
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Sherry Tells Stories

By

Sean Geist






 


Published by Sean Geist

Copyright 2015 Sean Geist

Cover Photo Yaro / Bigstock.Com

 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced in any form without written consent of the author,
except for brief quotes used in reviews.

All characters in this book are fictitious
and any resemblance to any actual persons is entirely
coincidental.

All characters in this story are over the age
of 18 unless specified. V1.2


Acknowledgement

I would like to start by thanking my editor,
who just happens to be my wife. I am lucky to have married a woman
with almost unlimited patience and the ability to spot where a
comma should go. She will always be my muse. I want to thank Gary
for some late fine tuning. I would also like to thank all the
makers of fine craft beer that I enjoyed while writing this story.
They are unsung heroes. And I would be remiss if I didn't mention
my readers. It is wonderful to know that my words can bring a
little bit of enjoyment to other people's lives. I thank you for
your time.

As always, any mistakes that remain in this
text are entirely my fault.

 



Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Back Alley
Encounter

Chapter
Three

Silent
Seduction

Chapter Four

Moving to the Beat

Chapter Five

Mile High Club

Chapter Six

About the Author

Also by Sean Geist


Chapter One

The tumbler of Glenlivet was slick in my
hands, tiny beads of condensation coated the glass. The two cubes
of ice I started with were now just tiny slivers, almost invisible.
It was my first drink.

She entered the bar and I was fucking
floored. The hustle and din of the Friday night crowd slipped into
the background. She looked regal, walking toward me with a purpose.
Despite her long golden locks plastered flat against her head and
shoulders - water dripping down, leaving wet trails as she moved -
her ethereal beauty broke through, her bright blue eyes
illuminating her smile in the dim light.

She wore an overcoat, drab and brown,
nondescript, but underneath I knew she wore something enticing, an
elegant black cocktail dress, perhaps, slit up the side almost to
her waist, neckline plunging to show off her bountiful cleavage. Or
possibly, a simple navy blue skirt and modest blouse, white and
transparent, revealing the lacy black bra underneath. I'm just
guessing. This beautiful and amazing creature always surprised me.
She stopped at the stool next to mine.

“This seat taken?” she said.

I stood up and kissed my wife on the cheek,
“It is now.”

Sherry gripped my head and returned the kiss,
on my mouth. Her tongue parted my lips. “Eighteen year huh?” She
was referring to the scotch on my breath. “We celebrating
tonight?”

“Just an evening as a couple, no little rug
rats.”

Jessica and Andy were hardly rug rats
anymore. Our daughter just turned eight, her younger brother would
be six in a few months.

“Glad your dad could watch them for us,” my
wife said.

“It's his turn. Your folks had them last
month, and Mary had to work tonight.” My dad and Alexi, his wife,
loved to have our kids over. They spoiled them rotten with cereal
for dinner, late night TV and video games. Then they sent them home
to their mean parents, full of sugar and attitude. It was a price
we gladly paid to get to spend the night, or weekend, alone, doing
adult things.

I took her coat and hung it on a hook below
the bar top. I was right, she was wearing something enticing. A
plain grey skirt that fell to just below her knees with a matching
jacket over a white blouse. Her top three or four buttons were
undone, showing just a hint of the treasures beneath. To me,
anything Sherry wore was enticing; maybe that's cheating, so
what.

We sat down at the bar. It's where we prefer
to sit and drink and eat. We like chatting with the barkeep and
watching all the crazy people come and go.

“You want a drink?” I said.

“Not want, need,” Sherry said. “I had a
tit-twister of a day at work. Clients giving me the runaround, and
dick bag Josh, blaming me for a screw-up in the Wilson case that
was Lisa's fault.” Josh was her boss, a balding old man almost
twice my wife's age who Sherry was certain had the hots for her. He
had a bizarre way of showing it.

She took a sip of my drink and continued.
“Add to that the sudden downpour. Me without an umbrella.”

“You want a rum or vodka?”

“I feel like rum tonight.”

I loved to hear that. When Sherry ordered
vodka on date night we had great sex later. When she had rum we had
awesome, mind-blowing sex and we didn't always wait until we got
home.

I lifted my hand to flag down the bartender.
He was delivering a white wine to a pretty red-head around the
corner at the other end of the bar.

He turned to head my way but was sidetracked
by a couple of young women, girls really, looking barely old enough
to drive, let alone, drink. But they were bubbly and cute, and I
wasn't going anyplace, so he stopped to serve them; he carded them
first.

I should have been pissed, but I wasn't. I'd
have done the same thing were I in his shoes. Instead, I turned my
attention to the ginger. Her manner seemed a little off. Her green
eyes darted around, scanning the room, looking for someone, a
friend, a date, maybe a rival. I didn't know. She glanced down at
her phone then turned to look toward the door. She smiled. She
recognized someone, now she appeared calmer.

Must be her date, I thought.

She reached for her glass of wine. The ring
sparkled gold as it caught just the right light from the
illuminated beer sign that hung on the wall next to her.

It was a wedding band. She seemed to notice
it for the first time, odd. Her eyes went wide and she pulled her
hand back; sliding the ring off her finger she tucked it into her
pocket.

The man she was waiting for arrived, just as
her hands returned to the bar top. He was not unhandsome if you're
into hipster bro's, with lots of hair gel and facial hair that was
dated back in the Victorian era. He bent over for a kiss, their
lips met and locked with passion. He snuck his hand up to cup her
breast, not real subtle.

I elbowed Sherry, “Check out that couple, at
the end of the bar.” I nudged my glass in their direction.

“You mean the red-head and the douche bag?
Looks like they're having some fun.”

We watched them make out for a little while,
mostly out of curiosity. Like I said, we enjoy people watching.

He finally sat down and tried to get the
bartender's attention but he was waved off. It was my turn for
service. The guy looked my way in frustration. I turned back to my
wife.

“Cuba Libre?”

“Yeah.”

I placed our order, another Glenlivet for me,
rum and coke with lime for her.

“Make it a double,” Sherry added. “And a
dinner menu.”

I waited for the bartender to leave before
saying, “I think that couple is having an affair.”

“Why?”

“Before that fellow showed up she was wearing
a wedding ring, but she took it off and hid it from him.”

“Interesting.”

We watched the guy try to order a drink, but
he wasn't having any luck and finally gave up. He turned to the
red-head and said something. She nodded and they got up. He threw
some money on the bar and they left.

Our drinks arrived and my attention returned
to Sherry. We toasted, to another happy date night. We ordered some
appetizers and then discussed either going to a movie or out
dancing. We love dancing, getting hot and sweaty on the floor, our
bodies moving to the rhythm of the music, faux fucking in a
crowd.

It comes naturally to my wife; I do my best
to keep up.

There was also a new Sandra Bullock film
Sherry wanted to see.

“Sitting in a dark theatre watching a movie
or getting busy on the dance floor?” I said to my wife.

“We can just as easily get busy in a dark
theatre.” A sexy smile crept onto her lips. The rum was kicking
in.

“Like in college?” I said.

“Yeah.” Sherry licked her lips. “Like in
college.”

Our food arrived and our conversation turned
to other things: the kids, work, the White Sox. After a short while
we were sitting in silence, just enjoying each other's presence. It
was just after eleven, the clubs were starting to get hopping but
the only movies we had to pick from were midnight shows.

While I was thinking about that, Sherry was
deep in another thought.

We've been married ten years, known each
other for thirteen. She's told me dirty jokes and scandalous
gossip, asked interesting and thought provoking questions.
Regardless, I never felt that my wife could ever shock me, truly
shock me. After what she said next, I had to re-evaluate that
belief.

“Roy,” she said, “have you ever thought about
having an affair?”


Chapter Two

“Where the hell did that come from?” I
asked.

“Just thinking about that woman, the
redhead.”

“You really think I'd cheat on you?”

“I didn't say that. I just asked if you'd
ever thought about cheating.” Sherry emphasized the word
thought.

“No,” I said, a bit too hastily, like I had
something to answer for.

“Really? Never? You've never seen another
woman you liked enough to fuck?”

Now it was my turn to say, “I didn't say
that.”

I loved looking at women, talking to them,
and getting to know them. And there were plenty I would have
enjoyed sleeping with, if I wasn't married.

“There's no woman on earth I'd risk our
marriage over.”

“Not even Scarlett Johansson?” my wife said
with a smile. She knows my tastes.

“Not even her.”

“Even if there was no way you'd get
caught?”

I was getting nervous with this line of
questioning. I tried to think what my wife's motives could be for
asking. It wasn't just idle musing. Was she trying to catch me in a
trap, admitting I'd cheat on her? That didn't make sense; we were
having such a fun evening.

I decided to take the direct approach and
say, “Why are you asking?”

“Just want to know why people cheat.”

“There are books on that. Google it.”

Then Sherry's voice turned syrupy sweet, and
she batted her eyes. “But it's your opinion I want,” she said,
snaking her hand across my thigh toward my groin.

“You trying to seduce me, Mrs.
Henderson?”

“Don't need to.” She groped my stiffening
cock through my slacks. “You're already hard.”

“Lots of things get me hard; having to pee
gets me hard.”

But I knew that wasn't the reason for my
erection. Talk of sex and cheating, red-headed strangers and Ms.
Johansson aroused me.

“You gotta pee?” Sherry said, still stroking
me.

“No,” I said with a sigh. God that felt
good.

“You want me to stop?”

I looked around the bar. No one seemed to be
paying any attention to us so I said, “no.”

My wife kept rubbing and staring into my
eyes. I became lost in those deep blue pools, blood evacuating from
my brain to fill my penis. This was supposed to be what we did in a
dark theatre, not at the bar, I don't care how dimly lit it was. I
blamed the rum.

I could feel an orgasm approach, I needed her
to stop but I didn't want her to.

Sherry could tell I was close. She looked at
me expectantly, waiting for me to call it quits, to tell her to
stop. I should have, but my mouth wouldn't open.

Just as I thought I was about to erupt, she
pulled her hand back.

“Enough of that,” she said.

“Aagh.” I slammed my hand on the bar. The
noise earned me dirty looks from the bartender and some of the
people around us.

“God, woman, why did you stop?” I said,
although deep down I was glad she did. Blue balls were annoying,
but a sticky wet cum stain on your crotch was embarrassing beyond
belief.

“Getting a hand job under the bar one of your
fantasies then?” she said.

I stifled a laugh. “Funny.”

“Let's get out of here,” Sherry said.
“Feeling your cock has me wetter than - wetter than...” She
couldn't come up with anything pithy to say. “Wet enough to fuck
you right here on the bar.”

“Now that's a fantasy,” I said. “You got bail
money for after we're arrested?”

We were both getting really frisky and I was
sure at least a few of the other bar patrons overheard some of what
we were saying. It wasn't like either of us were trying hard to
keep our voices down.

Sherry leaned over and put her lips to my
ear. “Take me home; I need you inside me.”

My cock twitched. Words like that from my
beautiful wife always do that to me.

“Check, please,” I said, waving my Visa card
at the bartender. We were semi-regulars so we got cashed out
quickly. I gave him a twenty-five percent tip. It was turning out
to be a great night.

 


 


We were pulling out of the parking lot when
Sherry asked her question again. “You never did answer me. Would
you cheat if there was no way you'd get caught?”

“You really want to know,” I said, putting
extra oomph on the really.

“Oh, you bet your ass I do,” my wife said,
her attention now squarely on me.

I might later regret what I was about to say,
but I didn't care. Lots of strange erotic thoughts go through your
mind when you're horny and a little buzzed.

“No way I'd get caught?” I asked.

“No.”

“She won't tell you?”

“No.”

“Scarlett Johansson?”

Sherry chuckled. “Sure, and she's dressed up
like Black Widow.” She was referring to the Avenger's movies.

“Well, that settles it. That's my fantasy.
Couldn't say no to that.”

My wife gave me a playful punch on the
shoulder. She wasn't mad, that was good. In fact, she seemed
positively giddy. “You know, that girl in the bar, the redhead, she
kinda looked like your Scarlett.”

“Now she's my Scarlett, is she?”

“Your fantasy, that's all I'm saying.”

“I admit it, having an affair with Scarlett
Johansson as Black Widow is one of my fantasies. What about you? Do
you, Sherry Henderson, have any fantasies?”

I took a quick peek over at my wife. She was
staring off into the night, the passing city lights revealed a face
lost in thought. Her left hand was settled on my thigh, her right
was in her lap, absent-mindedly rubbing her pussy through her
skirt.

“Oh,” she said, “oh - I have fantasies.”

“Okay.”

“You think you're ready to hear them?”

The question scared me. Was I ready to hear
them? Them? As in more than one. How bad could they be? “Yeah, I'm
ready,” I said.

Sherry was my wife. I thought I knew
everything about her. She liked: fish over steak, red wine over
white, White Sox over Cubs. She loved being a mother, and a lawyer,
and my wife. I thought I knew it all.

I didn't know it then, but I was soon going
to find out how wrong I was, and our life would never be the
same.

“Okay, here goes,” and Sherry proceeded to
tell me her fantasy.

 


 



Back Alley Encounter

 


I am walking down a city alley at night. It's
mostly dark, but a few spots of light guide me through the maze of
puddles and debris.

I hear a cry up ahead, not of danger or fear,
but a cry of pleasure.

I investigate, moving deeper into the alley.
I see her, most of her, actually only her face and upper torso, the
rest is hidden in shadows. She's wearing a black cocktail dress,
one strap hangs off her shoulder baring her breast. She's leaning
back into the corner created by the wall and a dumpster.

Her head is thrown back, her eyes are closed.
The fingers of one hand tease her long dark hair, her other hand is
lower, buried in darkness.

I'm mesmerized for a moment watching the
orgasmic pleasure displayed on her face. Her eyes squeezed tight,
her mouth, an O, her ample breast - one bare, one covered - rising
and falling with each shallow breath.

I am careless and step on a shard of glass,
the crackle echoes down the alley.

The woman's eyes burst open. She looks down
the alley, opposite my direction. I don't want to be caught so I
duck into a dark doorway.

She turns her head my way and for a moment
her gaze seems to lock mine. I'm afraid I'm caught, spying on this
woman, disturbing her moment of self-pleasure and exploration. She
will surely stop now and leave, embarrassed and frustrated.

I am wrong in every possible way.

Her eyes keep scanning. She has looked right
at me yet not seen me. Satisfied that she is still alone, she tilts
her head down.

That is when I hear him. “Everything
okay?”

“It's fine,” she says to her hidden lover,
the one between her thighs, using his tongue to give her the
pleasure I thought was coming from her own digital manipulation.
She pulls his head closer to her throbbing sex and says, “Don't
stop. I'm so close”

She closes her eyes and is again lost in
bliss as her body's sensual cravings are tended to.

I can hear the tempo of her moaning increase.
Her climax is approaching. I can see it in her face, hear it in her
breath, and, I swear to Aphrodite, I can smell it. Her arousal is
palpable, her orgasm - epic. Her release is heard three blocks
over. I can even feel it myself - her orgasm - in my own cunt. I
feel my panties and they're soaked. I start to play with myself;
I'm aroused after watching this act of illicit cunnilingus. I don't
get very far into my own pleasure when the light in the little
alcove I've hidden in, turns on.

My hiding place is revealed. The woman looks
up and sees me; in that instant, time is still. She knows it was me
she heard and she smiles. The woman reaches for her paramour and
pulls him up. She points in my direction. He turns my way.

I find him quite cute, in a college frat boy
kinda way. Good for a quick fuck, but not to bring home to father.
He's got dusty blond hair, maybe blue eyes, I'm not sure in the dim
light. His two-day old stubble glistens with the woman's juices. He
licks his lips and my knees go weak. I wonder what it would feel
like, his nascent beard against my inner thighs, his tongue lashing
my clitoris.

If I were bolder, I'd beckon him to me - it
is a fantasy, isn't it - and I almost do.

I hear the lock on the door behind me
disengage. Someone must have heard the commotion and come to
investigate. In an act of preservation, to keep my presence a
secret only the three of us share, I press my body against the
wall, next to the door hinges.

The two lovers flee.

The door opens and I'm trapped in the small
wedge of space it creates. I have no room to move, but I'm hidden
from view. Through the slit between the door and the wall, I see a
short man, wearing a dirty white shirt and pants, lug a heavy trash
bin past. In less than a moment he returns, the bin tossed over his
shoulder, it's burden dumped.

The door closes. I breathe again. The moment
is passed.

I continue down the alley, relieved to make
it out undiscovered. Wrong again.

I pass another dark alcove and an arm, pink
and smooth reaches out and grabs my blouse. It's the woman, alone
this time. She pulls me in to her.

I'm frightened. Is she dangerous? She grabs
my face with both hands and kisses me on the lips, hard. Her tongue
explores my open mouth. Shock flows through me, shock and arousal.
I've never kissed a woman with passion before. She tastes of wine
and honey and strawberry lip balm. Surprisingly, I'm not disgusted.
I think, I may even like it. I'm just starting to return the kiss
when she pulls away.

The woman presses her lips to my ear and says
in a low raspy voice, “I hope you liked the show.”

I stand motionless as she slinks down the
alley and disappears around a corner. I never see her again, but
the experience, I will never forget.


Chapter Three

The words that came out of Sherry's mouth
both stunned and aroused me. My cock was rock hard, listening to my
wife, my sweet loving wife, mother of my two children, talking
about watching a woman getting eaten out in an alley. This was a
side of Sherry that I'd never really known about before. And I
loved it.

I had to pull over to the side of the road
halfway through the story.

“How ever did you think that up?” I
asked.

“I don't really know. It's just a fantasy
I've had for some time. Wanting to watch a woman come.”

“You find that arousing?”

“Oh, fuck, yes. I'm wet right now just
telling you about it.”

“How come I don't know this?”

“We haven't really talked about our fantasies
that much.”

“That has got to change,” I said. I thought I
knew what made Sherry tick, what got her off, what surprised her. I
just found out there was much more hidden in places I never even
dreamed about. I needed to dispel this ignorance.

“I'm one hundred percent behind you, babe,”
my wife said. “Did my story scare you? Do you think I'm a
perv?”

“Hell, no! Watching people have sex is
probably the most common sexual turn on. Why do you think porn is
so popular?”

“You're not shocked?”

“Kinda,” I said, thinking of the one part of
the story she seemed to gloss over. “I never knew you were
interested in kissing women.”

“You'd be surprised what interests me. Did
that part turn you on?”

“You kissing a woman? Absolutely.”

“Men are so predictable.” Sherry reached for
my crotch. “Wow, you really are turned on. Here let me help with
that.”

My wife slowly lowered my zipper and pulled
out my rapidly growing erection. She started stroking it and said,
“good to know I can still turn you on after ten years of marriage.”
Sherry leaned across the seat and took me into her mouth. She
couldn't easily give me a blow job, the armrest got in the way, but
it felt good none the less - her warm, wet lips around my cock, her
tongue licking around the crown.

“Oh, god, Sherry, that feels so good.”

My wife hummed her acknowledgement of my
appreciation.

“You have any other fantasies?” I said.

“Uhm hum,” she mumbled around my shaft. I
think that meant yes.

“Tell me another.”

She pulled her mouth off my dick with an
audible pop. “I can't talk and blow you at the same time dear,” she
said, still stoking my saliva covered erection.

“Hand jobs are nice.”

Sherry pulled her hand away and sat up in her
seat. “You want me to give you a hand job and tell you dirty
stories?” She crossed her arms over her chest. “I'm not sure I get
anything out of this arrangement.”

“Pretty please.” I said in my most pathetic
pleading voice. She wasn't budging. I really wanted to know more. I
gave her my best cute puppy dog eyes. She looked at my face, then
down at my cock, sticking out of my pants. She gave in.

“Fine,” she said, “but you're returning the
favor, mister.” My wife reached across and resumed stroking me.
“It's like we're back in fucking high school.”

“Hey, I never got a handy in high school,” I
said. My wife looked over at me and just gave me a wicked smiled.
“Lucky bastards.” I was referring to the guys my future wife must
have got off after some dance or football game.

“You're enjoying this, so just shut up and
let me think.”

Sherry continued to play with my penis as she
looked out into the night and thought of another story to tell me.
It was almost one in the morning, and we were in no hurry; our
babysitter was spending the night. But I still found it just a
little bit unnerving that it was taking her this long to come up
with something to say. Just how many untold fantasies were
gallivanting around in her dirty little imagination.

“Okay, I got one,” Sherry said, “but you
might want to start driving again. We don't want some cop stopping
by. Might be hard explaining why your dick's hanging out.”

I agreed and slowly pulled back onto the road
and headed home as my wife started telling me her story.

 


 Silent Seduction

 


I'm sitting at a hotel bar, nursing a
G&T, relaxing after a long day of listening to clients blabber
on about mergers and clawbacks and no-compete clauses. I could go
up to my room, but I'm too wound up to fall asleep and there's
nothing I want to watch on the T.V. So, I sit and watch people,
like we do.

Sitting a couple spots down the bar from me
is a young couple, maybe twenty-five. He's got pale white skin,
hers is darker, like a warm chocolate milk. I think they're
newlyweds - the way they keep staring into each other's eyes,
holding hands, kissing. Lots of PDA's. They'll mellow out, I think,
after they become more familiar with each other.

There's a nicely dressed gentleman on the
other side of them. His black hair is lightly salted with grey. He
keeps it cut short, off his ears and collar. He's a professional,
wears a charcoal suit over a white dress shirt. His only nod to
casual - his tie is loose and his collar button is undone. He is
sipping on a top shelf scotch. He makes me think of you, fifteen or
twenty years from now.

There are a few other patrons, sitting at
tables around the bar. A group of guys, dressed in T-shirts and
ball-caps, loudly discuss the local sports team. They try in vain
to lure the attractive waitress into their conversation.

A lone woman, Chinese or Korean, in her
mid-thirties, has her laptop out and is clicking away at some
important e-mail or spreadsheet. She's going to end up working
herself into an early grave - I'm sure.

Overall, it's pretty busy for a
weeknight.

I wave over the bartender and order another
drink. I ask him to watch my seat so I can use the ladies'
room.

When I get back, instead of another gin and
tonic, there's a glass of white wine and a note scribbled on a
napkin. “You look intriguing.” it says in a scrawl I can barely
make out. Obviously, a man's handwriting, or an intoxicated woman.
I do give him bonus points for spelling.

Normally I would be pissed if someone deigned
to order for me, but for some reason I accept the drink. I take a
sip - crisp and dry with a hint of pear. I ask the bartender what
it is and who's paying for it, since I wasn't; I ordered gin.

He says it's a Viognier, one of his better
labels. The person who ordered it wants to stay anonymous - he
won't even say if it's a man or woman, although I'm sure I know
which.

I look around the bar. The couple are still
making kissy faces; Mr. Businessman is sipping his drink and
looking at his smartphone. The three amigos have finally got the
waitress to sit down with them, and Ms. Bring-her-work-home is
still lost in her document. No one is paying me any attention.

I start to get nervous. I have a stalker. A
hidden admirer. But I'm in a busy bar at a well-known downtown
hotel. I feel safe. And the idea that someone found me intriguing
is slightly arousing. I don't know why. Until now, I'd found it
unthinkable that I, a woman in her mid-thirties, a mother of two,
would interest a man (not counting you of course.)

I ask the bartender again if he'll tell me
who left the message. He won't divulge that, but he does hand me
another note. Where is he getting these? I begin to think he's my
admirer.

I look at the paper. It has a phone number
written on it.

I bite and pull out my phone and enter the
digits. I hope an audible ring will give the game away. No such
luck, the fucker has his phone in silent mode. I look at the
businessman. He has his phone to his ear and appears to be talking
to someone, not him; no one else in the bar is fidgeting with
theirs.

Maybe my hidden friend isn't even here. My
heart skips a beat; my call is answered.

“Hello,” I say. It's a generic voicemail box.
I don't leave a message. I'm not playing this game, I think
to myself. I put my phone away and enjoy my drink. When I'm done, I
settle up my bill and head off to my room.

All the way I keep looking over my shoulder.
No one appears to be following me. At my door I stop. I look both
ways down the hall. I'm alone.

I quickly slip in and shut the door behind
me. I engage every lock. I am safe now. And my cunt is so damn
wet.

I need a bath. I'm buzzing with energy from
the mystery as well as the alcohol. A good soak will do me good.
I'll relax, maybe have another wine from the mini-bar; the clients
will pay for it.

The tub is full. The water is hot. The wine
is white. I disrobe and am about to step in when my phone
buzzes.

“Damn,” I say out loud. I think about
ignoring it, but I don't. I'm conditioned to obey my mobile. Always
being connected is a blessing and a burden.

I glance at the illuminated screen. One word
- Awake? It's a text from my secret admirer.

I should ignore it, block the number, but I
don't. I'm too entranced by the mystery of it. Yes, I
quickly type. My finger poised over the send button.

“Are you really going to do this, Sherry?” I
say. I press down on the screen, “Yep, now you've done it.”

I slip down into the water. I lay back and
take a sip of wine.

While I wait for my beau's reply, I idly run
my fingers through my swollen pussy lips. I've just started rubbing
my clit when the phone buzzes again. I set down my wine glass on
the edge of the tub and look at the message. I continue to
masturbate with my free hand.

Watcha doin? He's too lazy to type in
complete sentences; points deducted.

I wonder how to answer. The truth? Why
not?

I'm taking a bath. What the hell, this
guy doesn't know who I am, not really. He knows what I look like,
that's it. I'm having fun, so who cares if he is, too.

So, you're naked. -him

Obviously -me

You looked good in that suit -him

Thanks -me

But I'd luv 2C you out of it. -him

I make a cute winking face with the
semi-colon and close parenthesis. I feel like a teenager flirting
with a stranger and I can feel myself getting lost in arousal. The
wine and my fingers and my new friend are driving me crazy with
lust. I could really use a cock right now. I wish my husband was
here, I wish my admirer was here. Hell, I'd settle for my
vibrator.

My fingers will have to do.

Send me a pic -him

I don't think so buddy. Nice try
-me

He texts back a smiley face. I'm not the only
one who can use silly emoticons.

I move the hand on my pussy up and begin
massaging my breasts. I pinch a nipple, hard, and I can feel the
tremor and pain and pleasure wash down my body. I come a little and
I seriously think about sending a pic. It would be so amazingly
decadent.

You alone? -him

It takes me several tries to answer. Texting
- sexting - is hard to do one-handed.

I close my eyes and imagine the man. He's the
businessman from the bar, I've decided. Older, sophisticated. He
knows how to please a woman. My hand is his hand.

I can feel an orgasm approach and I am so
ready for it. I'm startled when the phone buzzes in my hand; I
almost drop it.

You married? -him

The words float on the screen. Why bring up
real life. This is a fantasy. I could say no, make the guy think
I'm available. Or yes, and now I'm the forbidden fruit, the woman
he can lust after but never possess.

Happily -me

The truth wins out.

I set the phone down and take another sip of
wine. I concentrate on my sex. Both hands working now. One mauling
my breasts, the other - two fingers buried in my cunt, thumb
stroking my clit.

There's a man out there who wants me. I can
feel him - his eyes on my body, penetrating me, igniting a fire
within me. And my husband, unaware. The guilty pleasure consumes
me.

The phone buzzes and my climax hits - like a
bolt of lightning. My passion is kindling and catches fire, my body
burns with lust and desire. The phone buzzes again and another,
softer orgasm rolls through me. By the third buzz, I've come down
from my high. I catch my breath and take another drink - draining
the glass.

I get up and step out of the tub, my body
glistens with water and sweat. I avoid dripping on my phone. I
towel myself dry and catch up with my missed messages.

Love to keep you company -him

I'm playing with myself thinking of
you -him

Please send me a picture -him

I imagine his pleading eyes. My friend's
become desperate and sad. The thought of him, the fantasy, was
sexy. The reality is sobering.

I do take a picture. A close-up of my left
hand pinching my swollen nipple, my wedding band clearly
visible.

I think about texting my mystery man, just a
token to fuel his fantasy, but I think better of it and don't. I
save that picture for later.

For you.


Chapter Four

“You paint an erotic picture, Sherry,” I said
as I pulled into the motel. I decided I couldn't wait to get her
home; I must have my wife, now - no babysitter, no kids.

“I wonder if they rent the rooms by the
hour.” my wife said as she scanned the rundown establishment.

I pulled up outside the front office. The
sign said vacancies and from the almost empty parking lot, I knew
it was true.

“Stay here, I'll only be a sec,” I said to
Sherry.

I was about to get out of the car when she
grabbed my arm and said, “aren't you forgetting something?” Her
eyes glanced down at my crotch.

“Fuck me. Thanks.” I tucked my cock back in
my pants and went to get us a room.

A buzzer in the back announced my entrance as
I opened the door. I looked around the dingy office. A waist high
counter bisected the space, on the other side was an archway that I
presumed led to the manager's quarters. A curtain of plastic beads
on strings covered the portal. To the left of the doorway hung a
box of mail slots, empty except for a large key ring in each
one.

A few plastic molded chairs and a squat table
with a stack of decade-old magazines made up the waiting area to
the right. On the counter sat a lone leather journal, a simple
calculator and an ancient mechanical credit card stamper (I didn't
even know those still existed) and a bell.

I waited a few minutes before ringing.

“I'm coming,” came a loud raspy voice from
behind the bead curtain. A few moments later she emerged.

The woman was short, maybe five and a half
feet tall with short wiry black hair and steel grey, blood-shot
eyes. Her skin was leather - tanned and cracked. Each of her sixty
or so years had been etched into her face.

“I need a room,” I said, hoping to make our
encounter short and painless.

“No, shit,” she said, a lifetime of hard
liquor and cigarettes in her voice. She reached under the counter
and pulled out a clipboard. She passed it over to me and said,
“Fill this out. I need to see your I.D. and it's a hundred bucks a
night.”

“That's insane,” I said. I knew I was getting
gouged on the rate. “It's almost morning and we'll be out of the
room in a few hours.”

“If you're gonna argue you can beat it.” She
pulled the clipboard away. “Go find a Best Western.”

I felt I had fallen into some bizarre portal
- a twilight zone of freakish innkeepers and haunted rooms. I
quickly realized I didn't have much of a choice. By the time I
found a better place, the sun would be coming up and the mood
Sherry's fantasies had created would pass.

I decided to continue our adventure, even if
it ended up killing us. I handed the crone my driver's license and
a hundred dollars in cash. There was no way I was giving her my
credit card.

As I filled out the form - name, address,
date of birth - I asked if the rooms had a mini-bar. She chuckled
and my blood nearly froze in my veins. I never wanted to hear that
sound again. She reached into a cupboard behind her and pulled out
two small plastic bottles of Jack Daniels.

“On the house,” she said, as she passed over
the booze, my I.D. and a room key. “One-Oh-Seven, halfway down the
lot. Ice machine's at the far end.”

I thanked her and left.

 


“That woman scared me,” I said to my wife
after we settled in the room. Not that we had much to settle.

Despite outward appearances, the room was
clean. It had a bed with fresh linen and a shower with no visible
mold. It would do.

I poured the booze into a couple of plastic
cups, the ones that come wrapped in more plastic so you know
they're clean. We skipped the ice. I handed one to Sherry.

“To a hundred bucks well spent,” I said. We
touched cups.

“To the best husband in the world.” We drank.
It went down smooth as sandpaper - just like Jack.

“So, where were we?” I said.

“I was telling you my fantasies,” Sherry
said. She put her cup down and grabbed my free hand. “And you were
going to reciprocate for the hand-job I gave you.”

She pulled me toward the bed. I stood there
and watched her reach behind her back and unzip her skirt. She let
it fall to the floor. “It's my turn for a little stimulation,” she
said.

Sherry was now naked from the waist down; at
some point during the night she had removed her panties, if she was
even wearing any in the first place. My wife was full of
surprises.

She hopped up on the bed and sat back against
the headboard. She beckoned me with her fingers. “Come to me,” she
said with a twinkle in her eye. “I've got another story for
you.”

Sherry sat there, her legs spread wantonly. I
couldn't help but stare at her pussy. Her outer lips were engorged,
her pink slit glistened with her juices.

“See something you like?” she said.

“Oh, yeah.” I began to unhook my belt.

“No. No. First I need some priming.”

She looked primed enough to me, but I didn't
argue. Instead I moved to the bed and knelt between my wife's
outstretched legs.

I could smell her sex, musky and strong. Her
aroma fueled my own passion as I bowed before my wife - my head in
her lap, my tongue worshiping her salty, tangy essence.

I was near Nirvana. I loved the taste of my
wife and tonight she was bountifully flavorful. I ate her out,
working my tongue over her puffy folds and sensitive button.
Between her moans and sighs, Sherry told me her next story.

 


 


Moving to the Beat

 


Jessica is taking me to a special club she
knows. It's one I've never been to, in a part of town I never go
to. It doesn't feel dangerous, just different.

The taxi pulls up and drops us off at the
door. There's a line, but Jess just walks up to the bouncer and
we're let in. Looking down the row of people I see only one or two
who look like me - pink.

Inside, it's no different. Most of the
clientele are various shades of brown, from light mocha to intense
black. In this club, I'm a minority, but I don't feel out of place.
I feel a little uncomfortable, but it's mostly in my head. No one
is looking at me funny. No one is whispering to a friend about me.
In fact, from what I can tell no one is paying me and my friend any
attention. I am wrong.

“Hey Jessica!” A man's voice calls from
behind us, we almost don't hear him above the din of the joint -
loud beats, people talking. We turn. “Really glad you could make
it.”

The man who comes to greet us is tall, a
little over six feet. He has a friendly face, round handsome
features. His dark hair is cut tight against his head; his eyes are
a warm brown. To me, he looks like he could be the President's
younger brother.

This stranger, at least to me, comes and
gives my friend a hug and lifts her off the ground. She returns the
embrace as best she can and introduces us after he sets her
down.

“Damon, this is Sherry. Sherry meet Damon,
he's a good friend of my brother.”

“His best friend,” Damon says, taking my hand
in his, “that's the only reason I've never hooked up with her.”
He's referring to Jessica. He kisses the back of my hand. I'm
impressed and just a little aroused by his chivalry.

“Careful, Sherry,” Jess says. “Damon's got a
rep.”

“I can handle him,” I say with a confidence I
don't have.

“Ladies care for a dance?” Damon asks. He
doesn't bother waiting for an answer, he just leads us to the dance
floor, his arms wrapped possessively around our waists. Even before
we get there, I feel the beat of the music take over. They're
playing something by Kanye and I can't help but move my body to the
rhythm.

Jess joins me and we're moving our hips in
sync. She grabs my shoulders, I grab her hips and we're dancing
together. She turns to face away and backs into me, her butt in my
groin. It feels so good, her curves molding to mine. I like the
feeling, smooth and inviting. I see what men find so alluring in
the female form.

Then, I feel him. I assume it's Damon, but I
don't much care at the moment. I feel his strong hands grasp my
waist and pull me into him. I can feel his erection against my ass.
It's ample, but still growing. I can tell he's well-endowed and I
lust after him.

I release Jessica and let my new partner take
control of our movement, my ass already against his cock, only a
few thin layers of cloth separate us. He moves his hands up my side
and I do the best I can to maintain contact.

He's rubbing up and down, his hands are on my
shoulders. Our torsos are moving left and right, but our cores
remain locked together, the friction starts to drive me crazy. I
feel him getting bigger, like monster big. I mean big like all the
stereotypes big. I feel my juices dripping out of my pussy, soaking
my panties.

The music, the beat, has me in a highly
aroused state. We are moving to a sensual, earthy rhythm. I close
my eyes and enjoy the sensation. I forget about Jessica, I forget
about Damon. It's just me and the music and a rather large cock
rubbing along the crack of my ass.

My partner's hands reach around and begin to
fondle my breasts through my blouse. I reach my own arms back and
grasp his ass, keeping him pressed against me. We now move as
one.

I realize I haven't had a drink yet, but I am
buzzing. My hormones sending me to unexplored heights. Fingers
pinch my nipples and I feel a jolt of pain running through my body.
I could come any second. Two hands move down my stomach, in unison
and meet at my sex. I am so fucking close. My heart beats in time
with the music. My body is a finely tuned instrument my partner is
playing with perfection. His fingers run down, under my skirt and
press against my panty clad cunt.

Is it vulgar to wish I was going commando?
Too fucking bad, I do.

I feel him manipulate my lips through the
silk. He touches my clitoris and I take a sharp breath. I am no
longer moving of my own accord. He moves me. He directs me. He
controls me.

Oh, God. I can feel it coming. From the
furthest depths. It's a monster, come to tear me apart, to break me
open, expose me to the world.

Oh... Oh... It's here. I come.


Chapter Five

“Ahhhh!” Sherry screamed as she came hard on
my tongue. She barely finished the story, not that I could make out
the last few words, between her screams and her thighs wrapped
tight around my head.

I was relieved when she finally relaxed her
death grip on my head. I took off my clothes and slid up her body,
enjoying the tangy, musky flavor of her arousal still on my
lips.

I kissed her mouth and she devoured me. Our
tongues wrestled and I knew she was tasting her own juices. I
always love to share this moment. A soulful kiss after oral sex,
whether she goes down on me, or I, her. It's a physical, yet
emotional connection that joins us in every possible way.

“That was fucking fantastic,” I said after we
both finally catch our breath. I was bearing down on her, my body
supported by my arms placed on either side of her head. My cock,
stiff and ready, was rubbing against her drenched slit.

She gave me a lusty stare. “You liking my
fantasies?” she said. She gasped as I pressed myself into her.
“Yes, I guess you do.”

I began to slowly thrust. Nothing urgent,
just a steady rhythm, my hips moving fore and back.

“One thing I notice,” I said. “I don't seem
to be in any of your stories.”

“Oh, you poor dear. You have me in real life.
Doesn't that count?”

“That counts. For everything,” I said, trying
to keep a strong steady movement.

Our gazes locked. I swear I could see her
soul in her dilated eyes. She was searching for something to say,
but finding it hard in the moment. I hoped she could tell how much
I was enjoying this - how much I got off on her fantasies, whether
I'm in them or not. I hoped she knew how much I loved that she
could share her inner most thoughts and desires.

She appeared to lose herself, her eyelids
fluttered and I felt her vaginal muscles clamp down on my cock as
it slid in and out of her. I thought she might have just cum, maybe
just a little.

She eventually regained control and said,
“So, you want a story with you in it?”

“Oh, yes, Sherry. Tell me a story with me in
it.”

“Okay. Here goes. I've always wanted to join
the most elusive and exclusive club on earth...”

 


 


The Mile High Club

We're on a long flight, seven or eight hours.
It's the red eye and most all the other passengers are asleep,
except me. I just can't sleep on planes. Instead I'm trying to get
through the latest trashy novel by Falcon Tempest, some gothic
nonsense about a lonely lady making time with the stable master.
It's flighty stuff, but it passes the time.

We're about an hour into the flight. The
cabin is dark, with only the emergency lights along the aisle and
two or three reading lamps, mine included, for illumination.

I'm engrossed in my book when I feel a firm
yet gentle tap on my shoulders. I look up into the steely blue eyes
of our pilot. What the hell, I think, who's flying the
plane?

He is a handsome man in his late forties or
early fifties with white blond hair, thin but wide lips and a proud
Roman nose. I can see a desire in his smile, one that ignites a
similar passion in me.

He presses his left index finger to his lips
in a shushing manner and extends his right hand out to me -
inviting me to grasp it. I know I shouldn't. I know naughty things
might happen, and my husband is oblivious. I ignore my better
angels and grab the pilot's hand. He quickly pulls me to my
feet.

I may be standing, but he still towers over
me. He brushes a stray strand of hair to the side and leans over to
press his lips to my ear.

“Would you like to see the cockpit?” he says,
his voice a whisper, his tone a command. He's not really asking a
question.

“Yes,” I sigh. I look down at my husband. His
head is tilted against the bulkhead, his eyes closed.

For a moment - but just a moment - I think
about asking my pilot if I should wake him. I know he'd love to sit
where the pilots do. But I realize, a tour is not really what's on
this pilot's mind.

“Lead on,” I say, giving control over to this
virtual stranger. I feel safe, we all have already placed our lives
in his confident hands. He steadily pushes me toward the front of
the plane, toward the cockpit door. I glance around, wondering if
anyone else is watching. I wonder if they know. I can feel the
warmth building in my sex as we walk. My pilot hasn't said anything
about his true intentions, but I know it involves more than showing
me gauges and instrumentation.

On the way up we meet another passenger,
returning from the head. It's a man, older, balding, slightly
overweight. I try not to look him in the eyes. I'm slightly
embarrassed about what I'm about to do, or what will be done to me.
It's my walk of shame, before the act. I can feel him judging me,
and I am aroused. He lusts after me, but he is not man enough to
claim me, not like my pilot.

The bald man returns to his seat, probably to
pleasure himself under his wool blanket, thoughts of me keeping him
erect.

We are at the cockpit door now. My pilot (I
haven't learned his name yet) presses his body against mine as he
reaches to unlock it.

A flight attendant, a younger woman with
short blond hair, is in the galley to our left. She's preparing a
late night snack for one of the first-class passengers. She turns
her head toward me and our eyes meet. She smiles as if she knows.
She may even have been in my place once or twice. She nods in
approval and goes back to her duties.

The door opens, my pilot urges me forward
with a thrust of his hips. I feel his slowly expanding cock against
the small of my back.

My panties must be drenched, I am so
aroused.

I am surprised to find we are not alone, my
nameless pilot and I. Another man, presumably the co-pilot is
sitting at the helm. He looks startled, but not really surprised. I
expect the pilot often brings a hot young woman to the front. My
ego leaps for joy, knowing I can still grab a man's attention,
other than my husband.

I think of him, my husband, asleep in his
seat, unaware his wife is sharing a tight confined space with two
handsome men, with unknown intent. A sudden urge to leave overcomes
me. Seeing the co-pilot leering at me has brought me to my senses.
I am a married woman. I shouldn't allow myself to be placed in such
a compromising position.

I turn to leave and plant my face into the
chest of my pilot. His name is Chet, his nameplate is two inches
from my face.

He places his large hands under my chin and
tilts my head up. Our eyes meet and, in that moment, I am undone.
All plans to leave escape me. My mind screams for me to say
something, to force Chet to let me go back to my seat, but my body
has succumbed. I want to be taken and my pilot is the man to do
it.

I love my husband, I always will. He is a
loving father to my children, a good lover to me, and a reliant
provider to our family. My heart will never cheat on him. My body,
on the other hand; she has a mind of her own.

Chet leans over and our mouths meet. My
pilot's tongue forces its way between my lips and I accept him in.
He explores my mouth. I taste salt and peppermint on his
breath.

Lust flows through me, my pussy aches to be
filled, but I know that will have to wait for I feel a heavy
pressure building on my shoulders. My pilot is pushing me to my
knees, and I gladly comply.

I kneel before him and mold my fingers around
his cock, still enclosed in his slacks. It feels enormous, larger
than any I've ever experienced.

Like a little girl at Christmas, I can't wait
to unwrap my toy. That's what it is to me, an adult toy attached to
a strong, handsome man. I have no love for him but I sure as fuck
want to play with him.

I undo his belt and unzip his pants. They
slough off to pool on the cockpit floor. Now only a thin layer of
silken boxers separate me from his penis. It will be the first
naked penis I have seen or touched since my bachelorette party,
other than my husband's - that goes without saying.

I grab the waistband and pull violently down.
I must have my prize.

Chet's steel hard cock springs into my face,
a small drop of pre-cum splats on my cheek.

I am not disappointed. My pilot is
well-endowed. His erection is at least ten inches long and much
wider than I am used to. I have no instruments to measure with, I
go by sight and touch.

I spit on my palms and begin to roughly
stroke my pilot's bare bone. To my surprise, it grows just a little
bit longer.

“Oh, God, Sherry you are so good.” Chet
says.

I don't answer, my mouth is full of his cock.
I savor the taste of his manhood, musk and pine with a hint of salt
from his sweat and pre-cum. It is so delicious and decadent, giving
head to a strange man with my husband just twenty feet away. It's
wrong on so many levels: moral, civil, legal. At the moment, I
don't care. The guilt will come later, for now I just want his
cum.

I bob my head back and forth. I can feel my
pilot's cock throb in my mouth. He moans and sighs.

My lips are stretched as they never have been
before, my jaw begins to ache and I start to slow down, but Chet
isn't ready to stop yet. He entwines his fingers in my hair and
begins to pull my head to him. He is fucking my mouth. I am
appalled yet aroused. He is using me as I use him. It's a bargain
with the devil and I pay the price.

I feel the tip of his cock against the back
of my throat and I must fight the gag reflex. I am no longer
enjoying myself, I am just concentrating on breathing and relaxing.
I let my pilot enjoy himself, and he does. His cock twitches in my
mouth. He holds me tight, my nose pressed against his neatly
groomed crotch. He is holding off his orgasm. He doesn't want to
come in my mouth. I don't want him to, either.

Chet's near-climax passes and he lets me
free. I cough and breath. My pilot reaches for a bottle of water
and offers it to me. I take a deep swig and say, “Thanks.”

“No, Thank you,” Chet says. “I really enjoyed
how you make love with your mouth.”

I just smile at his choice of words and
accept the compliment. I hand the water back and my pilot takes and
finishes off the bottle. He gives me a hand up, ready for round
two.

We stand together, face to face, even though
my head only comes up to his shoulders. He leans over and kisses me
again. We swap fluids. I know he can taste himself on me. Like a
real man, he doesn't hesitate.

He spins me around and orders me to remove my
jeans. With a shimmy of my hips, they slide down my legs. My silk
panties are stuck to my pussy, soaked with my juices. I have to
peel them off. The cockpit is flooded with the aroma of my arousal.
It heightens my desire. My pilot pushes on my back, bending me
over. I have to grab the back of his seat to keep from falling.

I hear him open a condom wrapper and quickly
slip it on. I'm glad he remembers because in the rush I totally
forgot about protection. Chet's obviously fucked a lot of women. I
don't want to get any of their diseases.

I rest my head against the cushion in front
of me and eagerly await to be filled. I am so ready. My cunt
radiates heat, lust courses through my blood.

I yelp when I finally feel his tip press
against my opening. He touches my clit and I shudder. With no
hesitation, he pushes forward, my well-lubed vagina offers no
resistance.

He stretches me in new ways - wonderful ways.
For a moment, I am totally filled, totally alive with pleasure.
Then, amazingly he goes deeper. His cock sets off nerves I didn't
know I had. I cum a little.

Then, my pilot starts to move and I cum a
lot. He thrusts, back and forth, grunting each time he bottoms out
in me.

I am in lust. Taken as I have never been
before. Guilt fuels my passion. The guilt of stepping out on my
husband, of acting like a total slut, of so easily being seduced by
this handsome pilot. The worst guilt of all, I just don't care. At
the moment, I am filled with lust and his cock and nothing
else.

Any hesitation is lost as waves of pleasure
crash through me. I respond to my pilot's motion. I push back,
trying to get him to go even deeper. Lust burns in my loins. Each
time his balls hit my mound my desire ratchets up a notch. I can
feel my climax approach.

It begins as a small drip that slowly
increases to a stream. I cry out as the rushing water of sensual
pleasure cascades over me. I am cumming. My cunt pulses and I am
lost.

My pilot bears down on me, the weight of his
chest on my back.

“Oh Sherry,” he cries into my ear, his cock
throbs. His thrusts increase. “Fuck... fuck... fuck...”

I cum again, hard. My fingers dig into the
headrest, my eyes clenched shut.

And again, wave after wave of pleasure
consumes me.

He explodes inside me. I feel his seed
coating my womb. Hard bursts of semen, warm and sticky.

“Oh! Roy!”


Chapter Six

Sherry cried out my name as we came,
together. It was my cock that erupted inside my wife as she
narrated her adulterous fantasy.

I was overcome with jealousy and arousal. I
came hard myself, harder than I could ever remember. It was also
one of the rare times we actually climaxed at the same time, Sherry
and I. Her fantasies fueled our wonderfully intoxicating fuck.

I caught my breath and rolled off my wife. I
laid there staring up at the splotchy ceiling trying to come to
terms with what had happened this evening.

It was quite disconcerting to discover all
these wild sexual fantasies that lay hidden in my wife's brain. At
least hidden from me.

Don't get me wrong, I love my wife and
listening to her describe her desires really turned me on. There
was just something that bothered me. I don't know if it was the
sheer variety of experiences, or the intricate details. Maybe it
was because she had kept them from me for so long, or that I didn't
play an active role in them besides as a clueless cuckold. I was
starting to get worked up. My train of thought was heading into
dark territory until my wife derailed it.

“You okay,” she said. “You've been awfully
quiet for the past few minutes.”

“Just thinking,” I said. I wasn't lying but I
also wasn't telling the whole truth either.

“So what do you think?” Sherry said. I
assumed she was referring to her stories. I didn't know what to
say, so I stalled.

“How the hell did your pilot know your name?”
I said, trying to bring a little levity to the moment.

“Really? That's your question?” she
chuckled.

I didn't. “No,” I said. “I guess not. I don't
know. I think I'm just a little jealous that I'm not in your
fantasies.”

“I told you before, love,” Sherry said. She
sat up and climbed over me, her legs on either side of my chest.
She grabbed my head and locked her gaze into mine. “You. Are. My.
Reality. I don't need to fantasize about you.”

“So these really are just stories, not
something you really want to do?” I found myself starting to sound
like a worried little boy. My wife looked down on me and sighed,
like she was a mother who had to take away her son's candy. She
took a moment to answer; it was a moment too long for me. I
instantly regretted asking.

Eventually she said, “I wouldn't put it that
way.” She must have seen an expression on my face that bothered her
because she quickly added, “Roy, I love you. I plan on spending the
rest of my life with you. Just don't make me regret being honest
with you, opening up to you.”

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I really do want to
know what makes you tick, Sherry. I admit listening to your stories
made me really horny.”

My wife reached her arm behind her and
grabbed my cock.

“I could tell,” she said. “You came really
hard.”

“I never knew my wife had such a dirty
imagination.”

“You never asked.”

I don't know if I will ever truly be
comfortable with the idea of my wife having a sexual experience
without me. But I had to accept she was a woman, an individual,
with her own desires, some that involved me and some that didn't.
What ever happened, I didn't want this to come between us.

“Just promise me you'll never lie or go
behind my back,” I said.

“Roy. I promise you will always be number one
in my life.” I knew that was a serious declaration for a mother to
make and it meant the world to me.

Sherry leaned over, resting the weight of her
body onto mine. Her warm wet labia snuggled against my semi-hard
cock. She began moving her hips up and down. Her juices and my
semen mixed to provide the perfect lubrication. I could feel my
erection returning.

“Sherry, I love you and nothing will ever
change that.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of
my wife massaging my cock with her pussy lips.

“Isn't this better than a fantasy?” she
whispered into my ear before taking a few light nibbles.

I was fully hard again and with a slight
shift of her hips, Sherry impaled herself on my steely shaft. It
was her turn to take control of the motion, the rhythm of our
lovemaking. It was good.

“Yes,” I sighed, part in answer to her
question and part an acknowledgement of the pleasure that was
enveloping me.

All was good. Despite any misgivings I had to
admit it was a wonderful night. Sherry rode me slow and steady for
a good ten or fifteen minutes. I had already come, so my wife was
able to climax several times before I blew my seed into her for the
second time that night. It was my way of reclaiming her from her
fantasy pilot, my way of accepting the situation.

I didn't know if she was concentrating on my
cock, or Chet's as she came. And I didn't care. As long as she was
here with me, I was happy. As long as she always came back to me, I
was content. Some would call that weak. I say, it proves our love
is strong.

Afterwards, we lay in bed face to face
wrapped in each other's arms.

“He must have looked on the manifest,” I
said.

Sherry laughed and started tickling me. “That
really was bothering you, wasn't it,” she said. I was too tired to
fight her, so I took my torture.

“Yeah,” I said, half asleep.

A calm had returned to our relationship.
Silence filled the room. I was just about to slide off into
unconsciousness when my wife said, “One more thing about these
fantasies.”

I was too far gone to reply and I was in such
a daze I wasn't positive what she said next, but I swear it sounded
like Sherry said, “One of them really happened.”

My cock twitched and exhaustion overtook
me.
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