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Challenge: Send a sexy selfie to your husband's friend, and then let the compliments roll in.




CHAPTER 1

I tried not to flinch knowing the blow to my ass was coming.

"You dirty bitch, are you thinking of Eric Bana again?" Ewan huffed. My husband stood behind me as I was tied over the spanking horse. He hefted the leather paddle with short lifts, as if adjusting for a better grip.

I had told him a year ago I had this fantasy of being spanked. He had been amused but ordered a horse and paddle. I had not been able to get out of him whatever he harbored as his deepest fantasy. I can't say I was into anything more than being spanked. My father had caught me posing nude at seven years old for my cousin; he had spanked me hard for it. I guess ever since that time, this odd desire in me grew to be spanked.

And I did like Eric Bana. Oh yeah, what a hunk.

Fire flared in my ass with the solid slap of the paddle. I clenched my teeth and growled in pain.

"Answer me, Kristin."

Another slap of the paddle forced my mouth open in a gasp. Sting and tingle spread through me and I shook with the tension they created. I panted. "Yes. I'm thinking of him."

My husband gently gripped my blonde hair and pulled back. "Doing what?"

My breath came in bursts and I squirmed on the horse. "Nasty things."

His eyes twinkled in pleasure. "Dirty bitch. Last slap for being bad."

Pain and passion burst on my butt again, sending delicious tingles of desire up my pussy and spine. I hummed contentedly while he undid the restraints.

~ ~ ~

Ewan huffed above me, driving his cock into my quivering pussy with a lot more energy and force than he had used with the paddle.

I wasn't into the whole dom-sub bullshit; my friend Janet's experience with it had destroyed her life and identity. No way would I go that route. Counseling and prescription meds hadn't helped her even after four years. But I sure loved a nice spanking.

My husband slowed. "What were you thinking?"

"When you were spanking me?"

He nodded.

"Getting my breasts licked."

"Oo, nasty." He went back to pushing his shaft into me hard.

I loved Ewan; he gave me what I wanted and treated me like a queen. I was definitely a lucky woman.

~ ~ ~

My position as a copy clerk was not an exciting one, but it paid well. I ran copy machines all day or set up orders for business cards and the like. The Copy Shop wasn't going to be my final career path, I was sure. But here I was at thirty seven and not doing more than getting by.

"Kristin." The smooth and seductive tones told me it was Roger.

I sighed quietly. "Hello, Roger." I turned to him and waited.

He was a tall man, and lanky. His smoky eyes held that heat for me and I knew he would flirt again. What is your problem? Can't you feel the weight of that heavy wedding ring on your finger? I pursed a smile up at him.

He hefted a folder. "I need two hundred of each."

I took it. "All right." I set down the folder and opened it. He had four pages in there detailing some band or other playing at the community center where he worked. "Color?"

"Black and white is fine. White paper."

I felt his eyes on me as I wrote up the order slip. He's probably looking down my blouse. I had what men considered large breasts. They weren't all that big, really, but had a good shape that showed up well in a bra. Men and boobs. It's all about the boobs. I shook my head slightly as I finished the ticket.

"You're looking fine, today."

Oh stop it. "Um, thanks." I turned to begin setting up the copy machine. I could feel his eyes following me. He would stand there, not wandering, watching me as I ran the copies. He probably got a kick out of me bending for the catch tray. What's wrong with his wife?

I let the machine run and took out my phone just to occupy my time. One text message from my husband.

Ewan: got a friend coming tonight to fix the toilet

I smiled; my husband would watch so that he could do it himself the next time. I had suggested giving YouTube a shot – they had a lot of fix-it yourself videos. He wanted to see it first-hand, though, so he could have questions answered if he had any.

I thumbed back.

Me: Okay. Drinks, dinner?

My husband responded a moment later.

Ewan: he only drinks scotch, wife at home for dinner

The machine was done on the first hundred. I loaded the next ream of paper, set the count and hit the start button. I glanced back.

Roger's eyes snapped up; he had been looking at my butt.

Do men ever stop to think that women definitely notice wedding rings? I sighed. If he married an ugly wife, that's his problem. But the last thing I want is to chat with the guy and have some big bison bitch barreling down on me bellowing at me like a mad buffalo. Like, fuck that, right? I stared at the wall.

On the second sheet of the four, I glanced again and jerked in shock.

Roger was holding his phone up. He might have been checking messages. Or he might have been taking pictures or videos of me. He blinked in surprise and put his phone down with a frown.

It looked too slick.

Jerk. I fumed the rest of the day.

~ ~ ~

"Kristen?" My husband called out.

"In the kitchen." I was looking at our glasses. What do you use for Scotch?

He came in with a tall man behind him. "This is Anson, from the gym."

My husband went to the gym every day for an hour just to relax from his work at the Motor Vehicles Department.

I turned, the words dying in my mouth. I swallowed. Despite looking fat, he was very handsome. I frowned. Fat? Or is his shirt hiding muscle?

My husband frowned with me. "What's the matter?"

"I didn't know plumbers worked at gyms."

Anson broke into an easy smile. "Actually I hate plumbing. Trying to switch out completely and just body-build." He held out his hand. "You're Kristen?"

I shook. "So they tell me."

He chuckled, a clear smile and display of teeth that went all the way up to his eyes.

I laughed. "Sorry, I just expected a fat plumber with butt-crack hanging out."

He sort of grew serious. "That was me four years ago."

I laughed louder. "No way."

Ewan said, "Scotch?"

Anson nodded eagerly. "Please, I'll need something to numb the pain of plumbing." He made a face. He fetched out his cell phone and came closer to me.

Curious, I looked at what he offered while my husband poured drinks.

He said, "Me, four years ago."

It was definitely him, just heavier. A bit of a gut. I said, "No kidding."

He reached with his other hand and flicked once to change pictures. "This is me now."

I gawked. He was in briefs and built like a Greek God. My eyes widened and my mouth dropped open a bit. His briefs had a very nice bulge in them. "Wow, very nice. Very, very, nice." I absently accepted the glass from my husband.

He put the phone away and accepted the tumbler of Scotch. "Thanks, Ewan." He turned back to me. "And thanks to you, too. That was a nice compliment."

"So you carry a picture of yourself...?" I tried to hide my smile behind my glass.

He broke into an easy smile again and took a gulp. He let out a satisfied breath. "Well, people often don't believe it only takes three times a week to produce that. I'd like to bulk in the arms more but my wife says I look good like I am."

I laughed. "Well, I'd have to agree with her. So maybe it isn't all that strange, then. Carrying your own picture."

He just smiled.

I blew out a breath and looked at my husband. "I caught Roger taking pictures of me today."

He rolled his eyes. "The married guy from the community center?"

"Mm hmm."

Anson took another gulp. "Nothing wrong with that."

I made a face. "He's married."

"So are you."

"What's that mean?"

Anson waved his glass. "You just looked at me mostly naked."

I coughed, not knowing what to say. "Well, you showed me."

He elbowed my husband. "I don't think she likes me."

I dropped my mouth open. "What?"

But his look was playful and his eyes sparkled. "You would probably hate to let me take a picture of you, huh?"

I tried to think of why he'd want one. "Me, why?"

He shrugged, moving his head a little as if thinking. "I don't know. I think it'd be nice. A nice trade for you seeing me posing."

I laughed.

Ewan was chuckling. "She might only give you a picture if she's totally covered with a blanket."

I laughed in shock and scorn. "Nuh uh."

Anson motioned with his head and blew out a breath. "Let's go see this running toilet of yours."

~ ~ ~

I stood in the doorway of the bathroom while Anson told my husband about the valve and ball cock. They were lying on the floor, looking behind the toilet. They're talking about cocks and balls? How do I get in on this? I was feeling slightly buzzed. "So do you guys talk about balls and cocks at the gym?"

Anson laughed and rubbed his eyebrows.

Ewan frowned at me, all serious. "No. That's the name of the arm that holds—"

I giggled.

He waved at me and shook his head. "Shush, you. We're talking about plumbing."

"I'd rather talk about cocks and balls." I slapped a hand over my mouth. Oh gosh, that was stupid. How embarrassing.

Anson laid his head back and laughed.

My husband tried to steer the conversation back to the toilet. "So undo this here, drop out the supply and then the valve screws out?"

His friend grunted. "That's all there is to it, really." He looked at something back there. "Though you might want to replace this pressure valve with a flex-hose eventually. Won't spring any leaks."

"This will leak?"

Anson grunted. "Eventually. It'll corrode and then spring a pin-leak."

My husband groaned. "Hard to replace?"

"Harder than the toilet innards, yes."

"Something I can pay you for?"

Anson sighed. "For you, I'll do it."

"I'll throw in a picture of my wife."

He laughed. "Now you're talking."

I frowned. "Hey, what's this?"

My husband leaned up. "We're haggling over the plumbing."

"But my picture? Won't his wife object?"

Anson sat up and then stood. "Doesn't have to be as naked as mine was. Just a nice picture." He fished out his phone and thumbed. "This is Mindi." The smile on his face said he loved her.

I looked. Mindi was a frizzy brunette, possibly cute. Her tongue was out to the side of her mouth and her eyes crossed. I laughed.

He flicked and showed me another.

She was standing in a sideways pose in a slinky dress showing a lot of flat chest expanse. If she'd had any boobs, she would have plopped out of that thing. I said, "Wow, she's pretty." She was. Her eyes had a sparkle reminiscent of Anson's.

"Thanks."

"She won't mind you having a picture of me?"

"A regular picture? No. Something racy, sure."

I frowned at my husband. "How many pictures do you have of other women?"

He was sitting, looking up at us. "Hmm, just Jenny. I already showed you."

Jenny was a gal he occasionally ate lunches with in the county cafeteria and caused me no worries at all. Plump and older, they were work buddies and no more. She even had hair on her lip. They talked endlessly about the county supervisors and goofy customers.

Anson said, "Mind if I grab a pic now?" He held up his phone.

I stiffened. "I look like a mess."

My husband snorted. "You look perfect."

Anson was shaking his head. "If that's a mess, your best would give me a heart attack."

I giggled.

He took a picture.

"Oh great, I probably have something in my teeth."

He said, "Yes, you had a bit of Scotch in there..." He showed me.

I looked like I was recovering from a sneeze or something. "That's like my worst picture ever."

He laughed. "You look great."

I gave him a look. "Uh huh."




CHAPTER 2

The paddle sent pain into my ass cheeks.

Ewan growled. "Filthy bitch. You thinking of Eric again?"

"Yes." I wonder if Eric would spank me?

"Oh?" The paddle slapped hard. "I thought you might be thinking of Anson's picture."

I laughed, despite the spasm of pain that was twisting on my ass. "Um, no. But he did look good."

"You filthy woman. You were checking out his bulge, weren't you?" The paddle slapped into both cheeks with a satisfying sting.

I moaned heavily. Well, I guess I was. It looked too good not to look at...

"No answer? Caught you, didn't I?"

Lust flared up my pussy like the beat of a deep drum. I moaned louder, feeling the furious desire coiling inside me at his words.

The paddle slapped again and I raised my head back, gritting my teeth lightly as heat flared in my pussy.

"Answer me."

I panted, releasing my teeth. "Yes... I looked."

He grabbed my hair and whispered into my ear. "You dirty whore. You were checking out his cock right in front of me. Did it turn you on?"

My voice was a quaver of uncertainty. Usually we just played with my fantasies of Eric Bana. "It... It looked...nice."

~ ~ ~

Ewan rammed his cock into my pussy so hard my head flopped around on the bed. With the pain still numbing my ass, his cock worked wonders on my pussy, giving it an awesome workout. I was paralyzed with pleasure as his shaft slid in and out of my swollen pussy lips.

He grunted and then eased off a little, allowing me to catch my breath. "I think I'll have to get you his picture."

"Huh?" A twinge of tension flipped around inside my pussy.

"I'll make sure you get that posing picture."

"Why?"

"Because you liked it."

Yes, I very much did, but... "Why would you want me to have his picture?"

He smiled down at me and laid a kiss on my lips. "Seems only fair, doesn't it?"

"Fair? What do you mean?"

"He has a picture of you—"

"That hideous thing?"

"Seems right you should have a picture of him." He was moving in me slowly, and I couldn’t help but think of that bulge I had seen.

"I..." My body quivered, taut with the sexual tension.

"You said you thought his bulge looked nice. Maybe you can have your own picture."

Anson's bulge. Thick and packed in his briefs... A rushing surge of sensation tickled my pussy and tossed me upward against my husband with a forceful push of my hips. I cried out, my body bursting in flashes of furious release. Oh fuck, this is bad. I'm cumming as he's talking about Anson. This has to look bad. How do I cover it? I gasped out, "Uh, wow, that snuck up on me." I bucked several more times.

My husband was grinning down at me. "I'll definitely get you his picture if it makes you that hot."

I shook my head. "No, that wasn't it. It just sort of snuck up on me is all..."

He wasn't buying it and I felt my face flush with embarrassment.

Maybe if I don't talk about it anymore, it will go away.

~ ~ ~

My phone chimed – a text message from my husband.

Ewan: Anson coming tonight to replace the valve

Ewan: I gave him your number

Fear flooded me as I stood in the stock room amongst reams of paper.

Me: why?

Ewan: he's sending the pic

A forbidden finger of thrill tickled my clit. My breathing became choppy and rapid. I don't want him thinking I actually want to see it.

Me: oh, whatever

He didn't send any more. Did I sound dismissive enough?

It was only a few minutes later when my phone chimed again. It was ID'd as Anson Taylor. I opened the text.

Anson: Hey! Here's my pic for you ;)

I tapped the attachment and his picture popped into view. I looked quickly out the door – there were no customers in the store. I looked back to the picture and took my time, looking at his toned muscles and that bulge in his briefs that caused my breath to catch.

I can't believe I'm looking at this. My eyes did not want to leave the bulge. It was thick and suggested a fulfilling erection. I could not help the pervasive feeling of perversion that moved through me. Amazed at myself, I found myself staring open-mouthed at this mostly naked man and especially concentrating on his suggestive package.

I felt a familiar naughtiness nesting deep within me – that feeling I had when I had posed for my cousin. We were both the same age. He had gawked at my nakedness and I had gawked at his. His cock had seemed so amazing and unusual, so inviting and comfortable – as if I could have reached out and held it. But my father had walked in.

I stood there trembling, the delicious dirtiness resurfaced and desiring expression.

I slipped the phone into my pocket, my breaths coming in heaves. I felt...as if I wanted to sneak into the bushes and play with my pussy over the picture.

I went out into the store and leaned on the counter. I tried to clamp my thighs together to relieve the ache I had in my clit, but it just made it worse.

My phone chimed.

Ewan: you get it?

Me: yes

Ewan: happy now?

Me: like I needed it :P

Ewan: it's a good trade

Me: for that ugly picture he got?

Ewan: you're not ugly

Ewan: send him a selfie

Me: why?

Ewan: you want his only pic that one of you laughing?

Me: it was a stupid pic

Ewan: so send him a better one

I tilted the phone away and looked over at the binder supplies. Would sending him a nicer one feed my dirtiness? Or sate it? Maybe a decent selfie would be good enough and settle me down.

I twisted my lips at the phone and thumbed the camera button. I stretched out my arm, smiling something small and tapped my finger. The tiny camera sound effect said I had taken it.

I thumbed the pictures and looked at what I had taken. I looked subdued, with that hint of a smile. I was leaning over the counter and you could see a large copy machine behind me. Typical work selfie. I thumbed Anson's number and attached the photo.

Me: me at work

Me: better than that sneeze pic you got

I put the phone away, not expecting a response.

I didn't get one.

Two customers came into the store. One wanted a copy of a birth certificate and the other needed some pens and pencil supplies. I was ringing up the second one when I heard the low chime of my phone. Ewan? Anson? Mom?

I waited until the customers left the store before I turned and took out my phone.

Anson: Wow! Thanks! That's an awesome pic.

I giggled.

Me: oh come on

Me: it's a boring work pic

Anson: Very sexy.

Me: what? are you kidding?

Anson: Nope. I like how you're leaning over the counter. Very suggestive.

I laughed alone in the store and shook my head.

Me: it's just a dumb selfie

Anson: Great smile. Hint of seduction. Fantastic.

Me: seduction? are you serious?

Anson: That hint of a smile and that sparkle in your eyes? Yep.

Anson: Great pic. Thanks.

That sounded dismissive, so I didn't answer. I realized my heart was beating fast. He really thought it was a great pic?

I wore a small smile of satisfaction the rest of the day, thrilled to be noticed and complimented by such a handsome man.

I needed to be spanked.




CHAPTER 3

I was tied down and my butt flamed with pain. I was also hornier than a teenager and really needed to fuck. I squirmed on the horse and moaned.

Ewan was leaning close. "You are a very nasty woman."

I whimpered.

He moved my phone into my vision. "You acted like you didn't want his picture. How many times did you stare at it? Huh?"

He pulled the phone away and the paddle slammed down on my ass.

I cried out, clenching in pain, but then squirming in lust.

"Answer me. Did you stare at it?"

"Yes."

He thrust the phone in front of my face. "Were you staring at his briefs?"

I focused on that beautiful bulge. I squirmed, trying to rub my clit down on the horse. "Yes."

The phone went away and the paddle sent spasms of agony over my ass.

I humped my hips wildly. "Yes."

The phone appeared back in front of my face. "You like staring at it?"

My hips were out of control. I even reached my tongue out for the screen; I was almost delirious. "Yes, uhn, yes."

He thumbed the cell. "Is this what you sent to him?"

"Yes."

"You traded him this lousy picture for his muscle pose?"

"Yes."

The paddle came down hard. "I think he deserves a better picture than that."

I groaned in a high-pitched voice.

My husband did something he never did before. He knelt down next to me, again showing me Anson's beefy picture, while his other hand found my pussy. Fingers slid into my heat and wetness.

I moaned loudly, quivering.

He whispered, "You'd like to see his cock, wouldn't you?"

I gasped breathily, trying to stifle a sudden surge of tension.

His lips got closer to my ear. "You'd like to touch his briefs, wouldn't you? Feel it?"

I held my breath, shaking on the edge of orgasm. I had never told my husband how close I had come to touching my cousin's cock. How I had so wanted to...

Ewan's fingers began shoving viciously into my pussy. "Admit it. You want to touch his cock, don't you? You filthy little girl."

His fingers were too much on lips that were already tense with the tease. I surrendered to the amazing pressure that had built in me. I cried out, bucking without control on the horse, my orgasm sweeping me so violently that my eyes rolled up in my head. My forehead slammed down hard on the padded wood and I felt stunned with numbness.

My husband was merciless. His fingers shoved in and out of my clamping pussy while he whispered in my ear. "Dirty bitch. Yeah, you want to see his cock."

I couldn't help but think about it with my husband talking about him. I came hard with Anson's cock on my mind and I was shocked at the force of the orgasm. I finally just went limp on the horse, panting.

Ewan untied me. "Up, let's get you into bed."

I moaned in disappointment. My arms and legs did not want to move. The only thing that did was my pussy, clenching over and over. The leather beneath me was damp with juices that had seeped out of me.

He lifted me.

I tried to stand and found it easier than I imagined. I even had a semblance of balance. "Uhn..."

He chuckled and lowered me to the corner of the bed. He spread my legs that felt filled with jelly. He whispered, "Now you're going to get what you really need."

His blue eyes under unruly blonde hair had a look of starvation and savagery. His very hard cock stabbed suddenly into my wet pussy and I cried out in shock at the sudden filling invasion.

He shoved hard, ramming me back and forth on the bed. "I think you owe him a better picture."

I tried to ask what he meant. It came out as a gibberish groan.

"Give him a nicer picture. Something he'll like and make it good, you filthy girl."

I was thrust like a doll on the bed, my pussy the perfect play-toy for his engorged penis. I was senseless, my gasps barely enough to get any air. His manhood was full and hard, driving into me, and sending amazing post-orgasmic pulses sizzling through my pussy.

His explosion in me was hot and fast, flooding me with his love. He growled like the savage he looked and emptied himself in my welcome pussy.

~ ~ ~

At work Friday, the next day, I pondered Ewan's suggestion. Should I really send Anson a better picture?

Just the thought of not taking my husband's suggestion usually sent me into little thrills thinking about the spankings that would result. I had to be a little bad; it made the spankings so much better. But would I be bad for not sending one or bad if I sent a suggestive one?

The naughty little smile on my face had me laughing to myself. Knowing the spanking might be even better, I began thinking about what kind of picture to send Anson.

My phone chimed as I was undecided.

Ewan: you sent one yet?

Me: no

Ewan: why not?

Me: trying to decide what kind

Ewan: it better be a good one

Me: I was thinking something daring

Ewan: you bad girl

Me: maybe I shouldn't

Ewan: send one. He told me he liked your picture

Another set of thrills thrashed through my arms and legs. Tingles tantalized my pussy, and I shifted, pressing my thighs together hoping for a little relief.

Me: are you sure?

Ewan: do it, he'll love it

I thought for a while, little chills of danger sweeping up my spine, but finally thumbed back.

Me: ok

I put my phone away.

At lunch, I went into the employees' restroom and leaned over the sink. Fine wrinkles at my eyes were beginning to show. My blonde hair was wavy and tangly, resisting my brush every morning in a struggle of wills. I wore bangs low to my eyebrows. Did Anson like them? Or did he think they made me look too girly?

Resolved not to mess with my hopeless hair, I straightened and looked at the rest of me. My chest was obvious – it always had been since I was sixteen. Was Anson a boob-man? Was that what he had liked about me leaning over the counter?

What would he want to see? What kind of suggestion?

I frowned, then unbuttoned my blouse two buttons. I fluffed out the shirt and looked in the mirror. The swell of my breasts in the bra were evident, but all still chastely covered.

"Hmm."  I tried a smile. No. I tried a wink. Looks awkward.

Taking out my phone, I angled for a mirror-selfie. Then I leaned forward and puckered up for a kiss. I took the picture. I thumbed it and looked. My eyes looked bugged out and I deleted it right away. Leaning forward again, I puckered, kept my eyes smoky-looking and took it.

This time the result was much nicer. It sort of didn't really look like me with my lips puckered up, but it sort of looked cute and my cleavage was very prominent. Maybe he'll like this?

I started to delete it as being too forward, but was it really? Well, I hope Mindi doesn't see this.

I thumbed Anson's number and attached the picture.

Me: hope you like it!

I hit Send, feeling as if I had just done something irrevocably wrong and also feeling the thrill of doing it.

I received a reply over an hour later.

Anson: Gorgeous.

Me: lol

He did not respond.




CHAPTER 4

Ewan gave me a break from spanking that night, and had nothing but smiles for the picture I sent. "That's a really good picture of you."

I sniffed. "It's just a goofy picture."

"I like it. I want one."

I waved a hand. "Send one to yourself."

He thumbed my phone. "You think of that pose all by yourself?"

What did he mean by that? "Yeah, why?"

"It's good. Looks like something a professional would do."

"What? Seriously?"

"Yeah, the angle, the pose, the puckered lips. It all flows."

"Oh." I felt strangely good in a weird way about the compliment. "So he told you he liked my picture?"

"Yep."

"I guess he liked this new one, too."

"What did he say?"

I took the phone and thumbed the conversation. I showed him.

He chuckled.

I laughed. "Yeah, I thought it was ridiculous, too."

He frowned at me. "Is not. He told me he thought you were beautiful."

"Me?"

"Yes, you. I don't see any other blonde bimbo sitting here."

I slugged his arm.

He laughed. "But really, you are."

"I'm so plain."

He tossed up his hands. "Whatever."

"What?"

He shook his head. "You're beautiful; get over it."

I blew out a breath but I was secretly so pleased that I smiled in delight. It was such a nice thing to hear when I was approaching forty.

~ ~ ~

Saturday, my phone chimed. I was on the couch, sewing a button onto my blouse. My breasts sometimes put pressure on the buttons and they would come loose after a time.

I picked up the cell. It was a text from Anson and there was an attachment symbol with it.

Anson: Quid pro quo, hey? Here's a new one.

My husband was sitting in the recliner, all the way back, reading up into a magazine. I said, "What is quid pro quo?"

He leaned his head up. "Latin. Means this for that. An equality in trade."

I nodded, a silent "Oh" on my lips. I opened the picture.

Ewan was frowning at me. "What?"

I shook my head. "What?"

"Well, your eyes are bugged out."

I couldn't help it. Anson had taken a mirror-selfie in his briefs again, like any typical muscle-head would do. But in this one, he had one thumb hooked into the front of his briefs. The band was pulled down maybe a half-inch. Very suggestive. But that isn't what took my breath away. His bulge was far larger than the posing picture – as if in this one he had started to get excited.

My mouth was open and I was breathing heavy.

Ewan got up and started to come over. I panicked, closing out the photo. I can't let him see that. What if he gets mad?

He said, "Let me see."

"It's just a picture. Same as last one. Muscles, you know." I tucked the phone behind me.

"Let me see."

Well, there was no privacy and no warning. He knew I had a picture and that it had shocked me. I slowly withdrew the phone and thumbed the picture. I handed it to him.

A smile crossed his face and his eyebrows rose. "Interesting picture."

You can say that again! I chuckled uncertainly.

My husband smiled down at me. "See? Send him a nice one and you get a nice one in return. Nothing wrong with that."

Whew, he's not making a big deal out of this? "You don't think it's a little risqué?"

"Why, because his thumb is hooked in his briefs?" He rolled his eyes and sat back down. He was shaking his head. "You should thank him."

"Uh?"

He looked at me seriously. "He sent you a picture. You should thank him. When you sent yours, he said you were gorgeous."

"Oh..." I looked down at my phone. "Okay."

He reclined and went back to reading. Not sure where he had picked up the habit, but it was uniquely my husband.

I thumbed Anson's number.

Me: very handsome!

Anson responded very fast.

Anson: Thanks =)

Anson: Thought a little bit of suggestion like yours would be all right.

Me: um, little? lol

Anson: Just a little.

Me: doesn't look very little at all...

Anson: hahaha

Anson: I see. Well.

Me: what?

Anson: I hope you weren't bothered by it.

Me: no...um,... maybe impressed

Anson: =)

Anson: I had been looking at your picture.

I glanced fast at my husband: he was reading. I looked back down at the screen.

Me: really?

Anson: hahaha, yep

Me: and you got that way?

Anson: Oh, heck yeah. Your pic was sexy.

Me: wow, hard to believe

Anson: Not kidding. Even had to relieve some pressure with it later.

My eyebrows climbed my forehead. Is he talking about masturbating? My pussy flooded with warmth and wetness.

Me: lol wut?

Anson: Seriously.

Me: because of my picture?

Anson: Yes.

Me: that's flattering...

I wasn't sure what to say. A man had masturbated over my picture? But I felt intrigued and mischievous.

Me: why didn't I get a picture of that?

Anson: LOL

Me: :P

Anson: Well, if you want something a little more suggestive?

Me: lol, yes please

My fingers were shaking. Would he? Should I have even asked? The guy is married.

Anson: Okay, then. Give me a moment.

My heart started to race. I put down the phone and picked at my blouse.

Ewan looked over. "All done?"

"Uh, yeah. I think he's going to send another picture."

He nodded. "Ah."

He didn't ask why or what and I breathed a silent sigh of relief. I shook my head at the situation I had steered into with little thought to our marriages. What if his wife sees all this? She'll flip. I need to make sure this ends.

His text popped up.

Anson: Here you go; a little more suggestive.

I hit the picture.

Anson was in the bathroom again, head leaned back and eyes closed. His legs were apart, though I could only see the tops of his thighs. The hand not holding the phone was cupping his bulge and squeezing.

I clapped a hand over my mouth.

Ewan said, "What's wrong?"

I closed the conversation immediately. "Nothing." I put the phone away.

"What was the picture?"

"Nothing. Just another muscle picture."

He frowned at me. "Was it any good?"

Oh please stop asking. "Same kind. In the bathroom mirror."

He gave a short nod. "Mm." He went back to reading his magazine.

I squirmed a little, my pussy clenching on nothing. I wanted to pick up the phone and stare at the latest picture, but there was no way I could without alerting my husband.

I squirmed again.

Ewan looked over at me. An eyebrow went up. "Someone needing a spanking already?"

Oh shit.




CHAPTER 5

I whimpered, tied down on the horse with the paddle trailing over my back. My husband was looking at my phone: the picture; the conversation; all of it.

"You were very naughty." The paddle moved softly over the small of my back. "You wanted to hide this from me?"

The explosion of the paddle on my ass had my back arching. I cried out.

He leaned down next to me, showing me the picture. "You liked that picture, didn't you?"

"I..."

"Tell me the truth." The paddle moved suggestively over my ass cheeks.

I panted, trying to think of anything to say that would sound good.

The paddle slapped down.

I cried out again, pain flaring rapidly in my cheeks.

"Tell me the truth."

"I was flattered..."

"Did you like it?"

"I was embarrassed—"

"Did you like it?" The hint of the paddle reminded me not to carry on too much, even if I loved it.

"Yes..."

"What did you like about it?"

I coughed. "Umm..."

The paddle came down, slapping my reticence with a reminder of pain.

I cried out and whimpered.

"What did you like about it?"

"I liked...the pose."

He brought the picture back to my view. "Did you like him grabbing his package?"

I took a breath, holding it. What should I be saying?

He snatched the phone away and went to stand.

I panicked. "Yes! Yes, I liked it."

He slowly came back down. He put the picture back. "You liked seeing him touch his own cock?"

I panted, a deep twist of lust grinding in me that promised almost as much exquisite pain as the paddling. "Yesss..."

His voice was a breathy whisper. "You naughty girl." His other hand found my pussy and jammed fingers inside.

I moaned happily, needing more.

"Look at his bulge. He's squeezing it for you."

I moaned louder, moving my hips in a motion of desire. His fingers teased and toyed, then speared in and back out. My body was shaking so hard the horse was shaking with it.

"Are you going to send him something equally suggestive?"

"Do you want me to?"

His fingers pushed deeper, stretching my pussy open as his upper knuckles pressed in. The tautness of my lips was a titillating tease that drove that lusting ache deep inside. I humped my hips faster.

He said, "I think I like you like this. Send him something." His hand moved viciously, and my pussy hungrily accepted the widening shove of his fingers.

I was panting. "Okay. Okay."

He removed his hand and I whimpered, my hips still moving. He grabbed my hips and yanked hard – I slid a little on the horse. Suddenly, I felt the press of his cock at my pussy. He never fucked me on the horse. I could feel the tremble of his grip on my hips – suggesting barely-contained need. His shaft shoved into me deep, chasing away that hollow ache and filling me with what I needed.

I cried out, surprised, and gasped at his urgent moves.

He slammed his cock in and out of me, moving the horse, and sending quivers radiating through my body. "You filthy bitch; you're thinking of his cock, aren't you?"

Actually I wasn't, my husband's assault on my pussy had driven thoughts of Anson away. But with his words, my mind embraced the image in my memory of Anson gripping his cock. With that instant suddenness, my body heaved on the horse, something amazing twisting inside of me and lashed out – exploding with a ferocious force in an orgasmic burst.

I wailed out, shaking madly on the horse, tied down and unable to do anything except convulse with rapture.

My husband's cock pounded in and out of my pussy, sending seismic shocks all throughout my senses. His burst of heat and wet inside me was accompanied by what sounded like amazingly painful grunts.

I was wrecked. I was so totally fucked that I was certain I would never walk again. I panted heavily on the horse, aching to be free.

He pulled out. "Fuck, that was a good one."

I started to laugh, feeling the relief and endorphins surging through me in my post-orgasmic bliss.

He untied me and helped me up. He hugged me to him and kissed me deep. After a moment of kissing, he said, "What a sexy woman."

I laughed again. "I wasn't sexy before?"

"Of course you were, but I think you just took all that sexiness to a new level."

I shook my head, but I was smiling. "You sure you want me to send him another picture?"

A cloud came over his face – one of thorny thought and possibly doubt.

I said, "What's wrong?"

"I guess it's pretty hot, what we do. All the talk and everything, but..."

I relaxed in his arms in the middle of our bedroom. "I don't have to send him anything more."

He studied my eyes for a minute, but I could tell he was thinking, not searching. He said, "We're having fun; maybe we shouldn't be afraid of having it."

"What do you mean?"

"If you had been afraid to tell me about your spanking fantasy..."

I pouted.

"Maybe we shouldn't be afraid to explore ourselves together."

I reached a finger up and poked him. "Strange words from the man who won't tell me his fantasies."

He went silent and that guarded look came over his eyes.

I pushed on his chest, not trying to get away. "Why won't you open up?"

He made a face. "Someday, maybe."

I sighed. I knew not to push him.

He said, "Go ahead and send Anson something."

"Are you sure?"

He wasn't entirely listening – some far-off look in his eyes. "Yes, I'm sure. Why be afraid of what makes us happy? I'd hate to die having lived a life in fear of having some fun."

I giggled. "You make it sound so morose."

His eyes sharpened. "Fear is such a waste."

I wasn't exactly sure what he meant by that, or if he was meaning it for himself and his hidden fantasies or about me and mine. What are my fantasies, anyway? Spanking and sex?

He nodded. "Send him something." The smile returned to his face.

"Should I be doing this? He's married."

He shrugged dismissively. "He'll tell you to stop if he thinks it goes too far."

"What about Mindi?"

He made a face as if he didn't care. "That's between him and her. He's a grown boy; I think he can handle his marriage on his own."

~ ~ ~

I showered that night, and threw on a t-shirt. I brushed out my hair, but it was still damp.

Ewan watched me curiously as I pulled a chair to the mirror. "What're you doing?"

"Trying to think of a picture." I sat and faced the mirror. I opened my legs wide, then pushed the t-shirt down and considered the look in the mirror.

Ewan chuckled. "You're pretty creative when it comes to poses."

I laughed. "Think so?"

"Heck yeah, I'd love a picture like that."

I smiled. "Then I'll send him this." I thumbed the button.

Ewan got up from the bed. "Wait a minute."

"Hmm?"

"Let me take the picture. That way it doesn't look like a goofy selfie."

"Now it's goofy?"

"You know what I mean. Turn your chair."

I handed him the phone and moved.

He held up the phone. "Think of sexy."

I laughed, covering my mouth.

"Come on. Put your hand down and hold your t-shirt like you're hiding your pussy."

I did it and spread my thighs wide.

"Beautiful. Now...look up like you're thinking."

I twisted my mouth but did it anyway.

"Nah, close your eyes." He moved a little for a better angle. "Oo, nice." He thumbed the picture. He came over and showed me.

I raised my eyebrows. It looked good.

He was smiling, and tapped into my phone.

"What are you doing?"

"Sending myself one."

I stifled a laugh. "You don't think that's too much?"

He twisted his lips and shook his head. "Pure chastity. Go ahead and send it to him."

"You're really sure about this?"

"Mm hmm. Poor guy is going to get a hard-on over it."

That sounded yummy. I took the phone and sent Anson the picture.

Me: hope you like it

I did not get an answer.

Not right away.




CHAPTER 6

I didn't get an answer until Monday at work. My phone chimed while I was busy going over the ink inventory with the manager. I dutifully ignored the phone, but hoped it was Anson: his lack of response was eating at me.

But I couldn't take out my phone until an hour later. By then, I was aggravated beyond all reasonable doubt. I was ready to chew the heads off of customers and strangle anyone who asked where the printer ink was. Couldn't they see the huge sign?

I thumbed the phone. It was Anson. Immediately, a chill thrilled through me and I found myself almost afraid to open the conversation. Was this going to be bad? Or good? I opened it.

Anson: Incredible. I love it.

Relief sheared through me like a cold sheet of water. My breathing went into orbit along with the shivers in my limbs. Wow, I'm a wreck.

Anson: I'll have to think of something for the next picture.

That made me feel naughty and happy. A simple exchange had turned into an unspoken continuing trade of pictures back and forth. I was not about to try dissuading or discouraging him. I liked this.

Two simple lines and the stress of the day was slickly removed. I wore a smile, staring at the two lines, wondering what I should say.

I couldn't decide, so I copped out. I tapped Ewan's number.

Me: he loved the pic

I waited, but a customer pushed into the store. Sometimes I hated text messaging more than customers. When you had the time, sometimes the other person didn't. How long would I have to wait? Was Anson waiting on me? Hurry, Ewan.

It was almost two hours later when my husband responded. It was almost time to go home.

Ewan: sorry, real busy day

Ewan: of course he liked it

Ewan: he already told me

I scowled and sighed heavily. This is about me, why are they talking and I'm not involved? I almost put the phone away. Really, I wanted to throw it down and step on it. The aggravation ate at me and I tried to think it through, but all I could feel was anxiety. Shouldn't I be talking to Anson?

Me: what do I say to him?

Ewan: whatever you want

Ewan: tell him you want more pics

The chill returned, and with it a heavier thumping of my heart.

Me: what if he sends something dirty?

Ewan: naughty girl needs more spankings?

I giggled at the register, but no one was in the store to hear me: the manager was in the back either writing reports or surfing porn. The promise of a good spanking and pussy-pounding had me tingling and tense. I needed to be talking to Anson.

Me: see you in a bit. going to talk to Anson.

Ewan: love you

I tapped Anson's number.

Me: glad you liked it – hoping to see one from you soon

Anson: Oh yeah? Not tired of seeing the same old me?

I shook my head. Is he serious? Handsome? Studly? Sexy?

Me: LOL, no

Anson: What kind of picture do you want?

Me: whatever you want to send me, this is fun

Anson: Fun?

Me: yeah, it's like opening gifts

Anson: What would you like?

Me: I liked your last one. more please

Anson: Hmm. Give me a few minutes.

A few minutes? He could have all the time in the world; I was just happy he was still interested in sending more. I set the phone down and waited. After a couple minutes, I began pacing, looking at the silent phone. Is my battery dead? I checked it. Three of five bars: it was fine.

Eventually I put the phone back in my pocket and began the closing procedure.

~ ~ ~

The phone chimed while I was driving home. The stress of traffic and the promise withheld of his new picture was too much. I pulled over in front of a stupid drive-thru coffee hut and grabbed my phone. I had set it strategically close on the seat next to me.

I thumbed the convo.

Anson: Tell me if I crossed any lines and sorry in advance if I did.

I froze, uncertain. Was that good or bad? Nasty? Or did he pull back and was giving me some kind of kiss off? I tapped the attachment with an index finger shaking so badly I almost missed the icon.

The picture confused me at first. It wasn't blurry, but just a little dark and I couldn't make out what I was seeing. It was not a body shot in the mirror, but something closer.

My hand crept up to my mouth. I could see his muscular thighs at the top of the picture. The view was angled down into his lap. His left hand was under his briefs, hidden from view. But the bulge was large and I could see he was gripping himself under the briefs. The head of his cock was obvious as it pressed the material upward and out.

I was trembling, quivering with barely contained control. I wanted to moan or say something, but I was holding my breath. I typed with very jittery fingers.

Me: you jerk

Anson: Ugh, sorry. I guess I shouldn't have. Just delete it.

Me: no, it's just a tease

Anson: I'll send something more conservative.

Me: no, I liked it, but it's all covered

Anson: LoL, oh.

Anson: You really liked it?

Me: yes

Me: more please

Anson: You first. It's your turn.

The feeling of naughtiness came over me, wrecking my attempt at control, and promising me a great spanking later. The daring of being naughty always produced a more satisfying spanking.

I was moving before I could convince myself how wrong it was. I unzipped my slacks and stuck my hand down my panties. I took the picture and sent it.

Anson: You're going to make me have to relieve myself.

Me: send me pics

Anson: LOL

Me: serious

Anson: You'd want to see me jacking off?

I wanted so badly to stick my finger up inside myself to scratch that nasty itch of lust. But, should I? Would that be going too far for Ewan? What about Mindi?

Me: I'd at least like to see what you're holding

Me: does your wife know?

Anson: About these pictures? Um, no.

I felt as if I were doing something criminal, then. I frowned.

Me: maybe this is wrong

Anson: Just to confirm, Ewan knows everything?

Me: yes

Anson: All right. I've been letting him know I've been talking to you.

Anson: Making sure he knows so he doesn't feel threatened.

A heretofore unknown pressure lifted from my shoulders. If Anson was keeping my husband informed, then I didn't have to worry about nasty surprises. Ewan could stop everything with a word.

Anson: Here you go.

There was an attachment.

Oh my god, did he? I thumbed it and stared open-mouthed. My hand reached down my panties again and I looked quickly around. There were no pedestrians on the sidewalk and I doubted anyone could see me fingering my clit under my clothing. I looked back at the picture.

Same one, except his briefs were off. His fist gripped a fat shaft and the mushroom helmet was shiny with tautness. The coloring was even and his shaft was very straight. My husband's curved upwards a little.

I was panting, my fingers toying at my clit, right there on Park Street next to the Hot Habit Hut Coffee Drive-Thru.

I could not think straight enough to formulate any kind of response.

Anson: Too much? That crossed the line?

Me: no

I took deep breaths. Is Ewan going to approve of this?

Anson: Oh, really? You wanted to see it?

Me: yes

Anson: That's a relief. I was wondering.

Me: more

Anson: LoL. You first.

Anson: You really liked it? You sure?

That nasty little girl forced forward inside.

Me: I loved it. when can I touch it?

I waited.

There was no response.

I began to worry.




CHAPTER 7

The spanking had indeed been a good one. But while satisfying and the sex fulfilling, I couldn't help but be overcome with the dread that I had crossed a line.

Ewan made love to me as if he were raping me, vicious and violent; I loved it.

But I felt as if something were closing in on me – a doom. Maybe a sentence. Prison time for me. Maybe a mad Mindi accosting me and ripping my hair and mind out.

I had gone too far and I knew it.

Ewan shrugged it off, but listened to my plaintive worries.

He said, "You worry too much."

He was such a great help that I was at a loss for words.

I received no answer from Anson that day: the silence confirmed my fears.

~ ~ ~

Tuesday I was despondent. I had blown something, ruined it, destroyed it with a mistake. Tom Cruise did not come dressed all in black to cut the fuse with one second to spare to save the world. Nope, the world had ended.

I resolved to put it past me as best I could.

I thumbed Ewan's number.

Me: I feel like crap. did you talk to him?

Ewan: a little

I waited. Then I sighed with impatience.

Me: well? what did he say?

Ewan: he asked if I had seen the pictures

Me: and? come on

Ewan: he said he'd get back to me

I fumed. Fucking great. I started to put the phone away, but pulled it back out. I tapped Anson's number, my lips twisted in determination.

Me: are you ok?

A customer walked in and I wanted to kick and scream. But Anson didn't answer. Not until later.

~ ~ ~

Anson: Hey. Sorry about the delay.

I was gritting my teeth.

Me: it's ok

It wasn't, but what else was I supposed to say?

Anson: I've been trying to decide if this was all a mistake.

I pressed my lips together. No, don't.

Anson: But I really would like you to touch it. 

Me: oh my god, when?

Anson: You must know I love Mindi.

Me: of course.

Anson: But I also want you to know I'm having fun.

Anson: Some very serious thoughts going through my head.

Me: can I help?

Anson: I hope so, but not sure about how.

Anson: I need to involve Mindi in this, somehow. It's the right thing to do.

Me: won't she flip out?

Anson: That's the trick, isn't it? How do we do this so it works?

Anson: I need to think more.

Me: can I touch it in the meantime?

Anson: LoL

Anson: That sounds nice.

Me: so when?

Anson: I can take off early from the gym.

Me: I get home around 6

Anson: Hmm. Not earlier?

Me: can't

Anson: Ewan is home by then, right?

Me: yes

Anson: Hmm.

Me: just come over

Anson: I should talk to Ewan anyway.

I wasn't sure what about or why, but I didn't argue. I felt a yearning to have him close after the pictures we shared. Would he be different? Distant? Closer?

I texted my husband.

Me: Anson coming tonight. for some personal pictures.

Ewan: personal?

Me: right, so he takes one of me, I take one of him I guess

Ewan: ah, ok

Me: he said he wanted to talk to you

Ewan: about?

Me: dunno, the whole picture thing I think. about his wife

Ewan: huh, whatever

~ ~ ~

I was excited the rest of the day. Tuesday had turned from a disaster into an opportunity. I blazed past the Hot Habit Hut where I had pulled over and fingered myself to the picture of his cock the previous day.

How nasty to be married and do it while looking at a man's cock.

At home, I paced. I set out glasses and some Scotch. I paced some more, fretting with worries of what the knock on the door or the ring of the doorbell might bring.

I thought the wait was forever, but it was less than ten minutes before my husband came in.

He gave me a kiss. "You look nervous."

"I am."

"Relax, have a drink. Don't need you clamming up."

He wasn't helping. I poured a small drink and sipped.

The doorbell sounded like the tunes of doom.

I began to shake.

Ewan answered the door and I could hear them talking.

I stood in the kitchen, too afraid to move. Is Anson going to look at me different?

They came into the kitchen.

I stiffened, suddenly uncertain.

He wore a curious smile and a little sparkle in his eye. My husband, on the other hand, was looking at me critically.

I felt like a bug being scrutinized. "Hi."

Anson smiled wider and nodded at me.

Ewan raised an eyebrow and looked at us both. He said to his friend, "She said you wanted to talk to me? You want to do that before or after pictures?"

Anson appeared confused for only a second. "Oh, maybe pictures first. Get them out of the way."

I frowned. Did he not want to take any? Were these a chore for him? "We don't have to..."

He looked over to me with even more confusion. "No, I'd like some more."

I was lost. Did he, or didn't he?

Ewan shook his head at us. "You want me to go do something for a few minutes...?"

Anson said, "Your guest bathroom had a nice shower curtain and decorations. Maybe we can..."

My husband nodded. "All yours." He looked at me and shook a finger. "Make sure I get copies of your pictures; I love them."

Anson smiled and nodded. "I'll make sure to send some."

Ewan tossed a hand up. "Right, it won't be her taking selfies. Of course. And thanks."

I watched my husband leave the kitchen.

Anson came close, but not too close. "Are you all right? We don't have to take pictures today if—"

"No, I'm fine. Just nervous, I guess."

He glanced past me with a quirky smile on his face. "Is that for me?"

I turned and saw his Scotch glass, sitting there unoffered. "Oh, sorry. Yes, it is."

He grasped the glass and sipped. "I might need it."

"Because of the pictures?"

"Hmm? No, for the talking. I still don't really know what to do." He frowned, looking towards the kitchen window. He sighed and then looked at me, a smile appearing. "Well, let's get those pictures handled, huh?"

"Okay."

~ ~ ~

I shut the bathroom door behind us and felt all my uneasy courage slip away. Maybe this was the wrong thing to do, after all. Why was I alone with a married man? Why was he stripping his clothes off?

I felt the wash of cold in my soul. I'm not supposed to be in here. I'm not supposed to be doing this, no matter how fun it was. I trembled up against the door, watching, but wanting to run.

He noticed. An odd look came over his face. "Something wrong? I don't look good in person or something?"

I coughed a very nervous laugh. "Um, no... It's just that..."

His pants were off. He had his gym briefs on – whatever they were called. The things musclemen wore. My eyes were drawn down to them as if a black hole were pulling at my soul. My gaze locked onto his bulge and my mouth dropped open slightly. My trembling grew worse.

Anson stood there, just a few feet from me. "So, do you want to take a picture? With these on or off?"

I gasped, feeling a surge of desire in me, no matter how wrong it felt.

He hooked his fingers in and began lowering them.

The fear in me doubled, tripled, and even did somersaults. I reached for his arm to stop him, mouth open and ready to avert disaster.

Too late. The top of the base of his shaft came into view and I was frozen, hand out for his arm, mouth hanging open and eyes as wide as I've ever felt.

He lowered his briefs all the way and the blood pounded in my temples, drowning out anything audible. My pulse beat hard, echoing the pulsing growth of his cock.

He's married!

He gripped his shaft and stroked it a little. "Like this? Or do you want me to just touch it?"

The dam of inaction burst in me, the flood of action cascading over me like a rushing tsunami. I grabbed my phone from my pocket and said, "Like that, play with it." My voice was a harsh whisper.

Fuck pictures. I took a video.

He stroked for a few seconds, grinning at me. "Did you want to touch it?"

I almost choked on my own word trying to get it out. There was no keeping it in - the previous uncertainty was gone, banished like a bad stain in the face of bleach. "Yes."

Anson came closer to me and with every inch my body grew hotter. His nakedness dangled in front of me and I turned off the phone and set it down.

The rapid drumbeat of my heart competed with the panting of my breaths. I moved my hand and touched it, almost as if afraid to touch something for fear of being sparked. Indeed, a jolt of thrill ran up my hand, my arm and spread throughout my body. Even my feet tingled.

His cock flexed at the touch and my fingers moved to grip him.

He had his own phone out and was taking pictures. He let out a long sigh. "That feels good."

I was hardly stroking him. I regripped his thickness and began stroking with more confident moves. This isn't so bad. It's not like we're fucking, right?

I was looking up at him, my hand stroking his cock back and forth. His hardness was hot in my hand and feeling so very wicked. My mouth was open in a pant.

He said, "Why don't you strip down so I can get a couple pictures?" He wagged the phone at me.

I wanted to. I wanted this married man to see my body. Worse, I wanted him to touch it. I stripped shamelessly down to bra and panties.

His face was alight with delight.

I smiled, blushing. "What do you want me to do?"

He chuckled. "Maybe touch yourself? Take off your panties."

I hesitated. Is he going to like seeing me naked? Will he like my bald pussy?

He stepped back, aiming his phone.

Only one way to find out. I slid my panties down.

His whisper was obvious. "Oh, yeah. Very nice." He moved his phone in with a trembling hand.

I stared at his shaking hand and realized I wasn't the only one treading on the precarious ice of right and wrong.

He said, "Play with it."

I reached down and slid fingers over my clit. Fire ripped up my pussy as I stood here naked with another man.

He gripped his shaft and began pumping it. He held his phone in his other hand. His whisper was breathy. "So beautiful."

Overcome, I stepped forward and gripped his cock, taking it from him. I used my other hand and dragged his forward. "Touch me."

His fingers eagerly found my folds and his rough fingers created an endless spiral of lust twisting up inside me.

I stroked him faster and moaned loudly as one of his fingers pushed up inside my lips.

He put his phone down.

I shook now, not with nerves, but with need. I leaned back against the sink counter and tugged him towards me. I wanted to kiss him, but didn't know if that would be right. I rubbed the helmet of his cock all over my hip.

But my desire was directing me and not my brain. I moved his helmet closer to the cleft of my leg and abdomen, next to my pussy. Tickly tendrils scored scorching trails up my hip and down my legs. My pussy clamped on his finger and I thrust my hips out without any thought whatsoever. I moved his cock closer, brushing it once over my clit.

My brain reacted. The cold fear instantly returned, drenching me from top to bottom and leaving me shivering and cold. I released his cock and moved to the side away from him. I couldn't look him in the face.

Anson said, "Are you okay?"

My voice would not work; my throat felt constricted with fear. My whisper would have to be enough. "We got our pictures..."

I was shaking so bad I almost fell over grabbing my panties. I suddenly felt so very self-conscious being naked in front of someone who wasn't my husband. I dressed quickly, but everything was rushed and my clothing twisted and rumpled. I have to get out of here.

I exited the bathroom, leaving my phone.




CHAPTER 8

I avoided Anson for the rest of his visit. He and my husband talked out in the backyard about whatever Anson was thinking.

I sat on the couch, rather wanting to be in our bedroom hiding, but not wanting to look like some shamed little girl. My fingers twisted about themselves and I twirled my wedding ring as if a shackle reminding me of my crime.

They came back in and Anson gave me a worried smile. "Thank you, Kristen."

"Oh...sure..."

He glanced at my husband and nodded.

After he was gone, Ewan came in and sat by me. "Are you all right? Did something happen?"

I didn't know how to say anything. My hands came up helplessly. "I...touched him."

"He said that. What's wrong?"

I looked at him incredulously. "That doesn't bother you?"

He sat back a little as if to look at me better. "We talked about it last night. Spanked you up real good. I knew you wanted to."

"But..."

He leaned forward a little, tilting his head. "Did you have fun? Touching it?"

I was shaking my head, wanting to claim I didn't, but my memory said I really did. "Yes..."

"Then what's the problem?"

"I'm married. He's married."

"And you think it's bad?"

"Of course it is."

"Why?"

"Oh come on. I'm married to you and I just touched another man's dick."

He grinned a quirky smile. "Sounds like fun."

I hung my mouth open. "Well, why don't you touch him then?"

He gave me a penetrating look filled with comedy. "But but but, wouldn't that be wrong? We're both married."

Why aren't you taking this seriously? I looked at him as if he had just admitted he was a transgender alien from Pluto who had come to claim local livestock for sex.

He made a wry face. "What if I told you I was gay and wanted to touch him and did. Would you think it wrong?"

"You're not gay."

"Just say I did."

I was confused. "Wrong? No, but maybe weird or something—"

"So how is that different from you touching him?"

A loud sigh blew out my mouth and I deflated against the back of the couch. I looked down at my hands and frowned. Gone was the horror of what I'd done.

"How is it wrong?" he said.

"No, I get it." I held up my hand. I was trying to sort through this odd shift in me. These things come and go so fast I don't know what I'm feeling. This has to make sense.

He touched my knee. "He said you two had a fun time for the few minutes you were in there. I'm glad you didn't clam up and turn it into something not fun."

But I did clam up. "I...felt so wrong touching him. It was fun at first, but then..."

He shrugged. "Well, if it bugs you so badly, don't touch him anymore."

With the lack of wrongness about it all, the naughtiness returned. The memory of his flesh in my hand made my fingers grip on air. "It was fun, but at the end I clammed up."

He sounded sad for me. "Oh..."

"I was turned on but suddenly this cold ice water was all over me inside and I had to get out of there."

"Fear is such a waste."

"But what if something had happened?"

"If...it would've been fun, then so what?"

"But I'm married to you."

"And I love you and you love me. Is that going to change because you touched him?"

I was shocked at the insanity of the question. "Of course not."

He held up his hands. "Um, so?"

Slightly stunned by the reality instead of the safety of our private spanking fantasies and the like, I said, "You really don't mind me touching him? I stroked his cock."

He grinned. "Sounds like fun."

The coil in me twisted a little tighter and my breathing began accelerating. I had him in my hand. Why did I chicken out?

He crossed a leg. "As for Mindi, I don't know."

"Yeah, what was all that about?"

"He's not real sure, but he wants me to try being closer to Mindi."

I blinked. "I didn't know they were swingers."

"That's the thing; they're not."

"Oh. Then why does he want you to get closer with Mindi?"

He shrugged. "He's not real sure about it, but he thinks of her like I think of you. He wants to be involved as a couple. He thinks it's not fair to her if she isn't involved and I think he's right."

"So you're supposed to share pictures with her?"

"He didn't know. He suggested we all get together this weekend for pizza and drinks."

"Would you want to share pictures with her?"

"I don't really know her. I don't know. Maybe she'd be into something different."

"Huh. I guess..."

"You wouldn't have problems with me sharing pictures with her?"

It was such an easy question that held a depth of complexity and a thousand different considerations involved. But the answer was just as easy. "No, not at all. As long as you showed me everything."

He patted my knee. "See? We think alike."

The coil twisted tighter in me as I realized he was right. We had gone into this together and talked it through. I blew out a breath. "I let my fears ruin a perfectly good picture session."

He chuckled. "Aw, don't worry about it. Maybe next time you won't."

"I don't know. Maybe it was good I did. That way he still has time to get Mindi involved."

He leaned over and kissed me. "I like your thinking. Why don't you show me those pictures?"

With an edge of eagerness, I rose from the couch to go reclaim my phone from the guest bathroom.

The sex was once again incredible.




CHAPTER 9

Anson: You sure?

Me: yes, sorry. just got scared

Anson: I stroked myself later watching my videos of you.

I giggled in the break room. The manager was giving me my lunch and Anson had been available.

Me: lol, did you take a video of it?

Anson: No. Want one?

Me: like duh? you have to ask?

Anson: LoL

Anson: All right. Hang on.

I had another thirty-five minutes left to lunch. I texted my husband.

Me: hey, he's going to send a vid of him jacking off

A few minutes later I received a response.

Ewan: cool, going to give him one in return?

Me: You want me to?

The message icon flashed.

Ewan: sounds hot

Me: ok, got a text from him. luv you

Ewan: love you too

I tapped to the messages and brought up Anson's convo. There was a video attachment.

He was sitting much like before, thighs in the upper part of the screen as the phone was tilted down. His cock was hard and standing up, held in one hand. He began stroking it up and down.

My pussy clenched and my fingers twitched. I so wanted to touch it again, to jack it for him. Yummy. I felt heat and moisture flush through me.

He was stroking faster, his shaft bulging and hard.

I couldn't help myself; I unzipped my slacks and reached a hand down my panties. My clit throbbed with a gnawing hunger that radiated up into my pussy to feed that deep ache inside. I rubbed around my clit as I watched Anson masturbate on my phone.

I gasped as the image shifted and jerked a little. His cock was erupting geysers of sperm. I moaned out loud in the breakroom. I'm married and watching some other guy cum for me. This is too hot.

I slipped off my pants, knowing I was safe. The manager would not come back here; it was beneath him. I removed my panties and sat on the plastic picnic bench. Designed for four, the table no longer saw any more than me sitting on it. The store traffic would support no more than me and the manager.

I aimed my phone down, wishing I could do this while watching his video. I guess I can do that later. I began recording me playing and pushing fingers into my hole. In and out I thrust them, curving up and stretching myself open. I thought of his video – of his gorgeous cock being stroked. I thought of how I had touched him in the bathroom. I was already on fire and thinking of him fanned those flames into an inferno. I was gasping, grunting, and grinding my hips as I fucked myself with my hand. My body shook: I was probably doing a crappy job of recording this.

I gritted my teeth and stifled my moans from the sudden whip-like uncoiling of the tension within me. Pulses of ache and relief burst through me quickly. It was a fast one, and not very heavy. I panted as the orgasm subsided almost as fast as it had come.

I slumped back against the table and tapped my phone to send the vid to Anson.

Me: loved your vid. here's one of me thinking of your vid

I didn't get an answer, but smiled knowing he was watching it.

~ ~ ~

Ewan's hand trailed over my ass as I was secured to the horse. "You've been especially naughty today, little girl."

I giggled.

The paddle slapped down and lopped off my levity. I gasped and groaned at the flare of pain.

My husband's voice was smooth, accusing. "You liked looking at his cock, didn't you?"

"Yes."

The paddle moved over my cheeks, caressing. "You liked seeing him masturbate, didn't you?"

"Yes."

He bent down and whispered to me. "You liked touching his cock, didn't you?"

My answer was equally a whisper, but forceful. "Yes."

His words were barely heard. "Bad girl."

Heat and need wormed in my pussy, turning and twisting.

He stood. "I bet you were wishing it could be you jacking him off, isn't that right?"

I groaned, imagining it. "Yes..."

Fingers thrust into my pussy and I growled and gyrated my hips on the horse. Facing the nightstand, I couldn't see what he was doing, but his fingers were driving me nutty. Helplessly tied down, all I could do was squirm.

He appeared beside my head, his cock hard and full. He rubbed the helmet over my face. "Do you want to feel his cock do this?"

I whimpered, wanting it so bad.

He brushed the head across my trembling lips. I reflexively opened, but he didn't put it in. He said, "You want to suck him?"

I gasped, thinking of doing it.

"Bad girl." The paddle slapped down hard on my ass.

I moaned low and loud, quivering on the horse in both pain and desire.

He was behind me, fingers toying at my pussy lips. Then I felt the press of his cock at my entrance. "I bet you want him to do this."

I convulsed, my pussy clamping on emptiness, and I let out a loud and quavering groan.

He said, "Don't you?"

I whimpered, moving my hips desperately. "Yes..."

"You want his cock in your pussy."

I moaned, feeling the surge of orgasm promising to leave me wet and limp.

He rammed his cock into me hard. "You want his cock in there."

"Yes!"

"Say it."

"I want his cock in there."

He plowed my pussy, in and out with hard thrusts. "Say it. Say his name. Tell him to fuck you."

I gritted my teeth, knowing this was going to be a doozy. "Fuck me. Fuck me, Anson—"

My husband growled and pounded his cock into my pussy. The horse creaked dangerously and my body shook with the impacts of his hips as he drove his shaft into me.

But I was already gone. I heard myself emitting a high-pitched keening as the rush of lust overtook me and turned me inside out. I didn't know up or down, I only knew the explosive bursts of tense ecstasy that tore me apart and drained me of my strength.

~ ~ ~

Ewan was disappointed the next two days, Thrusday and Friday, as Anson and I did not sext each other. I think maybe he and I were so wore out over our desire that the two days remained chaste. I actually found out quite a lot about him and he about me as we chatted.

He had been a smoker while being a plumber. He had kicked the habit but had gotten heavy. Then he had changed everything. He had quit his plumbing job and went to work in a construction supply store – working out in the yard in the plumbing section. He had joined the gym and began working out, trying to attain a Mister Universe-type body.

His wife, Mindi, had stopped him from going any further, claiming he had become obsessed. It was a revelation to him and he had ended up tossing all his muscle mags, realizing they were feeding an obsession that would end in the grotesque.

I told him about my early work as a legal assistant and how I couldn't handle the stress. I told him the only good thing that had come of it was Ewan – he had been getting a divorce and had used our office.

We exchanged a lot of talk, learning much about each other that made all the previous sexting seem worth it. Maybe we kinda did things backwards, but I found I actually liked Anson as a person, not just as a good-looking hunk.

I even appreciated Mindi in his life and felt as if I should be congratulating her on how she helped him. She had been with him while he smoked, helped him kick the habit when he said he wanted to try, and stayed with him through his heavy weight period – encouraged him when he knew he needed to change.

He shared a pic with me of them together, standing, facing the camera, arms about each other. She was still a frizzy brunette compared to the first picture he had shown me where she was wearing a slinky dress, but now she had silver beginning to show in her hair. Her chest was still pretty much flat, and her hips were shapely and wide.

My hips weren't as wide and I had bigger boobs. I might have assumed Anson sniffed after me because I had full boobs and was blonde, but he had never asked to see them. He obviously wasn't a boob-man.

We also chatted about Mindi in the present. Anson very much wanted to get her involved. I had the feeling things might not go any further if this didn't work out and I could tell he was anxious about it. That made me feel good, but also worried. Would it work? Would she like my husband? Would they click in a way that made this all work? And what was it I was hoping for here?

Anson and Mindi weren't swingers, but I got the distinct impression that Anson was wanting more. Which was fine by me, I felt it, too, and my husband was encouraging me to be brave and bold. He didn't want me cowering in fear and regretting my lack of courage later in life.

Did this have something to do with the approach of my forties? I didn't know. Whatever the truth, I knew he was right. Fear and disappointment? Or fun memories?




CHAPTER 10

Mindi looked neutral. They came into our house, Anson smiling big and Mindi smiling with just a pleasant look of hello.

I said to her, "I hope you like Scotch, too?"

She glanced a fast look at her husband and suppressed a laugh. "I'm more of a wine gal."

I clapped my hands together. "Wine we have."

Ewan said, "Let's get pizza done with, I'm hungry." He was motioning back out the door.

Anson said, "I haven't had Milano's pizza since late last year."

I said, "Still the best in town, and none of the crappy chemicals of the chains."

My husband said, "Don't know what we'd do for pizza if Antonio ever kicks the bucket." He unlocked his Suburban.

Mindi laughed. "Don't even say such a thing. We wouldn't want to bring him bad luck."

~ ~ ~

Milano's was always busy. Also pricey. We were seated by a sharp-looking dark-haired young man who had the waist of youth – all flat and sinuous and skinny. I figured he was gay – most young men were at least bi nowadays or wishing they were girls. Too much soy in their diets.

We took the table offered – all the booths were full. Anson and Ewan made sure we were seated first, then my husband sat down next to Mindi and Anson next to me.

She didn't appear to be bothered by it.

Pizza was a moist mess with a perfect crust and a hint of crunch. The oil and garlic and cheese were not spared on these pizzas. The most we could eat was one piece each.

At first I thought nothing could possibly be broached that might cause Mindi to think along the lines we wanted. She was pleasant, funny, but otherwise reserved. She did not pay any particular extra attention to my husband except to smile at him. Friendly stuff, only. I began to wonder if anything was possible at all and felt as if my opportunity with Anson might very well come to an end.

Hey, it was fun, I got to touch him once, but oh well. Right?

It was Mindi who altered the flow of conversation in a fateful way.

Anson said, "What are you looking at?"

She was twisted around, looking over at the host area. She turned back. She motioned with her head but not looking. "See the bald guy at the small booth over there?" Her eyes were comically wide and theatrically striking.

We saw him. Portly guy trying to stuff a huge slice in his mouth.

She said, "Now look over at the young man who seated us. That woman is bald guy's wife."

We all looked over at the host. He was leaning backwards a little while a blonde woman wiggled her chest at him.

Mindi said, "She's shameless. She's after that young man right in front of her husband, if he cared to look over."

We didn't know what to say. I certainly didn't. Her disapproval was evident.

But then she said something that caused my husband to jerk beside her. "She needs a spanking."

Ewan's eyes shot to me, then to Anson, then to her. He licked his lips. He opened his mouth, then shut it frowning. It only took a second. He said, "I could deliver a good one to her."

Mindi leaned away from my husband, giving him a long look. Her single word sounded careful. "Oh?"

His eyes were searching her face. "Yeah... Could tie her down and paddle some sense into her."

"Tie her down?" She straightened up and glanced at her husband.

Anson looked curious, looking back and forth between the two.

My husband warmed to the conversation. "Sure. Strap her to a horse and—"

"Horse? What's that?"

"It's like a little bench-thing—"

Mindi placed a hand to her neck. "Oh, not like a real animal?"

Ewan laughed. "No, no, that's just its name."

Mindi spoke slowly, "Sort of like a barrel?"

Anson looked a little uncomfortable.

I wasn't sure what was going on, except that he looked embarrassed.

My husband was nodding. "Right. Except the horse is more comfortable."

She took a deep breath. "You...sound like you know about this?"

Anson rubbed at his upper lip nervously and glanced at my husband.

Ewan shot a quick look around the table. "Actually, I do. You could say I'm quite familiar with it."

Mindi's hand scratched at her neck with slow strokes. "Really?"

Anson looked surprised. He was staring at my husband. He licked his lips.

Ewan lowered his voice, though we all heard it. He leaned towards her. "We even have a horse at home."

Mindi gulped. "You...don't say."

He said very low, "I could show you. Just so you can see it."

She glanced fast at her husband and back to Ewan. "I'd like to...see it."

My husband's face broke into a grin. "When we get back."

She leaned a little closer to keep her voice down. "What do you like to use if you don't mind me asking? Hand? Whip?"

"Leather paddle."

She nodded slowly and leaned away as if satisfied. She pursed her lips and looked down at her plate. Then she looked up at Anson and gave him a small smile.

Anson was blinking, a stunned look on his face. He kept looking at Ewan. He finally said to her, "I think that's great."

Mindi's face burst into a smile that threatened to show every tooth in her mouth. She covered it with her hand and then looked furtively around the table.

I was guessing she had a fantasy that Anson didn't indulge – and that fantasy happened to be spanking.

I felt a burst of hope as fast as her smile. I wondered if I should say something. "Maybe my husband could demonstrate..."

The table went silent, but pregnant with expectation. I think everyone was holding their breaths.

Mindi blushed.

I felt the time was right. I felt the cusp of opportunity. I had worn a skirt for the occasion – conservative enough, but no panties. I reached over and grabbed Anson's hand and pulled it slowly over. I placed it on my thigh, then pulled upward.

In the dim lighting and with the tablecloth and all, I was not worried anyone would notice.

He did the rest. His fingers brushed my bare pussy.

I lifted my glass of water to stifle my gasp as his finger slid inside. Mindi appeared preoccupied, casting occasional glances at my husband. I smiled at her with encouragement as her husband finger-fucked me.




CHAPTER 11

I walked into the house ahead of everyone, eager and shaking. Was this the start of something special? The opportunity of a lifetime?

Ewan smiled at Mindi. "Come, I'll show you the horse."

She glanced at Anson. Her husband winked at her and nodded. She looked back at Ewan. "Can I talk to my husband a moment before you show me?"

He looked surprised. "Of course."

She grabbed Anson's arm and pulled him back to the front door.

They went outside and were out there a long time.

I wanted to listen at the door, but just paced instead. "What do you think?"

Ewan shrugged. "I don't know. Who's who? Who's in control? I don't know. Didn't Anson ever say anything about her fantasies?"

"Nope."

"Surprising she has a spanking fantasy. He looked blown away when I said we had a horse."

"Yep, he sure did."

My husband said softly, "Then this all comes down to her fears."

"You don't mind spanking her if she wants it?"

He snorted. "Nah, I can spank her."

I laughed. "I hope she wants to."

They were out there for almost fifteen minutes.

Anson came in first, smiling, looking pleased. "Sorry about that. Drinks?"

Mindi looked shy.

I thought that sounded like a good idea. "We'll get them." I grabbed Mindi's arm and hugged it to me, steering her to the kitchen. "We have Cabernet, Merlot and a decent Pinot Noir."

I felt her relax against me. "Pinot Noir sounds wonderful."

I poured her a glass and handed it to her. "Take a good drink; you might enjoy it more. My husband is very good at spanking." I winked.

She took large sips while I poured the other drinks.

I whispered, "It's more fun if you resist a little."

She blushed. "Anson never told me..."

"I don't think it ever came up. You don't just go around announcing your kinks to people, now do you?"

She laughed abruptly. "I suppose not. Anson has not been interested in the whole spanking thing. Says it's just mommy-porn from the Fifty Shades thing."

I grabbed up the men's glasses. "He's probably right, but I find it fun. My fantasy of it goes deeper than that." I didn't get a chance to finish and who knows, maybe it was better I didn't.

I handed Anson his Scotch first, then my husband.

Ewan raised his glass to Mindi. "Come on, I'll show you."

She cast a glance at her husband.

He said nothing but his smile was encouraging.

They left the living room.

I stood with Anson, watching after them. We heard the bedroom door shut quietly.

I sat on the couch, not sure what should be happening.

Anson removed his pants and sat next to me in his briefs. "You want to touch it again?"

I looked toward the hall to the bedroom, wondering what my husband would do to her.

A hand on my knee brought me back to Anson. His hand slid up as his face came closer to mine. The dual avenues of assault froze me into fuzzy inaction.

My lips parted for his, but whether it was from surprise or welcome, I was not sure. His fingers touched my pussy and my legs parted, allowing him better access.

He leaned further, pressing his lips to mine and his tongue pushing into my mouth. The strange tongue of another man felt exciting, surprising me with how sensuous and seductive it felt. I melted: my uncertainty; my resolve; my worries – all of it. I collided with the kiss with my own interest, moving my tongue with his and becoming more excited.

He pushed me down slowly until I was lying back and he was half on top of me. It felt fantastic, having this muscular man's partial weight on me. It pressed me down, comforting and building a pressure in me to be pursued – and I wanted him to pursue me.

His kiss became more insistent, and I felt his bulge against the side of my thigh. He leaned up, panting slightly. "Move." He grabbed my leg.

I didn't know what he wanted, but discovered he wanted me to lie down rather than lean awkwardly sideways. While I scooted and repositioned myself, he removed his briefs.

I was shaking, the sexual need in me snaking through my body with sinuous ease.

He lowered his face to my pussy and I felt the jolting touch of his tongue – wet and warm against my clit. With a slow lick up with the flat of his tongue, movements of bliss spread from my pussy up my whole body, causing me to tingle and quiver with temptation.

I briefly worried my husband and Mindi might come out at any second. Would they just look at the horse? Or would she be brave enough to want a demonstration?

That evaporated in an instant as the very faint sound of a slap came from the hall.

Anson's tongue moved over my pussy and clit with long strokes, up and down, using the flat of his tongue. Twirls of tension wound tight inside, building a force of orgasm in me that I welcomed. It felt good. It felt naughty. Best of all, it felt perfect.

But the final finish was denied.

He moved up my body, causing my breathing to become ragged with need.

I knew what was coming. My legs twitched and I moved my one leg out wider off the couch.

His face was close – that ruggedly handsome face with his intense gray eyes. I felt the press of his helmet against my wet pussy. There was no resistance. My lips smoothly spread open and admitted the head of his cock until it pushed up against my inner opening.

His mouth came down to mine and he kissed me deep.

My hole stretched, allowing his helmet to push inside. The stretching brought tension and terror, and I wondered if I would be able to accommodate him at all. But my fear was only the typical fear of feeling the insertion of a thickness that caused stretching. It was gone in seconds.

I moaned into his mouth as I felt Anson's manhood begin sliding in and filling me – violating me with his fat cock.

He was slow – not like my husband at all. Ewan would thrust into me with force. His moves were brutal, and fulfilling in a bestial way. He made me satisfied with his passionate savagery in ways that made me feel like a woman.

Anson was far different. His thrust was slow. His invasion of my pussy was a long, agonizing push of tease and tension. I moaned, raising my hips and pulling on his ass. I want him in me, dammit! Now!

His shaft filled and pushed, reaching deep into my canal. My eyes opened wide as I wondered with a hint of fear again if I would be able to take him all. But he wasn't so large as to be a freak. The tension rose in me and stopped, hovering and quivering as he reached the end of his push. His pubic bone pressed hard against my clit.

I closed my eyes, holding my breath as I became accustomed to the depth his hard shaft had penetrated.

Just as I almost felt comfortable, he began pulling out. The sliding, emptying sensation pulled my sensuality with it, increasing my need and causing me to whimper.

I thought now he would ram it back in and force his manhood into me with that finality that said my pussy belonged to him in that moment. But he didn't. His push back in was just as slow.

His next kiss came with full penetration, when his cock was so deep in my pussy that we were as firmly connected together as a man and woman could be. His lips and tongue formed a second bond that stole all sensibility from me and caused me to relax. Not needing his force, I succumbed to his sensitivity. In and out his compatible cock sawed, slowly, making my surrender peaceful and heady.

I was aware of nothing. I didn't want to be aware of anything. The feel of his sliding fullness and his soft tongue contrasted with his manly stubble told me I was being consumed and consummated. There was no tension, only the drifting surrender of my soul to this handsome man.

His different cologne teased my nose and nostalgia: I had smelled it before, somewhere in the past. Not my father's, no. But someone who had intrigued me. I could not remember; I could not be bothered to try.

My head swam. My senses were adrift. His pushing and pulling fullness moved perfectly in me, creating a passion that hovered at the edges of my senses.

Swelling within me to my total surprise was a surge of warmth and weightless rising. I was heaved slowly upward, then dropped. A flash of tingle swept through me, then solidified and concentrated for another tingling surge of release. I clutched Anson's shoulders, my hips up, my head up, and trembling with all the subtle force of a sneaky orgasm. I muffled my cries, becoming acutely aware that we were fucking right here in my living room with his wife just a shut door away. My hips ground up into him with uncontrollable thrusts.

His eyes lit with wonder and his smile was sexy. He pushed in a little harder and then held still for a moment.

I was coming down off my orgasm, panting, when I felt him tense. His cock spurted deep into me, filling me with a scalding surge of wetness. My pussy welcomed it, clamping and convulsing on his flexing cock as his seed shot into me with the success of our sexual solidarity.

I smiled in satisfaction, feeling so completely fulfilled. He was different from my husband and even if my husband satisfied me totally, this was a different satisfaction. Opening within me was the realization that Ewan was perfect, but so was Anson. Two separate avenues of passion within me had found today a fulfillment I knew I could never relinquish.

No, I knew that this was not going to be the only time I made love to Anson. There was no way I could give it up; I would have him again – his tender passion, the kisses and slow thrusting. I knew right then, I would do whatever it took to insure his cock filled my pussy as often as possible.




CHAPTER 12

I was sitting primly, knees clasped together when Ewan led Mindi out of our bedroom.

Anson was sitting in the recliner, leg crossed, arm tossed over the side.

My husband had a sly look on his face, Mindi wore an embarrassed smile, but her eyes were bright.

Anson said, "So...did you find that fun?"

Her smile grew and she tried to purse it down. "That was...interesting." She fiddled with her fingers.

Ewan said, "You'd be welcome here to try it again."

She didn't say anything, but her blush deepened and she looked at Anson.

~ ~ ~

We watched them go from the door.

I said, "How did it go in there?"

He shrugged. "Her first time, you know? She was nervous. But she did okay."

"She liked it?"

He chuckled. "Sure did. I had her squirming."

"Was she naked?" I shut the door.

His head shake was fast. "Nah. Bra and panties."

"And you?" I wasn't sure I wanted to know, but I needed to know.

"Fully clothed. It was just a spanking."

I nodded, going silent. I wasn't sure what I should say. I knew we had this little fantasy thing going on when I was on the horse about Anson fucking me, but would he really want to know it happened?

He wasn't giving up on the conversation. "What about you? Get more pictures?"

I shook my head. "Sat here on the couch, just like you found me."

He frowned. "Thought you would've used the opportunity..."

I was resolved to change the subject. "I think you need to finally let go and tell me what your fantasy is? This can't all be about me."

I saw him clam up.

I shook a finger at him. "Ewan Jeffries, spit it out. This marriage isn't all about me-me-me. It's time you fessed up."

He sighed, his mouth pursed shut. But I saw the look in his eyes.

I stayed quiet, waiting.

It looked like his jaw was clenched with tension and his words had a forced quality to them. "I fantasize about you being gang-raped by a biker gang."

I jerked my head back. What? "Are you serious? That doesn't sound like you."

"Well, it is and you asked."

"Gang-raped?"

"Brutally. Gag-blowing, choking, total rape-fuck—"

The look on my face stopped him. I shook my head. "That is just not something I'm going to—"

"I told you."

"Told me what?"

He shook his head ruefully. "I told you my fantasy was best left unknown."

I sat back with a bounce against the couch and looked away. No fucking way is that ever going to happen. But my Ewan fantasizes about that? This blows my mind.

~ ~ ~

I lay under my husband, taking his brutal rammings and maybe now beginning to understand why.

He panted above me. "So nothing happened out there?"

I still thought it was something too dangerous to admit. "Happened? Like what?"

"Something sexual?"

"Let's pretend I could go back and make something happen. What would you want to happen?"

"You know my fantasy."

"He's not a biker."

Ewan thrust into me harder. "I don't care. I'd want him to fuck you so hard you screamed. I'd want him to pull your hair and make you beg him to stop."

I was gasping at the force of his thrusts. "Well, that didn't happen."

He growled, sounding angry.

"What if he did? Would you hate me?"

He barked a mean laugh. "No." His thrusts got deeper.

"What if he did and I liked it? Maybe wanted more?"

He groaned with satisfaction. "Fuck yes. He can fuck you and abuse your pussy."

"As much as he wants?"

My husband grunted loud above me and I felt his cock suddenly swell and release torrents of scalding seed into me – just hours after Anson had.

He ground out through gritted teeth. "Yes, fuck her pussy. Wreck it with your cock. Fuck my wife, Anson."

We lay together later.

He said, "You think you'd let him do that?"

I still wasn't sure, and I knew I probably shouldn't tell him we already had. "If you wanted it..."

"But not a biker gang?"

I laughed a short, derisive sound. "Um, no."

"Think you can get him interested?"

"Well, he's willing, I think, but there's the whole issue of Mindi."

He grunted. "I can keep her occupied for as long as she enjoys spankings."

~ ~ ~

I texted Anson Sunday afternoon.

Me: hey sexy

He answered quickly.

Anson: Hey yourself.

Me: Ewan says he wants you to do me

Anson: Are you serious?

Me: yep. he has a brutality fetish

Anson: I'm not a brutal lover.

Me: I know, but maybe we can let him think that?

Me: so we can keep doing this?

Anson: What about my wife?

Me: he'll keep spanking her as long as she wants

Anson: Do you think he'd have sex with her?

Me: probably not, he respects you

Anson: What if I want it? To keep her happy and part of it all?

Me: oh, I don't know...

Anson: Could you talk him into it? Or maybe I should talk to him?

I didn't like that idea. What if Anson spilled the beans about us? I needed this to come out right without my husband feeling hurt.

Me: let me handle Ewan

Me: I'll ask him

Anson: Are you free tomorrow?

Me: I only have an hour lunch

Anson: If I got a motel room for lunch near your work, would you come?

Me: lol, yes

Anson: Then ask him for me, please. As a condition of tomorrow.

Me: I dunno...but I will

I pocketed my phone and went out to the living room. Ewan was reclined, staring up at a magazine.

I said, "Honey..."

"Hmm?"

"I got a text from Anson. He's willing to meet me tomorrow under one condition."

He frowned. "What's that?" He put the magazine down.

"He says we can meet at a motel near work but he wants you to do something in return."

He blinked, looking at me with a serious, considering look. "What is it?"

"He wants you to return the favor. Sex with his wife."

He snorted. "With Mindi? She's not really my type."

"But she loves spankings."

"Still, it's not like anything sexual went on—"

"Would you do it for Anson? For me?"

"So this is what he meant by wanting everything equal. I thought he wanted me to send her pictures."

I watched him rub his face. I offered, "Isn't she attractive?"

"Sure, she's cute."

"Then...?"

He blew out a breath. "Did Mindi ask for this?"

"No, Anson did."

"Does she know he's asking?"

I scrunched up my mouth. Why are you being difficult? "I don't know—"

"Well, ask him. I'm not putting a single move on her if she doesn't want it."

I snatched out my phone with a little bit of irritation. Why can't this go smoother? I tapped Anson's number.

Me: hey. does Mindi know about this?

Anson: Working on that. Got her talking about more spankings.

Anson: It turned her on.

I said to Ewan, "She got turned on by the spankings."

He said, "That's a lot different than asking to have sex with me."

"He said he's working on that."

"Tell him to work harder."

I went back to my texting.

Me: he doesn't want to touch her if she doesn't want it

Anson: Makes sense from what I know of Ewan. He's a good man.

Anson: Make him promise to try.

Anson: I'll warm her up from here for next weekend.

I looked up to my husband. "You have to promise to try or he won't continue."

He gave me a penetrating look. "Only if she wants it. I'm not forcing myself on her."

I didn't know how to proceed. I knew my husband meant what he said. He had that quality about him that I so admired and now so very much aggravated me. I think this is the best I'm going to get.




CHAPTER 13

The motel was not the best class in the world but it wasn't a seedy hooker-hour dive. Clean, if musty, it was nothing more than a forgettable backdrop before which Anson stood.

He said, "Did the manager look at you funny?"

I raised my eyebrows. "No, I don't even think he glanced up as I drove past."

He nodded, looking relieved. "I didn't want this to be uncomfortable for you."

I crossed my arms and struck a pose. "And what about you? What is Anson Taylor getting out of all this?"

His smile was welcoming, as if accepting the perfect Christmas gift. "A piece of you. A slice of your time in life." He stepped forward, closing the two feet separation, and touched my cheek. "The mixture of us I must have."

My knees decided at that point they had held me up long enough. I sagged into his arms, overcome with his openhearted words. I whispered, "Take me."

He was quiet and intense. Even stripping his clothes, his eyes were locked on mine, filled with determination and desire – and before which I could not defend.

His entry into me was as teasing and tender as the first time.

I took his manhood willingly, my legs as wide as I could spread them. I wanted to be pinned under him, surrendering to his want and will. He filled me, pushing his thickness into my pussy and into my soul. I ran my hands up and down his muscular back, kissing him as deeply as he kissed me, and feeling the wonderful sensations of his shaft sliding in and out of me.

I felt paralyzed beneath him as the rapturous sensations spread through my pussy and hips and back and everything. I could feel my excitement coating him, making a slick and smooth passage of his cock in and out of my pussy. His leakage mixed with mine and his moves made wet noises at our union.

I loved my husband, Ewan. His brutality was so very perfect and passionate. But with Anson, I found the difference not so dichotomous. His slow and seductive love-making gave me something equally fulfilling, not taking anything away from my husband, but fitting together perfectly in place.

I knew again, with severe certainty that I could never give up Anson. For a brief, poignant moment, I feared Mindi not accepting and causing a divorce and heartache with Anson. I didn't want to be that. I wanted to be included, not divisive. I clutched Anson tighter to me, desperate to keep everything just as it was. Could it be perfect? Or was this doomed to destruction? Mindi needed to be included for Anson to be happy. That was a price I would pay any second of any day without delay.

Our love-making in the motel was a sighing, moaning display of sensual mating. My orgasm as I gripped his flexing butt was a mixture of glorious relief and fear I might never have it again. Where my orgasm gave me sexual relief, my fear stayed and gave me the realization I could never be the same if I did not continue seeing Anson.

I clutched him, my arms gripping tight and my legs pulling on the backs of his thighs as he grunted and filled me with his seed, deep. "Please don't ever stop doing this. Fuck me forever, Anson..."

~ ~ ~

I was tied to the horse, my ass stinging painfully.

My husband's fingers were jammed up my pussy, savagely sawing in and out. "Did you like getting fucked?"

My cries and whimpers were desperate and needy. "Yes." My pants echoed in the bedroom louder than ever before.

"Did you like his cock?"

"Yes."

The paddle slapped down on my ass and I cringed with tense pain and pleasure.

He whispered, "Do you want to fuck him again?"

I whimpered, "Yes..."

He removed his fingers and toyed with his cock at my pussy. Round and round he went at the opening, his helmet teasing my hole unmercifully. "Did you like the feel of his cock?"

I groaned, shivering with a need that sent quivers along my bound limbs. "Yes..."

He held his shaft ay my entrance. "Tell him to fuck you. Say it."

I groaned and my voice felt very shaky. "Fuck me, Anson."

Ewan's voice was sharp. "Beg!"

"Please, please fuck me."

"Use his name and mean it." The paddle whacked sideways against my right ass cheek.

I groaned, clenching my teeth; the spanking this night had been severe. "Fuck me, Anson. Please fuck me—"

My husband's shaft filled me violently.

I gasped and held my breath.

He grunted harshly, ramming his cock in and out of my quivering pussy.

I finally released my breath and moaned. "Yes, fuck me, Anson. Fuck me good and hard. Fuck me and fill me with your cum..."

My husband groaned greatly behind me and the horse creaked alarmingly to his thrusts.

But I didn't care. I was drifting, feeling that deep satisfaction that completed whatever it was in me from that incident with my cousin so many years ago. My soul was set right, and my sex was sated in different ways than Anson could complete. My orgasm was a sneaky surprise, but slow and hard. Waves of relief rolled over me, one after another with an ominous delay that proved to be immensely satisfying.

My head flopped on the horse and I felt my husband unleash his sperm into my convulsing pussy. I couldn't even feel the restraints, I was so far gone in la-la land. I was complete and content. In a happy home, I considered myself jubilant and joyfully shared.





EPILOGUE

I worried and fretted. I think I grew a whole batch of new silver hair in just a couple weeks' time, though it seemed like overnight.

Mindi stayed chaste.

Anson pressed me for Ewan to push. He even began talking to my husband about it and that didn't go well; Ewan threatened to call everything off.

I pleaded with both to keep trying; there was no way I wanted to give up. Oh, fuck no.

Anson eventually got Mindi to agree to try a naked spanking.

Mindi couldn't stay chaste long after that.

No, not with my husband's teasing paddle brushing her pussy, and then his fingers. No, it was just a matter of time.

When the day came and her pussy was penetrated by another man's cock for the first time in her marriage, I felt as if it were a great victory.

I asked my husband, "Did you like it?

We were sitting on the couch after they had left.

He looked at me with steady eyes. "If I did, will it be me getting spanked?"

I giggled. "Come on, I'm being serious."

"She was all right. I liked how her pussy felt."

"Better than mine?"

He shook his head. "Nope, just different."

I relaxed. "And she liked it?"

He grinned lasciviously and waggled his eyebrows.

Jerk. But I smiled at him, not being able to help myself wondering how she had taken such a brutal lover as my husband.

And the moment of victory was at hand. I was holding my breath and starting to see spots. "Does she want more?"

He put on a look that was pure dismissive boredom. "I don't know—"

The pillow I threw hit him in the side of his head. I felt all the exasperation of five tense weekends. "You asshole—"

He was laughing and holding up his hands. "Yes, yes, sorry. Don't get all butt-hurt—"

"Does she?"

He snickered. "Yes, she does."

I fell over on the couch, wanting to cry, wanting to shout, wanting to sing and maybe even dance. But, none of that stupid twerking...

Ewan was immediately concerned. "Honey? Kristen? Are you all right?" He was beside me, kneeling on the floor, his hand grasping at me protectively.

I was crying, feeling the tears wet on my cheeks and into the hollow of my nose at my eye. I nodded.

"What's wrong?"

I laughed through the tears. "Nothing, nothing at all."

I realized that the tension and the fear had made this seem like a huge victory. Perhaps it was – this fulfillment of what I held dear. Had the fear helped? No. Had the worry mattered one speck of difference? No.

I raised up to his concerned gaze.

He shook his head. "We don't have to do this—"

My word was so sharp I shocked myself. "No!" I rubbed at my eyes. "No, please, don't stop. I'm just so relieved that all this worry is over."

"This really bugged you that bad?"

I looked at him with embarrassment and then nodded.

He hugged me to him, that comforting embrace smoothing the fears out of my soul. "You worry too much."

I laughed again, feeling freer than at any time I could remember. It left me shaking and light-headed. "I think I need a drink."

"Coming right up, ma'am."

~ ~ ~

With the loss of fear came a sense of loss. Lost time, lost happiness. How could I have handled this different? Pulled Mindi aside? If I could go back in time, that is exactly what I would do. Instead, I had festered with fear, wasted weeks with worry, and aged myself with anxiety.

Mindi warmed happily to the arrangement; she was ecstatic someone would spank her. Anson refused – not his thing.

I found sympathy with him on it - after all, it was I who refused giving my husband his fantasy. Gang-raped by a biker gang? Wasn't going to happen. I felt we were all getting something out of this except maybe Ewan. Who knows, maybe Mindi will satisfy that fantasy for him; it sure wasn't going to be me.

Mindi even admitted being fascinated and thrilled with my husband's brutal fucking. Good for her.

~ ~ ~

Ewan was lying next to me in bed. He chuckled.

I said, "What?"

"So we're swingers now?"

I cleared my throat. "Um, no."

He grunted. "Eh? What are we?"

No way was I going to become a swinger. Yuck, no thanks. "I think we're two couples helping each other out on our fantasies."

"No biker gang?"

I coughed and patted his arm. "No, no biker gang. Just you, me, Anson and Mindi."

~ ~ ~

Anson and I continued our meetings wherever we could. Fortunately, Ewan never asked to be present: it might have been bad if he found out that Anson was gentle.

My husband kept Mindi happy and both of them seemed willing to continue our present course.

With four of us happy, I saw no clouds on the horizon.
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