

























It was true — I was feeling “squirmy” all day before the party.

That’s my husband Brady’s word for it, anyway. “Downright squirmy,” he said in the car through narrowed eyes at me, like there was something wrong with it.

“How will I know if it’s okay?” I said to him. I was bent over at my waist leaning my cheek down to my knee, grabbing my ankles.

I guess that’s why he calls it “squirmy.” My body gives away what my mind is thinking . . . .

“I’ll be there,” he said. “You’ll see me nod, or I’ll shake my head. I’ll always be there,” he said. But he also looked over his shoulder and down at me stretching and twisting around like a cat in the passenger seat, and he smirked with an evil grin up one side of his face.

“Stop it!” I said, and I rolled my face down into my knees to hide my grin. He was embarrassing me.

I jumped up and leaned over to push my lips up to his ear. “But do you really mean it?” I moaned against him with heavy breath, and I poked the tip of my tongue into his ear.

“We’re just playing around, right?” he said.

“What if it goes too far?” I said to him, and I dropped my chin down to my chest, and my hand down to his lap. “What if I can’t stop?” I groaned in his ear, before I shrieked and flopped back into my seat. I covered my face with my cupped hands and squealed. “We can’t do this!” I screamed into my palms and I kicked my feet up and down.

“You can do this,” he said, mustering his best calming influence.

“I can’t believe you’re letting me do it,” I said to him. I reached over and squeezed his thigh in my hand.

“Look at you, you’re dying!” he said, and he chuckled at me. 

I jutted my chest out and recoiled my hips back under me. I twisted sideways in my seat to face him and I pushed my hand down under the waist of his pants. “I know!” I said. “It’s what you do to me!” I groaned. “You and your crazy ideas.” I found his cock and I squeezed it and shivered throughout my body. 

He looked over at me, at my body stretched out, and I squealed and kicked my knees up and lashed my lips with my tongue. “Why don’t we just pull over?” I said. “Find a place.”

“And spoil what we planned?” he said, and he shook his head.

I pouted. I pushed my other hand down inside the waist of my skirt and scrunched it into my groin. “Maybe it’s too much, though,” I said.

But my husband only snickered.

I was wearing a purple-sequinned strapless halter and a matching but far-too-short miniskirt, plus extremely high platform peep-toe sandals. We were going to a party at a very big, very secluded, and very rich house. Somebody was connected to somebody who was a client of Brady’s, and though we hardly belonged at such a place, he somehow got an invite. The party had a theme — disco.

“Probably just full of men like your client,” I said, shaking my head and smirking.

“No doubt,” Brady shrugged. “All coming onto you, sniffing around your body,” he said.

“Cut it out!” I said, smirking sideways at him. He loved showing me off. And I couldn’t get enough of the attention, he knew that about me. As long as he was the one controlling when and where, we had a lot of fun with it. It was like he had a leash on me.

But this crazy party idea of his was a whole different level. It seemed dangerous.

“You love it,” he groaned.

“You mean, you love it when other men look at me,” I said. “I see you grinning!” I said, and I slapped his tummy.

“It’s what it’s all about,” he said, shrugging. “The car, the condo, the tix, the income,” he said. “All of it — it’s all just to taunt other guys with,” he said.

“And the girl too?” I said, catching him. I laid my head back into the car seat behind me and dropped my tongue out my mouth and laughed at him languidly. I lashed my tongue around my lips and scrunched my hand hard around his cock.

“Where do you think the term ‘trophy wife’ comes from?” he said.

“Hm,” I said. “You do have a point there.” I came up to him and tickled my fingernails around the back of his neck. “Am I your trophy wife?” I said, and I licked his lips while he tried to drive.

“Might have to reign you in a little tonight,” he said. “You are frisky.”

I laughed out loud and sank my mouth down over his mouth and cupped my hand over his balls. “Are you afraid I might get out of hand?” I said. “All those rich men,” I said, dragging my tongue up his cheek. “You know what money does to my pussy,” I groaned in his ear, and I laughed. I pushed his pants open and pulled his cock up against his stomach.

He chuckled. “Seriously, though,” he said.

He looked down at the top of my head. I was sinking down against his body. I loved sucking my man off without warning. I loved doing it to him when he was distracted driving or on the phone.

“Be hilarious, letting you go off leash, so to speak. Let you run with the dogs at the park a bit,” he said, grinning.

I laid my tongue out flat over my bottom lip and moaned up at him. I loved making him feel like sucking his cock was even more erogenous for me than for him. “Like Blondie,” I said.

Blondie was our Havanese dog. She loved making all the male dogs come running to her at the park and sniffing her up — and then she’d leave them panting. We sometimes let her go off her leash for more risqué encounters on a Saturday afternoon.

“Let you run free like that at the party,” he said.

“And then call me back and away from them, leaving them drooling,” I said, and I moaned deeply against his abdomen and kissed my way further down, before taking his cock slowly to the back of my throat.

I wasn’t always faking it with the moaning. Sucking his dick triggered me. It was like the back of my throat was connected directly to my pussy. I can’t explain it.

“You sound like you’d like that more than me, even,” he said.

I kissed his cock and looked up sideways at him. “What girl doesn’t like it when guys want her,” I said, and I lashed my tongue up and down the side of his cock. “Getting married doesn’t change who we are,” I said. I pumped my fist and mouth down the length of his cock. “But what do you mean, you’d like it too?” I said.

“Watching guys want you?” he said. “I told you, guys love that shit. Look at my house, you can’t have it. Look at my car, you can’t touch it. Look at my suit, whoops, not yours. Look at my wife . . . ” he said. He pushed his fingers into my hair and pulled my head back down into his groin.

I liked sucking him to the point where he couldn’t help himself anymore, when he started to fuck my mouth.

“ . . . who’s going home with me,” he said and he gasped.

I swirled my tongue around his cock inside my mouth. I loved most of all making him cum in my mouth. It made me feel proud. It made me feel powerful.

He gripped the steering wheel and inhaled and held his breath.

I pumped him into my mouth. I was closer than I thought from all the talk too, though. When his cum hit my throat, my pussy fluttered and I sucked him with whimpers and cries. He kept cumming, and I kept swallowing, and every time my body clenched from gagging, my pussy fluttered and my muscles tensed all over.

“I came so hard!” I said to him as I swung around and flopped back into my car seat beside him. He was unable to talk yet. “So are you serious about this party?” I said.

“We can try,” he said.

“And you’re just going to watch me from afar like we do with Blondie, and laugh to yourself at me?”

He twisted his face over to me. “As you make out with someone?” he said.

“No!” I squealed. “Just letting them look at me.”

“Imagine if you were kissing a guy, though,” he said. “Feeling him up, him feeling you up.”

“Shut up!” I said to him, and I slapped him. “You’re scaring me now.”

“Tease him,” he said, not stopping. “See how far either of us can take it. It’s a challenge.”

I snickered and leaned my head back against the car seat and rolled my face over to his. “How far before one of us breaks, you mean,” I said.

“Before I have to grab you and take you out of there and bang the living shit out of you in the back seat,” he said.

“Cause it’s such a big turn-on watching another man make out with me?” I said. “You perv,” I said, grinning.

I only meant it as a joke. But my husband silently nodded.

“But what if you like it too?” he said. “I think you do.”

“What if I do?” I said, teasing him and grinning at him. I played with my hand in the hair on the back of his head.

“You like thinking about it, I can tell,” he said.

“No!” I squealed, and I curled down in my seat and wrapped my arms around knees knees. “Only for you, and only if you like it,” I said, and I kissed my knees.

“Could be fun, though,” he said.

“The most fun this little grade 3 teacher has had in a while,” I said. “Actually.”

That was how it started, anyway. I was already wearing my funny disco outfit I kept in the back of my closet, the purple-sequinned halter and miniskirt. We bought it on a holiday once, just to play around and tease each other with. He made me wear the tall platform sandals with it, even though I thought it was going overboard. But disco was the theme of the party, so . . . .

“And no one has to know you’re an elementary school teacher,” he said.

“It makes me feel too slutty,” I said. “Imagine if one of those dads on meet-the-teacher night saw me like this.”

“You love it,” he said.

“A little bit,” I said in a tiny voice.

“We won’t be together in there,” he said, “or they’ll know. But you’ll see me, wherever you end up going at the party,” he said. “Okay?”

“And you’re going to give me signals?” I said. “For when I take things too far?”

He laughed. “I doubt that will happen, but yes,” he said. “You don’t even have to think or worry about it. So no pressure on you to gauge what’s too far and what’s not,” he said. “You’re free to do what you want and I’ll either nod or shake my head,” he said. “It’s all on me, whatever happens.”

“Like the way Blondie looks over at us to see if it’s okay where she goes and with whom?” I said, and I laughed.

“Just like Blondie,” he said, nodding and grinning back at me. “You’re free to do whatever you’re little heart desires,” he said.

“But I don’t desire making out with other men!” I said. “I’m only going to do this because of you.”

“Thought you said getting married doesn’t change us?” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “Anyway,” I said. “Could be fun — just that part by itself,” I said.

“What part?” he said.

“The part where I test you and see how much you can take,” I said, and I scrunched my shoulders up to my ears and squealed and stuck my tongue out at him.

“You might be surprised,” he said, and he nodded. “Maybe I can take more than you can,” he said.

“I guess we’ll just have to see, won’t we,” I said, and I shrugged at him. We often got ourselves into little challenges like that.

“And that’s why they play the game,” he said.

I nodded, too. I had to. We were both gamers like that. What could go wrong?

We pulled into the long, tree-lined driveway. The house looked like something from a movie.

“Who’d you say this place belonged to?” I said, leaning over and looking up through our front window, marvelling at it all.

“Who knows?” he said in a low groan. He was equally impressed with it.

Valets parked our car. Brady had to show a code on his phone to get past the front door security. I was far from the most overdressed, as it turned out. I put on my slot glasses and snorted.

“Looks like fun,” I said through a grin up to my husband beside me in the vast front lobby of the mansion.

He patted my bum. “Go, girl,” he said in a quite tone into my ear.

I laughed and covered my mouth. It’s what we said to Blondie at the park when he slipped her leash off. She was a good girl and didn’t leave our side until we said it. But when we did, she took off like a shot to the big-boy dogs. Such a tease?

I turned around and walked backward away from my husband down the hallway. I was already dancing, curling my arms around and bending at my waist, wobbling on my high platforms. The beat of the music and the flashing of the rotating lights flooded out into the hall from the big room on the side. I hung my tongue out at him and lashed it around my lips. I laughed at him before I turned around again to prance high on my feet, lifting the backs of my heels up into my butt as I walked. I jutted my hips out and I hung my shoulders back and stuck my chest up.

My husband ordered me to have fun, didn’t he? And like he said, nobody knew I was an elementary school teacher there.

I went straight into the centre of the big room directly under the disco ball hung from the ceiling and started dancing by myself. I could feel the men’s eyes on me. I stretched my arms up and behind my head and pushed my chest out. I shut my eyes behind my slot glasses to let them feast on me. And then I pranced back out the other way.

I traveled from room to room testing my husband, seeing how long it took for him to appear behind me. I joined people in groups talking and laughed too loud. I brushed against the backs of men and glanced over my shoulder when I knew I got their attention. I stood at a table of food with my feet parted so widely, my tight mini skirt stretched between my legs and rode up my thighs. I even walked past my husband completely ignoring him, bumping his shoulder with mine and pretending to not notice.

It was what he said he wanted, wasn’t it?

I found a room so dark, it was hard to see. But it was where people were dancing in a closer and more suggestive way. All around the perimeter of the room were big, soft, and deep couches. I plopped down on one up against a man I could hardly make out. I didn’t even know he was there. I think he was making out with a girl on his other side.

“Hi!” I said in a hushed voice and I smiled at him and sipped my straw.

When my eyes adjusted to the dark, I noticed that everybody on the dance floor was making out. When they adjusted more, I noticed everybody on the couches around them were making out, too. I slowly turned my face back to the man beside me.

There’s something about the anonymity of nearly complete darkness that gets to me. It’s like, not seeing something makes it in some way not real, like it’s not really happening or you’re not really responsible for it.

I remember a party when I was 18, all of ten years ago, that our church group organized. We had a game where we all had to lie on our stomachs on the floor of the big church basement meeting room with our hands down at our sides, and race by slithering across the room to get to the apples or whatever it was. And then they turned the lights out.

When they flicked the lights back on, everyone was writhing and contorting all over everyone else. It looked like a massive orgy. They never played that game again.

But that room at the mansion was like that. I knew somewhere out there in the dark, my husband was watching, or at least, trying to. It felt like nothing to drop my hand in the stranger’s lap, to squeeze his groin, to push my face up into his face, to sink my tongue into his mouth.

He wrapped his hand around my bare waist and he pushed my skirt up my legs.

My hand shook, but I pushed it down the front of his pants. I didn’t mean to go under his shorts, but I knew I did when I felt the heat and smoothness of his skin — and his lead-pipe hard cock.

He fumbled between my legs, too, and pushed his hands down under my skirt and down under the waist of my panties.

Of course it was wrong. Of course I would never have done that to another person, or let another person do that to me. But with the lights out, it felt like a free-time scramble. It felt like that time in the church basement.

He rubbed my pussy and I sank down in the enveloping couch and pushed my toes down and my heels up and I lifted and parted my knees. I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him inside his pants. It didn’t matter how it looked, did it, nobody could see.

I sucked on his tongue and my breath grew short and jagged. It didn’t even matter if I emitted high-pitched inhaled moans because the music was so loud, it made everyone as deaf to what was going on as they were blind. It had the effect on me of finding myself in a lucid dream — I could do whatever I wanted, and nothing mattered.

I arched deeply in my back and rolled my head over the top of the couch. I spread my knees wider and pulled on his cock frantically. My husband had dutifully followed me at a distance through every room to that point, so I had to assume he was watching over me in that one, too. Was he right in front of me? Was he beside me? Could he see the man’s hand inside my panties?

I cried out loud and, hearing myself, it made my head spin more. In what situation can you ever let yourself go like that in a room full of people, other than in a dream, or when all those other people are also writhing and contorting all over each other, humping and grinding, moaning and groaning?

My body spasmed and I sucked breath through my teeth. If he kept doing what he was doing to me, I was going to go over the edge. I wrapped my hand around his wrist buried in my lap, and I dug my nails into his skin — but I didn’t pull his hand out of my panties.

My hips began to push up and fall down in the couch. I dropped my jaw wide open and thrashed with my head side to side over the back of the couch. My hair whipped over my face. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

It felt like an avalanche, the way it started small, but picked up momentum and could not be stopped. I stuck my chin out and arched deeper in my back. I groaned out loud, as loud as I wanted to, nothing seemed to matter. “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!” I cried out loud. I knew my husband, if he was in there, would have heard it. But I was already shaking spasmodically all over. I must have looked rabid. I’m sure I was foaming at the mouth.

The tension spiked and I held my breath. It felt like I began levitating off the top of the couch. I inhaled sharply and groaned like a stabbing victim, and I fell back down and crumpled like thin paper into the couch. Everything poured out of me.

I inhaled and held my breath and blew it out through my circled lips and I slowly regained myself. “Holy fuck,” I said, rolling my head over toward the man, and I giggled too.

That’s when I realized I was still gripping his cock as hard as I could. He was stiff as a pipe, his body straight out and supported on only his heels on the floor. The back of his head rammed into the back of the couch. His eyes were clamped shut, his mouth was hanging open, and he wasn’t breathing.

I looked down and watched the head of his cock emerge through the top of my fist, and go back down inside when my hand came up. His whole body trembled as though balancing on the edge of a knife.

It took me a moment to realize that I did that. I stroked him slowly, careful not to change anything, not the pace nor the tightness. He seemed suspended on the precipice. He breathed, but it was one short, sharp exhalation, followed by one shorter and sharper inhalation, and he held his breath again.

I moaned accidentally and he gasped audibly. I draped the side of my bent thumb down over the top of the head of his cock, and he shook violently. I breathed out on the side of his cheek, and his entire body shivered like something electrocuted. I looked around but could see nothing.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stop myself. My head swirled and my body crunched up under me. I clenched my eyes, but that changed nothing, it was just as dark. The man’s hand dragged up my back and his fingers twisted into my hair. The music shook the floor. Shards of light flashed through the room from the hallway and the dance floor further down. I didn’t see my husband shake his head “no.” I didn’t see him at all.

I leaned over the man’s lap. His hand shook on the back of my neck. I squeezed his cock where it came out the top of his pants and his hips pushed further up from the couch. I could see the head of his cock emerge from inside my tight fist, and I pressed my kissing lips to it.

He gasped.

I pushed my mouth down over the head of his cock, and he cried out loud. I pumped my hand down his shaft, and followed it with my mouth, taking him entirely inside me, and he stretched up and shivered.

I thought I’d feel guilty. Imagine — me, kind-hearted elementary teacher by day, doing something like this by night. I wanted to feel wrong. I knew it was bad. But I raised my mouth up his shaft, lashed my tongue around his head, and plunged my lips back down to the base of his cock.

The man groaned under me. I pumped him in my mouth and bent over and around further, the better to suck him off. He massaged my head and I slithered down off the edge of the couch and rolled over and around between his legs and onto my knees, on the floor.

I swirled my tongue around his cock inside my mouth. I moaned on him and pulled on him and dragged his cock all over my face and neck. He shook and moaned and pulled my hair. I went down on him with enthusiasm. I corkscrewed my face down into his abdomen. I pushed my shoulders high and dropped my head low and I heaved in my chest and shoulders, milking him for all I was worth.

It was like I forgot what happened to men when you do that to them. The first shot came with no warning. I wasn’t even sure what it was, until his body shot up further and he mashed his hips into my face. He began to shoot my mouth so full, it gushed from the corners of my lips. I swallowed him and swallowed again, but it was too much. I pulled off him to save myself, but his cum shot me all over my face and neck and chest. I fell back down over him and pumped him for all he had.

I was eager to.

When he finally subsided and sank back down into the couch, deflated and spent, I pushed up from the couch, wavered on my tall platforms, and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

I stumbled and felt a hand grab me around my bicep. I fell sideways trying to stand up straight, and leaned into a chest. I lifted my face and saw, from up close, the eyes of the man holding me, helping me, taking me out of the room and down the hallway looking for a bathroom.

It was Brady, my husband.

He shut the door behind us and we both leaned back against it. “I lost you — I couldn’t see you,” he said.

“Oh my god,” I groaned. “I am so sorry, Brady,” I said. I rolled my head over the back of the door and stared at his profile.

“I only saw you in there when you were getting up from the couch,” he said.

His eyes were shut and his chest heaved with breath.

“You didn’t know?” I said. I dropped my jaw down to my chest.

“No,” he said, slowly shaking his head. “It was amazing,” he added in a low groan.

I squeezed his hand and looked at him hard. “You’re not mad?” I said.

He slowly rocked his head side to side over the back of the door. “No,” was all he said.

“I didn’t mean to,” I said.

“I love it,” he said. He pulled me by the hand to the edge of the counter. I raised my face to the mirror, but I had to shut my eyes. The man’s cum clung to my cheek and chin. There were gobs of it down my neck and chest.

My husband wet a towel and dabbed me with it and cleaned me up.

“Time to go home?” I said.

He turned me around and I leaned against the edge of the counter. He stood between my spread legs and pushed my hair from my face to tuck it behind my ear. “Just getting started,” he said, and he smirked.

I groaned and grinned and tugged on his shirt and pushed my face into his chest. “Brady, no!” I said. “You don’t really like it.”

“You fucking loved it,” he said.

I pushed back from him and stared up into his eyes, first one and then the other. “I liked it a little bit, not going to lie,” I said, flaring my eyes and shaking my head. “We’re playing around, remember?”

“Go back in to dance,” he said. “The first man who grabs you,” he said, and he didn’t finish his sentence before leaning down to kiss me sloppily all over my mouth.

“The first man to grab me, what?” I said, pushing him back from me. I pushed my hands into the pockets of his jeans and tugged his hips to make him rotate side to side against me. I chuckled up at him. “The first man what?” I said again.

My husband leaned his face over my shoulder and pushed his mouth against my hear. “Gets to fuck you,” he said.

I slapped his shoulders and pushed him back. I spun around and leaned over the counter. “I can’t believe you said that,” I said, and I stared down into the white porcelain sink with my eyes popping out and my chin dropping down to my chest.

He wrapped his hands around my waist from behind and pulled my hips back against his hips. “I was just kidding,” he said, and he leaned down to kiss the back of my neck. “If you don’t want to.”

I spun around and crossed my arms over my chest and I stared at him with narrowed eyes. “If I don’t want to?” I said. I pulled my lips tight across my mouth.

“What if you did, though?” he said.

He took the question right out of my mouth. “What has gotten into you?” I said.

He shrugged and stepped back to lean against the wall away from me across the floor of the bathroom.

“You let a man rub me down there!” I said. “You let me suck him off!” I said, louder, but more hushed in a half-whisper. “You even help me wipe his fucking cum off my face and body!” I shrieked in a whisper to him. I stepped up to him and cupped my hand forward around his groin. Of course he was hard. “Did you mean what you said?” I said to him.

He looked sideways and down. “About what?” he said.

I pushed him back against the wall and pressed myself against him. I lifted myself on my toes and I breathed in his ear. “About the first man to grab me on the dance floor?” I whispered.

He pushed my hair back and took me with both hands around my neck and pulled my ear up to his mouth. I kept squeezing him. He grew harder in my hand.

“Fucks you,” he said.

“Baby!” I cried against his ear. “That’s too much!” I groaned.

We whispered privately in each other’s ear the whole sordid and twisted conversation. My teacher colleagues at school always shared what we did on weekends over lunch in the staffroom. I didn’t think I’d have much to say to anyone this time.

“It’s so fucking hot,” my husband whispered to me.

“You want me to fuck a man?” I whispered back. “In here? In this bathroom?” I said. I sucked breath deep into my lungs. Naughtiness was overtaking me. There was a linen closet in there. It was like a spa.  We had to search for towels. The closet was certainly big enough to hide inside of. “With you watching?”

My husband didn’t answer, not with words, anyway. He groaned against my ear.

“Spying on us from the linen closet you mean?” I said to him.

“Fuck!” he moaned.

“On the counter?” I said, and I squeezed his cock. “Hammering me?”

“Jesus,” he muttered.

“Well then!” I announced perfunctorily. I pulled my hands out of his pants and let the waist of his jeans snap back against his abdomen. “You better get in there now, because it won’t take me long to find a willing man,” I said. “Not the way you dressed me tonight.”

“You picked it out,” he said with a snicker. He looked inside the closet and he nodded. It was big enough.

“Like you stopped me,” I said, and I pulled open the door and went out. “Lock it,” I said. “So no one else comes in, or you’re going to be carted off like the pervert you are,” I said. “You’ll hear my voice — unlock it then. I’ll give you a second to get back into the closet.”

“You sound like you worked this all out beforehand,” he said, frowning.

“I’m a grade 3 teacher,” I said. “I am able to think on my feet.” I went out and shut the door behind me.

I had no idea who the man was that I sucked off on the couch in the dark room. But I didn’t need him anyway. My husband’s rules were, the first man who grabs me on the dance floor was going to be our lucky winner.

I went back to the main disco room and scanned around. It was a crazy idea. It was reckless. I couldn’t believe what we were doing. But I took a big breath and I plunged into the middle of the mass of dancing bodies. I always worried about my husband noticing other men hitting up on me. It was always just harmless fun, flirting with them. It never meant anything.

But now? With my husband pushing me to go flirt with men, to dance with them, to pick one out to drag back to the bathroom? I had fun like that a little bit in first year at college. But those crazy times were behind me. Or so I thought.

I started gyrating on the dance floor. I squatted and pushed my arms up and spun around. I felt the music in me, as they say. I shut my eyes and slithered my hands up and down my sides. I pushed my butt out and my chest up. I raised my hands high over my head and pulsated on the dance floor. “Anybody could be that guy,” the song lyrics rang out. “Night is young and the music’s high.”

I really felt like the dancing queen!

And then I felt hands close around my waist from behind.

I spun around alarmed at first. But the guy — an older man — showed nothing on his face but pure fun and enjoyment. His eyes were even closed.

I started swaying again. He pushed and pulled me by the hips. I sank my arms down behind his head. He yanked me in tight against him, mashing his hips into my hips. I dropped my head down over his shoulder. He spun me around and took control of me. I bit his neck and went “meow!” against his ear.

But my heart was racing. He tried to push me away again, to spin me around, but I clamped my hands over his wrists and wouldn’t let go of him. I pulled myself tighter over his shoulder. He pushed his face into my hair and chuckled against my ear. I fell forward on my raised toes inside those ridiculous high platform shoes, but I didn’t let him go. I couldn’t. I wasn’t ready yet.

We danced more together. He finally got me pried off his body and he unwound me out from him, spinning me around, before tugging me back in to him. I had to dip backward and away to avoid kissing him. We both laughed. He, for fun and hilarity, me for nervousness and fear. There was no way I could do it. There was no way Brady was serious about it, either. He was talking through the fog of the party. He was infected by it, the way I was on the couch with the stranger. He couldn’t have meant it.

I pushed my mouth up to the older man’s ear. “Follow me?” I said. I ducked my head down as though this was the time to finally show shame, and I tugged him behind me across the floor and out the room. He came willingly, of course.

I decided to give my husband a thrill but to also teach him a lesson. I know, I know. The teaching never stops! There was nothing wrong with playing around with the man, but I knew, when push came to shove, my husband would come out of the closet. He had to. He would never just watch his wife do that to another man! What sort of husband could ever do that?!

I tittered and glanced over my shoulder. “I’m Bri, by the way,” I said to him.

“Lane,” he said back to me.

I don’t know why that was so funny, but I laughed uproariously. I put my hand on the bathroom door knob, forgetting that I told my husband to lock it. “Whoops!” I said out loud enough for him to hear my voice through the door inside the bathroom. “Wrong hand!” I explained lamely to Lane.

I took my time working my other hand free from his hand. I tittered and moaned and pulled him up against me and I raised myself on my toes. I kissed him. I reached behind my back and turned the knob — it was open. I guess he heard me.

“Want to come inside?” I said in a tiny, nervous voice to Lane. Is that how this sort of thing is done? I didn’t know. I was never that out there, even in college.

“Sure,” he said.

I snickered and stepped backward through the door. I glanced at the shut closet door and I pressed the bathroom door behind Lane’s back closed, and I locked it. We started making out.

I was still buzzing from what happened in the dark room earlier.

Lane chuckled. “Everything okay?” he said.

I squeezed his shoulders and turned him a little to the side. I didn’t want him noticing anything about the closet door, and I wanted my husband to notice everything.

“Just having fun, how about you?” I said. I was being cute and chipper. I stuck my tongue out at him and pushed my shoulders up to my ears. I glanced at the gap in the closet door. I couldn’t see anything, but I knew he was in there.

“Sweet,” he said in a low gravelly voice.

I cleared my throat. I always bugged my husband about how low gravelly voices just like that “make me twinge,” I said. They did. I wasn’t joking. He would have heard Lane’s voice too — I knew that he knew. I tittered. Lane had no idea why.

He wrapped his hands around my waist and picked me up off the floor so my platforms hung on the end of my toes. I squealed and shifted on my bum higher up the counter. “What do you think you’re doing?” I said, but I said it full of breath and staring at his lips. I closed my eyes and wrapped my fingers around the back of his neck, and moaned before we brought our lips together to kiss again.

He drew his hands around my waist and down over my hips, and out over the top of my thighs. He squeezed my legs where they were bare — and pushed them up under the bottom edge of my skirt.

I laughed and I poked at his upper lip with the hardened tip of my protruding tongue. “I like a man who knows what he likes,” I said, and I laughed because it was so corny.

He chuckled too, and he curled his fingertips around the waist of my panties.

“How do you know I don’t have a husband out there somewhere?” I said, and I grinned and lashed my tongue across his lips and laughed.

“I think you do,” he said with an equally wide grin. “It’s why you locked the door.”

I snorted and kissed him and rocked on my butt over one cheek and then the other. I let him pull my panties down between my legs. “Would I do this if my husband was on the other side of the door?” I said.

He slipped my panties the rest of the way down my legs. I lifted one platform shoe through the leg hole and then the other. He helped me. I pushed my palms face forward into his abdomen. He was at least 10 years older than me and Brady, but he was a fit older man. I pushed my fingers down inside the waist of his pants and glanced over his shoulder at the gap in the closet door.

I realized Brady and I forgot something critical. How does he tell me “No” without drawing attention to himself? The man would see the closet door open behind him through the mirror. Whoops.

“Feels like that kind of night, doesn’t it?” Lane said.

I decided the problem was my husband’s. This was all his idea. He said I was supposed to have no worries. He said I was to do whatever I wanted to do. And he said it was hot, watching me suck that other man off. Let him figure out how to tell me to stop! I thought. I undid Lane’s pants and pushed them down his legs.

He wriggled his knees and laughed as they crumpled around his ankles. He pushed his hands around my nude hips and tucked my skirt under me and up around my waist, baring me completely to him. And then he rudely tugged my purple sequinned halter top down my chest. My skirt and my top were bunched around my waist. I looked at him with my jaw dropped down, gasping. But I was grinning too.

He squeezed my breasts and made me gasp some more. I sat up straighter and wrapped my legs around his waist and pressed my heels into the small of his back. He stepped up closer to lean his legs into the edge of the counter between my legs.

I tugged on his cock and rubbed my palm over the head. I would gladly have sucked him off, too, if I could easily bend down and do it. If my husband was going to stop things, he was leaving it close to the wire. I didn’t know what he could do to stop me, but Lane’s big hard cock was coming precariously close to my open and wet pussy and he better, I thought, figure it out soon.

I was wet. He touched me down there and made me shiver and I tittered at the sensation — it shocked me. I covered my hand over my pussy like a girl wanting to protect herself — after letting my skirt get hiked up and my panties get pulled down. I didn’t show him on my face, but I was shocked at just how soaking I was. I knew the whole scenario was weirdly and wildly exciting, I just didn’t know it would arouse me that much.

I pulled on his cock and he rocked forward on his hips. I peeked over his shoulder from where I hung, but my husband didn’t come out of the closet. We kissed more and I stroked his cock. He wrapped his hands around my lower back and pulled, making me skid on my bare butt over the counter, and up to the edge.

I bit my lip and shivered. He pushed his hips forward and I covered my pussy with my hand again. The head of his cock poked into the backs of my fingers. I widened my eyes at the closet door. Anytime now! I wanted to shout to my husband behind the door.

Lane kissed me and pushed harder with his hips.

I snorted and licked his neck and wrapped my hands around his waist. I squeezed him and made him recoil in his waist, pulling his cock away from my pussy. I snickered and wrapped my hand around his cock and licked his mouth, hanging my mouth wide open, and letting my tongue fall loosely out of it.

I glared over Lane’s shoulder at the closet door. I couldn’t hold the man off much longer. I was not willing to believe that what my husband said was true. He could not have meant it for real. He was teasing me — wasn’t he?

I pulled on Lane’s rigid cock to bring it close enough that the head touched the lips of my pussy where it hung over the edge of the counter, and I shivered and moaned at Lane.

“Want to fuck my sweet pussy?” I said to him, moaning at him and licking and kissing him. How could I make it more clear to my husband what was about to happen? Could he not see?

Lane pushed and I grunted and dropped my head back. I stuck my tongue out at him like the teasing girl I can be, and I drew the tip of his pulsating cock around and through the cleft of my pussy lips. “Are you a bad boy?” I said to him, and I lashed my tongue at his cheek. “Fucking the wife of another man,” I said. “Tsk-tsk!”

He snorted. But he wrapped his hands harder around my hips and pulled me.

Brady would not come out.

I bit my bottom lip. I couldn’t hold him back much longer. I dropped my chin over his shoulder and I twisted my face into his neck. I bit his ear. “Be gentle?” I moaned. “It’s my first time,” I said.

He laughed and I squealed and kicked his back with my heels. “I mean it though,” I said, pouting. I let him push the head of his cock into the lips of my pussy, but no further. I squeezed his cock to tell him to stop there. “I am married,” I said. “For real,” I groaned.

“And your husband let you come to this party dressed like that?” he said.

I bit my lip. I glanced at the closet door behind him and shook my head and widened my eyes. “He brought me with him like this,” I said. “He’s the one who made me dress like this.”

The man laughed. He also pushed with his hips. His cock spread my lips apart and he got himself deeper into me.

I gasped and dropped my jaw down and started at his mouth. I had to kiss him.

“Who knows,” Lane said. “Maybe he likes the idea.”

“I hardly think so,” I said to him, and I tilted my head sideways and covered his mouth with my mouth. He pushed with his hips and I cried in a high, soft pitch. I couldn’t stop him any longer.

“Some guys do,” he said. He grabbed my ass and pushed harder.

I inhaled with a loud gasp and arched in my back and threw my head back up to the ceiling. His cock penetrated me deeper. “That’s a myth!” I groaned out loud. “It’s impossible,” I cried out to the ceiling.

Lane pulled nearly all the way out of me, before he plunged himself back in with force, and this time, all the way to my hilt.

My body bucked and my eyes saw stars. I hung onto his shoulders and lifted my knees higher around his waist. He began to fuck me so hard, the slap of his hips into the underside of my thighs rang out through the bathroom. Anyone on the other side of the door would have heard the telltale slapping sounds. My husband wasn’t even out in the hallway, but was stuffed into the linen closet behind the man’s shoulders.

I cried out loud and moaned at the ceiling and bit his neck. If my husband was watching, he’d also have seen my heels dig harder into the man’s back, and my fingernails claw deeper into the skin on his shoulders. He fucked me so good, I couldn’t stop.

It was rushed, it was dirty, and it was impersonal. It made me cum so hard. I squealed and I gasped and I bucked like mad against him. His cum shot up all over my tits and stomach. When he was done, he tried to help clean me up.

“That’s okay,” I moaned with a grin. I blew him a kiss with my eyes barely open. “My husband is in the closet behind you,” I said. “He’ll help me.” I laughed and the man shook his head and chuckled too, before he quickly pulled the bathroom door open and shut it behind him. I kicked the lock with my toe. He didn’t believe me, of course.

Someone banged on the bathroom door and I heard a voice. “Busy!” I shouted back and I sank against the mirror over the counter. “You can come out now,” I said to the closet door. I could not believe he stayed in there and watched the whole time.

There was another bang at the door. “Busy!” I shouted again, annoyed this time. “Brady!” I called to the closet door. “Get out here!” I laughed. I wanted him to see the man’s cum all over my naked body. I wanted him help me clean it up.

But my husband didn’t come out of the closet. I heard a voice through the bathroom door again, this time in words I could make out. “Open it up, Bri!” the voice shouted.

It was Brady.

I gasped in horror and pulled my eyes wide at the back of the door. I slipped down off the edge of the counter and peered around the side of the door when I cracked it open.

My husband pushed his way inside and slammed the door shut behind him.

As through disbelieving what I was seeing, I flung the closet door open. It was empty. I looked at my husband.

He put his hand up in a stop sign. “I know!” he said. He closed his eyes and rocked his head back into the door. “I’m an idiot, you don’t have to tell me,” he said.

“Where the fuck did you go?” I said.

“To find you!” he said. He peeked at him through slits in his eyes.

I looked left and right and stared at the floor. “Why?” I said.

“To tell you . . . ” he said, and he reached for me. But I pulled away from him and crossed my arms over my chest. I was still naked with my top and skirt twisted around my waist. I was only wearing my platforms. “ . . . that I chickened out.”

I gasped and covered my mouth.

“I lost my nerve. I went to tell you to stop,” he said.

“Brady . . . “ I said. I met his eyes with mine. His were as wide as mine were.

“I know,” he said.

“I thought you were watching from inside there!” I shouted in a hoarse whisper at him, and I pointed with my arm straight out at the closet door.

“Yeah,” he said, shutting his eyes. “I realized that after I came back — and the door was locked.”

“Why didn’t you knock on it!?” I shouted at him in a hushed voice.

“I did!” he said. “The whole time . . . “

“Not loud enough!” I said to his face.

“People were out there — I couldn’t exactly bang on the door and shout at it, could I?” he said.

“Oh honey,” I said, and I half turned away. “I don’t know how to tell you,” I said.

He gestured with his chin to my body. I looked down. I still had Lane’s cum all over my tits and stomach. “You don’t have to,” he said.

I don’t know who jiggled first, but soon we were both laughing out loud. We struggled to wet towels and wipe me up. He helped me pull my skirt down and my top up.

“Take me home?” I said to him, and I kissed him gently.

He hesitated and a tiny grin curled up one corner of his mouth. He finally said, “Okay,” but it was with a rising, questioning intonation.

In the car, he made me tell him all the gory details. I got hot all over again telling him what happened. I didn’t have panties on — they got lost somewhere back there in the bathroom. I reached over and behind my head with one hand and gripped the seatback behind my head, and I arched my back and stretched my legs wide enough to make my short skirt ride up to my hips.

“He put it here,” I said to my husband in as young and innocent a voice as I could make.

He had to drive. I loved distracting him. I spread my knees wider and put the soles of my high platform shoes up on the dash of his car. I made sure he could see my pussy, open and wet, when he looked down over his shoulder into the passenger seat. I lowered the seat and slid it back.

“All the way,” I said in a groaning voice, and I ran my pointer fingertip around and around the wet lips of my pussy.

I teased my husband like that before, but just for fun. It was, of course, never true. I didn’t lie to Lane — it was, in that sense, my very first time.

My husband reached over and, with his eyes on the road, he sank his finger into my pussy. “Jesus, Bri,” he groaned.

“I know!” I whined, and I pulled my knees back to my chest. “It’s not my fault — you wouldn’t stop me.”

“I wasn’t in the closet!” he cried out loud.

“I thought you were though!” I said. “You were supposed to be.”

“Don’t remind me,” he groaned.

“I thought you were watching the whole time — and loving it,” I said. I grabbed his wrist in my hand and made him draw circles on my pussy with is fingertip. “I thought you wanted me to fuck him.”

“You were loving it, obviously,” my husband said. “Did you love thinking I was there watching it and wanting it?” he said.

“Uh-huh,” I said. My eyes were fluttering closed. He was rubbing me like he does. Going over it again had made me aroused all over.

He rubbed me and entered me. “You got off on your husband watching you fuck another man,” he said.

“Lane said there were men like that, but I told him he was wrong,” I said. My eyes scrunched closed. My hips rotated in the seat, chasing his touch.

“Now you’ve had a taste of it . . . “ he said, and he pushed his finger in me deeper.

I gasped and dropped my jaw open. “Gonna have to give it to me again?” I said, and I grinned at him with eyes shut and teeth clamped over tongue, grinning. I rolled my face toward his. He was going to make me cum if he didn’t stop touching me like that.

“Was going to say, have to put you down, like a bear that tasted real food,” he said.

“Oh my god!” I said, and I slapped the back of his hand. “Anyway, this was all your idea. You’re the one who gets off on it,” I said.

“I thought we were just teasing,” he said.

I tried to open my eyes. I tried to look at him. I pulled on the hair on the back of his head and pulled my knees up and gasped. It was coming and I couldn’t stop it. Once I cum one time, I cum so easily the rest of the night. “I thought you were just teasing too!” I groaned out loud.

I squealed and shot my head back. My husband rubbed me and I shook inside. He was right — knowing, or at least thinking, he was watching, is what made it so hot. I couldn’t very well knock him for getting off on watching his wife with another man if I got off on being watched by my husband with another man. It was equally bad, both ways.

I curled up and rolled sideways and squeezed my legs together. “What are we going to do?” I said to him.

“Funny,” he said. “You don’t look like a grade 3 teacher right now.”

I laughed in squeals and fits. I was barely dressed, curled up on my side in the car seat, the cum of three men on me, in me, and all over me, and I was wasted from climaxing too many times to count. “You did this to me,” I said. “It’s all your fault.”

A week later, we were getting ready to go out again. Only this time, it wasn’t to a party. It was to a club downtown. And this time, my husband made me wear tall black ankle boots, a short tan pencil skirt, and a tight black sweater, tucked in. “College girl look,” he said.

I tsk-tsk’d him. But I drew pink frosty lipstick on my lips and dark shadows around my eyes. “Hot college chick look,” I said to him. “Better?” I said, turning to him and puckering my lips at him.

“Perfect,” he groaned, looking at me through the mirror.

I walked slowly up to him, placing each foot in a perfectly straight line, and I hung my arms around his neck. I leaned close and pushed my mouth up to his ear. “I feel like such a slut, baby,” I groaned, and I squirmed in my groin and drew back my hips.

“Even more perfect,” he groaned right back at me.
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