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		Chapter 1 – Friday 6am

		Tayna was awoken by a light tingling sensation, starting at her feet, running up her leg. By the time it reached her left butt cheek, she was fully conscious and horny as hell. In her dream she had been walking down a tropical beach, hand in hand with her husband. He was wearing a pair of sandals and a set of white surf shorts which contrasted nicely with his deep black skin. Tayna wore a neon orange one-piece which complimented her own light brown complexion.

		She and her husband had just finished a frolic in the Hawaiian surf and were heading back to their resort for an early evening lovemaking session when she felt a crab nip her heel and begin crawling up her calf. Around that time, she let slip her dream shroud and reluctantly welcomed the dawn.

		She was lying on her stomach. A light-jazz station played on the clock radio on her nightstand. Leonard, her husband, was walking his fingers up her leg. He was fluttering the tips on her naked ass, causing a rush of goosebumps on her luscious brown skin. She tried to swipe his hand away, mumbling something unintelligible.

		“Say that again, I didn't get it.” Leonard's baritone voice sent shivers up her spine and increased the moisture between her legs.

		Maybe she was still in the dream.

		“I was just getting to the good part.” Tayna pleaded for a few more minutes of rest, but her husband was relentless in his ministrations.

		“I've got something good for you.”

		Tayna rolled over and smiled up at her beautiful husband. He was naked, as well. She looked down as he lightly ran his hand around her curvy hips toward her smooth mound.

		“My, you're wet. Dreaming of me?”

		Tayna was always honest with her man. “Yes.”

		“Was it going something like this?” Leonard slowly moved his bald head between his wife's thighs, keeping his eyes locked on hers as he went down. He ran his tongue along her dark brown labia, working the moist petals apart to expose the deep pink treasure hidden within.

		Tayna moaned. “Yes. Yes. It was going something like that.” She started squirming but her husband held her thighs fast in place as he began his oral assault.

		Leonard was gentle, but firm. His tongue lapped up his wife's juices as her body prepared to take him in. He thrust his tongue deep, curling upward to stimulate the upper walls of her pussy.

		Tayna was in heaven. “Oh fuuuuh,” Pleasure coursed through her body as Leonard started flicking her clitoris, causing a rush of blood to fill her sensitive flesh. He began sucking in earnest, and Tayna started going wild. She slapped at the bed, the white linen flapped like the waves of pleasure moving through her body.

		Leonard kept right on licking, through her orgasm, drawing out the last drop of joy, until she finally could take no more, and Tayna gripped his head and pulled him away.

		Her husband looked up at her, desire burning in his deep brown eyes as he gazed across her taut stomach and her delightfully modest breasts.

		Tayna felt an emptiness that needed filling. “I need you inside me.”

		Leonard crawled up her body. His long tongue trailing up her skin, moving playfully around her pebbly hard areolas. Tayna could feel his erection against her thigh, a few drops of pre-cum smeared on her skin. She reached down for his cock. It felt good in her hands, long – about eight inches – and hard. It would feel better inside her.

		She stroked the shaft and basked in the moans of pleasure she elicited from her husband. Leonard moved up, and with the help of his wife, guided his cock toward her fleshy entrance. Tayna rubbed her labia with his turgid purple shaft. She loved the sound it made, moist flesh on flesh.

		Leonard lined up and, with a steady thrust, mounted his wife.

		“OH god.” She felt fantastically full. Her husband began moving within her, and another climax began building in Tayna's core. It started as a low buzz, centered on her exposed clit, running deep into her womb. Soon the feeling worked its way outward, spreading up her spine, down her legs and throughout her chest. She was going to have a full-body orgasm.

		Leonard knew just how to treat his wife's body. He knew the right moves, the proper angle to thrust, the best speed, the best variation. He was a masterful cocksman. Short strokes paired with a twitching of his cock. Deep strokes and grinding his pelvis against her clit. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over and through Tayna.

		Leonard could feel his own climax near. “I'm close. Should I pull out?”

		Tayna, her own pending orgasm clouding her judgement, was not willing to let go. “No. I'm close, too. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

		“You sure?”

		The couple did not want to have another child, but Tayna was not on the pill and Leonard had forgotten to grab a condom from the nightstand.

		“Should be ok. I just need to feel. Feel you. Inside me. I need that—”

		With a low growl her husband's orgasm arrived. He thrust deep as he could. His cock pulsed and Tayna felt the warmth of his semen spreading through her womb. She grabbed his ass and held him tight, wanting to experience the whole sensation of her husband climaxing inside her.

		Her period was due the next day so she felt safe letting his sperm swim freely. Sure it was risky, but it felt so fucking good, feeling his cock pulse within her pussy as he shot his load.

		Tayna squeezed his ass with her hands and his cock with her cunt as another climax overwhelmed her.

		“Oh god, Len. I'm cumming.”

		“I can tell.” Her husband smiled and kissed her with a passion that hadn't subsided one iota since the night they first made love. That passion had survived, intact, through twelve years of marriage, the birth of their daughter, and the eleven hundred mile move for Tayna's job.

		Leonard and Tayna were deeply in love. They complimented each other, perfectly. Leonard stayed at home to take care of Shawna and write freelance articles for several web-based political magazines. Tayna was an architect, currently working lead on a major new building for one of the city's richest families.

		They tried to have sex at least once, if not twice, a week, a feat that was rare amongst their friends who had been married just as long.

		They were sometimes asked how they kept the desire – that spark – alive.

		Tayna said it was easy – open, honest communication. Leonard credited his upbringing. His parents were still married and deeply in love after forty-six years.

		Neither ever divulged the truth.

		

		Tayna was brushing her teeth when the school bus arrived. She was going to be late for work.

		“Don't forget your lunch.”

		“Got it here, mom. Ewww.” Tayna had bent down to give Shawna a kiss, her mouth still frothy with toothpaste. Her and her husband's early morning frolic had done a number on the family routine.

		“Sorry.” Tayna wanted to wipe off the blueish-white smudge but she didn't have a free hand, so her daughter had to use her sleeve. The girl ran down the walkway to the waiting bus. Her mother called after her. “Your Dad will pick you up at three. Love you.”

		“Mahhm.” Since when were nine-year-olds too ashamed to say they loved their mothers, Tayna thought to herself. She couldn't help but smile with pride as she watched her daughter board the school bus.

		“So, another late night?” Leonard had come out of the kitchen, a cup of coffee in each hand. he took a sip from one and offered the other to his wife.

		“Really?” Tayna pointed the toothbrush at her mouth, remnants of foamy paste pooled in the corner.”

		“Oops. More for me, I guess.” Leonard headed back to the kitchen; Tayna went upstairs to finish getting ready for work.

		Ten minutes later, she was buttoning up her grey blouse when her husband called up and asked if she wanted any breakfast. “No. I'll grab something at Starbucks.”

		She was putting the finishing touches on her make-up when Leonard came into the bathroom. He was still in his robe. The tie was loose, revealing his chest. His skin glistened. Tayna would have loved to run her hands inside the white terry cloth and feel his well-defined abs. Leonard had plenty of time to work out each day; keeping himself in shape for his lovers, he said. Tayna knew she was his only lover, that made her feel guilty sometimes.

		“I can tell that look. You're thinking about going in late.” Leonard opened up his robe. His penis hung low- the remnants of their lovemaking still visible on the dark veiny flesh. He shot his wife his best come-hither stare.

		“Would love to babe. But I can't.”

		“Always a but.”

		“Got lots of prep work for my meeting with our client this afternoon. And my final draft still isn't done.”

		“Speaking of Stan.”

		“Honey. Stan isn't the client.”

		“But he will be at the meeting.”

		“Yeah.”

		“So, like I said. Another late night. I know. Call me when you're heading home and I'll have dinner warm for you.”

		“You're a saint, Leonard.” Tayna kissed her husband on the cheek, careful to avoid smudging her lipstick.

		“I know.”

		She grabbed her briefcase on the way to the door. She looked back at him before leaving. He stood in the hallway. His untied robe held open by his semi-erect cock. He looked delicious.

		“I don't deserve you.”

		“Know that, too.”

		“Wise ass.”

		Leonard just smiled and headed upstairs to get ready for his day. Tayna silently reminded herself just how lucky she was to have such a husband. He kept the house in order, made sure their daughter was taken care of, and cooked dinner every night. Somehow, he found time to write two or three well-researched freelance pieces a week and still had the energy to pamper his wife when she got home.

		He was a wonderful, caring, and loving husband. He was never rough with Tayna. Never yelled at her or treated her poorly. He was always gentle and kind and that was sometimes – a problem.

		

	
		Chapter 2 – Thursday 8:30pm (the previous night)

		“On your knees!”

		Stan winced at his wife's tone, but complied. He knelt before her, clothed in tight white undies and a studded leather collar. Nothing else.

		Veronica bent over and attached a short leash to the small silver hoop imbedded in the collar. She pulled up. Stan, who had been staring at the ground, had no choice but to look up. His wife gave him a cold demanding stare.

		“You been a good boy while I was gone?”

		“Absolutely.” There was no other answer.

		“How so?”

		“I kept the house neat.” Stan paused. He was stalling, trying to remember what was on the list. He'd planned to write down a few answers to this always asked question, but his wife had arrived home early; he wasn't expecting her back until Saturday afternoon. “I stocked the fridge. Scheduled the pool cleaner. Did a load of laundry.”

		“Did you shave?”

		Veronica wasn't talking about his face.

		“Yes. Yes, I did.” Stan's balls were as smooth as an oyster – just as his wife liked them. “Not only shaved, but waxed.” Stan was eager to please his demanding Veronica.

		“My, you were a very good boy.”

		Stan would do anything for his wife. While they split the housework fifty-fifty, Stan did end up doing extra chores when Veronica was away on business. They both had full-time jobs. Stanley Cobb was a lead contractor for one of the city's largest construction companies. Veronica Cobb was an entertainment lawyer with lots of celebrity clients who had her constantly on call, hopping on jets and crisscrossing the country to clean up their messes.

		The Cobbs loved their jobs, they loved each other, and they loved their sex life.

		In the bedroom and, often times, out of it, Veronica instigated all the action. She told Stan what he could and could not do, and he gladly did it, with few exceptions.

		Veronica pulled forward on the chain, planting Stan's nose in her crotch. “Here's your reward.” She lifted up her short skirt, rubbing the silky red material against her husband's face. “For being such a good boy.”

		Stan leaned in. The aroma of his wife's wet pussy slapped him hard. He wasn't surprised to see she wasn't wearing any panties. She rarely did on these occasions, unless she wanted him to rip them off with his teeth. This wasn't one of those times.

		Stan reached up to touch her labia, to separate the petals of her pussy. Veronica slapped his hand away with a riding crop that had somehow materialized in her hand.

		“Ouch.”

		“Lips and tongue, only.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		Keeping the leash tucked in her palm, Veronica grabbed the back of her husband's head and pulled him closer.

		The aroma was almost suffocating, but Stan was in heaven. He loved the odor of his wife's aroused cunt. The tangy smell filled his nostrils. He stuck out his tongue and took in the salty dew drop that had formed on her outer lips.

		The first taste was always the best. After a week without, Stan was eager to dive in and devour his wife's essence. Her moist labia parted for his tongue, her short black pubic hair tickled, but Stan ignored the discomfort and began lapping in earnest. He had to tilt his head back a bit to thrust his tongue as deep into her pussy as he could.

		“That feels good, Stanley, my dear. You may deserve a special treat, tonight.”

		Standing was becoming hard for Veronica as the pleasure of Stan's cunnilingus clouded her senses. She moved them to her chair, where she could sit down and enjoy herself fully. The whole time she never let her husband's mouth leave her pussy.

		Stan could only imagine what the special treat could be. Would she let him fuck her? That wasn't really special. Veronica wasn't one to deny her husband access to her body. She liked sex as much as he did. Maybe, just maybe, a blow job. His wife hadn't sucked his cock since his last birthday. That really would be special.

		The thought of having his dominatrix wife servicing his cock with her mouth motivated Stan to up his game. He ignored his wife's orders and used his hands to grab her ass and pull her even closer, burying his face in her crotch.

		Veronica was caught by surprise. She gave a small yelp but she didn't tell her husband to stop. Instead the familiar moans of an approaching orgasm escaped her lips as Stan worked an intricate pattern into her clit with his tongue.

		“Oh. Oh, Stan. Sooo. god. So good.”

		Stan began rubbing his nose against her clit and returned to thrusting his tongue deep inside, lapping at the roof of her vaginal walls. Veronica pushed her hips against his face and with a slight tilt gave him better access to tongue fuck her. Her fingers tangled in his short red hair, pulling forcefully.

		The pain excited Stan, spurred him on. He sucked his wife's engorged clit into his mouth, like a little penis, flicking at the tender tip.

		“Ah. Fuck. Ah. Stan. So good. Mm. Uhng.” Veronica's words vanished into unintelligible babbling. Her climax hit Stan like a hammer as she slammed her pelvis into his face, her legs clamping around his neck, her fingers closed tight around his amber locks of hair. Despite the shock and discomfort, he didn't let up. Stan rode out his wife's orgasm, licking and sucking and thrusting until she could take no more.

		“Enough. ENOUGH.” Veronica opened her legs and pushed her husband away. “Too much. Too tender.”

		Veronica loved to play rough, but after a good climax her clitoris became very sensitive and she needed time to recover. She flopped back, her skirt draping back down to cover her pussy.

		Stanley stood up. His leash dangling down, the end just touching the floor. His cock ached. It was partially swollen, but caught at an awkward angle in his underwear. He started slipping them off.

		“Stop!” The force of Veronica's words froze her husband. She was sitting back in her comfy chair, a green wingback; Stan thought of it as her throne. “Did I say you could do that?”

		“No, Mistress.” Stan's cock grew harder and the ache became almost unbearable. Almost. Stan would bear any discomfort for his mistress.

		“Well.” Veronica pretended to think for a few seconds. “You have been a good boy this week.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“So, you might as well take off those silly looking things.”

		“Thank you, Mistress.” Stan sighed with relief as he freed his iron hard penis from the confining cotton briefs. His erection was fierce, his skin pulled taut, purple veins pulsing though the pink and peachy skin. A drop of pre-cum ran down the underside of its crown.

		Veronica licked her lips. Stan smiled in anticipation. He felt his balls aching to release his pent-up sperm. His wife spit into her left hand. She beckoned him closer with her right.

		“My good boy deserves a release.”

		Stan moved closer, his rigid cock, a fleshy divining rod, leading the way.

		Veronica took him in her hand and started stroking.

		“You've been saving this up for me.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“All week?”

		Stan hesitated.

		“You told me, you'd been a good boy.”

		Stan had been, for the most part. He made sure the house was kept in order. Mowed the lawn. Fixed the leaky toilet in the master bathroom. But there was one promise he had broken. He had masturbated earlier in the week. Stan cast his eyes at Veronica's hands on his cock. He couldn't meet her gaze.

		“Yes, Mistress. I have been.”

		Stan yelped in pain as his wife squeezed.

		“At least look at me when you lie.”

		Stan couldn't do that. He could never lie to his wife, to her face. That's what made his secret that much harder to keep.

		He glanced up and caught her stare. Daggers and venom. Stan tried to pull away but Veronica had his cock in a vise grip. Despite the pain, his erection persisted.

		“You're not going anywhere, 'til I get some answers.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“Did you masturbate while I was away?”

		“Yes.”

		Veronica gave a slight tug and her grip tightened.

		“Yes, mistress.” Stan's words passed through gritted teeth. The pain was immense. He was close to saying it, his word. Doing so would be humiliating, and a last resort.

		“Yes, what?”

		“Yes, I masturbated.”

		“Despite my explicit instructions.”

		“Yes, mistress.”

		Stan saw a sadness creep across his wife's beautiful face. Her eyes opened a little wider, her lips went slack. Veronica let out a disappointing sigh, as she swept a lock of her jet-black hair out of her face with her free hand.

		“I spent my entire trip hoping to reward your good behavior with a nice blow job.

		Stan felt his chest tighten. To realize how close he had come. For Veronica, to give head was to give up a bit of her dominance. That would have been so sweet. To feel her lips around his cock, to see his mistress on her knees. If only he could have kept his fucking hands off his cock. That sense of loss was the greatest pain of the night, and not in the fun way Stan liked.

		Stan liked the rough play with Veronica – the sharp sting of her leather riding crop, the humiliation of the leash. He happily endured it all, found it arousing, knowing it was how his wife demonstrated her love for him.

		And it always ended with a good fucking.

		“Not tonight.”

		Veronica released her grip on Stan's erection. He let out a moan of both relief and anguish. She stood up and wiped the spit and pre-cum off her hand with Stan's underwear she had picked up off the floor.

		“I'm doubly mad at you tonight, Stanley.” She hung the briefs on her husband's erection; it still hadn't come down. “Mad at your disobedience. And mad for making me punish you this way. I looked forward to fucking you all week.”

		Veronica grabbed a glass of white wine she had poured earlier and headed for the bedroom.

		“I'm going to have to settle on Tony, tonight.” That was her favorite dildo, ten inches of solid dark rubber she used when Stan wasn't available. She turned back to face her husband. She had to stifle a laugh. Her husband looked ridiculous, his puppy-dog eyes, standing naked with his undies hanging off his dick. Veronica was mad, but she also felt pity for him. She loved her husband and knew he enjoyed their dominance play as much as she did.

		She contemplated giving in and letting Stan come to bed with her, but then he wouldn't learn his lesson.

		“You will sleep on the sofa, tonight.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“And no playing with yourself.”

		“Yes, mistress.”

		“And. If you can do that. Maybe. Tomorrow night we can pick up where we left off.”

		Veronica left her husband with a kind smile. A spark of hope flickered in Stan's chest. He smiled back, trying hard to express just the right amount of disappointment and anticipation. He couldn't let on, even a hint, he was anything but her humble husband, accepting his punishment for stepping out of line and looking forward to her blessing him with the chance to fuck her and find release inside her warm moist walls.

		He had to keep up this charade, because tomorrow night, he had other plans.

		

	
		Chapter 3 – Friday 1pm (ish)

		Stan arrived to the meeting late. The others sat and stared at him. His steel black briefcase held closed under his left arm, crammed with plans and schedules and work orders. The case was so beat up from years of getting kicked around and dropped and battered with construction materials that only one of the locks still worked. His wife tried to get him to buy a new one, or, better yet, join the modern world and run his projects on a tablet computer. But Stan had spent twenty years in the business, five as a contractor, and he loved the security of pen and paper. No matter how messy or unwieldy. He had no intention of going digital.

		Standing there, awkwardly, with everyone in the room staring at him, he thought, maybe a new, better, bigger briefcase might be in order.

		Tayna, the project's lead architect and Miles, her assistant sat on one side of the conference table. Bill, Stan's head foreman, sat across from them, one seat away from the head of the table, where Vivian Dale, scion of the city's wealthiest family and their current client, sat.

		Stan struggled to make his way around to the empty seat next to Bill, apologizing all the way. “Sorry I'm late. The meat slicer at the deli was busted and the elevator—”

		“Enough.” Vivian was having none of it. “I have another meeting in fifteen minutes so let's get this over with.”

		Stan plopped down in his seat, apologized to Bill again and gave Tayna a weak smile. Her face remained still as stone. “What'd I miss?”

		“Ms. Johnson here had just started explaining why the changes I asked for were being delayed. And I wasn't happy with the excuses.”

		“Ms. Dale, they aren't excuses.” Tayna was getting sick of Vivian pushing her around. “It takes time to adjust all the floor plans for a project of this size. I have to recalculate the plumbing, resize the surrounding office space, figure out how much more material we'll need and how much it will add to the cost. No matter what, I can have a final draft by next Friday.”

		“You said you'd have it by Monday.”

		“I wasn't expecting you to add another stall in each restroom.”

		“And I thought you'd know code requires two handicap stalls.”

		“That depends on total stalls.”

		Tayna and Vivian spent the next five minutes arguing out the details. Stan looked at his watch. He needed to have his say. “Vivian. Tayna. If I may.”

		The two women sharply turned to Stan. He wasn't sure if their dirty looks were because he interrupted or used their first names. Never the less, he continued. “If I may. I can help with the materials estimate and that should cut a few days off and if we work over the weekend I promise we can have the draft done by Wednesday.”

		Stan felt Bill stir next to him. Weekend work meant overtime for his crew and that meant less of a bonus for him. Stan set his hand down on his foreman's arm and whispered into his ear. “I'll handle it. No need adding to payroll.”

		Bill sighed in relief.

		Vivian scoffed. “Have it done by Tuesday and I won't invoke my walkaway clause.”

		Stan looked at Tayna. Their eyes met. He could sense the seriousness, the worry, rolling across her face. She needed this project to be a success. It was her first as lead architect, a 500-million-dollar skyscraper for the Dale family. She couldn't afford to lose the contract. She reluctantly nodded.

		“Ms. Dale,” She said. “We'll have it by noon Tuesday.”

		“I'm feeling generous. You have until closing.”

		Stan was looking forward to working a long weekend with Tayna, among other things. “We won't disappoint.”

		“We'll see.” Vivian Dale checked a box on her planner. “We done here?”

		“Just one more issue.” Stan explained how the site was ready for ground breaking in two weeks. Press releases were ready to go out. They'd started hiring workers and everything was a go on his end.

		Vivian smiled.

		Stan smiled.

		“So, if all goes well this minor hiccup won't add any delay or cost overruns to the project, over and above material costs, of course.”

		“Of course.” Vivian rolled her eyes. She figured they'd tack on an extra million dollars or so for the changes. But it would all smooth out in the end. “Now, we're done.”

		As the group left, Stan pulled Tayna to the side. “You still intending to visit the Waterstone Tower site, tonight?”

		Tayna looked at her assistant. “Miles, you can head back to the office. I'll be along, shortly.”

		Tayna waited for her assistant to move out of earshot before answering. “You still up for it?”

		“More than I can say. Is Leonard cool with it?”

		“He's very cool. He knows I need it. How about Veronica?”

		Stan paused. How would his wife feel about it? “I'm not sure. I haven't told her.”

		“You lied to her? I thought you couldn't.”

		“I haven't lied. I just haven't said anything. I don't think she'd understand. Our situation is – complicated. I just hope she doesn't figure it out.”

		“You're walking a fine line, my friend.”

		“Oh, I know.” Stan winced, remembering the death grip his wife had on his cock the night before.

		

	
		Chapter 4 – Friday 5:30 pm

		Tayna looked at her watch, her Tag Heuer Chronograph. Almost time to meet up with Stan. She'd gotten a good start on finishing her final draft, despite the distraction of tonight's rendezvous.

		The office was quiet and empty. Tayna had sent Miles home an hour earlier with orders to get plenty of rest over the weekend because next week, the shit was going to hit the fan, hard. She was glad Stan had stepped up and offered his help. She didn't see any other way she was going to finish this urgent project and still indulge in their assignation.

		Tayna loved her husband and he loved her. She considered Leonard her soul-mate, even if she was too logical to actually believe in that kind of absurdity. For the most part, Tayna had her head planted firmly in the real world. She didn't believe in fate, or magic, or god. She tried to understand and learn about as much of the world as she could. When there was some phenomena or feeling or strange occurrence that couldn't be easily explained she didn't attribute it to the supernatural.

		Tayna felt mostly whole with her husband. He exuded a sense of calm that put her at ease. He was smart and handsome, a good man to have around the house. Plus, he was good – no great – in bed.

		While Tayna didn't really think she and Leonard were destine from birth to be together, she was, sure as fuck, glad she had met him.

		So, why was she so eagerly awaiting her meet-up with Stan, a man totally the opposite of her husband? It was a question she often asked herself in moments like this – the minutes leading up to her 'dates' with Stan. Answers never came easy.

		From the time she was a young woman, Tayna knew she loved sex – even before she ever slept with a man. She was an eager masturbator. When she first felt the tingle of pleasure from her roaming fingers exploring between her thighs, it was as if a whole new world were opening up before her. She was never ashamed or embarrassed about enjoying sex, and her parents never tried to smother that enthusiasm; they did make sure she knew what sex was, how her organs worked, and how to be safe – advice young Tayna didn't always heed.

		Her first lover, a classmate her senior year of high school, was clumsy and inexperienced. Their hook-up came one evening under the bleachers, Tayna on her back, a metal rod poking her shoulders. He was a skinny white boy who was a wiz at chess, but knew nothing of female anatomy. What he did have going for him, was a nine inch cock. Tayna noticed his ample appendage one afternoon during gym class. His dick intrigued her – even if the boy it was attached to didn't.

		The young virgins stumbled their way through first, second, and third base. They kissed. He played with her breasts, she stroked his cock and was amazed as it filled with blood and transformed from a mass of flesh to a beautiful pink column. When the time came to head for home, Tayna's lover found it difficult to score. He prodded and pushed, stabbed and thrust, but never actually penetrated her. Tayna eventually had to use her hands to guide him in.

		With a push, he was there. Tayna felt a sudden sharp pain and then she was full. It was a pleasant feeling and short lived. After five or six strokes, the boy came. She felt him pulse inside her and was glad she insisted they use a condom.

		Overall, it was an educational if unsatisfying encounter, that lasted fifteen minutes from first kiss to withdrawal.

		Her lover said it was wonderful and asked if she liked it. Tayna lied and said she did, thus dooming his future girlfriends to endure the same experience.

		Tayna moved on. In college, she had many sexual partners, but only two boyfriends. She experimented with a few women, but found she really loved a nice hard cock to fill her pussy – long dicks or short dicks, thin ones or thick ones, it didn't matter. Tayna loved cocks. She liked giving head, and receiving. She liked a slow gentle screw and a nice hard fucking.

		In her senior year at university, Tayna met Aaron and he introduced her to the joys of bondage and whips and being taken mercilessly by a man who cared only for his pleasure.

		Her head and heart said this was wrong. She wanted sex to be about love and mutual pleasure, but her body said, fuck that, spank me.

		The first night with Aaron, Tayna experienced countless orgasms, and she fell in love. He was her soul mate, or so she thought. They dated for a while, but Aaron turned out to be a shitty boyfriend. He stood her up several times, talked rudely to her friends and cheated on her more than once.

		Tayna, not a dumb young woman, quickly grew bored with his juvenile antics, but even after dumping him, she still hooked up with him when she felt the need for something more than an average fuck.

		That ended when she met Leonard.

		They both volunteered at the same food bank. Tayna was just starting at a local architectural firm; Leonard was teaching creative writing at the local community college.

		They clicked.

		Tayna slept with Leonard on their third date. He moved into her apartment six months later. Life was wonderful. They started talking about marriage. The sex was wonderful. Leonard was a skillful lover. He had a good-sized dick and knew how to use it. He was also skilled with his tongue and Tayna was never left unsatisfied.

		One evening, Tayna was on her hands and knees, Leonard behind her, driving his erection in and out of her pussy. She felt an orgasm building but she wanted more.

		“Spank me.”

		“What?”

		“Spank me!”

		“Why?”

		“I want you to.”

		Leonard ignored her when she started moaning.

		“Please. Spank me.”

		“Like this?”

		Leonard swatted at Tayna's ass. The contact was weak, hardly made a sound. Tayna felt the potential, but found it lacking.

		“Sure.” Tayna had a bad habit of lying to save her lover's feelings. It did not serve her well.

		After that no matter how hard she tried, how low she groveled, she couldn't get Leonard to be as aggressive in bed as she needed. She found her mind wandering, during sex. She wasn't enjoying it as much as she knew she should.

		Leonard confronted her about it.

		“Tayna. Something's wrong.”

		“What makes you say that?”

		“You've been distant.”

		“It's nothing. Just work. Or maybe planning the wedding.”

		“Which is it?”

		“Don't know.”

		Leonard paced around the apartment. “You're not enjoying sex as much as you used to.”

		“That happens.”

		“Doesn't have to.”

		“What do you want me to do, Leonard? Scream louder? Moan longer? Cum harder?”

		“I want you to enjoy yourself.”

		“I do. It's just.” Tayna looked out the window. A small bird was shivering under the eaves, trying to find shelter from the rain.

		Where was this conversation going? Were they close to breaking up? For the very first time, Tayna felt fear of a possible break up.

		“You want me to spank you?” Leonard's baritone voice startled her.

		“What?”

		“I think you want me to spank you.”

		“No.” The word had no sooner passed through her lips then she felt a stirring down below. “Do you want to spank me?” That would be wonderful, she didn't add.

		“No.”

		Tayna's face fell.

		“See. I told you. You need spanking.”

		“Okay. Yes. I want to be spanked. I want to feel your hand come down hard on my bare ass. I want to hear the smack. Oh dear god, I've needed it for so long.” It felt good to speak the truth.

		Her future husband looked shocked, as if he really didn't think this was right. Tayna just looked at him, the ball was in his court.

		“Come over here and I'll spank you.” The words surprised Tayna.

		Leonard sat down on the couch and patted his knees.

		Tayna smiled. “We really doing this?”

		“Sure. I don't want to lose you because I can't please you.”

		“You're not going to lose me.”

		“You say that now.”

		“You're being silly.”

		“And you're not coming over her and laying across my lap. Am I going to have to force you?”

		If only you would, Tayna thought. “No.”

		Tayna bent over and presented her ass to her husband. He brought his palm down a few times.

		“No. On my bare butt.”

		Leonard lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down to around her knees.

		“Like this?”

		“Yes.”

		Leonard gave a few swats. Tayna felt herself getting wet, but the spanking was weak, not enough to thrill her like Aaron did. It was a cruel reminder of how much fun she could have.

		“You like that?” Smack. “You.” Leonard paused. “You, bad girl.”

		“Call me a slut.”

		Leonard stopped. “I can't do that.”

		“It's only playing.”

		“You really want me to spank you and call you a slut.”

		“Yes.” That would do for now. Tayna really wanted so much more.

		“Here it comes.” Another weak smack followed. “Slut.” Leonard's heart just wasn't in it. They could both tell.

		“Okay. Stop. This isn't working.”

		The couple quickly realized Leonard could never be the forceful lover Tayna sometimes needed, so they created an unconventional arrangement.

		

		***

		

		Tayna always felt a little guilty about these assignations, but she craved them so deeply it physically hurt to imagine giving them up, and not in a good way.

		Soon she would surrender her body to another man. A man, not her husband. A man she had come to like, to respect, but a man she could never love.

		She shivered in anticipation. She would be taken hard tonight and elevated to new heights of pleasure.

		Fuck the guilt. Leonard knew what he was getting into when he married me. Tayna's thoughts were morphing from those of a loving wife to a hedonistic woman.

		Most people would feel some shame, some reluctance to forsake their wedding vows. Those people would be shocked to read the secret carnal compact Leonard and Tayna had signed.

		She glanced at her Tag Heuer again. It was time to go.

		

	
		Chapter 5 – Sometime between 6 and 7pm

		Tayna passed through the open arch and found Stan waiting for her. They were in what would become the new offices of Young, Young and Wiley, an up and coming law firm, after the remodeling was finished.

		Right now, the office was somewhat of a mess. Construction materials were piled up in inconvenient places, debris strewn about – chalky dust, yellow caution tape. There were no walls, only an array of bare aluminum struts, like a cage, waiting for drywall.

		Tayna could feel sweat dripping down her forehead. There was no power, therefore no A/C yet. The only comfort from the heat came from a warm breeze that passed through a few open windows. The only light came from the city itself passing through the smudged windows. A construction site next door provided illumination – mostly arc lamps and spotlights punctuated by the flash of an acetylene torch. The still night was occasionally interrupted by a rat-a-tat of a jackhammer or a sander's buzz or a snap of sparks from a welder.

		Tayna loved the sights and sounds of a new building being born. And she couldn't wait for work to begin on her own progeny.

		“Aren't you forgetting something?”

		Tayna's attention turned to Stan. He stood a few feet away, dressed in tight fitting blue jeans and a black and red T-shirt promoting some 80's rock band Tayna was totally clueless about. He tapped the yellow hard hat he was wearing. “Safety first.”

		“You really think that's necessary?” Tayna began to casually remove her suit jacket.

		Unlike Stan, she hadn't changed. She was still wearing her work clothes, a charcoal grey skirt that fell conservatively to her knees with a matching jacket over a light pink blouse. Her only nod to comfort, she'd replaced her black heels with a pair of neon green sneakers.

		“Stop.” The command came hard and fast, freezing Tayna were she stood. “Did I tell you to disrobe yet?”

		“No.”

		Stan stood silently in the shadow.

		Tayna had forgotten; the game had begun. The rebuke, rather than frightening her, thrilled her. “No, Sir.”

		“Very good. Now put on the hard hat.” Stan pointed toward a stack of orange safety helmets next to the doorway. “Then come to me. I'll be doing the disrobing tonight.”

		Tayna complied. Her body began to tingle as she gave up control. This was what she needed, what she craved – to occasionally turn her body over for another to use. Her husband couldn't use her the way she needed, so she found someone who could.

		

		Tayna and her husband had a happy, yet incomplete, sex life. Leonard could give her all the love and tenderness she desired. He could make love to her day or night. His cock was more than adequate – able to reach places deep inside Tayna that few men, including Stan, could.

		The one thing he would not – could not – do was take her roughly, truly fuck her into submission. He was not able to dominate her, hurt her, in any way. Even if she pleaded for it.

		Leonard knew his wife needed a rough fuck, every now and then, and that's why he gave her permission to find someone who could give it to her.

		

		Stan maneuvered Tayna to the perfect spot. She was standing between two studs, her heels flush against the base of the frame that would, one day, be the wall of Ms. Wiley's office. Tayna was facing the window with a perfect view of the new building currently under construction. She could catch glimpses of a few of the hundreds of workers bringing one talented architect's vision to life.

		Stan stood behind her. He reached through the frame and around her body to begin unbuttoning her blouse.

		Tayna felt a tingle as his wrists brushed across her chest. It was a nonchalant touch, unintended. Stan was busy with the buttons. She longed to feel his hands grope her breasts, his fingers play with her nipples. She thought about asking him to stop and play with her breasts, but that was not her place this evening. His pleasure was paramount, hers was secondary. If he knew just how much she longed to feel his hands on her breasts he might just hold off and prolong the agony.

		Finished with the buttons, Stan pulled the blouse off Tayna's back, revealing a light brown bra perfectly matching her skin color.

		Tayna yelped with surprise when he reached around to cup her breasts through the lacy material. She could feel a tingle between her hips as her pussy began to moisten.

		“You like that.”

		Tayna did not have to reply. It wasn't a question. Stan unhooked her bra and let it slip off her arms. He proceeded to unzip her skirt and lower it to the ground. He allowed Tayna to step out of the skirt so as not to get it too dirty.

		“You did as I asked. That pleases me.” Stan was referring to the fact Tayna was not wearing any panties. “You're aroused. I can smell it.”

		Stan placed her clothes on a clean table out of the way. He turned to admire the woman before him. The sweat on her beautiful brown skin glistened in the dim light. She was naked now, save for her hard hat and sensible shoes. He would have loved to have her totally bare, but the location he chose wouldn't allow it. Safety first.

		Tayna felt vulnerable. She was no longer an architect, a wife, a professional. All those masks of modern society had been stripped away. Now she was just a woman shivering in eager anticipation before the man who would soon take her. She imagined the men down below, looking up and seeing her naked in the window. The idea of being caught scared her and thrilled her. Her logical mind knew, with no light behind the streaky glass, she and Stan and the naughty things they were about to do, would be invisible to those outside. Her kinky mind would have loved to throw on a spot light and give the crowd a show.

		“Raise your arms and grab the studs.”

		Tayna reached up and felt Stan wrap her wrists with yellow plastic caution tape, securing them to the frame. She tensed up when she felt a tap on the inside of her thigh.

		“Spread 'em.” Stan proceeded to bind her legs.

		If Tayna felt exposed and vulnerable before, she was doubly so, now. She felt a trickle of her juices dripping off her pubic hair.

		“It's fucking raining down here.” Stan looked up at Tayna from between her legs. “You really do need this.”

		“Fuck, yeah.” Stan's smile quickly vanished. “Sir.” She quickly added.

		Stan pulled his head back. Fuck, Tayna thought, things are going to get good, now.

		

		Tayna remained silent. She couldn't move. She couldn't see what Stan was doing behind her. Goosebumps started rising along her spine, from her neck to her ass. She thought she heard a faint whoosh of air.

		Smack.

		A sharp sting on her left butt cheek. Tayna cried out. Another smack came hard on the heels of the first, this time on her right cheek.

		There was a pause, as if Stan was waiting to hear something, a word, maybe. Tayna knew what he was listening for and she had no intention of saying it.

		A few moments later a flurry of swats fell upon Tayna's ass, the stings became a burning pain, the sound of wood on flesh filled the air. Her eyes started watering, even as Tayna moaned in pleasure. It hurt like hell, being smacked on the bare ass with a cheap paint stirrer (she later learned that's what Stan was using), and that's just what Tayna needed. The pain, the sting, made her feel alive.

		“Fourteen. Fifteen.” She could hear the whispered numbers behind her. Tayna never bothered counting, she knew Stan would. “Twenty.”

		A final hard swat landing, low on her buttocks, near her legs.

		“You like that?”

		“Yes, sir.” Tayna moaned. She really did.

		“You like that, huh, slut.”

		“Oh.” Dirty names. Tayna's mind whirled. Her ass ached. Her pussy wept.

		The spanking had ceased, but the burning sensation lingered.

		Stan came around to stand in front of Tayna, his arms akimbo, looking like an artist admiring his work. His gaze ran up and down her body.

		“Don't ever take that familiar tone with me, again. It hurts me to have to hurt you and that makes me hurt you more.”

		Tayna almost laughed in his face. Tayna loved the spanking and he knew it.

		Stan ran his finger under her boob and brought it to his mouth.

		“Salty.”

		He ran it along her moist labia lips.

		“Sweet and tangy.”

		He thrust his thumb into Tayna's pussy.

		“Ohh”

		The penetration sent a mild orgasm through her body. Her knees went weak and she had to hold tight to the studs to keep from sliding down into an awkward pile on the floor.

		Stan smiled and presented his thumb to her. “Taste.”

		Tayna opened her mouth and accepted his offering. She was used to her own taste, had even grown to like it. She licked and sucked on his finger with gusto. She even gave a sultry, “mmmm” for effect.

		“Good girl. Lick it all off.”

		“Yesh, shur.” It was hard to talk around her lover's hand.

		With his free hand, Stan started caressing Tayna's abdomen. He gently stroked her smooth dark skin and she began moaning as her body reacted to his touch. He grabbed her right breast.

		“These tits are lovely.”

		Tayna shivered as Stan tweaked her hard pebbled nipples between his thumb and forefinger. He pulled his hand from her mouth and was now groping both breasts.

		Without a thumb to suck on, Tayna was able to concentrate on her own pleasure.

		Stan leaned forward and licked around her dark brown areola. Her goosebumps got goosebumps. Her juices trickled down her thigh as Tayna's body prepared for the fucking she craved. Stan took a gentle nip on her nipples. A small wave of pleasure vibrated in her core, her abs quivered.

		“You like that?” Stan kept playing with his fingers.

		“Oh, yeah. Sir. Feels so good. Sir.” Tayna threw her head back and closed her eyes awaiting her climax. The tension around her pussy was approaching unbearable. Each muscle held taut, like a rubber band pulled to the max. Her senses were alert, she felt her lover's warm breath, could smell her saturated pussy, could almost taste the sex. Stan held her on the edge, made her crave it, made her wait for it.

		Tayna's clit was begging to be touched. She felt his fingers working their way down her body. She knew it was coming. She shivered again. She felt his fingertips brush against her mound, inches from her button. Her orgasm was so close. Just. One. Inch. More.

		Then fire. Stinging fire on her left nipple. Then her right. Pain.

		“Oh Fuuuuh.” Unrecognizable words followed, echoing off the floor to ceiling glass.

		Tayna's eyes shot open. She looked down and found two small clamps pinching her nipples, a thin silver chain swinging between them.

		“Bought you a gift. Thought we'd try something new.”

		The pain was wonderfully excruciating. Her pending orgasm had subsided, but Tayna was pleasantly surprised by the feeling that had supplanted it. Every nerve was alive, from her breasts to her toes. Her pussy ached to be filled. She needed a good fucking and figured she was going to have to beg for it.

		“Please, sir. Please, fuck me.”

		Stan looked at her and smiled. He walked behind Tayna.

		“Please.” She struggled with her bonds. “I really need your cock inside me.”

		No response was forthcoming from Stan, just the construction noise from across the way.

		Tayna held still, her body ached – her ass from the spanking, her breasts from the clamps, her clit from the deep deep need for release. She wanted to scream. She was so close to Nirvana, yet still too far away.

		Then she heard her lover behind her. No words, just the rustle of his belt coming undone, his zipper opening, his jeans and boxers coming down. She smiled and a few small tears rolled down her cheek.

		She heard the crinkle of the condom wrapper. A moan escaped her lips. She swore she could hear Stan smile, watching her twist with agony – delicious agony.

		Tayna tried to arch her back, just a bit, to present her ass to him, to open herself up to him, but her freedom of movement was limited.

		She felt a sharp slap on her butt. No sting, it was his hand not the paddle. Stan groped her ass cheeks. The burning returned. She felt his fingers probing her moist opening, her petals spread wide. Then his fingers slid back, rimming her asshole and she exploded. Her orgasm wreaking her whole body. She shivered and quaked and opened her mouth to scream, but she was stifled by a lacy fabric shoved into her mouth – probably a pair of panties, not hers. The thought of where they had come from had to be tucked away for later consideration. Right now, her mind was elsewhere.

		She let loose a scream that felt loud enough to be heard across the way, but wasn't, due to the silken muzzle.

		The fingers between her legs were replaced by something larger, Stan's latex sheathed cock. She felt it slide along her moist pussy, rubbing her clit. She looked down and saw the head poking from between her thighs.

		The friction felt good, but was short-lived. With a slight adjustment of his angle of approach and a quick thrust, Stan buried his stiff boner deep into her vagina.

		Fuck! The feeling was wonderful. Tayna felt full, despite the fact her husband's cock was slightly larger. There was something about being taken, forcefully from behind that thrilled Tayna. Stan paid no attention to what Tayna was feeling. He just started pounding her, driving his cock to and fro, working up to his own climax. Tayna was soon lost in the steady rhythm. Each thrust forcing a breath from her lungs.

		“Oh. Fuck. So. Good.” Each thrust, a word.

		Stan stopped fucking her, he was balls deep, holding still, waiting.

		Tayna spit out the panties Stan had stuffed in her mouth.

		“Please continue, sir. That feels so good.”

		Stan gave her another slap on the ass, this one lighter, more playful. “Good girl.”

		Her lover continued fucking her, and Tayna felt another orgasm building. How many was this? Two? Three? She couldn't remember, didn't care. Her body shivered, her nerves firing.

		“You have such a nice cunt. So tight.”

		Tayna felt Stan speed up, on his way to his own climax. He held her hips tight, pistoning his cock with an urgent need.

		“Oh fuck. Here it comes.” With a grunt and a final deep thrust, Stan came. Tayna felt his cock pulsing inside her, felt it heat up as he released his semen into the condom.

		“Don't stop. For god's sake.” Tayna pleaded. “I'm so close.”

		The formality, the domination play, was forgotten. They were two individuals, each lost in their own sexual wonderland. Tayna was close. She needed to cum. Stan said nothing, but was eager to please his lover. He began thrusting again, as hard and as deep and with as much force as he could. Tayna sensed the edge of ecstatic oblivion approach.

		Then, while at the pinnacle of pleasure.

		An ungodly roar filled the room.

		A loud whistle blared from the construction site. The shock sent Tayna over the edge. She came hard and long and violently. So hard, she shredded her plastic bonds.

		Tayna, still shivering from her climax, turned toward her lover and grabbed his face and violently kissed him, her mouth devouring his.

		“Thank you. Thank you.”

		The remnants of their union still lingered as they embraced.

		Stan's cell phone buzzed. Tayna felt him tense up.

		“Fuck. I was afraid of that.”

		“Ignore it. It's my turn now.”

		“Can't. It's my wife.”

		

	
		Chapter 6 – A one minute after Stan was supposed to meet Veronica

		During their previous meetings, this was the time for Stan and Tayna to swap roles. Tayna needed a good hard fucking and Stan loved giving it to her. In return, she would pamper him, giving Stan that little bit of tenderness that was missing from his own sex life.

		Their first liaison had been less complex with fewer props. Stan and Tayna were at a bar celebrating completion of a rather difficult project. It was a Friday night and the two pretty much closed the place down. Stan was on temporary bachelor status, since his wife was in L.A. dealing with 'issues', and Tayna wasn't looking forward to going home, after she and Leonard had a drag out fight over his unwillingness to satisfy her needs. The last thing she heard as she walked out the door was, “find someone who can.” Tayna would have loved if he could have used some of that anger to give her a good hard fucking, but he didn't, so she and Stan ended up furiously fucking in a dark men's room stall.

		Tayna felt horribly guilty that first time, even though Leonard had agreed to this arrangement before they got married. She also knew she would be doing it again.

		In the intervening six years, Tayna and Stan had a little over a dozen of these sessions. Tayna had been very open with her spouse, as per their written prenuptial agreement; Stan, not so much. He kept Veronica in the dark. She wouldn't understand. She was the lead partner in their marriage, both in and out of the bedroom. She wasn't a bad person, she just wouldn't understand that Stan had needs of his own, like taking charge during sex; and getting pampered once in a while.

		“Let it go to voicemail.” Tayna slid down onto her knees in front of Stan and began stroking his cock back to life; the phone call had collapsed his already spent erection. “You really need to relax.”

		“I NEED to answer it. Veronica is expecting me home. I have to explain why I'm not there.”

		“Wheely?” Stan wasn't sure what his lover was trying to say with his cock in her mouth. He ignored her and answered the call.

		“Hello.”

		“Where are you?”

		Stan wasn't sure what to say. He found it almost impossible to actually lie to his wife and his mind wasn't fully focused on much else besides Tayna's hot lips sliding up and down his revived shaft.

		“Work.”

		“You alone?”

		“No.” Why, the hell, did he say that.

		“Why aren't you home? Don't you want your reward for being a good boy.” Veronica's voice had shifted from inquisition to stern playfulness, a subtle difference, but one that gave Stan hope.

		“Important project caaaaaame up.” Tayna had started licking his balls.

		“You okay?”

		“Yeah.”

		“You've been working too much. I want you home now.”

		Stan still had half an hour with Tayna planned. He needed that time and wasn't ready to go home. “Can't. This project's deadline is next week and we have eighty hours of work to fit into four days.”

		The phone was silent. Stan could sense his wife seething. She wasn't used to disobedience.

		Stan and Tayna's hook-ups always occurred when Veronica was away on business; she hardly ever called home during those times, not because she didn't care, but because she was preoccupied.

		While she was working her ass off for her clients, Stan was working Tayna's ass.

		Veronica's unexpected return had really mucked things up.

		Stan loved his wife, he also feared her to an extent. He didn't want to fuck up his marriage, but the time spent with his lover was an important stress relief valve, for both of them. He wasn't willing to fuck that up, either.

		“I'll be home in an hour.”

		Veronica gave a heavy sigh. “That's not acceptable.”

		“How about forty-FIVE minutes.” Damn, now Tayna had stuck a finger up his ass. His cock twitched and his mind began wandering. He needed to end this call but didn't know how. Tayna took the dilemma away from him. She reached up and pressed the disconnect button on his screen.

		“What the hell!”

		She stood up, still stroking his dick with one hand while taking the phone away with the other.

		“Deal with her later.”

		“But.”

		“Relax.” Tayna set the phone down next to her clothing. She looked around and found a folding chair. “Sit down. What's done is done. You can deal with the fallout later.”

		Easy for her to say, Stan thought. He did sit down and eventually was able to enjoy the rest of his evening with Tayna. She would pamper him like Veronica never did and then he'd be recharged and ready to deal with the dominatrix he'd married.

		Tayna moved behind Stan and started to deeply massage his neck and shoulders, using an unscented oil she'd retrieved from her jacket pocket. Stan felt his troubles melt away under the magical touch of his lover.

		“That's it, sweety. Let it all out.” Tayna worked his muscles deep. “Let me release all the tension. Let it out.” Her voice was a melody sapping away all the pent-up stresses of the project and his regimented home life.

		Again, Stan realized how much he loved Veronica and needed her and enjoyed the discipline she provided. He wished he could tell her how he needed this decompression every so often. Stan greatly envied Tayna's relationship with her husband. He even used that envy to drive him when he was fucking her.

		Stan's mind wandered as Tayna worked his scalp, her delicate fingers playing through his carrot red hair. Her work was intoxicating.

		After a short while, she moved in front, on her knees again, running her slick fingers over his chest, lightly flicking his nipples.

		“Baby, you're gorgeous. I just love running my hand through your cute ginger fuzz.”

		Stan bathed in her compliments.

		“And your cock.” She returned to stroking his erection. “So firm. So large.”

		In the back of his mind, Stan knew she was lying, but he loved hearing the words.

		“So manly. So delicious.” Tayna took him back into her mouth. Stan started moaning, he could feel another orgasm building. All thoughts of his wife faded away.

		Tayna's warm wet lips around his cock felt divine. She worked her mouth up and down while playing her tongue over and around his crown. Stan couldn't help but work his hips in rhythm with her movements, in effect fucking her mouth. It was so deviant, so wonderful.

		“I'm close. So. Close.”

		Tayna pulled away, her hand not missing a beat, still stroking back and forth.

		“Don't hold back, cum for me, cum for your lover. You want me to swallow? I will. You want to cum on my breasts? On my face? Just say it.”

		The dirty sultry talk was driving Stan toward a monumental release.

		“Where do you want to cum, lover?” Tayna licked and stroked.

		Veronica rarely gave head. Never gave Stan an option.

		Having Tayna swallow his load would be so dirty, yet. The humiliation of cumming on her face, that was truly deviant.

		“On your pretty face.”

		Tayna smiled. “Don't know why I even ask.” Stan always choose her face, that's why she always had plenty of wet naps with her. Tayna was eager to comply; the naughtiness made her wet.

		Tayna increased the pace of her strokes. “Come on there big boy. Give it to me. Give me your cum.” She was working Stan's cock vigorously with both hands. He felt his balls boiling, his seed eager for release.

		“Baby, that feels so good.”

		“Yes. Yes, it does. Your nice big cock. Your big balls full of sperm. Shoot it at me baby. Shower me with your cum.”

		Her words drove Stan over the edge. His cock pulsed, ropes of thick white semen shot from the tip. The first landed on Tayna's cheek, the pearly fluid trickling down her light brown skin.

		“Good. Good. Let it go.”

		The second and third hit her forehead. She had to close her eyes.

		“So good.”

		The rest went in her mouth as she took her lover's shaft in again. Her lips milked all he had in him.

		“Fuck, Tayna. You're the best.” Stan slumped back in the chair.

		Tayna smiled. “You made a mess on me.” She opened a pack of wipes and started cleaning herself, starting with her eyes.

		“I know. I'm the worst. Sorry I won't do—”

		“Hush.” Tayna put two fingers to his lips. They tasted salty. “Don't be sorry. Nothing we do here needs to be apologized for.”

		She gave him a kiss. Again, Stan tasted himself on her lips. It felt good, to share the remnants of their copulation.

		After a few moments of recovery, Tayna stood up. “I'm going to get cleaned up proper. Meet you at Charley's?”

		Stan knew he should head straight home and face his wife. “One drink.” He could use the courage.

		

	
		Chapter 7 – Many minutes after Stan was supposed to meet Veronica

		Charley's was a dive bar Tayna and Stan liked to meet at to unwind after their assignations. They picked it because there was zero chance they'd run into anyone they knew there. When Stan arrived, he found Tayna standing at the bar. He took the seat next to her.

		“Not sitting?”

		“Fuck you.” Tayna gave him a stern, yet playful smile, while rubbing her still sore ass.

		“Well, I will be fucked when I get home.” Stan ordered a Jack and Coke. Tayna told the bartender to put it on her tab.

		“I thought you told me she was supposed to be out of town.”

		“Oh, she was. She's just such a great lawyer, that she wrapped things up quicker than expected. She scared the crap out of me when I got home last night and found her waiting for me.”

		“Tell her we were working on the project.”

		“You know I can't lie to her face. I really can't.”

		“Well, we will be working on it tomorrow.”

		“That doesn't help me, now. Veronica is going to expect details. About tonight. Who I was with. What I did. She was expecting me to be home an hour ago; evasive answers aren't going to cut it.”

		Tayna felt sorry for Stan and his demanding spouse. “She sounds like a real bitch.”

		“Don't!” Stan slammed his drink down, a few drops of liquid hit the bar.

		“Everything alright?” The bartender, an older pale skin man, gave them a questioning stare.

		“Sure, sure.” Tayna gave the man a look she hoped indicated she was handling the situation. It seemed to work, because he went back to cutting up limes.

		Stan stared into his drink, stirring the brown liquid with his swizzle stick. “We should have postponed our get together.”

		Tayna was having none of it. “Too late for regrets. You need to deal with it. Why don't you just tell her. The truth.”

		“Hah! Sorry Tayna, not everyone has as open a relationship as you do.”

		Tayna didn't consider hers an open relationship. She didn't just sleep around with anyone. And Leonard was a one woman man. “Maybe the world would be a better place if people were more open and honest about their needs.”

		“The more I think about it, the sicker I get. I really can't go home.”

		Tayna sensed a dread in Stan's words. He was terrified of his wife. “Is she really that hard on you? Does she – hit you?”

		“No. Oh no. Nothing like that. Yeah we play rough and she runs the household, but I knew what I was getting into when I married her. I just didn't realize how much I'd miss the tenderness. The soft caresses. Until I met you. Veronica just isn't able to be that way.”

		“You sure? You ever talk about it?”

		“Yes! Of course. Like I told you, I knew she was a demanding woman when I started dating her. I find it attractive, her take-charge attitude. I love being dominated. It's just. Sometimes. I want something else.”

		Tayna put her hand on Stan's shoulder. “I understand.”

		Stan shook his head. “It's too late. I've been caught. She's gonna find out. I thought the sex was rough, the divorce is gonna be a whole new level of hell.”

		Tayna didn't know what to do. She liked Stan, liked what he could do for her. She didn't like seeing him this way – distraught. Plus, she needed him to focus on the job at hand. Namely, helping her finish the draft of her building.

		“I'm sure she'll forgive you.”

		Stan slowly turned his head and squinted his eyes. “No. No she won't.”

		“Stanley. Listen carefully. I need you to stay focused. We need to get through this week. I need your head in the game. There's hundreds of millions of dollars at stake, and our little BDSM games can't interfere.”

		The bartender's ears perked up and he moved a little closer. Tayna gave him a harsh look and shooed him away.

		“I know. I know. I'm just at a loss.”

		“Just fucking lie to her, if you have to. Just this once. Can't you do that? If not for you, if not for your marriage, then please do it for me.”

		Stan took a drink. Deep down he knew Tayna was right, but coming clean to his wife wasn't an option. Running away from the problem wasn't an option, either. He was going to have to go home and do what every married person has had to do at one time or another – lie to their spouse.

		“You still with me?”

		“Yeah. Yeah. Okay. I'll do it. I'll go home and tell Veronica we were together, working on the blueprint.”

		“It is what we're going to be doing tomorrow.”

		“Yeah. Yeah, it is.”

		Tayna wasn't convinced by Stan's tepid show of confidence. Not only did he have to lie to his wife's face, something he'd never been able to do before, she also had to believe him. A lot was riding on Stan's ability to feign sincerity.

		I'm fucked, Tayna thought to herself, and she started forming a Plan B.

		“Okay. I need to get home. Leonard's got dinner heating up for me.”

		“Nothing but cold leftovers for me.”

		“Cheer up, Stan. How hard can one little lie be?” Tayna was fucking glad she never had to lie to her husband. She wasn't sure she'd be able to pull it off, either. “Remember, you need to be at my office tomorrow around nine.”

		Stan promised he'd be there.

		Tayna left the bar, hoping like hell he'd make it, because she didn't think there was any way in hell she was going to be able to finish the revisions by the deadline without him.

		

		***

		

		“Where were you?” Veronica's question was mostly whispered.

		Stan arrived home to find his wife sitting alone in her chair. Half a glass of wine on the table next to her, an empty bottle lying on the floor. She was wearing a red satin corset and matching panties, but there was nothing sexy about her demeanor.

		“Where. Were. You?” She kicked at the wine bottle with her stocking-clad toe.

		Now was the moment of truth for Stan. Could he convincingly lie to his wife's face?

		“I was—”

		“I'll tell you where you were.” It turned out, Stan wasn't going to get a chance to test out his lying skills for Veronica. She rattled off the address of the building where he and Tayna had fucked.

		“How.” Stan said the word, but really didn't care about his wife's response.

		“Find my fucking iPhone.”

		Panic struck. Lie, lie like your life depends on it, Stan thought. “We were working on the Dale Towers project.”

		“Then why weren't you at the office?”

		Stan was a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen-wheeler. One lie. One falsehood was all he had in him.

		“I don't know.” He couldn't look his wife in the eye.

		“You do know.” Veronica stood up and walked toward him, her gait was a little wobbly due to the wine. “You just don't want to tell me.”

		Veronica was slightly shorter than Stan, she had to look up to chastise him.

		“Look at me,” she demanded.

		Stan continued to look at the wall. He didn't know what to do, what to say. His life was crashing down around him. He'd been caught cheating. He had no excuse. He was at his wife's mercy and it scared the crap out of him.

		Veronica reached up with both hands and took hold of her husband's face, forcing his eyes to meet her gaze. “Sweetheart. You're frightening me. Acting this way.” She seemed sincere.

		“Why?”

		“I was worried about you. We got cut off. I didn't know if you were okay.”

		Veronica's tone had softened. “I just wanted to know where you were. We had plans. Remember? I was going to let you fuck me.” A wistful smile crept on her face. It wasn't going to last long.

		“You know where I was, what else do you need to know?”

		“Why. Why were you there?” The softness had left her voice. “Why not at the office?”

		“I was—” Nothing came to mind. “Checking on, something. For another job.”

		Veronica squinted. “You're lying.”

		“No. I'm not.” The answer came too quick and sounded too defensive.

		Stan's wife said nothing.

		“Honest. I'm not.”

		Veronica turned her back and moved toward the bedroom. “Until you can answer me, with the truth, you're sleeping on the couch.”

		Stan stood there as his wife walked up the stairs. He heard the door slam shut and the lock slide into place.

		

		***

		

		Later that night, Stan sat up, the room mostly dark, the only light coming from his smartphone. He was texting Tayna.

		- She kicked you out?

		- No. I'm sleeping on the couch.

		- After you told her? Guess she didn't take it too bad.

		Stan sighed.

		- I didn't tell her the truth. She knew I was lying. I'm banished from the bedroom til I tell the truth.

		It took a few minutes for Tayna's response to come back.

		- What are you going to do?

		- Don't know. She'll know if I lie. And the truth

		Stan couldn't finish the sentence. He knew Veronica would be devastated if she knew what he'd done. Why the hell didn't he call the date off? How did he think he could get away with his rendezvous when his wife was in town? What made him think it was a good idea to fuck around in the first place?

		The questions taunted Stan. The only answers seemed to be, he was an idiot.

		(Tayna) - You still there?

		(Stan) - Yeah

		- I've an idea. It's crazy, but. I'll explain tomorrow.

		Stan stared at his phone. Three dots showed Tayna was sending more text.

		- Get some sleep. Lots of work ahead. Good night.

		-Nite

		It took a couple hours of restless fidgeting before sleep finally overtook Stan.

		

	
		Chapter 8 – Saturday Noon

		Stan's text had said to meet him at noon at Bistro Amical. Veronica's first reaction when she got the message was to tell him to go jump in the fucking lake. But here she was, sitting at the bar, waiting to have lunch with her shifty husband.

		Veronica had been furious last night. Her husband blowing off their plans and not even telling her why. That anger and the Cabernet had led her to lash out at him when he finally did come home.

		Earlier in the morning, she had felt a little guilty about her treatment. She figured this lunch date was going to be Stan's way of apologizing for lying. They were going to have a civil conversation and her husband was going to have a simple explanation for his cagey behavior.

		Veronica's thoughts were interrupted when a large, handsome man sat down in the stool next to her.

		“This seat taken?”

		Veronica had a snarky comeback all ready, but his pleasant smile disarmed her. “Guess not,” was all she could manage. She took a sip of her club soda.

		“Gin and tonic,” the stranger said. “Slice of lime on the side.”

		“Starting early.” Veronica couldn't help but butt in.

		The man smiled. His pearly white teeth glistened in contrast to his dark brown skin. “It's the weekend. Just waiting for my girl.”

		The two sat there, the silence, an awkward wall between them.

		Eventually the man spoke. “So. You come here often?”

		Veronica looked at him. She was surprised he'd tried to use such a stale pick-up line, especially after telling her he had a girlfriend. She decided to set him straight.

		“Waiting for my husband.” Did she put too much emphasis on the last word? She wasn't sure. “He's working overtime this weekend and meeting me for lunch.”

		“That didn't answer my question.”

		“I just figured it was rhetorical. Like you just wanted to chat and I'm indicating I'm not interested.”

		The stranger threw up his hands in defense against her onslaught. “Sorry. Sorry. I didn't mean to imply anything. I just thought a little small talk would help pass the time while we wait for our dates.”

		Now it was Veronica's turn to be defensive. Maybe she did misread his tone. “My apologies. I didn't mean to snap. Just going through a rough patch.”

		The man looked like he wanted to inquire about it, but thought better of it.

		“No harm. Let me rephrase my question. Do you and your husband come here often, for lunch?”

		“No. First time.”

		“Cool. It's a nice place, for a hotel restaurant. You're lucky you can still have lunch while your husband's working OT. My girl – when she's on the job, I don't see her much.”

		The man pulled out his phone. “Speaking of...” Veronica noticed the man's phone was vibrating. He accepted the call. “Hey, Love. Yeah, I'm here. No. Really? That sucks. I know.” The man looked at Veronica. His eyes spoke of a date that was not going to happen. He shrugged his shoulders and smiled as he listened to his girl on the other end of the line. “Okay. I'll see you on Monday, then. Sure. Love ya. Bye.”

		Veronica noticed he pushed the disconnect button a little too forcefully.

		“Guess I'm on my own today.”

		Veronica couldn't help but feel a little sympathy for the man. “Sorry to hear that. Everything okay?”

		“Yeah, yeah. Had a work issue come up. It's gonna be a long weekend for her.” He went quiet. His focus rested on the array of whiskey bottles that lined the wall behind the bar.

		“Happens I guess.” Veronica took another sip of her sparkling water.

		“Seems to be happening with more frequency lately.”

		Veronica found herself reaching over and placing her hand on the stranger's wrist. “I'm sure it'll be fine.” She really wasn't sure; how could she be. Her reaction was muscle memory. Her job had her comforting lots of men in difficult situations. The empathy came naturally.

		“I know.” The man raised his hand to get the bartender's attention.

		Veronica found herself wanting to learn more about this man's situation. Maybe it would help dilute her anger over Stan's fuck-up.

		“Let me get this one.” Veronica pulled out her wallet. “G and T right?”

		The man gave her a funny look. “Sure.” He drew out the word. He didn't expect the woman to buy him a drink. “With a lime wedge, on the side. What about you?” He looked at his watch. “Your date showing up soon?”

		“Yup. Any time now.” Veronica ordered their drinks. Gin for him, another fizzy water for her.

		“You in the habit of buying drinks for guys you don't know?”

		“Actually, I do.”

		“And your husband doesn't mind?”

		Veronica laughed. “Stan wouldn't mind. It pays the bills.” She loved her husband, but the thought of him getting pissed at her for anything amused her.

		The stranger looked around, then leaned in close.

		“You an escort?”

		Veronica gave another laugh, this one with much more vigor. “Close. I'm a lawyer.”

		“I get it. Keeping clients happy.”

		“Yeah.” Veronica took a sip of her drink. “So, you know I'm a lawyer. What about you?”

		“Nothing so glamorous. I'm a journalist.”

		“With the Times?”

		“Nah. I freelance. I'll write for whoever will pay me.”

		“You and I aren't so different. I'm Veronica, by the way.” She offered her hand for a shake.

		“I'm—” The man paused, like he wasn't sure he should say. “I'm Leonard.”

		“Nice to meet you, Leonard.”

		He shook her hand. “Same here.”

		The two barflies spent the next few minutes chatting. Leonard weaved a few tales of off-beat assignments – riding a barge down the Seine River in France and following a couple of women attempting to play putt-putt golf in all fifty states.

		“Hard hitting stuff.”

		“People read it.”

		Veronica tried to spin her career of pampering celebrities as important, but Leonard didn't seem to be buying it. “Keeping rappers out of jail doesn't sound all that noble”

		“That's NOT my job. I work on contracts. I make sure they get paid so they can afford the lawyers who keep them out of jail.”

		They both laughed.

		“Look, Veronica. I need to get some lunch or these drinks are going to wreck me.”

		“Don't let me stop you.”

		Veronica didn't really want their conversation to end, she was enjoying herself, too much. But she expected Stan to show up any minute. In fact, he was overdue, which was not all that unexpected.

		“Well, it's been a pleasure. I'll just tab out and leave you to your date.”

		Veronica's phone vibrated while Leonard was waving down the bartender.

		Stan had sent her a text.

		- Too much work. Can't make lunch.

		“Fuck.” Veronica whispered the word, but Leonard still heard.

		“Everything alright?”

		Veronica sighed. “No. Yes. No.”

		Her companion stared.

		“I'm fine. You enjoy your lunch.”

		“Really? Everything's fine?”

		Any other time Veronica would have scolded the man for not bugging off. But now, she found herself needing someone to vent to, and Leonard just happened to be at hand.

		“No. Truth be told, it's not.” Veronica tried to hide just how furious she was. She wanted to explode. To beat something with a baseball bat. Stan owed her. Owed her an explanation. What the fuck was he up to?

		“I'm going to go over and grab a table. If you—”

		“Leonard. I'd love to have lunch with you.” Veronica surprised herself with her bluntness, but figured talking to Leonard would help calm her down.

		Her companion smiled, his dark brown eyes sparkled with glee. “My treat.”

		Veronica wasn't used to men buying her lunch, or dinner, or anything really; her expense account covered it. It took all her effort to say, “sure.”

		

		***

		

		The new friends were escorted to a cozy table near the back of the restaurant and ordered lunch – a couple of hamburgers, medium for Leonard, medium-rare for Veronica. The waiter, a pleasant looking young Hispanic woman wrote down their order and moved on to her next table. Veronica waited until she was out of earshot before speaking. “Funny how both our dates bailed on us.”

		Leonard was futzing with his phone. “Yeah. So unlike her.” The handsome man never looked up, just kept pecking away.

		Veronica sat silently for a while. She rearranged her silverware, took a drink of water, looked around at all the other people out on the town for a weekend lunch.

		A couple of cute boys, maybe in their early twenties, occupied a table a few spots away. The two were obviously a couple with two beaming smiles lighting up their peachy faces. One leaned in for a kiss. Veronica got suddenly self-conscious and looked away.

		Leonard was staring right at her. “Gotcha.”

		“Huh? Got me, how?”

		“Staring at those guys. Trying to make me jealous?” Leonard smiled. His words made Veronica blush.

		“What do you mean. You were the one paying attention to your phone. I was starting to wonder why you even invited me to eat with you.”

		“I'm sorry. You're right, I should pay more attention to you and not my phone.”

		“Was it your girlfriend. Checking up on you?”

		“I wish. It was my editor, wondering when my next story will be done.” Leonard powered off his phone. “There, I turned it off. You have my full attention now. Is that better?”

		Veronica's already pink complexion turned two rosy shades darker. Not because he was wrong, but because he was so right. She decided to be honest with him. “Yes. It's much better.”

		She found herself liking this man, being the center of his attention, even if she knew she shouldn't. Veronica had a nice, loving husband at home, a handsome man who shared her sexual appetites – or more aptly, was a perfect match for her kink. No, she found herself enchanted by this stranger. His stare created a tingle in her chest that was slowly spreading lower.

		Veronica found herself beginning to think naughty thoughts – thoughts that never entered her head before this day, even though she spent lots of her time with men just as sexy, just as suave, as Leonard.

		But that was business, this was not. What was it? Was pleasure the right word? She was enjoying this man's company. But this wasn't a date. Veronica was sure of that. Absolutely not a date. She still wasn't able to explain to herself what this little lunch really was, so she left the question unanswered.

		“So, you live around here?” Leonard's question caught Veronica by surprise, she had been so lost in her own thoughts. It was a simple enough question, yet she hesitated to answer, not sure how much personal information she felt like divulging.

		“Not really. My husband and I live outside the city.” She wasn't yet ready to tell him which town.

		“Your husband always work so much overtime?”

		“He does when the project's big enough. This is the first time he's ever stood me up.” Anger had found its way into her voice and Veronica had to glance away.

		“His loss.” Leonard smiled. He opened his lips, as if to add something but he didn't.

		Veronica didn't let the silence last long. “How 'bout you? You live around here?”

		“No. I'm just here on a long weekend.”

		Veronica furrowed her brow. “But. Your girlfriend?”

		“She's why I made the trip. She lives here, but got called away to work.”

		“But, you're not seeing her 'til Monday?”

		“You were spying on me?”

		“Come on. You were sitting right next to me at the bar.”

		“Just teasing. She's a co-pilot for Delta and got stuck up in Seattle. She said it's mechanical issues. Her next chance to get back down here is late tomorrow. So, I'm by myself until then.”

		Again, Veronica found herself feeling sorry for the man. She reached across the table to touch his hand.

		“Stuff like this happens.” Her touch brought a smile to Leonard's dark lips. The warm feeling she had earlier returned. Along with it came the guilt. She really shouldn't be feeling this way. But she was. She worried about what Stan would say, or do, if he knew. Veronica was sure her husband trusted her. He never complained about the many business trips she took, never voiced any worry about her being alone with other men – other rich men, famous, handsome men. All of whom would bed her in an instant.

		But Stan knew, rightly, that Veronica was a professional and even when she was entertaining clients it was just drinks and dinner and talking shop, never sexual.

		What would he think of her now?

		Veronica and Leonard's conversation was briefly interrupted by the arrival of their burgers. Between bites Leonard explained his latest assignment, a piece on celebrity relationships and why some last and others don't. Veronica was tempted to tell a few tales about her clients but quickly quashed the idea. Her professional honor demanded no gossip. Instead she talked about a client – no names of course – who performed two concerts while suffering from pneumonia because his insurance wouldn't cover the expense of canceling the event.

		“I always thought being a lawyer was dull work.”

		“Sometimes. Lucky for me, my clients are anything but boring. I also get to write lots of scathing letters with lots of legal jargon. I've even cussed out a few execs over the phone.”

		“They do what you want?”

		“Eventually. They have lawyers, too, who throw around twenty-dollar words of their own. It's like boxing, but the blood's green, not red.”

		“Never thought of it that way. Maybe I could write a piece on you.”

		“That would be pretty boring. All my best stories are covered under attorney-client privilege.”

		The waiter cleared away their empty plates and dropped off the check. On instinct, Veronica reached for it, but she was too slow; Leonard beat her to it.

		Maybe it was the two drinks she had, maybe it was the pleasant warmth of their conversation, Veronica wasn't sure what made her ask, “So. If you're buying, does that make this a date?”

		Leonard paused. His right eyebrow raised. “Do you want it to be?”

		“What would—” Leonard had never mentioned his girlfriend's name. “What would your girlfriend say?”

		“What would Stan?”

		“I asked first.”

		“I'm not married.”

		The two stared across the table. Veronica could feel the tension between them build. A tension she hadn't felt in many years, not since she was single.

		Here was a man she enjoyed talking to, a man who held her interest and seemed just as interested in her. And he was handsome as hell, to boot. Leonard was a man she'd like to get to know better – but one she'd probably never see again.

		“Okay. We'll call it a date.”

		Leonard's face took on a satisfied smile. “Well. It's been a very pleasant date, Veronica.” He emphasized the word. “I'm sorry to see it end.”

		An emptiness opened up in Veronica's heart. She didn't want this to end, not right now, anyway. All thoughts of Stan's misbehavior had slipped from her mind, her anger at him replaced with guilt over this crush she seemed to have developed for Leonard.

		Most people would have hesitated, let the guilt stall their actions, let the moment slip away. Veronica was not such a person. She was bold and decisive. She loved Stan and had never thought of cheating on him. At the same time, she was enjoying herself too much and had nothing else to do that day.

		“You got any plans?” The words flew out of her mouth and there was a second of silence between them. For a moment, regret – a rare emotion for Veronica – took hold and she wished she could take them back.

		“Nope.”

		That moment of hesitation passed.

		“Wanna have another drink, then?”

		“Veronica, I would love to have another drink with you.”

		“Great. And since you got lunch, I'll treat this time.”

		“That'll make this our second date then.”

		“I guess it will.” Veronica felt giddy, flirting with this man. Her heart skipped a beat and only the thought of Stan kept her feet grounded. “I'll meet you at the bar. First I gotta visit the little girl's room.”

		God, what a childish thing to say, she thought as she walked away.

		

		***

		

		While Veronica was away, Leonard called his wife. “We're having another drink. I think she really likes me.”

		“Honey, you're just so damn likable.”

		“So, how far is this supposed to go?”

		Tayna looked over at Stan. “How far is this supposed to go, Stan?”

		Stan wasn't sure. The plan wasn't his to begin with. He just needed Veronica to forgive him for stepping out on her. Tayna was the person who came up with the plan for Leonard to seduce his wife.

		The thought of another man fucking his wife had Stan raging with jealousy, yet hard as a rock all the same. It was a gaping wound in his heart that felt like home. The contradictions spun his head and the only thing he knew for sure was that he wanted to see their plan come to fruition.

		“As far as Veronica will let it. I guess.”

		“No guessing, Stan. We're all in, or all out.”

		It only took a moment for Stan to come back with, “all in.”

		Tayna's face lit up with joy. “Leonard, you need to fuck this woman.”

		“Baby. You do not need to ask me twice.”

		Leonard hung up on his wife and went to meet Veronica at the bar.

		

	
		Chapter 9 – Saturday 3-ish

		They spent over an hour talking, with Leonard making sure he spent most of the time listening to what Veronica had to say. In his experience, he found he had the most luck seducing women when he let them do all the work.

		He asked innocuous questions while steering the conversation toward personal matters. That's not to say Leonard didn't open up himself. When she asked him questions, he answered fully and truthfully, up to a point. The only real lies he stuck to were that he was from out of town and his girlfriend was an airline pilot. Keeping the untrue details to a minimum helped him avoid blowing his game.

		Eventually, but not coincidentally, the talk turned to sex. And it was Veronica who brought it up. “So, how does this long distance romance work? Living in different cities must be tough. Specially the sex part.” She was surprised as the words came out of her mouth. She could blame the alcohol – she was on her fourth drink – or just the casual atmosphere, didn't matter, the question was asked and she really wanted to know the answer.

		Leonard laughed, she was making it too easy. “Not really. Me and my girl have – an arrangement.”

		This peeked Veronica's interest.

		“An arrangement, huh? How's that work?”

		“Let's just say, we're not exclusive.” That was so true.

		The concept confused Veronica. “So. You guys fuck other people?” She called that cheating and, in her experience, only awful people did that.

		“If we want.”

		“But – you're still a couple?”

		“Yeah. I love her, might even want to marry her someday. But I also know, that with our situation, there are times she has needs that I can't fill.”

		“You let her fuck other guys?” Veronica couldn't wrap her head around it, even as the thought aroused her – even as she, herself, inched closer to her own infidelity.

		“Yup.” Leonard leaned back and reeled her in.

		“And you don't get jealous?”

		“No. Far from it. My girl is happy. I'm happy.”

		“That's odd.”

		Now it was time for Leonard to press his position. Veronica had broached the topic of sex, it was his turn to question her about her own unique relationship. But he had to be subtle – come at the subject from the flank.

		“Maybe it's not normal, but there's nothing wrong with it, as long as we're both honest with each other, it doesn't matter what anyone else thinks. In fact, I don't think there's any such thing as a, quote, normal relationship.”

		Veronica thought about her marriage. She had to agree. Hers was far from the mainstream, at least according to popular romantic movies.

		She wondered if she should divulge her Dom-Sub lifestyle to Leonard. He had such an easy-going air to him and she knew he wouldn't judge her. She felt safe, opening up to this man she had only known for a few hours, and that frightened her.

		“You going to tell me you have a vanilla sex life? You do it once a week – Saturday afternoon maybe – if your husband's not working. And if you feel really frisky, maybe you have a quickie before bed on Sunday.”

		“Are you mocking me?”

		“Absolutely not. I'm mocking the whole concept of a normal relationship. Tell me you don't have a kink and I'll shut up about it.”

		Veronica took another swig of her drink. The liquid courage shot through her. She was already mildly turned on by this handsome man next to her. The way the conversation had turned to sex ramped up that excitement. She didn't remember how the subject came up, but now she was at a crossroad. She could shut down this line of questioning and steer the topic back to the mundane. Or she could actually divulge her sexual desires to a complete – well almost complete – stranger. Hell, she'd only ever talked about her need to dominate her partner with her therapist.

		She felt a tension rising within her, between wanting to maintain the appearance of normality and finally letting go of her sexual secret. She thought it over and decided it was fucking time.

		“Okay. Yeah. Stan and I have a kink. I like to dominate him. He likes to submit to me.”

		There, she'd revealed it. And instead of feeling ashamed, Veronica felt empowered. Now she had to wait for Leonard to respond. Would he laugh, call her a freak? She doubted it. This man didn't come off as being a prude. And someone who let their partner sleep around wasn't likely to kink shame anyone.

		Leonard didn't say anything, he just smiled.

		“So there. Not vanilla.”

		The silence between them made her nervous. Had she overestimated her new friend's openness?

		“You going to say something?”

		“What should I say. I want to hear more of this kink of yours.”

		Of course Leonard knew all about Veronica and Stan's relationship; Tayna explained it all when she corralled him into her scheme. But if he had any chance of getting into her pants, he needed Veronica to spell it out for him.

		“You're not shocked?”

		“No. I'm intrigued.”

		Veronica gave a sigh of relief.

		Leonard leaned in closer. “Maybe we should take this conversation someplace with a little more privacy.”

		Was he asking her to his room? Veronica wondered if she should accept his offer, if that's what it was. She knew that if she was single, or even just dating, she would jump at the chance to indulge herself with this dark and handsome man – a man who exuded an air of confidence yet was never overbearing.

		Veronica loved to dominate her partner in any relationship. She always had. That was why she was so successful in business and had so few boyfriends in high school and college. Despite that, she found herself, for the first time, wanting to be dominated by a man. This man, before her, in particular. She wanted to feel his strong fingers caress her skin. She wanted to kiss his perfect lips, taste his essence. She found herself getting wet and eager to feel him inside her.

		She thought for a moment. And then nodded her head slightly.

		“Bartender. Another round. And could you deliver it to that corner booth?”

		Veronica flushed red. She was embarrassed for thinking Leonard was asking her to his room. Embarrassed and mighty disappointed.

		When they were seated and their drinks delivered, Leonard reached across the table and took Veronica's hands into his. His hands engulfed hers. Her porcelain skin eclipsed by his dark fingers. He leaned in and almost whispered.

		“So. Tell me.”

		Leonard was so close she could feel his breath on her cheek, sending shivers down her spine. His subtle earthy cologne seduced her senses to the point where she'd give up any secret he asked of her.

		“How do you dominate your man?”

		Veronica found herself unable to resist telling him everything.

		“We – we have sex when I say we have sex. I tell him what to do. I reward him for good behavior. I punish him when he's bad.”

		Leonard's eyes lit up when she said punish.

		“Yes. I punish him. I make him crawl, beg forgiveness. Sometimes I slap him, spank him, deny him orgasms.” Veronica found herself getting increasingly aroused describing all the ways she humiliated her husband. She could feel her pussy getting wet. She also felt mildly guilty for sharing such intimacy with this man, this man who was not her husband. Regardless, she didn't end the conversation.

		“And he puts up with this?”

		“Oh, yes. More than that, he craves it.”

		“Do you make him wear women's underwear? I've heard some men like that.” Leonard's tone wasn't in jest or mocking, in any way. He just sounded interested. Veronica found that feminization was a step too far for her or Stan.

		“No. That's not something we're into. Stan's all man. He's not into girly things.”

		“I've known men who like to wear panties. Feel the silk against their junk.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, really. Even I wear silk boxers. Feels real good.”

		Veronica pictured Leonard standing before her, wearing nothing but a pair of blue and white silk boxers. She licked her lips.

		“You like that picture?”

		Veronica suddenly got shy and looked away. She was unnerved by how much this man affected her.

		Leonard thought about pushing along those lines, but thought it best to return to her husband. “Do you actually have sex with Stan?”

		“Of course.” Veronica's tone turned serious, almost insulted. “Stan and I fuck. A lot. He eats me out. Sometimes, if he's really good. I'll give him a hand job.”

		“Do you blow him?”

		“On his birthday. Christmas.”

		“Your anniversary?”

		“Oh no. That's my day.” As a rule, Veronica didn't like giving oral sex, even though she loved receiving it. She was starting to wonder if, maybe, she hadn't found the right man to get her into it. She found herself wondering what Leonard would taste like, his dark fleshy cock, his pearly white semen. Did he taste different than Stan? She wanted to know, and that desire scared the crap out of her.

		“I need to excuse myself again.”

		Without giving Leonard a chance to reply, Veronica raced off to the lady's room.

		She slammed the stall door shut behind her and locked it. She lowered her pants and undies and furiously began rubbing her clit.

		The conversation was too much for her. She needed relief. She leaned her weight on one hand pressed against the far wall while the other worked her pussy.

		Her orgasm was quick; it had been building all afternoon. Veronica let out a small stifled whimper as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. Eventually, her climax ended and Veronica was able to collect herself.

		Her panties were soaked, so she took them off and thought about stuffing them in her purse, but the aroma of her sex would have been too obvious. Instead, she tossed them in the trash.

		She pulled up her pants, washed her hands, twice, straightened her hair and went out to rejoin her friend.

		

	
		Chapter 10 – Saturday 4:30

		“What's he saying?” Tayna looked up from her phone.

		“He's not saying anything. He's texting.”

		Stan threw a wadded up piece of paper at her. “You know what I mean. What's he texting?”

		“Forget that. You need to finish with those numbers.” Tayna was referring to the spreadsheet Stan was filling out, calculating the material needs for the design modifications Vivian Dale had called for.

		“Tayna, your husband is seducing my wife. At this moment. I'm finding it hard to concentrate on tile and plumbing fixtures right now.”

		“Probably not the only thing getting hard.” Tayna snickered at her own joke. “We still need to get this done.”

		“How can you concentrate, after sending your hubby off to fuck another woman?”

		“Called multi-tasking. I'm good at it.” Tayna glanced down at Leonard's latest message.

		- I'm so close.

		He sounded like a little boy, eager to open his birthday present.

		Tayna had to admit to herself that she was also excited about this expansion of her and Leonard's sex life. Now that her husband was about to get a little strange, she didn't have to feel so guilty about sating her own desires. And the thought of Leonard fucking Stan's wife, the mild humiliation, just felt right. Like some cosmic sexual karma.

		Stan had been apprehensive at first, with her suggestion, but Tayna could tell, deep down, that he was as excited as she was. Not only would it give him a little leverage when confessing his own infidelity, he also appeared to get off on the humiliation of it. Every time Tayna looked over, Stan was fidgeting in his seat, rocking back and forth, adjusting his cock. She knew he loved this dirty game they were playing, sitting by while a more skillful man pleasured his wife, giving her orgasms beyond his ability, touching places he couldn't.

		Tayna hoped Stan would use that frustration and anger to drive his performance with her, to fuck her harder and deeper, to make the spankings sting just a little more.

		Everyone would come out of this a winner. At least, that was her plan.

		“That's it!” Stan slammed his notebook shut. “I've done all the number crunching I can do in one day.”

		“Oh, come on. I've known you to go all night, rubbing your fingers raw with your quaint mechanical pencils.”

		Stan glared over at Tayna. The sexual frustration burned behind his green eyes. “This. Is. Different.”

		Tayna smiled. She knew he was right. She was also done for the day. No more productive work would be done this weekend, at least not on Dale Tower. Monday would be rough, Tuesday rougher, but that was in the future. Tayna was focused on tonight.

		“Fine.” She started closing down her laptop. “Come over here and I'll show you what Leonard's been up to.”

		The text chain was illuminating. It had been over two hours since Tayna had sent the text unleashing her husband's libido on Stan's receptive wife.

		-Getting more drinks. This woman is deep

		Tayna replied. You gonna fill her. ;)

		-Good Possibility

		Then nothing for a while, until Leonard sent

		-Holy Shit. She's seducing me

		Tayna replied with a question mark.

		(L) She doesn't know it, but she is

		(L) She brought up sex. And really unloaded. This woman is a freak

		(T) So am I, Baby

		Leonard sent a few kissing emojis back at her.

		(L) She closing out our bar tab. Gonna go for a walk

		Then, just a few minute ago.

		(L) I'm so close

		That was it.

		“I wonder if she's even thinking of me.”

		Tayna gave Stan a hug. She knew he needed a bit of emotional support right now. Her lover might have been aroused by reading Leonard's texts, but it was only one side of the equation. She also needed to remind him, it was all just kinky fun.

		“Sweetie, I'm sure your wife is thinking about you.”

		“Then why hasn't she texted, or called?”

		“She thinks you're working. And up until a few minutes ago, she was right.”

		“You got an answer for everything.”

		Tayna gave Stan a deep soulful kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth, while her fingers danced through his hair.

		“I sure do,” she said, after pulling away for breath.

		Tayna's phone buzzed. Stan jumped, almost dropping it. They both looked down at the illuminated screen. Leonard had texted back. Two words.

		-It's happening

		Stan was stunned, his fingers relaxed. The phone started slipping from his grasp. Tayna caught it before it fell to the floor.

		Stan felt a lump burst in his chest. His wife was going to fuck another man. He felt betrayed and jealous and oh so very aroused.

		The maelstrom of emotions confused him. Luckily, Tayna was there to help.

		“Ok, Stan, this is it.”

		“But.”

		“No time for buts. You agreed to this.”

		“But, she's my wife.”

		“Double standard much?”

		Stan had to admit to himself, he had no right to feel betrayed or hurt. He was the first to step out on their marriage vows. He deserved all the pain and humiliation that was coming his way, so he might as well enjoy the pleasure of it.

		“Alright. Let's go.”

		Tayna and Stan shut down the office and headed out for phase two of their plan to save Stan and Veronica's marriage.

		He was about to turn the key to lock up the office when Stan's phone buzzed.

		

	
		Chapter 11 – Lincoln Park, ten minutes prior

		Leonard and Veronica were walking through the park, close together, but not holding hands or anything. Observers might take them for a couple, or just good friends.

		No words had passed between them for the last three minutes. Not since Leonard had invited Veronica up to his room.

		When she returned to their table, after rubbing one out in the restroom, Veronica had continued divulging more details about her Dom-Sub relationship with her husband.

		Yes, she loved him. No, she didn't want to hurt him or attack his masculinity. Yes, they used restraints, sometimes. No, not on his penis – although, come to think of it, that would keep him from wanking it while she was away.

		Veronica surprised herself with how much she loved talking to this man, opening up to him emotionally. She'd only known him a few hours and he already felt like an old friend.

		Veronica switched to club soda. She liked the buzz she was experiencing but she didn't want to lose control. Leonard, to his credit, followed suit.

		That's when she started to dig into his life. What his girlfriend was like. How long had they been a couple. What was the sex like. She really wanted to know what the sex was like.

		While Leonard talked, Veronica placed herself in the role of his girlfriend. He spoke of late evening video calls, sometimes leading to phone sex. She would sometimes meet up with him in his home town – which he never divulged – for a layover and a lay. She liked slow long nights of lovemaking.

		“Does she like it rough?” Veronica was shocked as the words escaped her lips.

		“Sometimes.” Leonard didn't go into details. Veronica didn't push him for specifics.

		She glanced at her watch and was shocked to see how much time had passed. She knew she should leave, head home and wait for Stan, but a deep yearning had developed and she really didn't want this day to end. That's when she suggested a walk in the park.

		Lincoln Park was across the street from the hotel. It consisted of a maze of paths through a small urban forest that ran past fields of wildflowers the park service let grow and along a pond about the size of a football field.

		Their conversation turned mundane. They commented on the weather, how they both preferred city life but loved the occasional oasis of nature unleashed within the confines of a man-made forest of steel and concrete. Stuff like that.

		Veronica felt the alcoholic buzz fade away to be replaced by a sense of calm and desire. She was totally infatuated with Leonard – his strength, his gentleness, the broad scope of his knowledge. And it didn't hurt, he was gorgeous.

		She breathed in the fresh air, the aroma of nature assaulted her senses – pollen from the wildflowers, the mild stench of decaying algae in the pond, all spiked with her companion's earthy cologne. She found it just as intoxicating as the liquor she had enjoyed earlier. Her mind and body reveled in the comfort of the familiar but with a complete stranger, a stranger who felt more like a confidant.

		Was she falling in love? The thought frightened her, and she quickly rejected it. Stan was her husband. She loved him with all her heart. She overlooked the fact, this was the first time he'd entered her thoughts in over an hour.

		To be fair, she often passed hours without thinking of Stan, in the company of men. But they were her clients and she never had the same feelings she harbored for Leonard.

		Simply playing his name in her head had Veronica's pussy wet with desire.

		It was then, just as they finished a circuit round the pond, that Leonard asked the question. Veronica was leaning against the wooden railing, watching a turtle glide along, its mottled shell just visible in the brackish water.

		Leonard stepped next to her. She felt his presence, his sexual charisma calling for her. Her body responding with a heat, deep in her womb.

		“I would really love to take you to bed.” A simple statement of fact, said with the confidence of a man who often got what he wanted.

		Veronica wondered what it was she wanted. She looked at him. He smiled, a friendly smile, a warm smile. A smile that sent shivers down her spine, shivers of desire and shivers of fear. Fear of falling with no thought of a safe landing.

		What would Stan think? Maybe she wouldn't tell him. But that would be breaking their wedding vows, the promise to forsake all others.

		A wave of guilt washed over her. Veronica turned away in shame and began heading back to the hotel. Leonard followed close beside her. She wasn't trying to get away from him, he could sense that. She was simply mulling over his offer.

		Veronica could not deny to herself that there was nothing else in the world she would rather do at that moment, than go to bed with this beautiful, powerful man.

		She also knew it was wrong and that she'd regret it. But she was only human. Humans made mistakes, right? Some worse than others.

		She still loved Stan. They were a couple that fit. Veronica knew she would never have a relationship with Leonard. She was in awe of his presence at the moment, but she knew, without a doubt, her own dominate nature would eventually clash with his. No, they would never work as a couple.

		But what about for one night, one afternoon, of abandon. Giving herself to a man. Losing control for once. Letting someone else lead. The thought of being taken thrilled her and scared her at the same time.

		Veronica was close – so fucking close. But she still couldn't push herself past that point, past the covenant she made with Stan – symbolized by the gold ring on her finger.

		She wasn't alone in sensing how close she was to relenting. Leonard could tell as well. He saw how her body tensed, he could hear the hesitation in her breath. He could almost smell her arousal, though that might have been the pond.

		What could he say, what could he do to seal the deal? Tayna told him he needed to seduce this woman, and he was happy to do it. Not only to please his wife and her lover, but because he really did find Veronica attractive. He liked her jet black hair and how it contrasted with her pearly-white skin. Her sharp features were so different from the soft smooth appearance of his wife. He found both women beautiful in their own unique ways.

		And an epiphany struck, like a semi-truck to the head.

		Leonard reached out and took Veronica's hand. The touch was electric. Her step stuttered. She turned to look at him, her expression expectant. She wanted him to say something, anything, to convince her, to allow her deniability, to take the decision away, or at least make it easier.

		“You love Stan, right?”

		“Yes.” There was a questioning hesitance to her voice. This was an unusual thing to ask a person you were trying to seduce into bed.

		“You love to dominate him?”

		Veronica nodded her head, another yes.

		“What better way, then to—” Leonard paused. Veronica's eyes went wide, urgently waiting for his answer. “To cuckold him.”

		Veronica furrowed her brows. Leonard feared he'd said the wrong thing. Did he fuck this up? Did he totally misread the situation? His wife really needed him to score with this woman. And through the course of the day, he'd also developed an awkward crush on her. He not only felt like he'd let his wife down, but he'd let himself down as well.

		“Cuckold? Like you get me pregnant? Stan raising your child? Not sure I'm into that.”

		“Oh. No. No. No.” Leonard was quick with the denial. The last thing he wanted was to sire a child with this woman. He wouldn't mind having another kid, but if he did get Veronica pregnant, Tayna would cut his balls off, and that would be that. “It's just an expression. I thought.”

		Veronica smiled. “I know what you thought. I'm not an idiot.”

		Leonard hesitantly chuckled. “Got me.”

		“You just want to fuck me.”

		He knew denying the accusation was futile. “Yes. I'd like to take you to bed. I thought that was clear when I asked earlier. I was just looking for the right. The right. Thing to say.”

		“And cucking my husband was the clincher?”

		Leonard gave a weak smile. “Yes?”

		“You think my husband would get off knowing I was fucking another man?”

		“I don't know him. So I can't say. But from what you've told me. It was a shot.”

		Veronica didn't answer back, and Leonard really couldn't read her, couldn't tell what she was thinking.

		What he didn't know was, Veronica had already made up her mind. The cucking idea was what put her over, but she wanted Leonard to sweat a little. She knew he would eventually take control, but he'd have to work for it.

		“Should I just walk you back to the hotel? Get you a cab?”

		“You always give up so easily?”

		“Not gonna force myself on you. If that's what you think.”

		“Maybe I like a little force.”

		“Yeah, fuck that. Nothing you've said today hints at you liking to give up control.”

		Leonard was catching on quick.

		“And nothing you've told me hints at a man who so easily gives up.”

		“Touché.”

		The couple stood in the middle of the path, surrounded by the sounds of the city and the wild. Bird calls, bees buzzing. The occasional honk of a car horn.

		“We gonna do this?” Leonard's voice was soft. He really didn't know if this was going to happen. He really, really wanted, needed, the answer to be yes.

		Veronica knew it was up to her. She was in control, and she was going to use that control, to give up control. And maybe, have a new way to tantalize her husband, the man she loved more than any other – but the man she was now going to cheat on.

		She knew she would come clean eventually. Maybe not immediately. But one day, maybe when she was sucking his cock, or he was begging for release, she would use her infidelity to spice up her domination of him.

		“Okay. Let's go cuck my husband.”

		The two headed back to the hotel, this time, hand in hand. At the street between the park and the hotel, Veronica paused to text Stan, letting him know she might not be home in time for dinner. She then turned off her phone, not waiting for a reply.

		

	
		Chapter 12 – Leonard's pre-arranged hotel room

		The hotel room door slammed shut behind them. Veronica jumped. The tension started the moment they entered the air-conditioned hotel lobby, building through the walk past the concierge and the elevator ride to the fourteenth floor and released with the sharp clap of wood on metal.

		“You okay?” Leonard threw the key card on the dresser. “Not having second thoughts are you?”

		Veronica snickered. “I had second thoughts while I was texting Stan. Third as we walked across the ugly carpet in the lobby and I felt people staring at us. Fourth in the elevator.”

		“So fifth then.”

		“Yeah, fifth is about right. I still haven't changed my mind.”

		Veronica looked around the room, the same as a million others in hotels across the country. Desk, dresser with a TV on it, or attached to the wall above it. A neatly made king-sized bed flush with the opposite wall. To her left was a door to the bathroom. The room was very simple and efficient. It would easily fit the cheating couple's needs.

		Veronica casually noticed a lack of luggage, or personal effects on the night stand. She was about to make a snarky remark about traveling light when she felt Leonard's arms reach around and envelop her in a hug.

		All thoughts fled her mind. Anything not concerned with the immediate situation vanished. No thought of Stan, or work. No worries about what anyone else would think of her infidelity. No guilt or fear. Just lust and the pleasures associated with it.

		Veronica found herself melting into her companion's arms. She felt his erection sandwiched between their bodies, along with a warm stirring in her groin as her pussy began lubricating, preparing for the fucking that would come.

		The lovers hadn't even kissed yet and her body was already responding to his touch.

		Veronica closed her eyes and luxuriated in his embrace. She was ready for him. There would be no sixth thoughts. At least not until after, but that wasn't important now.

		“Turn around.” Leonard's voice was soft, but held a stern and commanding tone.

		Veronica turned to face him. Looking up into his dark brown eyes. He leaned down, their lips met for a first kiss, starting slow, making a connection.

		Veronica closed her eyes and was overwhelmed by his intoxicating scent, a heady mix of sweat and aftershave and just a hint of alcohol. She felt his tongue play around her lips, sharing their moisture. She slowly opened her mouth to allow him entrance. Her tongue twisted with his, now the taste of mints and juniper berries became pronounced.

		For what felt like hours, but was more like a few moments, they stood together, their arms snaked around their partner's bodies, fingers exploring cloth and flesh.

		Veronica reached up and ran her fingers across her lover's bald head. It felt so different from what she was used to – a smooth scalp unlike her husband's soft wavy hair. She found she liked it.

		Meanwhile, Leonard was working his hands lower, trying to slip his fingers between the hem of her blouse and the waistband of her jeans. He was having a hard time and Veronica could sense a growing frustration.

		“Can I help?”

		“Yes, please.”

		She stepped back and bumped against the edge of the bed. She tumbled backwards onto the mattress while trying to unbutton her top.

		Leonard couldn't help but smile. As the dark-haired girl fumbled with her own clothing, he slowly pulled his blue polo shirt over his head.

		“Oh my – Gah.” Veronica paused her efforts to disrobe to take in the sight of this Adonis who stood over her.

		She sat up and massaged his well-toned chest, running her arms around his body and burying her face in his absurdly chiseled abs.

		“Nice,” she mewed.

		Veronica felt a stirring against her breast.

		“Something wants released.”

		“Would you do the honors?”

		“Oh, god, yes.” Veronica took no time at all to undo Leonard's belt and lower his pants. She took his slacks and boxers down in one motion. Once freed, his erection pointed straight out, dark and fierce. It looked huge close up, but was, in reality, not much larger than her husband's. But it felt big in her hands and that's what counted. She began stroking. A moan escaped Leonard's lips, a drop of pre-cum emerged from the tip of his cock.

		“Kiss it.”

		Veronica looked up into her lover's dark brown eyes. They pleaded with her and she wanted to comply but she didn't.

		“Not yet.”

		She scooted further back on the bed and finished undressing. In a flash, her blue jeans and white blouse were in a pile on the floor next to the bed.

		Leonard stepped out of his pants and was now, completely naked. He stood stroking his cock, rubbing his own lubrication over the engorged purple head.

		“That looks good enough to eat.”

		“Why won't you.”

		“It's a treat. I'm saving it for later.”

		“Really?”

		Veronica thought she would be taken by her lover, used for his pleasure, but something had snapped within her and she wanted to play her own way, maybe not as assertive as with Stan who she dominated out of love. No, with Leonard she would share her body, but on her own terms.

		Veronica locked her eyes with Leonard's as she removed her bra. His eyes grew wide, the whites showing bright. She chuckled as he struggled to maintain eye contact.

		“You can look at them.”

		He did.

		“They're very nice.” Leonard appreciated the feminine form in all its variations. Veronica's breasts were nice and plump, more than his large hands could hold. He watched as she cupped her breasts and tweaked her nipples. His cock twitched when she closed her eyes and a burst of pleasure shot through her.

		“Oh.” Veronica gave off a soft moan.

		“They're beautiful.”

		“Wanna play with them?”

		“Hell, yes.”

		“Then get over here.”

		Leonard quickly lunged across the bed and fell face first into Veronica's crotch. It was then that he noticed she wasn't wearing any panties.

		“That'll work, too.”

		Leonard took a deep breath and got a whiff of Veronica's sex, her arousal was unmistakable. He raised his head to look up at the horny woman.

		Leonard licked his lips in anticipation.

		“Don't just lay there grinning like an idiot, man.”

		Leonard placed his hands on Veronica's knees and spread her legs wide. Her dark moist lips parted like orchid petals revealing her pink treasure.

		“Beautiful.” Leonard sighed before delving into her well-groomed pussy with his mouth. He started along the edge, nipping at her short curly pubic hair, then moving his tongue closer to her core. He lapped at her moisture, thrust his tongue as deep into her as he could.

		Veronica could only moan as she became lost in the pleasure of the moment. This man between her legs really knew what he was doing. He massaged her thighs with his hands as his tongue worked magic on her pussy. He applied just the right amount of pressure, licked and flicked and probed with his tongue, and even used his nose to rub her clit.

		“Oh my. That's so good.” Veronica was in heaven. She grabbed Leonard's bald head and pulled him closer. “That's it. Lick my cunt. Oh fuck, that's good.”

		She never would have guessed she'd ever use those words with anyone other than her Stan.

		“Ike iss.” His mumbled words were lost to her as a new wave of pleasure coursed through her body. She threw her head back and closed her eyes and became lost in the ecstasy.

		Leonard buried his head between her thighs and continued his delightful work.

		Neither noticed the door slowly open and another couple enter the room.

		

		***

		

		The voyeurs stood motionless, each lost in their own thoughts, each experiencing different emotions.

		Tayna admired the beauty of the erotic scene before her – her husband's dark flawless body, his muscles moving in liquid motion, the dark-haired woman with porcelain skin trembling beneath him, her head tossed back, her body arched, her lovely breasts thrust upward.

		She'd never watched her husband make love to another woman. Her immediate reaction was to join the action. To help Leonard pleasure his partner. They were both gorgeous and filled her with desire.

		For Stan, it was a punch to the gut. Yes, he'd given a nod to his wife's seduction, but he hadn't really pictured the scene. His beautiful wife on her back, quivering and moaning, her hands guiding her lover's movements, thoughts of their marriage vows thrown to the side, like her discarded clothing.

		The sound of Leonard's vigorous lapping and Veronica's passionate moans filled the room.

		While Tayna and Stan had different reactions to the scene, they were both extremely aroused.

		Tayna leaned close and whispered into her partner's ear. “I think you're off the hook.”

		Stan didn't say anything in return. He just watched as his wife experienced her first full blown orgasm at the hands of another man, or more aptly his tongue.

		“Oh, fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” Each word getting louder until her climax passed and she settled back to a low soft moan.

		“I hope you don't mind, Stan.” He hadn't noticed Tayna was removing her own clothing. “I know we didn't discuss this, but.” Tayna's voice was getting louder, but the couple on the bed still paid no heed. “But, I'm joining in.”

		When she was down to her bra and panties she moved toward the bed. She started running her hand along her husband's outstretched leg and over his ass. He twitched a little, but kept on eating out Veronica's pussy.

		The white-skinned beauty was still coming down from one of the most intense orgasms of her life and she still hadn't been alerted to the presence of others in the room. Even when Tayna tweaked her ruby red nipples, Veronica didn't register an extra person. It wasn't until she felt a pair of lips close around her areola and begin sucking that she realized what was happening.

		Veronica's eyes shot open and she was shocked to find another woman sucking her breasts. A fury of emotions swept through her: shock, embarrassment, guilt at the fore. She was still aroused and was amazed at how wonderful she felt.

		Anger and revulsion never entered her mind.

		“That felt good, Miss...”

		“Veronica, meet my wife.”

		“Wife?” Veronica pulled back in shock, real shock. The erotic spell had been broken. “I thought—” She spotted Stan, standing alone, his eyes and mouth wide open, his right hand rubbing the front of his pants. “Stan? What the hell?”

		Before he could say anything, Tayna spoke up. “Veronica, we have a lot to discuss.” Her voice was sweet, yet firm. “But we're in the middle of something and I think you want to finish that first.” She placed her body between the wife and husband. She cupped the woman's chin, forcing her to pay attention. “Now, you can stop, and have a long talk with Stan.”

		Tayna paused. An awkward silence fell.

		Veronica's eyes darted left and right but couldn't avoid the brown-skinned woman's gaze. She became mesmerized by the beauty of her piercing blue eyes. She was confused and aroused and lacked any control, a combination of emotions that was foreign to her. She needed more information.

		“Or?”

		Tayna smiled. “My husband, the man kneeling between your open thighs can fuck you like you've never been fucked before.”

		The thought sent shivers through her.

		“But. Stan?”

		Tayna put a finger to Veronica's lips, hushing her. “What about Stan? Who heads this marriage?”

		“I do.” The answer came swift and bold.

		“You get what I'm offering?”

		“Yes. I do.” It didn't take long for Veronica to work out what the fuck was going on, even in her state of heightened arousal.

		“You and Stan have been sleeping together.” There was no question. Tayna didn't need to answer. “How long?”

		“Later. Now, we fuck.”

		Both women shared a smile.

		“You all have a lot to answer for, but, sure, we can save that for later.”

		Stan was amazed at the way Tayna had tamed his wife, although he failed to truly understand what had passed between the two women. He was stunned when Veronica reached out and drew Tayna's face toward hers for a kiss.

		It was hesitant at first. A quick joining of lips, but soon – already stirred up by the sexual tension in the air – lips parted and two tongues emerged to play.

		Stan had not stopped stroking himself.

		Leonard returned to his position between Veronica's knees, licking up all the tangy juices she was releasing.

		Stan was overcome with lust. He moved toward the orgy on the bed, removing his clothing as he went.

		“Stop.” By habit, Stan complied to his wife's voice.

		“Honey?” It was short of a whine, but not fully a question. Stan realized his penitence was not complete.

		“You gotta sit this one out.”

		“But.” Now he was whining.

		“Be a good little cuckold and sit down in that chair over there. And if you're good, you can have sloppy seconds.”

		Of all the years of their marriage, this was the most humiliating moment Stan had ever experienced, slapped down by his wife in front of his lover and her husband. It was also the most aroused he'd ever been.

		He really didn't want to watch his wife get fucked, but ironically enough, he knew he'd have to do it to save his marriage. He'd cheated first, he'd pay the price.

		Stan sat down, his engorged penis still trapped in his briefs.

		“And no playing with yourself.”

		That was the last thing Veronica said to her husband while she could still be called a faithful wife.

		She went back to kissing the gorgeous woman she'd just realized her husband had been fucking around with. Veronica couldn't tell if it was a thirst for revenge or just evening the score that drove her. Until now she'd never even thought about having sex with a woman. It's not that the thought repulsed her, it simply never entered her mind. Now that she was aroused, thanks to Leonard's oral skills, and the woman was here, she found she liked it.

		Veronica moved her hands over the woman's soft mocha skin, while their tongues continued to dance, she tasted of coffee and chocolate and the same-sex virgin found herself slipping into an erotic fugue state, her nerves firing in quick bursts as skin touched skin, her thoughts laser focused on the man and woman in bed with her, her body, her pussy, releasing lubrication for what was to come. Her audience, Stan, her husband, had slipped her mind.

		Veronica reached around Tayna to unhook her bra, a red lacy thing that did an excellent job enhancing the woman's modest sized breasts. With a quick flick of her wrist, the bra fell away.

		“May I?”

		“I think we're beyond asking.”

		Veronica knew better. “We're never beyond asking.” She cupped Tayna's tits, pinching her dark nipples; this was a move that sent her wild when she let Stan do it. Tayna moaned her own approval.

		“Suck on one.” Tayna supported the back of Veronica's head in her hand and coaxed the woman's mouth to her chest.

		For the first time in her life, Veronica had another woman's breast in her mouth and she found it very pleasurable – the soft flesh, yielding to the pressure of her tongue, the hardening of the nipples, the wanton sounds it enticed from Tayna's mouth.

		Veronica took a soft bite and Tayna gave out a surprising high pitched yelp.

		“I hurt you?”

		“NO. Far from it.” Tayna offered her other tit to Veronica's mouth and guided the woman's hand to her groin.

		The white-skinned woman felt the warmth between her legs.

		Tayna whispered into her ear. “My husband won't do that. And I really, really, like it.”

		Veronica took another nip, this time a little harder and Tayna yelped again, falling forward with laughter, her chest almost smothering the woman beneath her.

		Veronica kissed and suckled with abandon, waves of sexual delight flowed over and through her. To her surprise she found she loved tits and pussy and cock and knew she'd have to thank her husband for introducing her to these pleasures.

		Tayna moved away and Veronica felt a void.

		“Why?”

		“Don't worry.” Tayna rolled over next to Veronica and leaned against the headboard. “I think my husband has something for you.”

		Veronica smiled as she looked down her body, slick with sweat, at Leonard who was kneeling between her legs, his cock turgid and dripping pre-cum.

		It looked larger than she was used to, that would be Stan's cock, possibly the largest she'd ever had. It really wasn't but Veronica wished it was anyway.

		“Will it fit?” Does saying it make it true?

		“I'll make it fit.” The certainty of his reply sent a tingle up her spine.

		“Go easy.”

		“Trust me, I will.”

		Leonard slipped his hands under Veronica's knees and pulled up and out, causing her to slide down. She screamed in pleasure, the pleasure of giving up control, of anticipation, of new experiences.

		Stan sitting alone, tensed up, as he watched Leonard rub his bare cock up and down Veronica's moist pussy lips, his wife's pussy lips. He glanced up at Tayna who was groping Veronica's tits, his wife's tits. She winked at him, licked a finger and ran it round a stiff nipple.

		Was she mocking him, or telling him everything was going to be okay? He didn't think Tayna was cruel enough for the former, so it had to be the latter.

		Stan was highly aroused and couldn't help himself. As Leonard slowly sank his erection into Veronica's pussy, he pulled his own cock out and started stroking. Yes, his wife had told him not to, yes, he'd pay for it later, but right now he wanted to masturbate, needed to masturbate, and dammit he was going to masturbate.

		“Oh. My. Gawwd.” Whether it was the strange cock moving within her, or the other woman in the bed, or her husband watching, Veronica didn't care, all she knew was this was the greatest sex she'd ever experienced. She never wanted it to end. She felt so full. Leonard was thrusting powerfully, his cock seemed to split her open and touched nerves she never knew she had.

		Her body tingled, her nipples burned every time Tayna pinched them. Veronica could feel another orgasm approach. It started, surprisingly enough, in her toes and moved quickly upward.

		She wrapped her legs around her lover's body and moved up to meet him stroke for stroke.

		“So good. You fuck so good.” She was almost in tears.

		Leonard didn't answer. He was off in his own world, blown away by watching his wife play with this woman. He loved plunging his cock in this beautiful woman, but he really got off on watching his wife with her.

		How fucked up is that, he thought.

		Leonard didn't even think about Stan. He knew Tayna fucked him, that Stan could treat her rough, rougher than he himself could, and that she liked it. He knew all this but never really thought about it. It was just a price he paid to be married to his wonderful wife.

		What Leonard did like was discovering his wife's bisexual interests. This was something he would like to explore in the future.

		“Fuck her baby, fuck her good.” Tayna urged her husband on. She never realized how much pleasure she could get watching him stretch out another woman.

		She wasn't jealous or hurt at all. She was aroused and happy.

		Her plan had worked. She'd turned out Stan's wife, keeping her from ruining her and Stan's extracurricular relationship. At least that's what she was assuming. If Veronica could fuck Leonard and still keep Stan on a tight leash at home, well, that would really wreck things. She didn't want to have to find another boy-toy to play with. She liked Stan just fine.

		“That's it baby, fuck her good.” Tayna pinched Veronica's nipples making the woman scream. She was cumming hard.

		“Here it comes. Here it comes.”

		Leonard gave one final deep thrust and his cock unleashed several strong jets of semen into Veronica's womb.

		Veronica grabbed his ass tightly with both hands, her white fingers digging deep into his dark black skin. She felt him release, his pulsing cock setting off her own climax.

		“Oh... Oh... OHHHHH.” Her words morphed to loudly mumbled sounds of intense pleasure.

		Leonard collapsed into Veronica. His body felt good, pinning her to the bed. They kissed with a warmth and passion usually reserved for long time lovers, not first time fucks.

		Stan felt another punch to the gut, watching his wife share such a tender moment with someone else. He was still stroking himself and he came. He came hard, with a grunt. Arcs of cum shot from his cock landing on the floor. Three or four pulses and he still wasn't done. Six, seven pumps and his erection was still oozing seed.

		Stan noticed the quiet in the room. Leonard and Tayna had moved into an embrace of their own. Veronica was leaning up, resting on her elbows. Her pussy lips messy, leaking thick white cum.

		“What'd I tell you Stan?”

		Stan looked at Tayna. If anyone would support him, it was her. She was lost in her husband's embrace. They weren't paying attention or pretending not to.

		“I couldn't help myself.”

		“Really?”

		“You're too damn sexy.” Compliments couldn't hurt, he thought. “Your moans, and the sight of you trembling in ecstasy.”

		“Save it for later.” Veronica smiled a wicked smile. “Time to clean up.”

		What the fuck! Stan was near panic. “You want me to.” Words failed him.

		The conversation had drawn Tayna's attention. She scowled at Veronica. This play was going a bit too far, expecting Stan to eat her out after another man finished inside her.

		Veronica started laughing.

		“For swingers, you guys are really hung up. I meant clean up the mess you made on the floor.”

		Stan felt relief.

		“Unless that's what you want to do, my love. Eat me out.”

		Stan knew he would do anything his wife wanted to save their marriage. He was glad she gave him the chance to opt out.

		“No thanks. I'll go get a washcloth.” Stan went into the bathroom. While he was there he relieved himself. He wondered if his marriage was saved, whether Veronica would keep him or leave him. No matter the answer to that question, he knew his life would never be the same.

		When he got back to the room, Leonard and his wife were gone.

		“What?”

		Tayna was putting her bra back on. “They needed a little alone time. Your wife's probably going to read him the riot act over the deception.”

		“Had to be done.”

		“You and I know that. She's gonna need some convincing.”

		Tayna helped Stan clean up the copious amounts of cum he had sprayed on the floor, chair and bed. Then they got dressed.

		“You happy with the way things turned out,” Tayna asked.

		“I'll tell you after I talk with my wife, if she still wants to be my wife.”

		“I'm sure she will. She really seemed to love my husband's cock.”

		“Yeah, she did. And you looked like you enjoyed kissing her and playing with her tits.”

		“Oh, I did.”

		“So, she'll want him again, I suppose.”

		“We'll find out.”

		Tayna and Stan made sure the room was halfway presentable then went down to the bar to meet up with their spouses.

		

	
		Chapter 13 – Saturday late. Stan and Veronica's bedroom

		Stan was lying spread eagle on the bed, his arms and legs firmly secure, his body, naked.

		The ride home had been in silence, awkward silence. Every time Stan opened his mouth to speak, his wife shushed him.

		When they got home they ate dinner, again, in silence. Stan cleared the table and did the dishes, then went upstairs to bed.

		That's when Veronica pounced. She stripped him, threw him onto the bed and tied him down. Stan did not resist. He hardly ever resisted. He took his punishment and loved it. He was going to miss this, if his wife decided to throw him out.

		Veronica wordlessly removed her own clothing, slowly and methodically. Then she straddled her husband and lowered herself onto his hard cock.

		She bounced up and down a few times before she spoke.

		“How long?”

		She didn't' stop fucking him.

		“Huh?”

		“How long have you been fucking that slu – Tayna?” She couldn't really pretend to be upset at the other woman.

		“A few years.”

		“Why?”

		“She asked me to – Ouch.”

		Veronica had pinched his nipples, hard.

		“Really. She needed me to do things her husband wouldn't, couldn't.”

		Stan spent the next few minutes explaining his relationship with Tayna to his wife. It was awkward, to say the least, especially when he described what happened the night before.

		“Do you love her?”

		That was a hard question. He really liked Tayna. She was smart and fun and beautiful. If she wasn't married and he wasn't married.

		“You're taking too long.”

		Veronica slipped off her husband's cock and lay down next to him. He was still hard, she'd made him wear a condom to help him last.

		“I really like her, yes, maybe love. But not like I love you.”

		Veronica leaned over to kiss him. It was a warm, loving kiss.

		“That's a good answer. I'd be really pissed if you threatened our marriage over a woman you really didn't respect.”

		She took off the rubber and started stroking him slowly, lazily. There was no hurry.

		“So, what does she do that I don't?”

		Stan really didn't want to answer, but Veronica started tightening her fist and he knew she wanted an answer. “She gives me blow jobs.”

		“I do, too.”

		“Once or twice a year. With her, it's a few more times. Don't get upset. You asked.”

		“What else.”

		“With her, I get to be in control. I get to instigate sex. And she likes it when I'm rough. It's not what she does, it's what she lets me do.”

		Veronica silently processed the information, still jerking her husband off.

		“That feels good Vee. Thank you.”

		“I know I can be hard sometimes, Stan. I always have. It's how I show I care.”

		“I know. And I love you for it. I like submitting to you. I just need. I need something else sometimes.”

		“Like this.”

		Veronica leaned over and took her husband's cock into her mouth.

		“Oh God. Yes. Yes, like that.”

		His wife pulled her head away just as Stan was about to cum. She lay back on the bed.

		“Do you still plan on seeing her?”

		“I do work with her, sometimes. I'll see her Monday.”

		“I mean, do you still plan on fucking her?”

		Stan had no answer. He wanted to, but now that Veronica knew, her permission, her approval was needed. He couldn't do it behind her back anymore.

		“Would you let me?”

		Veronica didn't say anything right away. She knew her answer, but she liked seeing her husband uncomfortable.

		“Would you?”

		“Maybe.”

		Stan's eyes lit up. It wasn't the answer he was expecting. “Maybe?”

		“Yeah. I'll let you keep fucking Tayna. I'll let you fuck her hard. Give her what her husband can't.”

		Stan felt his cock swell. He sensed a tingling, despite the fact his wife was no longer touching him.

		“All on one condition.”

		“Name it. Name it.”

		“You let me help.”

		Stan's cock erupted on its own, sending a cascade of cum into the air to land on his stomach.

		Veronica rolled on top of him, rubbing her chest through the sticky mess. It felt so sensual, the feeling of her hard nipples running through his soft chest hair, not caring about the salty tacky mess she was making. She kissed her husband hard, her tongue probing his lips. Stan could taste himself on her lips, that was just the beginning because his wife then moved her chest up into his face.

		“Now, you can clean me up, with your mouth.”

		Stan didn't hesitate. He eagerly licked his own cum off his wife's chest, paying special attention to her sensitive nipples, causing her to moan in appreciation.

		Some might call it nasty, a woman forcing her man to eat his own cum. Some would consider it demeaning or humiliating.

		To Stan, it felt like love.

		

	
		Afterward

		It's funny how plots can get away from you. Shift Change started as a very short story about two individuals who each needed some sort of sexual fulfillment that could only be found outside their marriages. I was going to end it at the bar, but then I realized Stan was in a shit-load of trouble with his wife. I couldn't just end it there; I needed a resolution. Yeah, she could have divorced him and, being a lawyer, take him to the cleaners. That's not a really fun story.

		I thought about it a bit and it struck me that Tayna had a resource that could help solve the dilemma – Leonard. Originally, he was just a minor character, there to pleasure Tayna and send her off to her lover. Now, he's her equal. He gets to enjoy the open marriage and save his wife some grief, at the same time.

		Now, I've got a much better story that's twice the length I had envisioned at the start. I also got to throw in some seduction and another sex scene – always a win in my book.

		I like Tayna and Leonard and Stan and Veronica. And I hope you, my readers, do as well. Don't be surprised if they show up in another of my stories someday.

		I do appreciate feedback and I can be reached at seangeist@outlook.com. I try to answer all my email. You can also follow me on twitter @SeanGeist.

		

		Sean Geist / Sept. 30, 2017
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