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Book 6

Part 11 – Prelude to a Cruise




Chapter 1

Michelle called me a little after noon and said she was on her way home. I asked her how the dance was, and she said she'd tell me about it when she got home.
I'd been anxious ever since she left the day before. Today was the first day of our forced abstinence and if she had a seriously sexy story to tell me, I knew that I was in grave trouble already. It had been five days since we made love and I was already seriously horny. I had no clue in hell how I was going to survive the next thirty days with her, then another thirty days, knowing she was with Brett.
Michelle got home a little past four that afternoon. When she drove into our driveway, I went outside to meet her. I opened the door for her, and she scooted out of the car. It was obvious she'd taken the instructions from Brett seriously. She didn't hide the fact that she wasn't wearing panties. She was wearing a silky top that showed the outline of her breasts and nipples and a skirt just above her knees. God, she looked sexy. When she stood up, I started to take her in my arms and kiss her.
She pushed me away with the words, "Honey, we can't do that."
She wouldn't even let me kiss her on the cheek!
That night was the first of our forced abstinence. Brett was clear, he wanted her to think she was his over the next month and be desperately horny. He hadn't said that in so many words, but it was pretty easy to ascertain from his requirements.
Shortly after she got home, she said she was really hungry, so we went out to dinner at the Olive Garden, and Michelle attracted looks everywhere she went. I wanted her so damn badly but knew we were off-limits to each other. Nothing in the contract said I couldn't tell her how much I loved her, though. It was hard saying those words and not taking her hand in mine and intertwining our fingers together. During dinner, I asked Michelle about the dance.
"I enjoyed it," she said. "I guess it was a pretty typical dorm dance. We danced some, and Jeremy enjoyed showing me off to his friends."
She told me she had fun playing pool like she used to in college.
"I didn't know you played pool in college," I told her.
"Yeah, when I used to go with Mike, we played quite a bit. I was actually pretty good."
I was a little surprised. That was the first time she'd ever mentioned playing pool in college. I imagined that being with a college crowd had probably brought back a lot of memories.
"Did you win?" I asked her.
"I won some and lost some, but I was pretty good. It's been so long since I played that most of the skill I did have was gone."
"Nothing else happened?" I asked her.
I couldn't believe that she hadn't at least taken Jeremy back to her room.
"Not much. Jeremy wanted to go to my room with me, but I told him I'd been sick the last few days and was just too tired. I talked him into dancing with several of the girls his own age, and he enjoyed that. That was my goal with Jeremy anyway, so it turned out okay."
"Are you going to write about it, like you did his first date?"
She told me, "There's not a lot to write about, but I guess I could. It might be a little boring."
I wondered if there was something she wasn't telling me. It didn't seem like she'd have driven all the way to Seattle for what sounded like a pretty dull dance. I guessed she didn't know how it'd turn out, and I did know she was still acting pretty tired even when she left. I hoped then that she would write about it, though.
We got home a little after ten, and Michelle said she was tired after driving all afternoon. I went to bed, and Michelle joined me just a few minutes later wearing her satin pajama-gown and nothing else. That's the one similar to what Ginger wore the night we were snowed in, in Pendleton. We'd always made love whenever she wore that gown. I knew it would be hard lying next to her and not make love with her.
She told me, "I have to buy some new nighties tomorrow. I haven't had a chance to yet."
I'd forgotten about that. Michelle's contract said she was supposed to wear new nightgowns every night; new sexy nightgowns. I wondered, did he really expect her to buy thirty new nightgowns? He asked for the receipts to reimburse her, so I guessed he was serious. I had no idea how the hell I was going to handle that, being as horny as I already was.
I laid next to her, our hips barely touching and my cock raging hard in my shorts. I'd almost forgotten how much worse you want something when you know you can't have it. When Michelle and I withheld sex from each other those three weeks before her date with Mike, it was on our own terms. We could've broken that vow of abstinence if we wanted to badly enough. This was going to be completely different since it was entirely out of our hands.
I knew that if we cheated and made love together, that Brett would never know it. Michelle and I would, though. She'd given her word and that was important to both of us.
Sunday, Michelle insisted I go shopping with her in the mall. She dragged me to Victoria's Secret first. Michelle went through their nightgowns, holding the ones she liked up to her body to get my opinion. Given that Brett's purpose was to make her horny for the next month added to the fun. My cock was rock hard the whole time, thinking of her wearing a new nightie every night. She bought eight of the sexiest ones she found.
After Victoria's Secret, we went to the Bon-Marche, Penney's, Maurice's and some other stores, repeating the same process. At the end of the day, she'd bought thirty of the sexiest nighties in the mall. Some were short and satiny; several of the nicest were silk; some had bikini or thong panties that she likely wouldn't be wearing; and some were long, soft and flowing. The one thing they all had in common, was that they were sexy. She didn't scrimp on quality or pay any attention to how expensive they were since she knew we'd be reimbursed for them all. Her only criteria was that they had to be sexy. All together, they set our credit card back over two-thousand dollars.
The next couple of weeks turned into a private hell for me. All I could think about was making love with my wife. She made it a point to be sexy every day and wore another one of those sexy nightgowns every night. We followed the rules religiously, never touching, never kissing, never making love. It was difficult for me, but much harder for my dear wife since she was the one constantly wearing the sexy clothes. We were a couple that had come to thrive on sex and physical contact. Now it was all being deprived of us, while at the same time Michelle was dressing to drive both of us mad.
Thank God she wasn't working. I don't think her law office would have approved of her sexy clothing.
Two and a half weeks into our forced torture, Michelle told me at dinner that she had a surprise for me. I looked at her quizzically, wondering what she was talking about.
"You have a date Friday. She's a girl I met at work. We had been having lunches together, and she mentioned her lack of a love life after her husband passed away last year. I told her a little bit about our open relationship and asked if she'd consider a date with my husband."
"You what?" I stammered.
I was looking at this unknown woman with my wide eyes.
"Well, I didn't actually make a date for you, but she said she'd love to."
This reminded me of the time my darling wife tricked me into spending a night with Jacqui.
“Hmm,” I thought, “That hadn't turned out so badly.”
But then saner thoughts took over. I didn't really want another relationship.
"Honey, I really don't want to. You're all I need."
My wife is nothing if not persuasive, and she couldn't help but throw a guilt trip on me.
"Sweetie, I'm going to be gone with another man for a month. I'm going to be having a good time, and I don't want to worry about you here by yourself the whole time. Please go out with her just once, and if you don't like her I won't say another word."
Then she went on, "But I know you'll love her. She's fun and pretty."
Then she added with a smile on her face, "And she's horny, and I know you are too."
She was damn right about that last part, that was one thing I could certainly relate to at the moment. Every day, living and sleeping with a sex goddess and not being able to do a thing about it had left me with a raging hard-on, almost constantly. My mind hadn't yet focused on what should have been obvious at the time; could it be that Michelle was fixing me up with another woman in case she didn't come home?
When we went to bed that night, Michelle wore the very sexiest of all the gowns she'd bought. It was a short, silk baby doll that was really similar to the silk negligee she'd worn on our wedding night, except it was new, which added to its sex appeal considerably. It fitted her perfectly, outlining every contour of her voluptuous body. It was a night that I was, mind-blowingly, horny. She modeled it for me and ordered me to take off my shorts to sleep naked with her. Then she climbed into bed with me, slid over so her hips were against mine and forced us both to lie next to each other without touching, except for our hips. All this to convince me that I needed to go on a date with this girl she knew.
Her body, all that soft skin, and her wonderful curves were just begging to be fondled. I laid next to her, nearly in tears wanting her so badly. I wanted so much to go to sleep and escape the torture of lying next to my sexy wife, unable to touch her. I don't know if I might have dozed, but if so, it was damn little.
In the morning, I called Diana, her friend. I introduced myself as Michelle's husband and asked her if she'd be free the coming Friday night. I needed some intimate female companionship. When she answered the phone, she had a very sweet sounding, feminine voice and told me she'd love to have dinner with me.
I'd have loved to have called Ginger to spend the night with her, but I respected hers and Eric's decision that they'd need to initiate any fun and games between us. I couldn't help but day-dream of the three nights I'd spent with her, though.
Michelle was thrilled that I'd gotten up the courage to call Diana. She knew that my shyness around the opposite sex was deep rooted. Even though I'd had several very sexually charged times with a few ladies the last couple of years and had come to realize that I was at least somewhat attractive to women, it was still a major milestone for me to call a woman I hadn't even met and ask her for a date.
Michelle kept reassuring me that our deal with Brett wasn't intended to leave me a raging mass of uncontrollable hormones, only her. She really did want me to have a fun evening with Diana, then an even more enjoyable night.
Friday I was a nervous wreck all day. The closest I'd ever come to doing something like this was with Jacqui. But at least I knew her a little bit, and she'd been the one who had encouraged our relationship in the beginning. This, with Diana, was a totally blind date. Michelle had steadfastly refused to tell me anything about Diana except her name and that she was fun and horny. Nothing about her appearance, her age, her boob size, did she shave ‘down there’, Nothing.
It had been a slow day at work, so I left a half-hour early, giving me plenty time to get ready for our date. When I got home, I looked around the house for Michelle. I found her sitting cross-legged in the middle of our bed looking out our sliding door, talking to someone on her cell phone. I don't think she even realized I was home yet.
She was giggling, and I heard her say, "Uhuh, I had fun too. It was quite a night wasn't it?"
I was curious what she was talking about, so I simply stood and eavesdropped, listening to her side of the conversation.
"Did you go back to see her? Cool. She's pretty, isn't she? I hope she likes your kissable lips as much as I do."
I'm not going to try and relate the whole conversation I heard, but you get the general idea. I got the definite impression that she was talking to Jeremy about a new girlfriend since her last date with him. It also sounded like a lot more might have happened on that date than Michelle had told me about.
My curiosity and suspicions were getting stronger when I went in and sat down on the bed beside her.
She turned and greeted me, "Oh hi honey, you're a little early this afternoon." Then back to the phone, "Jeremy, hon, Robert just got home so I have to go." Another giggle, "You too, bye."
When she clicked off her phone, I asked her what that was about, "Oh, Jeremy was just telling me that he has a girlfriend. I'm tickled to death about that."
"And the 'kissable lips' part? You never mentioned his kissable lips after you got home the other day."
"Didn't I? Well, he does, really nice soft lips, just the kind that a girl likes to kiss."
I had a thought, an evil thought.
"I bet they felt good on your nipples too."
She closed her eyes and groaned a little like she was off in la-la land.
"Mmhmm."
Aha, I'd gotten her!
"I thought you said nothing happened? His lips wrapped around your boobs isn't exactly 'nothing happened'."
Michelle's face turned red, realizing that she'd given herself away.
"Maybe I did leave a little bit out," she told me.
I looked her in the eyes, "Only a little?"
She groaned and squeaked out, "Maybe… a lot?"
"You sound like you're asking me. Do you want to tell me about it now?"
"Honey, I do want to tell you everything, but can it wait for another time?"
"You made love with him, didn't you?"
She nodded, "Uhuh."
"More than once?" Her face was getting redder.
She nodded up and down again.
"More than twice?" I asked.
Another affirmative nod.
"Three?"
Still affirmative. This was getting into the realm of incredible.
"Four?"
Finally, a negative nod. I wasn't certain exactly what she'd just told me.
"So you made love with him over and over. Was it three times or four times?"
She held up four fingers.
I know what you're thinking when you read this, I should be mad. She'd lied to me. In all honesty, I did start to get angry, until she cut me off.
"Honey, what would you have done that night if I'd come home and told you all about how I'd made love with Jeremy over and over again? We couldn't do anything that night, and it would have driven you completely mad hearing about it. I planned to tell you everything but at a better time." Then she corrected herself a little. "Actually, I guess it was only three times. Once was with another girl at the party."
This was actually getting more interesting by the minute.
"I thought you said you didn't do anything with another girl."
"Oh no, not me. One of the times I was thinking of was Jeremy with another girl."
"You mean bashful, shy, Jeremy, did it with another girl?"
"Well, just kissing, but they were both naked."
This was getting more interesting by the second and any anger that had started had already totally dissipated.
"Now you're telling me that your Jeremy, the scared kid we met, only three weeks ago, was kissing another girl… while they were both naked?"
She paused a little while before she answered. Obviously, there were parts of the story she didn't want to tell me, but she finally did.
"Uhuh, we were playing strip poker, with two other couples."
That one caught me by surprise. I've always wanted to play it with her and some other people, but she's always declined.
"And what about my sweet, innocent wife, was she naked too?"
An affirmative nod.
"Well, it was 'strip' poker," she told me.
I raised my eyelashes at her, that this story was getting more incredible by the second.
"Did you have sex with another guy besides Jeremy?"
A negative nod.
I couldn't help but ask, "With another girl?"
"No! Just with Jeremy." Then she added, very softly, more to herself than to me, "I guess I did give a guy a pretty damn good blow-job, I guess maybe that could count as me having sex with another guy once."
Ah shit, my cock was about to burst. I counted back in time. It had been over three weeks since I'd had sex and this conversation was affecting me exactly how she said it would.
It had seemed like pulling teeth to get any details from her, so I just bluntly asked, "Anything else happen that I should know about?"
She shook her head no, but then added, "Well not unless you'd count Jeremy fucking the hell out of me on the floor in front of the other two couples, doggy style."
I looked at her gape-jawed and about choked myself to death.
"Unless I'd count that?" I sputtered, "Well yeah, I'd think that's a tiny bit significant!"
I was thinking that I really didn't need that image in my mind on my first date with Diana that night.
Her face turned a bright beet red, "One more little thing, there's a, uh, video of it."
It was a damned good thing I didn't have a drink of something in my mouth, it'd have been spread all over the room. She waited for my explosion to calm down. It took a bit before I quit sputtering.
"A video? That someone else took?"
"Uhuh, I didn't know he was." She paused a bit, "I was kind of preoccupied."
“Yeah,” I thought I'm sure she undoubtedly was.
"He sent it to Jeremy's phone later."
I finally calmed myself down enough to ask, "And the other three times? What about those?"
"Those were in my hotel room. We were still a tiny bit turned on."
I muttered under my breath, mostly to myself in disbelief, "Still a tiny bit turned on."
Michelle added, "Well, we had dinner at Shari's in-between, but it didn't calm us down much, especially after Tanner sent the video to Jeremy's phone."
I rolled my eyes, "I bet you put on a pretty good show for them at Shari's too."
"I'm pretty sure the waitress was jealous and horny by the time we left." She giggled, "Actually, I was certain she was after we let her watch the video."
As much as I didn't want to, I knew we had to end this conversation. I did have a date that night I didn't want to be late for.




Chapter 2

Michelle helped me get ready, picked out clothes for me, gave me encouragement that Diana would like me and so on. Much the same as she had before my first date with Jacqui, except for one thing. On that occasion, she left a ring of lipstick around my cock, telling me, "Leave it, maybe it'll inspire her." This time, as badly as I wanted it, there was no ring of lipstick.
There was no kiss or hug as I left the house. We hadn't even hugged for nearly three weeks. Virtually our only physical contact had been hips touching in bed. I desperately craved physical, female contact. Then Michelle told me about her playing strip poker, fucking Jeremy in front of other people, then several more times in her hotel, and I was going on a date with a horny girl I'd never even met. Thanks, Michelle, just what I needed that night.
I remembered that I'd bought Jacqui some flowers when I picked her up the first time and how much she'd liked that. I stopped at a florist shop and picked out a bunch of tulips and a nice vase. The sales girl filled the vase with water and Styrofoam, then created a beautiful bouquet from the tulips. I hoped Diana would like it.
I drove to the address Michelle had given me and very nervously walked to the door. I stood in front of it wondering if I should turn tail and run. I took a deep breath, gripped my vase of flowers and pushed the doorbell.
I heard footsteps coming to the door, the doorknob turning, the door swinging open. There on the other side of the door was a gorgeous, young woman. The first thing I noticed was her pixie like face, very pretty; a small nose; dimples on her cheek; pretty, colorful, wire rim glasses. The next thing I noticed was that she was short, maybe five-foot-two or five-foot-three. Then her face erupted in a smile. Her smile was contagious. I couldn't help but like her already.
"Hi Diana, I'm Robert."
I handed her the vase of tulips. She took the flowers in one hand and my hand with the other, leading me into her home.
"Thank you, I love Tulips. How did you know?"
I decided honesty would be the best policy.
"I didn't. I wanted something pretty for you and I thought they were beautiful."
Then she kissed me on my cheek. Her perfume smelled heavenly. She'd already put me at ease, relieving much of my nervousness. My initial reaction to her was that she seemed to be a fun, very happy person.
I asked her if she'd like to accompany me to dinner and she said she'd love to. I followed her to my car, admittedly admiring the view. She had a very nice, feminine figure. She was wearing a pair of slacks and a purple blouse to contrast with her fair complexion and wavy, shoulder-length, brown hair.
I opened the car door, letting her slide in. As I walked to my side of the car, I tried to figure out how old she might be. I suspected she was pretty close to my age, maybe a few years younger, the mid to late thirties probably.
I took her to my favorite restaurant, the Black Angus. We had a fantastic meal and I loved talking with her. She told me about her husband, how he'd passed away a little over a year ago from cancer. I found it amazing that after such a tragedy she was such a happy person. I asked her about that.
"Before he died, he told me he wanted me to enjoy my life. I could either feel sorry for myself or do what he'd asked. Yes, I miss him, but I'd rather honor him by enjoying life."
What a brave, fantastic person I was sitting with, I thought. Everything she said made me like her more. Then she changed the subject.
"Did Michelle tell you I'm a pilot?"
"You mean an airplane pilot? No, she didn't. Are you serious? What kind of plane?"
"I have a little two-seat Super Piper Cub. Would you like a ride sometime?"
I couldn't help but grin. One of my biggest fantasies has always been to fly in a small plane.
"I'd absolutely love it. I've always wanted to do that."
"Is tomorrow too soon? I'd love to take you up."
My grin gave me away. I was thrilled and couldn't wait.
"I'm free, you name the time."
"How about if you meet me at my house around eight. It's so beautiful in the sky at sunset."
"Can I take you to dinner again? Maybe pick you up at six?"
Now it was her turn to grin, "Sounds like a plan."
We spent the rest of the evening talking about various things. She told me how she came to have the pilot's license, something she'd always wanted to do. She said her husband had talked her into taking the lessons a few years ago, and she's enjoyed flying ever since. She bought the plane with her insurance money as a final gift from her husband.
I was more than impressed at what an independent woman Diana was. When Michelle had told me that Diana was someone she'd met through work, she hadn't told me, that Diana actually owned her own auditing business. She had four employees, including three other auditors and her office manager.
We weren't sitting in Trisha's section, but Trisha had seen me and stopped at our table in a brief lull. I introduced Trisha to Diana, explaining to Diana that she was a long-time friend. Trisha said she and her husband had gone back together and thanked me and Michelle for prompting her to reach back out to him. I'd already heard that and told her how happy we both were for her. I think our conversation impressed Diana as she asked me how we'd helped her.
"I don't know. I guess maybe just showing her that she could put her problems with him in the right perspective and to help her to realize she still loved him."
It actually did feel pretty good that between Jacqui, Michelle and me, we'd helped bring a couple back together. Trisha and I had a lot of fun together, including finding out about her flying kitty-cat (a series of dreams she revealed when she'd been hypnotized at the Main Street show of the Pendleton Round-Up, then again that night in our hotel room). I liked her a lot and was happy for her.
We sat in the Black Angus talking until shortly after their closing at eleven. Then we sat in the car and continued talking and learning about each other. We held hands, but I didn't want to go further than that until we got to know each other more. Jacqui and I had slept together on our first date, then went through a dating process. Yes, I definitely wanted to sleep with Diana but wanted to do it in the right order and when she was ready.
We realized it was past midnight, and I drove her back to her house. At her front door, she didn't invite me in but told me what a wonderful evening she had. I told her I had too. Before I left she kissed me on the lips. Her lips were soft and pliant and I felt just the littlest bit of her tongue tickling my lips.
When she broke away, she seemed to make me a very nice promise, "Tomorrow," she said.
I told her how much I was looking forward to seeing her again.
My heels felt like clicking together as I walked back to my car. I liked this girl a lot and knew it would be very easy to fall for her.
I drove slowly toward home, making a few detours along the way and didn't get home until nearly one AM. I couldn't have been more pleased with my first blind date.
Michelle was still up, waiting for me. I wasn't sure why, since I knew she expected me to spend the night with Diana.
As soon as I walked in, she asked me, "Well, how'd it go? Did you like her?"
I grinned at my Michelle, "It was fantastic! You were right, she's a wonderful girl."
She patted the couch next to her, "Well, sit down and tell me about it."
"Let's go to bed first."
When she exited the bathroom wearing another one of her new nighties, I had to close my eyes for a little bit and gather my strength for what I was about to do. She looked so damned sexy and I was so damned horny. That kiss from Diana hadn't helped calm my libido either. Oh, how I wanted to take Michelle into my arms and make mad, passionate love with her.
Usually, when we related our stories to each other, we did it while we were making love, adding immeasurably to our sexual excitement.
"Diana and I had so much fun. We went to the Black Angus and sat in one of the back booths where we had privacy. We slid as far back as we could and I kissed her. Her lips are so silky soft. She kissed me back as eagerly as I was kissing her."
I paused a little bit to let that picture soak into Michelle's mind. I watched as Michelle's tongue sexily caressed her lips. It was obvious how badly she wanted me to kiss her like I'd allegedly kissed Diana.
I thought that at least the part about Diana's lips being so soft was the truth. I was already hard but my thoughts about those lips were making me even harder and difficult to breathe. It brought back memories of the time at the Black Angus when I was there with Michelle and Shaun. Trisha had interrupted a passionate kiss between them. I couldn't help but smile, as I remembered explaining to Trisha that I was Michelle's husband and Shaun was her boyfriend.
I went on, stretching the truth a little more to Michelle, "When the waiter brought our dinner, we couldn't take our eyes off each other. The only thing I wanted was to get back to her house."
I watched Michelle starting to rub her hands on her hips and gyrate them slightly while she softly moaned.
"When we finally finished dinner and drove back to Diana's, we didn't make it past her couch until we were fumbling with our clothes and kissing."
I moaned, partly for effect and partly because the story I was telling was turning me on too.
"When Diana unhooked her bra, and I took her perfect nipples in my mouth I thought I was going to die young. Her skin is so soft and my hands were all over her."
"Remember that first time you and Shaun made love; how you told me your started stripping as soon as you were in his house, and he was inside you almost before you were on the bed? That's how it was with me and Diana. God, honey it felt so good when I slipped inside her."
Michelle had pushed her panties down off of her and had spread her legs apart with her hand going between her legs when I stopped her. She was writhing and moaning incoherently when I held her hand from touching herself.
I went on with my little tale, "I could tell when Diana's orgasm hit her. It was her first time with a man in a year, and she's definitely a screamer."
Michelle's hips were writhing, and her head was rolling back and forth as she moaned. I held her hands so she couldn't touch herself.
She finally said something understandable, "Honey, please let me come, just once."
I wanted to let her do that so badly, with my cock buried deep inside her. Her moans were getting louder, and I was afraid she might come without a single touch to her pussy.
"Did you know Diana is a pilot and owns her own airplane?"
"What? No, Oh God!"
I was still holding Michelle's hands away from her so she couldn't even rub her hips like she'd been doing earlier.
"She's going to take me up tomorrow after I take her to dinner again. Oh, by the way, everything I just told you… none of it happened. We just talked the whole evening."
Michelle's eyes popped open and she looked straight at me, "You bastard! You did that on purpose."
I couldn't help but chuckle, "Yep I did. And it was so much fun. Now go to sleep."
The next morning Michelle was a little cool with me. I was in the kitchen with my morning ice tea reading my kindle when she came in wearing the same nightgown. Her hair was a mess, no makeup, no panties. God, she was sexy. She went to the refrigerator for the milk, then poured herself a bowl of vanilla almond cereal without even looking at me.
She finally looked at me and I was pleased to see a smile start across her face.
"I have to admit that last night was kind of fun. You're pretty convincing with your stories you know."
"She really is a pilot and has a plane, a Piper Cub. You didn't know that?"
"No, she never mentioned it to me."
Watching my wife, dressed like she was, made having a normal conversation with her very difficult. My cock started to get hard again in my boxers.
Naturally, Michelle noticed, "Looks like someone's starting to wake up this morning."
"Yeah, it's kind hard not to, the way you're dressed."
She made it a point to look down at me and licked her lips, making an intentional smacking noise.
"I know how I could help you. But you know about the no-touching rule."
Now the teasing was definitely on the other foot.
"I think I better get dressed."
I got up and was walking down the hall to our bedroom when I heard Michelle behind me, "I'm just going to wear this for a while. I'm so comfortable."
Oh, how I was looking forward to my date with Diana that evening. My wife was driving me to total distraction.
It was a nice, warm day and the grass was getting tall, so I figured what better way to kill some time and use up a little energy than mowing the lawn. I pulled the mower out of the garage and started with the front yard. When I moved to the back, the view was a little distracting. Michelle had changed into one of her string bikinis and was sunning herself on our back deck.
I finished a little after two and joined Michelle with a glass of ice tea and a tuna fish sandwich she'd made. It was a little hard to avert my eyes from her sexy body and she enjoyed me looking (leering was more accurate). I didn't even try to disguise my lust. She asked about my date that evening and I told her we were going to dinner, then Diana was taking me up in her plane.
"And after that?"
"I'm hoping she'll invite me in. If so, I might not make it home tonight."
"You liked her then, huh?"
"Yeah, I think I could learn to like her a lot. She's amazing. How anyone can be as fun-loving and happy after losing her husband only a year ago is incredible."
"She's never told me very much about her husband."
"Apparently, before he died, he told her he wanted her to enjoy the rest of her life, so she's determined to do it."
"I'm glad. I really like her and I was sure you would too."
"I guess I have to tell you, thank you for the blind date."
"You're welcome. I'll enjoy my cruise that much more knowing you're with someone nice." Then she added, "If you're not coming home tonight, I think I'll spend the night with Shaun."
I squinted my eyes at her a little bit, "I'm not certain about spending the night, but I don't mind if you go to Shaun's. Does he know about the 'no touching' rule? You know he's going to try to make love with you, don't you? Can you be trusted with him?"
"Yes dear, I can be trusted."
"You weren't very trustworthy last night, were you?"
"That's because you were intentionally torturing me."
"And Shaun's going to be intentionally trying to make love with you. Can you stop him when you're going to want it as bad or worse?"
"Sweetheart, I know I can't make love with him."
"Okay, I trust you. What are you going to wear with him?"
"I have clothes there, and I'll take one of the new nighties."
I couldn't help but notice her nipples getting harder under her bikini.
"I want to pick one out for you to wear with him."
I went to the drawer where she was keeping the new ones she hadn't worn yet. Just handling them was driving me crazy. There was one, in particular, I was looking for, one of the ones I especially liked from Victoria's Secret. It was another baby doll; satin, but with a lacy, totally transparent bodice and little bikini panties. She wasn’t supposed to wear panties, but this would be even sexier if she did.
I knew that Shaun would be driven completely to distraction, and he wouldn't be able to keep his hands off her. Likewise, Michelle would be completely out of her mind with wanting Shaun.
I held it out to her, "That's the one. If you go to Shaun's, I want you to wear this one."
"And while Shaun and I are suffering, you'll be fucking my friend. Okay, that's fair."
"Nothing fair about it. You said yourself that this isn't about me, it's about making you as horny as possible. I'm just trying to do what you said. Besides, you're the one who insisted I go out with Diana. When you're in bed with Shaun, I want you to be thinking about what Diana and I are doing."
Michelle sighed, "Okay, I'll wear it."
"Good, now that that's settled, if it's okay with Diana, I'll send you some pictures, maybe even a video tonight."
I couldn't help but egg her a little, after what she'd done to me when she was with Shaun in Las Vegas. I got slugged on my arm, just for trying to be helpful. The girl has no sense of justice. She got up and went in the house, shaking that sexy ass at me. I followed behind her, admiring the view with my cock already hard from the conversation we'd just been having.
I thought I needed to needle her just a little more, "Umm sweetheart, don't forget there's also a no panties, no bra rule when you go out with him?"
She turned, getting a sexy smile on her face. In her best stripper pose, she slipped her hands under the strings of her bikini and pushed it down off her hips. Then she reached behind her and pulled the little knot holding her top in place. Her top dropped away leaving my gorgeous wife standing in front of me, legs spread wide, totally naked, sucking on her fingers.
"Do you think Brett will enjoy the view when we're in his room getting ready for bed?" she asked me.
There's no need to elaborate on how my mind and body responded to that. I think you get the idea.
I couldn't help but tell her, "And I hope Shaun gets the same view tonight."
Later that afternoon, Michelle left for Shaun's. She said they were going out to dinner at the Branding Iron Night Club. We'd never been there, but I checked their Facebook page and they were having a country western singer for entertainment.
I talked her into wearing one of the western outfits she'd bought for a long weekend with Shaun shortly after they started seeing each other. It was a short leather skirt and red silk blouse. It was sexy as hell, but about ten times more so with no underwear.
Michelle hadn't seen her lover in almost two weeks and hadn't had any sex for almost four weeks. Now she was going to a nightclub with him wearing extremely sexy clothes, then back to his house to sleep with him in one of her sexiest nighties and they couldn't touch each other. How damn yummy can you get?
Either one of two things was going to happen; she'd be awake and miserably horny all night, or would give in and have an explosive orgasm. Either way, I was anxious to hear about her night. I really hoped she'd keep her word and save the explosive orgasm for Brett, which I was about ninety-five percent certain she'd do.
Besides, I was looking forward to tormenting her for the next week and a half. I was hoping that after sleeping with Diana, my carnal urges would be at least somewhat mollified, leaving me free to happily torture my wife.




Chapter 3

After Michelle left, I got myself ready for my date with Diana. I had no idea what kind of restaurant she wanted to go so decided to dress for the plane trip, a simple pair of slacks and one of my favorite satiny shirts. I love the feel of a woman's hand on that shirt, and I was hoping to feel Diana's hands on it later.
When I met her at her house, I was again taken aback by her big smile. Diana isn't beautiful like my Michelle, but she's very pretty in a girl-next-door kind of way. She was wearing a simple pair of slacks and a loose-fitting top that didn't reveal any details about her figure. She suggested she drive since she knew where the airport was and had an excellent restaurant in mind where she'd been wanting to go for quite some time.
The McDonald's drive-thru wasn't exactly what I presumed she had in mind, but I couldn't help but laugh a little when she pulled up to the speaker and asked me what I wanted. We ordered and drove to Riverfront Park on the Columbia River. She found a secluded spot to park, and we sat in the car eating our dinner and talking.
Diana told me more about her husband, Phil, and how he'd become ill with brain cancer. After it was diagnosed, the doctor told them he likely only had a few months left. She told me that after the initial shock and tears, they talked for hours and hours about what he wanted for her after he was gone. She said she'd never talked to anyone about that time in their life before. I felt pretty honored that she trusted me with such an intimate and painful part of her life.
I learned she was the youngest of her family, she has an older brother and sister and that she was raised in Moses Lake; her mom was an elementary school teacher, now retired, and her dad is an auditor. She told me she and her husband were so engrossed in their businesses that they hadn't had the initiative for a baby, and how much she regretted that decision now.
I told her I'd never met anyone like her either. I couldn't help but think that someone who'd had such a recent heartbreak and was now so happy was a unique person. The more I got to know about her, the more I liked the sound of her name, Diana.
Speaking of happy, Diana finally drove us to the airport and we walked to her plane. To say I was impressed is a monumental understatement. Her plane was beautiful, white with fiery red striping on the body and wings and polished to a gleam. From the look on Diana's face, I could tell how proud she was of it. I thought she might kiss it.
"Every time I see this, I think of Phil. He gave it to me," she explained.
Diana untethered the straps that held the wings down, then opened the door on one side and gestured for me to climb in. I did so and she climbed in on the other side, then went through her pre-flight checklist one by one, including making sure both of us were belted in. She enumerated them and voiced each one out loud, but I was excited and couldn't remember them. When she was ready, she hit the starter button and her engine came to life.
She looked over at me with a smile on her face and commented, "Isn't that a sweet sound?"
I gave her a thumbs-up, and she gave it a little throttle. We started to move, rolling to the end of a runway. After a short pause, she pushed the throttle forward throwing us back against the seats. It seemed only a tiny way until it lifted off the runway, and we were actually flying. We gained elevation pretty quickly until she leveled it off and let off the throttle a little. It made a huge difference as we could now talk and hear each other.
She told me that she listened to the radio just in case, but didn't need to communicate with the big airport's tower unless something happened. I was fascinated and loved looking down on the town I'd lived in for so long but had never seen from above. It's funny how you can see things you have seen before, but see them for the first time in a new light, like how all the streets interconnected with each other. She flew us over both our houses so I could see it from above, then she started north.
I was loving it, I'd never dreamed that flying could be so much fun. Well, actually I had, but it was only in my imagination before. Now I was experiencing the real thing, and it was every bit as much fun as I'd hoped it'd be, even more. I remember watching the flying scene in ‘It's a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad World’, with the cars below driving about double the speed of the old airplane, but this certainly wasn't like that. We were zipping past the cars.
Diana told me some of the details of her plane, but I was so engrossed in the scenery and excitement that I don't remember a word of what she said about it, other than her excitement and love for her plane and flying. We flew for about an hour north, over Dry Falls. Michelle and I had been there a few years before. It's where the ancient ice age Missoula floods had washed out a gigantic waterfall area about four times bigger and over twice as deep as Niagara. She flew down lower so we could see the tiny trickle of a stream in the bottom with people fishing. Even all the water that flows over Niagara wouldn't make much more than a trickle. During the flooding when it was formed, it was completely under water, not much more than a ripple in the giant flow.
The floods were a result of ice dams during the last ice age, in what's now Montana, that built up over forty to fifty year periods, then broke. They've estimated that the water flow would have been equal to approximately ten times the flow of all the world's rivers combined. It's truly fascinating. Look up Dry Falls, Washington on Google. Seeing it from the air was magnificent.
She turned around and we went home over a different route, past Moses Lake and the potholes areas. That's where the floods gouged out little potholes up to a mile or so in diameter and several hundred feet deep. Still, they were tiny in comparison to Dry Falls.
On the way home, she asked me if I'd like to fly her plane. I looked at her a little askance and she assured me it'd be okay. She showed me how to control the plane and let me use the wheel (not really a wheel but I don't know for sure how to describe it). It was incredibly exciting! I banked one way then the other several times, flying higher and lower over and over again. I could certainly understand why Diana was so excited about her flying.
When she decided it was time to return to the airport, she took the control away from me. Darn, I wanted to land it.
Maybe it was just as well I didn't. It did look a bit more complicated than going up and down or back and forth. Plus the minor fact that with her doing it, we'd actually survive. After we landed and rolled to a stop at her little garage area she shut down the engine and went through another checklist that was embedded in her mind. She said she'd come out the next day and re-fuel it.
Diana was quiet on our way back to her house. Her house was beautiful. It's two stories with a big yard in one of the nicer neighborhoods of Richland set fairly high on a hill where it overlooks the town and the Columbia River. She had a big picture window in her living room with a magnificent view of the river. I could tell she was nervous, definitely not the confident woman she'd been in her plane a short while ago.
She showed me her kitchen and asked if I'd like something to drink. I told her I'm not much of a drinker, but maybe a glass of ice tea would be good if she had it.
She laughed a little and said, "I think I have something better than that."
She went to the kitchen and poured some vodka, orange juice and ice into her blender.
"It's whipped cream vodka. Mixed like this, it tastes like the Dixie cup orange ice cream we used to get when we were kids."
It actually did taste good and just like she said, like the mixed orange ice cream. We sat on her couch, at opposite ends. Her hands were shaking when she drank.
"Diana, it's okay. We don't have to do anything else tonight," I told her.
"No, I really want to. It's just that it's been so long, and I'm a little scared."
I think I understood what she was thinking. I remembered my first time with Jacqui, how scared I'd been that night, but also how good it had turned out.
"Do you want to just sit and talk a while? Maybe tell me a little more about Phil?"
She closed her eyes like she was trying to remember.
"We met in college at Oregon State. We were both taking a business class. I guess it was pretty typical, 'girl meets boy, girl falls in love'. We were kids. It was winter. We dated the rest of the semester. When I went home for spring break, I realized how much I missed him."
She paused a little bit and when she started talking again, it was barely a whisper.
"The first time we made love, it was March in Corvallis. It's so pretty there in the early spring that we just took a walk through the park and held hands. We sat on a bench with the moon shining on us." She laughed a little, "It seems like such a cliché, but it was special to us. He kissed me and asked if I wanted to go back to his apartment with him. How could I say no when I wanted to so badly? We made love that night. It was the most special night of my life."
I couldn't take my eyes away from Diana as she told me her story. I think she was very close to tears, remembering and telling me about something so special to her.
"We got married that summer and our happiness never died down." She wiped her eyes a little, "Until Phil got sick. We went to the doctor with his headaches and after some tests, he gave us the news, brain cancer. It was too far gone, inoperable."
I scooted over to her and held her hand. She wasn't crying but was very close.
"It was four months. He was in and out of the hospital but all they could do was control his pain a little. Before he died, he told me he wanted me to be happy. He died in his hospital bed a little over a year ago. I wanted to bring him home but he refused. He said he didn't want me to remember our house that way. He wanted me to remember all the happy times instead."
I was sitting next to Diana holding her hand totally amazed at what she'd gone through, and what a strong woman she was.
She took another drink, smiled and asked me, "What about you? How did you and Michelle meet?"
What could I say after the heartbreaking story she'd just told me? Diana was smiling again and acted like she really wanted to know, so I told her about meeting Michelle at a basketball game while I was home on leave from the Coast Guard for my grandma's funeral.
"I loved my grandma and always felt that I owed her everything. I'd never have gone out with Michelle or had the life I have if it wasn't for her."
I told her about our first date after the game.
"We were going to a movie when one of us mentioned how much we like the mountains at that time of year. We both laughed, and I turned the car around to borrow my dad's four-wheel-drive Toyota Land-Cruiser and we spent the evening playing in the snow instead of watching a boring movie. We dated until I left for New York and the Coast Guard, then wrote letters each other every day.
"After radio school, I was stationed at a small, secluded station in Sitkinak, Alaska for a year's tour of duty. I still remember that airplane trip when I left her, thinking it'd be a whole year before I saw her again."
I told her about the lake at the base, how the mail plane would land on the lake, then quite often the wind would shift directions.
"With the wind blowing the wrong way, they couldn't take off along the length of the lake, so they did the short direction, straight into a fairly tall bluff at the edge. With the wind, the plane would get in front of the bluff and literally lift like a helicopter to clear the bluff."
She laughed and said she'd have hated to be the first one to try that little maneuver.
"Then, unexpectedly, they transferred me to Kodiak after four months. I went home on two weeks leave and we got married in Reno. I went back to Kodiak, found us a tiny apartment and a couple of weeks later, she flew there to meet me."
Diana looked at me a little quizzically, "Why are you here, with me? I don't understand. I know you love Michelle, so why did she set up a date between us?"
I took a deep breath. How the heck could I explain our situation?
"Michelle told me that she'd told you a little about our open relationship. It's such a long story. It started in Kodiak when we had a rather erotic night with her sleeping with another guy. I discovered that night I was kind of a voyeur and liked her being with someone else. We never did anything like that again, until a few of years ago. She told me about a lover she had in college and to make a long story short, I encouraged her to meet him again for a weekend alone."
Diana's eyes were wide, totally engrossed in the story I was telling her.
"Michelle knew how bashful I was with girls, and hadn't ever been with anyone but her. I told her about the sales girl at Victoria's Secret when I was buying her clothes for her date, so she literally dragged me there and forced me to ask her for a date."
Diana's face had lost that sadness from earlier and was grinning ear-to-ear.
"Did you sleep with her?"
"Mmhmm, but not until after watching Michelle make love with her boyfriend that night."
That got a huge giggle from Diana.
"And it was so perfect. It was the first time I'd even kissed another girl. I'd never imagined what it could be like."
"Did you see her again after that?"
"We had an affair for about a year until she moved away last year, but we stayed close friends. She just got married not long ago. Michelle was one of her bridesmaids."
"Was that a little hard for you, seeing your lover marry another man?"
I paused a little, thinking back to that day, "It was. I'll admit I was still in love with her. We both knew from the beginning that we couldn't ever be together, though. I was pleased to see her so happy with her husband. I think we'll always be close."
"Is Michelle still seeing the guy from college?"
"No, they dated for several months, but he got too serious and wanted her to leave me and move in with him." I hesitated, wondering how much more to tell her. I smiled, thinking about Shaun. "She's seeing another guy now, a real hunk that she's madly in love with."
"Aren't you afraid that she'll leave you?"
"I guess that's where it gets a little weird. Well, maybe weirder is a better word. I know she won't, but at the same time, I'm not positive. I like for her to have affairs with other men and I guess never being certain makes it more exciting."
I could almost see her thoughtful mind working.
"I couldn't ever have done that. I couldn't have seen Phil with another woman or me with a man while he was alive. I guess it would be exciting, though." Then she asked me, "Where's Michelle now?"
"She's spending the night with her boyfriend."
I didn't mention that she was very shortly leaving for a month-long date with a very rich and sexy guy.
Diana looked me straight into my eyes. It seemed like I could see into her soul. I hadn't ever met anyone like her before.
She asked me, "Will you kiss me?"
I was already beside her, still holding her hand. I leaned my head toward her and she did the same, closing her eyes when our lips met. Her lips were soft and I tilted my head a little so our noses didn't bump. She was tentative at first but after just a moment her hand went behind my neck and her lips opened a little. I let her lead until I felt her tongue probing my lips. I opened my mouth and met her tongue with my own. I was on fire with this woman's lips on mine and felt the fire building in her as well. Our arms wrapped around each other and we leaned back onto the couch, our lips never parting.
She finally pulled away from me, her eyes still closed and whispered, "Make love to me."
I was ecstatic, I wanted her so badly.
"Are you sure?"
"Please, I want to be loved again."
She scooted out from under me, took my hand and led me up the stairs to her bedroom. Once inside we kissed again. I led her in front of her dresser mirror, turned her toward it away from me, and started to unbutton her blouse. Her hands were shaking once again as she helped me unbutton it while our heads nuzzled each other. When her blouse was open, she let me slip it off her arms. We stood in front of the mirror, my arms wrapped around Diana, her standing in her white bra.
"You're beautiful, you know," I told her.
Diana unsnapped her jeans and pushed them to the floor while I released the hook of her bra. When her breasts were free, I couldn't help but caress them with my fingers, feeling their softness and the hardness of her nipples. Diana moaned and I felt her fingers intertwine with mine over her breasts as I squeezed her nipples.
She turned and with shaking fingers and started to undo the buttons on my shirt. She started with the top buttons, and I started at the bottom. When she pushed open my shirt, she kissed my chest, sucking on one of my nipples driving me crazy. My hands were shaking, as I worked to release the button of my pants. I finally managed to push them and my boxers to the floor.
I gloried in the feel of her breasts against my bare chest while we kissed once again. Diana slowly backed us up toward her bed and I fell backward on it with her on top of me giggling. Her giggles only lasted a moment until I caught her lips again with mine. We rolled over, side by side and I kissed down her neck to her nearest nipple.
Diana groaned when I took it in my mouth and sucked, saying over and over, "So good, feels so good!"
Our hands roamed each other, and I found her panties still in place. She lifted herself slightly off the bed, allowing me to push them down. Diana rolled over onto her back and pulled me on top of her, spreading her legs apart. We kissed as my cock found the entrance to her heaven. She was wet and slippery as I pushed inside her slowly, only an inch or so at a time letting her adjust and fit around me. She was so warm and tight, so incredibly good.
When I was fully impaled inside her, she finally let out her breath, saying, "Oh. My. God!"
We laid like that, holding each other tightly, reveling in the experience of new love.
When I started withdrawing a little, Diana held me tightly and said, "No, stay inside me."
I pushed myself back inside her as far as I could, her pelvis coming up off the bed to meet me and drive my cock deeper.
"I like this, it's been so long," she whispered.
It felt glorious being inside her as I was, but I didn't know how long I'd be able to stand it without fucking her. I could already start to feel that rumble deep inside me and my cock growing bigger and harder. Diana's hands were on my butt clawing at my skin. When I knew I couldn't last even a moment longer, I pulled out and rammed back inside her, trying to extend my reach. Over and over again I plunged into Diana, oblivious to her screams. Her body convulsed and her pussy tightened and released around my cock with wave after wave of her orgasm. I felt her fingernails scratching my back and couldn't hold back any longer. My body exploded, and I spasmed deep inside her with stream after stream of my cum.
Afterward, we were both sweaty and hot. We laid on top of the covers holding each other. I awoke the next morning to see Diana looking at me with tears running down her cheeks. I was instantly awake. I brushed away the tears with my fingers and asked what was wrong.
She was still crying, barely able to talk, "I can't do this. Last night was so wonderful. But I can't love a man knowing he isn't mine. I thought I could, but I can't."
I didn't know what to say. I felt about an inch tall, maybe less. After what she'd endured with her husband, I'd caused her this much pain.
I could barely speak, "I'm sorry," was all I could think to say.
She put her finger over my lip, "No, don't be. You showed me I can love again. You gave me a wonderful night." Now I was crying with her. "But I can't do it again." Then her mood seemed to lighten a little, "Can we still be friends, though? I'd love to take you flying again. We just can't do… this, again."
I smiled at her. I didn't know if we could be platonic friends. I really doubted it but told her, "I'd like that. You're a wonderful woman. Some man's going to be very lucky."
"Can I make you some breakfast?"
She put on a pair of panties and a t-shirt to cook breakfast. I think she was oblivious to how sexy she was with her nipples poking through her thin shirt, but I tried to keep my mind and eyes occupied elsewhere. We talked about lots of other things. She told me about her experience buying the plane and some of the places she's been with it. I couldn't help but think how much more she'd enjoy it with someone she loved to share it with her.
After breakfast, I kissed her on the cheek, thanked her for the flight and especially the wonderful evening, then left. I simply couldn't help but revel in what a wonderful woman Diana was.
Before I left I asked her if she'd do me one favor, "If you talk to Michelle, please don't tell her we're not going to sleep together again. I want her to think we're going to be 'an item'."
She grinned at me and swatted my bottom.
"Nasty man! Okay, for Michelle, we're madly in love and going to sleep together every chance we get."
I grinned, "Thank you. I'll explain it to you later."




Chapter 4

Michelle wasn't home yet when I got there. I hoped she had a very wakeful and frustrating night with Shaun. Cruel of me wasn't it? I had one more week to torment her, and I was going to take advantage of it. I think what I was really trying to do was distract my mind from what could have been with Diana. I know I couldn't have left Michelle for her, but what fun we could have had.
Puttering around the house waiting for Michelle, my mind started to wander back toward Diana and what, if anything, I could do for her. A stray thought entered my mind and wouldn't go away. I'd just have to think about it a lot, before doing anything.
Michelle finally arrived home about nine that evening. She said they'd slept in, went on a drive, then had a nice dinner. I was mostly curious about what they'd done the night before.
"How'd your night go? Did you wear the nightgown?" I asked her.
Her face got a little red with a blush, "No," she said. I frowned a little like I was going to chastise her when she added, "I didn't wear anything, neither did Shaun."
That brightened me.
I raised my eyelids at her and asked, "Did you?"
She knew what I was asking.
"No, we both knew it was off limits. We laid in bed all night with the light on looking at each other and wanting to make love so bad, but we didn't even touch. Neither one of us went to sleep until early this morning." Then she asked me, "What about you and Diana?"
I wanted to tell her everything in intimate detail to make her squirm even more. Well, almost everything. I wasn't going to tell her that we weren't going to see each other again. I knew that part of Michelle's plan was to keep me occupied when she was gone with Brett for a month. She'd enjoy her time more with him if I was in the very capable hands of one Diana Fulbright! I wasn't going to burst that bubble and put a damper on her month away.
When bedtime came, I suggested to Michelle that she wear the black teddy from Maurice's. I wanted sex to be the foremost thing on her mind when I was telling her about my night with Diana. Usually, when we tell each other our sexual tales, we do it while we're making love. After the fantastic orgasm I'd had the night before, I knew I could be much more graphic with her without it bothering me nearly as badly as her.
She'd made it a point to put on her nice perfume and makeup before she came to bed. She looked so incredible, I wasn't sure if I could do what I'd planned. My carefully thought out intentions and assumption went straight out the window when that gorgeous creature climbed into bed beside me.
I rolled onto my side facing her and ran my fingernails along the underside of her boob over her nightgown. This was going to be such fun. I couldn't touch her intimately, but I thought I could teasingly touch her while I told her about how good it'd been with Diana.
"Diana's a sweet girl. How long have you known her?" I asked.
"I knew her a couple of months. She looked lonesome when she came into our office, so I asked her if she'd like to do lunch together. We've been friends since then."
"Did you ever notice how soft her lips are?" I closed my eyes and ran my fingertip over Michelle's lips. "Never mind. You probably don't want to know how soft her lips were and how good it felt when our tongues met."
"Did you know that last night was her first time in over a year?" I was trying to barely touch the tips of Michelle's nipples just enough so she'd feel it. "It reminded me of that night with you and Alec when he hadn't been with a woman for so long. That was a fun night. Didn't you think so? You know, it's only been about a month since you've had sex. Imagine what it was like for Diana, over a year."
Michelle was moaning. I knew she wanted me to touch her pussy. I suspected that just a slight touch in the right spot would likely maker her come. I wasn't going to give her that satisfaction, though. I did caress the outside of her hips, occasionally moving my fingers so that they would stray to that magical spot on the inside of her thigh.
"I undressed Diana. When I took her bra off I couldn't help but taste those beautiful nipples." My finger was back to teasing the areola around Michelle's nipple. "Oh God, when I sucked her nipple into my mouth I thought we were both going to die from ecstasy. You remember how good that feels, don't you?" I didn't let her answer. I just wanted her to think about it. "She sucked on mine too. You should do it more often."
"I'm curious sweetheart when you made love with Brett, did you suck his nipples?"
Michelle was holding her legs tightly together and groaned in response. I think she was trying to cheat with a little pressure on her pussy to relieve some of her tension.
"I bet when you see him in a week or so he'll want to suck your delicious nipples into his mouth. You have such beautiful breasts and nipples."
"Last night when you were at the Branding Iron, I bet every guy there wanted to see your nipples. Did it drive Shaun crazy that he couldn't taste them last night? I know it's driving me crazy right now. I want so badly to pull your little teddy up and suck you into my mouth." Both her hands went to her breasts to knead them and I had to stop her. She groaned in complaint.
"I'm sorry, I got distracted. I was telling you about Diana, how good her nipples tasted when I sucked on them. She seemed to like it too with her hands in my hair pushing my mouth tighter around them. I discovered that her breasts are a little too big to suck in my mouth, but I tried."
I wanted so badly to pinch Michelle's nipples then, they were so hard and engorged. I pulled a strap down so I could brush a fingertip across her nipple. I think Michelle appreciated that the way she arched her chest up to my finger.
"After we were both naked and on her bed, we kissed some more. Her bare breasts against my chest felt so good. I made it a point to tell her how beautiful she is while we explored each other's bodies with our hands. Her skin is so soft. I loved feeling her bottom, her nice smooth tummy and hips. I think she enjoyed it too."
My cock had gotten rock hard from telling all of this to Michelle. I wanted to make love with her so damn bad.
"When we finally made love and I slipped inside her, she was so tight around me."
I took a gamble and brushed the edge of Michelle's pussy with my fingertips. Her hips bucked up to meet my touch but all I gave her was the tiniest feel through her black, transparent panties.
"When I was all the way inside her she wouldn't let me move. She just wanted to feel me inside her for the longest time. Oh God, she felt good. By then, she was so hot and when those hot, wet pussy lips enveloped around my cock it was a feeling of heaven. I Imagine that's how it'll feel to Brett too when he makes love to you. I hope it feels as good to you as it did to Diana. She didn't want to let me go."
I closed my eyes a moment remembering that exquisite moment when Diana had come with me inside her, trying to think how to relay to Michelle how good it'd been.
"When she finally came, her pussy was almost like a vise, tightening and loosening. I think she screamed, but I wasn't sure because I was coming inside her at the same time. Not much else seemed to matter at that moment. The only thing I really remember is our bodies shuddering and that pussy tightening its grip on me. I came so hard inside her!"
Michelle had rolled over and was humping a pillow while she moaned. My rock hard cock was close to ejaculating all over the bed as well. Michelle might have enjoyed that. After I finished and Michelle was whimpering next to me, I told her, "Now it's your turn. Tell me about your night with Shaun."
She looked up from the pillow she was clawing at, took it in her hands and beat me all around my head and shoulders. When she assumed I was properly chastised, she buried her head in it and whimpered a little more. I guessed she was through with the story telling for the night.
The rest of the week was stressful, as Michelle was leaving the following Sunday morning. Every night was a challenge to get through because we were both so highly aroused. I told Michelle quite a bit more about my night with Diana, including the flight she took me on. I fibbed a little when I told her I expected to see a lot of Diana while she was gone.
Thursday Michelle went to dinner with Shaun one last time to say goodbye to him but came home afterward. Saturday, I suggested she wear something nice, like maybe her Christmas dress, to go out to dinner and maybe dancing or something afterward.
Michelle looked absolutely gorgeous when she was ready. Her dress is a turquoise leather, with Native American bead work, that came to about mid-thigh. It's very form-flattering and sexy. She'd only worn it a couple of times since I gave it to her as a Christmas present. The last time was the dorm dance with Jeremy. That had apparently turned into a pretty spectacular night...the last time she'd had sex. I looked at my beautiful wife and couldn't imagine how I was going to survive a month with her gone.
We went to our favorite restaurant, the Black Angus. I hoped Trisha was still working. She's the pretty waitress that I had a brief affair with last summer and fall until she went back to her husband. That time of the evening you nearly always have to sign in and wait for a table. When I did, I asked if Trisha was working. She was, so I asked if we could be seated in her section. The hostess told us it'd take a little longer, but it was worth the wait to Michelle and me. She really liked Trisha too.
They give you these little light thingies to let you know when your table's ready. We waited in the lobby for about a half hour or so until our light flashed. The hostess seated us and Trisha got a big smile on her face when she saw us and asked what we'd like to drink. She told Michelle how beautiful her dress was, so Michelle had to scoot back out of the booth and model it for her. I was beaming, proud of myself for finding and buying it.
Every time Trisha came to our table we talked a little. Michelle told her that she was going to be taking a vacation to visit friends and planned to be gone quite a while. I suggested to Trisha that after Michelle got home we'd love to have her and her husband to dinner some night. No, I didn't have any ulterior motive like seducing Trisha again. I just thought that since we'd been partially responsible for them getting back together, it would be nice to get to know them both a little more. We'd never met him. Trisha beamed and thought it sounded like a wonderful idea.
We had a wonderful dinner. Michelle had a chicken salad with blue cheese dressing, and I had a wonderful rib-eye steak. Our food was good; the atmosphere was fantastic and we had a wonderful waitress. What more can you ask for in a nice, last dinner with your wife?
I left out the part about my longing glances toward her all evening. Realizing that this would be our last dinner together for a month certainly put a damper on the evening. When we left, I had intended to take her to the Honey Bunnz exotic dance club for the rest of the evening. I knew it'd be the ultimate turn-on for her. She wouldn't be able to resist the sexy allure of getting on the stage and slowly stripping out of her clothes in front of the roomful of horny men.
In the end, I couldn't do that, though. The time for teasing had passed. That night was the real thing; the last time I'd see her for the next month, the last time we'd sleep together for a long, long time.
When we went to bed, Michelle wore the nightie that I thought she was going to wear with Shaun that night, the sexiest one she'd bought. We laid in bed, just looking at each other most of the night. I was very nearly in tears from wanting to hold her and caress her so badly, much less make love with her that last time. Emotionally, it reminded me a lot of my last night with Jacqui before she left for Montana. The big difference was that Jacqui and I had made love several times during the night.
Our last day together was horrible. I felt like crying almost constantly but tried not to show it. We slept until late morning, then I made her sourdough waffles for breakfast. It seemed like we'd barely finished eating when it was time for us to go to the airport. Her flight left Pasco at two-fifteen in the afternoon. The first leg was to Seattle, then a three-hour layover until her six-hour flight to Miami. We drove to the airport in silence, both of us lost in thoughts about the month ahead. I knew I could trust my wife, but this trip was more than either of us had ever imagined. I parked the car in the short-term parking lot and went to the trunk to retrieve her luggage. It wasn't until I'd opened the trunk that I remembered there was no luggage. Nothing at all, except the clothes she was wearing and her purse.
I'd love to say that we walked through the terminal holding hands with our fingers intertwined, but we were still bound by that damned agreement. We hadn't even held hands for the last month and weren't about to break it then, as badly as I needed the physical contact with her. Even though I had fun teasing her, the last month had been the most difficult in my life, and I knew the next one wasn't going to get any easier.
The Pasco airport is small compared to most, but the security rules are still stringent. She needed to check in early and after going through the metal detector, we couldn't be together while she waited for her flight. We stood in front of it a few minutes gazing into each other's eyes, with tears on both our faces.
"I love you," I told her.
She wiped her cheek, "You too, I'll call you when I get to the hotel."
We couldn't even embrace. Michelle turned and got in the short line for the security check. I watched her go through the metal detector without incident, she turned back toward me and we threw air-kisses at each other, then she was gone to the gate waiting area.
The trip back home from the airport was the longest twelve-mile trip I've ever been on. The house was cold and lonely when I got home. I sat on the couch at least a good hour staring at the television before I realized it wasn't turned on. When I found the remote and actually did turn it on, I have no idea what might have been on. It didn't really matter, it was just noise in a lonely house. I had no idea how I was going to cope with this for a month, especially when I knew my wife would be spending that month in the arms of another man.
She called me during her layover in Seattle. I don't think I've ever heard such a sweet voice. I have no recollection what we talked about, it didn't really matter. It was just her voice that I needed to hear. We were on the phone for probably forty-five minutes until she said her phone was going dead, and she was going to find something to eat.
I wandered around the house and finally drove myself to McDonald's for something to eat that evening. She wasn't scheduled to get to the hotel until around three in the morning. I turned the TV on in the bedroom and climbed into bed, hoping to doze a little. No such luck, I was sleepy but couldn't sleep as the clock ticked the hours slowly away. I kept my phone in my hand, hoping she'd get an opportunity to call, even though I knew she couldn't from the plane.
It was three-fifteen in the morning when Michelle finally called again. She said she was at the hotel check-in counter. She hadn't had to find a taxi. Brett had a car waiting for her and escorted her to the hotel, which she said was near the airport. I lied to her, telling her I was fine and had been sleeping before she called. She said she slept a little on the plane. I suspected she probably wasn't telling the truth either.
We talked a few minutes until she said she had to check in. We both knew this was going to be our last conversation, so both our tears were flowing pretty freely when we said goodbye and hung up. After disconnecting with her and lying there about another minute thinking I wouldn't hear from her for another month, I realized I couldn't do it. I couldn't let her go with him, the money be damned, all of it! We could reimburse Brett for his flight expenses, but I needed her to come home!
It instantly hit me that it was entirely possible I'd never see my wife again. I'd tried to convince myself how much I trusted her. I did, but this was too much. The fear hit me like a ton of bricks, finally knocking some sense into me. It couldn't have been more than two minutes after we talked that I called her back to tell her to come home tomorrow.
Her phone went straight to voice-mail, "Hi this is Michelle, I'll call you back."
I remembered that she had to give her phone up at the hotel and apparently had already done so.
Panic hit me broadside! I knew I couldn't do it, couldn't let her go through with it. I scrambled to my desk computer and looked up the phone number for the Hyatt in Miami. There was only one. My fingers were shaking, in full panic mode. It took me three tries to finally get the number right.
A very friendly female voice answered, "Hyatt Place, Miami, may I help you?"
Undoubtedly my panic came through clearly in my voice, "You have a woman checking in right now, Michelle Fields, I need to talk to her, please!"
"I'm sorry sir, there's no one here by that name."
My hands were shaking, my voice breaking, tears running down my face, "Then I don't know what name she might be using, maybe Amber, but please, I have to talk to her!"
"Sir, there's nothing I can do to help you." The friendly voice had changed considerably. She was still being polite, but firm. "Sir, all I can do is tell you that yes, she's here. She's already checked in, but we have specific instructions that she's not to receive any calls."
With that, she hung up. I looked at my phone in disbelief. I was too late! I'd just been told there wasn't any way I could contact her. My wife was gone! My panic turned into full sobbing, there wasn't a damned thing I could do. I felt utter hopelessness like I'd never had before. For a long time, I had a hard time catching my breath knowing I was totally helpless.
If you're lost in the woods and panicked from the fear, at least you can run, try and find your way out. There wasn't a thing I could do, nowhere to run or hide from my emotions. The sudden realization that this fear was to be my life for the next month was almost too unbearable to comprehend.




Part 12 – Michelle's Cruise





Chapter 5

An hour later, after I had gotten myself in a bit of control, I thought about flying to Miami the next day to get her. At least, that gave me a plan of action. Then I realized I couldn't do that either. Michelle was only spending the first night at the Hyatt because it was close to the airport. By the time I flew to Seattle, then to Miami, Michelle would have already checked out of the Hyatt
I didn't know where she was going after that, or what she'd be doing for the next week. Brett hadn't told us where except the first night. I tried to remember if Michelle had told me the name of the hotel he'd been at in Seattle, but was sure she hadn't, other than how nice it was and that it wasn't the Sheraton.
I thought, "What have I done?"
I'd potentially thrown away everything important in my life for a thrill. I was totally helpless, with only a thread to cling to, my trust in Michelle. But I'd never told her what I knew, that Brett had no intention of letting her come home. He planned to take her away from me. Kristen had told me he could and would do it, and I naïvely believed he couldn't. He'd already started, by cutting us off from each other and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it!
I didn't get any sleep the rest of the night. When I stumbled out of bed in the morning, I realized that nothing had changed from when she left. I'd already known exactly what was going to happen, that she'd be cut off from me, that I'd be here alone fretting about her faithfulness. I just hadn't realized how strongly the fact that I wouldn't be able to contact her would hit me.
It was Monday, there wasn't any way I could go to work after not sleeping and worrying about Michelle, so I called my office and told them I wasn't feeling well. Then I remembered that Brett had e-mailed Michelle a phone number I could call in case of an emergency. I was actually kind of glad I hadn't remembered it last night. I'd probably have made a fool of myself blubbering incoherently. Yes, I was still scared of losing her, but the feeling of intense panic was gone. That had been the most frightful night of my life.
At least the panic was gone for a few minutes until I thought again about how wonderfully Michelle described Brett, and that I wouldn't be able to communicate with her at all for the next month. I fought the urge to call that emergency number. I counted to ten, then to a hundred to calm myself again. I knew that unless I lied and told whoever answered that I'd injured myself badly or one of Michelle's parents had died, that she'd never get the message anyway. I realized that, short of a real emergency, I simply had no way to contact my wife, and I may as well face that reality.
The next month loomed like an eternity in front of me. I realized it wouldn't do me any good to sit around the lonely house and moping, so after lunch, I dragged myself to work and told them I was feeling better.
The next several days were a hell I hadn't even imagined. When Michelle had gone to Las Vegas with Shaun, I was lonesome at home, but at least knew I could call and talk to her. This time, it was a void like she didn't exist anymore. The house was cold and lonely whenever I was at home. I subsisted on McDonald's, day after day. Anything I ate tasted more like cardboard than food, so what did it matter? I wished I had some idea what Michelle was doing. I had friends, but none I could talk about this with, not even Ginger or Eric.
I remembered one thing I'd vowed to do after Michelle left. Wednesday after work, I called Diana. I told her I knew a really nice, single guy, and wondered if she'd be interested in another blind date. She was apprehensive, but I did my best to assure her that she'd like him and stressed that he was single. I was pleased that she finally agreed she'd go out with him if he called.
Then I repeated the call, with much the same kind of conversation to Shaun. I didn't do that because I wanted him to break up with Michelle. The opposite was true, I liked her going out with and sleeping with him. All he finally said was that he'd think about it. I wasn't going to worry about it, I'd done my good deed for the week. Although if it worked out, Michelle might not consider it such a good deed when she got home. Then my reality hit me again and I changed my thought to ‘if’ she got home.
Friday after work I decided maybe a little company would help. In a way, I didn't want to go to any square dances because I knew I'd need to make up a lie about where Michelle was for so long. I went anyway and invented a fib about her grandma being really sick and only having a little while left. How lame was that?
I'd hoped that Eric and Ginger would be there, but they weren't. There were two single ladies that I danced with quite often, so at least I had dance partners. It helped my loneliness being around friends, but I knew that afterward I was going home to that lonely house, and that took away about ninety percent of the fun.
After I climbed into my bed, I did what I figured any sane human in my condition might do; I started counting the plaster splatters on the ceiling. There were a lot more than I'd ever suspected, over two hundred in just a couple of square feet. Then I started to calculate in my head how many that would be in the whole room and finally gave up.
I wondered what Michelle might be doing. She left five days before the cruise so that either meant she was with Brett now, or it might be tomorrow. If she was with him now, it was a sure bet what she was doing right at that instant. Then I had a thought how I could connect with her a little bit. It seemed a little perverted, but so be it.
I went to her lingerie drawer where all her new nighties were stacked so neatly inside. I thought that the feel of one of her silk ones on my hands and face would help me picture her. She'd neatly stacked the silk one I wanted, the one she wore the last night before she left, on top of the pile. The first thing I noticed was the fragrance of perfume wafting out of her drawer. It was one I hadn't smelled before and it was gloriously feminine. I ran the back of my hand over the soft material, then went to pick it up. I was confused; there was something hard and crinkly inside it. When I picked it up, an envelope fell out on the floor with my name on it. I picked it up and looked at it, it was sealed with “Robert”, neatly written on the front with Michelle's handwriting.
I took it and the nightgown, and sat down on the bed. The only thing that went through my mind was a ‘Dear John’ letter she'd written before she left. I tried to remember her the day she left. She'd seemed cold and distant, or was that just my imagination from the façade that we'd had to create to comply with Brett's contract?
It'd be easier if I drank, I could drown myself in a bottle and ease my fears before opening it. As it was, though, I'd just make myself sick. I'd be ashamed and throwing up.
My hands were shaking, and tears were already forming in my eyes when I tore it open. There was a single piece of stationery folded inside. I slowly unfolded it and started reading.
"My dear husband, Robert, I know we won't be able to talk, so I thought about how I might still be able to communicate with you when I'm gone. I'm going to hide this letter where I hope you'll find it when you get lonely for me. I want you to know how much I love you. I don't know if you'll ever see this, but I hope you do."

I smiled at that and wiped the tears from my cheeks.
"I hope you're enjoying spending lots of time with Diana, especially in bed with her. I have to admit that fixing you up with her wasn't altogether altruistic of me. I don't want to be worrying about you being alone all the time while I'm gone.

"I also thought of a little game we can play, kind of together. I hid a few things around the house where you can have a kind of scavenger hunt and I'll be able to think about you finding them. There are three more envelopes in the drawer, inside my nighties underneath where you found this one. Don't touch them yet! Wait a week in-between looking at each envelope. That'll give you something to look forward to."

"For now, though, there's another envelope on the bottom, left side of my underwear drawer. I think you'll like looking there, and I hope you'll like what's in the envelope. Love, Michelle."

She'd made a little happy face under her name. There was also a short “PS” underneath her signature.
"Oh, I hope you can still smell the perfume. It's one that I thought Brett might like. I wanted to share it with you too."

My mood had brightened about a thousand percent. I practically ran back over to her chest of drawers and found the envelope. She was right, I did enjoy pawing through her drawer full of bikinis, thongs, and bras. There was a big manila envelope where she said it'd be, with another regular envelope taped to the front that said, "Open me first".
The stationery inside read:
"I thought about having these professionally made but decided it'd be more fun if Shaun took them. Besides, I knew you'd enjoy thinking about how much Shaun and I wanted to play, but couldn't. Enjoy!"

I unclasped the manila envelope. There were several 8×10 portraits of Michelle dressed in the nightgown her first letter was in. There were several different kinds of poses. All of them were sexy, some more than others. In one, she had a saucy, come-hither look on her face with her fingers pulling the gown up on one side just enough to reveal her waxed pussy. Her hair was pushed to one side, draping over the front of her shoulder adding to the sexiness. In another, the gown was pushed down with both her bare boobs poking out above it. Shaun must have been going crazy taking these photos.
I checked the time and realized Walmart was still open, so jumped in the car and bought a bunch of picture frames. As soon as I got home, I carefully put each photo in a frame and placed them around the house, where I could always see one; in the bathroom, the kitchen, the living room etc. The thought that anyone else coming in the house could also see them didn't even enter my mind.
I folded the nightgown, putting it on my nightstand with the picture of her holding the hem of her gown up with her fingertips on top of it. The one with her bare boobs went on the nightstand on the other side of the bed, so I could see one or the other no matter which way I was laying. I even thought about putting one on the ceiling. It would sure be better than counting plaster splatters.
Then I have to admit I almost went back to her lingerie drawer for the next envelope. I didn't know if I'd be able to wait another week. That was the first night since Michelle had left that I went to bed with a smile on my face.
The next day, Saturday, I knew that Michelle would be with her lover. I couldn't help but wonder what her first time with him would be like, after abstaining for so long.
Saturday evening I decided to treat myself to a decent dinner for a change and went to the Olive Garden for lasagna. I would have loved to go to the Black Angus and have Trisha for my waitress, but in the sexually frustrated situation I was in, didn't think it'd be a good idea. If she hadn't gone back to her husband, I would have in a heartbeat, and hopefully brought her home with me. Damn husbands!
The next several days were much easier to take. I knew I had something to look forward to in only a week. I wondered if it was more pictures of Michelle or something else I'd love. The house still felt lonely, but I had those pictures to look at wherever I went in the house. Of course, in a way, it didn't help that I knew another man was now getting to see her the same way, even much more provocatively, in person, and making love with her whenever they wanted.
By the middle of the next week, my loneliness was starting to hit me really hard again. I knew what I had to look forward to on Friday, but that still seemed like a long time yet and it still wasn't my Michelle. She was off on a romantic holiday with her hot stud that wanted to take her away from me.
Friday evening, I vacillated between going square dancing and staying home with my scavenger hunt. I decided that I could have both, my surprise from Michelle just delayed a little. I was glad I did go to the dance, Ginger and Eric were there this time. Eric and I took turns dancing with Ginger and the other women. The single ladies in our club are all much older, as is typical of most square dance clubs. It's rare to be blessed with a young, attractive single girl like Jacqui had been when she was in Kennewick. God, I missed her! If only she hadn't been transferred away, she'd be here with me now.
The only problem with dancing with Ginger was my heightened sexual sensitivity. Every touch sent an electric shock through me to my cock. It's hard to square dance with your cock hard the whole time. I'd learned that in Reno with Jacqui, but it's a little more uncomfortable in your own club, with people you dance with all the time.
After the dance, several in the club wanted to go to Shari's Restaurant for dessert. I wanted to go home but thought it'd be rude to not go along. Besides, Ginger wanted me to go and who was I to deny her the pleasure of my company. Maybe she'd want to send Eric home and accompany me to my house. Unfortunately, it didn't happen. I ended up going home alone after eating my caramel pecan pie.
When I got home, I went straight to Michelle's lingerie drawer again and pulled out her next silk nightie. That sweet perfume was a little weaker, but it still almost did me in. I was ready for the envelope this time and it didn't make it to the floor. I also wasn't afraid to open it, like the first one. It contained a short note:
"Dear husband, I'm not sure whether to trust you or not. Did you wait a week, or go straight back to the drawer? If you went back to the drawer without waiting, close the damn drawer and go in the other room to calm down. Don't spoil the game. If you were a good boy and did wait, check the next nightie down, Michelle."

Arghhh, she was killing me.
I put that gown under the other picture on Michelle's nightstand and pulled out the next one in the pile, being careful again to not let my precious envelope fall on the floor. I opened the folded stationery and read her note:
"Sweetheart, you know how much I love you. Check under the big shoe box on my side of the closet. Love, your wife."

It was followed by another happy face.
I didn't remember a big shoe box. She has lots of shoe boxes scattered around. I checked her closet and found several on the shelf over our clothes. One was a little bigger so I peeked under it. Sure enough, there was another, smaller manila envelope with a regular white one taped to the front. I knew the routine this time and opened the white one.
There were two pages of folded stationery. I started reading Michelle's neat handwriting.
"Sweetheart, I've read the stories you've published and noticed one thing over and over again. You enjoy being jealous of other men with me. If you actually waited a week from the first envelope, you know that I'm with Brett now, very likely as you read this, making love with him, or dancing with him, or snuggled up in his arms sleeping, or just gazing into his eyes before our loving kiss. Whatever we're doing, you can be assured that I'll be loving it.

"I thought you should know a little more about the man than I'd told you about before. I told you that he was a fantastic lover that one night. If anything, I downplayed what it was like. Right now, writing this, my pussy is absolutely drenched from wanting him inside me. I've been imagining what our first time is going to be like and I can hardly wait. I know it's going to be like nothing else on earth.

"Ever since I met him, I wondered why he's still single. I've been insisting I can resist him, but the closer the time comes, the more I wonder if I can. Maybe he won't be single much longer, Hmm? I'm hopeful you and Diana are getting along as well as I'm expecting."

What the fuck? Did she just tell me that she really fixed us up in case she left me? That really worked out well didn't it?
"You like to picture me making love with other men. I thought a picture of him would help you to visualize him making love with your loving wife, so I asked him to send me one. It's in the manila envelope if you want to see. I hope you do, I want you to see what a handsome man I'm making love with several times a day. I guess the fact that he's rich, charming and about every sexy adjective I can think of doesn't hurt either, does it? I'm going to have to take a break from writing this, I'm getting close to coming without even touching myself."

If my Michelle was trying to make me jealous, it was damn well working! And what the hell is this statement that he might not be single much longer?
"I'm back, calmed down a little bit, but still horny! I guess that's what he wanted with making us stay away from each other that long. You should know that it's working, and very well!

"When he sent the picture, he told me a little about the cruise. It's a honeymoon cruise with all adults and designed to be romantic. I'll be posing as his newlywed wife, Mrs. Brett McKenzie. I'm pretty sure I'll be wearing his wedding ring too. He said we'll be stopping at lots of romantic resorts as well.

"Now that you know what a sex god your wife is with while you read this, go ahead and check out his picture. Your loving and horny wife, Michelle."

Oh crap, how the hell am I supposed to process that? I know she's just pulling my chain...at least I think so. Crap, I didn't know what the hell to think after reading that! How the hell does little old Robert Fields, Building Official, compete with someone like that?
My hands were shaking again when I opened the manila envelope and took out the picture of Brett. Another little paper fell on the floor. Shit, she wasn't exaggerating even a tiny bit, he was damn good looking. If I had to think of someone people might relate to, I'd say he looked a lot like Mike Weatherly, of NCIS, except with a neatly trimmed beard, and little flecks of gray in his hair and beard. Damn, that's the guy I sent my wife off with on a romantic, month-long cruise. What a frigging idiot I was and not a damn thing I could do about it.
I picked up the little paper that fell on the floor. She'd written:
"The beard? It tickles and feels so good 'down there'."

Shit, not only was I scared beyond words again, but my cock was raging hard. The thing was, especially now that I knew what he looked like, I hoped they were making love, maybe spooning, with him behind and Michelle's leg thrown back over him, his slippery cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
Before Michelle left, I checked the time zone of the Caribbean Islands. They were either two or three hours ahead of us, depending on exactly where they are. I realized that, since it was about ten-thirty here, it was about the time Brett could be taking my wife to bed with him after romancing her all evening on their ‘honeymoon’. Yeah, about the time they'd likely be making love at this very instant.




Chapter 6

I found Michelle's nightie, the one that had the note inside of it and rubbed it on my face, feeling the soft silk and smelled her sweet, sexy perfume that she was probably wearing in bed with Brett right then. I'd shaved right before the dance, so her nightie slid easily across my face without catching on a whisker.
Shit, I couldn't stop myself. I wrapped my hand around my cock, spreading the slippery pre-cum around and started masturbating myself with that vision in my mind; Brett and my wife in that position, one we both loved but didn't do often. Why didn't we, I wondered? His hand would be on her boob, pinching a nipple, or maybe on the inside of her thigh, pulling her leg further to open her up even more for him.
He was slipping so deep inside her, I knew a lot deeper than I could, rubbing against her g-spot with every deep plunge inside her. Ahhh, my hips started bucking with that vision in my head and I couldn't get rid of it, didn't want to get rid of it. My wife was humping back toward him urging him on, telling him how damned good it felt, that she was about to come. My cock was so slippery in my hand. I didn't want to come, but I knew I couldn't stop it then no matter what.
Michelle started screaming and her body convulsed with spasms from her orgasm with him deep inside her. The fragrance from her silk nightie filled my soul. My cock exploded, and I felt my hot cum fill my hand. Then Brett stiffened and came deep inside Michelle's pussy. Ahhh, I heard noises coming from deep inside me when I groaned, and I couldn't stop hearing Michelle's moans and that wailing sound she makes when she comes with Brett's cock inside her. Then it was over. My hand was gooey and hot with my cum.
I got up, stripped the bed, and put on clean sheets and a blanket. When I went back to bed, the bite of insecurity hit me. I'd satisfied my carnal instincts somewhat, but my insides were twisted into knots with a hopeless sense of insecurity and jealousy.
I thought again, “How the hell do I compete with someone like that?"
Would Michelle realize how far beneath her she'd married and how much better she could do, with the very man who was undoubtedly making love with her at that instant.
When I got up late the next morning, after very little sleep, my phone was blinking, trying to tell me there was a text waiting to be read. It was from Diana.
"Date with Shaun last night. Thank you. Phil would approve."

I smiled in approval. I was happy for her and hoped it'd work out between them. She was a girl who deserved whatever happiness in life she could find. It did, however, shut off an avenue for me if my worst fears came true.
I'm not going to try and describe the angst I felt the next week for fear that it might get boring to read about. All I'll say is that it was a damn hard and long week. That last note from Michelle had left a huge, nagging doubt in my mind, an incredible longing for her, and, of course, the fear that the next time I saw her, she'd be permanently with another man. Agreeing to not having any avenue to contact my wife wasn't worth any amount of money.
I skipped square dancing on Friday night, I'd tolerated waiting all week, and after I got home from work, there wasn't any way I could wait a second longer to see what she had in store for me that week. Hell, it might even be the damn ‘Dear John’ letter I'd been afraid of the first week. It almost seemed like she really was communicating with me from the cruise.
I found the third envelope in Michelle's lingerie drawer. This time, again, I was almost afraid to open it for fear what it might contain. I did, though, I obviously couldn't resist. It read:
"My dearest Robert, I hope you enjoyed spending a week visualizing Brett making love with your wife over and over again. I'm guessing not as much as I enjoyed it all week. I know I'll be wondering how often you and Diana are sleeping together. If you want to move in with her until I get home (or something else), it's okay with me.

"For your little scavenger hunt this week, since we hardly ever watch a DVD, I'm trusting you likely haven't since I left. I want you to go turn the player on and press play. I've already adjusted the sound system, but you need to turn it on as well. I want you to have good, loud stereo sound. Watch and enjoy! Love, Michelle."

What the hell is that all about I wondered. What did she do, rent me a porno or something? I guess she would've had to have bought it because it's been so long. It seemed like an eternity ago that I took her to the airport.
Michelle had obviously planned this all out well ahead of time because the remote for both the DVD player and sound system were sitting on top the DVD player where I could find them. Normally, on the rare occasion we watch something, we spend half an hour hunting for the elusive remotes.
I picked up the remotes, sat down in my recliner, turned them both on and hit ‘play’.
It took about five seconds for my jaw to drop open and exclaim, "Oh My God!"
This was the video she'd told me about a month earlier. I'd completely forgotten about it. It was a porno all right, starring my wife and that shy kid, Jeremy. It was no wonder she'd wanted the volume turned up.
I heard over and over again, "Harder, Jeremy harder!"
He was yanking her head back and slamming his cock into her pussy. I tried to hold off, but my own cock was raging and I finally couldn't stop it any longer. I came, and came, and came! It was my first orgasm since the week before and watching my wife being fucked so thoroughly, it was a gigantic one. Michelle sure as hell hadn't exactly told me everything about that night.
Michelle was definitely the star of the show too. Whoever took it had shown Jeremy's cock sliding in and out of Michelle's pussy, but zoomed in on her face and that's what was filling our sixty-five-inch TV when her orgasm hit her.
Technically, I was amazed at the quality you could get on a phone. It was a damn good thing we live in a house, rather than an apartment complex with the screams she made.
There were four other naked people in the room as well. The video occasionally showed three of them, two girls and one guy, moving around watching my wife being fucked from behind. I could only assume the one taking the video was the other guy, probably naked too. I'd loved to have known what all had happened before the fuck-session. It seemed impossible for me to believe that this was the same kid we'd met in Ellensburg only a few weeks before this video had been made. It shut off after Jeremy collapsed on top of her.
I don't have any idea how to explain how I was feeling then. Other than my pictures and the new ones from two weeks earlier, this was the only time I'd seen my wife in nearly three weeks. Then to see her like this? It was just too much. I didn't even know how to react. I was trying to process in my mind what I'd seen when the video started again. Apparently, it had been recorded on the DVD repeatedly. I sat and watched the whole thing through again, then a third time before it actually ended. By then, my cock was hard all over again, like that first orgasm hadn't even happened.
Michelle said she didn't know it was being videoed. After watching it, I could understand why. She'd been solely preoccupied with being fucked the whole time. Dammit, though, as turned on as they both were when it started, I wish they'd have had a video from the ‘before’, during the strip poker game itself.
At that point, I suspected what the fourth envelope might lead me to somewhere in the house. I thought about going looking. If I found what I was looking for without it, would that be fair? I decided that no, I needed the diversion of the game to survive another week alone.
It was then that I really appreciated what Michelle had done for me. She'd undoubtedly thought I'd be spending days and nights with Diana while she was gone, but she also knew how much I'd miss her. She thought of this little game as a diversion to make it seem more like she was there with me. If only she'd known that there was no Diana, that this game was all I had to keep myself sane, she'd appreciate all the more what she'd done for me.
I was pretty sure that the fucking in the video was only a preview of her normal, every-day experience with Brett. The way she'd described him, it was probably several times a day, and she was enjoying him every bit as much as she had in that video. I only hoped she wasn't falling hopelessly in love with him. Not knowing that was literally killing me emotionally, and there were still two long weeks to go.
The following week, I started watching the reality TV show, ‘Naked and Afraid’. The despair the participants feel when it starts getting closer to the end of the twenty-one days in the wilderness was a lot like mine. One big difference is that they know there's someone coming to pick them up if they make it through the entire time. They can also call it off if they have to. I didn't have anyone to call and say, "I've had enough, take me out of here." I was trapped in the hell I'd created for myself. I didn't know what was going to be left of my life afterward and had no possibility of knowing until it was truly over. Would it be without my life partner, Michelle? This was turning out to be an experience that I hadn't even imagined.
I thanked Michelle every day for the game she'd devised. It was exactly the diversion I needed to make it through another week, a stroke of pure genius. I realized that if I hadn't been a pervert and gone pawing around in her lingerie drawer, I'd never have discovered it. By the following Friday, I couldn't wait. I couldn't go to the square dance and finish the game later. This would be the last envelope. The following Friday after that, I expected Michelle to be home, at least I sure as hell hoped so!
I found the envelope at the bottom of the drawer, hidden inside that last silk negligee. Each of those was a reminder how badly I needed my wife home to be wearing them with me. I couldn't even imagine how good it was going to be to have her wearing one of those and be able to embrace her, to kiss her and make love with her. I was doing everything I could to put the possibility that that might never happen out of my mind.
I opened that last envelope. It read:
"Sweetheart, we're getting closer. I wish I had some idea how I'm going to be feeling by the time you read this, or even if you've found and read them. It was easy enough for me to write about Diana in the beginning, but by now, I'm worried you'll have fallen so in love with her that you might not have room for me. In a way, I'd like to back out of our deal with Brett, but it's too late now."

It was obvious that she was feeling a little like I am now, even before she left. These weren't put here a few days ago, they were here when she left. The note went on:
"For your last hunt before I come home, check my printer. Love, Michelle."

Her printer? Why the hell wouldn't I have thought to look at her printer? She has one and I have another one in my own room.
I took off for her room. There it was sitting there like it was just printed a few minutes ago. It had been there the last month in plain sight and I hadn't even thought to look in the most obvious place. What would I have done if I had found it, though? I needed this last diversion. I picked it up in shaking hands and sat down at her desk to read. It was a huge stack of papers, probably thirty or forty single-spaced pages. The first page was short:
"Honey, this is everything that happened that night, except one tiny omission I made that I'll have to tell you about when I get home."

I laid that sheet aside and started reading. I read for the next forty-five minutes, all about the party; Michelle, Jeremy and two other couples playing strip poker together; about how horny she got; how she felt being undressed and the fun she had undressing other guys. I assumed she'd probably just have interacted with Jeremy, but I was wrong. Man, was I wrong? She hadn't had sex with another guy, but that was about the only thing she hadn't done.
When I finished reading, I was stone hard. I started reading at the beginning again. When I got to the point where Michelle gave Kirk the blow-job and he came in her throat, I took my own hand, spreading my pre-cum on my cock and made myself come.
My last envelope was on July fifteenth. The following week, I was a nervous wreck expecting to hear from Michelle every day. I really hoped to hear something from Diana to find out how things were going with Shaun before Michelle got home as well. By the time the next Friday came and went with no word, I was turning into a complete nervous wreck. I'd expected her home by then and still nothing. I was getting more and more scared that I'd lost her and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it. I still had no idea how to contact her.
I finally did get up the courage to call and ask Diana if she was seeing Shaun.
I was glad I had, she sounded happy and told me, "I'm falling in love with him, he's so wonderful!"
She told me, "Thank you," over and over again. I was so glad, and it took my mind off my own problems for a little while.
Every day, nearly every hour that passed without hearing from Michelle, was tearing a dagger through my heart. Tuesday evening, July twenty-sixth, when I got home from work there was an e-mail waiting for me. I couldn't believe it when I saw an e-mail from Brett. The subject line read simply, "Michelle". I sat looking at it, tears almost coming to my eyes. God, how I missed her. It had been the longest month of my life. Michelle had been gone for thirty-seven days now and I hadn't had a single word of contact from her since she checked into the hotel in Miami. I'd been nearly going out of my mind waiting to hear from her. She was already four days past the original thirty-three days total she was supposed to be gone. Now, instead of a phone call from her, I had an e-mail from her lover.
I was afraid to open it. I remembered so well what Kristen had told me, that Brett wanted my wife and was going to have her. Is that what this e-mail said? That she'd decided to stay with him? Maybe even divorce me and marry him? I'd never been so scared in my life looking at that e-mail. Was she afraid to call me, so Brett was just e-mailing me her farewell? No, I was certain Michelle wouldn't do that.
I sat at my desk looking at it, afraid to click on it, my hand shaking. Then I realized what it probably said. He'd be giving me exactly what I'd been waiting for; her flight number and time when she'd be home. Who was I trying to convince? I knew that wasn't what it said. My finger finally clicked on the message and I read it.
"Michelle has agreed to stay another two weeks. Thank you for your patience and understanding."

What the hell was the man talking about, patience and understanding? I was about out of my mind. I sat, trying to calm myself down and think. He said two more weeks, not that she wasn't coming home. But where are they? What are they doing, other than the obvious; making love on a daily basis? I didn't have any way to contact her or find out anything. I knew that if I responded to his e-mail asking, he wouldn't reply back.
Then I had an idea. The woman I'd called asking about him when this all started a couple of months ago. She'd know. I did a quick search of Michelle's e-mails and found the one where he gave us those references. Kristen Stone, I'll call her!
I quickly dialed her number and got a recorded message, "Stone Enterprises, thank you for calling. Our business hours are eight A.M, to five P.M. Please leave a message."
Crap, another sleepless night!
I needed to talk to someone, but who? I didn't want to burden Diana or Ginger with my problems, and I sure as heck couldn't talk to Jerry or Tonya, our square dance friends. They didn't know anything about our extended love life. I was right, no sleep that night, but morning finally did come. At five A.M, I tried calling Kristen again. This time their receptionist answered the phone and I asked for Kristen.
"Hi, this is Kristen, may I help you?"
This time I'd been thinking about what to say to her. I'd had all night to think about it.
"Hi, this is Robert from Kennewick, Washington. I talked to you a couple of months ago about a young lady by the name of Amber."
"Ahh yes, I remember. How can I help you?"
"She's been with Brett for over a month now and I'm wondering if you've heard from him?"
"Actually, I have. He got home a couple of days ago. He called me to let me know he's home and tell me that he's madly in love with her." Then she went on, "You're her husband, aren't you?"
I was having a little trouble thinking straight, even after thinking about this call all night. He's in love with her and she's staying with him another two weeks.
"Yes, sorry about not telling you that before, but I was a little embarrassed. Now, I'm worried."
"You have every reason to be worried. He told me she hasn't agreed to stay with him yet, but he's certain she will. That's what the extra time is for."
I had no idea what to say or do. I sat for what seemed like forever without saying a thing. I was nearly in tears with frustration and fear.
I finally asked her, "She doesn't have her phone. Is there any way I can get ahold of her?"
"Let me see what I can do. I'll call you back in a little bit."
I gave her my phone number and told her thank you. I called my office and left a message that I had an emergency come up and would be in a little late. Then I sat watching my cell phone, willing it to ring. At least I was doing something, and it sounded like I had a friend willing to help. An eternity later, actually an hour and fifteen minutes later, it rang.




Chapter 7

I picked it up and it was Kristen.
She got right to the point, "Can you be here Friday evening?"
I didn't even hesitate to answer, "Yes."
"Good, I talked to Brett and he's anxious for me to meet his woman. He invited me to come over Friday. I told him I was meeting a friend and he said I could bring him. I hope you won't mind, but you're going to be my boyfriend unless you decide to tell him you're Michelle's husband."
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
"Let me know when your flight gets in and I'll pick you up. You won't need a hotel reservation. I have a spare bedroom so you'll be staying with me."
I thanked her again and told her I would. As soon as we hung up, I called Ginger's cell phone, not even realizing it was still just a little after six in the morning. She sounded groggy when she answered. Obviously, I'd awakened her. I didn't even care at that point. I told her that I needed to be in Chicago Friday evening and asked if she could get me a ticket. Naturally, she thought of a detail I hadn't.
"When do you want to come home?"
I hadn't even thought about that.
"I guess Sunday, probably in the afternoon."
"This'll be out of Seattle. Do you want to drive or fly there?"
"I don't know. I guess if there are quick, connecting flights I could fly. Otherwise, I'll drive."
"I'll make some arrangements after I get to work and let you know."
Her office didn't open until nine. So I waited, carrying my phone in my hand the whole time. Thank goodness, I'd thought to have it plugged in during the night. She must have gone to work early because it was eight-twenty when she called me back asking for my credit card information. I gave it to her and waited on the phone.
A few minutes later she told me I was confirmed to fly out of Seattle at two-forty-three P.M. and was getting into Chicago at six-oh-seven P.M. I don't remember what she told me about flights from Pasco to Seattle, but I figured I had to be doing something that day, and wouldn't be in any condition to work, so could drive instead.
I e-mailed the flight information to Kristen, along with a picture of me so she'd know which lonesome, single guy was me. Then I packed some clothes, my toothbrush and a razor into a single carry-on bag and decided I might as well go into the office and at least attempt to work a little bit.
The next two days were among the most torturous I ever remember. I went to work but know I didn't accomplish a darn thing. It was a darn good thing I had an understanding staff that was self-sufficient without me. I told them that Michelle had an emergency, but I couldn't leave until Friday, so they understood why they had to pick up my slack. I had a couple of meetings with architects on some new buildings and managed to get through those, plus the occasional city resident who needed one thing or another, but my administrative duties and plans just had to wait until I was a little more level-headed.
Friday morning, I left a little after five in the morning, getting to the airport about three hours before I needed to. Those three hours with nothing to do, then another three hours to go through security and wait for the flight were among the longest six hours of my life. Thinking back, though, they were nothing compared to the hours after that last phone call with Michelle.
At least I felt like I was finally doing something to get my wife back. I'd taken my Kindle to have something to read but couldn't get past two words at a time before my mind wandered. It didn't take long to give up even trying. I have no idea how many miles I might have covered, wandering around the airport that day.
The plane landed at O'Hare International and I was anxiously watching for a single woman as I walked into the lobby area. I wished I had a picture of her but at least she had one of me. I stood with people milling all around me and watched as an attractive woman came my way. She was the picture of elegance, red hair in a tight bun, contrasting green pantsuit. I'd guess she was probably around fifty or so but very trim and attractive.
As she got closer, she smiled and asked me, "Robert?"
"Yes, you must be Kristen."
She had a nice smile.
"Very nice to meet you finally," she said.
She offered me her hand in a hand-shake and asked if I had any more bags. I showed her my one and only.
"Shall we go then?" she asked.
I told her I needed to use the restroom first. I've read so many stories of people fucking in the airline bathrooms that using one didn't appeal to me at all if I could avoid it. Except if it was with a pretty stewardess, that'd be okay.
Kristen and I walked to her car; a blazing orange, new-looking Corvette. I've been in nice cars before, but never anything like this. The leather seats and interior were unlike anything I'd ever seen before. When Kristen started the engine and I heard the gentle roar. Her car felt more like I'd imagine a spaceship to be like. If I hadn't been such a nervous wreck, I'd have enjoyed it immensely.
As she drove, Kristen explained the set-up for the evening.
"After you called, I called Brett and asked him about his trip. He said he was anxious for me to meet his new girlfriend and invited me over tonight. I told him I couldn't because I had a friend flying in. He insisted that I could bring my friend as well. That way he won't be suspicious that you're really there to see Michelle unless you want to let him know, but I don't think it would be a good idea."
Then she suggested that we still needed a cover story on how we met and asked what I did for a living. I explained to her that I'm a City Building Official.
She grinned, "Perfect. I just built a plastics factory in St Louis. We met there." She paused a little, then asked me, "How about if you were one of the architects?"
I'd worked with architects and around construction my whole career, so that sounded perfect to me.
"I could do that. Tell me a little about your building in case he asks."
She spent the next ten or fifteen minutes giving me enough information that I could sound reasonably intelligent about it if the subject ever came up.
When she finished, I looked at her and couldn't help but ask, "Kristen, you're his friend. Why are you doing this for me?"
She glanced at me and said, "You seem like a nice guy and I don't want Brett to take another man's wife."
"I can't tell you how grateful I am." I was curious about something, so asked her, "That first time I called you, did you know I was her husband then?"
She laughed, "There wasn't a doubt in my mind! What husband would leave something like that to another man?"
She looked over at me again with kind of a quizzical look on her face.
"But I still don't understand why you'd send your wife off for that long with another man, that you knew would try to take her away from you."
"I trust her." Then I explained that Michelle has had a free rein to see other men over the last few of years and gotten more and more adventurous.
"Then a few months ago, she told me that she had this fantasy to be a high-class escort. She quit her job, set up a website and started meeting different men in Seattle for fifteen hundred dollars a night. She actually only met two; one of them was Brett."
Kristen seemed surprised at that, "Oh really! He never told me how he met her, just that she was the most incredible woman he'd ever met." She glanced my way, "I guess from the way you sounded on the phone the other day, and the fact you rushed out here, your trust is wavering a little?"
I hesitated before answering, "Yeah, I'll admit that. I've been scared ever since she left." I didn't want to admit to her the panic I felt that night over a month ago. "I managed to get through it, but when I got the e-mail that she'd be another two weeks, I couldn't take it any longer and had to do something."
“How did you feel about your wife being a, umm, a prostitute?”
I thought about my answer a little, "I haven't really thought about it that way. I know that's true but she's doing it more because she likes it. She loves romance and being with other men and this was a fantasy of hers that grew from that." Kristen waited while I paused because she knew I wasn't done explaining. "If she were out on the street trying to pick up a guy to take her into a crappy hotel room and fuck her for fifty dollars I'd have said no way. But the way she set it up, always a dinner or dancing, wearing sexy clothes then spending the night together I liked what she was doing."
"You're a strange man, Robert. Most men would be hyper-jealous and probably be getting a divorce."
"Who's to say I'm not hyper-jealous. I am. But that's part of what makes it fun. She knows how to stoke my jealousy and she loves doing it and I have to admit that I do too."
"I wonder how she gets along with Brett then. He's a very possessive man. When he and I first became intimate, he was adamant that I didn't go out with anyone else."
"And now, what happened since then? You're obviously going to have another man in his house."
"We weren't right for each other. We grew apart sexually and are just good friends now. I sleep with him once in a while when we're both lonely. Or at least I did before he met Michelle. But we haven't had sex together for a long time. It's just been a good friendship.
As we were talking, a thought occurred to me.
"If you knew so soon I was her husband, are you sure Brett won't figure it out too?"
She took one of my hands in hers, kissed it and very sweetly said, "We'll just have to make sure he doesn't, won't we sweetheart."
The longer she drove, the more I became a nervous wreck. I had no idea what to expect. Would Michelle be angry, glad to see me, no reaction at all? Was I too late? Maybe she'd already agreed to stay with him.
I couldn't help but notice the surroundings. I'd always assumed Chicago was either high rise downtown buildings or slums. I never expected the beautiful, green area we were now driving through. It was a little out in the suburbs; big, beautiful houses with park-like greenery all around. Kristen drove into a curving driveway to the front of a gorgeous two-story brick house. The front lawn looked more like a small park than lawn.
She stopped, turned the engine off and looking at me said, "We're here. Your wife's right inside.”




Chapter 8

I took a deep breath, opened the car door and walked around to the other side to escort Kristen inside. I couldn't forget that I wasn't there to see anyone. I was there simply as Kristen's current boyfriend and lover.
We walked to the door and Kristen knocked. I was both looking forward and scared to death of what was on the other side. A man opened the door. I recognized Brett from the picture Michelle had given me. He was even better looking in real life than the picture. From his physical appearance, I could understand why Michelle would be attracted to him, other than the beard. Michelle hadn't ever shown any interest in men with beards before, but apparently, she liked his. He was a little taller than me, physically fit like he probably exercised a lot; broad shoulders, slim waist. His hair was dark with a little graying around the edges. His beard and mustache were very neatly trimmed.
Brett and Kristen embraced and kissed cheeks like long lost friends. She stepped back and introduced me as Robert, her friend from St Louis, one of her architects. Brett had a very pleasant smile and shook hands with me warmly. I'd come here with the preconceived idea to dislike this guy intensely. It almost felt like my husbandly duty, but I couldn't help but like the guy a little already.
He closed the door behind us, then called, "Michelle, sweetheart, come and meet our guests."
Just hearing her name made me quiver with the anticipation.
I couldn't help but notice him calling her, ‘sweetheart’ like she was already his. Of course, they had been together for the last six weeks. I held my breath waiting for my wife to step into the entry. When she stepped around the corner, she took my breath away. So damn beautiful, even more so than I'd remembered. I'm not sure I'd have recognized her if I saw her on the street. Her hair was a golden blonde and styled completely different than I'd ever seen. It had little tendrils curled around her face. She's always tanned but nothing like she was now. Her skin had a beautiful, bronze tan. She was wearing a bikini top and loose fitting, very thin sarong wrapped around her waist leaving one leg exposed to her hip.
She stopped momentarily when she saw me and it was a good thing Brett was looking toward us, rather than her. Her eyes got wide and her facial expression would have given me away for sure. I couldn't look away but gave her a little wink and put my arm around Kristen pulling her close to me. By the time Brett looked around toward her, she'd recovered and her face was once again neutral.
He told her, "Michelle, this is my longtime friend Kristen and her friend, Robert."
Kristen stepped toward her and gave her a hug, saying, "You're every bit as beautiful as Brett said."
Michelle's smile lit up the room like it always has and told her, "Thank you. Brett's told me a lot of wonderful things about you too."
Brett looked over at his woman, my wife, with obvious pride in his eyes and gripped her around the waist, pulling her close to him.
Michelle took my hand in a handshake telling me she was glad to meet me. I wanted to pull her toward me and wrap my arms around her, but only gripped her hand a brief moment.
"I'm sorry, Brett said your name's Michelle?" I asked.
"Yes, and yours is Robert. I remembered."
I don't know how to describe the emotions going through my head at that time. I was standing there, looking at my wife with another man holding her, a man who she'd been living with for over a month and trying hard to not show any emotion. I wanted so badly to take her in my arms and kiss her beautiful lips but knew I couldn't. Obviously, she knew I didn't want to reveal that I was her husband, as I was posing as Kristen's boyfriend and had my arm around her waist pulling her tight to me.
Michelle and I have had many sexual adventures over the last couple of years, but nothing to compare with this. She'd literally become another man's wife. If not in reality, then in spirit. Fear gripped me that I'd lost her to this man, then to my shame I felt a huge tent pole hardening in my pants as my warped brain tried to process how many times they'd made love together over the last month.
I wished I knew what was going through Michelle's head at the moment. Did she want to break away from Brett and embrace me or was she horrified that I was there? We were both hiding our emotions from the others in the room. I couldn't help but glance at her body, one leg exposed by the sarong up to her bikini bottom. She still had on the anklet, her beautiful body was trim and fit, maybe even more so than before. I was having a hard time digesting the blond hair and blue eyes. How the hell had she changed her eye color to blue?
Brett invited us in, a big smile on his face. His house looked more like something out of Home and Garden magazine than a home. It was huge, beautiful and impossibly clean. As we walked to his family room, the first thing I couldn't help but notice was the big, round, totally open fireplace in the center of the room. It must have been six feet in diameter with a big, copper hood and chimney suspended over it.
The second thing was the big window-wall on one side. The entire wall was a window, floor to ceiling. There was still a little light outside and I could tell it was beautiful; his back yard had a big, lighted pool. My eyes strayed from my wife to notice the paintings on the wall and the bronze statues on little stands. I suspected none of it came from a store like Ranch and Home in Kennewick. I've been in lots of nice homes in Kennewick as an inspector, but nothing like this one.
We sat on matching leather couches, situated to look out through that big window-wall. Kristen and I sat on the bigger couch; and Michelle and Brett on the love seat, Brett's hand resting on Michelle's bare thigh. In order to reinforce that Kristen and I were an item, she took my hand in hers and placed them on her lap, rubbing the back of my hand with her thumb as if it were an instinctive, intimate gesture.
Kristen and Brett both started talking at the same time, eliciting a laugh from both.
Finally, Kristen quit laughing and said to Brett, "I want to hear all about your trip, but first tell me all about your beautiful young lady."
I saw that look of pride once again on his face, but I was focused on Michelle's face. She was looking at Brett, but I suspected watching me out of the corner of her eyes, the same as I was her. I've mentioned before how her smile can light up an entire room and it was doing so now.
"She's the most wonderful person I've ever met," he told Kristen.
I wondered if Kristen had any jealousy toward Michelle, but if so, she didn't show it. There certainly was on my part, I wanted my wife next to me. I wanted to hold her, touch her, kiss her, make love to her.
Brett went on, "We had the most fabulous time. I think it was the best month of my life. Taking her with me on that trip was the best thing I've ever done."
Kristen's next question was directed at Michelle, "And you, young lady, what do you do?"
"I'm a legal assistant at a law firm." Just hearing Michelle's voice again was music to my ears. "At least I was. They weren't very happy with me for taking the time off."
She was using her old law firm as a cover story, rather than admitting what she'd been doing when Brett met her.
Brett broke in, "I'm hoping she doesn't need to go back. I'm trying to talk her into staying with me."
Michelle kissed him on the cheek, "He's so sweet. I'm still thinking about his offer." Then my Michelle blushed a little bit. She actually blushed. "I guess he's not always sweet. Sometimes, he's just sexy."
I wondered if that last was meant specifically for my ears, to turn me on. It's what she does. She knows how much it turns me on when she talks about being with another man.
We spent the next couple of hours talking about their trip, the different islands they'd stayed on, the cruise ships they'd taken in their island hopping and so on. It all seemed mundane to me. I wanted to hear the details, how Brett had made love with her, what she'd worn to entice him, how much she'd enjoyed it. And I wanted to hear about it while she was making love with me back home, in our house. I was almost afraid that might never happen.
The whole time we talked, I noticed Brett's hand stroking higher on her thigh until it was tight against her bikini bottom. In spite of the situation, or maybe because of it, my cock was throbbing inside my pants. I was so horny, I was afraid I'd burst sitting on Brett's couch. I was glad I'd worn slacks and a fairly long shirt that would hide my erection.
The ease between Michelle and Brett, in his house, with me as simply a visitor was heart-wrenching, to say the least. It was like they were already a newly married couple, madly in love with each other. I had no idea how I was going to be able to maintain the charade the next two days. I simply had to have a long, private talk with my wife.
It was a little after midnight when Kristen said that it had been a long day and we needed to go. She looked at me longingly, like she had very definite plans she wanted to attend to when we were alone, back at her house. I thought to myself that it was unfortunate that it was an act. I was starting to like her.
Brett said, "Why do you need to go? We have an extra bedroom and you have some extra clothes here. Why don't you stay the night? We can go swimming and have some fun tomorrow."
Kristen looked at me inquiringly. We hadn't intended to sleep together and staying would force that issue.
I told her, "That's up to you. I'm yours for the weekend."
Brett obviously assumed the issue was settled.
He told Kristen, "You can have the bedroom next to ours. I've already put your things in there."
Kristen nodded and we all got up to retire to our bedrooms. I wondered how I'd sleep knowing that this guy would be making love with my wife in the room right next to me.
The bedrooms were up a curved stairway, then off a balcony that was open to the living room below. Even the guest room was immense, with a king size bed and satin sheets. Who the hell puts a king size bed and satin sheets in the guest room? It had its own bathroom and dressing room.
After we relieved ourselves, Kristen sat down on the bed next to me and asked, "Are you okay with this? I know this wasn't part of the plan."
I knew she was referring to our sleeping together.
"I'll be fine if you don't mind. I'll stay on my side of the bed."
She nodded and went into the dressing room to change and in a few minutes re-appeared. She was wearing a long, silky looking gown that left very little to the imagination. She'd kept on her panties and bra, although they were skimpy and sexy.
"I'm sorry," she said, "this is the only thing I have here to wear."
She was a gorgeous woman. She was obviously very careful to take care of her body. I was already under the sheets so she couldn't see how hard my cock was.
"It's fine, you're a beautiful woman and should dress so you're comfortable."
She climbed into bed next to me and pecked me on the cheek.
"Thank you, I like you too. Good night."
Then, she rolled over on her side away from me. I laid on my back trying not to think about the woman next to me and how long it had been since I'd made love, over seven weeks. I strained my ears, trying to hear anything coming from the other bedroom, sure that I could hear an occasional light moan, but nothing more. I felt kind of incredulous, thinking how I'd gotten myself into this situation: My wife sleeping with a man who she'd been living with, who had no idea her husband was in the house; and me in the next bedroom sleeping with a woman I'd only just met.
I laid in bed, trying to listen for sounds coming from the adjacent room. Apparently, Kristen falls asleep quickly because it was only a few minutes until her breathing seemed to change to something deeper and slower. I started hearing moaning getting louder, becoming almost unbearable to hear.
I'd have thought the house would have better sound-proofing between bedrooms. I listened to the groaning and love-making noises coming from the master bedroom for an interminable time; five minutes, fifteen minutes, time didn't seem to have any meaning listening to my wife and her lover. I was almost mad with jealousy, arousal, scared, and other emotions that I can't even begin to describe.
I wanted to pull the pillow over my head so I couldn't hear my wife's groans while Brett made love with her, but couldn't. The noises from both their mouths became more pronounced and I could almost feel the shift in the room as this man unloaded his hot cum deep inside my wife.
My cock was completely rock hard from listening. The last time I'd been with a woman was with Diana so long ago. I was aching to let myself come, but I didn't want the embarrassment of cum-soaked sheets.
I was nearly in tears, fearing that I'd lost my wife to this man, but the eroticism of what I had heard was over-riding my fears.
I kept hearing Michelle's voice in my head, "I love you and I'll never leave you, no matter what."
I knew she was able to love and show love to more than one man and I had my faith in her to cling to.
I was surprised a few minutes later when I felt Kristen reach behind her and take my hand in hers and squeeze for just a moment. Apparently, she'd been awake, listening to their love-making the same as I had been. The last thing I remembered that night was Kristen squeezing my hand.
Speaking of Kristen, she was gone in the morning when I awoke. I was in that big bed, alone and lonesome. I got up, jumped in the shower, brushed my teeth and pulled on some casual clothes out of my suitcase. I didn't even remember bringing my suitcase in out of the car, but obviously, I had. When I was dressed and had prepared myself emotionally to face the day...and my wife, I took a deep breath and walked out onto the balcony. I heard voices and followed them downstairs to the dining room.




Chapter 9

Kristen and Brett were sitting at the breakfast bar and my wife was at the stove cooking ham and eggs, dressed in a short, silky looking robe, tied at her waist. It seemed strange to see her cooking breakfast. At home, I was the morning cook, often taking Michelle breakfast in bed on the weekends. When I glanced at her, depending on how she turned, I could see her nightgown, undoubtedly the same one she'd worn while making love with Brett. That brought back the stark sounds of their lovemaking into my mind.
"Good morning sleepyhead," I heard from a chorus of voices.
I responded in kind, taking one of the chairs at the bar next to Kristen where a place had already been set for me. Michelle's was at the opposite end next to Brett. She glanced over at me, giving me that dazzling smile before returning to her cooking. That brief smile meant more to me that morning than all the valuables in the world would have.
When we sat to eat, Brett said to me, "After breakfast, I thought I'd show you around and let the ladies have a little time to get to know each other."
I'd rather have spent time with the ladies, one in particular, but instead replied to him, "Great. I'd love to see the rest of your place."
We all made small, inconsequential talk during breakfast. I complimented Michelle on what a fantastic cook she was and she very graciously acknowledged my compliment, obviously pleased with herself. My eyes couldn't help but keep glancing at her, visualizing her spending the night in Brett's arms.
After breakfast, we all helped clean the dishes and kitchen. Then I followed Brett as he showed me the rooms to the house. I don't think I'd ever been in one quite like it before. It was two stories, three bedrooms, the other bedroom very similar to the one Kristen and I had slept in. It had high, arched ceilings with heavy wooden beams, the family room we'd seen the night before, Brett's den, an exercise room, another play room with a beautiful, oak pool table, an entertainment room with at least a seventy inch TV on one wall with several easy chairs for comfortable viewing. He said it also had a sound system built-in.
Then he showed me upstairs and into his bedroom, or perhaps it would be more appropriate to say "their" bedroom. The rest of the house was very masculine, with the heavy walnut and leather furniture and massive beams supporting the roof. This room was much the same but had its feminine features as well, most noticeably the lingering odor of Michelle's perfume, the same as I'd found in her lingerie drawer. The massive bed was covered with a frilly looking bed-spread and probably had silk sheets. It too, had one wall nearly all window and open to the outside greenery and pool, with an outdoor deck spreading the full length of the room.
Perhaps the most interesting feature in the room was the mirror situated on the ceiling above the bed, a couple of feet larger than the bed on all sides. I wondered how many times the man standing beside me had made love with my wife under that mirror.
Was that to be her future? I felt like I'd pushed Michelle out of an airplane without a parachute and there was no way of stopping her fall into his life any more than there was of stopping gravity. I was deathly afraid that if I interfered with that free-fall that it would damage our relationship permanently no matter how she landed. All I could hope for was that my being there would remind her that we had a life back in little Kennewick, Washington.
Of course I looked around at what Brett was offering and her other life seemed to come up short. My thoughts returned to Brett's tour, reminding me of how much more he could offer. He was obviously proud of his house and I could understand why. It was beautiful.
When he took me outside, I was stunned. His back yard was immense, with trees and the greenest, most meticulously groomed lawn I'd ever seen. It yearned to be walked on with bare feet. There was a small stream wandering around the yard with two stone, arched bridges and a beautiful waterfall into a small pond. Apparently, it had been set up to pump the water from the pond back to the start of the stream, probably with in-line filters as the water was crystal clear. Centered in the lawn was a beautiful, kidney-shaped pool filled with sparkling clean water. Overall, it was about the most beautiful yard I'd ever seen and probably was at least an acre in size.
"It's a beautiful day and I thought we could go for a swim a little later when it warms up," he suggested.
I told him I'd love to, but I hadn't brought a swimsuit. He said he had several and I could borrow one. It did sound like fun so with the suit problem resolved, I readily agreed. I was looking forward to spending the day, hoping that there'd be an opportunity to speak to Michelle alone.
Alas, the alone time never came. When we'd finished the tour, Michelle and Kristen had dressed, Michelle in a pair of Capri slacks and a loose fitting top that mostly hid her figure. She was still alluring with her hair tied back into a ponytail with a flower clasp on one side. She hadn't put on any makeup but her natural beauty was more than adequate.
We visited quite a bit more, learning about each other. Michelle told true stories from her law work that I'd already heard but enthralled Kristen and Brett. I acted as if I'd never heard them as well. I learned a lot about Kristen's plastics firm, and I gave a little of my own history and stories, stretching the truth just a bit to pretend to be from St Louis, rather than Kennewick, Washington.
When Brett suggested it was time for a swim, we all agreed. He found me a suit and Kristen and I went to our room to change; Michelle and Brett to their room. It was still feeling so weird being in a house where my wife was another man's woman.
When Kristen came out of the dressing room in her one-piece suit, I couldn't help but whistle my appreciation for her. She was gorgeous and sexy with her suit coming high on her thighs and a lace-up front.
Michelle and Brett were already at the pool, in a couple of lounging chairs when Kristen and I made our appearance. Michelle was reclined with a pair of dark glasses, her suit more a thong than a bikini. It barely covered her private area and had a couple of thin straps around her waist tied in kind of a crossing pattern. Her top was just as skimpy with the same type of strap design around her sides.
When Kristen and I arrived, both Brett and Michelle got up and slipped into the pool. We followed right behind them. The water was just the right temperature, cool enough to feel a little brisk but comfortable after a couple of minutes.
Once we were in the pool, Brett's sole attraction was my wife. It seemed that he was hers as well. They'd splash each other, dunk each other, then kiss like love-struck teens. God, my wife was so beautiful in that little suit and I was aching, wanting her so badly. Kristen and I spent a lot of the time together, doing much the same things but I kept Michelle in the corner of my eyes, not wanting to miss a second. I can float on my back like a cork and love it. But it's kind of hard when you have a pole in your pants poking up in the air so I had to avoid floating.
I was enjoying being with Kristen but my heart was on the other side of the pool where Brett was all over my wife and I saw her swimsuit bottom floating away. My eyes opened wide and I looked again. It was definitely the bottom of her swimsuit I saw floating a few feet from them. Michelle was giggling and I couldn't see what was happening under the water. Then, as I watched, Michelle climbed up the ladder out of the pool with Brett right behind her. Her waist was definitely naked. The two of them ran, holding hands, to the grass about ten feet from the edge of the pool.
Michelle got down on the grass on her hands and knees, laughing at something Brett had said. Brett hurriedly pushed his swimsuit down and was on his knees right behind her. God, he was big, no damn wonder Michelle liked fucking with the guy! Almost before my mouth could drop open he'd shoved inside her, pushing her face down on the grass with his thrust. He put his hands on her hips and started thrusting in and out of her and I could hear her groans all the way where Kristen and I were standing, watching in awe. Kristen was holding my hand tightly, seemingly aware of the emotional turmoil I was feeling.
I hadn't been with my wife for over two months. Watching her frolicking with her lover in the pool, then this, was nearly more than I could take. I still hadn't had any chance to talk to her and her words from the night before when Brett said he wanted her to stay with him came back to haunt me.
"I'm definitely thinking about it."
Michelle turned over on her back, opening her legs wide and taking his cock in her hand to guide it to her pussy. Once he was at her pussy lips, he gripped both her arms and pinned them above her head while he pushed himself inside her. I was mesmerized watching this guy fucking my wife that I hadn't been with for so long. He held himself above her, looking into her eyes as he took long, deep strokes in and out of her pussy.
Michelle spread her legs as far apart as she could and gazed up into his face, bucking her hips into him with every thrust. It was like they were daring each other to come first. This little scene seemed to go on forever, him plunging his cock into her, seemingly longer and harder with each stroke. He was literally pushing her body a couple of inches every time his cock found her depths.
It seemed like every stroke, I heard an unintelligible, "Unh" from Michelle. A couple of times I heard Michelle's voice all the way to the other end of the pool, "Harder you bastard!" Or some similar language.
I was about to go out of my mind with a combination of lust and jealousy. I wanted to be fucking my wife instead of watching this other guy fuck her. And fucking is exactly the right word for what Brett was doing to her. They weren't making love, they were fucking. I wanted to close my eyes, shutting out the scene in front of me, but couldn't.
I remember that Kristen had been holding my hand earlier but at that point, I didn't even realize she was there. I was simply mesmerized by the scene unfolding on the other side of the pool. I remembered what Michelle had told me when we'd first decided to take Brett up on his offer for a Caribbean cruise, "I'll definitely enjoy the fucking." She was certainly keeping up that part of the bargain.
Michelle finally gave first. She started to scream, her body shuddering and her head thrashing back and forth, losing the war of will with Brett. When she came, I remembered from my distant past what it felt like to be inside her, and I felt the orgasm coming in my own cock. I grabbed myself over my swimsuit with my free hand and couldn't stop pumping myself until I was drained. My legs turned to butter afterward and if not for Kristen beside me, still tightly holding my hand, I'd likely have sunk under the water and drowned. I hoped Brett didn't mind a little cum in his pool. I'd closed my eyes for those few moments and when I opened them again Brett and Michelle laid on the grass, snuggling and kissing.
I was scared.
I knew I'd put my wife in this situation. She was with her lover and enjoying every second, probably even enjoying tormenting me. I'd been there for nearly twenty-four hours and we still hadn't spoken much more than a "Hi, good morning." I knew that she didn't want to let on to Brett that we knew each other but not being able to talk with her was almost killing me. Then watching the two of them fucking like this was nearly more than I could take.
I've said in these stories several times that the fear of losing my wife was part of my turn-on in her having an affair with another man. That's been so true and still was. This fear was nearly all consuming. Yes, watching her with him was incredibly erotic. I'd just had a mind-blowing orgasm watching her. I know that Michelle has told me many times that she loves me and will always come home to me, but I couldn't shake the feeling that I may have been watching the end of our marriage. Even with that, I was already starting to get hard again from what I'd witnessed.
In my reverie, I heard Kristen saying, "Are you okay?"
I looked over at her, smiling at me.
"No, but I'll survive."
I was grateful to her. She could have been saying, "I told you so." But she simply held my hand giving me the emotional support I needed at that moment.
Brett jumped back in the pool and retrieved Michelle's swimsuit bottom, taking it to her. She put it on and they walked hand-in-hand to the bathhouse. Kristen and I followed.
He had two sets of showers, one for men and one for women, much like a public pool would have. This time, though, the showers seemed to have the names Brett/Michelle on one and Robert/Kristen on the other. I watched the two of them go into one of the showers and let Kristen have the other first. My imagination took over, visualizing the scene that was likely happening in the other shower.
After we all had washed the chlorine off and dressed, Michelle started to make some sandwiches for lunch. The whole time she was trying to work, Brett was snuggling her. She'd tip her head to the side, letting him nibble on her neck or her ear. Occasionally, she'd turn her face to him, and they'd kiss. His hands were constantly all over her body as well. She'd put on a relatively short and thin summer dress, and his hands were under it caressing her skin all the way up and over her breasts, pulling her dress up showing off her thong underwear. It was more than evident that she was enjoying every second of his attention.
She finally playfully shooed him into the other room so she could carry the ham and cheese sandwiches into the living room where we were waiting. Michelle sat down next to Brett, pulling her legs up under her, and snuggled tightly to him. While we ate, they described a little more of their cruise.
The cruise ship they were on was specifically intended for honeymooning couples, so everything was geared toward romance. There weren't any children on board, so no limitations on risqué clothing. Michelle fetched a couple of the dresses she'd worn to show us, and it certainly was a good thing there weren't any children. They looked like you'd expect an ultra-sexy starlet to wear at the Oscars. Brett was beaming with pride at his beautiful girlfriend.
Apparently, they'd only spent part of the time cruising, and much of it renting several little villas on romantic, hidden away beaches where they didn't need to wear clothing at all if they didn't want. And, according to Brett, quite often, they didn't want.
Kristen told the story we'd fabricated how we met working on her building in St Louis and made up some fables about our whirlwind romance. I added several juicy little details as they came to mind. I was almost wishing they were real, it sounded like so much fun. We were sitting on the love seat at right angles from Brett and Michelle's couch and as we were telling our tale, stole occasional kisses from each other to make it seem more like we were a real, romantic couple. If it hadn't been for my nervousness about Michelle and Brett, I'd have enjoyed the afternoon very much.
I still hadn't had any opportunity to talk to my wife and watching their interaction as a couple in new love was making me more nervous by the second. It was apparent there was no faking, that they were clearly in love with each other and savoring their new relationship.
Watching Brett and Michelle making love was one thing, but watching them during the day, obviously in love with each other and not having any opportunity to talk with Michelle was driving me completely out of my mind.




Chapter 10

Early in the evening, after we'd been sitting, flirting and mildly making out most of the afternoon, Brett suggested we go out for dinner, then a little dancing. The rest of us agreed.
Brett and I dressed in our rooms first. I hadn't brought many clothes but had brought my best shirt that I knew Michelle loved on me and thought was sexy. Every time I wore it, she wanted to run her hands all over my body. It'd seemed perfect for this trip. I finished dressing and waited in Brett's family room, visiting with Brett, while we waited for our ladies to join us.
Unfortunately, I realized I liked the guy. I could understand why Michelle had fallen for him the first time she'd met him, and even harder after spending all this time with him. He was witty, the conversationalist I'd always wanted to be, extremely friendly and extremely good looking. He seemed to have everything I didn't. It was also pretty obvious why he could develop professional relationships with his clients.
Kristen was ready first. She looked fantastic in her little black dress, coming just above her knees. It had little shoulder straps and was just translucent enough to show the black bra underneath it. Any man could go out with her with pride. It amazed me that she didn't have an entire stable of men eager to seduce her. I supposed that she likely presented a completely different persona as the CEO and owner of her business, and men were too intimidated by her professionalism, their loss.
When Michelle walked down the stairs, it was completely different. She had on a shimmering red dress, thin like tissue paper but totally opaque, revealing every nook and cranny of her body, especially the outline of her breasts and nipples. When she got to the bottom of the stairs and turned, it was backless with crisscrossed straps holding it tight on her. There was a faint outline of what appeared to be thong panties underneath it.
The combination of that dress; her blond hair in ringlets around her face; blue eyes with dark, smoky make-up; ruby red lips and gorgeous body; and that exotic perfume she was wearing, I was afraid that any second I might pass out. I could hardly hold back from rushing over and taking my wife in my arms. It was nearly impossible to stand with no emotion showing on my face and watch her go straight to Brett with a long, lingering kiss on his lips.
Brett took Michelle in his arms and led the way out to his driveway, with Kristen and me following, the two of us holding hands with our fingers intertwined like lovers. A long, sleek Hummer limo waited in his driveway. Brett opened the back door and the two ladies climbed in. Michelle sat in the back seat and Kristen in the forward seat that was facing backward. Brett and I climbed in afterward, sitting next to our respective dates. I couldn't help but glance down, but Michelle was holding her knees tightly together hiding the view I was hoping to get a glimpse of. Her dress was very high on her thighs, though, well above the lacy top of her silky stockings.
Brett opened the little bar beside him and poured each of us a small drink with ice. I didn't see what kind of alcohol it was but it was no doubt expensive.
Brett clinked my glass and did a little toast, "To two beautiful and wonderful ladies."
Before taking my drink, I looked into Kristen's eyes and replied, "I can't agree with him more."
Even though Kristen was about ten years older than me and Michelle, she was an incredible looking woman, and obviously very intelligent, being the owner and CEO of a very successful company. In reality, though, I was speaking to Michelle through Kristen.
Michelle did her own toast, looking at Brett, "To one of the sexiest men on the planet."
Well, at least she'd said "one of" the sexiest. I presumed that I was the other.
Kristen raised her glass to me, saying, "To the man I've been waiting for all my life."
I blushed at that, we hardly knew each other. We met the evening before, slept together a total of one night and made love a total of zero times. Perhaps she was trying to make Michelle jealous.
After our toasts, Brett kissed Michelle with a long, lingering kiss on her lips. I ached to kiss my wife but instead kissed Kristen's soft, sweet lips.
Brett told us, "I made a reservation at my favorite restaurant, Bavettes. I know Michelle's never been there." Then he looked directly at me, "Robert, have you?"
I almost blurted out that this had been the first time I'd ever been in Chicago, much less a particular restaurant. Before I said it, I remembered that I was Kristen's guy-friend so had most likely been in Chicago before.
I simply answered him, "No, I haven't had the pleasure yet."
I'd lost track of time, so have no idea how long it took us to get to Bavettes. I suppose it doesn't really matter. Brett and I both spent the time snuggling and kissing our women on the way. I'll admit that my attention was mostly on Michelle and how she was so clearly intoxicated, under Brett's charm. As I've said before, jealousy is like a powerful aphrodisiac to me and the extreme jealousy had been flowing ever since we'd arrived at their house the night before.
I was shocked when I realized that I was even relating to Brett's house as my wife's as well.
Once we stepped through the door of Bavette's, it was apparent why Brett thought so highly of it. It was different than anything I'd ever seen before. I don't even know how to describe it. It was dark, cozy and very romantic, with real candles burning on the tables for much of the light, along with the fantastic chandeliers spread around the room, but set very dim. The impeccably dressed host knew Brett by sight and seated us in one of the back booths where we'd have as much privacy as possible. The booth was scrumptious leather seating, totally different than any other restaurant I'd ever been in.
Brett asked me if I liked Scotch. Umm, I had no idea, never tasted it.
"I love it," I told him.
Both Michelle and Kristen enthusiastically agreed. He ordered the four of us a Macallan eighteen year, double. I had absolutely no clue what that might be. I live in a completely different world. They arrived in large, amber colored, stem glasses that were undoubtedly expensive themselves. I may not have known what the drink itself was, but it was pretty clear what the ‘double’ meant.
When the waiter brought our drinks, he asked Brett, "Would you like to order sir, or would you like menus?"
Brett answered, "I know what I want."
Then he asked Michelle and Kristen if they'd like a menu. Obviously, he and Kristen had been because they both knew what they wanted Michelle asked to see a menu. I asked the waiter what kind of steaks they had?
"Sir, our Chicago rib-eye is the very best steak in the city."
That sounded good to me, so told him that's what I'd like. He went through the normal litany of salad, type of potato, type of vegetable and so on.
Kristen ordered the broiled salmon, Michelle the petite filet mignon, and Brett another Chicago rib-eye. Then Brett shocked the hell out of me, he ordered an appetizer of roasted bone marrow. I about puked on the table right then and there. He added what sounded like salmon tartare or something like that. I never saw the menu to see exactly what it was.
While we waited for our food, I couldn't take my eyes off my beautiful wife and the sexy, obviously very expensive dress she was wearing. I tried to imagine her out with friends in such a dress at home and simply couldn't. I remembered the transparent blouse Michelle had worn to the Black Angus one time, but that had been completely different. She was embarrassed and it was more of a lark, a promise made in the heat of a moment. This dress is almost sexier and more revealing by the way it was so form-fitting and thin. It was also elegant, drawing attention to the natural beauty of my wife.
Our waiter brought our salads, bone marrow and salmon whatever. The roasted bone marrow came in eight small bite sized chunks and actually looked good, not like I'd imagined bone marrow might be. Actually, it was so far outside my realm of experience that I'd never even imagined it before.
It was apparently finger food as Brett picked one up and then offered them to the rest of us. I didn't want to be rude, so took one and gingerly put it in my mouth. Brett was obviously enjoying himself at my expense, watching as I gingerly put it in my mouth, trying to not make a face. It wasn't bad, actually pretty good. Michelle tried the bone marrow as well, exclaiming how good it was. I wasn't going to go that far.
The salmon came in two rolls, each one sliced into four small parts. I'll admit I liked that much better than the bone marrow. I picked up one of the salmon slices and fed it to Kristen, who took my fingers in her mouth and very saucily licked them clean. I thought we were doing a masterful job of playing boyfriend and girlfriend. During the day, I'd come to like her very much. She wasn't at all like the professional women I've worked with over the years. I suppose they are probably a lot more fun away from their business work as well.
The waiter hadn't lied about the steak. I don't know if it was the best in Chicago because my experience was limited to this one restaurant. But it was certainly better than anything I'd ever had before. Michelle said the same about her filet mignon. It was a very enjoyable dinner. The food, other than the bone marrow, was simply outstanding and the company we were with couldn't have been better. The only thing I could think that could have made it better was Michelle by my side, or at least to know where I stood with her.
We talked about inconsequential things, nothing about our work. Brett inquired about me, my home life and so on. I made up the story as went along, being sure to file away the details I was telling him in my mind in case I needed to remember them again.




Chapter 11

After dinner, we drove to a club Brett said was his favorite. He told us that it caters to people a bit more mature than the twenties crowds. When we walked in, I could tell why; the music was much softer, slower and much more pleasant than I'd heard in my vast repertoire of bar experience (about three bars total). I had no idea what the music was since it wasn't country or square dance music, but I liked it. The tables were lit with small flickering, flameless candles, and the room lighting was soft and low, very romantic. It was easy to see why Brett liked it.
Nearly everyone there seemed to be couples, probably in their thirties or older. This definitely wasn't a ‘pick-up’ bar.
We ordered drinks, mine was a Singapore Sling and I don't recall the others. They weren't just wine, though. I was curious as to how much Michelle had gotten used to drinking alcohol since she'd been with Brett. I was already starting to feel a bit tipsy, after the drink in the limo, then that double whisky in the restaurant. Thank goodness for a good meal.
We found a table and sat listening to the music for a few minutes. Brett and Michelle sat snuggled as close as you can on two chairs with his hand rubbing the inside of her thigh. I simply held Kristen's hand and took a few slow sips of my drink. The dance floor was fairly small, maybe twenty feet square and there were five or six couples dancing, all tight against each other.
After sitting a few minutes, I asked Kristen if she'd like to dance. When she nodded affirmatively, I took her hand and led her onto the dance floor. Her arms went around my neck and her cheek tight against mine as we shuffled around the floor. This close to her, I could definitely smell her perfume and told her how much I liked it.
"Mmm, thank you," she said.
Then she lightly brushed her lips against mine and we snuggled tighter together.
She whispered in my ear, "Do you think we've convinced Brett that we're lovers yet?"
I couldn't help but tease a little, "I don't know. I think he's still a little skeptical."
"Well maybe we'd better try a little harder," she giggled.
She closed her eyes and kissed me for real, definitely as lovers would kiss. I felt her tongue slithering through my open lips, exploring my mouth. I kissed her back, just as ardently until we both had to take a breath.
When we broke apart, Kristen commented, "Mmm, I liked that."
I agreed, "So did I, but I think we'll probably need to practice a little more to get it right."
She laughed and snuggled her cheek tightly against mine.
I glanced at Brett and my wife and they were just getting up from the table, not paying us even a little bit of attention. Kristen moved her lips back to mine. This time it felt like the practicing was over and we really were lovers. She opened her mouth and I felt her tongue tickling my lips so I responded along with her and in only a couple of seconds were locked in a passionate kiss. Kristen's soft, sweet lips were working with mine, her arms wrapped tightly around my neck. This woman definitely knew how to kiss. I was enjoying myself immensely with our pelvic areas pressed tightly to each other.
She finally broke away, and whispered once again, "Do you think that'll convince him?"
"It's a start, but we still have to keep working on it, maybe improving our technique a little."
I looked for Brett and Michelle once again. They were on the dance floor, in each other's arms. What I saw shook me to the bone, Michelle's arms were extended straight over Brett's shoulders, his on her hips. Their eyes were locked on each other and Michelle had this little smile I've seen so many times when she's enjoying herself immensely.
Kristen and I danced together cheek to cheek but my eyes were glued onto my wife and her lover. I watched as their lips came closer together and finally touched, growing into much more than a simple passionate kiss. Michelle's arms closed around his neck pulling him tighter to her and they literally melted into each other's arms.
My jealousy almost exploded as I watched their passionate kiss, probing each other's mouth with their tongues. It was literally torture watching my wife and Brett kiss so fervently when I needed to kiss her so badly. I'm almost ashamed to admit that as I was dancing with Kristen, kissing and snuggling her, my hard-on was much more because of the sexy scene unfolding on the other side of the dance floor.
I'd watched them fucking by the pool earlier in the day, and listened the night before, but this dance, this kiss, was far more erotic… and more frightening, than anything I'd witnessed before. I think the fact that Brett had no idea Michelle's husband was watching, that he was so uninhibited added to the eroticism immeasurably.
I still didn't have any clue what Michelle's plans were, whether she intended to accept his offer or come home to me was also adding to my sexual tension. I've said several times before that the potential to lose her added to my reveling in her sexual adventures. The fear had never been greater than at that moment, and I was hard as an iron spike. I know that reading this you're thinking I'm totally a crazy, demented person. Who am I to argue when the facts are so clearly obvious?
The song mercifully ended and another began. The four of us continued to dance, snuggle and kiss. Kristen had noticed me several times glancing at my wife and Brett.
"You like watching her with him, don't you?"
"Why, what makes you say that?"
She ground her hips against my erection, saying, "It's fairly obvious, isn't it?"
I laughed a little, replying, "Maybe that's for you."
"Well, I hope so, at least a little bit."
I closed my eyes and kissed her, our lips melting together. I didn't want to admit that my erection did mostly have to do with watching my wife and Brett, but Kristen was a sexy, enjoyable woman in her own right. She'd definitely been adding to my enjoyment of the evening.
I looked back over at Brett and Michelle. My wife had turned her back to him and had snuggled up tight to his chest, her cheek leaning in against his. Brett's hands were right under my wife's breasts with Michelle's hands over his. I was sure Michelle was looking directly at me as she pulled his hands up over her breasts and encouraged him to caress her.
I couldn't help but think back to a little over two years ago when Michelle had never gone out in public without a bra or allowed more than a kiss on the cheek in public. Now, she was wearing a dress that showed every tiny detail of her body and was encouraging another man to fondle her with probably every eye in the club on her.
After three or four dances with Kristen, I whispered that I needed to talk to Michelle.
Kristen suggested, "Let's go sit and rest. Maybe they will too and you can ask Brett's permission to dance with her."
I thought that would feel kind of weird, asking another man for permission to dance with my own wife.
Kristen was right, shortly after we sat down, Brett and Michelle did so as well. We sat and visited, drinking our drinks while I got up my courage to ask Michelle to dance. Shortly after, Michelle got up to go to the restroom. Kristen excused herself as well to show Michelle where to find the restroom. I wondered what they'd be saying to each other. Michelle still had to be dying of curiosity how I came to be Kristen's date for the weekend.
While they were gone, I told Brett, "You're a lucky man, your girlfriend is a beautiful woman."
He didn't disagree.
"She is, isn't she? She's the best thing that's ever happened to me."
"It's pretty obvious how she feels about you. Are you planning to marry her?"
He nodded, "I am. There are some… complications, but those will get worked out."
Umm yeah, I thought, there certainly are some complications, such as the fact that she's my wife! But I'll admit, his confidence scared the shit out of me… and sent a surge of adrenaline charged eroticism through me. I had to be careful to not show those emotions that were running through my head.
He asked me, "How about you, I see you're wearing a wedding ring but you're with Kristen. Are you married?"
I laughed kind of nervously. I hoped he wasn't getting suspicious about me.
"No, I was but it didn't work out. We split up a couple of years ago, but I've never had the heart to take the ring off."
"I understand. I was married but when my wife died three years ago, it took a long time to get over. Meeting Michelle has been the best thing that's ever happened to me I think. I've never been with anyone like her."
I almost felt guilty, wanting to take his woman away from him, but then I thought, What the hell am I thinking, that's exactly what he's trying to do to me!
Now seemed like as good a time as any.
"Would you mind if I danced once with her?"
He laughed a little, "No, not at all, not as long as you're not planning on taking her away from me."
I laughed a little, that was exactly what I was planning.
"I've seen her with you, I'm pretty sure I couldn't take her away from you with all the dances in the world."
"Feel free to ask her when she gets back. It's up to her."
I smiled at him in gratitude, "Thanks."
While we were waiting for the ladies to return, he asked me how I'd met Kristen, and I gave him the story we'd agreed on, that we'd met while I was working on her St Louis building. I talked a little about how wonderful I thought Kristen was and surprised myself. I wasn't exaggerating. I did think she was a pretty wonderful woman. I thought that if we'd met in other circumstances, we could have become very close, even actual lovers. Of course, I realized that under different circumstances, I'd never have been brave enough to go on a date with anyone like her.
When the ladies returned and sat down, I asked, "Michelle, may I have this dance?"
She looked over at Brett, silently asking his permission.
He understood and told her, "Fine, go ahead. Just no hanky-panky."
We both laughed.
When we were on the dance floor, still close enough for Brett to hear, Michelle told me, "My man's a little possessive. I didn't know if he'd want me dancing with some stranger."
This was the first time I'd touched my wife since May tenth, almost two-and-a-half months ago. I wanted to crush her to me, kiss her like she'd never been kissed in her life. I felt the skin on her back. It felt softer than I remembered. I resisted the urge to run my hand up and down her back to relish the feel of her, kiss her neck, wrap my hands around her wonderful breasts. I desperately wanted to feel her nipples against my chest.
I had to remember, we were strangers and this was just a polite, single dance. For her part, Michelle simply held my hand loosely and rested her other on my shoulder. My hand and shoulder burned from her touch. I wanted so much more, but I knew that in front of Brett, there couldn't be more. Michelle smiled at me, her only acknowledgment of any familiarity. I laughed a little and we very inconspicuously danced our way to the other side of the floor.
When I was certain we were far enough, I told her, "You and Brett look like a couple in love."
"We are a couple in love. He's a wonderful man and I do love him, very much."
I was certain that Brett was still watching us. Even though we were far enough away that he couldn't hear, the dance floor wasn't large enough to be out of his sight. I didn't want to let myself shake or my face give away how I was feeling right then.
In spite of the fear welling up inside me, I continued to smile as if I was simply enjoying a simple dance with a beautiful woman. Michelle's face wasn't showing any emotion either. Was she trying as hard as I was to not give away true feelings? Or were there simply no emotions there to show? I was nearly dying inside.
I had no idea what to say to my own wife after she told me how much she was in love with another man.
She went on, something that shook me to my core, "He's asked me to marry him, to stay with him."




Chapter 12

I backed away slightly, looking into her eyes, still desperately trying to maintain my look of detached friendliness.
"And what did you tell him?"
She also was looking into my eyes, "I haven't told him anything yet, but he knows what I'm going to say. He knows I'm going to tell him yes."
I felt like I'd lost everything at that moment. The tears were so close to brimming into my eyes. I knew I'd fight for my woman, but I had no idea how. How do I fight the kind of charm and wealth Brett has? How do I offer Michelle anywhere close to the lifestyle she's come to know she can have with him? It took me a moment to realize what she'd actually said. She hadn't said she would tell him that, only that Brett knows that's what she's going to say.
"Is that what you're going to tell him?"
Her face actually did smile at me, “I'm going to tell him…”
It seemed to me that she paused an eternity, My heart completely stopped during that pause. It was probably only a second or two, but the entire rest of my life was in those seconds. I was deathly afraid of her next words.
She repeated, "I'm going to tell him that I'm already married to the most wonderful man ever. I'll tell Brett the truth, that I do love him, but I can never leave my husband."
I stopped breathing, not sure if I'd heard her correctly. When I felt her hand tighten in mine and she pulled me closer to her body, enough that I could feel, but Brett wouldn't be able to see, I realized I'd heard her correctly. She was still my wife!
Oh, how I longed at that moment to crush her to me, feel her body against mine. Instead, we continued to dance and politely smile and even emit a couple of small laughs as if something humorous had been said, instead of the most beautiful words in the English language.
Before the music ended, she asked me, "Did you find the notes?"
I smiled at her, "They're what kept me sane the whole time."
She giggled at that, a real giggle this time.
"Pervert," she said.
I laughed at that one too. Damn right I was a pervert, but I was a pervert that was getting his wife back, and it was the most glorious feeling I ever remembered having.
When the music ended, I took her hand, leading her back toward the man she'd been living with for the last month.
On the way, before we were close enough for Brett to hear, Michelle told me, "He doesn't want to learn to square dance. How can I stay with a man who doesn't square dance?"
We both broke out in giggles but had them under control by the time we reached Brett.
"Your lady is a beautiful dancer and a beautiful woman," I told him. "You're a lucky man." Michelle sat down on the chair next to him and he very possessively kissed her on the lips.
I asked Kristen if she'd like to dance, and when she got up, and we'd moved away from our table, I told her, "Thank you."
She smiled and understood what had just happened, squeezing me tightly to her. We kissed on the dance floor, not to convince Brett that we were girlfriend and boyfriend, but because we knew then that we were. I felt free once again, for the first time in the last month and a half. I put my emotions into that kiss, and Kristen returned them as well. We moved on the dance floor, oblivious to those around us, our lips locked together in a soul-wrenching kiss. My emotions overflowed for this woman who had been instrumental in returning my life to me, and I felt at that moment that I truly loved her.
When we finally broke apart, Kristen looked at me and said, "Wow! I hope when we get back to Brett's, we can finish what we just started."
We sat the next one out, talking about inconsequential things. Then I asked Kristen if she'd like to dance a little more. We shuffled out onto the dance floor and proceeded to make out like a couple of teens.
We danced, talked and made out with our respective dates a little while longer. When the band took a break a little after one, Brett asked if we were ready to go and we all agreed so he called his driver and asked for him to pick us up.
We got in the back of his stretch hummer, the same as we had on the way there, Michelle and Brett on one seat; and Kristen and I on the other, facing them. As soon as we sat down, Michelle started making out with Brett, kissing him and running her hand over his crotch and trying to wrap her body around his.
Brett's hands were all over Michelle, one hand under her skirt on her butt, pushing her skirt up exposing her thong panties. Michelle and Brett were both moaning incoherently. Watching my wife with this man, after my not being with her for so long, was having a major impact on my libido.
I couldn't treat Kristen like Brett was treating Michelle, but we were definitely kissing and feeling each other through our clothes. Unlike Michelle, Kristen was wearing a bra under her dress. I massaged and pinched her breast through her dress and bra getting a sharp intake of breath from her and renewed vigor in our kisses.
I watched out of the corner of my eye as Michelle slipped to the floor between Brett's thighs and her shaking fingers unzipped his slacks letting his cock spring out free. She looked up into his eyes as her tongue started to flick the tip of his cock where a drop of pre-cum had started to form. Brett had closed his eyes and had his hands on her head trying to push her down but she was resisting, only barely touching him with the tip of her tongue. Kristen and I broke away from our own embrace to watch.
I couldn't take my eyes away as my beautiful, blonde wife teased another man, gently kissing the very tip of his cock and running her lips up under him to slather the skin of his balls with her tongue. One of Michelle's hands wrapped around his cock and the other went between her own legs. She tortured the poor man (and me) with her tongue, lips, and hand until her lips finally wrapped around the head of his cock and she gradually, sucked more and more of him into her mouth. At the same time, she was rubbing herself under her thong.
She sucked him in and out of her mouth, each time pushing him in a little deeper until he was well into her throat and her lips were tight to his balls. Brett was moaning and squirming, trying to push himself deeper into her mouth. Michelle had his entire length down her throat and I saw her lips start to move around the base of him, squeezing and letting up, her cheeks hollowing and filling, driving the man crazy.
Her eyes were open looking up into Brett's contorted face and his hands were embroiled in her hair trying to pull Michelle's face tighter to his balls. When his hands balled tighter in her hair and he was obviously right at his orgasm, Michelle opened her mouth totally and backed away from him, leaving his cock wet with her saliva. He must have grown at least two inches inside her mouth.
Brett groaned aloud, "Ahh, please don't stop, so close, you're torturing me!"
He was literally begging her to finish him.
Michelle didn't say anything, just scooted herself back up with her knees on each side of him over his lap to kiss him again, then whispered just loud enough so Kristen and I could hear her.
"I want to feel your cum inside me. It feels so good."
I don't think there's anything she could have said to set me off more than that. My cock was so hard inside my slacks that it hurt. I wanted my wife so damn badly and she knew it. I knew she'd done this intentionally because I couldn't do a damn thing about it and it'd drive me completely out of my mind with lust.
I realized this was a special torture I'd created for myself. I had no one else to blame, and if I had it to do over again? If we could just erase the last couple of years to make the pain I was feeling at that moment go away? No way in hell would I do that, watching my wife at that moment was the most exquisite torture on earth!
Brett groaned, nearly crying with his frustration, "Sweetheart, I can do it more than once."
"I know, but I want all of you inside me. You know how much I love feeling you cum in me."
Brett was fumbling with the straps on Michelle's dress, trying to pull it off her shoulders but obviously getting frustrated with how tight it was. When he realized he couldn't get her dress down, he simply wrapped his lips around her breast over the thin fabric. I've always loved how sensitive Michelle's nipples are, and now with Brett's lips on her, she wrapped her hands around his head to pull him tight to her and moaned her approval while her hips dry-humped against him. I don't think she even remembered there was anyone else in the car with them.
Oh God, she was killing me. I'd seen Michelle make love with other men several times, but it had never been like that. Like I said, Michelle and I hadn't been intimate for over two months. I hadn't even seen her for the previous six weeks. Watching her lips wrapping around Brett's cock had already driven me nearly out of my mind. I felt almost nauseous with jealousy. My hands were shaking when I gripped Kristen's hand to steady myself a little, and I felt like there wasn't a breath of air inside that hummer. The pain of watching my wife writhing with this other man was almost more than I was able to stand.
I wanted to reach over and pull them apart, but more than anything I wanted to see Brett's lips sucking on Michelle's naked boob, and watch her slip her hot pussy lips down over Brett's cock. I wanted to see my wife's face when Brett spewed his hot cum deep inside her even worse than I wanted to fuck her myself.
That conflict between jealousy and excitement hadn't ever been so raw inside me, not even close. I knew what she'd told me earlier, that she was going to tell Brett on Monday that she was going home, but her actions certainly seemed in conflict with her words. I realized I still wasn't sure and it was nearly eating me alive, at the same time it was feeding my frenzy of excitement watching her with him.
Brett's lips were still wrapped around my wife's nipple when It became obvious that Michelle couldn't take any more. She reached down, pulled her panties to the side with one hand while the other held his cock straight up and in one swift motion slipped herself all the way down to his waist impaling herself with his long, thick cock so they were pelvis to pelvis.
She emitted a long drawn out, "Ahhh, so good!"
She then took the sides of his face in her hands and pulled his lips to hers in a kiss filled with passion and lust. It was that moment when the driver stopped at the front door.
Michelle pulled herself up and plunged back down several times, each time she ground herself down hard onto him and they both moaned their pleasure into each other's mouth. After perhaps a minute or two of my agony watching my wife fucking Brett, she pulled herself off his cock, wet and slick with her juices, and pulled him out of the car. Brett was attempting to put himself back together while they ran toward the house like a couple of horny teenagers hurrying to their hotel room.
I knew what Michelle told me just an hour or so earlier, but what my eyes were seeing told a different story. Was she being honest or simply telling me what she knew I'd wanted to hear? Until she was home with me, I wouldn't know for certain. Until I'd seen her impale herself on Brett's cock in front of us I didn't question what she said. Now I wasn't so certain anymore.




Chapter 13

Our room was just past the master bedroom. Apparently, Michelle and Brett hadn't had time to close the door as it was wide open when we hurried by it. I couldn't help but peek inside. Michelle and Brett were kissing, and he was just lifting the hem of her dress up past her abdomen, revealing her tiny red thong. I wanted to linger and see him lift it completely off her nearly naked body, but Kristen's hand was in mine and she hadn't realized what was happening and was gently tugging on my hand so I followed her into our room.
I'd intended to gradually seduce Kristen and make love with her after we got home. But after the entire day and evening of frustration, what we'd just witnessed in the car, along with the knowledge of what was happening next door, there was no possibility of ‘gradual’.
When we got into our room, we tore at each other's clothes and I marveled at how beautiful a fifty-year-old body could be when Kristen was naked. She was on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed and I was inside her, pumping furiously. Kristen was rocking back and forth, groaning and obviously just as turned on as I was.
After the eroticism from the day and it being the first time with Kristen, we had one of the best fucks I ever remembered having. I bellowed out my orgasm as I started pumping cum inside her pulling her tightly to me, and apparently, the feeling of my cum inside her was the straw that broke through Kristen's wall as well. Her body shuddered and she literally cried tears while her pussy clamped down on me making my orgasm even more intense. When I was thoroughly drained dry, I fell onto the floor, flat on my back and Kristen slumped down on the bed.
After managing to catch my breath, I managed to squeak out, "I think you killed me! I'm dead and gone to heaven."
Kristen laughed slightly and said, "I hope so, I'm dead too."
We both laid, trying to return to the living. I managed to sit up and tell her, "I didn't intend to do that. I was going to seduce you and make love with you like a proper boyfriend."
She took my hand, pulling me onto the bed with her and replied, "I think you did exactly what a proper boyfriend should do to his lady. You can seduce me later." Then she added, "I hadn't had sex with anyone for the last several months and definitely never like that. I think the men I know are too intimidated by a successful woman."
Kristen and I laid in bed listening to the screams and moans coming from the master bedroom. Clearly, Brett's stamina was better than mine or they were doing it a second or third time already. Just as clearly, my wife was enjoying him. I knew the door was open and thought about stepping out into the hall and watching. Then when Kristen kissed me I decided to stay where I was, listening while enjoying the lady I was with.
I hadn't yet tasted her boobs so made the executive decision that now was as good a time as any to see if her nipples tasted as delectable as it looked. I scooted down and took one in my mouth and rolled it between my lips eliciting a very nice moan from Kristen. I felt her hands combing through my hair and pulling me in tighter to her as I nibbled. She may have been in her early fifties, but her breasts were still nice and firm. They were small but still a nice mouthful. Obviously, her nipple was very sensitive as she moaned while I sucked.
My cock started to grow again as I left her nipple and we pulled our bodies tightly together and kissed. This was much more of what I'd anticipated our lovemaking would be like; hands roaming over naked bodies exploring each other for the first time, passionate kisses and lips on various body parts. She sucked on my nipple, which I rarely have the luxury of feeling.
I told her, "I'm enjoying being your boyfriend."
Kristen grunted her agreement while her mouth was exploring my body. When she'd nibbled and teased my body to the point where I couldn't stand it any longer, I rolled her over on her back and pushed my cock inside her.
Kristen moaned out, "Oh God, that feels good!"
She wrapped her legs around me and we made love over the next ten minutes or so, gradually building up our erotic passion. Toward the end, I was pushing into her with long, hard thrusts and Kristen was imploring me to fuck her harder. I was only too happy to oblige. When we'd finished and I'd had another mind blowing orgasm with Kristen, I couldn't help but wonder why Brett and Kristen hadn't hit it off with each other. She and I certainly had.
When we were laying together, spooning with my arms around her and fingers lightly circling her nipple, Kristen asked me, "Did you get a chance to talk to her?"
"I did. She's telling him Monday that she's coming home at the end of the week."
Kristen took my hand and pulled it to her mouth, kissing the tips of my fingers.
"Good."
I expected something more, but the next thing I knew, her hand relaxed and I heard her breathing deep, sound asleep.
In the morning I woke up alone in bed. I got up, took a quick shower, dressed and went downstairs to the dining room where Kristen and Brett were sitting at the table having a cup of coffee and visiting. I sat down next to Kristen and kissed her on the cheek.
"Good morning sleepyhead," she told me. "Would you like a cup of coffee?"
I'm not really much of a coffee drinker, don't particularly like the taste of it, but it seemed the sociable thing to do to have a cup.
"Yes, please, that'd be great, thank you."
Brett told me, "We were just talking about her new plant in St Louis. You were one of the architects?"
I didn't really want to talk too much about my ‘architectural’ background since I didn't have any. Especially about Kristen's new building. She'd told me enough about it to help, but very much conversation about it was sure to be a giveaway.
"Yeah, it was a fun building to work on." Then I grinned at Kristen and took her hand in mine, "The client was especially fun."
"You're sweet. You made it fun for me too."
I thought that was a clever way to veer away from any specifics that might clue Brett into the fact that I hardly knew a thing about it.
Just then, Michelle came down the stairs wearing a silky robe that just came to her mid-thigh. It was obvious she wasn't wearing anything under it on top, as it was pretty much open showing her cleavage and down about to her waist where it was tied. Brett beamed when he saw her and she seemed to beam back just as brightly.
"Good morning my sweet," he said.
She walked into the room and sat on his lap, wrapping her arms around him and giving him a big kiss on the lips.
"Mmm, thank you," he told her.
"You're welcome, and thank you for last night, it was wonderful."
He grinned back at her, "It was, wasn't it? It was even better because I'm madly in love with you."
My wife's smile spread across her face, and she kissed him again before telling him, "Mmm, I think I love you too."
She kissed him again, but this time a little harder, and running her hands through his hair. Brett's hands were running up and down her back. I was willing him to pull her robe a little further apart, but Michelle's breasts were pressed so tight against his chest that it would hardly be able to move.
Brett pulled away from her and told her, "Careful, I might have to take you back to bed."
Michelle put her hands under his shirt, running them up and down on his chest, she literally purred in her sexiest voice, "Yes, but later. First I need to fix our guests some breakfast."
'Our' guests. The way she said that caught my instant attention. It wasn't 'your' guests, it was 'our' guests. She said it like this had become her home as well. I've said before that the danger of losing my wife to another man was like adrenaline to my lust. Right then, I felt like I'd been mainlined and was in serious danger of coming completely unhinged.
I could tell that none of this was staged for me. They were simply too comfortable with each other, and it appeared too much in love. I also know her well enough to understand she doesn't say that unless she means it. I knew what she'd told me the night before while we were dancing, that she was coming home to me at the end of the week, but my doubts started to spring up again. I desperately wanted to get a chance to have a long conversation with her in private. It didn't look like it was probably going to happen since my flight left in four hours and we had to leave to get there a couple of hours early.
Michelle scooted off of Brett's lap and walked into the kitchen. I watched her briefly, then pretended to turn my attention back to Brett. Maybe if I couldn't talk to Michelle, I could surreptitiously to him.
"Kristen tells me you're not married. How is it that a guy like you stays single?"
"I was until a few years ago, but since then haven't found the right girl." He looked in at my wife slicing some ham in the kitchen. "Until now that is." He nodded toward Michelle, "I think I've found the perfect woman. I just have to convince her."
Well, I thought, that's told me quite a bit. He knows she's still not his. Or at least, he's still not sure. Of course, I wasn't sure either. I followed his gaze toward my wife and was somewhat amazed. At home, breakfast has always been my meal to cook. Here, this sexy woman was busily at work in another man's kitchen, looking perfectly at home fixing breakfast for ‘their’ guests.
Brett turned the conversation back to me. "What about you? You're a good looking, successful guy. Why aren't you married?" Before I could answer, he looked over toward Kristen and went on, "You could never do better than the beautiful lady you're seeing now."
Kristen and I both flushed a little at his comment. She squeezed my hand, kissed me on the lips and said, "I've been trying to entrap him."
I couldn't help but think that either she's an outstanding actress or there was more to that statement than I realized. I knew that if I was really single, it'd be hard to resist her charms for long. In just one weekend, I'd come to like her, a lot.
Michelle was gently humming a tune out loud in the kitchen as she worked. She only did that when she was really, really happy. I couldn't help but wonder what that meant. Watching her, and still hoping that robe would spring open a little more around her chest, I nearly forgot what we'd been talking about.
Apparently, Brett noticed and said, "She is beautiful isn't she."
He'd brought me back from my reverie, so I told him, "Yes she is. But I think I may have found my woman right here."
I kissed Kristen again, this time a little more passionately. I hated ‘using’ her like I was, but she seemed to be into it as much as I was. Besides, I wasn't so sure how much I was using her or simply responding to her like any red-blooded male would.
It seemed that I still knew so little about Kristen. We'd talked about Brett and me being single but not her. I couldn't help but wonder why she and Brett hadn't hit it off, what about other men? She was beautiful, smart, successful, and damned good in bed. It made me wonder why she'd even be interested in a fairly ordinary guy like me. When I'd come to Chicago, it was just to see Michelle. I certainly had no inkling that a romance would develop between Kristen and me.
Michelle interrupted us by bringing Kristen and me a plate of food. When she leaned down slightly with our plates, I caught just a brief, tantalizing glimpse of her bare, caramel colored nipple and couldn't help but think of my mouth around that nipple… or how many times Brett had sucked it into his mouth and would most likely do so again right after we left.
My wife had made an omelet and it was heavenly. She brought plates over for her and Brett and we all ate in silence, except that we all complimented her on how good it was. She seemed to beam with pride. I realized I'd have to remember her cooking talents when… if she came home.
After we ate, Kristen looked at her watch and said, "We'd better be getting you back to the airport."
We got up, thanked Michelle again for the wonderful breakfast and went to our room to pack my few things.
Once we were in the room with the door closed behind us, Kristen said, "I hope things work out for you. They look awfully close and in love with each other."
I looked up, kind of wistfully, "Yeah they do. I trust her, though." Then I said with a little more conviction than I actually felt, "She'll be home."
Kristen wrapped her arms around me and looked into my face, "Just on the weird chance that it doesn't, I meant what I said downstairs. I wouldn't mind entrapping you at all."
I kissed her on the lips, "Thank you. I meant it too, I really like you." I looked at the redwood clock on the wall and said something I had no idea I'd say, "How long do we have until we have to leave?"
She apparently knew what was going on in my little brain, "I think there's time if we hurry a little bit."
We made love one last time. Afterward, I held her in my arms and kissed her until she said we had to go.
I carried my little suitcase downstairs and met Brett and my wife at the door. I almost felt like crying when I looked into Michelle's eyes and neither of us could show the emotion we felt. Or at least that I felt. I wanted to drag her with me, to pull her into my arms and kiss her like we'd never kissed before. Instead, I thanked her and Brett for their hospitality and kissed Michelle briefly on her cheek as a 'friend' would do.
On our way to the airport in Kristen's Corvette, I stared out the window lost in my thoughts until I felt Kristen's hand squeeze mine. I looked over at her and couldn't help but smile a little.
"It'll be okay. She'll come home to you."
"I know, thank you."
I knew she was just saying it, but it did brighten my spirits. I knew I had nobody to blame but myself and my lust. At that moment, I was wondering, would I have changed anything if we could go back in time?
Staring out the window, I knew we'd gone too far this time, much too far. My wife was literally living with another man for the last six weeks. Brett was in love with her and wanted to take her away from me and marry her. He was rich, good-looking and had everything to offer a woman. I imagined they'd probably fucked a hundred times in those six weeks.
I suspected at that moment she was probably naked and making love with her lover. Maybe that nipple I briefly saw was being sucked into his mouth right that instant. It was so damn hot. In spite of my fears, probably a lot because of them, my cock was hard as a rock thinking about her in his arms. I knew the next few days waiting for Michelle to come home would be a long week.




Part 13 – Homecoming





Chapter 14

I expected to hear from Michelle right away, maybe even as soon as Monday night, to let me know about her coming home plans. She'd implied that she could be home the following Friday and I hadn't been so anxious about anything in my life before.
Tuesday morning, I was in my office looking at a house plan, going over it so that our office manager could issue the building permit when my office phone rang.
I answered it as I always do, "Building Codes, this is Bob, may I help you?"
"Hi," was the sweet, feminine response from the other end.
It was the voice I'd been wanting to hear for so long, my wife. My heart rate doubled in about half a second. I'd thought about this phone call for so long and my mind went totally numb.
"Hi," was the only thing that would come out of my mouth.
"I told him last night," she told me.
I needed to know specifically what she'd told him, "What did you say?"
"That I had a husband who I loved and loved me. That I was going home to my sweetheart."
That brought tears to my eyes.
I wiped my eyes and asked her, "How did he take it? How did you tell him?"
She paused a little before answering, "I was sitting on his lap… naked… with his cock inside me… he was still dressed."
She seemed reserved like it had been hard for her.
"How did he react?"
"He fucked me, hard!"
"Did he hurt you?" I asked.
"No, it was good, really good! We both came harder than we ever have before."
"He wasn't mad, then?"
"No, just disappointed. He wanted me to stay really bad."
My biggest burning question was, "What now? Are you coming home now, then?"
Her answer surprised me, "I can't yet. I need to be here until at least a week from Friday, possibly a little longer." Then, a very quiet, "I'm sorry."
That answer didn't please me! I didn't understand why she couldn't come home now.
I asked her, "Why?"
"Sweetheart, you have to trust me a little longer. There's a reason, but I can't tell you yet."
I groaned in frustration. I wanted her home and I didn't understand.
I asked her, "Are you going to keep sleeping with him?"
She hesitated before answering, "I won't if you don't want me to."
I suggested to her, "I know that Kristen has a spare bedroom. Maybe you could call her and see about staying there until you come home?"
She quietly responded, "Okay, I can do that if you want me to."
I thought about it, wondering if that was what I really wanted. "You don't sound like that'd make you too happy."
"Honey, I will if you want it."
Her willingness made up my mind for me, "No, I think I'd rather you keep sleeping with him. I saw how much you enjoy being with him."
She perked up, "I do! A lot," she said. She went on, "Thank you, honey, I love you, you know."
Hearing those words from Michelle almost made me cry. It had been so long since I heard them.
"I love you too, sweetheart."
I wanted to keep her on the phone forever. Unfortunately, real life intervened. I saw that I had a customer waiting, and I was supposed to be working. I told her I had to go and she told me that she'd let me know as soon as she could confirm when she was coming home. The thought that there was light at the end of the tunnel made me smile when we told each other goodbye.
My customer wanted to know what was required for the guardrail on the deck she was building and whether or not she needed a building permit.
After she left I checked my calendar. A week from Friday would be August twelfth, nearly two months after Michelle had left and three months after we'd last made love. I have no idea how to convey how anxious I was for that day to finally come.
I managed to get through the next week, marking every day on the calendar. The following Wednesday, she sent an e-mail.
"Will be flying into Seattle on Friday. Meet me at the Four Seasons Hotel, in the lobby at seven. Wear something nice, we'll be going out to celebrate. Oh, and please bring your car. I'm so anxious, Love, Michelle."

Meet her in the hotel lobby? I wanted to pick her up at the airport. I wondered why she'd want me to bring my old Corolla too, the Accord's a lot more comfortable for long drives. That didn't matter, though. The only thing that mattered was only two more days. Finally, the end of the longest three months and loneliest two months of my life was almost there!
The trip from Kennewick to Seattle had never seemed longer to me. Yet, it was the most enjoyable trip I'd ever taken. I knew that in just a few hours I'd be reunited with my wife, for real this time. She also asked me to wear something nice. I hadn't known for sure what that meant but wore my one and only suit. I'd only worn it twice before, once to a dance with Ginger and the other time to Jacqui's wedding. This reunion was far more important to me than both of those events combined, so what else could I wear?
I waited in the lobby of the grandest hotel I'd ever been in. I'd arrived at six-thirty. The seconds were ticking by, and my heart was pounding a hole in my chest.
I waited, never taking my eyes away from the elevator doors, scanning from one to the other, hoping every time that one opened, that it was her that'd be stepping out. I'd made it a point to set my watch before I left home, to the very second. The hands continued to move, the second hand slowly winding its way around, time and time again. When it showed six-fifty-nine and started that last circle, I could barely breathe. The elevator door opened and there she stood, my wife!
I couldn't move. I wanted to go to her, but my rubbery legs wouldn't let me move. I must have been ten or twelve feet from the elevator door, it was off to my left a little bit. How long did it take Michelle to move those ten or twelve feet? I have no idea, it seemed in slow motion. Then she was there, in my arms. I burst into tears with happiness, just as I am writing this now. Right this second, tears are flowing down my cheeks remembering that instant, that glorious moment in time with my wife in my arms!
Michelle's cheeks were wet. I had no idea if it was from my own tears or hers as well? I hugged this woman as I've never hugged her in my life. Then I started kissing her face. I kissed every inch of that beautiful face, and then her lips. Oh God, those wonderful lips! The fact that another man, who wanted her for his own wife, had been kissing those lips for the last two months never entered into my mind. My Michelle was home, in my arms. Her arms were around my neck and mine around her, our lips together at last!
She stepped back. Tears were flowing down her cheeks.
Her first words, "I think we ruined my makeup."
We both burst into laughter.
Then I saw her, actually saw her. This was the most beautiful woman in the world. I'm not just saying that because she was my wife, or that I'd missed her so much, but because she was. She was more beautiful than I'd ever seen her. Her skin was bronzed from the Caribbean sun, her fabulous hair was a beautiful golden blonde with curled tendrils on each side of her face, and her dress, how do I describe the dress she was wearing?
It was leather; a soft, thin, snow-white leather that fit her as if it had been formed specifically for her body. In fact, I was sure it had to have been made explicitly for her. There wasn't a single wrinkle or crease. It fit her breasts as if it wasn't even there, every curve showing as if she was standing naked in front of me.
She turned slightly so I could see the back. It was bare from right below her neck to the small of her back, a large oval cut-out. The hem was about eight inches above her knees. Below that, she had on shiny, black boots with at least a four-inch heel. The boots were as skin tight as the dress, extending to just below her knees, with her gold anklet hanging over one, still on her left ankle. Above her boots were silky, smoky black stockings, with their lacy top just barely exposed below the dress's hemline, contrasting with the solid white of her dress.
Her body was even more perfect than I remembered. I had no idea how a forty-year-old woman could look like my Michelle did at that moment!
I couldn't speak, but mouthed the words, "I love you," to her.
She smiled, that dazzling smile I've seen on her face so many times, and said, "I love you too."
That seemed to break the trance I was in. Michelle took my hand and squeezed it for the first time since the middle of May. I don't remember the exact date she'd last squeezed my hand like that. She told me she had to fix her makeup, then we had dinner reservations at the Four-Seasons Restaurant. I was reluctant to let her out of my sight, even to go to the ladies' room for a moment. It seemed like a dream that she was there, and I didn't want that dream to suddenly disappear as so many had in the last eight long weeks.
I understood why she wanted to meet me here, instead of the airport. This was special, a place for lovers to reunite, where she could prepare and dress for the special occasion. I realized this was as important and meaningful for her as it was for me.
She didn't disappear. In a few minutes, she was with me again. The tear streaks were gone, her smeared lipstick repaired and her make-up impeccable once again. It wouldn't have mattered to me. She was so beautiful she didn't need anything to make herself more so. That was when I noticed the fragrance of her perfume, the same perfume I'd fallen so in love with from her lingerie drawer.
She led me to the hotel's restaurant. An impeccably clad host greeted us with a smile.
"Good evening, thank you for dining with us." Then he bowed slightly and said, "This way Madam."
It appeared he was familiar with my wife.
He led us to a table, alongside the window overlooking the harbor. The view was fantastic. Then, I looked out the window and saw the other view, of the beautiful boats in the harbor, sailboats, yachts and large motorboats. This definitely wasn't a poor-man’s harbor. It wasn't dark yet, but I could imagine what it would be like with the lights of the city and the boats shimmering on the water at sunset in a few hours.
He asked us what we would like to drink, and left us menus, which sat on the table unopened. My attention was still on the primary view, the one sitting across the table from me, the beautiful one.
She asked me, "So, you found my letters, my little game?"
"I did, that first Friday. I thought maybe the feel of your lingerie on my fingers would help with my loneliness." I told her, "They were the only things that kept me sane. The whole time. I have your pictures framed all over the house."
She cocked her head, "I thought Diana would help with that."
I wasn't ready to tell her about Shaun and Diana yet but did tell her, "No, that didn't work out. I didn't exactly tell you the truth. After that first time I slept with her, she told me she couldn't do it again, that she couldn't sleep with someone she couldn't have, and she knew I was yours. We didn't see each other again after that."
She looked at me in shock, "So… you… didn't have anyone?"
"I had your letters to look forward to. I wanted to cheat every time but was glad I didn't. They kept me in contact with you, except at the end when they were gone."
"I thought I'd be home after that, that four were enough." Besides, she smiled, "I didn't know what else to hide." She went on, "I don't know if I'll ever forgive myself for not getting ahold of you right away."
"You're home now, though. That's all that matters to me."
Then I laughed a little bit about her scavenger hunt, "You found the best hiding places. In plain sight, in your printer for crying out loud! I knew what that last one would be, but had no idea where to look without cheating, and in the DVD player? What if I'd have wanted to watch a movie?"
Michelle giggled, "But you didn't, did you?" Then she asked, "Did you like the movie I left?"
My eyes wandered off a little, then back to her, "It was a little extreme, wasn't it? Didn't that hurt when he pulled your hair so hard?"
"I don't know. I was a little busy to notice," she giggled.
"Anyway, to answer your question, yeah, I loved it!"
"It turned out to be a little bit of an extreme night. One that I hadn't been expecting." She paused a few seconds before she went on, "It was fun, a little more than I expected might happen at a dance." Then she told me, "I hoped my second letter didn't tease a little too much."
I laughed, "It got my attention! I think you got the result you wanted. I was hard like a rock after reading it." I thought back to that night, "Only for a little while, though." Then I got a little more serious, "But yeah, it scared me. After you were gone for two weeks, I was already pretty nervous about you being with him, then that letter. Looking back, though, I'm glad you did it, you really made me think about what we'd done."
As much as I enjoyed talking about that night with her, there was another question that had been burning into me, for the last month.
"You and Brett, how did you leave that? What happened when you said you were going home?"
She looked away and paused before answering, "He wasn't happy. I know he's in love with me, but I think he understood. He's a good man. I hope he eventually finds someone he can marry to make him as happy as he deserves."
"What about you, your feelings for him?"
Her voice was soft, nearly a whisper, "I like him, a lot. If I wasn't already married to another wonderful man…"
I had to ask, "Do you think you'll see him again?"
She nodded her head, "I don't know. I hope so. He does quite a bit of business in Seattle. I asked him to let me know whenever he's going to be here."
I'd be okay with that, but another thing, "Do you think he'll want to take you on another trip?"
She looked into my eyes, "If he does, what would you say?"
She'd put me back on the spot. I took a breath before answering, "I don't know, maybe not a month but something shorter? Maybe."
She nodded her approval.
Then she suggested, "Maybe if he does, I might suggest he invite Kristen… and her boyfriend."
I thought back to that night with Kristen and told her, "Worse things could happen than spending a couple of weeks with her."
I asked another question I had been curious about, "Your escort business, do you plan to re-start that?"
She shook her head, "I don't know, I don't think so. I'm not sure I could. I think I might see if my firm was sincere about me coming back if things didn't work out."
I knew I'd like that. I didn't like losing her every week and didn't want something like the last three months to happen again.
I nodded my approval, "I'd like that," I told her.
She said, "I want to call Jeremy, see how he's doing. I hope he has a girlfriend, maybe the girl from the restaurant. I need to see Shaun too. I missed him."
I was afraid to tell her, but this was probably as good a time as any.
"About Shaun, after Diana told me what she had, about wanting someone permanently, I thought about Shaun. I sort of suggested to him that he might want to call her."
Michelle was looking at me with her eyes wide, "And?"
I didn't want to say it, but knew I had to, "I think they're falling in love."
Michelle looked away, out the window into the harbor, for a long time. I sat watching her, waiting for her response. She looked on the verge of crying again.
She finally responded, still looking out at the harbor, "It's okay. I think I'd like that, a lot like you and Jacqui. They're both so good and I think they could be happy together."
She kept looking out the window and I noticed her wiping a little tear from her cheek.
To break her tension a little I picked up my menu and told her I was starting to get hungry. I was hungry all right, for my wife, but I knew that would come later; I planned to savor that delectable morsel all night. For now, though, my tummy was grumbling. It had been a long, stressful afternoon and evening and I hadn't been able to eat since I left home. We had already been sitting there for forty-five minutes and hadn't even looked at the menus yet, just sipping at our ice tea and diet coke.




Chapter 15

The waiter noticed us finally checking the menus. When we set them back down, he came and took our orders.
Afterward, I asked her, "You said you left something out of the book you wrote about that night. What was it?"
She looked a little uncomfortable, "Can it wait until tomorrow? I don't want to talk about that tonight."
I nodded, more than a little uncertain what it might be.
Michelle told me, "I was a little shocked that night when you appeared on Brett's door with Kristen. How did you manage that?"
I told her about what happened after I got the first e-mail from Brett, how I thought of Kristen's phone number, calling her and her suggesting I fly out.
She said, "It looked like you and Kristen had a pretty good time together?"
"Yeah, other than the giant elephant in the room, I did like her, quite a bit."
That was when the waiter brought our food and set it in front of us. My steak was good, but I admit, not like the one in Chicago had been. Michelle and I ate quietly, occasionally catching glances of each other. It was really hard for me to avert my eyes away from her, even for a moment. Our waiter had a hard time with it too, every time he refilled our drinks, or asked how our food was, it was obvious where his eyes were. I couldn't blame him either.
Michelle noticed too, she said, "I need to tell you why I had to wait the extra week."
"No, you don't," I told her, "You're here and that's all that matters to me."
"But I want to tell you," she went on, "After you left, I knew I wanted something special for homecoming. I got Kristen's number from Brett and called her to ask if she knew where I could get a dress made."
"I explained to her what I wanted. She picked me up and took me to a little dress-making shop she knew about, and I told them what I wanted. They were nice and said they could do it, but it'd take a couple of weeks." She held her arms out, and said, "This is it, the reason for the extra week." Then she added, "It was a little over four thousand dollars."
"Sweetheart," I told her, "It's beautiful, more than worth an extra week. I've never seen anything like it."
After dinner, the waiter asked if we'd like dessert. I looked at Michelle and nearly blurted out that mine was sitting across from me. Not sure Michelle would have appreciated my humor.
We both told him, "No thank you," then Michelle said she'd like to dance.
I wanted to skip past the dancing but also wanted to honor whatever she wanted. At least this time I could hold her the way I wanted.
The hotel had a bar down the hall from the restaurant. We walked in and there was a small band playing some soft rock music. It's an upper-class, expensive hotel, so the customers in the bar were mostly a little older. We didn't see anyone who looked like they were less than thirty or so. We sat at a table, and an attractive barmaid stopped to take an order within only a minute or so. Michelle ordered a strawberry daiquiri and I ordered the only thing I actually know what it is, a Singapore sling. After she brought our drinks, we each took a sip or two, and I asked Michelle to dance with me.
What a difference from how we'd had to dance together in Chicago. Michelle wrapped her arms around my neck and I pulled her close with my arms around her back. We shuffled around the floor, looking into each other's eyes and occasionally kissing. I couldn't get over how good the feel of her was through her soft leather dress. Other than a couple of minutes in front of the elevator, this was the first time I'd actually held her in my arms since our last night making love, May sixteenth, only four days short of three months earlier.
We spent a couple of hours sipping our drink, dancing, kissing and holding each other, eventually ordering another for each of us. Michelle told me a little more about her trip, what she did on those first few days after getting to Miami. She'd switched hotels the first day to the Four Seasons, Brett's favorite hotel. Looking at the hotel we were in at the moment, I could certainly understand why. It's something Michelle and I would never have been able to afford.
He'd sent one of his older assistant ladies, Julie, to help her shop for clothes and she had a massage every day.
"They were intended to be sexual massages, one each day. I was blindfolded and never saw the person doing it." She told me, "I went into the masseuse's back room, was blindfolded, then was stripped naked. I'm assuming it was a woman because her hands were so soft and felt small, but I never even knew that for sure."
I know what you're probably wondering, we had been apart all these months, why weren't we upstairs in our room making love instead of in the bar dancing and talking? It was like we needed this time together, this date, to reconnect with each other, to recover a little from the emotional upheaval. I knew that ‘upstairs making love’, would come before the night was over, but was content to savor our evening together first.
"She always used some type of feminine smelling body oil on her hands. She'd massage my body all over until I'd be almost hysterical with wanting to come. She always seemed to know when she had to stop so I wouldn't.
"Afterward, I'd still be sexually charged and Julie would take me shopping, every day. Everything we bought was pretty and sexy. I even had a make-up coach to show me new things to do with my makeup and a hair stylist. We must have spent ten or fifteen thousand dollars in those four days."
I was mesmerized by what Michelle was telling me about her first few days, but I wanted to be touching her, so asked her to dance with me some more. I'm not a particularly good dancer unless it's square dancing, but we didn't really dance. We mostly held each other and shuffled around the floor, somewhat in time with the music.
While we were dancing, I asked her about the first time with Brett, what had that been like?
"Another time sweetheart, I'll tell you about it, but not tonight, okay?"
I reluctantly agreed and tightened my grip, pulling my woman closer to me.
She apparently couldn't help teasing a little because she said, "All I'll say for now is that it was worth it, for both of us."
I'd decided I was ready to take my wife up to her room, our room.
When I suggested it, she got this big grin on her face, kissed me on the cheek and said, "Me too."
I paid the bill for our two drinks each, leaving a nice tip for the barmaid who'd been so nice.
She led me by the hand back to the elevator. It was amusing to watch the disappointment on the men's faces as we left. They'd obviously been enjoying the view. Even though it had happened so many times before, that night I felt especially proud that it was me this beautiful woman was leaving with.
Walking behind her, I was privileged to the view everyone else had been given that evening; the big cutout showing her bare back, recently tanned from her Caribbean trip, and I realized with no bikini strap line to mar her perfect tan. I wondered how much of the trip she'd been topless. There was so much she still had to tell me from that month. Even her walk in those high-heeled boots was erotic. The vast amount of leg shown between the top of her boots and the dress's hemline was so incredibly sexy.
I had been turned on all evening in the restaurant and bar, but by the time we arrived at the elevator, probably ten times more so. Standing in the elevator, our hands intertwined, my heart was probably beating a couple of hundred beats per minute. Her room was on the eighteenth floor. As fast as the elevator moved, those eighteen floors seemed like an eternity.
We arrived at the door and Michelle swiped the key card. This seemed so different than the dozens of other times we've entered a hotel room together. I'm not sure how to explain how I felt. Trepidation, a little fear that I wouldn't stack up to the lover she'd been with the last eight weeks or so; a longing for her that went to my very soul; or just plain horny for the woman I loved. I guess all of them and several more that I have no clue how to articulate. I guess the most accurate description is that I wanted her. I wanted her with every fiber of my body.
Michelle adjusted the bedside lamps, which surprisingly each had a dimmer so that they were throwing a soft glow through the room.
The blinds for the large picture window overlooking the harbor below were open. I'd commented earlier on what the view would be like after dark. With the city lights reflecting off the bay and the lighted boats and ships, it was even more beautiful than I'd expected. I started to close the blinds when Michelle interrupted me.
"No," she said, "Leave them open."
She stepped over to the window with me, looking out the window.
"Remember that night, when you pretended to have the blinds open?" She looked back into my eyes, "This time for real."
She reached behind her neck and undid the one button holding her dress in place, letting it fall away from her, then pushed it to the floor, leaving her clad only in her tiny thong panties, boots and smoky, lace topped, black stockings, to feast my eyes upon for the first time in eight weeks. My breath caught in my throat. I'd been imaging this moment for nearly every second of those long eight weeks.
Michelle and I took a step toward each other. She started to unbutton my shirt, her favorite that I owned; a light blue, nylon shirt that she enjoys next to her skin like I enjoy her silk next to mine. I stood, letting her unbutton it and push it off my shoulders. I was sure my body didn't compare with her lover's, but apparently, it's the man she loves and that's all that mattered to me.
When she'd removed my shirt, she unbuttoned my slacks, and pushed them and my boxers down together. I slipped my shoes off and let my clothes fall to the floor. I saw the same eagerness in Michelle's face that I know had to be showing on mine. When I was naked and she was nearly naked, we made that last step together and kissed. Hands traveling over bodies, re-discovering each other, tongues exploring each other's mouths, I felt her bare breasts against my chest, all lightly back-lit against the open drapes.
We kissed as we hadn't kissed in months, since long before our forced abstinence. I'm not sure that we've ever kissed as we did in those moments. It was a kiss of love, of passion, of lust, born out of a long separation and desire. Her lips hadn't ever been as sweet as that kiss. I wanted her so damn badly.
Together, we took the few steps to the bed. Michelle laid down and I unzipped her boots, slipped them down and then her panties off of her. I left the silk stockings, they felt so damn good.
I couldn't resist a moment longer. I laid down with her, kissed her and my cock slipped inside her. God, I've never felt anything so good as Michelle's hot, wet, slippery pussy. We both groaned loudly, and Michelle wrapped her legs around me at the same time as she thrust her hips up to meet mine.
It was better than any time we'd ever made love. I'd honestly been afraid this moment in time might never come again. Now that it was here, and I was actually inside my wife. I was beyond ecstatic. I would love to honestly be able to say here that I was an Adonis, and gave Michelle several orgasms before I came. I could I guess, because I'm the one writing this and I could exaggerate. But it wouldn't be anywhere near the truth. I'd hoped to stretch this moment out to five, ten minutes or maybe even longer. In reality, though, I'd been so sexually aroused from our evening together, and the fact this was our first time in three months, I felt the familiar orgasm coming on almost instantly. We thrust together for perhaps a minute, probably less, until I exploded inside her. It was perhaps the most powerful orgasm I'd ever had.
I didn't think Michelle had come to an orgasm. Yet, I was satisfied that she too was satisfied with the love expressed in our consummation. We made love twice more during the night. I know that both those times Michelle orgasmed along with me, as I felt her vagina tightening around me and her body shuddering with her orgasms.
You might recall how I'd imagined her and Brett making love after I read her second letter; spooned together, Michelle in front with her leg stretched out over Brett's body and his cock inside her from behind. That's how we did it one of the times that night, with that image of her and Brett firmly implanted in my mind while we did it. I had my hand on the inside of her thigh, pulling her legs further apart, exactly like I'd imagined Brett doing.
In the morning, I awoke to Michelle coaxing me out of bed to shower with her. She was gently coaxing by pounding her pillow on my head and laughing. I covered my head with my hands and she pounded the rest of my body, back to her playful self. In all the years of our marriage, we'd probably showered together a total of five or six times. We did that morning.
We giggled, washing each other's girl and boy parts, and I felt Michelle's lips wrapped around my cock, sliding all the way down her throat with the hot water running over us. After a moment or two with my cock down Michelle's throat and her lips massaging the base, I felt like I had a steel rod with a billion nerve endings down her throat. She pulled her mouth off me, giggled that she thought I was ready, turned to face the tile of the shower, spread her legs apart, arms out supporting herself and turned her head back toward me.
"Time to fuck me this time!" she said.
Oh God, was I ready, she was so sexy at that moment, hair and body dripping wet from the hot shower water running on both of us, legs spread apart and begging to be fucked. I reached down, positioned my cock at her entrance and rammed it home, all the way up inside her in one motion, eliciting a long, drawn out, "Oh...Gawd!" from my wife. I reached around, grabbing at her tits and pounded up into her as hard as I could.
"How many times did you do this with your lover?" I managed to utter to her as I plunged up inside her, taking her to her tippy-toes with every thrust.
"Too many to count!" she squeaked back to me.
Oh God, the vision of that god of a man doing this to my wife over and over again, probably much harder and better than I could drove me like a madman. We'd made love three times in the last few hours. This time we were fucking like a man and woman were intended.
Michelle was spewing out, "Oh Gawd, Oh Shit, Harder!" and I was doing my best to accommodate her.
Michelle's body started to spasm, and my cum started spurting with an intensity I can't even begin to describe. A moment later, we both found ourselves on the floor of the shower in each other's arms trying to remember how to breathe.




Chapter 16

Later that morning, we were back down in the restaurant eating breakfast, when Michelle brought up something I'd completely forgotten about.
"You remember I said there was something I left out of my story from that night?" she asked me.
I'd just stuffed a bite of ham in my mouth, so I nodded. I'd forgotten about it but now remembered it clearly.
"After we dressed, and Jeremy and I were ready to go, we started talking. They'd noticed my wedding ring and someone asked me about my husband, how you felt about me doing the things we'd done earlier…" She went on, "I told them about originally telling you about Mike, and how you encouraged me to have that weekend with him."
I knew she wasn't finished, so I sat quietly waiting for her to go on with what was obviously on her mind.
"Being in the college setting we were in… I got a little nostalgic about Mike… and, I guess to make a long story short, I've been really curious about him."
She was obviously getting nervous telling me this story.
"What I've been trying to say, is that I'd like to call him sometime, see how he's doing, if he's married yet?"
I processed that for a minute, remembering why she'd left him that last time. She'd had an affair with him for several months until he wanted more, all of her. He'd insisted that she leave me and move in with him. I'd been really afraid then but was much more secure with her now. I thought that if she wanted to meet him one more time, to see how he was doing, it'd be fine with me.
"Why don't you call him then. Invite him to dinner with you, so you could have a good visit with him."
"I don't know about that, I don't think I want to start something with him again."
I hate to admit it here, but I was starting to get an evil thought in my mind, "You wouldn't have to. You could just visit and reminisce. Find out what's been happening in his life." Then I suggested, "Why don't you call him now, see if he's available to go to dinner with you tonight?"
"Honey, are you sure? I just got back. I should be with you this weekend. Besides, I don't have anything to wear. We'd have to go shopping and I have something else I want to do this afternoon."
Now, my evil thought was coming to the forefront.
"You could wear what you wore last night. In fact, I'd love it if you did. You'd have to make it clear to him beforehand, though, that it would only be for dinner."
She looked at me for a long moment.
"You want me to wear that dress… with my ex-lover, the man I've never been able to say 'no' to?"
I reminded her, "You said no to him once, a pretty big no as I recall. And yeah, I'd love for you to wear that on a dinner date with him."
She sat, looking into my face for several minutes, until she picked up her phone, scrolled through some numbers, clicked on one, and put the phone to her ear. I hadn't realized she still had his number in her phone but wasn't surprised. I waited, listening.
Shortly she said into the phone, "Hi… Mike, it's Michelle."
I couldn't hear the other end of the conversation, only hers.
"No, I've been thinking about you a little lately, and was wondering how you're doing?" There was another long pause, then, "That's too bad. I was hoping you'd found someone by now." "Uhh, yeah, I am in Seattle right now… that'd be great, I'd love to have dinner with you. Why don't you meet me here at my hotel, the Four Seasons, say about eight?" Then she added, "But Mike, it's just for dinner, okay? Nothing else… Great, I'll be looking forward to it, see you this evening."
She clicked to end the call.
"I hope you're really okay with it because he's meeting me here tonight," she told me.
I reassured her, "I'm fine." Then I smiled at her, "I get you the rest of the night."
I remembered something she'd said before she called.
"You said you had something you wanted to do this afternoon?"
"A little surprise, something I've wanted to do for a long time. Let's finish eating and go for a ride."
I was more than a little perplexed but we did as she suggested and finished our meal. After breakfast, we jumped in my Corolla and she directed me to Renton, still not telling me where we were going. She had an address, though, that she put into our GPS. When we found the address, I was surprised that it was a Mazda dealership.
She directed me into their parking lot and after parking, told me, "Sweetheart, we are going to trade your Corolla in for a new car."
I looked at her with what had to be a dumb, shit-eating grin on my face, "We're what? But, but, but…"
We got out and a salesman greeted us as soon as we were in the dealership. I let Michelle do the talking since I hadn't a clue what we were doing.
"Hi," she said, "We're looking for a Miata, a convertible."
She told him very specifically what ‘we’ were looking for, a bright red Miata convertible, leather seats, navigation system, everything. He smiled and said he was sure he had exactly the one we were looking for.
When he was leading us to it, I whispered in Michelle's ear, "Sweetheart, how are we paying for this?"
"Trust me," she said, "we're okay."
“Okay, I'll trust her,” I thought, as I tagged along.
They actually had a row of several Miatas. The one he was looking for was near the end of the line, bright red, tan leather interior, convertible Grand Touring. It was only a two-seater, so Michelle took it on a test drive with the salesman. They returned a half-hour later and we went into a sales room to negotiate. Again, I let Michelle handle it completely. They were asking a little over $32,000. She negotiated it down about fifteen-hundred dollars.
While this was going on, they had been assessing our trade-in, my 2006 Corolla. The salesman showed us the Kelly Blue Book value and offered a little over that at three thousand dollars. Michelle told him we'd take it, but we'd need to get them the title later.
After going through all their after-market add-ons; extended warranty, clear-coat, licensing, sales tax, and so on with the sales manager, we owed them $32,200 plus some change. Michelle pulled a card out of her purse, handed it to the sales manager and told him to take it from the card. When he'd left with her card, I looked at her inquisitively.
"A little bonus from Brett," she told me with a huge grin on her face, "fifty-thousand dollars to get home."
My jaw must have dropped to the floor.
Then she added, with a little flourish to her voice, "You might want to check our bank account too."
I pulled up our US Bank app on my phone and looked at our checking account balance, There'd been a deposit the day before of $300,000, THREE. HUNDRED. THOUSAND. DOLLARS! And that was on top of what he'd deposited earlier when she'd first left home after our thirty days of abstinence. No wonder she thought she could afford this car. Altogether, Brett had given her $400,000 for that little trip!
We'd been at the dealership most of the afternoon but drove back to the hotel with the top down on our new Miata convertible. She told me that from then on, the Accord would be my car, but she'd let me borrow hers occasionally.
That evening, I watched Michelle get ready for her date with Mike, the first time she'd seen him in nearly two years. She sat at the hotel dressing table carefully getting ready. Putting on her makeup; eyeliner, blush, bright red lipstick; she sprayed the perfume I'd fallen in love with between her breasts and on her neck; then pulled on a fresh pair of thong panties, her silk stockings, and the black boots.
Finally, she pulled that white leather, form-fitting dress down over her body, and asked me to please button it behind her neck. That huge cut-out bare back was even sexier than I remembered from the night before. It went from the two-inch wide strap around her neck to just above where a thong was.
When all else was done, she brushed out her beautiful hair into the tendrils and golden waves that were so beautiful the night before. It was about a quarter till eight when she was satisfied, and asked me how she looked.
My God, she was so beautiful and sexy, she was literally Aphrodite re-incarnated. I thought I had to be crazy, out of my fricken mind, to let her go to dinner with her ex-lover looking like that! Like I'd said from the night before, her dress showed every curve of her body without a single wrinkle to mar the sexy effect.
She kissed me on the cheek when she left and said she didn't know how late she'd be. A little later, she sent me a text message.
"Mike's here. Going out to the Trinity Nightclub, where he took me the first night two years ago."

I thought they'd have dinner downstairs, then maybe go to the hotel bar. Obviously, he planned to try to seduce her again, probably to renew their affair. I'll admit I wasn't particularly happy about that. Although, I guess I understood from Michelle's perspective. It would be a little embarrassing for her to be in the bar downstairs on two successive nights with two different men.
I thought about going down to the restaurant to order a cheeseburger to take back to our room to wait but decided I'd rather wait in our room watching the beautiful view out the window. I left the TV off to watch the boats come and go when I was surprised to hear the door being opened half an hour or so later.
Mike was outside the door, and I heard and watched Michelle tell him goodbye. It wasn't "good night," as in, "I'll see you later," it was goodbye as, "I won't see you again."
When she came to me and kissed me on the lips, I asked her, "What was that all about?"
"I discovered it wasn't going to work out again, I'm over him." She wrapped her arms around me, leaned back a little and said, "I wanted to be with my husband. Let's go for a drive in our new car."
I could not have been more pleased.
I was all for it, kind of anxious myself to do that. We went down to the parking lot and Michelle climbed in behind the wheel of her new toy and put the top down. We were both excited to finally take this thing out and play with it. It was a little cool out and Michelle was still wearing her backless dress, so we stopped at Wal-Mart to pick her up a sweater. I couldn't help but laugh a little at the incongruity of her wearing a custom-made dress that she said was over four-thousand dollars and a twelve-ninety-five sweater from Wal-Mart.
She drove up to Snoqualmie Falls, laughing and playing with her new car, telling me it felt more like driving a really cool go-kart than a car. The top was down, and we loved the feeling of the cool wind blowing over us. Neither of us had ever been in a convertible before. It wasn't quite like Kristen's Corvette had been, but it was pretty darned cool and it was ours. We kind of wished it took more than forty-five minutes to get there.
After she parked the car, Michelle and I walked hand-in-hand over to a bench overlooking the falls. They had colored lights shining on them making it beautiful to just sit and watch. Michelle scooted next to me, laid her head on my shoulder, and we sat like that, snuggled together with my arm around her, watching the falls and listening to the roar of the water for probably an hour in the middle of the night. What a wonderfully, perfect evening it was turning out to be.
Over the past couple of months, I'd forgotten how good life could be. A few other people come and went, but we had our bench to ourselves.
When we left to go back to our hotel, Michelle handed me the keys, telling me it was my turn. I felt like a kid with a new toy on Christmas Day. That thing was fun to drive, kind of like a hot, wet dream come true. I asked her why she hadn't ever said anything sooner about wanting a car like that?
"And what would you have said, sweetheart?" she asked me.
She had me there, I'd have told her we couldn't afford it. We probably could have, but it was an extravaganza we wouldn't ever have actually bought. I'd have probably told her that this time too, if she'd asked me instead of just doing it, even with that money in the bank. I was damn glad she'd just done it, instead of discussing it first.
Speaking of the money in the bank, the next day, on our way home, Michelle told me that Brett told her that he'd have his accountant help with our taxes that year, plus he'd pay any taxes due. So, that money in the bank was basically going to be tax-free.
But I jumped ahead of myself a little.
When Michelle and I got back to the hotel, we played with our car a little, putting the top up and down a couple of times, marveling at how smoothly it worked. It was a hard top that hid away in the trunk. Much more importantly, when we went to bed that night, we made perhaps the sweetest love of our lives.
In the morning at breakfast, Michelle said she'd like to see Jeremy before we went home. She called his cell phone and didn't get an answer. She checked and discovered she had put his mom's number in her contact list as well, so she called her. She answered, but said he was out with his girlfriend until about three that afternoon. She told Michelle that she had the girlfriend's number and would call her to let him know we'd be there about three that afternoon. She told Michelle that he was living at home during the summer, and was working until school started. When Michelle hung up she was beaming at the fact that Jeremy had a girlfriend and how pleased his mom had seemed to hear from her. She'd asked his mom if it was okay to meet him with his girlfriend there and was assured he'd be thrilled.
We had several hours until three, so went to Pike Place Market, a huge, permanent outdoor market on the Seattle waterfront. We bought a few little trinkets, had an artist draw a caricature of both of us, and of course, bought a salmon to take home. You can't go to Pike Place Market without buying a salmon.
That afternoon, we zipped to Jeremy's house in our little car, getting there a little after three. Jeremy met her at the door and hugged her vociferously. His girlfriend was there as well. Jeremy reminded Michelle that her name was Belinda, the waitress they'd met that night at Shari's Restaurant. She said she was going to school to learn to be a nurse. Jeremy seemed to beam with everything Belinda said or did. We stayed and visited for about an hour.
When we left, Jeremy gave Michelle another very affectionate hug and asked her to please keep in touch. Judy, Jeremy's mom, walked us to the car and thanked Michelle profusely, telling her that Jeremy had opened up, and was so much happier now than before. She said we'd always have a friend with them. Michelle told her that the thanks should be hers, how much she'd enjoyed her time with him.
She also told Judy, "If I was younger and single, Belinda would have serious competition for him." Michelle laughed and said, "She wouldn't have a chance."
We enjoyed our drive home. The trip over Snoqualmie Pass is beautiful and in that little Miata with the top down, was so much fun. Michelle drove and I couldn't stop glancing over and marveling at the woman beside me with her beautiful hair blowing in the wind. It was undoubtedly the best trip home from Seattle in my life.
Michelle was pleased when we got home and stepped foot in our house for the first time in nearly two months. I'd meticulously cleaned every nook and cranny, inside and out. What else did I have to do those last couple of weeks? It made me feel like I was actually accomplishing something, that her return home was actually getting close.
Monday, my workday was the most pleasant in recent memory. It's simply amazing what a difference it makes to know your beautiful woman is going to be there when you get home. She didn't disappoint me either. When I got home that evening, I smelled the odors of fresh, homemade lasagna and bread wafting through the house. She greeted me with the news that she'd called the law firm and was going back to work the following Monday, August twenty-second.
Then she said she had another surprise waiting for me. She led me into our bedroom and had me sit on the edge of our bed.
She looked at our ceiling, smiled and said, "We have to have a mirror there."
Then she placed her left foot on my lap and handed me the new wire cutters she'd bought earlier in the day. Her intention was obvious. I took the wire cutter from her, put the blade around her anklet chain and cut it off her ankle. I handed her the cut anklet, she placed it in her jewelry box and closed the lid.




Part 14 – Epilogue





Chapter 17

It's been nearly four years since Michelle's ‘homecoming', her long Caribbean cruise with Brett. I've had a lot of people asking about Michelle's ‘first time' with Brett, after her month-long forced abstinence. I haven't told about it because, well – just because I haven't. I got involved in other stories, Matt and Adriana, Robert and Karen, and a few little tidbits.
I probably wouldn't be now, except for that e-mail from Alec, Michelle's first extra-curricular lover, in Kodiak while I was in the Coast Guard. He's coming to Kennewick next month and I have no idea what might happen, if anything. He's married now, so I'm guessing that there'll be nothing except maybe some reminiscing. But, if there's a story to tell afterward, I'd rather have already told the rest of Michelle's story first.
And there is, in all honesty, quite a lot to tell. Mine and Michelle's lives changed pretty dramatically when I showed her that story about Alec in Kodiak that was published on New Year's Eve, and she subsequently told me about her long-time affair with Mike in college. The whirlwind aftermath of that revelation had seemed to come to a close after Michelle cut that bracelet off her ankle.
It had been five weeks since that night. Michelle returned to her job with the law office and they were thrilled to have her back. She'd never used the gift certificate she'd been given and donated it to the local domestic abuse house a few blocks from our house and was even starting to look into online law courses to become an attorney herself.
Michelle's biggest unfinished business was Shaun, her boyfriend and lover. While she was gone with Brett, I made an executive decision to suggest to him that he call Diana, the woman Michelle tried to fix me up with while she was gone.
I told Michelle about Shaun and Diana the first night in Seattle. She took it well but had been apprehensive about calling him since we got home. I remembered that she once told me that she'd have a very hard time if she lost Shaun the way I'd lost Jacqui. And it appears that's exactly what happened.
It was two weeks after getting home before Michelle called him. She was in the bedroom with the door open and I was in the living room.
I heard her say “Hi,” then she closed the door.
Maybe I should have minded, but I didn't. This was private between her and Shaun, just like many things had been private between me and Jacqui. We've always told each other everything, but often after the fact, which is exactly what I expected Michelle to do. Her phone call with him, though, I understood.
She came in the living room several minutes later, wiping tears from her cheeks. She sat on my lap, kissed me.
“That was a nice thing you did…” she said.
I sensed there was more, “But?”
“But… I hate you!”
She said it with a bit of a smile, certainly not with any sense that she meant what she said.
“They're both happy, grateful to you. And going to get married.” Another tear streaked down her cheek, “Hard, though, I wasn't ready to let go… guess I know how you felt when Jacqui left, huh.”
Yeah, now she knew. Made me think back to Jacqui, too. I was devastated when she was transferred to Helena, but then when she told me she was getting married. That wedding was hard to go to, but I was happy for her.
I held Michelle on the couch, both of us watching ‘Blue Bloods’, then ‘The Rookie’ and she was feeling much better when we went to bed a couple of hours later. I'd say much better if our lovemaking was any indication.
And that wasn't the only night that our love life was on top of the world. It was at least every other night, more often every night. She and Brett had pretty obviously been ‘adventurous' because Michelle seemed familiar with a lot of new positions for sex that we'd never used before.
Like the night that she had me blindfold her and tie her to the bed face down, knees pulled apart tight and tied up to the top corners of the bed with her feet tied to the bottom. Now that was a fun night. But it sure wasn't anything we'd ever done before, obviously something she'd learned from Brett.
Another thing she'd learned from Brett was the change in her hair. Ever since we'd married, it'd been her natural color, dark brown. Brett had convinced her to dye it a golden blonde. She was letting it grow, too, now several inches down her back; long, lush and silky. Michelle's hair added so much to her allure. She'd always been sexy – from the time I had a secret crush on her when she was a cheerleader in high school; the night Alec spent with us in Kodiak; to her becoming a high-end escort and meeting Brett. Her smile has always lit up a room. But now, since coming home from that trip, she just exudes a whole new aura that I can't even begin to explain.
But that ‘thing' kept nagging at me, like it has with so many readers asking me to tell the story over the last three years; that first night with Brett, what was it like? Michelle told me about the massages, shopping, etc, but never that first night. I was hoping she'd bring it up one of the many times we were making love, but she never had. Actually, she hadn't told me anything more about her weeks with Brett. Although, I didn't wait three years to ask her, I just never wrote it.
It was a Saturday night, September seventeenth, after those five weeks of relative normalcy, Michelle and I were sitting on the couch, snuggled up, arms around each other, watching a series we'd discovered on Netflix, ‘Outlander’. She was wearing one of her new nightgowns with a silky gown on over it and I had on a pair of boxers that Michelle liked especially, with the bulge inside them that she was nonchalantly manipulating with her fingertips.
I don't know what possessed me to say it; maybe just the fact that the baby doll she was wearing under that gown was one she'd bought to wear with Brett, or maybe the scene in the TV show.
I blurted out, “Hon… that first night… I've been dying to know…”
She smiled at me, a surprised look on her face, “Been wondering when you'd ask. What brought that up all of a sudden?”
I looked down, reaching underneath her sexy clothes and gently pinched her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
“Dunno, it just popped out… but honestly, been wanting to know.”
She moaned a little, her nipples were just as sensitive as on our wedding night.
“Mmm, that feels good… you sure you want to know?”
I nodded, “Yeah, it's been driving me out of my mind wondering,” I told her.
Another little moan as I pinched a little harder, “Actually, it has me, too, wanting to tell you. I've been thinking how… if you'd ever ask, how to tell you.”
I had a great idea, “You could, umm… just… tell me?”
Actually, I was thinking that night, while we were making love would be an excellent time.
A little giggle and a shake of the pretty head, “Too special for that, think we need to work up to it.”
She was making me nervous.
“I've… been thinking about it,” her hand wrapped around my cock, squeezing, “Another month is too long…”
Now she was really making me nervous.
“I think two weeks… “
She got up, walked over to the calendar hanging on the cork-board in the dining room.
“The thirtieth, September thirtieth, I'll tell you everything. But until then…”
My nervometer peaked, knowing damned well what she was going to say.
“I think we need to make it special, abstain until then, maybe even sleep in separate bedrooms.”
I'll tell you right upfront, the following two weeks were not pleasant. After the sex we'd been having, then simply stopped, starting that night. I was miserable, horny. She thought it'd be fun. I guess my concept of ‘fun’ was a little different.
Not once, not a single time, did I even see her in anything except baggy clothes or her old robe during those two weeks. I slept in one of the spare bedrooms, she slept in our room. Her workday always started at nine and mine at eight, so I never even saw her getting ready for work. When she got home, usually quite a bit later than me, she always texted me right before and asked me to go in my bedroom until she changed.
Living with her for those two weeks like this was hell, almost worse than the time without her, except for the fact I wasn't scared out of my wits like when she was gone with Brett. She told me she was ‘hiding her body' to raise the anticipation for that night. Well, it was damn well working.
Fortunately, my work was busy. It was early fall, good weather and construction was booming. Being a building inspector for the city of Kennewick and the manager of the office, we were busy with a backlog of new and ongoing construction, so I didn't have any time at work to ruminate on what Michelle was doing to me.
I'm not going to bore you anymore with those two weeks. Suffice it to say that it was a damned long two weeks. Saturday morning, September thirtieth, did come, however. I hadn't gotten much sleep the night before for obvious reasons. Sleep had become a precious commodity over lots of those nights, but especially that Friday night.
Even though it's now been three-and-a-half years, I remember the happenings of that Saturday almost like it was yesterday, every detail fresh in my mind.




Chapter 18

Saturday morning, Michelle said she had a couple of appointments.
“Then we're going on a little trip,” she told me.
No clue where or what, except that she said she'd packed a bag for me.
So I moped around home, vacuumed the floor, shaved, brushed my teeth, ready to leave when Michelle got home, wondering what the hell she had planned. She'd also set out a suitcase and garment bag, asking me to put them in the Miata.
“And no peeking,” she'd admonished me.
They were loaded and I sat down to find a college football game. I scrolled through my dish and found Georgia and Tennessee. It looked like a bit of a blowout, but as I watched, it was at least entertaining. Jake Fromm was on fire, and the Dawgs were up twenty-four – zip when Michelle got home halfway through the third quarter, almost one o'clock.
I stared at her. She was wearing a baggy sweatshirt and pants, but God, she looked good. That honey-blonde hair flowing down her back, fingernails polished and beautiful, face radiant. And that perfume!
“You've been…”
Hell, I could hardly speak.
“Uhuh, had a little girl-glam time, you like?”
All I could do was nod. God, I was so fucking horny and the anticipation was killing me. This seemed like a tiny bit of a preview for what was coming.
“Everything in the car?” she asked me.
This time I managed an actual verbal answer, “Uhuh.”
So, a few minutes later, I was in the passenger seat of the Mazda and we were headed, I still didn't know where, except it was on I-82 toward Oregon. It was a warm fall day, in the mid-seventies, so the Miata's top was down, hidden away in the trunk, and Michelle's beautiful hair was blowing in the wind like a sexy movie scene, dark glasses and all. I couldn't take my eyes away.
Shortly before the bridge across the Columbia, Michelle exited toward Plymouth. I assumed we were headed toward Portland, going down the Washington side, instead of the freeway in Oregon. It's a beautiful drive, except so much slower.
The one thing I love most about the drive down the Washington side of the river is the tunnels. I still remember as a kid, my mom and dad's car, Dad honking the horn through the old tunnels. There are five of them, one right after the other just before the Bridge of the Gods at Cascade Locks. They're still exactly the same as they were thirty-plus years ago; unlined, two-lane rock tunnels, perfect to make the car horn echo, something I'll never outgrow. Michelle knows it, too, honking the horn as we went through every one. And in that convertible – wow!
By the way, the ‘Bridge of the Gods' is a Native American legend for the landslide that dammed the Columbia River and formed a land bridge roughly five-hundred years ago.
Enough gobbledygook geology. Michelle surprised me by turning left across the bridge. I expected her to turn onto the freeway toward Portland, but she didn't. Instead, she headed straight to the old Columbia Gorge Hotel before the freeway.
We'd wondered about it several times as we drove down the freeway. It's big, beautiful, right on the banks of the river with a huge tree-covered park-like yard in front and it's old. Far as I know, it's always been there, maybe even in pre-historic times.
Michelle pulled into the parking lot and smiled at me, “We're there,” she said.
I cocked my eyes at her with the surprised look on my face. My anticipation had been spiking by the minute since early morning, but especially now that I knew where we were going.
“You want to grab the suitcase?” she asked.
Not much to do except what she asked. She carried the garment bag and me the suitcase and we checked in. The lobby was huge, with big chandeliers on the ceiling, ferry boat, Celilo Falls, and other historic pictures on the walls, ancient-looking furniture, virtually everything from days long past.
They even had a porter carrying our luggage and leading us to our room with a beautiful view of the river from the big balcony. The room was incredible, everything you'd expect from an ancient hotel, even to the extent of the old telephone on the wall with the separate earpiece and crank for ringing the desk. I learned later that the hotel had been built in 1920. Not so old by European standards, but it was in Oregon.
Once we were ensconced in our room, I had one simple, little thing on my mind. Well, two I guess; that night of Michelle and Brett, and fucking my wife. It seemed a shame to ignore the view from the balcony, but it seemed pretty secondary or tertiary.
Unfortunately, I discovered pretty rapidly that Michelle had other plans, at least for the short term. When I tried to push her sweatshirt up over her head, I got it up about an inch before my hands were swatted away.
“Not now, we're going out first,” she said.
I groaned. It had been two very long weeks. I didn't know if I could stand even a few more minutes, much less going out.
“Your clothes are in the garment bag, I'll get them.”
We'd already hung the bag in the closet so she stepped over and pulled out a very nice looking shirt, jacket, and slacks, all new, in contrasting shades of blue. She laid them on the bed, pulled a pair of black dress shoes and socks out of the suitcase.
With a smile she told me, “This is all you brought for tonight,”
Before I could mention that something was missing, she took the garment bag and her small overnight bag from the suitcase and disappeared in the bathroom.
I looked again at what she'd set out. I do not go out without underwear; I went through the suitcase. None. Zilch. Nada.
Okay, I guess.
I picked up the slacks; nice, not like any I'd worn before, soft, smooth, I don't even know how to describe them, some kind of microfiber? I pulled them on, sans underwear. It actually felt kind of good against my bare skin, sexy. Maybe not so bad, after all.
The shirt was a much lighter blue, silky, subtle stripes. It felt good, too. I put on the jacket, the same material as the slacks, and wished I could check myself out in front of the mirror. Unfortunately, my wife was occupying the bathroom where the only mirror would be.
So I took the jacket back off and laid down on the bed to wait. Visions of my wife filled my head when I closed my eyes. The time we went out to dinner with her wearing that totally transparent blouse and the rest of that night. God, it seemed like an eternity ago, but was actually less than a year. The recording of Michelle and Jeremy. We'd watched it together a couple of times since she got home. I closed my eyes and there they were, Michelle on her hands and knees, Jeremy behind her, pulling her hair, “Harder, Jeremy, harder…” over and over again. God, I was a fucked up, horny mess.
And then I sensed her presence; I opened my eyes, she was standing alongside the bed, dressed in a skin-tight, black dress I'd never seen before, a thin strap over one shoulder, the other bare. It was short, silky, no bra. The shape of her breasts, contours of her nipples pushed against the material, almost like it wasn't even there. It would have been right at home in bed as a nightgown. Hair brushed out down her back, red lips, sheer, black stockings, high heels strapped around her ankles, and that perfume. God, she was so sexy.
The seductive smile on her face, “You ready?” she asked me.
Hell no, I didn't want to go anywhere, except to drag my woman into the bed with me.
“I didn't want to go out that night. We were in our room. He laid this dress out for me, said we were going to dinner.
“It was the first time I'd seen it. When I put it on it did something to me, made me feel so sexy. This is the first time I've worn it since that night.”
Yeah, I could see why. It was sexy as fucking hell. Damn!
I scooted over to the side of the bed and sat up, reaching for my jacket. Michelle knelt in front of me.
“He had me kneel in front of him, told me he wanted to ‘set the mood' for the night.”
She unzipped my pants. Now I knew why the ‘no underwear'. I'd been hard off and on all day and in that hotel room, thinking and waiting…
I felt her warm lips and groaned, “He was so hard, like you are, god, I wanted him inside me,” she looked up at me, “like I do you, right now.
“When I told him that, all he said was ‘later'. He reached around my head and pulled me onto him,” as I felt her warm, wet lips engulfing my cock, then her tongue exploring the tip.
After two weeks, there wasn't a doubt in my mind that I wouldn't be able to take much of this, especially when I felt my cock against the back of her throat, then the swallow and her throat opening up, her lips sliding to the base. A loud groan escaped my lips. I was already feeling the cum starting to rise and that familiar feeling of heaven just before the explosion.
And then the cold air on the wetness.
“He pushed me away, said he didn't want to come yet, that he'd waited too long for the first time to be over so soon.
“I wanted to feel him, the soft skin on his steel rod, cum in my throat, to taste it but he pulled me to my feet, told me it was time for our dinner reservation.”
I watched as she stepped back into the bathroom with the door left open and held her mouth just so as she applied more lipstick where it'd rubbed off. As I watched, I put on the jacket that she'd bought just for tonight and she took my hand, leading us out the door to where, I still had no idea.
But I saw the rest of her dress or lack of, would be more accurate, crisscrossed straps across her back, leaving lots of bare, still tanned skin before she slipped on a light jacket.
She handed me the keys to the Miata and stood beside the door, waiting for me to open it for her. Then slid in onto the leather seat, letting her dress slide up her thighs showing the frilly tops of her stockings.
She directed me through town, eastbound. The Miata was still new, so much fun to drive, almost like an oversized, high-tech go-kart. Down to the marina on the river, the Columbia Gorge Stern wheeler waiting at the dock.
We'd seen it several times as we drove down the freeway to Portland. It looks exactly like pictures of the big stern wheelers on the Mississippi. We'd both commented that it'd be fun to take one of their cruises sometime. It looked like the time had come.
A few minutes later we'd been marked off the guest list and were walking down the gangplank. A photographer asked us to stop for a picture. Michelle took off her jacket, laid it across the handrail, took my arm, and snuggled up close with that captivating, sexy smile that can light up a room.




Chapter 19

The stern wheeler sailed at four-thirty and it was a quarter-after when we got there, so we wandered around the boat while we waited, our fingers interlaced the whole time. There were several other people, mostly couples, none dressed quite like Michelle and me, certainly none who looked anything at all as gorgeous as her.
At four-thirty-five the boat started vibrating with the low growl from the big diesel engine and a moment later the big wheel started to move. We'd made it a point to be at the back to watch. The boat gradually moved away from the pier and a few minutes later we were moving up the river. We found a stair up to the second level, wandering up there for a better view of the scenery.
On the outside, for all the world, I was fascinated with the big boat. I'd never been on anything like it before. But inside… inside, my pulse was pounding with an adrenaline rush. My cock was hard and the only thing I could think about was, well, pretty sure I don't need to spell it out. The fact that every guy we passed raked Michelle's body over with his eyes wasn't helping my libido, either. And I wasn't the least self-conscious with my constant hard-on, especially with no underwear to rein it in. No, not at all.
Michelle told me that this was a dinner cruise. We had an hour before we needed to be in the dining room. We pointed out things on the shore that looked so different from this view; a beautiful house sitting on a bluff overlooking the river that we'd never seen before. A beautiful waterfall on the Washington side right into the river. You can't see it from the Washington highway and it's too far from Oregon.
But still, my mind was on one track only. What was still to come that night? I'd wondered about that night the whole time Michelle was gone and then the seven weeks since. Now that the time was finally here, I had what I could only describe as a major adrenaline rush going on.
At twenty-five after, we made our way back down to the first level and the dining room. When we got there, just before going through the door, Michelle gave me a short peck on my cheek.
“He told me to ‘not let them know'. I had no idea what he meant,” she told me.
I looked at her with what must have shown my befuddlement, as I sure didn't know what it might have meant, either.
There were probably fifty people already in the dining room, a steady stream still coming in, several hosts and hostesses seating everyone. A pretty, young lady took our names and noted them on her tablet before escorting us to a table for two. It had a white tablecloth, two sets of silverware, and a candle in the center, all very formal, including her long, flowing skirt. I was surprised, Michelle and I weren't overdressed, at all, although none of the other women even came close. Maybe I was a bit prejudiced, but I thought, just being honest.
Our table was situated along the outside of the room with a beautiful view of the Washington side of the river. She told us that her name was Marianne and she'd be our server, asking what we'd like to drink and Michelle quickly spoke.
“I'll have a gin and tonic, Bombay.”
I looked at her with a surprised look. What the hell was that about? First; she doesn't drink, second; what the hell is it?
I started to order something I'd had once a long time ago, a Singapore Sling, but Michelle interrupted, “Remember, sweet, you're driving.”
Okay, I looked at Marianne, “Ice tea,” I guess.
She thanked us and said she'd be back shortly.
I watched her for a moment, seating another couple, then back to Michelle, “What the heck was that, Bombay?” I asked Michelle, soon as the girl was gone.
“It's what I drank a lot of with Brett,” she explained, then very quietly, “makes me sooo horny!”
As if to prove her point, her right hand slipped underneath the table. I didn't think too much of it at that instant until I felt it on my thigh, then a little more centered. It was hidden as the tablecloth draped over the edge of the table hiding what went on underneath, Michelle's fingers tracing little circles on my hardened ‘junk’, while at the same time, giving me that seductive smile.
“We were sitting at the Captain's table, along with his wife, just the four of us,” she started to tell me when Marianne brought our drinks, and Michelle took a long, slow drink, looking straight into my eyes the whole time.
As she was setting her drink back down, still watching me, I felt her hand that had been tracing the circles on my cock begin to slowly pull my zipper down. I wasn't breathing, couldn't; my cock, unrestrained by any underwear emerged from its hiding place, proud and tall, anticipating what my wife was about to do.
But she didn't. her hand arose above the table, bringing her glass to her lips once more. Another long, slow sip of her aphrodisiac drink, looking into my eyes once again. Right or wrong, I took that as a signal, my hand finding its way to her leg, feeling her heat through her silky stocking.
“I was already so horny. He ordered me the drink. He leaned over and whispered to me again, ‘Don't let them know,' then his fingers… on my thigh… then…”
My hand crept up her leg, pushing her dress along with it. Remembering again that it had been five long weeks that night with Brett, not just the two we'd just had. And how she'd told me the night she came home how she'd been sexually tormented with massages, shopping, trying on sexy clothes.
My hand crept higher, to the soft skin of the inside of her thigh. I felt Michelle's body begin to tremble. She took another drink of her Bombay, letting her legs spread slightly apart.
She'd freed my cock a moment ago. We've had erotic dinners before, ever since that New Year's Eve, where she told me about her college time with Mike. But never quite like this, where she'd…
Good thing, the pants I was wearing might have been torn by my hardness. I watched Michelle's face as my fingertips brushed slightly for the first time against her soaking panties. She was trying to show a calm demeanor to the people at the adjacent tables, and the wait staff. But I knew better; her pursed lips, the heat emanating through her panties, like she was reliving that night with Brett.
“So fuckin' horny!” I heard very quietly under her breath. I didn't know if she meant now or that night with Brett, but if wet panties were any indication… “His fingers felt like… like they were on fire… so hot!”
And those wet panties barely covered her sex. When I hooked a finger underneath them, feeling her baby-smooth, bare skin, how wet and slippery she was and worked slowly up and down her slit before pressing inside her, she had a sharp intake of her breath, momentarily closed her eyes, and squeezed her legs together. I immediately thought of another time she'd squeezed her legs together just like that, in Kodiak when we were entertaining my Coast Guard friend, Alec, just before the night ascended into what was still one of the most erotic of our lives.
Michelle was more than a little aroused; like she had been that other night so long ago, like she had undoubtedly been that night with Brett. Little moans were emanating from her mouth
That was the moment that Marianne brought us two small dinner salads. Michelle's body was vibrating with excitement, trying to act normal. I pulled my hand from underneath the table and noted that one finger was glistening with moisture.
I don't know if Marianne noticed, but when she winked and said, “Enjoy,” I wondered if she was talking about the salad, or something else.
Michelle is right-handed. She always eats with her right hand, but that night she picked up her fork with her left and her right disappeared under the table once again, wrapping around my cock and squeezing.
“I think he liked it,” was all she said, before a forkful of salad found its way into her mouth. I
don't think she was talking about his salad. I sure as hell wasn't.
A few minutes later, Marianne brought our main courses; grilled salmon for Michelle, and several slices of rare prime rib for me. I was having a very hard time keeping a straight face when Michelle intentionally squeezed and pumped her hand a little when she was leaving the plates.
Over the next half-hour, while trying to eat, we took turns tormenting each other hidden under the table, exactly like I imagined Michelle and Brett that night, his words ‘Don't let them know' resounding in my mind. Even after the two weeks, we were both so on the edge that I couldn't even begin to imagine what it must have been like that other night.
Michelle ordered a second gin and tonic, “I like how it makes me feel,” she told me.
Even with the extracurricular activities, the food was incredible. Then the small bowl of spumoni ice cream. But all I wanted was to get my wife back to our hotel room. And it seemed she wanted the same thing.
When we stood, Michelle first pulled her dress down. Good thing, too, as it had been pretty much bunched up around her waist. We still had another hour, an excruciating hour, before the boat was scheduled to dock.
It was cooler outside on the water, so she put on her jacket. It was disappointing as I liked how men and women had been looking at her, their eyes hungry, like I was the luckiest guy on earth to be with this woman. And I was; it was hard to not be thinking about a little later when I'd truly be ‘with’ her in our hotel room.
We walked up to the third deck, the top of the boat, arms around each other, standing at the guardrail watching the beautiful shore go past as the powerful engine pushed us back down the river. We walked from one side to the other, first the Washington side, then Oregon. Like I said, it all looks so different and beautiful from the river, like the freeway on the Oregon side at that point, how it's built out over the river supported on columns down into the river. You never notice that driving down the highway.
The boat turned around right above Bonneville Dam. We were at the front of the boat, still on the third deck, watching the water rushing underneath the boat when Michelle turned to me, gave me a hug, whispering, “I love you,” and smiled at me, that smile that has captivated so many in her lifetime, “I never said those words to Brett, only to you,” but then added, “everything else, though, I didn't hold anything else back.”
I didn't know what to say. I'd seen how she had, that weekend in Chicago, been his woman, totally, enthusiastically, enjoying every second; that morning out by the pool, making love with him while Kristen and I watched. Not fucking, but making love, his cock sliding in and out of her. I hadn't ever been so damned jealous in my life and so fucking turned on. I shook my head, trying to shake the image out of my mind, not succeeding.
It was a quarter after eight when we disembarked off the boat. They had given us our picture (‘gave' it to us for another forty bucks!) and we were back in the Miata heading toward the hotel, finally. The closer it came, the harder my cock seemed to get. I didn't think it could get harder, but what can I say.
In the lobby, I started to head straight for the stair, but Michelle held me back, said, “He wanted to dance after dinner,” and pulled me toward a room.
I hadn't realized the hotel had a bar. Of course, it would have been empty when we were here earlier. There was a stage and a guy singing, some kind of light rock I guess. I'm not a music expert by any means, unless it's country. And not an expert then, either, just a little more familiar since it's what I like. But this guy sounded pretty decent, too.
We sat at a little table for two and a guy came over, asked if we'd like anything to drink. I started to speak when Michelle broke in, “I'd like a gin and tonic, Bombay,” she said.
The guy looked toward me. I didn't have to drive now, so, “The same, please.”
While we waited, she started, “Brett ordered me the drink,” Michelle said, “I'd told him earlier how horny it was making me. I could have told him I didn't need another drink,” she looked straight into my eyes, “I was already so turned on that I could barely stand it. The only thing I wanted then was for him to take me to our cabin.”
I glanced down. Her nipples were a pretty good indication, and they were poking holes through her dress. She saw where I was looking and looked down herself, “Like now,” she said, “it's what I want.”
I started to get up, “Then let's…”
She put her hand on mine, “No, not yet, we're not ready.”
The waiter brought our drinks and I gave him my card. Michelle took a sip and I followed suit. It wasn't half bad, kind of enjoyed it. She put hers back down and leaned over to kiss me, soft, sensual, her lips melting into mine, tasting like the ‘Bombay', her tongue probing, then back just beyond touching. I still felt her breath.
“It was our first kiss and it was electric, so good.”
And her lips were back on mine, this time more urgent, like we hadn't kissed for two long weeks. Which we hadn't.
After breaking that kiss, she told me, “We weren't just on the ship the whole time, you know, there's a little island, Antigua, in the Caribbean. We stayed at a resort there for two weeks.” Her fingers were tickling the back of my hand as she was telling me this, “I don't know how many times we made love; in our suite, the balcony, on little beaches we found…”
I pictured my wife on the beach making love. And the thought briefly went through my mind, being home, alone. But that thought quickly dissipated. I'd encouraged that trip, knowing full well. And besides, it was hot as hell.
“… show you the bikinis I wore.”
My mind had left the premises shortly, “What? Your bikinis?” I asked her, hoping to not sound too loopy.
I'd been drinking that gin and tonic and not exactly used to it.
“When we get home, I'll show you my bikinis. Maybe even model them for you,” she smiled, obviously enjoying what she was doing to my libido.
“Let's dance,” she suggested, responding to the first slow song the singer did, getting up from her chair and tugging my hand along with her.
There were only two other couples dancing. Michelle wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her cheek against mine. I wrapped my arms around her, rubbing my hands against the bare skin of her back. Her perfumed scent flooding my senses.
“He's a really good dancer but we didn't actually dance very long. We…”
And her lips were on mine, her tongue between my lips, oblivious to the other couples dancing and the people sitting around at tables. She pulled my head tighter and her soft lips stiffened, pressing against mine. Our feet were no longer moving and I wasn't even hearing the music, just feeling.
I pulled her tighter, crushing her breasts against my chest, hands reaching lower on her back. I know her dress had to have been pulled up, how high I had no idea but no doubt high enough to give a good show to onlookers.
Pretty much all the blood in my body appeared to have congregated in a single location. I know she was feeling it pressed against her abdomen. She would have been feeling his, too, that night.
“I think it's time to go upstairs,” I heard from somewhere off in the distance. It was Michelle's voice.
I paid the tab for our drinks. What was in my thoughts was images. Images of my wife with Brett and feeling the fear, remembering the panic of that first night after she'd left, the agony and the jealousy toward the man who had taken my Michelle to his room that night while I was home alone, maybe the night I'd discovered the ‘game' in her lingerie drawer.
But that was then, this was now. And I was about to relive that first night with my beautiful wife.




Chapter 20

Inside our room, we kissed. I'd taken off my jacket and felt the hard nubbins of her nipples against my shirt. I was so fucking ready for more.
She directed me to sit on the couch, love seat, actually. She went to her suitcase, pulled out a couple of small, portable speakers and connected them to her phone, turning on some music.
“He asked me to dance for him, this was the song he put on.”
It was soft, slow, seductive. No idea what or who, but it sure as hell matched the mood.
She began a slow, seductive dance in front of me, rubbing her hands against the silky material of her dress, occasionally pulling the hem up a few inches; her eyes closed, a look of pure lust on her face, moving gracefully on her heels. She used to rarely wear them, before that night she told me about Mike. Now, they're a staple, seemingly, every pair sexier than the last.
She turned, facing the opposite wall, pulling her dress up a little higher, showing the lace at the top of her stockings.
“I felt so… can't even describe it… turned on, sexy, so… like a teenage virgin taking her clothes off for her first lover.”
One hand reached behind her, found the top of a zipper that I hadn't even realized was there, pulled it down slowly, so slowly, inch by agonizing inch. Her dress opened, the back of her panties coming into view, her sexy ass. My cock was so frigging hard! She'd been teasing and tormenting me all evening. I ached to wrap my hand around myself and relieve the glorious agony.
She turned back toward me, her face flushed with desire, breasts and nipples straining at her dress, eyes open and watching me as she slipped the strap off her shoulder. I sat there, transfixed, turned on beyond all imagination, as she slipped her dress down – first one breast, then the other; nipples hard and swollen, for her lover to see.
“He told me how beautiful I was. I could see it in his face.”
Then the dress fell to the floor and she stood, inches away. Her black panties, totally sheer.
“I wore the panties, because… I knew how much he'd enjoy taking them off. I knew because of that other night, in Seattle. You'll enjoy too. I did… and will.”
She stood, waiting. My fingers were shaking as I reached up, felt the soft skin of her hips.
“His fingers were shaking, too. I knew how much he wanted me, and I realized the power I had.”
I worked my fingers underneath the satiny material of her panties and pulled them down, feeling that my cock might explode at any instant. If not the cum, simply unable to contain the ever-expanding steel rod.
Michelle was panting as I peeled her soaked panties down her stocking-clad legs. She lifted each foot, pushing both the dress and panties aside.
“You can touch,” was all she said.
I did, running my hands up her hips, over her taut tummy, to the soft, bare skin of her wet pussy lips. Michelle groaned as I parted them just slightly and ran my forefinger between them. Her face was a study in concentration; eyes closed, mouth in an ‘O'.
I started to pull her forward, intending on a nipple in my lips when she stepped up on the couch and said, “Told me… not to come… wanted first time… with him inside me,” as she gripped my head and leaned her pussy into my mouth.
This time it was the scent of her sex that filled my senses, much more powerful than the perfume. And I swear, I'll never get used to those baby-smooth, bare pussy lips.
My hands were around her butt cheeks, her legs spread apart, bent knees on the couch's cushion on either side of my head. She let out a loud groan when my tongue pressed inside her lips. I was having my own hard time with my cock still constrained inside my slacks. I hadn't dared to take it out because I knew what would happen if I had.
“First time feeling his lips there… didn't do in Seattle…”
Michelle writhed and moaned, pressing herself against my mouth, “His lips…” I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth, “oh god…”
This didn't feel like me, nor Michelle, my wife. I felt like a whole other guy, eating out a beautiful woman, a stranger, for the first time. She tasted different somehow. I realized we hadn't done this since before she left, now nearly four months ago.
I'd taken the power back. The power she'd just said she had over ‘him’. She was groaning, whimpering, trying so hard not to come. I could tell she was reliving that night, the first with Brett, after her five weeks of celibacy.
But I couldn't do it much longer. The steel rod in my pants was screaming for attention, suffering. As this beautiful, frantic woman pressed herself into my mouth, my fumbling fingers trying to work my pants loose; the button, then the straining zipper was stuck. Maybe I hadn't taken back that power. Maybe it was still hers.
The insane fear hit me; the scene in ‘There's Something About Mary’, in high school where the hero, don't remember his name, gets his dick caught in his zipper when going on a date with his dream girl.
But it didn't. It finally came undone and I pushed my pants down around my legs. Then I was so thankful, no underwear to dispose of. I pushed my wife away from my mouth. If I'd had the power for a moment, it was gone. I was desperate to be inside her.
She acted just as desperate, sliding down my body and taking my steel rod in her hand. She let out a loud moan as she settled, sliding her pussy down, enveloping me inside her. I groaned from the incredible feeling, dizzy with the world spinning around me.
“Sooo good!” I heard her say.
Me, now? Or then, with him?
“He came… couldn't stop himself.”
I surprised myself, figured I'd come as soon as I felt her incredible slickness, how tight she was around me.
My mouth was gaping open, Michelle's naked breasts pressed against my shirt. Then her lips were on mine, almost in desperation. No, not ‘almost'. She ground her pussy down onto my pelvis and both our groans were muffled by each other's lips. She pulled up, then back down again and I felt the cum start to rise, that incredible pre-orgasmic feeling.
And then I felt Michelle's pussy tightening around me, her lips stiffening right before she threw her head back and a wail, drowned out by my own groans. Her freshly manicured fingernails scraping across my back through my shirt. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” Michelle began screaming, then totally unrecognizable noises.
And my orgasm exploded inside me. Any semblance of recognizing anything except the incredible strength of it escaped me totally. Michelle's screams faded to the background and I have no idea what kind of noises I may have been making. Suffice it to say that, surprisingly, nobody pounded our door down to rescue us from each other.
When I could speak again, minutes later, the only thing I could think to say was, “That was…”
“Yeah, it was, wasn't it,” she finished my thought.
When I stood, Michelle still wrapped around my mid-section, I tried to take a step and realized my pants were still wrapped around my legs, making me fall back onto the chair. Michelle started giggling and couldn't stop. I was helpless with her on my lap, trying, unsuccessfully, to kick my pants off.
She finally managed to be able to talk in-between the giggles, “Brett did the same thing,” starting the giggles all over again.
She climbed off my lap so I could shed my pants and I watched her lay down on the bed, posing, propped up on her elbows with her legs open like it was a super-sexy, nude boudoir shoot. God, I wished I had thought to bring my camera. When we get home…
“You posed like that for Brett?” I asked her.
She answered by flicking her hair so that it fell across her face and gave me that smile that's captivated me ever since that very first night at a basketball game and every other guy she's met, probably since she was a little girl.
“He told me I was the hottest girl he'd ever been with. And from his look, I believed him, too.”
She watched me taking my shirt off, licking her lips like it was the most sensual thing she'd ever seen. The sight of her looking at me like that sure as hell didn't dampen my libido. By the time I joined her on the bed, I was every bit as hard as a few minutes earlier.
My wife was naked on the bed, I was naked with her and still horny as hell.
“What did you do with Brett?” I asked her.
“Mmm,” she mumbled, scooting herself up, rubbing a nipple against my mouth, “we did this,” not having to work too hard to get my lips open. “It was the first time we did this, too,” moaning as I sucked her tit into my mouth. “That first time, in Seattle, all we did was fuck.”
I've mentioned before how sensitive Michelle's nipples and breasts are and tonight sure as hell wasn't an exception. As I sucked, wrapping my arms around her back and pulling her tighter in my mouth, she moaned anew, obviously enjoying my attention to her breast. Her legs were spread apart, humping her wet sex against my chest.
Not for long, though. She turned around, putting herself in a sixty-nine position, lowering her pussy to my mouth and rubbing my manhood with her hands before I felt her lips begin to replace her hands, sinking lower and lower.
God, her warm lips felt so good. And it was the first time we'd done this so soon after I'd come inside her. The taste of my cum intermingled with hers would have already been a huge turn-on, even without my cock in her mouth. She pressed her pussy down so that it was almost hard to breathe at the same time as she swallowed my cock into her throat. If I hadn't come so soon before, I'd already be coming in her mouth.
Michelle was just as excited as I was, grinding her pussy on my mouth, my tongue doing its best to reach inside her when she rolled off me and breathlessly told me, “Fuck me, love, just like Brett did.”
I didn't know how he had, but did know what I wanted to do. It was past time. I turned around and rolled over on top of her, driving my cock into her and smothering her groans with my mouth on hers. I pistoned my cock in and out of her, thankful for that hard orgasm earlier, giving me the stamina to do this without coming almost immediately.
Michelle's knees were bent, spread far apart, still wearing her heels and stockings. By then, there was an almost continuous wail coming from her mouth, growing louder every time I thrust deep inside her. The thought briefly went through my mind that if it's like this with me, what the hell would it have been like with Brett driving his cock into her?
I'll say right up front that the next few minutes were damn well worth the two weeks of misery. Hell, it would have been worth a year of suffering.
By the time our orgasms had let up, both our bodies were slick with sweat and I was exhausted, barely able to breathe. Michelle, too, was having trouble catching her breath. Maybe it had been even better for her with Brett, but I didn't see how.
“I'd dreamed about that night, what it was going to be like,” Michelle said after we'd lain in bed for a few minutes. She rolled over on her side to look at me, “It was… even more…” Another long hesitation, “I don't know how to explain it, was all a dream come true, a fantasy beyond belief… the whole trip, but especially that first night.
“And tonight, telling you… showing you… was, I think, even better.”
She wrapped her arms around me and we held each other. It had been a long, stressful, erotic day and it couldn't have been more than a few minutes later, with a smile on my face, that I was asleep.
We made love again in the morning, with me spooning against Michelle's back and her leg thrown over my waist, my cock buried inside her. Exactly like I remembered imagining one of the nights she was gone, the night I'd discovered the picture of Brett tucked away in her lingerie drawer; her little game of hide and seek, that had been my source of comfort; while nearly driving me out of my mind with jealousy.
Then again in the shower, squeezing both of us into the little three-foot square stall, Michelle's face pressed against the stall's wall, me behind her, driving my cock into her.
Later that morning, after our free hotel breakfast, we were back in the Miata on our way home, with me watching Michelle's beautiful, blond hair blowing in the wind once again, no more mystery about that first night.




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.
 
Sharing My Wife by RobertL: Book 2 – Michelle’s Continuing Affair & Michelle’s Fantasy
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0BGCGCMT3
Michelle’s Continuing Affair
After her weekend in Seattle, both Michelle and I were on high like no other. Her description of events, instead of sating my desire for her to be with another man, only made it stronger. I knew I was risking my marriage and relationship with the woman I adored, but I could not get enough of the thrill of her being with another man, coupled with the roller-coaster ride fear that the next crest might be the one that saw us hurtling off the tracks.
Michelle admitted to similar fears and thrills too and I’m sure days and nights of good love making didn’t hurt either. To add to the ingredients of what could be an extremely explosive mixture, she also had plans for the girl from Victoria’s Secrets, Jacqui.
Michelle’s Fantasy
Little did I know that Michelle had more than one secret fantasy. With the help of Jacqui she plots to reveal it to me in the most erotic way possible. Little did I realise what else the night had in store for me, just when I thought things couldn’t get any hotter!
Sharing My Wife by RobertL: Book 3 – Michelle’s New Boyfriend
https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B0BJ4YC91C
After what had happened with Mike, perhaps I was crazy, but I was almost desperate to see Michelle with her new man. What was hinted at when she stripped at the club, stripped in a room full of strangers, not for me, for him; a man I had not seen before and she had not even hinted at. 
Perhaps I should have been angry at both Michelle and Jacqui, but that is not how my mind works and this addiction to seeing my beautiful wife with other men had truly gotten its claws into me. 
Would Michelle agree to this? Would she go to the edge of that waterfall again, risking everything? What about her new boyfriend, would he understand or think we were just a couple of game players? Would he do his damnedest to take Michelle from me?
From the aftermath of that night, through Michelle’s trips with Shaun and my continuing affair with Jacqui. Through to a weekend for all four of us at Pendleton
 
Just as I encouraged Michelle to pursue her affair with Shaun, she, in turn, pushed for me and Jacqui to carry on with our affair.
 
Sharing My Wife by Robert L: Book 4 - More Adventures With Michelle
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0BMWK1ZWD
After meeting her new boyfriend, Michelle is still keen for us to explore and have new experiences in our lifestyle, both together and separately.
'More Adventures' is an anthology of shorter stories which are all part of the main story and continue the tale of Michelle and me.
Starting with a camping trip and ending with another fun square dance, there are adventures with Michelle both with and without Shaun. With Jacqui at her new job, what will the future have in store for me?
Sharing My Wife by Robert L: Book 5 - Michelle's New Profession
 
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0BQGXK26Z
 
Talk about knock me down with a feather!
 
I couldn’t believe what Michelle’s new fantasy was. Bigger than stripping? But I’m getting ahead of myself. After all the adventures we had had this was going to top them all, at least until it didn’t. Still getting ahead of myself.
 
After her experience with Brian in Baker City, Michelle said that this fantasy was brought out again. I’m not sure what connections were made in her head between that and this but it was me that had to get my head around and I guess ultimately I would be the one to agree or not.
 
It was when we got home that Michelle explained to me not what could have been bigger than being a stripper, but what it was she wanted to do that was.
 
As I said, talk about knock me down with a feather!
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