongue inside my mouth.
My depth of feeling for this girl far surpassed anything I ever expected. I slowly withdrew my cock from her pussy right to the very edge of her lips and thrust back inside her, making love with one of the two most beautiful and wonderful girls I had ever met. We slowly made love with each other, neither of us ever wanting it to end. Jacqui wouldn't allow that kiss to end, even as we rocked back and forth, making love.
I almost regretted it when I started to feel my climax start to slowly build from deep inside me. When the climax became so urgent that it couldn't be denied and both Jacqui and I felt the simultaneous explosion coming, she still wouldn't release me from that kiss. I could feel her lips become hard and strong as she quivered under me and the explosion finally took place, going on…and on…and on, until I felt like I might pass out with the pleasure. Our lips were still locked together when it was over.
When my brain started to function again after the most incredible orgasm I've ever had, I was truly frightened. I no longer trusted myself. I felt that this girl was magical and there wasn't any possibility that I would ever be able to give her up or live without her. As honest as Michelle and I had been with each other, this had been lovemaking that I couldn't ever tell her about honestly.
We laid together holding each other, unable to talk, hardly able to breathe for the longest time. I slipped the straps of Michelle's teddy back over Jacqui's shoulders. I wanted her to wear the teddy through the night. We didn't make love again that night, there simply wasn't anything else either of us could do except hold each other and kiss through the night, until we finally drifted off to sleep in each others arms.
I woke up the next morning with a sense of well being and the feel of a beautiful woman in my arms. My only regret was that Jacqui had to go to work early that morning. She usually didn't start work until noon, but since Tina had taken part of her shift Friday evening, Jacqui was taking Tina's this morning. I kissed her on the lips.
“Time to get up, beautiful.”
She blinked her eyes a few times at me and looked around like she was trying to remember where she was.
“Umm, what time is it?”
“It's eight o'clock. You said you need to be to work at nine-thirty and I have to run you home first.”
She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her.
“Make love to me first.”
I wanted to so bad, but I knew we didn't have time.
“No, we can't now, you have to get up and shower so I can take you home for some clothes.”
She grudgingly rolled out of bed, and we both realized she still had on Michelle's high heels from last night. In our excitement, she hadn't taken them off. Even with stumbling a little bit, her hair and last night's makeup a mess, she was still beautiful this morning. When she turned on the shower, I thought back to the night Michelle had role-played that I was Mike and we showered together, making me want to join Jacqui in the shower, but I knew that would lead to other things, probably back into bed, and Jacqui was already going to be pushed to get to work on time.
I got dressed, Jacqui finished her shower and dressed in the previous night's clothes and I took her home so she could get some fresh ones and get made-up for work. When I dropped her off at her door, I kissed her and told her, “I guess I don't really need to say that last night was the best night I can ever remember having Jacqui, thank you.”
“Me too.” She kissed me again.
“When can I see you again?”
“We close early tomorrow.”
“I can't, Michelle will be coming home tomorrow night and I want to be with her.”
“You never told me what she was doing this weekend. Is she with Mike?”
“Yes, she is. She didn't exactly say so, but I think she sort of invited herself to his place. She told me she wanted to see him pretty bad.”
“So they're probably in bed together now?”
I knew what time it was, but automatically looked at my watch to see the time. “I suspect they're probably making love about now, maybe in the shower together.”
“That's hot!”
“I'm anxious to hear about her weekend. Back to my question, when can I see you again?”
“I'm off Wednesday this week again, I'll call you.”
“I can't wait.” And with that, I took her in my arms for a long passionate kiss and drove home.
I grabbed a McDonald's sausage McMuffin with egg and a pop on my way home. When I got there, I was honestly glad to be alone that morning. It gave me a chance to sit down and think about Jacqui, what happened last night and about Michelle, my love.




Chapter 10

What were my feelings about Jacqui, was I in love with her? What am I going to tell Michelle about last night? I've now been out with Jacqui a total of four times. Last night, I felt love for her after we made love. But now, when I could analyze it a little bit without the distraction of her in my arms, I realized it wasn't love I felt for her it was lust. I was definitely in lust for Jacqui and most definitely wanted to keep seeing her. I rationalized that if it was lust, not love, Michelle wouldn't have a problem with it. I knew for sure I was extremely infatuated with Jacqui.
I remembered thinking after that sensational love-making that I couldn't tell Michelle the truth about it. But now, in the light of day, I thought that wasn't being fair to her. She had been completely honest with me about her feelings for Mike and how wonderful their lovemaking is. Plus, I knew Michelle reads these stories before I submit them and I was going to be honest about my feelings in the story, so I definitely had to be honest with her before she read it.
I got up to clean up the bedroom and make the bed. As soon as I walked in the room, I visualized the beautiful Jacqui in my bed. When I walked over to it, I smelled her perfume (actually Michelle's perfume, one that she hadn't worn for quite a while). I thought about washing the bedding, but decided that I wanted to savor that smell and I thought Michelle would enjoy smelling Jacqui in our bed when she got home, if the odor lasted that long, so I just straightened the bed up and put Michelle's teddy on her side of the bed where she would see it and I could tell her about my night.
My story doesn't make it seem like it took long to do all of this, but by the time I felt I had understood my feelings and straightened everything up, it was mid-afternoon and I realized I was getting hungry again, so I drove back to McDonald's again and picked up a chicken sandwich and fries for lunch.
While I was sitting in McDonald's eating my lunch, I realized that as much as I had thought about my own feelings and Michelle's this morning, the one person I hadn't was Jacqui. The first night we were together and made love all night, I was totally honest with her and told her that I wouldn't ever leave Michelle, and she knew that I told Michelle everything, so she went into this affair with her eyes open.
After last night, though, what was she feeling? The one thing I didn't want to do was to hurt her. My feelings were already deep for her and I thought we needed to talk about ‘what now'? That had to be the agenda for our next date, hopefully Wednesday. That would give both of us plenty of time to think between now and then.
When I left McDonald's, thinking about Jacqui, my car pulled me toward Kennewick and the mall. I didn't seem to have any control over where the damn car wanted to go. When it parked itself as close as it could get to the mall entrance, my stupid shoes seemed to take over my destination. How come I no longer had control over these inanimate objects?
Jacqui was talking to a customer when I walked in her store. One of the other girls, I think her name was Joannie asked if she could help me and I told her thank you, but I needed to talk to Jacqui when she was finished.
Jacqui saw me and I saw her smile. When she finished selling some bras and underwear to a pretty customer, she walked over to me. Suddenly, I was my old bashful self and didn't know what I was doing there or what to say. “Hi,” was all I managed.
She got a grin on her face and said “Hi,” in return. Then her professional self took control and she formally asked me, “May I help you find something?” I think she was toying with me.
I thought quickly why my car and my shoes might have brought me into Victoria's Secret that afternoon, “I'm looking for a nightgown for my wife, I'd like something soft and comfortable for her and maybe just a little sexy.”
“I think I have just the thing you might be looking for.” She took me to the nightgown rack and pulled out a long, fairly demure gown. I took it from her, feeling the soft fabric thinking that Michelle would definitely enjoy wearing it. It appeared to be made of silk. I don't know if it was, but it felt like it.
“I think she would love this, but I wonder if it's the right size.” I looked at Jacqui and told her, “You're about the same size as her, I wonder if there's any chance you could try it on for me to make sure it'll fit.” If she was going to toy with me, I'd return the favor.
“I'm sorry sir, but we can't do that, but I'm confident it's the right size.”
It most certainly was and Jacqui knew it. After last night, she knew exactly what size nightgown Michelle wore. It was a little expensive, over a hundred dollars, but it was perfect for Michelle and I needed to have it.
“Could you please gift wrap it for me?”
“We'd be glad to, we charge an extra three dollars.”
“Okay, I'll take it, and I would definitely like to have it wrapped.” And then inspiration struck me, “And I have a friend who asked me to pick up something for his girlfriend, probably close to the same size, maybe another nightgown, I'm not sure if she would want something sexy or comfortable.”
“Hmm, this is for his girlfriend, not a wife?”
“Yes.”
“Okay, I think something sexy would probably be better then.”
We walked to another rack of nightgowns, a completely different style and she looked through them, picking out a light red gown, completely sheer and silky, with sheer panties and an equally sheer small robe cover-up.
“Do you think she might like this one?”
“I think it would be perfect for her, she's a very pretty girl and he adores her.”
“Are you sure about the size?”
“Pretty sure, she's almost exactly the same size as my wife, maybe just a little fuller in the bust.” Then I added, “She's probably close enough that she could even wear my wife's nightgown.”
Jacqui smiled just a little at that, but never broke her professionalism.
“Then this should be perfect for her. Would your friend want it gift wrapped too?”
“Please, yes.”
I made my purchases and as I was walking out the door, I saw Jacqui watching me and she threw me a little kiss, which I returned. That was the only time in the whole exchange that she acknowledge she knew me. Well, that was fun, I thought, maybe the car and shoes weren't so dumb after all... I was feeling pretty good and felt like jumping up and clicking my heels on my way back to the car.




Chapter 11

That evening I sat at my computer, starting to work on this story, enjoying every minute of it, occasionally glancing at the two gift-wrapped packages on the edge of my desk, not knowing where the story was going in the coming weeks. I couldn't imagine a guy having a better life than I did right then...a wonderful wife who I loved unwaveringly and a beautiful girlfriend who that wonderful wife knew about and approved of wholeheartedly. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.
When I went to bed, it still had the distinctive odor of Jacqui's perfume and it felt pretty lonely, but I was tired after being awake much of the night before and writing late into the night. I went to sleep quickly and Sunday I slept in. When I woke up, I realized I still hadn't heard anything from Michelle since she had left. That made me a little nervous, but I didn't want to bother her. I had a pretty good idea she was in Mike's arms one way or the other.
I went to Church with Michelle's parents. My parents lived in Pendleton, Oregon, about 50 miles away so I didn't see them as much as Michelle's. After Church, I worked on the story a little bit, cleaned up the yard, getting ready for spring, since it was mid-April and spent a good share of the day wondering what time Michelle would get home and working more on the story. I didn't expect her until late in the evening and was pretty anxious. I was nervous about telling her about my night with Jacqui, and still pretty nervous that I hadn't heard anything from her all weekend.
That afternoon, I had another thought. I had left Michelle's sexy teddy on the bed and I wondered if I could still smell the perfume Jacqui used Friday night, so I went in and held it to my nose and breathed in. It was there, but oh so faint. I wanted Michelle to know exactly what we had done, so I found the perfume Jacqui used and sprayed the teddy with it so it would be very obvious when Michelle got home.
Seven o'clock came around and no Michelle, eight, nine, ten and still nothing from her. I was starting to get a little frightened and finally called her, no answer. Now, I was definitely starting to get worried. Even after all this time, I didn't have Mike's phone number. I swore then that I wanted his number before she went to see him again.
Every minute was dragging, had she been in an accident? I hadn't heard from her all weekend, did she decide not to come home at all? As much as I trusted her, that thought still petrified me this late. I tried to call her a couple more times, both times it went straight to her answering machine. It was eleven fourteen when I saw headlights coming down our street and held my breath, please turn in our driveway, please turn in.
When the headlights did turn in, I breathed again and realized I had been shaking with fear. I loved this girl who had just come home to me. I realized then the difference between the lust I felt for Jacqui and the love I had for my wife.
When she walked in the door, I took her in my arms, kissed her and told her how scared I had been. She apologized and said her cell phone was dead and she had left the charger in Mike's car. I asked her how her weekend was and she told me it had been absolutely wonderful, but she was too tired to tell me the details but would tomorrow.
We went to bed and when Michelle saw the teddy on the bed she asked me about it. I asked her to smell it and maybe it'd give her a hint. She did so, looking a little surprised.
“I know that's my perfume, but I haven't used it for a long time.”
“I know. Jacqui spent Friday night with me and I asked her to wear it. She borrowed some of your perfume and I think a little of your make-up too.”
Michelle took another smell and smiled, “And did you and Jacqui have a good time Friday night?”
Now was the time of truth that I had decided to be honest with her.
“Honey, do you remember me telling and showing you how wonderful it had been with Jacqui when I slept with her the night Mike was here?”
“Yes, as I recall, we had a pretty good night when you pretended I was Jacqui.”
“Well, I wasn't exactly just pretending. I was really imagining you were her. But what I wanted to tell you about last Friday is that that first night with Jacqui didn't even hold a candle to last Friday. She wore your nightgown, put on your perfume, make-up and a pair of your high heels.” I paused a little bit, summoning my courage. “When we went to bed, it was so good I was afraid to tell you. It felt like something I didn't think I could ever give up.”
Michelle whispered, “Are you in love with her?”
“No, I realized since that I loved the sex, I'm infatuated with her, I lust for her, but love? No.”
“Remember when you asked me about the emotional waterfall? How close I was to going over the falls with Mike? That you wanted me as close to the edge as possible. Are you there with Jacqui, right at the very edge.”
“I've thought about it a lot since Friday, and no, I'm not at the edge of the waterfall, probably not even very close to it, but definitely drifting that way.”
“Then, sweetheart, I think you should keep seeing her, just don't go over the waterfall. Since Jacqui came into our lives, I've discovered something about myself too. Now I understand why you want to see me with Mike and I'm the same way with you and Jacqui. It thrills me so much thinking of you and her together, making the sweetest love possible. And as far as Jacqui wearing my things Friday, I absolutely love it! That makes it almost like I was there with you emotionally, helping you, coaxing you on making love with her.”
I looked at my wife, wondering how it would be possible to love anyone more than I did her.
“I love you honey, thank you. What about you and Mike, I know you're tired, but can you give me a hint?”
“All I really want to say before we go to sleep is that it was probably every bit as good as you described with Jacqui. Now, can we go to sleep?”
“Wait, wait, one more thing. ” I jumped up and ran to my office, bringing back the package from Victoria's Secret. “I have something for you,” and handed her the package.
She looked at it, then at me and her hands shook as she started to unwrap it. When she had the nightgown out, she held it out away from her.
“It's beautiful, I love it. Thank you!” she told me.
She got up, pulled it over head and felt down the sides of it, “It's so soft and comfy. I love it.”
She climbed back into bed, with me right behind her, spooning her, my head alongside hers in an all night snuggle.
Michelle cooked a pot roast dinner for Monday night. After the dishes were done, we sat on the couch and talked, I had told Michelle most everything significant about my weekend, so I asked about hers.
“Honey, it was everything I imagined it could be. We made the sweetest love that I think is possible, we went out all day Saturday and Sunday, just spending time together and doing fun things, exactly what I wanted to be able to do.
“We went to the Mount St Helens National Monument Saturday, made love Saturday night, then went to Pike Street Market and the Seattle underground Sunday. It was a little after seven when we got back to his house and I started home.”
“And how close are you getting to the edge of the waterfall?”
“I admit I'm definitely drifting closer like you are.”
“I love it. We both have to make an agreement, when either of us gets a quarter inch from the edge, we need to let the other know. That's when we'll need to back off.”
She kind of looked down a little bit. I was wondering just how close she already was, and if she'd be able to back off then, or if I would. But she said, “Okay.”
“Did he say anything about the job in Prosser, are they going to get it?”
She brightened up at that question.
“They did get it. He's going to start meeting them a week from Tuesday, the twenty-ninth.”
“So, do you plan on spending some Tuesday nights in Prosser?”
“I think so, he said he'd let me know. He won't be there every Tuesday night, but quite a few of them.”
Michelle and I resumed our routine of lovemaking nightly. It seemed that every one of our ‘dalliances' made our lovemaking sweeter, so that neither of us wanted the other to quit seeing our ‘friend'.
I talked to Jacqui Tuesday morning before work and we decided to go out to dinner again Wednesday. I knew that I wasn't going to want to go to bed with her again yet after the intensity of last Friday. I want to preserve that passion for every time we do sleep with each other. Plus, I thought we needed to discuss our relationship without the complication of more sex for a while.
I picked her up and we went back to the Black Angus where it's quiet enough to have a discussion without yelling to each other. I asked her what she was thinking about ‘us'.
“Robert, I remember what you told me about you and Michelle. I know I'm falling for you and if I ever lose you it'll hurt bad. And the longer we go together, the more it will hurt. But I'm not ready to quit, I want to keep seeing you, even if at some time in the future that hurt comes. I know I'll eventually get over it and remember our wonderful time together.”
“Thank you, Jacqui. That's exactly how I feel. Right now, I feel like I need to have you in my life. Our sex the other day was the best I've ever had. But if it's okay with you, for a while, I'd like to spend time with you without the sex. Can we just date each other for a while?” I asked.
“I think that's sweet. I'll miss it, but I'd love to be your girlfriend. And, I've been wondering, did your friend's girlfriend like the nightgown we picked out?”
“That was fun, wasn't it? But no, he hasn't given it to her yet. I think he's waiting for an extra special time to give it to his extra special girl.”
“Mmm, I can't wait to hear how she likes it. Are we still on for square dancing Friday night? I've got Tina lined up to cover for me and I love it, so much fun.”
“Sure are, I'll pick you up at the store at six.”
After dinner, I took her home, walked her to the door again and kissed her.
“This is going to be hard, to say good night at the door for a while isn't it?”
“Uhunh, I'd a lot rather say good night after some time in the bedroom,” I replied.
On Friday, Michelle, Jacqui and I went to the square dance lesson again. Afterward, I dropped Michelle off at home and went to dinner with Jacqui, then took her home and kissed her goodnight again. I didn't know how long I'd be able to do this.
We had the same routine the following week, dinner with Jacqui on Wednesday, square dancing and dinner Friday. Every time I saw her, the closer we became. Michelle talked on the phone with Mike quite a bit, anticipating seeing him Tuesday.
When Tuesday morning finally did arrive, Michelle packed a small bag again with clothes for the next day at work, no nightgown again. She rarely wore anything with me, sometimes the new one I bought her if she knew we weren't going to make love, which didn't happen too often; we still made love nearly every night. She certainly knew she wasn't going to wear anything to bed when she was with Mike.
Wednesday evening, when I got home after taking Jacqui home, Michelle was there. I had missed her when she was gone Tuesday night and knew that would be recurring, probably nearly every Tuesday for the foreseeable future. She didn't talk about their lovemaking or what they did. I had told her she could leave it to my imagination. She told me I didn't have nearly good enough an imagination for that.
Anyway, she told me that Mike wanted to take her on a little vacation to Reno on Memorial Day. Once again, she told him she would, without discussing it with me. They were flying out of Pasco Friday afternoon, then staying in the Silver Legacy and would be home Monday night.
I really wish she had talked to me about it first before agreeing. Especially with the fact that Michelle was going to be sleeping with Mike one night every week now, it made me really nervous about her going on vacation with him too. She and I had always done something special Memorial Day weekend.
I knew that women are a lot more emotional about lovemaking than men. Michelle had been spending a lot of time making love with Mike and I hadn't been hearing any details about her Tuesday nights. It was more than a little unsettling.
I had backed off having sex with Jacqui because it scared me how intense our lovemaking was the last time. Michelle told me she and Mike were just as intense, but they've only deepened their time together. It's what I had told her in the beginning, so I felt like I couldn't complain. Especially since our sex together was so fantastic.
After Michelle told me about her and Mike going to Reno, she suggested I ask Jacqui about taking her somewhere over that weekend. It was already late when Michelle and I had this little conversation, so I waited until the next morning and called Jacqui. She said she'd have to check the schedule, but would love to if she could work it out. They don't close over the weekend or Memorial Day like mine and Michelle's offices. Mike's was much more flexible, so he could arrange time off about anytime.
Thursday evening about nine-thirty, I got a call back from Jacqui saying she had reserved those three days off.
“Where are we going?” she asked.
I hadn't decided yet, but was thinking about the Oregon coast. I thought whatever I did decide, I'd surprise her.
“I don't know yet, and I don't think I'll tell you until we get there.”
“Ooh, exciting. Sounds like it'll be fun.”
“I hope so. I'll try to make some reservations. See you tomorrow night?”
“I'll be ready.”
It took me about thirty-seven seconds after I got off the phone to decide where I wanted to take Jacqui. I called the Shilo Inn in Seaside, Oregon to see if they had any rooms still available. They had a couple, one that I wanted on the second story overlooking the ocean. Kind of expensive, but for three days of bliss with my beautiful girlfriend? Well worth whatever it cost.
When I hung up, I told Michelle of my plans and how much I would be looking forward to three days of bliss with Jacqui. Michelle smiled and kissed me, whispering to me, “Mmm, me too, with my boyfriend.”




Chapter 12

I'd like to say the time flew by for the next three weeks, but it would be a fib. Jacqui and I continued our two nights a week. We made out in the car, in the park and on her front steps, but I never went inside her house. I knew if I did, we would both be lost in lovemaking. Now that I had a definite plan, I wanted to make it extra special.
Michelle and I were still making love, but by now I knew that wasn't going to make lovemaking with Jacqui any less intense or her lovemaking with Mike any less intense. Jacqui and I left each other feeling more and more frustrated after every one of our dates. I wasn't sure how much closer to loving her I could get without losing myself completely to her, but it never occurred to me what three days with her would do to us, only how much I was looking forward to it.
When Michelle came home Wednesdays after spending Tuesday night with Mike, it seemed like she was getting more and more dreamy, but maybe it was only my imagination. She did miss one Tuesday with him because of her monthly and was pretty grumbly about it. I put it down to the fact that she was often grumbly during her monthly, but this definitely seemed different.
I think she has been growing to depend on fairly regular lovemaking with him. If it hadn't been for my anticipation of the upcoming weekend with Jacqui, I probably would have noticed it a lot more and been more worried than I was. Still though, whenever I thought about Michelle and Mike making love together I got that same thrill. Tuesday nights when she was with him, I was hard most of the night trying to imagine what they were doing together.
Jacqui had asked me several times where we were going and I kept telling her it was my secret.
“But, what kind of clothes do I take, will it be cold, warm or what?”
“There will be a pool, so you'll want a bathing suit, it won't be either hot or cold, probably sixties or seventies if we're lucky. Nothing particularly formal,” I told her.
“Okay, I'll figure out something.”
Finally, May twenty-third rolled around. That morning, Michelle and I packed separate bags for different destinations the first time since we were married. I think both of us were too wrapped up in our own world to even realize what was happening to us. When we left for work that morning, we kissed passionately and told each other to have a good time.
Jacqui got off just a few minutes before six that night and took her car home. I picked her up about a quarter after. We had about a five hour drive in front of us, but it was a drive to look forward to, with my girlfriend beside me and anticipating the nights and days ahead. We still hadn't made love together since that Friday over a month ago, but had been out on dates two days a week ever since and developed a pretty strong emotional bond between us.
Jacqui slept and I held her hand much of the way. It was relatively late, so not much traffic, especially through Portland and on down to Seaside. Jacqui still didn't know where we were going, except west on I-84. When we go to Seaside, she was sleeping right up until I pulled into the Shilo check-in lane. I reached over and shook her to wake her up.
“Sweetheart, we're there, wake up.”
She batted her eyes open, trying to wake up and asked me, “Okay, where's there?”
“Hear those waves, that's the ocean, right behind out hotel. We're in Seaside with an ocean view room.”
I let Jacqui wait in the car to get herself awake a little more while I checked us in as ‘Mr and Mrs Robert Robinson'. I had to admit it sounded good referring to Jacqui as my wife. Not sure how well Michelle will like it when she reads this though; although I suspect she'd already checked in at Reno as Mike's wife, and would be in bed with him, since it was after midnight there.
We carried our bags up to our room. We had a nice king size bed (I didn't really think we'd need one much bigger than a twin size). We opened the door to our second story patio overlooking the ocean and smelled that fresh sea air. The Shilo is right on the beach. Michelle and I had been on that beach several times at their fourth of July celebrations. Never in a million years would I have suspected I'd be in a room with a girl other than Michelle, while Michelle is vacationing with another guy.
As soon as we were settled in our room, I found the package Jacqui wrapped for me in Victoria's Secret and handed it to her.
“I guess my friend decided his girlfriend didn't need it, so he let me keep it and give it to my special girl. I've been saving it for a special time with you.”
Jacqui got a tear in her eye, told me thank you and sat on the bed to unwrap it. She held it out and caressed it like she hadn't ever seen it before and gave me a very nice kiss on the lips.
I told her, “The sales girl was really helpful. She was nice and extremely pretty, you should meet her sometime.”
“I understand that all their sales girls are pretty.”
“They are, but this one is especially pretty, much more so than the others.”
Jacqui, smiled at that gave me another kiss, “I'm jealous, I thought I was your favorite sales girl.
“What really made you come in the store that day? I'm pretty sure you hadn't intended to buy nightgowns.”
I told her what I had thought about my car and my shoes dragging me there, which rewarded me with a cute giggle.
“I needed to see you, I missed you.”
She found her overnight bag with her make-up in it, went to the dressing room and told me she'd be out in a few minutes. I knew from experience that her ‘few minutes' would seem like forever. And also that it would be worth every second of the wait. While she was getting ready, I undressed and climbed into bed.
Twenty two minutes and fourteen seconds later, Jacqui opened the dressing room door and walked out into the room. Oh my God, she could transform herself into splendor. She walked in wearing the little gown, so beautiful.
She climbed in bed with me and asked, “Do you think we can do better than the last time.”
“I don't see how, but we can try.”
We wrapped our arms around each other and kissed, the first time we've kissed like this in over a month. It had been so long without her! We ran our hands up each other's bodies, I kissed her breasts, down her stomach and between her legs with my tongue exploring inside her while she writhed under me, then kissed back to her lips and let her taste herself on my lips. I wanted so bad to take her, but wanted this excruciating heaven like experience to last all night if it could. We both simply backed off and held each other and Jacqui whispered in my ear, “I love you.”
I couldn't help but smile and whisper back to her, “I love you too.” The significance of what we had both said wasn't lost on me. I knew the problems that would be upcoming and didn't know what we were going to do, but this weekend I wasn't going to worry about it. I did love this girl and we had this weekend to enjoy with nothing to distract us. The emotional waterfall Michelle and I had talked about? I knew I was over the edge and madly in love.
Our kisses became even more passionate and frantic if that was possible, Jacqui whispered to me over and over again, “I love you, I love you!” Finally, neither one of us could stand it any longer. I slipped the little panties down off of her and she pulled me over on top of her to make love with her. I think from her expression she was surprised at how big and hard I was when I entered her.
She groaned and blurted out, “Oh Robert, I love you.”
She lifted her hips up off the bed and wrapped her legs around me as I thrust in and out of her. I wanted this to last as long as possible, each time I thrust into her, I paused while her pussy throbbed around me, then I'd pull out and thrust into her and pause again. I knew I was coming close to my end, Jacqui tensed and moaned out, telling me to not stop, so I thrust in and out while she violently climaxed around me. I don't know how, but I hadn't yet, so I pulled out and back in several more times, bringing both of us to more and more euphoria and I couldn't hold any longer and thrust into her, holding there spasming my hot cum into her while she contracted around me.
In the aftermath of our love-making, I couldn't help but tell her again, “Jacqui, I love you.”
She smiled and held me tightly to her and said, “Yes, I think it was even better than last time.”
I had to agree, the last time was sex, this was love.
The next morning, I woke up fairly early, a little after eight, I didn't want to waste this weekend sleeping. I was with my girl and had other activities in mind. I quietly slipped out of bed, went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth, then back into bed beside her. I looked at her sleeping next to me and couldn't help but smile. I leaned over her and took a nipple in my mouth. Jacqui started to squirm and moan, still sleeping, so I sucked on her breast a little harder, rolling her nipple between my lips. Her hips started to sway and she woke up.
When she remembered where she was she said, “You told me last night you love me, didn't you.”
“Yes I did and I meant it too.”
“Mmm, that feels good, but I have to go to the bathroom.”
After she got up, I laid there wondering about Michelle and what she was doing this morning. I thought to myself that loving Jacqui didn't take away from my feelings about my wife, but I suspected her and Mike might have had a conversation similar to ours while they were making love last night. But I wasn't going to let my worries affect my weekend with Jacqui.
I heard the shower come on in the bathroom, but she hadn't closed the door, so I had to take a peek. There she was behind the translucent door, naked, washing her hair. I was mesmerized watching this beautiful girl throwing her head back, rinsing her hair out, then taking the bar of soap and washing down her body, over her breasts, down between her legs. I thought about joining her, but was enjoying simply watching too much. When she finished, she reached out for the towel, then stepped out of the shower, to see me watching her.
“I'm sorry, you're so beautiful, I couldn't help it.”
She smiled at me and continued to dry herself off, I think, making an extra effort to be sensual.
When she finished, she spoke, “My turn to watch you.”
When I got up earlier, I had slipped my boxers on, so now I stepped into the bathroom and pulled them back down in front of her, showing her that I was very, very hard and ready for love that morning.
She kissed me and whispered, “Shower first.”
I turned the water back on and stepped in with the soap and shampoo then closed the translucent shower door so she'd have the same view I had before, doing my best to give her a good show, especially washing over and around my hard cock. When I stepped out to dry, I was surprised that Jacqui had put on a pair of sexy Victoria's Secret panties and bra and was just slipping a blouse on.
“You thought we were going back to bed didn't you? I plan to keep you wanting on this trip.”
She was right, I definitely thought we were going back to bed. But it did sound kind of fun, going through the day lusting for her. As I watched, she finished dressing in her soft blouse, then a pair of slacks cut to show her figure. When she was dressed, she moved to the mirror and started to put on her makeup, darting her eyes back and forth in the mirror between her face and mine.
I remember watching a movie one time with the beautiful woman sitting at her dressing table putting on her makeup with her boyfriend watching and thought how sexy it was. Now that it's me watching my beautiful woman with her makeup I realized it's beyond sexy.
When she finished and smiled at me with that beautiful face, I came out of my trance and decided I needed some clothes on as well. After I dressed, I took Jacqui's hand and we stepped out onto our balcony and watched the ocean on the Seaside beach, simply standing there holding hands seeing the beautiful view in front of us.
There was still so much I didn't know about Jacqui. I asked her, “Have you ever been to the Oregon coast before?”
“Once when I was a little girl, we took a vacation there. I don't remember very much except how pretty it was.”
“Why haven't you ever come back? You don't live that far away.”
“I don't know, I guess I was waiting for the perfect time with the perfect guy.” And she took me in her arms and kissed me.
We went to breakfast in the Shilo dining room. Jacqui had a crab omelet and I had the shrimp. While we were eating, I asked her if there was anything special she wanted to do that day?
“I don't know, maybe snuggle, then kiss, then tell you I love you again, then make love.”
Two could play at her game of keeping me wanting.
“I meant is there anything special you want to go see?”
“Only thing I can think of right now is your naked body.”
I told her about the little park and beach a few miles South, Oswald West State Park, how beautiful it was, about the tide pools with starfish, little crabs and other fish in them.
“I thought we'd try to go there this afternoon when it warms up. It'll be a perfect time to go there. Before then, I thought maybe we could visit some of the little tourist shops here in Seaside, then drive down the coast and see the scenery.”
Poor Jacqui seemed to have a one track mind, “I'm thinking that my idea of keeping you wanting me wasn't such a good idea.”
It was obvious that that day, we were both going to be wanting each other. Actually, I thought that would make the day much better and was glad Jacqui said it in the morning.
We ventured out onto the ‘boardwalk' of Seaside, which was abundant with cute little shops. I bought Jacqui a funny hat and we found some pretty costume jewelry and a sexy Japanese Kimono. Mostly, we simply enjoyed holding hands and wandering through the touristy shops. The wonderful feeling of the sexual tension between us seemed to grow with each minute. We couldn't help but steal a kiss from each other occasionally.
We were fortunate that the day was unseasonably warm for the Oregon coast, forecast to be in the mid-seventies by afternoon, almost unheard of at that time of year. We found a nice little restaurant with an outdoor dining area for lunch, then went back to the hotel to change into something warmer to drive down the coast to Oswald West. I suggested to Jacqui that we might want to put on some swimsuits under our clothes in case it was warm enough on the beach to get in the water for a little bit.
If you've never been on the Oregon coast, you've missed a treat. There are positively gorgeous scenic vistas one after the other, each with a turnout so you can stop and enjoy the view. It's only about fifteen miles to Oswald West, but with all the stops, it took well over an hour. Jacqui especially enjoyed the trip as she hadn't seen any of it since she was little. It was a beautiful Memorial Day weekend, so there was also a lot of traffic on Highway 101.
Oswald West is a short, probably quarter mile long, curving beach with towering vertical bluffs on both ends and in behind much of it. I think it's the most beautiful beach on the coast. It's about a half mile walk from the highway. There used to be primitive tent camping, but the camping was closed after several of the trees in the campground were discovered to be rotten and in danger of falling. At the far end of the beach is a rocky outcropping into the ocean and dozens of little tide pools where you can play with the marine life, even at high tide. One time Michelle and I saw a baby white seal in a little cave in the bluffs.
Jacqui had a backpack of items she wanted to carry down to the beach which I carried for her. As soon as we crossed the little suspension bridge over a creek, the view of the beach opens up.
Jacqui seemed to like the view, “Oh My God Robert, this is beautiful!”
I certainly had to agree, especially when seeing it for the first time. We walked down the little stair onto the beach, the first time Jacqui had been on the ocean beach in probably twenty years.
We walked down the beach, both of us taking off our shoes to feel the sand between our toes and walked just at the edge of the surf where the cold water would come up about six inches on our ankles. The sand dropped off pretty steep, so we didn't dare venture out too far. There were a few other people up and down the beach, a lot fewer than I expected on such a nice day.
When we got to the far end where the tide pools were, Jacqui couldn't help but play with the wildlife, putting her fingers in the sea anemones to watch them close up, petting the starfish, finding and trying to pick up the hermit crabs without getting pinched. She was having fun like a little girl again. We checked out the little cave where Michelle and I had seen the baby seal and marveled at the waterfall cascading down the bluffs.
Since it was so warm, Jacqui suggested we change into our swimsuits. She had a blanket in her backpack that we laid down on the cool sand and stripped our clothes off down to our suits. I couldn't help but watch Jacqui removing her pants and blouse in awe, down to her tiny bikini that I hadn't seen before.
She laid down on the blanket and asked me to join her. I laid down with her and kissed her, caressing her soft skin with my hands. Our tongues explored each other and every time I kissed her, I was amazed at her soft lips on mine. I held her face in my hands as I kissed all over her.
Yes, there were other people on the beach who couldn't help but see us making out, which made it all the hotter. She rolled toward me and I pulled her bikini top off of one breast and sucked her into my mouth. It was so damn hot, her with practically nothing on and both of us knowing we couldn't actually make love… we weren't quite that blatant exhibitionists.
I don't know how long we laid there making out, but it was early evening when we rolled up the blanket and pulled some clothes back on. I would have liked to have stay until later to show Jacqui the beautiful sunset, but neither of us were in any condition to wait that much longer. We needed to get back to the hotel. Besides, there would be a beautiful sunset across the ocean outside our patio door.
On the drive back, our ardor did cool a little, so we decided to eat before going to the hotel. We found Angelina's Pizzeria, which sounded good to us. We guessed good, their pizza was outstanding. Jacqui couldn't help but giggle like a little girl when we talked about her putting her fingers in the anemones on the beach and them closing around her, trying to eat her finger.
I couldn't stand it any longer and asked her what she intended to wear after we got back to the hotel.
“Wouldn't you like to know? That's for me to know and you to find out.”
She was killing me with anticipation. We had only made love one time last night and spent a good share of the day ogling each other or outright making out. It was nearly sunset and I wanted to get back to the hotel, for more reasons than one.




Chapter 13

At the hotel, Jacqui once again took her bag into the bathroom and closed the door. Whoever said that a beautiful woman is worth the wait must have known Jacqui. She fit the description perfectly. She made me wait, then showed me how worthwhile the wait had been. I had already stripped down to my boxers and waited. Once again, she walked out into the room transformed into a creature of beauty. She was wearing a very transparent little black babydoll gown, without the panties and had replaced the sand and grit with splendor.
The sun was just setting over the ocean, so we turned the room lights off, took a chair and went out onto our deck to watch the sunset. Jacqui sat on my lap, alternately kissing me and looking at the beautiful view. Yes, there were people out on the beach who only had to look up to see a beautiful girl in a very sexy babydoll kissing the luckiest guy on earth.
When dark arrived, we settled back inside the room snuggling each other on the bed. Jacqui and I aren't particularly creative in our lovemaking, but there simply isn't any improvement on laying next to Jacqui kissing all over her body and her kissing all over mine. We alternated between kissing and holding each other, never wanting to let go and whispering sweet nothings in each others ears, including plenty of the love word. We knew that the longer we could play and love each other that the sweeter the lovemaking would be, but it's only humanly possible to postpone the inevitable for so long.
When the inevitable arrived and we couldn't resist any longer, I whispered to Jacqui to roll over on her knees and hands. I positioned myself behind her and slowly parted her pussy lips with my cock, stretching that glorious body around me.
“Oh God, Jacqui, sweetheart, love, you feel so good!”
“Mmhmm, mmm, mmm,” was the only thing she could mumble out as we made love together.
We had teased and tortured each other all day and into the night. Our lovemaking seemed to get better each time as we became more familiar with each other's bodies and our love for each other deepened. Nothing could feel better than thrusting deep inside her, then letting that glorious pussy take over, caressing me, squeezing me, then we'd repeat. I'd pull out and thrust back in letting her squeeze me again, over and over.
With the amount of lovemaking Michelle and I had been doing, I was getting so much better at controlling my orgasm, prolonging the agony of ecstasy. Jacqui on the other hand hadn't been making love nearly as much. She orgasmed over and over again, clenching my cock inside her pussy each time as her body convulsed in pleasure. When my release finally came, Jacqui and I both were virtually screaming. I realized afterward that I was gripping her breasts so tight as to cause her pain, but she said it only intensified her orgasm.
We collapsed, me on top of her, still inside her and still fairly hard. We laid like that, me kissing the back of her neck and her shoulders and whispering in her ear that I loved her. Jacqui laid under me purring like a kitten.
We woke up once during the night kissing each other and made love again, slowly and sweetly, then went back to sleep spooning with me in front and Jacqui's head in the crook of my neck.
The next morning, we didn't make love again, realizing how much we had both loved the anticipation of night and the sexual energy between us during the day.
At breakfast, I suggested to Jacqui, “Lets go North today, there's lots of things I'd like to show you, the old Peter Iredale shipwreck, the Astor Column, a little bit of fort Stevens and the re-creation of Fort Clatsop where Lewis and Clark spent the winter.”
It was going to be another warm day, so I suggested she wear some shorts and comfortable shoes.
“We'll be on the beach at Fort Stevens, so if you want, you can wear the bikini again, but there'll be quite a few more people around.”
“Are you sure you want me to?”
“Mmm hmm, I'd love for you to. But it's up to you, just know there will be lots of people.”
Jacqui put on a pair of shorts that showed off her pretty legs. I wore shorts too, but mine definitely didn't have the same effect. We jumped in the car and headed north. I couldn't resist reaching over and putting my hand on those legs, caressing the inside of her thighs.
I kept glancing over at her, her pretty hair tied up with a little band, wondering that this beautiful girl had become mine. I thought back to the first time I met her when I was so nervous and went in Victoria's Secret looking for clothes for Michelle and she helped me. That was about the first of February, not quite four months ago and we'd actually started dating just two months ago. Simply impossible to comprehend.
I drove up to the Astor Column, sitting at the very peak of the hills in Astoria. It's a hundred and twenty-five foot tall column, made of concrete with murals showing Oregon's history painted all around the exterior and a spiral stair in the middle leading to the observation floor at the top. Jacqui and I were amazed at the pretty flower gardens surrounding it. I let Jacqui go first up the spiral stair and occasionally had to give her a little push on her butt (well maybe ‘had to' isn't exactly totally accurate).
From the top there's a fantastic view of Astoria, all the way out to the ocean and of the Columbia River with the four mile long bridge snaking its way across the river to Washington. Looking at this view seemed like a good place for some romance to me (actually everyplace seemed good for romance this weekend), so I drew Jacqui to me and we kissed passionately, giving the four other people on the observatory quite a thrill as well. I thought again that the night was going to be a long time from then.
An older lady asked us how long we'd been married. Jacqui blushed a little bit and told her, “Since Friday,” obviously thinking back to when I'd checked us in the Shilo as Mr and Mrs.
“I could tell it hadn't been long. You two have fun.”
“Oh, I'm sure we will,” then Jacqui surprised me a little bit when she added, “Especially tonight!” The lady got a grin on her face and blew us a kiss.
We drove back down, the road is almost as spiral as the stair, winding down the little peak, then toward Fort Stevens. In Warrenton, I stopped at the boat dock and took Jacqui's hand and we walked out to the dock, along the lines of boats. The waves slapping against the boats, the smell of the ocean and the fish from the boats and the up and down motion on the dock was almost intoxicating. I loved it, especially the holding hands part. Jacqui seemed to enjoy it too.
Finally, through Fort Stevens State Park and down to the beach where the old Peter Iredale shipwreck skeleton still juts up out of the sand. When we parked the car, I wondered if Jacqui was going to wear the bikini down on the beach, so I asked her, “The bikini?”
She looked at all the people down on the beach and said, “I think the shorts are okay.”
I was a little disappointed, but not surprised. When we got down on the sand, we both took our shoes off and laid them down, remembering where they were. Jacqui threw sand on me, so I returned the favor with her giggling and running away, down to the surf. She ran out into the waves, turning around and daring me to follow her. When I did and as soon as I started to get close to her, she splashed water all over me and took off running again, through the water as it was coming in and getting deeper. She ran out until it was nearly waist deep and I tackled her, sending both of us tumbling under the cold water with another wave going over our heads.
When we caught our footing again and stood up, I realized what the water had done. Jacqui's nipples were totally erect from the cold water and her blouse and bra had become nearly transparent, showing them and her breasts off very clearly. I don't think she realized it as she stumbled back toward the shore. At one point a big wave came in and Jacqui laid back and let it float her toward shore. The wave was nearly to my chest but I wasn't brave enough to let it float me like Jacqui was doing.
When we stumbled back out of the water, Jacqui grabbed me and wrapped herself around me giving me a long wet kiss. When she backed away from me, she was so beautiful with water dripping off of her, her wet hair hanging down her back and especially her nearly naked breasts. I couldn't help but grin and motion for her to look down at herself. When she realized what the water had down to her blouse and bra, her face turned bright red and she frantically tried to pull it away from her nipples to no avail. Being the gentleman I am, I let her struggle with it, thinking she was going to have to walk back up through all the people with her breasts on full display.
“I think maybe I should have worn the bikini.”
As a guy, I knew I would enjoy walking through the crowd, hand in hand with this beautiful, near naked girl.
When she had resolved that she didn't have any choice but to put herself on display, I took mercy on her and handed her my shirt. She thanked me and pulled it on over her head, giving her back her modesty.
We walked over to the Peter Iredale, then down the beach a little more where there weren't quite so many people and Jacqui pulled off my shirt, throwing it at me and ran back out into the surf. I put the shirt up on the beach where it'd stay dry and ran after her. We repeated our play from a while ago and I got up enough courage to let the waves float me in as well. We did it over and over again, getting accustomed to the cold water. When Jacqui decided she'd had enough, I tackled her one more time right at the edge of the surf, falling on top of her and kissed and caressed her with the water flowing in and out around us. She let me kiss her and play with a boob, but she wouldn't let me kiss said boob because people weren't quite far enough away. Oh well, a guy can only enjoy a girl so much I guess. In this case, I enjoyed this girl a lot.
Jacqui slipped my shirt back on to walk back to the car. When we got in the car, she gave it back to me, letting me enjoy the view on our way back to the hotel . We'd spent more time on the beach having fun than I thought we would, so it was too late for the other things I wanted to do. The sacrifices we guys have to make. By the time we got to the hotel, her blouse had dried a little so she wasn't displaying her breasts.
Back in the hotel, Jacqui made a point of very suggestively stripping out of her wet clothes in front of me, leaving my poor cock hard as a rock. This time, she let me shower with her, washing each other with the soap. It was especially fun washing her breasts off and down between her legs. She seemed to enjoy certain parts of me as well, but when I tried to insert my part into her part, she pushed me away and told me, “Later.”
Jacqui put on a short skirt and very suggestive blouse and we went to dinner in the nice Shilo dining room. We both wanted to go the lounge and listen to the country band and dance a little bit, but the pretty sunset was beckoning and won out, so we went back to our room.
On the way, I whispered to Jacqui, “What are you wearing tonight?”
“I have a nice surprise for you tonight. I think you'll like.” Argh! She was driving me crazy!
We went through the routine I was now used to, Jacqui went into the bathroom and closed the door, letting me wait. Waiting was getting harder and harder, having a pretty good idea what was to come and wondering what beautiful, sexy item she was going to be wearing when she came out of the bathroom. I stripped down to my boxers and laid on the bed to wait.
The door finally opened again and Jacqui stepped into the room…absolutely one hundred percent stark naked. She suggestively sauntered over to the bed, held her arms above her head and did a little pirouette.
“Do you like?” she asked.
Oh she was divine! Her makeup was perfect, her perfume, her everything was perfect.
“I think I do,” I told her.
She laid down on the bed beside me. We kissed, I ran my hands down her back, her thighs, over her breasts. Her skin was so soft. I think I probably kissed every square inch of her body and she mine. I noticed the beautiful sunset just taking place out of our patio door and asked her, “Do you want to do something fun?”
“Mmm, I think we are.”
“No, something a little different.”
She looked at me a little quizzically and I asked her, “Do you want to go out and watch the sunset?”
She looked down at her naked body remembering that there were people out on the beach who could see up on our deck.
“You mean like this?”
“Yeah, it'll be fun.”
She thought about it just a minute and said, “Okay, but first one more thing,” and she stripped my boxers off.
We both giggled as I pulled a chair out onto the deck and Jacqui sat on my lap, facing me. I told her to jump up one second, then turned the chair sideways so she could sit on my lap facing me and see the sunset too, (and anyone outside could get a little better view of the vixen on my lap.)
We kissed and I nibbled on her nipple, making her moan, forgetting that there could be people watching, then we kissed some more and I repositioned her slightly so that she could slide herself down over my throbbing cock.
“Oh God,” I moaned when she impaled herself on me. Jacqui was moaning as well when she started a slow up and down on me.
Could the people below tell what we were doing? Yeah, there were plenty people close enough to see us and hear us. This was definitely going to be a night to remember. We made love, and made love, and made love in the fading sunset. We both had a wonderful, intense orgasm and after we sat together, Jacqui still impaled on my cock and kissing me, I realized we hadn't turned the lights off in the room, so we had been illuminated to any voyeur who might have been watching and I noticed several people in beach chairs that were turned toward us instead of the sunset.
I couldn't help but point it out to Jacqui and she turned a bright red, “Oh My God, we didn't!”
“Actually, yes, I think we did.”
Jacqui got up off my lap and did her best to hide herself getting back in the room with me right behind her. She closed the drape, but I couldn't help but smile; as the drape was closing, Jacqui snuck a hand out the door and waved bye bye to our fan club.
When we climbed back into bed under the covers, I asked her, “Did you have fun?”
“I've never been so embarrassed in my life!” Then she giggled, “It was fun!”
I remember that I still hadn't given a second's thought to what I was going to say to Michelle when we both got home. But I knew I was madly in love with this girl in bed with me.
That night was a little melancholy because we knew we had to leave by eleven the following morning. We snuggled and kissed most of the night, making love once more, dozing a little off and on and telling each other how much we were in love.
In the morning, we stayed in bed until a little after nine and when Jacqui got up to take a shower, she called for me to join her. This time in the shower, Jacqui kissed me, wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. I backed her up to the edge of the shower stall and we made love with the hot water running over us. With her back firmly supported on the shower stall, and using her weight, I was able to plunge into her deeper and harder than before. With each plunge into her, Jacqui muttered, “Love you,” driving me to take her harder than we ever had before.
We dressed, loaded our bags and checked out of the hotel just before their checkout time. On our drive home we were both pretty quiet, but held hands most of the way. I thought about taking the old scenic highway up the Columbia Gorge, but I think we both wanted to get home and assess our thoughts about what was going to happen next.
About five-thirty, we drove into Kennewick and I dropped Jacqui off at her house. I carried her bags in for her, took her face in my hands and kissed her gently, telling her both with the kiss and words that this had been the most incredible weekend ever and how much I loved her. Jacqui started to cry that I had to leave, but I told her I'd call her tomorrow. She told me that because of taking the long weekend, she had to work Wednesday, so I knew the first we'd be able to see each other would be Friday. I was pretty teary as well when I had to leave her.




Chapter 14

Michelle wasn't scheduled to get back into Pasco until a little after nine, so I went to my computer room and worked more on this account and thought about Michelle and my feelings toward both her and Jacqui. I knew I still desperately loved Michelle and didn't have any idea what the future was going to hold for us. After Mike had been at our house and I had finished writing about that, I was totally confident in our future together, but now I simply didn't know what to do. I loved two women and simply couldn't hurt either. What to do? I guess I didn't think at that point about what Michelle's feelings might be after spending a weekend with Mike, very similar to my weekend with Jacqui.
I heard a car drive down our street and pull into our driveway at about nine-forty-five. Michelle walked in the door with a smile on her face. I wondered if she had been crying as well, but couldn't tell. We tentatively walked toward each other, stopped and I leaned in to kiss her. She kissed me back, wrapping her arms around my neck. We kissed and kissed, so glad to back with each other, but not yet contemplating the future.
When we snuggled in bed, I asked Michelle about her weekend. She said it had been fantastic, more than she could have expected. She told me that Mike had won a couple of hundred dollars playing blackjack, but lost it in the slot machines. Michelle hadn't ever gambled very much. We sometimes drover to Pendleton and put twenty dollars in the slots at Wildhorse, but that was the extent of it. In reality, I wasn't too concerned with the gambling, only her love life in Reno.
“How was it with Mike? Did you and him make love quite a bit?”
“Uh huh, yeah, I'd say it was quite a bit.
“Saturday, we took the rental car to Virginia City. Did you know the Silver Queen Saloon rents rooms over the saloon?” She didn't give me a chance to answer because she already knew I didn't know that. “We spent Saturday night in one of those rooms. They used to be used by the prostitutes. You have no idea what that did to our libido, knowing what that bed had been used for. We made love four times that night!”
Then she asked me the question I had been dreading, “How was your weekend? Did you and Jacqui enjoy it?”
How to answer that. It was late at night and I didn't want to get into the details when we were both tired, so I told her, “Yeah, it was pretty fantastic. We had a really good time. I'll tell you all about it tomorrow.”
We went to sleep without making love together, which bothered me quite a bit, but we did snuggle with each other through the night.
The next morning, I had decided that maybe the best way to talk to Michelle and not leave anything out was to put it down on paper and let her read it with me sitting next to her. I called the office and told them I wasn't feeling well and took a sick day. I think that was the first time I'd done that, taken a sick day without being sick. While Michelle was at work, I worked all day putting all the events and my thoughts down in this story to give her after dinner. I had just finished, up to dropping Jacqui off at her house when Michelle got home.
I had been busy all day so hadn't been too nervous, but now that she was there and I had finished the story for her to read, I was a nervous wreck. Michelle hadn't given me any clue that her situation with Mike had progressed beyond their sweet lovemaking and enjoying each other's company, but mine and Jacqui's certainly had.
I took her out to dinner at the Olive Garden because I didn't want a serious discussion in the restaurant. When we got home, I told her, “Babe, last night you asked about my trip with Jacqui. I put it all down and I'd like you to read it.”
She took the papers, almost thirty pages and started reading. At several points during the story, she giggled a little and smiled, looked up at me with adoring eyes and smiled. She hadn't said anything, just read. I knew she hadn't gotten to the trip yet from her reaction.
When her expression started to change, I knew she'd arrived at the parts that were going to hurt her, where Jacqui and I expressed our love for each other. She kept reading with tears starting to fall, nearly breaking my heart. She continued to the end, not saying anything, occasionally wiping the tears from her eyes and by the end she was nearly sobbing.
She put it down, her hands shaking and looked up at me with the tears falling from both of us and did her best to ask me, “Have I lost you?”
I wiped my own eyes and tried my best to answer her, “Baby, I love you! I don't know what to do. I can never leave you, but I know that I love Jacqui as well. I need her more than anything in the world,” then I added softly, “except you.”
I knew I simply didn't have any answer. I didn't know what was going to happen in our future. I did my best to wipe away Michelle's tears and kissed where they had been, but I knew I couldn't wipe away her heartbreak.
I took her hand and led her to bed. It was the first time in the last several months, we didn't make love for two nights in a row.
Before she read the story and went to pieces, she talked briefly about her trip to Reno with Mike, including their stay in an old bordello in Virginia City. We hadn't discussed very much of their trip because of the situation between me and Jacqui.
Wednesday morning we woke up and both of us had to work so we didn't have any quality time to discuss our situation. Then before Michelle left for work, she told me that because of the Monday holiday, Mike was meeting his client with the medical center on Wednesday instead of Tuesday, so she was going to Prosser right after work to spend the night with him.
Now I was truly becoming afraid of losing our marriage. Both of us needed to talk about last weekend to try and salvage what was so precious to us; our marriage and each other. Instead of that, Michelle had chosen to spend another night with her lover. It had been a week since she and I have made love together and tonight she chose Mike over me again.
To all our friends and family, Michelle and I had a perfect marriage and a perfect relationship. No one was aware of the game we had been playing the last several months. During Michelle's weekends away everyone assumed she was visiting a girlfriend from college. Our weekends away they assumed we were with each other. The square dance club knew about Jacqui, but only that she was a friend taking lessons.
I brooded over the possibility of losing Michelle all morning and finally in the early afternoon decided there wasn't any way I could spend the evening and night alone, so I called Jacqui and asked if I could spend the night with her at her house. She was more than thrilled that I was coming over. My day brightened considerably, but still the gloom of potentially losing Michelle was hanging in the back of my mind.
I remembered that on our first date, I had taken Jacqui some flowers. That evening after work, I stopped at a florist's shop and bought her a beautiful bouquet and vase. She didn't get home from work until a little after nine, so I had quite a bit of time to kill before I could see her. I thought about going to Victoria's Secrets to say ‘hi' before she got off work, but thought it would be a little dangerous. I didn't think her customers or manager would appreciate some guy practically ravaging her in the middle of the store, so I drove down to the river to watch the sunset. The one thing I didn't want to do was go home to an empty house.
I knew that Jacqui was usually home by nine-fifteen or so, so I drove into her driveway at nine twenty. I was thrilled that she was home. When I went to her door she opened it, and like our first date, she took the flowers, thanked me and put them on her table. This time though I didn't get a little peck on the cheek,. I got a fabulous mouth to mouth resuscitation kiss, her arms around my neck, hands in my hair pulling me to her.
When she finally broke away from me, I told her, “Wow, I like your hello!”
Then I asked her if she had eaten dinner yet. She hadn't, so I suggested we go to an upscale restaurant for a gourmet dinner. We agreed on McDonald's.
While sitting in the back corner of the upscale restaurant, we started talking about Michelle. “Honey, what did Michelle say? What did you tell her?”
“Well, Monday night, we didn't talk about it too much, we were both too tired. She told me just a little about her and Mike's weekend. Saturday night they stayed in an old historic whorehouse. She said they made love four times that night thinking about what the old bed had been used for in times past. Tuesday, I stayed home and finished writing the story about our weekend, and let her read it that night, so I wouldn't forget anything. She enjoyed reading about us making love until she realized how much we'd fallen in love with each other. By the time she got to the end, she was crying pretty hard; afraid she was losing me. I tried to reassure her, but I don't think I did a very good job.
“We didn't make love last night. That was the first time we we slept together and didn't for two nights in a row for as long as I can remember. This morning she told me she was going to spend tonight with Mike. I wanted to talk about everything, but she chose Mike instead.” I looked at her and admitted, “I'm afraid. I don't know what's going to happen to us. I don't want to lose her.”
Jacqui looked at me and whispered softly, “What about us; you and me?”
“I don't know. I'm torn between two loves now, and I don't know what to do. I know I want to enjoy every minute with you.”
“You say that like you don't think we'll be together much longer.”
I took both of her hands in mine and looked her straight in the eyes, “Jacqui, honey, I honestly don't know what's going to happen, between me and Michelle or between us. The one thing I do know is that I love you, and I want to enjoy every minute we have together.”
She smiled at me and made the suggestion I had been thinking all evening, “Then why don't we go back to my house and start enjoying?”
“Will I have to wait an hour for you to get ready for bed?”
“You silly man, it's never been an hour. But no, I think we'll do something else tonight.”
As soon as we walked through the door, Jacqui led me into her bedroom. She told me to sit while she put on music. Then she stood in front of me, took the knot from her hair (how the heck do girls tie their hair up like that anyway?), brushed it out down over her shoulders, and slowly did a striptease dance.
“You know sweetheart, you're so sexy you could do this for a living.”
She gave a little giggle, “I don't think Victoria's Secret would quite approve of that.”
“Maybe you could convince them you're just demonstrating their sexy lingerie.”
“Hmm, maybe. But my boyfriend might not approve.”
She turned away from me, looking over her shoulder with an impish grin as she unfastened her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She covering her breasts with her hands when she turned back to me.
“You might be right. He would probably want you all to himself.”
I pulled her to me, pushing her hands away from her boobs, caressed her soft skin and sucked a nipple into my mouth as she slipped her panties down off her beautiful hips.
She pushed me away from her and told me it was my turn; pulling me up off the bed and sitting down in my place to watch me strip.
I did my best to be as provocative as I could, but didn't think it would have the same effect as her stripping had on me. Maybe I was wrong. She was kind of licking her lips and pinching her nipples as I slipped my jeans and boxers down off my waist; letting my fully engorged cock bounce right in front of her. She knelt down in front of me and wrapped her beautiful lips around me.
I stood there, eyes closed, enjoying heaven with Jacqui's lips wrapped around my cock. Pulling me in and out of her mouth, she was doing her best to suck the sperm out of me. Reluctantly, I had to pull away from her, as I enjoyed making love with her too much to cum in her mouth. I pulled her up to me, standing at the foot of her bed, and as we kissed our naked bodies crushed against each other. Jacqui's arms were around my neck, pulling my lips tight to hers. I leaned into her as we fell backwards onto the bed. We were both literally frantic with lust, and my cock seemed to naturally find Jacqui's pussy and press inside her.
The feeling inside Jacqui's pussy was pure ecstasy. Her muscles tightened on me as they always did, but it's something I couldn't get used to, and such an exquisite feeling that it's simply impossible to describe. I was torn between simply keeping myself pushed deep inside her, feeling that pulsating, or plunging in and out or her.
I'd pulled out and plunged in several times, which only intensified that pulsing feeling when I rested inside her. Jacqui's legs were wrapped around me and she was moaning incoherently. Each time I plunged inside her she grunted and her hips rose to meet mine.
When that wonderful feeling of release started to rise in me I couldn't help but keep up the plunging, harder and harder, trying to reach inside her farther than ever before. As it continued to build, I could tell it was going to be one of the most incredible orgasms I had ever experienced. Jacqui's face was glistening with sweat and an excruciating expression of lust. I briefly thought that I would give anything to capture that expression with a camera, then all thought of anything dissolved into a breathtaking feeling of euphoria. My muscles tightened, and my cock exploded inside of her with spasm after spasm of hot cum. I was totally oblivious to anything else. Later, Jacqui told me that her orgasm was just as wrenching.
I think I realized later how much my emotions had affected me; the fear of losing my wife and my love for Jacqui had simply overwhelmed me. I didn't know how a person could love two people as much as I loved my wife and my girlfriend. Jacqui rolled away from me and I snuggled tight against her. I couldn't help but rub my hands over that soft skin and through her silky hair. It reminded me of that night fifteen years ago when my friend Alec was enjoying the feel of Michelle's soft skin for the first time before ravishing her through the night.
After the earth shattering sex Jacqui and I had just experienced, there wasn't any possibility of a repeat that night. I have to admit that as I laid there cupping Jacqui's soft breast in my hand, I couldn't help but think about that night in Kodiak and wish it was Michelle in my arms. God, how I loved that woman.
The next morning I awoke first and I had to get up as I had to be at work a couple of hours before Jacqui did. I couldn't help but watch her, her hair spread wildly on the pillow, one bare breast exposed above the sheet, her face so beautiful and innocent in sleep. I slowly slipped out of bed, careful to not wake her, then slipped into the shower and dressed in the clothes from the night before. Jacqui had an extra toothbrush for me to use, but I had to go to work with a light stubble on my face. When I was ready, I kissed Jacqui to wake her up, then sucked a nipple into my mouth, drawing out a moan from her. I told her it was time for her to get up, but I had to head out to work.
“I think I like that alarm clock,” she told me as I was leaving her bedroom.
I had a very long day at work Thursday. I knew that Michelle and I needed to talk and I was afraid of what might be said. As much as I had come to love Jacqui, Michelle was still my wife and I loved her dearly. The thought of losing her was just too painful to comprehend. As much as I enjoyed last night with Jacqui, I wished that Michelle had stayed home with me so we could have the discussion we needed to have about our future, and make love together again. I think I was more jealous of Mike that day than I had ever been before.
When five o'clock finally rolled around, I rushed home, hoping that Michelle would be there. I have to admit I wasn't sure that she would even be coming home at that point. When I drove down the street to our house and saw her car in our driveway I breathed a gigantic sigh of relief. My relief was tempered by fear of our upcoming discussion of our future.




Chapter 15

I opened the door, looked around, and saw my beautiful wife sitting at the kitchen table with her Amazon tablet I had gotten her on her last birthday, and a big diet coke. She got up as I walked over to her and gave me a very nice kiss on the lips and a hug. She didn't do anything to alleviate my fears as I would normally have expected a passionate kiss, rather than a nice kiss.
She sat back down and asked me, “How was your day today?”
“Okay I guess, pretty nervous most of the day.”
“About?”
“Us. What we're going to do now.”
“Yeah, me too. What did you do last night?
“I spent the night in Jacqui's bed making love with her. You?”
“Pretty much the same thing; Mike and I made love most of the night.” Then her voice got very quiet, “Mike told me again that he loved me and I told him I loved him too.”
“I suspected as much. You already know how Jacqui and I feel about each other. Where does that leave you and me?”
She was barely whispering, “This morning after I told Mike I loved him, he asked me to come to Seattle with him.”
My heart was pounding harder than I think it ever had. I was deathly afraid to ask her the next question that I was afraid I already knew the answer to, “You mean for another weekend?”
She looked at me straight in the eyes and whispered, “No, he meant permanently.”
It's amazing the thoughts that go through your head at a time like this. My whole body was shaking, even my hands were shaking. I thought about what Michelle and I had been through together since the night she walked up to me at a basketball game over fifteen years ago; how much we were in love. That sexy night in Kodiak that started all this, New Years Day when she first told me about Mike, and our efforts to have a baby together. Our square dancing, camping trips, and her assuring me she wouldn't ever want to move to a big city. The fun we've had, and finally how our game had spiraled so far out of control. I never had any idea so many thoughts could go through your mind in only a few seconds. I was so close to bursting into tears that it was nearly unbearable.
I was barely able to speak, “And you answered him how?” I was deathly afraid to hear her answer to that question.
“I told him,” She paused for what seemed like an eternity to me, in reality probably only a few seconds, while she gathered her thoughts, “No, not yet.”
I heard the word ‘no' and was able to breathe again, until I realized the rest of what she said, ‘not yet.'
“What does that mean, not yet?”
“I told him that you and I needed to talk first before I made a commitment like that. I need to know about you and Jacqui, what you want, and what about you and me?”
I took a deep breath. I knew that honesty was the only possibility we had of saving our marriage at this point.
“Honey, I can't lie to you. I never intended for it to happen, but I fell in love with Jacqui. I love making love with her, I think she's a wonderful girl, and we have fun together outside the bedroom. She's just about perfect.” I paused briefly trying to choke out my words, “The only thing is that she isn't you. I love you more than life itself. No one, not even Jacqui will ever be able to replace my love for you. After Jacqui and I made love last night, actually I guess the term ‘fucked' would be more appropriate for last night, I told her how afraid I was; that I didn't want to lose you.”
I took another deep breath after bearing my soul, “And I guess that brings us back to the question from a few minutes ago. What about you and Mike? How are you going to answer him?”
She looked down like she was afraid of her answer, “I still don't know. I love him. I don't know if I can be without him.”
“And me, do you still love me?” Tears were starting to flow from my eyes.
Now she looked back up at me with tears in her eyes as well, “Yes, I don't know how to live without you either. I don't know what to do. I love both of you.”
“But you're still thinking that you might go with him?”
She whispered to me ever so softly, “Yes.”
Now my tears were flowing hard; I was barely able to hold back from sobbing. “Even if I was to tell you that I'd say goodbye to Jacqui?”
Michelle wiped the tears from her eyes, “Honey, it's not just Jacqui. After what you told me a minute ago, I don't even mind if you keep seeing her. That isn't going to make a difference to me. I need time to think. Can we go to bed now, I just want to make love with you. We can talk some more about it tomorrow. Please?”
Oh how badly I wanted to take her to bed, make love with her, forget about Mike, and blank the last six months from my mind. The thing was, I knew I couldn't blank it out of my mind. I didn't even know if I could make love with my Michelle. I did know that I could hold her. I could wrap my arms around her and cling to her like there might not be a tomorrow, because in our case, there might not be. Even though it was still early, I needed the reassurance that, although slight, holding her in my arms would bring.
We hadn't had supper, with nothing to eat since lunchtime, since I wasn't hungry then either. I certainly didn't have an appetite that night. Michelle led me into our bedroom. Once inside, she turned and kissed me; the kiss I had wanted when I walked in the house earlier. I pushed her away, thinking back to that magical night in Kodiak.
I started unbuttoning her blouse, slowly, one button at a time until her frilly, soft, black bra was fully exposed. Ever since she had started seeing Mike, she had foregone her utilitarian white bras in favor of totally sexy ones. I reached around her and unsnapped it, lifting both it and her blouse off over her head. Michelle took my head in her hands, wrapping them through my hair, and pulled my mouth down to her bare nipple where I had sucked so many hundreds of times before.
I thought again about what I might be losing and my tears started falling once again; letting me taste my own salty tears on her nipple. I reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, pushing it down off her smooth, sexy hips and long perfect legs. I knew she hardly ever wore panties when she was with Mike, but she had put on the bikini panties matching her bra since she had to work that day. When she was down to her panties, I picked her up, and laid her on our bed. I laid down beside her, still clothed, took her in my arms and kissed her; pulling her bare breasts and nearly naked body to me. When we broke away from the kiss, we both had tears falling onto our bed. I held her and gently cried for what seemed like hours.
When there were no more tears left, I got up, undressed, climbed back in bed with her and took her in my arms again until I fell asleep. I awoke a few hours later with a soft, warm sensation on my cock, quickly realizing it was Michelle wrapping her mouth around me, slowly sucking up and down. She had pushed my underwear down while I was still asleep, bringing Clyde (our pet name for my cock) to full attention. When she realized I was awake, she briefly kissed me, climbed on top of me and lowered herself down onto me, impaling herself. We both moaned in pleasure at what was our first lovemaking in over a week.
My wife gently rose and fell over me, increasing the tempo, as we both came closer to a climax. Over the years, we had learned to come at the same time, which increased our pleasure ten fold. Tonight was no exception, as we both exploded and shook as I plunged deep inside her and warmed her vagina with my hot cum.
Afterward, we settled back into a face to face embrace for the rest of the night. I laid awake, unable to go back to sleep, hoping beyond hope that I could hang onto my wife. I thought about Jacqui, unable to get her out of my mind either; afraid of how to tell her that it was over between us if Michelle told Mike no. I wasn't even certain that I could continue with Jacqui knowing it wasn't a game any longer. My mind was a total mess and I hoped things would be clearer in the light of day.
It turned out that our situation did clear up a little the next morning. When Michelle and I were having breakfast, she told me of her plan.
“I want to spend the next two weeks just you. No Mike at all. I'll tell him no phone calls, no texts, nothing. You can spend time with Jacqui if you want, take us both square dancing, take her home and make love with her if you want, but I'm going to be exclusively yours for the next two weeks.”
I liked her plan so far, except I didn't think I'd be able to continue a relationship with Jacqui during that time, maybe platonic, taking her to square dancing or dinner, but not spending one of my precious nights with her. Then Michelle dropped the rest of her bomb on my plate.
“Then I want to spend another weekend with Mike and I'll tell him either yes or goodbye.”
I didn't know how to respond to that. Two weeks, plus one weekend to decide the rest of our lives? We decided that we'd be together until June thirteenth. Then she was going to go back to Seattle for what I hoped would be her last time. Assuming she did come home after that, our game had gone as far as it possibly could go. Both our emotions with our lovers had simply gone too far. We had slipped over the waterfall. We would have one more weekend, then have to say goodbye to our lovers.
We decided that the last weekend would be June thirteenth. Michelle let me listen to her call to Mike where she told him she wouldn't be able to see him until the thirteenth, when she would drive up. She asked him not to call until then. We didn't want to deprive Jacqui of her square dance lessons, so we agreed that we'd all go together.
I called Jacqui and asked her if she could get that weekend off so we could take another weekend trip. She called me back a little later and told me that once again, Tina would cover for her.
“Where are we going?” she asked.
“I don't know yet; haven't decided. Is there any place you'd like to go for a weekend?”
“I'll think about it.”
I told her I probably wouldn't get a chance to see her before then, except square dancing on Friday night. I told her Michelle and I would pick her up at our normal time.
The rest of that week, Michelle and I lived our normal lives, both of us going to work, coming home and having a great dinner. We snuggled on the couch watching some TV, played some card and dice games and when we went to bed, there were fireworks. We made love like there would be no tomorrow. As sweet as our lovemaking had become since Mike came into Michelle's life, I think we surpassed it almost every night! I told her constantly how much I loved her and she reciprocated with the same. We snuggled, we kissed, we made love.
Friday night, Michelle and I together picked up Jacqui and we all went to the square dance lessons. Afterwards, we took Jacqui home and I kissed her lightly on the lips and told her that I had made us a reservation in Virginia City on Friday night, and Reno on Saturday.
“I'll call you later and tell you more about it.”
Michelle and I drove home, went in the house, and made love. It was one of the happiest times in my life. The thought that Michelle was going to Seattle in a week, and what might come of it never entered my mind in the slightest. I simply knew that as happy as we both were, all was well and nothing could interfere with it.
Saturday morning before Jacqui left for work, I called her and told her a little about where we were going.
“There's this really cool historic bordello in Virginia City. I thought it would be fun to stay there. It might be fun to do a little role playing; you can pretend to be a prostitute and I'll be your John.”
“That does sound like fun! I'll be sure to take some ‘whore' clothes with me.”
Wow, I thought, this could turn out to be better than I had even imagined. I told her what time I'd pick her up Friday for the airplane trip and that I wouldn't have a chance to see her until then.
The rest of the week flew by. Michelle didn't call Mike and I didn't call Jacqui. Michelle's and my lovemaking continued to sizzle all week, and we enjoyed each other immensely, relieving me of any concerns that she could possibly stay in Seattle with Mike.
Friday morning, Michelle and I kissed each other goodbye for the weekend. She was leaving straight from work and I had to leave a few hours early to pick Jacqui up and get to the airport no later than two, as our plane left at three. We got into Reno about six-thirty, rented a car and drove to Virginia City, checking into our ‘brothel' at about eight.




Chapter 16

I hadn't had a chance to talk to Jacqui about it, but I know I was looking forward to our role playing that night. I had asked Michelle for the room number she and Mike had spent the night in as I wanted Jacqui and I to have the same room. It was pretty much like Michelle had described it, exactly like I would expect a brothel room to have been like a hundred plus years ago: lumpy full bed; frilly, well used bedspread; a couple of old pictures of naked girls on the walls; kerosene wall lights; wash basin and pitcher of warm water; no television or other electronics except an old phone next to the bed. For our role playing that night, it was perfect.
As soon as we closed the door behind us, I pulled Jacqui to me for a kiss. She pushed me away and told me that I needed to make payment before we did anything. I had planned ahead with a hundred dollars cash I pulled out of my wallet and handed her.
She whispered in my ear, “A thousand dollars for tonight and the weekend.”
I looked at her with shock on my face, telling her, “What? You can't be serious. I don't have that much money with me!”
She smiled again and said, “A thousand dollars, unless you want to sleep on the floor by yourself.”
I stammered and stuttered while she picked up the ancient phone and dialed the front desk. “Hi could you please send up an extra blanket and pillow.” A slight pause, then, “Thank you.”
“They'll be up with your bedding in a few minutes.”
I looked at her, totally speechless. She batted her eyes at me and said, “I think I saw a US bank down the street if you don't want to use the extra bedding.”
I wasn't sure what to do; Michelle and I didn't have that kind of money in the bank. But I sure as heck didn't come all this way to sleep on the floor with my beautiful girlfriend comfortably snuggled by herself in bed. The only thing I could think of was to raid our home equity loan. So I walked down the three blocks to the bank and withdrew the money. When I got back in the room, Jacqui carefully counted out the thousand dollars and put it in her purse.
She looked at me and smiled, telling me, “Honey, I don't want you to be gentle tonight. I need you to fuck me.”
My heart was in my throat. “What do you mean?”
“I think you know what I mean. You know I need you, Robert. But tonight I need you in a different way. Don't hold back. I want to be lost in you, lost in your desire; lost in your lust. I am yours—live out every fantasy you've ever had. With me. Tonight I'm your whore!”
There was no waiting—no wondering what she would wear, or how she would look when she emerged from the bathroom. Even though she was offering me carte blanche, I still began a little hesitantly. I held the back of her neck and kissed her sweet lips, tasting her perfume. I could feel her relax at my touch, as I took charge. I entwined her hair in my fingers and thrust my tongue into her mouth. My other hand grabbed her breast through her blouse. I loved her, loved Jacqui, but I wasn't tender with my touch. When I pulled away from that kiss, it was to say one word: “Strip.” Not ‘undress', or ‘undress for me baby,' or ‘let me see you naked,' just “Strip.”
I sat back on the lumpy bed and looked up at her. At first she stood there, and undid the top button on her olive satin blouse. When her hips began to sway I felt the telltale bulge in my chinos start to grow. Jacqui bit her lip and swayed her hips back and forth as she unbuttoned her blouse. When she shrugged it from her shoulders, I could see the ivory lace bra beneath and smiled up at her.
“You're beautiful,” I whispered.
Jacqui smiled back and shook her head, her hair going wild. She undid the zip at the side of her tight skirt and wriggled out of it. Now all she was wearing was her bra, matching panties, and a pair of black hold up stockings with lace around the top and heels—black patent heels. My bulge was getting bigger, and throbbing in my pants.
She looked down at me and whispered, “Are you going to fuck me?”
“Oh, yes,” I replied.
“Hard?”
I nodded.
“Because you know I'm yours.”
“I know,” I said, as she danced on.
“Tell me,” she said. “Tell me what you're going to do.”
“I'm going to fuck you.” My heart was thumping. “I'm going to fuck you like I have never fucked you before. Fuck you like you've never been fucked before—not by me, not by anyone.” She bit her lower lip, and her cheeks started to flush. “Now take off your bra,” I said, “And let me see your tits.”
Momentarily, her eyes widened, then Jacqui reached back and unclipped her bra before shrugging it from her shoulders. Her lovely nipples, which I had suckled on before, looked bold and erect. And I was hungry. She folded her arms under her breasts. Fleetingly I saw fear in her eyes—was this the Robert she knew and loved, or had she unleashed something else. I don't think she was sure.
I beckoned her to me, and she knelt next to the bed, right beside me. Again, I kissed her—savagely on the mouth, drinking in her taste. My hand went to her breast, mauling it, kneading it. I pinched her nipple and she gasped; she gasped again when I twisted it. But then she groaned with pleasure. A part of me wanted to draw her towards me, take her nipple in my mouth, and suck it as I had before. But that wasn't what Jacqui wanted tonight. I took Jacqui's hand and placed it on the bulge in my pants.
“You did that to me,” I whispered.
Her eyes twinkled as she undid my belt, unzipped me, and released my cock. As she lowered her mouth over me, I felt her hair cascade down onto my legs, and her hot breath on my cock. Jacqui's mouth was hot, and I felt her lips slide slowly down my shaft. I held her head in my hands and groaned as she took more and more of me into her mouth. My cock was throbbing; I had never felt so hard. She cradled my balls in her hand and bobbed up and down. I could feel her lips tight around me.
Without thinking, I responded to her bobbing by thrusting up into her mouth. With her head still in my hands I started to fuck her—but I was fucking her mouth; my cock raked by her teeth as I filled her. Jacqui moaned as she sucked on my cock and squeezed my balls. She loved me, as I loved her—but this was animal lust we were showing one another: desire and lust.
I grabbed a handful of Jacqui's hair and held her head as I pushed my cock into her mouth; my other hand grabbed her beautiful butt and gave it a squeeze. I squeezed hard enough that she seemed to gasp—at least as well as she could with her mouth full! Then I grabbed at her panties and pulled at them. I yanked so hard I heard the material tear. When I pulled one last time, they came off altogether in my hand, and she was naked all but for stockings and heels.
“Oh God Jacqui, that feels amazing,” I rasped as my fingernails dug into her ass.
She was sucking my cock, and her tongue was pressed against my shaft. My fingers found her pussy and I pushed two inside her—she was so hot, so wet. I was convinced she wanted me—desired me—with the same animal passion I was feeling for her. She looked up at me with her mouth full, eyes smiling but widened when I pushed my fingers back inside her.
“Do you like that?” I whispered, “Do you?”
All she could do was groan and give a little nod. I pushed my fingers deeper inside her.
“Do you like feeling my fingers in your cunt?”
She groaned her assent. My cock was throbbing, my heart beating fast, and my fingers slick with her juice. I wanted more. I wanted to give Jacqui what she wanted; more of this animal lust. My fingers slipped from her pussy and brushed against her asshole. Her mouth opened wide and she gasped; air rushing past my cock into her mouth. In all the times we had made love we had never even talked about anal; it had never come up. But that night was not a night for asking permission, for discussing limits; but for pushing envelopes. I pushed my finger inside, feeling her asshole tight around my finger as it went one knuckle deep.
“And how about that?” I asked. “I bet you like that, don't you?”
She moaned her assent and I pushed my finger deeper, deep enough inside her so that my knuckles were pressed against the soft flesh of her ass. I felt her try to pull away; try to pull off my prick.
She came up for air, “Oh God, Robert. Please—fuck me!”
I knew I would; I knew I must—but not yet. I slipped my finger from her ass. “Are you feeling dirty?”
She nodded.
“Are you my dirty girl tonight, my whore?”
“Oh yes,” she replied. “Yes. I want to be your whore. I'm all yours. You know I am.”
As if to punctuate her statement she kissed the tip of my cock, then licked down along its length. She was driving me wild, insane with desire. I so wanted to have her, to take her.
“I'm your whore Robert, your slut. Just take me. Show me I'm yours. Show me how you want me.”
I felt the tip of her tongue teasing at my balls and it was my turn to groan. I grabbed at her ass, mauling her soft flesh as she teased me.
Jacqui was still kneeling next to me as I laid on her bed. I grabbed her waist and pulled her towards me, laying her across my lap. I could feel her breasts against my thighs. Whack! I spanked her ass. It stung my hand so I know it stung her too, and her body jerked. Whack! I spanked her again, and again her body jerked in reaction. That beautiful, near naked body.
“You're mine!” I whispered, “You're my slut. What are you?”
“I'm,” Whack!
“Your,” Whack!
“Slut!” Whack!
My cock was throbbing now, almost painful. I so wanted her—wanted Jacqui like never before. I slid my hand between her legs, one finger slipping between the velvet folds of her pussy.
“Your cunt is mine.” I growled.
“Oh yes. Yes it is.”
I pushed two fingers inside her. She was so wet, so hot, so willing.
“Get on your knees, whore.”
She knelt up on the bed and I got behind her. I grabbed her waist and rubbed the tip of my cock up and down her slit. Jacqui groaned. She wanted this as much as me. I held her waist tight and rammed forward, impaling her on my prick in a single movement. She squealed in surprise as I filled her. I felt her pussy tighten around me as it always did, but then I spanked her again and it tightened even more.
“Oh God, Robert.” She whispered. “You feel huge. Like you're going to split me in two.”
I slid my cock almost out of her then rammed it home again; grinding into her tight pussy. Leaning forward I grabbed her breast in my hand, twisting her nipple as I thrust again and again. She did feel tight and I felt huge. And I wanted her so badly. My thrusting accelerated and Jacqui pushed back against each thrust, anticipating them, and wanting every last inch of me inside her.
“Oh Robert,” she said, “Do something for me.”
“What?”
“Fuck my ass. No one has ever fucked my ass.”
I hadn't ever fucked a girl in the ass before either. Michelle and I had tried once and she didn't like it, even before I penetrated her, so we didn't ever try again, but tonight I was more than ready to give Jacqui what she wanted.
I pulled out of her cunt and admired her butt. Oh God, she was beautiful. I couldn't help but crush those beautiful cheeks in my hands, getting a whimper of pain from her; especially after the spanking from earlier.
My cock was still slick from her pussy juices as I spread her cheeks apart. I reached my fingers into her pussy, wetting them and at the same time getting squeals of pleasure from Jacqui. With my fingers wet with her juices, I rubbed them along her slit, making sure she was lubricated before placing my wet, slick cock at the entrance to her rosebud.
The sight of her bottom stretching out this wide for the first time was amazing, made even better knowing that it was my cock that was about to invade her. I put my cock at her entrance and didn't warn her as I drove inside her, a little slow at first, then when I felt her resistance fade, I steadily drove deeper and deeper inside her.
“Oh fuck!” Jacqui groaned as I pierced her.
This was the first time for either of us and I was amazed at how tight and good it felt. Every inch by agonizing inch that I sunk closer to her core was another inch I felt encased by heaven itself.
Finally, I slammed my hips against her jiggly butt cheeks, and drained her of the ability to speak, due to the iron hard cock rammed into her. I still wasn't being gentle with her; I was almost insanely wanting to possess her
Sharp squeaks were being forced from her as I abused her as roughly as I wanted to. I was sure she wasn't enjoying it yet. Her squeals now were so different from the groans of pleasure from a few minutes ago.
"Robert, go slower. Please!" she cried.
Her plea brought me down from my craziness. I wanted her to enjoy this as much as I was, so I slowed myself until I was slipping in and out of her tight butt easily; letting her finally get used to the size before I planted myself balls deep inside her bum.
Jacqui's moans started sounding like the groans of pleasure that I had become used to as I slowly drove back in and out of her. She was face down on the bed, trying to use the covers to muffle her groans of pleasure. I didn't want anything muffled. I wanted everyone in this whorehouse to know we were fucking and fucking hard!
I realized that Jacqui was playing with her clit.
"I'm close, I'm so close just don't fucking stop."
She was whining in a high pitch, furiously rubbing her clit while I pumped her from behind.
With only seconds before I knew I couldn't last any longer, Jacqui's body started convulsing in a violent orgasm. She started screaming with pleasure, “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she screamed over and over again.
As she came, her ass squeezed around me so tightly that it felt like I might be trapped in this place of heaven forever.
I couldn't hold myself back any longer and succumbed to the orgasm I had been trying desperately to withhold. Jacqui evidently felt it the second I blasted her insides with hot, gooey cum. She seemed to like it, based on the way she was grinding her hips back against me in an attempt to drain me.
I could barely hear her groans as they were deposited into the pillows, but I knew she was feeling as amazing as I was.
"Holy shit!" She mumbled, as both of us were spent and collapsed down onto the bed.
My animalistic urges from before had subsided now, and I didn't want anything more than to love this girl who had given her all to me. I withdrew my limp cock from her ass and she rolled over facing me. “That was about the most incredible experience I've ever had,” she told me.
“It was, wasn't it. Want to do it again?”
“Yes, but not for a while; I think I'm going to be a little sore there for a bit.”
I kissed her, “I love you.”
Jacqui kind of purred as she snuggled into my chest and we both went to sleep.
The next morning, I woke up to see Jacqui splashing water on her face from the wash bowl on the counter. She was wearing my very favorite; nothing. Her naked body was so beautiful. She sauntered over to the bed and sat down beside me.
“Well, did you get your money's worth last night?” she asked, as she snuck her hand under the blanket and wrapped it around my morning wood.
“Nope, not yet. Have plans for my very favorite whore for the rest of the weekend.”
“Umm, I'm kind of hoping those plans start about now.”
She pushed the covers off of me and started to climb over me. I let her straddle me and sink her wet pussy down onto me. Oh God, she felt good. She rested on top of me for a few minutes but as soon as she started to ride me up and down, I pushed her off and rolled her over onto her back. One thing I had learned since Michelle and I started our game last January was restraint, and how to keep that horny feeling alive, and right now that's what I intended.
Jacqui smiled at me and said, “Umm, last night was fantastic. But I want to make love with you this morning.”
“I can tell. But we need to get up. I have plans for today and it involves you being horny as hell!”
“Ugh, sometimes I think I hate you. What kind of plans?”
“Not going to tell you yet. You'll find out later. Right now, let's find the shower and get cleaned up and dressed.”
The Silver Queen had installed a couple of common showers off the hall, one for men and one for women. I slipped on a pair of boxers and peeked out. I didn't see anyone in the hall so I snuck down to see if they were empty. The little signs on the doors said vacant so I went back and told Jacqui that now was the time to jump in the shower. We slipped on some shorts and shirts before venturing out in the hall. When I started to follow her into the women's shower, she pushed me out, telling me “Unhunh, no fuck together, no shower together!” So I grudgingly showered by myself in the men's shower. Not nearly as much fun.
After we had cleaned up and gotten dressed, Jacqui and I went downstairs looking for some breakfast. We had been late getting there the night before and hadn't had a chance to explore to find a café. Fortunately, the Silver Queen did serve breakfast pretty much like they did in the old days. We had a choice of eggs, ham, bacon, fried taters and pancakes. It was all pretty darn good.
When they gave us the check and it was time to go, my pretty young lady smiled at me and said, “I'll pay, I think I can afford it now.”
I guess she could; she had my thousand dollars stashed away in her purse!
After breakfast, we walked to the back of the room and admired the Silver Queen. It was an approximately fifteen foot high painting of a woman, dressed in a gown of 3,261 silver dollars and 28 twenty gold dollar coins. It was beautiful and fascinating.




Chapter 17

When we ventured out on the street I told Jacqui that I was going to start extracting some services for what I had paid her. She looked at me with kind of a worried frown on her face, certainly not sure what I meant by that.
As we walked down the street, I saw ahead of us what I was looking for. We were in Nevada where prostitution is actually legal. I doubt there's a town in Nevada that doesn't have at least one sex shop and Virginia City certainly wasn't an exception. I was holding Jacqui's sexy hand as we walked down the old boardwalk and she hesitated quite a little when I started to pull her into the Lover's Nest.
I told her that since she was my slut for the weekend, she needed to look the part and I was going to buy her an appropriate dress. She didn't seem too happy about it and asked me, “Don't you think maybe you're carrying this role play a bit too far?”
I smiled at her, “Sweetheart, we've only just begun.”
She reluctantly followed me into the store. We were met by a pretty, young sales girl named Marci asking if she could help. I couldn't help but think about the time I went into Victoria's Secret the first time, several months earlier and another pretty, young lady named Jacqui offered to help me find clothes for my wife. I didn't think Jacqui would approve if I asked this pretty lady to try on the clothes for me, like I had with her that first time.
I told Marci that we were looking for a very sexy dress for my girlfriend. She led us to the dress racks and we told her we'd look and let her know if we found anything. We went to the size four section and started looking through them, picking one out now and then that we liked. Jacqui was starting to enjoy herself , holding up one after the other in front of her to visualize how she'd look in it.
We looked at ultra mini dresses, backless dresses, long dresses with a slit to above the hip, picking out a few for her to try on when I saw the dress I knew instantly I wanted for her. It was a shiny gold metallic material, with the front and back tied together by little straps all the way up the side showing her hips completely. It was fairly short, about mid-thigh, then, just above where her panty line would have been, it split into two sections again showing her stomach and cleavage, with the two sections covering her breasts tied together by the same sexy straps as the sides. The back above the hips was bare, with the gold straps stretching around the back. It was the sexiest and most revealing by far of all the ones we had picked out.
When I held that dress up for Jacqui's inspection, her face turned bright red and she started to stammer.
“You wouldn't. No way could I wear that, I'd be practically naked!”
“Sweetheart,” I told her, “You work in Victoria's Secret. You sell sexy dresses all the time.”
“But nothing like that!” she complained.
I smiled at her and asked her to try it on. I took her by the hand and we found Marci and asked to use the fitting room. Marci saw the dress that I was holding and said to Jacqui, “You'll look beautiful in that.”
When Jacqui emerged from the fitting room a few minutes later, I couldn't believe my eyes. She was more stunning than any woman I had ever seen before, even my wife. Her skin was naturally tanned and the gold color looked beautiful on her. The hemline was about eight inches above her knees, just low enough to be decent. The straps on her hips were strategically placed so there would be no way to wear panties and certainly not a bra! The material wasn't see-through at all, it was thin enough to clearly show the outline of her nipples, which were very pointed and obviously very hard. It just barely covered her nipples and aerolas with maybe half an inch to spare.
I'm sure my face showed how awe-struck I was as I instantly blurted out to Marci, “We'll take it!”
Jacqui slowly turned around so that I could see the back. It was open, plunging down to just slightly reveal a hint of her butt crack. The front was held tight by tiny, nearly invisible elastic straps around her back, with the metallic gold straps hanging loosely across her back. It had exactly the look I wanted, very elegantly slutty. Exactly how I imagined a high class call girl would look.
Next, I wanted something for her to wear during the day. I'd already seen a couple of blouses that I thought would be appropriate, silky and very slinky, including the one she was wearing that morning. The challenge was that I wanted something for her to wear under them that she normally wouldn't wear.
Her bras were all pretty sexy, from Victoria's Secret. But none of them were like I wanted for her. Jacqui was browsing through some more dresses while I told Marci what I was looking for. She looked at Jacqui, got a smile on her face and led me right to them. A half bra, intended to hold her boobs up, prominently displaying her totally bare nipples.
I know what you're thinking, but what can I say? I'm a guy and I like to show off my girl. And under the circumstances, having paid her a thousand dollars for the weekend, I felt like I had a right to. When I took it over and asked Jacqui to try it on, she looked at me and said, “No way! That's going too far. I'm not wearing that!”
“You're bought and paid for my dear. You should have thought about that before wanting a thousand dollars for the weekend.”
She glared at me a bit and resignedly took it into the dressing room. When she came out wearing the bra under her blouse, her breasts and nipples were standing at full attention with no hint there was anything at all under her blouse. Marci looked at Jacqui, then inquisitively at me.
“We'll take it, them, two of them.”
Jacqui started to go back in the dressing room, I supposed probably to change back into the bra she had worn into the store. I stopped her and told her that she couldn't wear it now. Just to make sure she didn't change, I went in and retrieved her original one.
I made our purchases and we started back down the boardwalk to the Silver Queen. I couldn't help but keep glancing over at the nipples, I mean the girl, walking alongside me. We walked past several people and some of them blatantly watched Jacqui and some tried to be nonchalant, but their eyes were swiveling in their heads as we walked past.
As we were walking up the stairs, Jacqui whispered to me, “I'm so damn horny, I want to fuck!”
I was just as aroused as she was, but like at the Oregon coast, I knew going through the day in that condition was so much fun.
“Not yet sweetheart, we have lots to do.”
As soon as we got into our room, Jacqui attacked me, kissing me with her tongue halfway down my throat and moaning how much she wanted me. I kissed her back just as passionately, rubbing my hands over her nipples, pinching them through her thin blouse, trying to make her even more aroused than she already was. When she started to unzip my pants, I pushed her away and told her we needed to get packed and checked out. She moaned her frustration and finished packing her suitcase, very carefully folding her new dress on top.
We loaded our suitcases into the car and I asked Jacqui if she wanted to explore a little more of Virginia City before we drove back to Reno.
We walked up the boardwalk, window shopping in various shops. Lots of touristy little shops, a leather shop that I really liked with beautiful items. Jacqui found a leather jacket she thought would look great on me. I did too, except for one tiny detail, nearly nine hundred dollars. We passed on it. There was a leather dress, much like what I would suspect a native American maiden would have worn, I would have loved to get for either Jacqui or Michelle, but same problem – expensive! In the end we passed on the entire store.
I have to admit that I was enjoying the glances Jacqui was getting from both men and women with her nipples poking through her blouse.
A little further was the old territorial prison from 1869, now a museum. It had rooms for all kinds of various executions and tortures, a gas chamber, suffocation chamber, the hell hole in the basement and so on. Not a very pleasant place, I don't think Jacqui was overly impressed.
Across the street we saw a photo shop where they took old time photos. I asked Jacqui about getting our picture taken and she was all for it. They had all kinds of frontier clothes and props. I thought it would be appropriate for Jacqui to be a dance hall girl and she was all for it as well. I wanted to be sheriff Wyatt Earp, snuggling my girl. The picture came out great, Jacqui had on a blue dance hall dress, showing lots of cleavage. Jacqui's push up bra was perfect.
Another store I especially enjoyed was an art gallery (I use the term ‘art' pretty loosely). It had old time paintings that were printed on old barn wood. I bought one of a pretty girl leading her horse for Michelle and Jacqui liked one with a couple of cowboys by a campfire, so I bought that one for her.
Thankfully, the weather wasn't too hot. The two times that Michelle and I had been there (once right after our wedding), it was so hot as to be almost unbearable.
We didn't want to be too late getting to Reno, so mid-afternoon we left Virginia City and drove around through Carson City and back to Reno. I had reservations at the Peppermill Hotel/Casino on Virginia Street, just down the street a ways from Reno's famous sign stretching across the street, ‘The Biggest Little City in the World.'
It was early evening when we checked in, so we walked down to the casino and promptly lost twenty dollars each in the slot machines. I've never been much of a gambler and didn't play blackjack or the other games, just the slots. Jacqui hadn't ever been to a casino, so it was pretty exciting for her. The most exciting thing for me was watching Jacqui having fun, and the guys around her trying to inconspicuously catch peeks of her boobs. I wasn't sure about her, but I know I was getting hornier and hornier, watching her and them.
Around seven o'clock, we went back to our room and got dressed for dinner. We were going to the Peppermill's Terrace Lounge where they had an Australian band, Mustered Courage, playing later that evening. I dressed in a nice pair of slacks and a silky dress shirt and Jacqui put on the ultra sexy gold dress we bought that morning. When she walked out of the dressing room, her make-up on, hair brushed down and that sexy dress, I was like “Wow, this girl is mine!” Every time she dressed up, it seemed she was more beautiful than the last time.
She smiled at me, did a little circle and asked, “You like?”
“Yeah, I like. Jacqui, you're absolutely ravishing! I doubt anybody will even notice the band playing with you in the room.”
I was so horny that it was all I could do not to tear it right back off of her. Then, it didn't help when she walked over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me one of those kisses that would raise a dead man's cock. When I reached inside her dress and started massaging a bare breast under her dress, she pushed me away and said we had to go downstairs. The vamp!
This was the first time I had been in the Peppermill. Michelle and I had stayed in Circus Circus the times we were in Reno. The Peppermill and especially the lounge were completely different. Circus Circus is very family oriented but the Terrace Lounge is nothing if not sexy. We sat on a raised balcony area overlooking the swimming pool with several bikini clad girls playing in the water. The stage was at one end, with a dance floor between it and the pool.
When Jacqui and I walked in, she instantly became the center of attention in her gold, figure hugging, barely-there dress. I couldn't have been prouder, walking with my arm around this girl. I had heard of ‘arm candy,' and Jacqui certainly was that. More so, she was a wonderful, intelligent young lady and I could hardly believe she was with me.
We ordered an Italian dinner, I love lasagna and Jacqui ordered a chicken parmesan. We ate, sneaking an occasional kiss and I couldn't help but rub my fingers gently along her nearly bare hips. The Australian band was playing and a few people were on the dance floor. We finished our meal around eight-thirty and listened to the music a while longer, snuggling together. I wasn't much of a dancer, except square dancing so we just watched. Then, I had a thought, an evil thought.
I whispered to Jacqui, “Hon, how would you like to go to a square dance?”
She looked at me like I had lost what few marbles she knew I had, “Umm, have you noticed what I'm wearing? Not exactly square dance clothes!”
I smiled at her and whispered, “Come on, it'll be fun. We're in Little Sin City, give them a little shock. What can it hurt?”
The ladies at square dances normally wear very full skirts, very fluffy slips and pettipants underneath to be pretty, yet hide their privates when twirling. Jacqui's gold dress that revealed about ninety-five percent more skin than material, no bra, no panties would be absolutely scandalous. I loved it, and, I had already paid her a thousand dollars for the weekend, so she had to go (unless she said no, that is).
We left the lounge and rode the elevator back up to our room so she could change her shoes. High heels simply wouldn't do to dance in. I thought everything else she was ‘not' wearing would be perfect. We checked Reno square dance clubs on the internet with my smart phone and found the Reno Twirlers, that danced from eight-thirty to eleven on the second and third Saturdays of each month. They were on the other side of town, so we guessed about twenty to thirty minutes to get there, putting us there around nine-thirty or so, plenty of time for some fun dancing.
We didn't have any trouble finding the address with the GPS in the car. When we walked in, Jacqui wearing a backless, no sides, nearly no front dress, the couple at the check-in table did a pretty big double take when we paid our eight dollars each. There were seven squares dancing (each square is eight dancers). There were another five or six couples and a few single ladies sitting around the outside. Usually at our dances in Kennewick, we're lucky to have two squares, so this much crowd was a treat for us. I knew that dancing with my beautiful Jacqui would be a definite treat for all the guys.
I suspected they were pretty used to visitors, with Reno being such a tourist town, but probably not visitors that looked or were dressed quite like Jacqui. They were nearing the end of this particular set of dances when we walked in, all the dancers in each square putting an arm across the shoulder of the person on each side and yelling “Thank You!” which is traditional at the end of each set.
During the rest period between the sets (actually each set of dances is called a ‘tip'), people milled around and several came over to greet us. They were all polite and very nice, but Jacqui got more than one raised eyebrow and extra scrutiny, from both men and women. I was grateful there weren't any kids there. That was the only thing I had worried about with her sexy dress.
When the next tip started and we got into a square, Jacqui was pretty nervous. She was still a beginner and had only danced to our caller in Kennewick. It's nerve wracking the first time you venture out to strange callers and people you don't know. Doubly or triply so when you're as exposed as Jacqui was. I let everyone in the square know that Jacqui was a beginner and there were a few calls she still didn't know, but not many.
She did great and I was so proud of her, except for the fact that her dress kept creeping up her thigh. I was a perfect gentleman and did my best to keep her hands occupied so she didn't have any chance to push it back down. I think there were only a couple of times that her pussy and butt cheeks were completely exposed. I certainly noticed that the guys held her a little tighter than normal when swinging and twirled her a little harder than the other ladies, I think to get that dress worked up higher on her hips.
By the end of the dance, Jacqui had become a huge hit with the folks. Everyone was understanding about her being a beginner and helped her through whenever she got confused. Several people were milling around us, asking where we were from, what brought us to Reno, whether we would be back and so on. Me? I just wanted to get her out of there, into our hotel room and out of that dress. I'd been waiting all day to make love with her and the closer that time came, the more eager my little man became. My brain wasn't able to do much because all my blood was going elsewhere in my body, about halfway down.
One thing I hadn't anticipated when we decided to go to the square dance was the long drive home.
As soon as we got in the car away from people, the first thing out of Jacqui's mouth was, “I'm so fucking horny, I can't hardly stand it!”
‘Oh God,' I thought, ‘It's a half hour back to the damn hotel.' My cock was standing so stiff, nearly ready to come on its own. Then when Jacqui leaned over and unzipped my slacks and told me I'd better find a place to park for a few minutes just as we were driving past Walmart, I didn't even have time to turn on the blinker before we were stopped in their lot. She pulled out my cock and had her mouth around it in about eight seconds.
Jacqui hadn't done this very much to me and if there were words to describe how it felt right then, I'd patent them and make a fortune. My eyes were squeezed closed and the only sensation I was feeling was Jacqui's warm mouth and tongue sliding over my cock. I was so close to coming and I started to tell her when she pulled her mouth off of me, kissed me on the lips and said, “Now, we're even for you making me wear this dress. I damn near came right in the middle of a dance. Now, get us back to the hotel!”
Oh, I couldn't believe she could do that to me, leaving me in agony like that. My normal six or seven inch cock felt like it must have been at least nine inches. As I sped down the street, Jacqui tried to zip my pants back up but there wasn't any way she could get me all inside them.
“I guess you'll have to figure that out when we get there,” she said.
When we finally got to the hotel parking lot about three hours later, well at least it seemed like three hours, I did manage to scrunch myself back into my pants so I could zip them and be at least somewhat dignified as we hurried up to our room. I had a pretty big and obvious bulge, but at least it wasn't sticking out for all to see.
The instant the door clicked shut behind us, we were in each other's arms, kissing and pulling at clothes. I was still lucid enough to know I didn't want to tear that gorgeous dress as I pulled it up and off her body in one swift motion, leaving her naked in front of me.
I bore in on those gorgeous breasts, pulling her tightly to my mouth, then Jacqui pushed me away and fumbled with the buttons on my shirt while I pushed my pants and boxers down. Almost every other time we made love, Jacqui went in the dressing room and primped, putting on fresh makeup, new perfume, combed her hair out and did her best to make herself as beautiful as possible. Not tonight. I had intended slow, sensual lovemaking, but that wasn't going to be in the cards tonight.
Jacqui and I practically ran for the bed and tumbled down on it. I pulled her legs up over my shoulders, found her slit to heaven and was deep inside her, my pelvis hitting on hers almost before her backside hit the bed. She was so damn wet it seemed like someone had turned on a faucet inside her.
I thrust in and out of her, both of us grunting and moaning our pleasure, Jacqui driving her hips out to me with every thrust. As close as I already was, I was only able to thrust a few times into her before I had one of the most incredible orgasms I ever remember having. Jacqui was literally screaming under me and clawing at my back as I ejaculated my hot cum inside her.
I had become pretty good at being able to draw out my lovemaking, making myself last. But this was one of the shortest, most intense fucks I ever remembered having. As Jacqui and I laid with each other trying to catch our breath, I couldn't help but think back to the time I watched my friend Alec fuck Michelle the first time when he spent that night in her bed in Kodiak. This was exactly how it must have felt to Alec and Michelle that first time.
After that, I was pretty much spent. Jacqui and I laid in bed snuggling and kissing, our arms wrapped around each other. That's how I woke up the next morning, my arm was around her and her head on my chest. I very gently pushed her off of me, trying not to wake her.
I scooted myself down under the covers and very gently pushed her legs apart and buried my mouth in her sweet pussy lips. I licked, stretching my tongue as deeply into her as I could, finding her clit and nibbling on it gently. Jacqui started to moan and move her hips up to meet my searching mouth. I continued to toy with her until I was pretty sure she was fully awake from the moaning and thrusting she was doing. Then, I scooted back up and kissed her passionately, our tongues in each other's mouth.
She finally broke away from me and said, “Wow, what a way to wake up. I like it!”
“I try to please. I love you.”
“Mmm, I love you too.”
Then we kissed again. I couldn't help but think about Michelle and wonder if this would be the last time I'd be making love with Jacqui. Last night had been so filled with lust and need but this morning was slow and very erotic. We kissed, I nibbled and sucked on her nipples, she sucked on mine; I explored her inner folds with my fingers until neither of us could stand it any more and I rolled over her into the missionary position so we could kiss while we made love.
As opposed to the raw sex from the last two nights, that morning we made long, very slow and passionate love, both of us building our orgasms gradually to a fantastic height. Jacqui's pussy was pulsing and pulling me as she always did, giving me that pleasure that only she could! Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of pleasure, Jacqui's hips locked onto mine and she shuddered and erupted around me, causing my release as well. I spurted over and over into her, feeling like it would never end. Nor did I ever want it to.
But all lovemaking does eventually have to come to an end. Again, I wondered if that was the last time I would be inside her. That thought was nearly unbearable, but not nearly so much as the thought of losing my wonderful wife, Michelle. The possibility of that was simply unimaginable that I couldn't even contemplate.
After showering and getting dressed in reasonably conservative clothes, Jacqui and I walked downstairs and had breakfast in one of the many restaurants in the Peppermill. We still had about four hours before our plane left for home, so we wandered around the casino, holding hands and putting a few dollars in an occasional slot machine. I was surprised when I actually won a fairly good jackpot, the first time it had ever happened to me. Three diamonds showed up, paying ten thousand credits. It was only a nickel machine but still, it was five hundred dollars. I hadn't ever won that much in my life, probably all together. Michelle and I went to the Wildhorse Casino out of Pendleton every so often and if we were lucky we'd come home with as much money as we took, never winning more than thirty or forty dollars. I felt that winning a jackpot like that must be a good omen for things to come.
We drove back to the airport, dropped off the rental car, went through security an hour or so ahead of our departure and then waited for our flight to load and take us home. Jacqui and I talked about our weekend, laughed about Friday night in Virginia City where she pretended to be my prostitute (she still had my thousand dollars too, or at least most of it). I told her again how beautiful she was in the gold dress we bought Saturday. She said she doubted if she'd wear it to another square dance, which caused both of us to laugh. Her wearing it to that dance was about the most outrageous thing either of us had ever done.
After we boarded and on our flight home, I couldn't help but think about Michelle, Jacqui and myself. I was confident that Michelle was mine, but where was that going to leave me and Jacqui? If Michelle told Mike goodbye and didn't see him again as I was sure she would do, I assumed I would need to do the same with Jacqui. I turned and looked at her, sleeping beside me, her head on my shoulder. How was I going to tell this beautiful, wonderful girl goodbye? I had been honest with Jacqui and she knew this very likely may be our last time together, but that wasn't going to make it any easier when the time actually came. I took her hand in mine and closed my eyes, trying to get a little rest before we arrived back in Pasco.
After the plane landed, we picked up our luggage and I drove Jacqui home. When I dropped her off, I kissed her and said that I'd call her in the next couple of days. Before I left, she handed me an envelope. I opened it, finding over nine hundred dollars in cash.
Grinning at me, she told me, “I never intended on keeping this. Besides, I had too much fun!”
I tried to get her to keep it, but she told me again that she didn't want it. I do have to admit that it was a bit of a relief that I didn't have to explain the thousand dollars to Michelle.
I drove home by myself, again thinking how I could tell her goodbye. I simply hadn't any doubt about what Michelle was going to do and I loved her deeply and couldn't imagine losing her. When I got home, her car was in the driveway, which I was very glad to see. I parked and walked in to see my wife sitting on the couch with tear streaks on her cheeks. That didn't particularly surprise me since she had just told Mike goodbye and I was sure it had been very difficult for her.
I went to her, putting my arms around her to comfort her when she turned toward me and said “I love you.”
“I left him. He wanted all of me, all of the time and I couldn't do that. I love you too much.”
“Come on hon, let's go to bed. You know how much I love you.”
She was sniffling, trying not to cry, “How was your weekend with Jacqui? I want to hear all about it.”
I couldn't help but smile at the thought of Jacqui and me that weekend, but saddened too, since I thought it was undoubtedly all in the past and I was going to tell Jacqui goodbye as well.
“Let's talk about her tomorrow, right now, I just want you.”
So we went to bed together. We held each other, we kissed. Michelle rested her head on my shoulder until she finally dozed off. I laid there, wondering about our future, my future with Jacqui and how I was going to talk to her. I loved her, but not enough to hurt my Michelle.




Part 4 – Michelle's Fantasy





Chapter 18

After Michelle's last trip to Seattle for a weekend with Mike, he told her that he wanted her to leave me and marry him. He'd told her he couldn't go on sharing her so she had to make a choice. She had. She told him goodbye and came home, this time for good.
After she got home, we went to bed, both of us nervous about what our future might hold, but secure in our love for each other.
In the middle of the night, I woke up to Michelle crying. I put my arms around her and pulled her to me, asking her, “Do you want to talk about it?”
“I don't know, it's just so hard. I love him you know, but he wouldn't let me have you both. I tried to keep things as they were, but he was so insistent, that if I loved him he wanted me to leave you and marry him. I couldn't do that!”
“I know baby, I am really sorry it had to end. But I can't tell you how glad I am that you're home. I love you so much!”
“I love you too hon, I couldn't leave you, no matter what, and I never will!”
We kissed and gently made love, one of the sweetest feelings I've ever known.
The next morning, we both got up, ate a little breakfast and had to go to work. I spent a good share of my day trying to think how I was going to talk to Jacqui. There simply wasn't any way to gently break off with her, but even though Michelle and I hadn't talked about her, I knew it was going to come.
After I got home, I nervously paced, waiting for Michelle. I wanted to let her know I was going to Jacqui's and the reason why. Unfortunately, she had to work late. It was nearly two hours later than normal before she got home. When she got there, she apologized telling me that there was a case coming up tomorrow and she had needed stay in order to finish up some legal papers.
“I need to go to Jacqui's, hon, not too sure how long I'll be.”
Mondays are Jacqui's normal day off and I knew that this particular Monday evening, she was going to be home, waiting for me to bring her news.
“What are you going to tell her?”
“That I'm going to stop seeing her, that from now on, I'm all yours and yours alone.”
She looked me straight in the eyes, took a couple of minutes to speak, then told me, “No sweetheart, I don't want you to do that. I told you at the beginning that you and Jacqui didn't have anything to do with Mike and me. Just because I'm not going to be with Mike doesn't mean you and Jacqui can't still be together.”
I looked at her in shock, trying to comprehend what she was saying to me, “You mean you don't want me to break up with her?”
“No sweetheart, I love that you and her care for each other like you do. I like her and want you to keep seeing her, even sleeping with her sometimes. Like I said, your relationship with her doesn't have anything to do with Mike and I've gotten to really like it when you come home and tell me what you and her do together, especially when we play it out.”
After Michelle had spent that first weekend in a hotel with Mike in Seattle, she'd told me that she'd had fantasies of me being with another woman as well. She'd loved my story of how Jacqui had tried on clothes I was picking out for Michelle at Victoria's Secret.
Later, when we were arranging another weekend for Mike to spend with Michelle, she'd insisted I ask Jacqui out the evening Mike was coming. She'd literally had to drag me to Victoria's Secret and forced me to ask Jacqui for a date. Then, not leaving well enough alone, when Jacqui suggested the possibility of me spending the night with her, Michelle had been the one to agree. I'd been too scared to even breathe, much less talk. Ever since then, Michelle had encouraged my relationship with Jacqui to bloom into a very hot love affair. I'd at least partially assumed it was to some degree a guilt reflex from her affair with Mike.
Now that Michelle wasn't seeing Mike any more, I'd naturally assumed Michelle would want my relationship with Jacqui to end as well. But she'd surprised me by telling me she didn't want our affair to end.
I asked her, “Are you sure you won't be jealous?”
“Of course I'll be jealous. If I ever actually see her with you, I might feel like I want to scratch her eyes out!” Then, she looked at me, right in my eyes. “Someday I want to, you know.”
“You want to what? Scratch her eyes out?”
“No, silly, I want to see her with you. I want to see you make love with her.”
That surprised me a little. Michelle hadn't ever even hinted that she wanted to see me and Jacqui together.
She went on, “I want to see what it's like, to feel the excitement and jealousy you felt when you saw me with Mike.”
“You wouldn't scratch her eyes out?”
“I don't know, maybe.” She grinned at me.
I couldn't help but smile. I'd been hoping that Michelle could see Jacqui and me together. I didn't know how to make it happen or even if Jacqui would be willing. All I knew was I wanted Michelle to feel that burn of jealousy. Not because I wanted her to suffer, but because I wanted her to understand the feeling of watching your spouse making love with another. And I was hoping she'd enjoy the experience as much as I had when I watched her and Mike together.
Michelle kissed me on the lips, then turned me toward the door and pushed, “Go, talk to her, tell her what I said. Make a date for later, but not tonight. Tonight I want you to come home and make love with me.”
I honestly could hardly contain my happiness at that minute. “I love you so much, you know that don't you?”
She pushed me toward the door, telling me, “You were ready to leave her for me. Sweetheart, that's all I need to know. And, thank you very much, I love you too.”
As I drove, I thought about what I was going to tell Jacqui. I'd tell her about Michelle wanting us together, but not about her seeing us together. I didn't know if that would ever happen. But if it did, I wanted it to just happen, not be planned ahead of time. I drove across the bridge to Pasco with my heart swelling with happiness, both for Michelle and me and for Jacqui. I was pretty sure that Jacqui was expecting a break-up after Michelle returned home this time and I couldn't wait to tell her my news.
I remembered the first time I picked Jacqui up. I had a bouquet of flowers for her and thought it would be appropriate to take her an even bigger bouquet now. I stopped at Safeway to pick up the biggest, prettiest bouquet and vase they had. When I knocked on Jacqui's door, she opened it, looked at the flowers and I kissed her, right there on her doorstep for all the neighbors to see. When she broke away from me, she looked into my beaming face and a big grin started to spread across her face as well.
“May I come in, my love?”
“Please do,” she said as she stepped back and allowed me inside her home.
“Michelle and I had a little talk. She's home and has left Mike for good.”
“Should I be happy about that? Or not?”
“I was really afraid she'd want me to split up with you too, but she said that her affair with Mike didn't have anything to do with us. She likes that I'm seeing you, wants you and me to stay together as long as you want.”
I saw a tear on Jacqui's face. “I've been afraid all day today of what might happen. I don't think I could bear to lose you.”
Jacqui and I had been dating and occasionally sleeping together, even going on weekend trips together for the last six months. We'd just gotten home from a fantastic weekend trip to Reno, Nevada. During that time, we'd fallen in love with each other. I'd always been honest with her, that I wouldn't leave Michelle and that someday our affair might have to end. Neither one of us had intended to fall in love, only to have fun together. Sometimes though, life doesn't go as planned.
“Sweetheart, you know I won't leave Michelle.” Then I had to tell her what I really didn't want to, but felt that I had to, “I'd like for you to start seeing other guys anytime you want, I want you to have a family of your own and that won't ever happen with me.”
That was one of the hardest sentences I think I'd ever had to say. Losing her would be like cutting off an arm or worse. She deserved a family, a husband and kids, things I knew she couldn't ever have if she stayed with me.
She wiped a tear from her cheek, I wanted to kiss it away, “But I'm perfectly happy now. What I want is to keep seeing you, even if can only be part time, I don't need more than that.”
I held her hand, “I know. But if there's ever someone you want to go out with, I want you to know that it's okay with me.”
She told me that if it ever happened, that she would. It made me cringe a little inside, but I didn't want her to know that. Somehow it seemed different than with Michelle. With Michelle, my wife, I loved how she'd been dating and sleeping with Mike. But I really wanted to keep Jacqui to myself. Weird or what?
She'd recovered from her crying spell as we sat and talked about other things, a funny incident she had at work earlier, the ever popular topic of the weather and some others that I don't remember as they weren't important. When I told her I needed to go, she didn't mind. I asked her if she wanted me to pick her up Friday for square dancing and she shook her head yes. Then we kissed and I told her again that I loved her.
When I arrived home to Michelle, we decided to go out to dinner since it was already pretty late. I filled her in on my conversation with Jacqui and Michelle was pleased. It's hard to explain having a wife as wonderful as my Michelle.
After dinner, we went home, got undressed and enjoyed making out with each other. We kissed, hugged, caressed each other and finally made love. It wasn't the most earth shattering we'd ever had, but it was very emotional and satisfying. It was the confirmation of our love for each other.
The following several weeks were pretty tame as compared to the previous several months. The three of us continued going to our square dance lessons every Friday and our regular dances were the first and fourth Saturdays. Jacqui usually couldn't get off work for those, but Michelle and I enjoyed our time together.
There was one Friday that I'd been sick, so Michelle picked up Jacqui and they went without me. Afterward, they went to dinner with the square dance group. After Michelle dropped Jacqui off at her house and came home, she told me how much she liked Jacqui and enjoyed spending time with her.
I admit I had the best life that it was possible to have. There were two gorgeous women eager to spend time and make love with me, neither jealous of the other. I always managed to spend at least one evening a week, sometimes two with Jacqui in her bed. Occasionally, I'd drop Michelle off at home Friday after our dancing and spend the night with Jacqui.
I was starting to get that itch again, thinking about Michelle with another guy. Don't know what was wrong with me, I'd nearly lost her once but like I said before, it was like a drug addiction that you can't get over. I mentioned it to her a few times that if she wanted to see someone that I certainly wouldn't mind. Each time I did, she discouraged me, telling me that she wasn't ready to get involved with another guy yet. Her word ‘yet' left me anticipating when ‘not yet' might turn to ‘now'
Then, a little over four months after Michelle and Mike split up, she surprised me, telling me totally out of the blue, “Honey, I think I want to start dating someone again.”
I looked at her in surprise as she was grinning at me with that sexy grin, “Oh really, have someone specific in mind?”
“No, not really, I just think it'd be fun to try it again.” And then she went on with a little twist, “But this time I'd like to do it a little different if it's okay with you.”
She really had my attention; I had no idea what she meant.
“I want to be able to date, but not tell you about it, let you use your imagination, not knowing if I'm seeing someone or not, not knowing if I'm late from work whether it's work or with some guy.”
What she was proposing was kind of intriguing to me. We both knew we liked to use our imagination and with what she was suggesting, it would fuel our lovemaking. And I really did want to imagine some hunky guy undressing her and making love with her.
I readily agreed to her plan, anticipating the time when she'd come home late and tell me how naughty she'd been. Yes, I knew I was setting myself up to potentially get hurt. But addictions are like that. You know there will likely be consequences, but you inject that drug into your system anyway. There simply wasn't a bigger aphrodisiac for me than the thought of some good looking guy desiring and making love with my Michelle.
After that, I encouraged her to dress more and more sexily, both when we were out together, and even when she went to work. She pretty much drew the line with her work clothes, telling me that she worked in a professional office and needed to look professional. She did relent to wearing sexy lingerie or even sometimes no lingerie to work, with us being the only ones knowing what she was or wasn't wearing. I was hoping that perhaps some client or someone she met might find out too.
I even asked her if there was anyone at work she was interested in, but again, she told me it wouldn't be appropriate.
I didn't notice any change in her work pattern or anything else for the first month or so after she asked me about dating, but then there did seem to be a slight shift with a little more after hours work. It wasn't uncommon for her to work late before a trial or some other deadline, but I noticed it getting a little more frequent. Whenever I asked her about it, she just told me that my imagination was running away with me and nothing had changed. She always arrived home fresh, exactly like she went to work, so as disappointing as it was for me, I did assume that she was just working late.
Michelle knew how much I liked her showing off her body. I enjoyed watching guys eyes when we went out to dinner or shopping and hoped that one of them might get up enough courage to come over and talk to her when I left her alone. We went to an occasional square dance out of town and her skirts and pettipants (frilly panties intended to be seen when the girls twirled) were a little shorter than at our club dances. I'd often intentionally sit out a dance so somebody else could ask her to dance. I fantasized about her meeting someone at a dance but it never seemed to happen. I can't say I was disappointed (well, maybe a little) since our lovemaking was so damn good afterward when I'd mention to her what I wanted some guy to do with her. Our sex has always been good, but when we imagined it with another guy it rose into the stratosphere.




Chapter 19

One Saturday in March, no different than any other Saturday, Michelle spent the day shopping with one of her girlfriends, Veronica, from work. She got home in the mid-afternoon and told me that she was going out that evening. She hadn't mentioned it before, so I was more than a little curious.
“You mean with Veronica?”
“Umm, no, actually I have a date tonight.”
I was taken aback a lot by that statement as she hadn't given me any indication that she'd been seeing anyone.
“Oh really, first date?”
“Well sort of. We've been seeing each other for lunches and an occasional dinner for a while now, but this is going to be our first real date.”
That floored me, but my little man was definitely beginning to take notice, “Anyone I know?”
“I don't think so.”
Then she took her packages she'd bought and went into our bedroom. Guess she wasn't going to give me any more information than that.
I followed her into the bedroom, asking, “Anything you can tell me about him?”
She smiled at me, “I can tell you that he's really good looking. And that I plan to have a good time tonight, a very good time!”
I was dying to know more about the guy, but Michelle had gone into the bathroom and closed the door, leaving me to my imagination, pondering the fact that she was actually going out on a date, not even giving me a clue where or with who. I heard the bath water running and a little later she called to me, asking for some help.
When I opened the bathroom door, she asked me to hand her her razor and shaving lotion. My assumption was that she was going to shave her legs, but when I gave them to her, she sat on the edge of the tub and lathered the hair on her pussy. She hadn't shaved there since before she left Mike, so I was pretty surprised. I guess she was giving me a pretty strong clue on how she was going to be spending part of the evening anyway.
I couldn't help but watch my beautiful wife as she carefully shaved herself completely bare once again. My cock was starting to strain against my pants, watching her. I wanted so badly to run my fingers over those smooth pussy lips.
She told me, “You've been wanting me to show myself off a little. Tonight I think you might get your wish.”
As she finished shaving her pussy and started on her legs, I told her, “Yeah, but I won't be there.”
“I'm pretty sure you'll like what you hear.”
Then she told me to go in the other room and let her finish getting ready. I did as told, sitting on our bed. In a few minutes, she walked into the bedroom, completely nude and oh so sexy.
She picked up the bags she'd brought home from Victoria's Secret and took it back into the bathroom and closed the door again. I kicked myself, realizing that I'd had an opportunity to peek at what she'd bought but hadn't. A moment later, she reappeared causing my jaw to drop in disbelief.
She'd donned some new lingerie, panties and bra that were so sexy. Dark blue, but very gauzy and translucent, totally see through. Her pink nipples showed through the soft fabric, although they definitely supported her nicely. The panties didn't have a single square inch that was opaque.
My eyes were wide as she sat down at her dressing desk and started brushing her shoulder length hair out so that it was soft and gorgeous, then her makeup. She was more meticulous with it than I'd seen her for a long time, transforming herself from a beautiful young woman to someone totally bewitching.
Watching her take such an effort to make herself this sexy for another guy was a definite turn-on for me. I remember seeing a movie once with the guy watching Michelle Pfeiffer putting on her makeup and still remember the sexy scene. Watching Michelle reminded me how arousing it can be watching your sexy wife get ready for a date, especially when it's with another guy.
Michelle was prettier at thirty-eight than she had been at our wedding when she was twenty-one. She'd gone from a very pretty girl to a beautiful, confident woman, her body curves so feminine, her face more striking and her hair fuller and richer. I couldn't help but get hard watching her, especially knowing she was preparing herself for another man.
When she finished with her makeup, she asked me to wait for her in the living room while she dressed. After I stepped out of the bedroom, she closed the door so I couldn't watch her dress. I sat in my favorite chair, nervously waiting to see what she was going to wear for this guy. When she opened the door fifteen minutes later, my eyes nearly popped out of my head, I wasn't expecting what I saw.
A pale blue blouse complimented her curves; the sheer fabric revealing a darker bra underneath, supporting her cleavage. A pair of western style blue jeans clung to her slender legs, showing off her pert bottom. The jeans flared out from the knee, partially covering a pair of tan colored cowboy boots with a low platform heel.
This really wasn't what I was expecting her to wear at all. I'd expected a sexy skirt, but what those blue jeans did for her. She reminded me of Mel McDaniel's song, “Baby's Got Her Blue Jeans On”. Those jeans showed off her feminine figure like no skirt or dress ever had.
Her long, dark brown hair was draped beautifully over her shoulders and she had on a pair of sexy, dangly gold and turquoise earrings and a matching necklace and bracelet. She walked out into the living room, standing in front of me in a sexy pose, asking, “Well love, what do you think? Do I look Okay?”
Okay? She'd just asked me if I thought she looked okay. That certainly wasn't the word I'd have used.
I cleared my throat and looked into her eyes, “Yeah, I think you look okay! You look incredibly okay! You look, I don't even know what to say, you're ravishing!”
“One last touch, I think,” going back to her dressing table she sprayed some perfume on her wrists and behind her ears. Then she unsnapped the blouse top snaps and sprayed it between her breasts and re-snapped it. I love that perfume, it alone makes me go wild when she wears it.
When she was finally ready, she came over to me, kissed me lightly, “I don't want to mess up my lipstick.” Then she smiled at me and added, just for my benefit I was sure, “Until later.”
She told me she was meeting Shaun at seven. “And part of the evening, we're going to be with another friend, Amber.”
Well, at least I now had a name. I wondered who ‘Amber' was though. I can't think of any of her friends named Amber and why would they be meeting another girl?. As she was leaving, she suggested that I call Jacqui, see if she wanted to go out somewhere.
“Maybe it'll take your mind off what I'm doing tonight.”
Watching my totally beautiful, sexy wife on her way to meet a guy, “What makes you think I want to take my mind off of what you're doing? Tonight's what I've been dreaming about for the last several months.”
Right before she closed the door, she said, “Just call her, please.”




Chapter 20

After Michelle had left, my cock was raging hard. She was finally out on a date, which was obviously going to end up in someone's bed, Shaun's bed. I suspected that Shaun was likely going to have the night of his life with my wife.
I put my day-dreaming aside for a minute and texted Jacqui,
“Hi, wanna go out after work?”

I know that Saturday nights are usually busy for her and she can't talk on the phone, so I didn't want to bother her. Text messaging is much more convenient sometimes.
It was about ten minutes later when I got her response back,
“Love to, have a great idea for an evening, pick me up here at 9.30. Dress nice.”

I wondered what her great idea was. When I went back in our bedroom to get ready, I noticed a package of birth control pills with several missing sitting very conspicuously on Michelle's vanity. It seems that she wanted to make it very clear to me what she intended tonight. I couldn't help but wonder how many times she'd already been with Shaun.
I shaved, slathered on some nice after shave Michelle had bought me, donned a nice pair of slacks and my best satiny shirt. A little later I was waiting outside the store's back door promptly by nine-thirty. Jacqui was ravishing when she walked out of the door wearing a short mini-dress with a very sexy, low neckline, beautiful as always. I didn't know how one guy could be so lucky as to have two such wonderful, beautiful women in his life.
She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me to her and kissing me, briefly touching my tongue with hers, then pulling away, “Mmm... We need to remember that for later.” Then she suggested we take her car, handing me her keys and asked, “Can we stop and grab something to eat at Burger King? I'm famished.”
“Sure, sounds good to me, but where are we going?”
“Tell you later, but let's eat first.”
After consuming our gourmet burgers, we were back in the car when she suggested, “Let's run over to Umatilla.”
Umatilla is a little town in Oregon right across the Columbia River, about forty miles away. The Columbia flows between Pasco and Kennewick, then makes a big swing to the South, becoming the border between Washington and Oregon.
“Okay, but what's there?”
“There's a new club that I've been curious about, the ‘Honey Bunnz Hideout'.”
I looked at her with a bit of a quizzical look on my face, “I've heard of it, but isn't it a strip club?”
She got a little red in the face, “Well technically it's an exotic dance club. But I suppose you could describe it as a strip club.”
“Why do you want to go there? Bit of a hankering for a sexy girl?” I teased her a little bit.
She looked back at me, “Just something I've been curious about. I've always kind of wanted to see what they were like. Do you want to go or not?”
“Oh, I'd love to! Just a little surprised that you do. Lead on my love.”
We rode on in a bit of silence, until Jacqui asked me, “Where's Michelle tonight?”
“She told me she has a date. This is the first time she's gone out like this since she left Mike.”
Then I told her about Michelle getting ready for her date.
“Wow, she must be planning something really special!.You don't know where she's going? Do you know the guy?”
“Nope, she told me his name was Shaun, but other than that, as Sergeant Schultz used to say on ‘Hogan's Heroes', I know noothingg!”
We arrived at the Honey Bunnz a little after eleven o'clock. We walked through the door and I paid my twenty dollar cover charge. Apparently sexy ladies didn't have to pay the fee. I thought it was sexual discrimination. The hostess escorted us to a small table a couple of rows back from the stage. All the closer tables had already been taken. I ordered a glass of wine for me and soda for Jacqui. Neither of us tend to drink alcohol at all, so anything stronger for me was out of the question and Jacqui had volunteered to drive home afterward.
I was surprised as I'd driven past this club before on the way to Portland and it always looked pretty seedy from the outside. Inside though, it was really nice. The chairs were comfortable though armless (I found out why later). The club was decorated well and lit pretty dimly. The stage was illuminated with nice soft, romantic lighting; almost like a flickering fireplace. The lights were very nice to showcase the attributes of the girls dancing and set a very sexy mood.
The stage was set in the middle of the room, with a narrow walkway to get to it. Then it was round, maybe six or eight feet in diameter with a section protruding out on one side for the pole. The way it was situated nearly in the center of the room, chairs and tables were all the way around, so the girls were facing people no matter which way they faced. It was only about six inches or so higher than the main floor, so it was much more intimate than I would've expected something like this to be. It seemed like almost every dance was nearly a lap dance.
When we arrived, there was a fairly young, cute girl dancing around the pole that caught my attention right away. As we watched, she gradually removed her clothes and guys were clamoring for her attention, throwing dollar bills and larger in front of her, along with the mandatory wolf whistles and catcalls. There were probably fifty or sixty people there, mostly men, but some sexily dressed girls like Jacqui in the audience as well (not as pretty as either her or Michelle though). This place was a horny guy's dream come true. I had never been anywhere like it.
Later I remembered I had once before, although not nearly as nice. When Michelle and I were in Kodiak and I was still in the Coast Guard, we didn't have a phone. She needed to call her dad, so we walked downtown and the only pay phone we could find was in a nightclub. As we walked in, there was a girl dancing on the stage. Michelle made her call and when we turned back around to the stage, the girl was naked. We were both country kids and literally shocked speechless. Neither of us had ever seen anything like that before then.
This club however was totally different than the one we had visited long ago. The décor was much nicer and the girls prettier. I noticed several very scantily clad girls wandering around the club talking to guys, sometimes taking money from a guy and giving him a private lap dance with a bit of touching and grinding right there on the floor. That was why the chairs didn't have any arms; so the girls could straddle the guy, sitting on his lap, grinding her pelvis into his. I asked Jacqui if maybe we should ask a girl to come over and give us (as in me) a dance. She didn't say anything, but the look she gave me suggested that it might possibly not be a good idea for me to do that. I didn't understand why not, it was her idea to be here.
Then I understood. “Oh, I get it, you want the lap dance.”
She scowled at me, fisted my arm gently and told me very firmly, “No, I do not!”
We sat at our table drinking our wine and soda, watching the pretty girls on stage and in the crowd. I couldn't help but comment on the size of some of the bare boobs and other female parts on display, getting some cute giggles from Jacqui. I even got brave and asked Jacqui if she wanted to try a little strip dancing on the stage sometime.
I got a very quick and formal response, “No, but thank you for asking.”
I don't think her ‘thanks for asking' was particularly sincere.
After we had been there a little over an hour and had drank several of those five dollar glasses, I was getting a pretty good hard-on from all the titillation (I love that word) going on. The announcer once again introduced the next girl coming on stage.
“And now ladies and gentlemen, our featured first time amateur for the night, I'm pretty sure you'll all like her, please give a big applause to Amber! Oh by the way, Amber has asked that you please keep your money in your pockets.”
With that, there was a huge round of cat-calls and applause. Hearing that name reminded me that Michelle had told me earlier that she and Shaun were meeting an ‘Amber' tonight. What a coincidence. Then, a soft slow music started and out strolled Amber.
“Oh my God,” I thought, this was Michelle; my Michelle!
She was wearing Jacqui's gold dress that I bought her in Virginia City, looking scared to death! I looked at the stunning woman on stage, thinking that I had to be seeing things. When I accepted that it really was Michelle, I looked at Jacqui, realizing that she must have known all about this and likely even helped plan it.
She smiled back at me, gave me a little peck on the cheek and whispered in my ear, “Just watch and enjoy.”
I couldn't help it, I was totally flabbergasted, my wife was on a stage; in a strip club, wearing practically nothing! It finally dawned on me what Michelle had meant when she said they were meeting Amber tonight.
The little metallic gold dress came about to her mid-thigh. The material was thin and barely covered her nipples with maybe half an inch to spare. The back was open, plunging down to just slightly reveal a hint of her butt crack. The front was held tight by tiny, nearly invisible elastic straps around her back, with the metallic gold straps hanging loosely across her back. In short, it was sexy! I'd bought it for Jacqui in Virginia City, Nevada when she was pretending to be my ‘escort' for the weekend.
So, I watched. My heart was beating fast, about to pound a hole in my chest. I loved Michelle showing her beautiful body off to people and she knew it. But this? This was over the top of anything I'd ever imagined. I honestly didn't know whether to get up and run for the door or stay to see what happened. I knew that if I had a chance, I'd tell her no, not to do this, but then I realized something – I didn't have any control, I never had an opportunity to tell her no, I couldn't make her stop, there wasn't a thing I could do about my wife dancing nearly naked and maybe even doing a striptease show in front of dozens of horny men. This was something she'd done totally on her own and aside from how sexy she was, that fact alone set my libido on fire.
Just like the night in Kodiak when she'd made love with my friend Alec, or that night with Mike, there wasn't any way that I could look away. I didn't know what she might be going to do, maybe she was just planning to dance in that sexy dress? That itself was putting herself on display far more than she ever had before. But I kinda doubted that, Jacqui called this ‘exotic dancing,' but in reality it was a strip club. I didn't think that girls on that stage intended to stay in the clothes they started in. Okay, enough of my musings, back to Michelle's routine.
Michelle slinked out onto the stage, looking every bit the sexy, gorgeous minx I knew she could be. She started out looking very scared, which made her seem even more innocent and sexy. She walked down that narrow walkway to the stage, really nothing more than a slightly raised platform. When she got there, she stopped and started dancing.
My beautiful wife danced and gyrated her hips to the music while she caressed herself with her hands. Her face gradually transformed from a frightened grimace with her eyes half hidden to her shiny lips curling into a half smile. By the time her hands began a slow trip to her hips, the tip of Michelle's tongue had just peeked out and wet her lower lip in anticipation.
She danced slowly, rubbing her hands down her hips and back up her stomach, teasing her breasts, her face gradually showing how turned on she was becoming. She looked out into the crowd and turned around, perhaps just realizing that with people on all sides, there was nothing she could hide.
She rubbed her hands on her rear, pulling the hem of her dress up until it was just about to show her bum before letting it fall back in place. Then she turned back around, ever so slowly and pushed her top down exposing a bare nipple, then the other, cupping her breasts in her hands, pinching her nipples as they became more and more pronounced with her arousal. Her eyes were closed and her initial look of fear had been totally replaced with one of lust.
So much for my thought a few minutes ago that she was just going to dance without exposing anything more. I took a deep breath, this was MY WIFE dancing and baring herself to fifty horny guys and girls, almost making love with the crowd.
In spite of my fears and misgivings from a few minutes ago, I was totally absorbed in her, very much enjoying her exhibitionism. If this had been another girl, it would have been the sexiest dance I'd ever seen. But this wasn't another girl, this was my wife. That compounded the sexiness by a factor of about a hundred. My cock had hardened under my slacks and was threatening to explode. I honestly didn't know how much more of this I could take.
Turning slowly around, with the crowd on all sides, Michelle slipped her dress down to her hips, then down her legs to the floor. She stepped away from it, wearing nothing but her gold heels and a tiny, slinky, matching gold bikini panty. It was shiny gold, held together around her hips by thin straps, tied into a bow.
I looked at Jacqui again a little questioning expression on my face. She whispered in my ear, “I found the panties for her.”
When Jacqui wore the dress that night in Reno, we hadn't bought any matching panties. Jacqui had in fact gone to a square dance wearing that dress – and nothing else.
It was obvious that Michelle was really enjoying herself. She had opened her eyes and looked around the room, catching my eyes for a brief moment, smiling at me. I smiled back to her, letting her know it was okay and I was enjoying her show. She looked around and seemed to lock eyes with a good looking guy sitting only a couple of feet from where she was dancing at the front of the stage. He reminded me a little of George Strait, with a cowboy hat, western shirt and blue jeans. It seemed pretty obvious that this was the boyfriend she was out with.
My wife watched this guy, focusing her gaze on him, rubbing her hands over those sexy panties. As close as the chairs and tables were to the stage, it was almost like she was doing a personal dance just for him. Michelle's eyes were on him as she was rubbing her hands over her panties creating a bit of a camel toe where she was pushing her panties in between her lips.
She continued to gyrate, the lust becoming more and more evident on her face. She was thrusting her hips and breathing deeper, her eyes and face showing her lust with her mouth in that now familiar ‘O' expression, as she brought herself closer and closer to a climax right in front of us. She finally started to shudder and moan, audibly groaning until her face exploded in ecstasy and she orgasmed, nearly causing her knees to buckle under her. I sat there, my mouth gaping open, incredulously watching my wife and groaning, trying to not embarrass myself inside my pants.
She continued to look directly at the same man as she slowly slipped her hands down her hips and grasped the strings tying her panties together. She started to pull the end on each side, gradually pulling the knots loose. I could see her silently mouth some words directly to the man she was looking at. I'd seen those words on her lips before, “I want you.” The grin on his face was about a mile wide.
As the knots finally came loose, the back of her panties fell away between her legs, leaving her holding the front in place with the strings. She spread her legs just a little apart, still looking into the eyes of the same guy with that dazzling smile on her face and released the strings. I finally realized the significance of her shaving earlier in the evening.
Her pussy lips were totally bare, completely exposing her as she rubbed her fingers over her smooth pussy lips, once again emitting low moaning noises. I was having a harder and harder time realizing that this beautiful, wanton, stunning creature on the stage was actually my wife. The woman I loved, who until recently wouldn't go braless and didn't like displays of affection in public. She's an indispensable professional legal secretary in a prestigious law firm. This goddess stood in front of a crowd of men, totally nude, except her high heels, exposing her most private femininity for all to witness.
I lost track of the music, no idea if it was still playing or not. My eyes were fixated on Michelle; my sexy wife who meant the whole world to me who was currently dancing on a stage, in a strip club, revealing her most intimate sexuality to this crowd of people, so turned on she'd given herself an orgasm, something that in all our years of marriage, I'd never seen her do to herself.
I remembered that night when Michelle stripped for me and Mike in our living room. I thought I was going crazy that night, but it was nothing compared to the effect she was having on me at this moment. Even then, she hadn't brought herself to an orgasm, she left that to Mike to do for her.
From the lusty look on my wife's face and her eyes on this guy, I wasn't sure if she even realized anyone else was in the room as she continued to rub inside her pussy lips. I sure as hell did though. Fifty pairs of eyes fixated on my wife's naked and aroused body. Not a soul was making a sound, the entire audience absorbing her eroticism. There weren't any of the catcalls from the earlier performances, this was something this club likely had rarely seen, this beautiful woman making love with herself and now spreading her legs even more, her fingers spreading and teasing herself, revealing her most cherished treasure
My emotions were so mixed. I was excited and enjoying Michelle showing herself immensely. I knew I'd become a bit of a voyeur over the past year, but this little performance was in excess of anything I'd ever imagined she might do. At the same time, I was also so jealous and envious of everyone else here, especially her boyfriend she was fixated on a few feet from where she was standing, watching what had been so privately ours for so long,
Finally, almost mercifully, I heard the music that I hadn't been hearing at all stop. I didn't know if I wanted this to end or to go on forever. At last, the announcer came back on and said, “That was Amber folks, how about that performance! Give her a big hand.”
The crowd slowly started clapping, getting louder and louder. The guy she was watching stood, clapping, followed by others at his table, then more until the entire audience was standing and clapping. No hoots, no hollers, no cat calls. Apparently everyone understood that this had been more than that, that this girl was something special.
It seemed pretty obvious that Michelle had been very near to another orgasm and was distraught when the music ended and the announcer came on. It reminded me of the time in Kodiak when I'd brought her so close to a climax then stopped when Alec was visiting us. That had turned into quite a night; I wondered what the rest of this night was going to hold for her and Shaun. I so wanted to be in Shaun's shoes the rest of the night.
The standing and clapping continued for several minutes after Michelle picked up her clothes and walked off the stage. It wasn't until the next girl was introduced that everyone began to quiet back down.
I loved how my wife felt that she could show that it was possible to be so sexy along with being a professional woman. She perfectly demonstrated that sexy and professional didn't have to be exclusive and that she could be both. One didn't have to exclude the other.
I felt kind of sorry for the girl who followed Michelle. She was pretty and had a great body, but she certainly wasn't a Michelle. She danced at the pole, removed her clothes, had money thrown on the stage, but you could tell the excitement simply wasn't the same.
A few minutes later, Michelle walked out onto the floor, once again wearing the gold dress. She briefly looked over at me giving me a ‘watch this' type of smile, then walked over to the man from earlier, stood in front of him doing a little dance with that sexy grin on her face. She danced a little and leaned over him with her hands on his shoulders, kissing him.
She slowly sat, straddling his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulled herself tight to him. His hands went to her legs, caressed up her thighs and pulled her dress up above her hips. She'd put the gold panties back on and was grinding her pelvis into his. As Michelle's hands gripped the sides of his face as she kissed him, his hands worked higher and wrapped around her bare breasts under the dress. Finally, Michelle broke the kiss, breathing deeply and whispered in his ear. Then she extricated herself from him and walked back into the room alongside the stage.
Just a few minutes later, she emerged once again dressed in the blouse and blue jeans that she had been wearing earlier when she left home. Now however, it was very obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. Her hard nipples were poking a hole in her blouse. She walked back over to Shaun and took his hand and pulled him up from his seat. As they walked within a couple of feet of Jacqui and me, she blew me a little kiss. I was so damn hard and horny by then that just that little puff of a kiss nearly made me come. I wasn't sure how I felt then. I'd wanted that last dance, if you wanted to call it that, to be for me. Then, I wanted to make love with her. As it was, I knew she was undoubtedly going to give this guy, Shaun, a night that he would never forget. And then, I'd hear every detail as Michelle and I made love.
I remembered back to when Michelle was seeing Mike that she had told me that our lives could never go back to what we had before. I don't think Michelle had any idea how prophetic that statement was. She'd obviously discovered the extreme pleasures from sex and was pushing the boundaries far beyond what she'd ever imagined, to the point that there were no boundaries. I couldn't help but wonder, once again, about our future.




Chapter 21

I took Jacqui's hand and we left shortly behind Michelle, with Jacqui driving. I'd had just a little to drink, but because I wasn't used to any alcohol I was in no condition to drive. On our way, Jacqui told me a little about what had happened tonight.
“Michelle will have to tell you most of it, but I can tell you what I know. She called me a couple of weeks ago, asking if I'd have dinner with her as there was something she wanted to talk to me about. We ate dinner, just talking about things. We've become pretty good friends.
“She told me she had a new boyfriend, then about this crazy idea she had. She wanted to do a little surprise for you that she thought you'd enjoy, so she wondered about putting on a little performance at that new club in Umatilla.”
“So you helped her plan it?”
“Yes I helped her. She wondered what she should wear and I thought about the dress we bought in Virginia City, thinking it'd be perfect. I told her about it and she liked it, but asked me about some panties to go with it. The next day, I went through our catalogues and found a pair that was perfect, very, very sexy as you saw.
“I'm not sure how she set it up with them, but she told me a few days later that it was all set and when it was. So we had fun planning how we were going to get you there.
“So you weren't really surprised when I texted you?”
“No, I'd been wondering when you'd call. I had my clothes all ready to change into, everything I needed all ready.”
“Did she tell you anything about her boyfriend? The only thing I know is that she said his name's Shaun.”
“That's really all she told me too. Other than that, I don't really know anything about him.”
Jacqui and I talking about Shaun reminded me what he and Michelle were going to be doing in just a few minutes, if they haven't already parked their car somewhere. I groaned at the thought of them together in his bed, but it excited me almost to the point that I came in the car on our way home.
When we got back to the Tri Cities, I wanted to go to Jacqui's house, take her to bed and fuck the night away with her. God, I was so damn hard and horny. Instead, Jacqui took me to my house, gave me a nice kiss and pushed me out of the car. Just a nice kiss, almost like kissing your sister; I think she knew that anything more and we wouldn't be able to stop.
As she was pushing me out of the car, she told me, “No, tonight was about Michelle, wait for her.”
As I walked into the house, it dawned on me, I had no idea what time Michelle planned to get home, or even if she was coming home tonight. It was going to be a long rest of the night.
ooOoo
I went in the house, sat on the couch, tried to watch a little TV, but my mind couldn't help but wander to Michelle, what I'd seen earlier and what she was undoubtedly doing now. Finally, after not finding anything interesting on TV, I went to bed and tried to keep from masturbating myself as I closed my eyes and tried to envision being Shaun and what he and Michelle were doing at that time. It made a very pretty and sexy picture in my mind. Would they be slow and tease each other or so horny that they'd tear clothes off?
I never did go to sleep that night, not knowing when or if Michelle was coming home. I remember specifically, it was 3:17 in the morning when the door opened. A few minutes later, Michelle walked into our bedroom, looking beautiful as she always does. She was wearing the blue jeans and blouse, without the bra. I'll never be married to her for so long that that sight doesn't turn me into mush. I scooted myself up a little so I was sitting up, leaning on the head of the bed.
She walked over to the bed, sat down on the edge of it and leaned in to give me a very nice kiss. Our tongues played a little bit and I couldn't help my hands as they crawled up her side to cop a feel of those delectable nipples through her blouse.
“Mmm, you seem to be in a bit of a frisky mood this morning,” she told me.
“Uhunh, had a long night, waiting for my wife to come home.” Then I asked her, “How was your evening, do anything exciting?”
She looked at me with that sexy grin on her face as her hand was over mine, rubbing her breast, “No, not much, just another boring, humdrum night, you?”
I could see that we were playing a little game of innocence with each other.
“Nope, me either, just whiled away my time after you left. I sat home bored out of my mind. Got a bit horny, so Jacqui stopped by for a few minutes, but she was busy and couldn't stay long. I watched a little TV, played solitaire on the computer and finally went to bed.”
I was rubbing her thighs with my other hand that wasn't inside her blouse.
Michelle was starting to moan a little from my ministrations, “Well,” she said, “Now that I think about it, I remember there was this one little thing we did, not much, but you might be interested to hear about it.”
She paused a bit, readjusting herself up a little closer to me so I could reach her easier, “We went to this little place in Umatilla and discovered the girls there danced with no clothes on. It was pretty embarrassing to watch that, but kind of fun too.”
Michelle was starting to unbutton her blouse and nibbling on my ear. I told her, “Hmm, that's kind of a coincidence. Now I remember that Jacqui dragged me off to some place like that last night too. It was fun, especially when this one girl came on stage. Thought I might have recognized her, but wasn't sure. They said her name was Amber or something like that. She resembled you just a little bit. She seemed to be enjoying herself more than the others did. I thought she was a lot sexier than the other girls. Sure seemed like she was having fun.”
She took a little break from nibbling and said, “I think I remember who you might be talking about. But I didn't know you were there too. Yeah, that girl did seem to be having fun. She was pretty sexy too. I might even enjoy getting to know her.”
Michelle was slipping her blouse off her shoulders as I asked her, “The announcer said that was her first time. She seemed pretty confident with herself, I wonder how a girl doing something like the first time might feel?”
Her hand had come up to my face, pulling me over to her, kissing the tip of my nose, whispering to me, “I bet she was scared to death before she set foot on that stage, probably ready to turn and run far, far away if there wasn't a group of girls pushing her out so she couldn't run away. But I watched her too. She seemed to really get into it and enjoy herself.”
I was falling right into her little game, (I love her games!) “It was so hot when she pushed that sexy dress down and showed off her nipple for the first time. Bet she was scared then, too.”
Michelle slid herself up my body and deposited one of those juicy, perfect, female nipples in my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her back, pulling her breast tight to me, sucking it all in.
She was starting to writhe and moan a little, telling me, “What I saw, she didn't look scared at all, I think by then, she was probably so horny and feeling so sexy that she wanted all her clothes off, except I suspect the pros would have told her to go slow and tease everyone a little. It looked like the teasing was really getting her hot too. She had to be to be able to play with herself like that in front of all those strangers. That was so exciting to watch!”
“I have to admit it really turned me on when she came right there on stage and then showed off that shaved pussy. I wanted to storm the stage and fuck her right then and there! Bet every other man in the house wanted to do the same thing too. Good thing I had a friend there to constrain me a little. Wonder who the guy was in the audience that she seemed so smitten with, he was one lucky guy.”
“Don't know, I wondered that too. I'm thinking they probably knew each other the way she carried on with him. She was kind of a brazen hussy, didn't you think?”
“Yeah, she was, probably more than anyone I know could ever be,” I tried to say, but the sound was probably closer to mush as she was grinding her boob into my mouth. I gave it a last kiss and before venturing over to her other boob, told her, “It was so sexy, some of what she did, like rubbing herself and making herself come like that. I didn't know something like that was even allowed in a place like that.”
Michelle was moaning along with me, having a little trouble carrying on the conversation, “I'd kind of imagine the other girls and the manager probably told her what she could and couldn't do, but I wonder if she might have gotten carried away and bent the rules just a little.”
I was having a hard time controlling myself sucking on her nipples, but I really wanted to hear the rest of her story before we made love. Hearing her explain it like this was about the hottest thing I'd ever heard and I wanted to hear all of it while I was still so horny.
Michelle popped her nipple out of my mouth, standing so she could unsnap her blue jeans. She shimmied them down her hips and to the floor. She had those silky, gold panties on. I closed my eyes a moment and moaned, remembering her untying those strings and letting them fall. That's an image that will be embedded in my mind the rest of my life!
She pulled the covers off and climbed on top of me, wearing nothing but those sexy panties and rubbed up against my little man. (Actually, not so ‘little' at that particular time!) I couldn't help but reach down and feel that soft fabric, putting a little pressure on that sweet spot between her legs, making Michelle squirm.
My hands were around her hips, pulling her over me. I could feel the warmth of her pussy against me. She smelled so wonderful; I was throbbing, pushing against the satin. My breathing was getting more and more difficult with this minx teasing my body and my mind.
“Her panties were a lot like yours. Oh, when she pulled those strings and let them drop, I nearly lost it!”
She grinned at me and started pulling the strings again, “You mean kind of like this?”
She pulled them and pushed herself up just a little so she could pull them out from under her. I nearly died when I felt that shaved pussy against my cock. Michelle hung onto her panties and wrapped them around the back of my head, using them to pull my face toward hers. Our lips met and her tongue met mine as we kissed. While we were kissing, she raised herself up meeting the head of my cock with her pussy and slid down onto me until we were pelvis to pelvis. I felt like I was in heaven, inside her warm, wet love canal.
All thoughts from the earlier evening abandoned me completely as I only wanted to make love with my wife. She ground herself onto me for a moment and started to rise and fall on my cock. I was still sitting up, with my back against the head of the bed. I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her tight to me, her breasts into my face. My sexual tension from the entire evening took its toll on me and I simply couldn't hold myself from exploding inside her. My body shook and I heard strange noises emitting from my mouth as I felt wave after wave of the most exquisite feelings through my entire body. It seemed to go on forever as I lost all sense of anything else.
When I finally stopped convulsing, I opened my eyes again and looked at my beautiful wife. There were streaks of sweat on her forehead. My orgasm had been so intense that I didn't even know if she'd come or not. I pulled her to me and kissed her. All of a sudden, the tiredness of the evening caught up with me and I felt like I couldn't stay awake a moment longer. We both scooted down in bed and Michelle rolled over, spooning her naked body into mine. I wrapped my arms around my bride holding her tightly to me.
“I love you,” I told her.
“Mmm, I love you too.”
A few minutes later, I hadn't gone to sleep yet when I heard a little voice asking me, “Sweetheart, are you asleep yet?”
“No, guess not.”
“Thank you for tonight honey, for everything. It was perfect!”
I smiled in my near sleep and pulled her tighter to me, just before going to sleep.




Chapter 22

We both slept late the following morning. I'm usually awake by at least seven-thirty or so on the weekends, but that morning it was after ten. Gee, I wonder why. It was after five when we'd finally gone to sleep.
My blushing bride had rolled over on her back and her bare breasts were just begging to be nibbled on. I was glad to be able to accommodate them. I watched her face getting a big smile on it as I nibbled. She moaned a little and one hand came up behind my head pulling me down tighter. Her eyes popped open and she looked down at me, suckling away on her nipple.
“Mmm, that feels good, but I have to go to the bathroom.”
I remembered I'd stumbled into the bathroom a couple of hours earlier, practically in my sleep. I'd climbed back into bed and was back asleep probably within a minute. When Michelle returned from the bathroom, she sat on the edge of the bed in all her naked glory and asked me, “Did all of that really happen last night?”
“Yeah, I think it probably did,” I told her.
“Ohhh, you probably hate me then, don't you?”
“Sweetheart, I don't hardly think so. I enjoyed every second of it, especially after you got home!”
“Mmm, I liked that part too!”
She snuggled back under the covers with me and I had to ask, “What about a little earlier in the evening, before you got home, when you got to Shaun's house? Did you enjoy that too?”
She snuggled in a little closer and got a big smile on her face as she was thinking about it, “Mmhmm! Most definitely enjoyed that part!”
“Well, are you going to tell me about it?”
“Maybe, what do you want to know?”
“Well, for starters, what did you do when you got to his house?”
She tried to change the subject a bit, “What's for breakfast?”
“Sourdough waffles and sausage. But they can wait. Tell me about you and Shaun.”
She got a very dreamy look on her face and closed her eyes, “It was our first time you know.”
Well actually, I didn't know that and it surprised me a little. I waited for her to go on.
“We'd kissed a little before, but that was all. I guess you can imagine that we were both pretty horny by the time we got to his house.”
“Gee, I'd never have guessed that. Whatever caused that?”
She ignored my silly question.
“When we got inside his house, we were all over each other, kissing, feeling, tearing each other's clothes off like a couple of love struck teenagers. You know, the normal stuff after doing a strip. By the time we got to his bedroom, we were both naked and I don't think I was even down on his bed before he was inside me. We kissed and made love. I felt like a teenager with her first boyfriend, except being able to really do something about it.”
“Well, was it good?”
“Oh my God yes! After six weeks of teasing, then that night, we both wanted it so bad! It couldn't have been more perfect.”
She was making me horny all over again. She knew how much I enjoyed hearing about her and Mike. Somehow, this was even better because it was someone she'd just recently met. Before we went on doing something else that day, like making breakfast, I wanted to know everything I could about Shaun. I asked her to tell me about him.
“He's a little older than us, forty-two. He's married, but they're separated. Has three kids, two grown up and one fourteen year old that lives with her mom but stays with him quite a bit too. He's really good looking, which I'm sure you noticed the other night and I found out he's a fantastic lover.”
“How'd you meet him?”
“Well actually, it was kinda funny how we met. I'd gone to Walmart and was walking down the meat aisle trying to remember what I was after, when I thought of it and said aloud, ‘Hot dogs'. Then this guy down the aisle a little further started laughing and turned around to look at me. I didn't know what he was laughing about when he told me ‘I just whispered to myself, what sounds good for dinner? And you said hot dogs'”
“We both laughed about that and he told me he didn't really want hot dogs for dinner, did I? I told him not particularly, but that was what I was after.”
“He told me his name and I gave him mine. Then he asked if he could buy me a good dinner. He seemed like a nice guy so I agreed. I followed him to Applebees' and we talked for two solid hours. We liked each other and decided we wanted to see each other again. I gave him my number and he called me the next day, asking me if I wanted to meet him for lunch. Since then, we've met several times.”
The more she talked about him, the more I was remembering that kiss in the Honey Bunnz and thinking about him and Michelle tearing each other's clothes off later. We'd just made love a few hours ago, but I was definitely getting hard again. Over the last year, with both Michelle and Jacqui, I've learned to like that horny feeling – a lot. I enjoy letting it slow roast, getting stronger and stronger until finally satisfying the craving is a real treat. Consequently, I wasn't going to make love again with Michelle right away.
“What does he do? Where's he work?”
“Well, he's self-employed. He's a rodeo announcer during the rodeo season and so does a lot of traveling. In the off-season he has a half hour radio program on rodeo news that he sells to stations around the country. He spends most of his week putting that together. One thing he really wants to do is be the announcer at the Pendleton Round-Up (one of the country's biggest rodeos and only 60 miles from us).
That explained the western clothes from last night. This guy was sounding like a real adult ‘chick magnet' to me. I didn't say anything to Michelle, but I wondered if he might have girlfriends at some of those rodeos. Maybe it was weird, but I hoped he didn't. I was hoping he'd be smitten with my wife and that they'd be really good together. As close as she'd been to Mike, she still came home to me and I was confident that even if her and Shaun fell for each other she'd still always be mine. That fear of losing her was still there though. It just wasn't enough to counter my addiction of wanting her to be with another guy. Crazy? Absolutely!
ooOoo
I fixed breakfast: sourdough waffles and sausage as I'd promised Michelle. We played bolo, a dice game we both enjoy and changed the topic of conversation to much more mundane things, like complaining about the dry weather.
Michelle asked me if I wanted to invite Jacqui out to dinner with us that afternoon. I told her that Jacqui was taking the day off work and I thought it'd be fun. We planned to finish our game first. Before we made the call to her, our square dance friends, Jerry and Tonya, called her asking us if we wanted to go to the Wildhorse Casino in Pendleton a little later. She inquisitively looked at me and I told her sure, sounded like fun. She told them we'd probably be bringing along another friend too. Then she called Jacqui and invited her along with us.
They have a great buffet that we enjoyed. Jerry is our square dance caller and he and I spent much of the dinner discussing a square dance move we wanted to work out with six couples in the square, rather than four. Michelle, Tonya and Jacqui talked about square dance clothes, particularly what they thought might look good on Jacqui, since she didn't have hardly any yet.
After dinner, we wandered around the casino doing some people watching and gambling. Michelle and I lost our obligatory twenty dollars each in slot machines before we decided to go home.
Jerry dropped the three of us off at our house. We played a little bolo and the ladies talked and giggled about the night before. I couldn't help but enjoy myself with these two beautiful women discussing that strip tease. One thing I found interesting was when Michelle told Jacqui that right before she went on stage they'd told her the rules; what she could and couldn't do on stage, and then suggested to her that she make eye contact with someone.
She told Jacqui, “One thing they didn't tell me though, is what that would do to me. Watching Shaun like that made me so damn horny!”
Both girls giggled about that. I couldn't help but smile at it too.
It was about nine when Michelle said she was tired and suggested I take Jacqui home.




Chapter 23

Michelle knew exactly what was going to happen with me taking Jacqui home that night. My aroused state from the morning had abated during the day, but listening to Jacqui and Michelle talking about Michelle's strip show had awakened my manhood to full alert. Of course, Michelle reaching under the table occasionally and rubbing her hands over the front of my pants hadn't hurt either. She was fully aware how stimulated both Jacqui and I were.
After we got to Jacqui's and went inside, she told me, “I wanted to do this so bad last night!”
She put her hands around my head, running her fingers through my hair and pulled me in for a passionate kiss. Who can argue with a woman who knows what she wants? We kissed only briefly when Jacqui broke away and rather breathlessly asked me to wait while she got cleaned up a little.
After that kiss I really wasn't in the mood to wait for her, but I also know that where Jacqui is concerned a little waiting time is well worthwhile. She has this delightful habit of wanting to make herself as attractive as she can before we have sex. My blood had rushed down to my mid-section swelling my manhood anticipating Jacqui's re-appearance.
As I paced back and forth in her living room, I heard the shower come on in her bathroom. ‘What the fuck!', I thought. She's carrying this a bit too far tonight. Usually, she puts on her makeup, brushes her hair out and finds something really sexy to wear, or not to wear, depending on her mood. Tonight, she's in the shower so I sat down on her couch to wait.
A few minutes later I heard her calling, “Honey, will you please bring me a couple of towels?”
I guessed she'd apparently forgotten that little necessity when she got in the shower. I fetched some towels out of her hall closet and when I opened the bathroom door I couldn't help but peek through the shower door and see this beautiful woman slightly obscured, her wet hair falling over bare breasts and those smooth, sexy hips. I stood momentarily transfixed at the image I was watching.
She apparently saw me watching her and asked me to bring in the towels. My assumption was that she was ready to get out and I was going to get an even better eyeful in just a moment. When I walked the towels over to her, she reached out and grabbed not the towels, but my arm and pulled me into the shower with her.
“I want you! Get those clothes off!”
She didn't have to tell me twice. My wet clothes joined the towels on the floor and I stepped in the shower with her. I didn't think about it then, but thank God I always kept a few clothes at her house so I had something dry later.
I held her in my arms as the hot water cascaded over us, then we kissed. Jacqui's tongue was so insistent, exploring my mouth. I turned Jacqui away from me and took the bar of soap off the shelf to lather her breasts getting moans of pleasure from her.
She pushed me away and knelt in front of me, holding my cock in her hands. She looked up at me, and started to stroke it up and down, making me groan. It was almost hypnotic and so sexy, her looking at me as she stroked my erection. When I felt the tip of her tongue teasing the tip of my cock, I nearly lost myself in my pleasure. I brushed her wet hair away from her face so I could watch her as she kissed and opened her mouth a little wider until the whole head was in her mouth. My knees nearly gave out with this minx consuming me. It was all I could do to stand. Her tongue swirled around the tip of my cock making me continue to groan.
Jacqui sucked more of me into her mouth as I held her head trying to push deeper into her mouth. When I was feeling like I couldn't stand another second without coming in her mouth, she pulled away and stood facing the shower wall. She spread her legs as far as she could and quietly said, “Fuck me.”
I bent my knees slightly so I was in line with her and pushed myself deep into her. Between the hot water running over us and how wet she was inside, I couldn't last long. She felt so damn good. We'd never done it either from this position or in the shower before. Every time I plunged deep inside her, she pulled at me with those vaginal muscles, leaving me totally breathless. Jacqui came first with me shortly behind. I'm glad she lives in a house rather than an apartment or people could have heard us from several units away. We sank to our knees and held each other close as the water washed us clean.
When we caught our breath and Jacqui had managed to turn back around, she whispered in my ear, “See why I asked for two towels?”
We both got a case of the giggles and couldn't stop laughing.
We finally did though and dried each other off. Jacqui sat on her bed naked, watching me dress to go home to Michelle. When I was ready, we kissed and I told her we'd see each other in a few days, at least on Friday for square dancing.
When I returned home to Michelle, she was in bed, sleeping. I woke her up with a kiss, letting her know that I was home. After I undressed and climbed in bed with her, she commented how nice I smelled. I told her I'd showered, a very nice shower.
She grinned at me saying, “I'll just bet it was!”
ooOoo
We both went to sleep snuggled up to each other. In the morning after Michelle had showered, she told me that she'd talked to Shaun last night and he asked if she'd have dinner with him tonight. He said he wanted to fix her dinner so she could meet his daughter for the first time. I guess she was asking my permission, which I readily gave her, telling her I wanted her to enjoy her evening.
After that, I was curious what she'd wear. She didn't disappoint with a very sexy pair of lingerie, but wore her normal business attire over them. When she was leaving, she told me she might do a little shopping during lunchtime.
That evening I popped a dish of frozen lasagna in the microwave for dinner. I love lasagna. My thoughts never wavered too far from Michelle though, wondering about her evening. She said she was meeting Shaun's daughter, so I presumed that nothing but a nice dinner would happen if she was there. While I waited, I sat at my computer, working on this story.
It was about ten-thirty when Michelle came home, still wearing the same clothes she'd worn that morning, but carrying a small bag. I asked her how her evening had been and she told me it was great. Then, she went in the bathroom to get ready for bed.
When she came out, she was wearing a new nightgown, telling me, “I wanted to show you what I bought today. I think maybe Shaun liked it when I wore it for him a little while ago.”
She had on a purple, silk kimono, coming about to her mid thigh, loose fitting and flowing over her body. She slowly pulled the tie of the silk belt, so that it spread open and let it slip off her shoulders, showing the matching silk nightie underneath. The nightie had a split up the side just enough to show the straps of the bikini panties and had a black lace trim around the bottom. It just showed a hint of her bare nipples through the silk.
She walked over to me and said, “Shaun's daughter went to a friends to do homework. After she left, I excused myself to go to the bathroom, then changed into this. When I came out of the bathroom to the living room where Shaun was sitting on his couch, his eyes got big and he got a big smile on his face. I walked over to him, pulled him off the couch, untied the kimono and slipped it off my arms and pulled him to me and kissed him like this.”
She brought her soft lips to mine, molded herself into me and I felt her tongue pressing its way past my lips as she pressed herself to me and gripped the edge of my face in her hands. I couldn't help but roam my hands all over her, trying to imagine what it would have been like for Shaun with my wife.
“Then, I led him into his bedroom, laid down and lifted my hips a little, asking him if he'd mind removing my panties. Wish you could have seen his face when he bent down and gripped the sides and slid them off my legs.”
I can't even begin to think how to convey how much it turns me on, knowing how much another guy enjoys my wife and how much she enjoys him. As long as he's a good guy and I trust my wife enough to know that's the only kind she'd ever be with. And I think wearing a sexy gown like this is so much more intimate than nudity. I loved the thought that she'd worn it with him, even before I saw it.
“When he made love me with me, he took me to paradise!” Then she told me, “This was the first time I've been in his house, except Saturday when I really didn't see much. He has several pictures of his wife and she's very beautiful. He said they've been separated for a few months, but he's hoping she'll come home.”
That was kind of reassuring to me, that apparently he didn't have permanent designs on my wife, but I hoped they could enjoy each other for a while yet.
I was curious about one thing, “What about his daughter, what's she like?”
“She's living with her mom for now, but spends a lot of time with him. She's fourteen and seems really nice. She's a sophomore at Kennewick High School.”
“Sounds like a nice family, why are Shaun and his wife separated?”
“I don't know, he hasn't said why. He does think it's just temporary though. They still have a good relationship and he's hopeful that she'll be back.”
“What did he think about your little, ah, demonstration the other night?”
She grinned at that question, reminding her that she's now officially a stripper, “He thought it was fun, said he'd never been out with a stripper before.”
I could relate to that, I hadn't either before that night.
We made love and went to sleep, both of us wondering what our future was going to hold.
If you have any questions or comments feel free to contact me at chris_garner2021@outlook.com
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Erotic Short Stories & Poems
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B0922T5L9W
A selection of five erotic short stories and four erotic poems.
Classic horror, fetish, supernatural, folklore and steampunk.
Do you want to know the real reason Vlad got his Impaler title? Dracula - An Origin Story a tongue in cheek tale to enlighten you.
Have you heard of Nebulophilia? Find out what it is with the Lovers in the Mist
Royal Moon a supernatural love story.
The tale of the conception of King Arthur in Heir to the Kingdom
The Victorians may have had a veneer of prudishness, but there was a wild erotic undercurrent to the prim and proper society, A Little Place to Sit explores one afternoon in one house.
Tell Laura: Part 1 - Coming Together
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B0979GPNYQ
A love story told from the perspective of the two main characters.
The children of friends, thrown together after one tragedy through an abusive marriage until a second tragedy forces them to make decisions that will affect the rest of their lives.
It tells of how they were affected, how they started to rebuild their relationship and move on with their lives.
A new start in a new home, meeting new people and making new friends while supporting each other and the new loves in their lives.
Tell Laura: Part 2 - Friends To Lovers
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B097YXYR7X
Continues where Part 1 - Coming Together finishes. Starting with what happened after the welcome party. Laura and Tommy are settling into their new house and their place in each other's lives. Tommy introduces his closest friend to Laura making an impression on them both. Laura gets her first job since leaving her husband and Tommy joins her in the sun of The Canary islands.
Tell Laura: Part 3 - Closing The Circle
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B099FDFSBZ
Back from their adventure in the Canary Islands, Laura and Tommy meet up with Kazumi again and discuss everything that has happened. This is the final chapter in the start of the Shelby's new life.
What will friends and neighbours think of their new status and how will the Shelbys resolve this?
The Club: First time at a BDSM club
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Club-First-time-BDSM-club/dp/B09WQBKQVV
Lisa has needs she has mainly kept suppressed through her marriage, that is until someone managed to tap into them. The introduction - The Date - tells of what happens when this comes to a head.
The prologue tells the story behind them meeting and Lisa's fumbling attempts to explain some of her needs to Peter.
The Club is part of the aftermath, where Lisa and Peter are working to rebuild their marriage and to ensure nothing like the date never happens again.
Girls Night Out: How to deal with blackmail
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B09ZMFJ81Z
Tina and her friends have an adult, but innocent night out to celebrate one of their friend's birthdays. Then the night goes sideways and events happen that send shockwaves through her family and friends. Worse than this she ends up being blackmailed for it.
How does Luke, her husband react?
How do they deal with the blackmail and blackmailer?
How do they handle the fall out from the event.
(Tina and Luke and some of the other characters mentioned in this book are the same as those mentioned in Tell Laura)
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Sharing My Wife by RobertL: Book 1 – The Night I Shared My Wife & Michelle’s Sexuality Awakens
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0BCXCKX87
The Night I Shared My Wife
It all started fifteen years before when I was still in the Coast Guard. I was based in Kodiak, Alaska with my new wife, Michelle. We were both country kids, she was one of the popular crowd, I was one of the nerds. It was after we had left school, I had gone to a basketball game while on leave from the Coast Guard. This beautiful girl walked up to me and said "Hi." The rest, as they say, is history.
We had been married for six months when a friend from the Coast Guard visited on his way to a new duty station. An evening of food, drink, dancing and flirting got hotter and hotter leading to events I had not planned on.
Michelle's Sexuality Awakens
Fifteen years later, Michelle read my account of the night in Kodiak and corrected me on some assumptions I had made. Telling me of the boyfriend she had all through college and their adventures. Revisiting that first night and her revelations led to her contacting her old boyfriend and going to visit him. This was the start of us opening our marriage up.
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