
[image: cover]


        
            
                
            
        

    

      
        
          Triangle

          The Foundation

          

        

    




Jessie Adams

        

        
          
          
        

      

    
Copyright


Copyright © 2022 by Jessie Adams 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          1. Chapter 1
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          2. Chapter 2
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          3. Chapter 3
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          4. Chapter 4
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          5. Chapter 5
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          6. Chapter 6
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          7. Chapter 7
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          8. Chapter 8
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          9. Chapter 9
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          10. Chapter 10
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          11. Chapter 11
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          About Author
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Also By Jessie Adams
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


Chapter 1


Melissa could sense Kevin was close, so she slowed her pace. She could feel him swollen and throbbing in her mouth and feel an urgency in his hips, thrusting his pelvis toward her face. She wanted him to, but she wasn't ready to let him have the satisfaction just yet. She pulled her mouth slowly up his shaft and off the tip, then smiled up at him and moved down. She used her devilishly talented tongue, sliding it along his scrotum, and licking his large firm balls. 
"You look so good doing that," Kevin said as he stared into her deep blue eyes. 
"Oh yeah?" Melissa stopped long enough to ask. 
"Yesss," he hissed as she teased her tongue along the underside of his cock.  
"I love watching you," Kevin said softly, reaching out to run his fingers through her long chestnut hair. 
"Mmh," she moaned back. "What do you like about it?" 
"You just look so beautiful when you're doing that," Kevin admitted. 
"You like to see your cock stuffed in my mouth?" Melissa asked with a wicked grin.
"So much," Kevin nodded. "I could watch you do that all day." 
"I don't think you could hold out for a full day, Sweetie," Melissa teased, looking at his engorged dick bulging. "You look like you're about to blow any second now." 
"It doesn't have to be me," Kevin sighed. "I just love watching you suck cock."
Melissa wrapped her lips around him again and stroked her mouth up and down his shaft before lifting off once again and looking up at his tight abs and broad chest to meet his dark brown eyes staring back into hers. 
"Tell me more?" Melissa begged.
"I want to see you sucking another man's cock," Kevin groaned. "I want to watch you perform like this for a stranger." 
"Are you sure you can handle it?" Melissa asked quietly, using a hand to gently stroke Kevin's spit-slick shaft. 
Kevin nodded numbly in reply, unable to speak as sensations raced through his body. 
"What would you do while I was doing that?" Melissa asked. "Would you just watch?" 
Kevin nodded again, his breathing becoming ragged. "Or I could fuck you," he suggested hoarsely. "I could fuck you from behind while you sucked a guy's dick." 
"Ooh," Melissa sighed. "That sounds kinky. Can it be a big dick?" 
"Big as you want," Kevin agreed. "It would be so fucking hot." 
"You think so?" Melissa asked, leaning down to lick his balls again before looking back up at him. "What else could I do with this big imaginary cock?" 
"Whatever you wanted," Kevin promised, his eyes pressing shut as she sucked on his balls. 
"Mmh," she said, looking back at him. "Would you let me fuck him?"  
"No," Kevin whispered, leaning closer to her. "I would make him."  
"You want to see that too?" Melissa asked before taking him back into her mouth and sealing her lips around his dick. 
"Fuck yes," Kevin agreed. "I want it so bad." 
Melissa pulled her mouth off again, driving him crazy with her teasing. 
"How?" She asked. "How would you want me to fuck him?" 
"From behind," Kevin muttered, trying to concentrate on not unleashing his climax. 
"Oh yeah?" Melissa asked again, lifting her rear end and arching her back. "Like this?" 
"Just like that," Kevin moaned and nodded while she stroked. "That's a good girl." 
"Even in my ass?" Melissa asked in a soft husk. "Would you like to see a big cock fuck my tight little ass?" 
"Oh shit!" Kevin cried out. 
Melissa moved fast, parting her lips and taking him back into her mouth as he began to spurt. She could feel every powerful burst as his cock jerked and twitched in her mouth. She continued to use her hand, squeezing and stroking as he grunted and groaned out his orgasm. He splattered into her mouth, thick ropes lacing across her tongue and teeth as she let him cum in her mouth. When he was finally finished she pulled her mouth off of him, and looked up to see his satisfied smile. She smiled back and swallowed his mess, feeling the slick warmth in her throat as she finished him. 
"That was amazing, Babe," Kevin said, softly stroking her hair. "Thank you for that. I love you." 
"Glad you liked it," Melissa said. "I love you too. Happy Birthday, Sweetie." 
She rose to her feet and walked into the master bathroom just off their bedroom. In the bathroom, she turned on the sink and grabbed her toothbrush, and squeezed out a generous amount of paste onto the bristles. She brushed thoroughly and then returned to the bedroom to find him snuggled up under the blankets waiting for her and watching TV. She pulled back the covers and crawled into bed next to him, cuddling up near him and laying her head on his broad chest. She loved how he opened his arm to let her in and softly ran his hands along her hair while they lay there. 
They watched the movie in silence for a few minutes, some modern romance film, but then she felt the need to talk again. She wasn't sure how to broach the subject, so she hesitated at first, but eventually built up her courage and then let the words come out. 
"You're not serious about that dirty stuff we talk about, are you?" She asked, purposely leaving her head on his chest to avoid his eyes.
"What stuff, Babe?" Kevin asked absently, gently stroking her hair.
"You know," she shrugged. "The sex stuff you talk about." 
"What stuff?" Kevin asked again. 
Melissa finally looked up, frustrated with his response, only to find him grinning down at her. 
"You know damn well what stuff," she huffed. 
"I just say those things to turn you on," Kevin dismissed. 
"Whatever," Melissa said, turning back to the TV and laying her head back down on his chest. 
Neither of them said anything for a few minutes, but Melissa broke the silence first.
"It turns you on too," she said quietly. 
"Does it?" Kevin asked.
"When I said something about my ass, you lost all control," Melissa pointed out with a sly grin. 
"You've got to admit, that was pretty hot," Kevin shrugged. 
"But you wouldn't go through with anything like that," Melissa asserted. "You're just talking dirty. Right?" 
Kevin didn't respond verbally, but from where her head was on his chest she could feel his shrug. She lifted her head and turned to look at him again, trying to gauge by his expression how he felt. She could see the smile in his eyes, and the playful grin on his lips, but she couldn't decipher what he was thinking. 
"Right?" She repeated the question. 
"Sure," Kevin shrugged again. 
She looked at him for a long moment, finally deciding that he was teasing her. 
"You couldn't handle it," Melissa said, laying her head back down on his chest.
"Couldn't handle what?" Kevin asked her, resuming stroking her hair. 
"You couldn't stand to see me do those things with another man," she explained. "You would go out of your mind with jealousy." 
"Maybe so," Kevin said. And just when she thought they were done talking about it he added, "But it might be worth it."
"Worth what?" Melissa asked quietly, not certain how far she was willing to take the conversation. 
"It might be worth the jealous rage," Kevin confessed. "It might be worth the heartbreak just to watch you in action." 
"You can watch me anytime you want," Melissa said. "You know that." 
"You know what I mean," Kevin said flatly. 
She could have left the conversation right there. She had already heard enough to know it wasn't all just a fantasy or in his imagination. But she couldn't resist. 
"Why don't you tell me?" Melissa started. "Tell me exactly what you mean."
She felt his hand reach for her face, and he gently tipped her head back up, forcing her to meet his eyes. Staring intently at her, he spoke quietly but confidently. 
"It might be worth it to see my beautiful, gorgeous wife in the throes of passion. It might be worth the jealousy and anger and regret to watch that pretty mouth," his thumb barely grazed her lower lip, "sucking a big hard cock." 
Melissa felt a shiver run down her spine. 
"It might be worth it to see your pretty little pussy pushed open by a big cock, and watch you get fucked hard. It might be worth it to see some well-hung guy fuck you senseless and then spray cum all over your face, or your perfect tits..." His voice had become deeper, but softer. 
"Or inside of me?" Melissa didn't mean to say it, but she had. 
"Or that," Kevin breathed the words. "It might be worth it to watch you having orgasms, and then to see cum leaking out of you." 
Melissa didn't do it intentionally, but she sighed while biting her lower lip, and she could feel herself getting damp.
Kevin smiled at her response. 
"But…" Melissa said with great trepidation. "But then you wouldn't want me anymore. All used up and messy like that?" 
Kevin's smile never faded. "I'd fuck you as soon as he was done." 
Melissa reached for him. Her soft hands found him naked below the covers, and hard as a rock. She didn't say another word, but she slipped aside the G-string she was wearing and straddled him. She reached behind herself and lined him up with her hungry slit and sank onto him. 
Kevin moaned out while she rocked her hips on top of him, using his hard cock to bring her to a much-needed orgasm. When she finally achieved her climax she shuddered and shook, letting the waves roll over her as electric impulses rushed from her center out to her extremities. She gasped and bit her lower lip again until she recovered and then smiled down at her husband. 
"Show me," she said. "Show me how you want a stranger to cum in my pussy." 
She began to ride him hard, grinding her hips onto him until she felt him grip her ass and hold her down on his dick while he came again. She loved the way he growled and grunted as he came, and she let out a satisfied sigh as she felt him pulse and thump, emptying himself within her. When he had finished, she rolled off of him, snuggled up against him again, and turned off the TV. They fell asleep together, both satisfied and smiling.  
 

    

 
 





Chapter 2


Melissa sat quietly in the kitchen, sipping her coffee. She had made Kevin his usual breakfast of bacon and eggs that morning, and she had sent him off with a goodbye kiss, but now the house seemed too quiet. In these moments of silence, she had time to think, and sometimes that felt like too much. She had a job to get to, but she didn't have to be ready for another two hours. She was wondering just how far her mind would roam in those two hours when she was saved by the sound of somebody coming through the front door.  
"Melissa?" The voice called out. "You home?" 
"In here, Tiffany," Melissa replied, recognizing the voice immediately. 
Melissa often said Tiffany was her spirit animal. They were the very best of friends, and neighbors, but complete opposites in physical appearance. Tiffany had long platinum blonde hair and dark brown eyes, compared to Melissa's dark hair and blue eyes. Melissa was very pale-complected and if she had too much sun she would often wear a splatter of freckles across her nose, but Tiffany tanned easily to a deep golden brown that she managed to maintain most of the year. Melissa was petite and shapely, while Tiffany was a big woman. She wasn't fat by any means, and she had all the right curves, but she was almost six feet tall. Built like a brick shithouse, as they said, and had she the potty mouth to go with it. Tiffany was a single mom and Melissa's next-door neighbor across the street. 
She knew Tiffany would stop by most mornings after dropping off her child at the local elementary school. Originally, Melissa had chalked her frequent visits up to loneliness, and a chance to talk to another adult, but over time the two had become very good friends. They often shared secrets and stories, and on the days' Melissa did not have to work her part-time job, they would sometimes hang out and chat until the school bus brought Tiffany's son, Trent, home from school. Sometimes they would watch old movies and laugh or cry together. Melissa didn't know what Tiffany did for money, but she always seemed to get by. She wished this was one of their all-day meetings, because she wanted to talk to her friend about the events of last night, but she knew she would have to get ready for work before they had everything hashed out.   
"Hey, Mel," Tiffany said, walking into the kitchen to see Melissa getting up from the table. 
"Good morning, Tiff," Melissa responded. "Can I get you some coffee?" 
"Sure," Tiffany agreed. "And put some Irish in it." 
"Oh," Melissa grinned, reaching into the liquor cabinet for a bottle of Baileys. "Been that kind of morning?" 
"You are not going to believe what my little crotch goblin did last night!" Tiffany started. 
Melissa poured a finger of Baileys into the bottom of a coffee mug and filled the rest with coffee. She handed it to Tiffany who had taken a seat at the kitchen table. 
"Thanks, Hon," Tiffany said, taking the cup from her and holding it with both hands. 
"Okay," Melissa said, taking the chair next to her friend. "Let's hear it."
"So this little sonofabitch," Melissa was used to hearing Tiffany refer to her child in less than glowing terms. "He has this macaroni project at school." 
"A what?" Melissa asked.
"You know," Tiffany said. "When they use macaroni and corn and shit like that to glue onto construction paper and make some art thing?"
"Oh, yeah," Melissa nodded, catching on. 
"So he's supposed to follow the instructions on the paper," Tiffany explained. "And it's all pre-printed, so the little shitstains can't mess it up. All they have to do is put macaroni where they say and corn where they say, and boom – you've made this big rooster picture." 
Melissa nodded her understanding. 
"And we get that done, and I'm telling him what a great artist he is and how wonderful he did," Tiffany continued. "So I say, let me go put this next to your bookbag for tomorrow, and wash my hands, and then I'll be back to put everything up." 
"Right," Melissa agreed. 
"And while I'm downstairs my mom calls, and you know how mom is," Tiffany added.
"Oh no," Melissa said, indeed knowing how Tiffany's mother was. 
"Exactly!" Tiffany said. "And I got rid of her quickly as I could. I swear to god I wasn't downstairs more than seven minutes. Ten tops!" 
Melissa began to smile, sensing this story was about to take a humorous turn. 
"And by the time I got back upstairs, you know what that little motherfucker did?" Tiffany asked. 
Melissa shook her head no, but she could imagine. 
"Well, he had taken the art compliments to heart!" Tiffany exclaimed. "So fucking mini-VanGogh up there had decided to try a different canvass."
"Oh no," Melissa said, her eyes wide. 
"He made a fucking macaroni drawing on his wall!" 
Melissa covered her mouth with her hand, trying to look surprised while also trying to stifle her laugh.
"And you know what this little shit machine decided to draw?" Tiffany asked with narrowed eyes. 
Melissa shook her head no, but she didn't dare move her hand. 
"A spaceship!" Tiffany declared. "A great big fucking rocket ship, right on the wall of his bedroom!" 
"Oh my goodness!" Melissa was trying to offer condolences without giving away her laughter. 
"Oh yes!" Tiffany promised. "A spaceship taking off from the ground! But it doesn't look like any spaceship I ever saw!" 
"What does it look like?" Melissa's curiosity was momentarily stronger than her sense of humor. 
"You can imagine!" Tiffany huffed. "Big cylindrical object with smoke coming out, kind of leaning at the top..." 
"Oh no he didn't," Melissa knew she was going to have to cover her mouth again. 
"Yep! Bigger than shit, right there on his bedroom wall. Gigantic macaroni and corn cock and balls glued to the drywall!" 
Melissa couldn't help it now, she was laughing out loud. 
"It ain't funny!" Tiffany cried out, shoving the picture on her phone in front of Melissa. 
Melissa laughed even harder after seeing the evidence. The picture left little to the imagination and the rocket did look like a giant penis, complete with a scrotum – which she assumed was supposed to be the smoke from lift-off – glued to Trent's wall. 
"Boy done glued a giant pecker on the wall of his room!" Tiffany complained. 
She tried to stare Melissa down as she wrestled in vain with covering her laughter, but eventually, it proved too much, and both of them started laughing in earnest, big gales and guffaws until both ladies had tears in their eyes.  
When the two had composed themselves, Tiffany took a big drink of the doctored coffee. 
"What am I gonna do?" She asked. "I don't know anything about drywall repair, and I know that glue is going to peel more than just paint when I tear it down. And even if I did have the money to hire a contractor – which I don't – who would I call that would be quiet about the fact that my little twat demon drew a giant cock on the wall of his room?" 
"Tell you what," Melissa offered, trying not to laugh again. "I have to work today, but tomorrow I'm off. Why don't I come over after you take Trent to school and we will see if we can repair it? I've got some paint and things like that. Maybe we can take care of it ourselves?"
"You would do that for me, Sweetie?" Tiffany asked. 
"Of course, I would," Melissa said with a smile. "Besides, how often do I get a chance to see a dick that big in person?" 
"Oh, you're the worst!" Tiffany laughed too. "But thank you, Honey. I sure am lucky to have you for a neighbor." 
"I'm glad to be here for you," Melissa said. "But I've got to start getting ready for work." 
"Oh yeah, okay," Tiffany said, drinking down the remainder of her coffee. "Thanks for the coffee, Sweetie. I'll get out of your hair." 
"You're welcome," Melissa said, standing up with her and walking her to the door. 
"By the way, how did your surprise for the Birthday boy go?" She asked as they walked. 
"It went well," Melissa said, knowing it was too much to get into details with the limited time she had remaining. 
"Oh good," Tiffany said. "Is that why you're all smiles this morning?" 
"That's part of it," Melissa admitted. "I'll tell you the rest tomorrow." 
"Don't make promises you can't keep," Tiffany warned. 
"I won't," Melissa said. "You have a good day, and I'll come over in the morning as soon as I see your car back in the driveway." 
"Okay," Tiffany agreed as she walked out the door. "Thanks again, Sweetie." 
"No worries," Melissa assured her. 
She closed the door and leaned against it, letting out a big sigh. She had wanted to talk to someone – anyone – about what she was thinking and feeling after the bedroom conversation she had the night before, but it would have to wait. She walked away from the front door and trudged up the stairs to get ready for her day at work. 


 




Chapter 3


"Hey, Melissa," Carl said when she walked in the door of the home improvement store.  
"Hey, Carl," she returned with a weak wave. 
Carl was the store manager, and although she couldn't stand the man, she did enjoy the job. After all, this was the place where she met the man who would be her husband. She had been working there while going to school, earning her CPA degree. One day a very good-looking well-muscled man had come in to pick up his supplies from the contractor's desk, which she just so happened to be working at that day. He owned his own roofing company, and he was friendly and funny, and she was head over heels. She was so smitten she hadn't even thought to ask his name, but she researched it after he'd left, tracing his receipt to his charge account for his business. 
Kevin came back every night after that for a week. He always had something he was looking for, and he would always come to her and say he couldn't find it. She was more than happy to help him find the right tool or part – even if she did begin to suspect he didn't need whatever item he claimed to be seeking. By the end of the week, he finally asked her out on a date and she accepted. The rest, as they say, was history. 
"Melissa, I know it's last minute, but could I get you to work returns today?" Carl asked in his whiny voice. 
"Really, Carl?" Melissa complained. "Returns?" 
"Yeah, sorry," Carl said, turning to walk away. 
Melissa sighed, but she went to the breakroom, clocked in, grabbed her apron, and then headed to the returns desk.  She hated working returns because there were only two possible outcomes of the day. One, it would be busy and she would face a constant barrage of people trying to explain why the tool they had already opened and used wasn't the right thing and now they need a refund. Option two, it would be a slow day and nobody at all would come to the returns desk. She walked back to the front internally debating which fate would be worse. 
She did not have to wait long to see what it would be, and by her lunch break at noon, she was bored out of her mind. Not one single person had come to the return desk, which was great because she didn't have to deal with irate or irritable customers, but terrible because it made the hours drag on. After she finished her simple lunch she went back to her position at the desk, but her mind began to wander. 
Melissa thought more and more about what Kevin had said to her. She kept turning his words over and over in her mind, trying to find out what he was truly trying to communicate. Did he want to see her perform sex acts with another man? Was it just something he said in the heat of the moment to turn her on? There was no doubting the efficiency of his words, they did make her incredibly hot. If she were honest with herself, she had to wonder if she didn't purposely tease him and lead him into saying those things. 
But the idea was a crazy turn-on for her. Just the thought of him being in the room, watching while she did those things…just the idea of it made her tingle. She could almost imagine looking at him, staring into Kevin's eyes while she sucked another man's cock. She wondered if it would turn him on as much as it did her. Would he come after her with passion blazing in his eyes? Or would he storm out of the room in disgust? The thought that the latter could be a possible outcome was enough to make her stomach do flip-flops. The idea of hurting him or embarrassing him made her visibly shudder. 
Then again, that wasn't what he had said. He had said she could do whatever she wanted. He said he would love to watch her do more, even fuck another man. Was that what he wanted? Would it turn him on to watch someone penetrate her? And how hot would that be? She closed her eyes and pictured some guy fucking her from behind, thrusting into her, his hips slapping against her ass while she stared at Kevin. Maybe even sucking his cock, staring up into his eyes, while the other guy pounded her? She let out a long low breath and opened her eyes to take her mind off the images passing through her brain. 
"Are you okay?" The voice came from her left. 
"What?" Melissa was caught off-guard. "Oh, I'm sorry. Yes, Sir. What may I help you with today?" 
"I bought the wrong tool," the man admitted with a guilty grin. 
She looked at him, seeing him for the first time. He was obviously of Hispanic heritage, a smaller man, handsome, with olive skin and dark hair and eyes. 
"Oh," Melissa said, still trying to clear the cobwebs of her mental sex escapades. "Do you need a refund?" 
"No, I need to get the next size up if it's okay to exchange it?" The customer explained. "I grabbed the 3/8 inch instead of the 1/2 inch." 
"Let's see what we've got here," Melissa said, sliding the box he had placed on the counter closer to her. 
It was a rechargeable impact driver from a reputable brand. Melissa could see the box still had its cellophane wrapping and had not been opened. 
"Do you happen to have your…" she started to ask. 
"Receipt?" The customer asked, sliding her the paper. 
"Yes, excellent," she said, happy that he had thought to bring it in. She quickly looked over the slip, confirming that it had been purchased from her store. 
"It's no big deal if you can't," the customer explained. "I can just get the other one, and I'll probably find a use for this one at…"
"Oh not at all," Melissa stopped him. "It's no problem. Everything here looks in order. Just find the one you need, bring it back up here to me and I'll get you swapped out. Sometimes you just need a bigger size. No big deal." 
"Okay, thanks," the customer said with a strange smile, turning to go. 
Melissa watched him walking away, taking a few seconds too long to linger on his ass in the tight jeans he was wearing. I could suck his cock while Kevin watched, she thought to herself. Or I could sit on his face while Kevin fucked me in the mouth? 
"Jesus, Melissa," she muttered to herself, shaking her head. "Get a grip."
"What are we gripping?" Carl's voice was like nails on a chalkboard. 
"Nothing, Carl," Melissa said. "Just helping a customer with a return. 
"Well, did he have a receipt?" Carl asked in his nasal voice that grated on Melissa's nerves. 
"Yes, Carl," she sighed.
"Is it an open box or has the item been used?" 
"No," Melissa internally groaned at his questioning, which always seemed to indicate she didn't know how to do her job. "I checked it and it hasn't even been opened."
"Well, try to talk him into store credit or an exchange," Carl said with exasperation. "We don't want to give any refunds unless it is the last resort." 
"I know, Carl," Melissa said, using a considerable amount of willpower to avoid rolling her eyes. "It's not my first day at the return desk." 
"Okay, okay," Carl said, throwing up his hands in mock surrender. "Just a reminder." 
"Thanks," Melissa said flatly. "I've got this." 
"I found it," the customer said, returning to the desk as Carl was about to leave, and placing the 1/2-inch impact driver on the counter.  
"Excellent," Melissa said, suddenly friendly again. "Let me get it rung up for you." 
"He has to pay the difference," Carl inserted himself into the transaction. 
"He's well aware of that, Carl," Melissa said, turning on him. "Is there anything else I can help you with?" She waited with a hand on her hip, making it clear that she was dismissing him. 
"No," Carl said. "Just trying to help." 
"Uh-huh," Melissa nodded. "We have this under control." 
"Okay," Carl finally said, slinking away. 
"I'm sorry about that, Sir," Melissa said. "He's the store manager, but he can be a bit much." 
"No worries," the customer assured her. "What's the price difference?" 
"Well," Melissa said, scanning the item into the computer. "It looks like about fifty dollars, but I think we had a coupon in our flyer for this model. I can probably find it for you if you have time?" 
"Sure," the customer said. 
Melissa turned around and reached under the counter and found the sales flyer that had come out earlier in the week. She wondered if the man might be looking at her butt. Then she wondered if she was hoping he was or hoping he wasn't. Her fingers found the sale flyer and she turned her head without getting up. 
"Found it!" She said, happy to see him quickly avert his eyes. 
He had been staring. She found the coupon for twenty percent off that particular brand, scanned the bar code off the coupon, and applied it to the sale on her screen. 
"That cuts it down to seven dollars and thirty-two cents, Sir," Melissa said with a winning smile. 
"Thanks!" The customer smiled, happy to have the discount. 
"No trouble at all, Sir," Melissa said, leaning down to get a bag to put the new impact driver into, trying on purpose this time to reveal some cleavage. 
When she regained her feet she could see he was handing her his credit card with his left hand, and she couldn't help but notice he didn't have a ring on. She accepted his credit card and ran it through the machine, being nosy enough to look at the name on the card. Enrique Romero. She looked at his face again as she handed him back the card. He was handsome and young. She knew sometimes it was hard to tell with different races, but she would be surprised if he was a day over twenty-five. 
She couldn't help but notice him, and handsome unmarried younger man, who obviously enjoyed looking at her. She even thought his name was sexy. She found herself wondering if Kevin would think he might be a good candidate for his fantasy. She found herself what it would feel like to be kneeling at his feet, looking up at his face and taking his hard cock in her mouth. She unintentionally bit her lower lip. 
"I can give you the tip," Enrique said, both snapping Melissa out of her trance and making her blush bright red. 
"What?" She asked, dumbfounded, starting to wonder if her overactive imagination had bled down to her mouth. Had she said something out loud? 
"Here," Enrique said, handing her a twenty-dollar bill. "I want you to have a tip for being so nice and saving me money." 
"Oh, thank you," Melissa said, holding up a hand in protest. "But that's not necessary." 
"You saved me more than twice that amount," he pointed out to her. "I insist." 
"Well, thank you," Melissa said, taking the bill he was offering. "You're too kind." 
"I don't often find somebody in customer service who is as nice and pretty as you," Enrique said, taking his purchase and his new receipt. 
Melissa smiled as she watched him walk away, and once he was out the door she immediately felt guilty.   
 

 
 






Chapter 4


Melissa was just finishing dinner when Kevin walked in.  
"Hey, Babe, how was work?" He asked, stepping out of his work boots and hanging his hat on the rack near the door. 
"Easy day," Melissa answered. "Returns desk." 
"Oh, Carl put you on that again?" Kevin asked
"Yeah, you know how he is." 
"Indeed I do," Kevin nodded. "Is he angry with you over something?" 
"I don't think so," Melissa said. "I just think he was understaffed, as usual." 
"You know you don't have to do that," Kevin said. "You don't have to work there." 
"I know," Melissa nodded. 
"We can change things, make a few cuts. You could stay home if you wanted." 
"I appreciate that," Melissa said. 
"Or you can use your CPA," Kevin suggested. "You could probably work at any one of a hundred different banks or tax offices if you wanted to. Hell, you'd probably make more money than I do." 
"But if I did that, who would keep the books for you?" Melissa joked, giving Kevin a wink. 
"I guess I'd have to find some other pretty young girl to chase numbers for me," Kevin joked right back. 
Melissa gave him a light slap on the arm with her left hand as she set dinner on the table with her right. 
"Smells wonderful," Kevin said. "What's for dinner?"
"Bread and water if you're going to keep talking about other girls," Melissa smiled at him. "But enchilada casserole if you can keep from being a jerk." 
"I guess I better be good then," Kevin grinned.
Over dinner, Melissa explained the macaroni and glue incident that had soiled the wall at Tiffany's house. Kevin had a big laugh at that story, and they talked some about his day. Throughout the conversation, Melissa kept thinking back to what they had talked about the night before. More than once she almost told him about the cute young man she had helped at the return desk, but she couldn't quite bring herself to say it out loud. She started to wonder about herself, thinking maybe she had an issue or a problem that she needed to work out. 
Why was it so easy to talk about or think about in the bedroom or during intimate moments, but it seemed so out of place at the dinner table? Her husband was her best friend, and not saying something about it felt wrong. On one hand, it felt like she was keeping some kind of dirty secret from him. On the other, it did not feel like something to bring up out of the blue. She had decided to wait for a better moment when Kevin mentioned something about the football game that was scheduled for later that night. If her man wanted to relax and watch a football game, then she was going to make sure that happened for him.
After dinner, Kevin helped her do the dishes and clean up the kitchen, and then he went upstairs to take a quick shower. Once he was back downstairs in comfy clothes, he seated himself in his favorite recliner and kicked the footrest up. He switched on the TV and selected the channel for the game. Melissa brought him a cold beer from the fridge and twisted off the cap before handing it to him. 
"You're an incredible woman," Kevin smiled up at her from his chair as he took the beer. 
"Well, you're a good man," Melissa countered. "And I want you to know I appreciate you." 
"I do," Kevin said, putting the bottle to his lips and taking a sip. 
"I'm going to go out to the garage and try to find some paint so I can help Tiffany tomorrow," Melissa explained. 
"Okay, Babe," Kevin said, settling back as the game kicked off. 
Melissa went through the laundry room and out to the garage and dug through her supplies. She found two good putty knives, which would be good for scraping the walls clean, and then went through her paint selection, finding a white one to match the wall at Tiffany's house and a can of primer. She grabbed a pair of rollers, one rolling pan, four extra roller sleeves, and two brushes. She also added a roll of painter's tape to exclude the baseboards. With all of her goodies together, she went back into the house to see how the game was going. 
"What the fuck?" Kevin roared at the TV, throwing his hands in the air. "How the hell are you going to pass on fourth and inches?" 
"Not going good?" Melissa asked, walking into the living room. 
"Ahh, these people are idiots!" Kevin complained. "They've got one of the best backs in the league, drafted him last year, and he sits on the bench while they pass on fourth and inches!"
"Morons," Melissa agreed. "Run the damn ball, coach." 
"Exactly!" Kevin cried out. "My wife would be a better coach than this guy!" 
"Well, she is exceptional," Melissa agreed with a grin. 
"And she's hot," Kevin added. 
"She is, isn't she?" Melissa agreed again. "Do you really mean it, or are you just lobbying for another beer?" 
"I can get it," Kevin grinned at her. 
She smiled, pretending to be exasperated, and then went to the fridge to get him another brew. She brought it to him and twisted off the cap again. 
"You're the best, Babe," Kevin thanked her. "And you really are beautiful." 
"Awe," she said, messing up his hair. 
"I mean it," Kevin assured her, giving her butt a playful pinch. "You're so sexy." 
"Do you need head?" Melissa asked him bluntly. 
"What?" Kevin asked, astonished at her response. 
"It's a simple yes or no question, Babe," Melissa shrugged. "I couldn't have been more clear." 
"What?" Kevin repeated. "I mean…if you…what I mean is…"
"Yes, or no?" Melissa asked, interrupting him.
"Sure!" Kevin said with a big smile. 
"Let's move to the couch," Melissa suggested. 
Kevin dropped the footrest loudly and got up out of the recliner and onto the couch in an instant. 
"Like this?" He asked, sitting near the left arm of the couch. 
"Sure, that'll work," Melissa said, moving between his legs and kneeling on the floor. 
"I don't know what's gotten into you," Kevin said as she pulled back the waistband of his sweatpants, revealing his rapidly swelling dick.
Melissa just shrugged. "Sit back and watch your game. Drink your beer while I suck your cock," she suggested. 
Kevin tipped the bottle to his lips as she took his tip into her mouth. She was happy to hear him sigh in pleasure as her talented tongue began to work under the swollen head of his member. She took him as deep as she could, feeling his tip bounce against the back of her throat as she sucked him. She stroked her lips up and down his shaft, teasing and tasting him while she gave him her mouth. 
She didn't want to admit it, but her experience at work earlier that day had her hot and bothered too. There was nothing she wanted more at that moment than her husband's fat cock stuffed in her mouth. She needed something to scratch that itch. 
Kevin tried to concentrate on the game, and falling short of that, he tried to concentrate on his beer. Nothing seemed to work. All he could think of was his pretty wife sitting between his legs and sucking his dick, her head bobbing up and down on his engorged shaft. He looked down to watch her staring up at him while she worked him over. Her pretty face with her lips wrapped around the throbbing flesh of his cock, her deep blue eyes looking into his while her tongue danced just under his swollen tip. 
He knew he was almost to his tipping point, and he tried to warn her. 
"I'm about to blow," he said. 
Melissa pulled off him for a moment. "It's okay," she said. "I want you to." 
"You do?" He asked as she slowly stroked him. 
"Mmh-hmm," she nodded. 
"I thought that was just something special for my Birthday," Kevin said. 
"No," she shook her head. "I want you to cum in my mouth, and I want you to look me in the eyes while you do it." 
"Okay," Kevin happily agreed. 
"And while you're doing it, I want you to imagine some stranger cumming in my mouth while you watch me," Melissa added. 
Her head dropped back down and she took him back into her mouth. Kevin groaned as her tricky tongue went back to work, driving him crazy and pushing him to his limit as her head bobbed up and down. She could feel his pulse quicken through his cock in her mouth. She could feel him tensing up, and sense his balls drawing tight. She looked up into his dark brown eyes and stared at him while he pumped his orgasm into her mouth. 
Even though he had gone twice the night before, she could feel him pulsing hard in her mouth, his cum bursting into her mouth in a series of strong spurts as she struggled to swallow it without breaking eye contact. When he finished she slowly pulled off him, sucking him clean to get every last drop out of him, never dropping her sultry stare. 
"Jesus," Kevin groaned. "That was incredible." 
"You liked that?" Melissa asked. 
"Fuck yes," Kevin confessed. 
"Good," Melissa said. "I want you to think about that. I want you to be sure that's something you want before you talk about it again." 
"What do you mean?" Kevin asked, slightly confused. 
"I want you to be sure that's what you like," Melissa explained. "I want you to be certain you want something like that before you talk about me sucking a stranger's dick. Because that's what it will look like. Me staring you in the eyes while some stranger shoots his cum in my mouth. And I'd swallow it just like that." 
"What if I don't want you to?" Kevin asked. 
"Then we need to stop talking like that," Melissa said bluntly. "Because talking about it is making me want it pretty badly." 
"No," Kevin said. "What if I want him to cum in your pussy?" 
"Oh," Melissa said, taken off-guard. She moved up to straddle him, still looking into his eyes. "In that case, I'll sit on him, just like this," she ground her ass against his deflated dick to give him the picture. "And I'll ride his cock until he unloads deep inside of me," she whispered softly in his ear. "I'll fuck that guy until he fills me up, and then do you know what I'm going to do?" 
"No," Kevin's voice quavered just a bit.
"I'm going to make you take sloppy seconds," she whispered it and licked his earlobe. 
"Lay back on this couch and take your pants off," Kevin said. 
"Why?" Melissa teased. 
"Because I'm going to lick you until you cum, and then I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," Kevin husked. 
"But what about your game?" Melissa asked innocently. 
"Fuck that game," Kevin said, leaning to his side and laying her down on the couch. 



 




Chapter 5


Melissa stood on the doorstep and rang the doorbell. Tiffany responded almost immediately, hurrying to open the door and welcome her in.  
"Oh my gosh, you are an angel," Tiffany said, covering her mouth at the sight of Melissa standing on her porch with all of her painting gear. 
"Heard you've got a little bit of inappropriate wall art you are needing to be repaired," Melissa joked. 
"Well, I guess I shouldn't turn down any free help, even if it is from a smart-ass," Tiffany joked back. "Get in here, girl. I'm so glad to see you." 
Melissa grabbed her gear and crossed the threshold. She was wearing an old T-shirt and a well-stained set of overalls. She had her hair up and even an old cap to tuck it under. Her painting ensemble was complete. 
"Wow, you don't mess around, do you?" Tiffany asked. 
"I come ready to work," Melissa grinned back. 
"Well let me go change and I'll be ready to help," Tiffany said. "Coffee's ready," she said over her shoulder as she disappeared down the hall. 
Melissa was halfway through her first cup of coffee when Tiffany reappeared wearing an outfit that made her do a double take. Her shirt was an old red rock and roll band shirt almost two sizes too small, and her pants were some type of track pants in a violent yellow. 
"How do I look?" Tiffany asked, turning so Melissa could get the full effect. 
"Loud," Melissa said. "But in a good way." 
After they both refilled their coffee cups they made their way upstairs. They both took a moment in the room to take in the sheer spectacle that had been Trent's rocket ship. He had apparently stood on the bed to create his masterpiece because the artistic rendition of outer earth travel started at the mattress and came to its finale about four feet above the bed. 
Only the innocent eyes of a child could have seen what he saw in his creation. Their vision would have seen it for the majestic spacecraft that it was. However, anyone else with even the slightest amount of appreciation for innuendo could plainly see it was a giant cock and balls glued to a bedroom wall. It truly was spectacular, and Melissa could appreciate the time and effort he had put into his work. 
She started using the putty knife to chip away at the glued-on macaroni and corn, and Tiffany – after watching her to get the hang of it – picked up the other one and began to help. They went as gently as they could, trying to maintain the integrity of the drywall and not scrape off any more of the finish than necessary.  They talked while they worked, going over the usual neighborhood topics and rumors, but eventually, Tiffany began to sense Melissa was holding something back. 
"Is everything okay?" Tiffany asked. "Do you need to talk about anything?" 
"No," Melissa sighed. "I mean yes, everything is okay." 
"Is it man trouble?" Tiffany asked. "You know I can keep a secret." 
"I know," Melissa conceded. "And I appreciate it. It's just…it's kind of weird." 
"Sounds juicy," Tiffany said. "You've gotta tell me now."
Melissa blew out a long breath and stopped chipping away at the wall for a moment, wondering where to even begin. 
"You know how some guys like to talk dirty?" She asked.
"In the bedroom you mean?" Tiffany asked. "Lord yes, girl! My ex was the world's worst at that! He would say the filthiest things you can imagine."
Melissa nodded her agreement. 
"He would be right in the middle of it, calling me all kinds of nasty names, telling me how he wanted me to squeal like a pig, and how he was going to stick it up my butt if I didn't squeal like a good little piggy." Tiffany was using body language to demonstrate, air-humping an imaginary partner with her hands on imaginary hips. "Things like that?" She asked. 
"No," Melissa shook her head, trying not to laugh. "Nothing like that." 
"Well, what then?" Tiffany shrugged as if anything less would be minimal. 
"He says he wants to watch me," Melissa hung her head with shame as she confessed. 
"Oh hell, Sweetie," Tiffany said. "That's no big deal. My ex said that too. He'd tell me to play with myself while he watched, and he always wanted to do me from behind so he could watch my butt and stuff. I personally think it was because he always wanted to stick a finger in my butthole while we did it. And Lord knows it didn't do much for me, but it seemed to make him happy, so I would let him." 
Melissa tried hard not to show her shock. She knew Tiffany tended to overshare, but this was going beyond. 
"Not that either?" Tiffany asked, noting the concern on Melissa's face. 
"Not exactly," Melissa said. "He wants to watch me…with another man." 
Tiffany dropped her putty knife which tumbled harmlessly onto the bed. "Say what now?" 
"You heard me," Melissa said quietly. 
"Like, doing stuff? Like…sex stuff?" Tiffany asked. 
Melissa only nodded. 
"Sucking a guy's dick?" Tiffany asked with wide eyes. 
Melissa nodded again.
"Having…you know," Tiffany made the circle with her thumb and forefinger and poked her other finger through the hole. 
"Yes," Melissa said, feeling the blush creep up on her cheeks.
"Oh," Tiffany said, clearly taken back. "Well, let me think on that one for a minute." 
They had cleared all the glue and corn from the wall, so they moved the bed out and away from the surface. Melissa taped off the baseboard and slid a plastic drop cloth on the floor to avoid splattering on the carpet. She spent a good deal of time carefully stirring the paint while Tiffany moved the chest of drawers clear of the wall. 
"Are you sure we have to paint the whole wall?" Tiffany asked. 
"Yeah," Melissa confirmed. "If we don't, it will be a weird white spot in the middle, you know?" 
"Ah, I see," Tiffany agreed. "It will be a different color." 
"Right," Melissa nodded. "If it's just this wall, it will blend okay, but if we just do that one spot it will be pretty obvious." 
"Makes sense," Tiffany said. 
Melissa poured paint into the roll pan and put new covers on both rollers before handing one to Tiffany. 
"So here's my take on it," Tiffany said, rolling her roller in the pan and loading up with paint. "He's either one of those one-in-a-million men, or he's looking for something to ease his mind." 
"Ease his mind?" Melissa asked, rolling near the top of the wall but being careful to avoid the ceiling. 
"Yeah," Tiffany said. "Like if he cheated on you." 
Melissa slipped and bumped her roller against the ceiling, leaving a trace of fresh white paint on the textured surface. 
"What?" She asked with horror. 
"Oh, Sweetie," Tiffany said. "I'm sorry, I just meant that if he had, this might be a way for him to let you get even." 
"Even?" Melissa asked, her face heating up again, but this time with anger, not shame. 
"Yeah," Tiffany offered as if it were the most normal thing in the world. "Like if he dipped into somebody else's jar, by letting you do it too, he figures that makes you even." 
Melissa set her roller down as she felt the tears welling up in her eyes. Tiffany looked over at her friend, the impact of her statement just now beginning to dawn on her.
"Oh, Honey," she tried to correct her course. "I'm sure it's not that. Kevin is a wonderful man, and you're a beautiful woman." 
"You think so?" Melissa sniffed. "You don't think he did, do you?" 
"No," Tiffany said. "He's not that kind of man, Sweetie." 
"So you think it's the other kind of thing?" Melissa asked. "The one-in-a-million thing?"   
"It probably is," Tiffany smiled at her friend. 
"Then what do I do?" Melissa asked, feeling a little better. 
"If that's what it is," Tiffany said. "And I'm sure it is, I know what I'd do." 
"What?" 
"I'd find me a man and fuck him seven ways to Sunday!" 
"Jesus, Tiffany!" Melissa admonished, smiling for the first time. 
"What?" Tiffany asked, holding her hands up. "Are you telling me you'd say no to a chance with two guys?" 
"I didn't say that," Melissa countered. 
"Good looking little thing like you, you could probably get two guys easy," Tiffany said. "Can you imagine?" 
"Mmh," Melissa hummed, not wanting to tell her it had been all she could imagine for the last several days. 
"Two big hunky men, both at the same time," Tiffany looked away wistfully. "I'd have both my holes plugged all night long." 
"You're the worst," Melissa said, finally feeling up to a joke again. 
"Are you telling me you never thought about it? Thought about what it would be like with one on each end, or one in each hole?" 
"I've thought about it," Melissa admitted. 
"You slut," Tiffany accused, shaking her head in mock disgust. 
"Hey!" 
"I'm just teasing," Tiffany laughed. "Hell, to be honest, I'm kind of jealous. Will you do something for me?" 
"I thought I was doing something for you," Melissa said, looking at the wall. 
"You are, and I appreciate you for it," Melissa said. "But if it ever does happen, you come right over after and tell me all about it, okay?" 
"Now who's talking nasty?" Melissa teased. 
"What can I say?" Tiffany shrugged, trying to hide a sly grin. 
They finished the wall and Melissa gathered up all of her tools and supplies while Tiffany rearranged furniture and cleaned up the messes they had made. Aside from the little patch of the ceiling where Melissa had made a little bobble, the room looked as good as new. 
"Thank you for all your help with this," Tiffany said as she was finishing up. "I couldn't have done it without you." 
"It was no trouble," Melissa assured her. "Thank you for talking to me about my little…uh…issue." 
"I have an idea for that," Tiffany said. "If you're not sick of hearing my ideas yet?"
"No, I'll take any advice I can get," Melissa admitted. 
"Do you have a toy?" Tiffany asked. "Like a vibrator or something?" 
"Tiffany!" Melissa said. "That's none of your business!"
"Okay, okay," Tiffany threw her hands up again. "But what I would do is get me a nice big toy. And then I would make him watch me. And how he reacts will tell you all you need to know." 
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked. 
"Well, if it doesn't seem to phase him at all," Tiffany began. "Then it may be the cheating thing. But, if he likes it…you know…like really really likes it? Then it must be the real thing, you know?" 
"That's the most insane thing I've ever heard," Melissa stated. "I'm not doing that!" 
"Okay, okay," Tiffany surrendered. "It was just a suggestion." 
 






Chapter 6


Kevin arrived at the house to find dinner ready again. He sat down and enjoyed a nice meal of pork chops and fried potatoes that Melissa had thrown together, and then moved to his favorite chair in the living room.  
Melissa brought him a beer and twisted the top off before handing it to him. 
"Oh no you don't," Kevin started. 
"What?" Melissa asked, handing him the bottle. 
"Last time we played this game I ended up oversleeping my alarm and being thirty minutes late to the job site today," Kevin grinned as he griped. 
"I'm so sorry," Melissa said with faked disdain. "If you don't enjoy it, I can stop whenever you like?" 
"I'm not saying that," Kevin laughed. "I'm saying I enjoy it too much!"
"Good," Melissa smiled. "But I'll leave you alone tonight. I'm still a little sore from two days in a row." 
"It was good though," Kevin admitted. 
"It was, wasn't it?" Melissa agreed.
Melissa cleaned up what was left of the dinner mess and then rejoined him, sitting on the couch next to his recliner. 
"How did the graffiti removal go today?" Kevin asked with a sly grin. 
Melissa recounted the story of how she and Tiffany had toiled to remove the art and then repainted the whole wall, but she avoided the subjects they had discussed while they worked. Kevin told her about his day, and she listened to his plans for the next. Melissa had to work again the next day, but she also was intrigued by what Tiffany had said. She was mortified at the idea of going into an adult bookstore and making such a purchase, but the thought of all the possible calamity that could ensue from ordering one online was even worse. 
What if Kevin noticed the expense on the bank statement? What if they shipped it to the wrong address? What if the package busted open and everyone at the shipping company could see what she ordered? The thoughts were more than she could bear. If it was going to happen, she would have to go to the store herself and make it happen. She began to formulate a plan. 
"So, you think you'll be home at the usual time tomorrow?" She asked nonchalantly. 
"Yeah, should be," Kevin said. "I can call if I'm going to be late. Why?" 
"Well, I was thinking about maybe ordering a pizza tomorrow," Melissa said. "I have work, but I could just hang out in town for a bit after my shift and then pick it up on the way home if you like?" 
"Oh, that sounds good," Kevin admitted. "Pizza and a movie night?" 
"Sure," Melissa agreed. 
She opened her phone to search the internet for coupons or deals on pizza but noticed her battery was almost dead. 
"What's wrong?" Kevin asked, seeing her staring at the screen and making a face. 
"I was going to look for pizza coupons, but my phone is almost dead. I guess I forgot to put it on the charger last night," Melissa sighed. 
"No worries, use mine," Kevin said, tossing her his phone. 
"How do I open it?" Melissa asked after making the catch. 
"Zero six, two four," Kevin said, giving her the security PIN to open the phone. 
"That's our anniversary," Melissa smiled. 
"Yep," Kevin agreed. "Pretty sure if I made it my PIN I wouldn't forget it." 
Melissa laughed about that, but then she thought a little deeper about what had just transpired. She was guilty of reading some steamy romance books and watching too many films, but she remembered how the cheating men in those always had evidence. And the secrets were usually kept on their phone. Secret texts, naughty emails, unknown numbers in the recent call list, and so on. She tried hard not to let her face betray what she was thinking as she mulled over the options. She could pretend to be looking for coupons and open his email. Just a slip of the finger and she could 'accidentally' open his text messages. All it would take was a swipe up with her thumb and she could be eyeballs deep in his recent calls list. The possibilities were overwhelming. 
Then the common sense part of her brain woke up. Why would he just pass her the phone and give her the PIN if there was anything to hide? Wouldn't that be the worst possible thing he could do if he were in fact cheating – as Tiffany had mentioned – on her? Why would he have made such a careless mistake? Her man wasn't stupid. He wouldn't have done it if he had anything at all he was trying to conceal from her. 
Or because he knew that would make you feel comfortable and not check? The evil part of her mind offered. 
But the mental gymnastics that he would have had to go through to arrive at such a calculated move made her head swim. She shook it off as paranoia and pressed the button to open the internet tab on the phone. There were three pages already open, and she was about to overlook that and open a new one when she saw what they were. The first two were his typical go-to sites, one for the temporary service that provided him with the occasional day workers if one of his crew failed to show up, and the other was the homepage of the home improvement store she worked at, where he usually bought all his materials. 
The third one stood out as very different, a dark brooding red-tinted background dominated the website. She timidly looked up at him to see he was still fully engrossed in the TV show that was playing. She carefully opened the tab and saw a porn site pop up on the screen. She had to consciously force herself not to gasp in surprise as she perused the videos he had pulled up. Amateur Cuckold, Real Wife Threesome, Watching The Wife…her eyes bulged at the titles. 
Kevin's cough nearly scared her out of her skin, and she quickly pressed the plus button to open a new page. She began to search for pizza coupons or deals, but her mind was reeling. She made a mental note of the name of the site he had been on and determined to look those titles up on her own. She tried not to let the event bother her, but the more she thought about it, the more concerned she became. 
"I can hardly see on this little screen," Melissa complained. "I'm going to go upstairs and grab my laptop. I'll be back," she said, handing him back his phone. 
"I'll be here," Kevin assured her. 
Upstairs in the bedroom, she grabbed her laptop computer off the nightstand and opened it. She quickly opened a search page and typed in "pizza deals near me", but then she opened a second page, typing in the name of the site he had pulled up on his phone. Once she was in she saw several advertisements for various sultry services, but she also noticed a search bar at the top right corner of the site. 
Carefully typing from memory she typed in "real wife threesome". She assumed there would be a password, or some type of payment method required, but she was surprised when it went directly to videos about what she had typed in. Most of them were short clips, not more than six or seven minutes long. With a healthy dose of fear, she clicked on one that looked to have the key players she had seen on Kevin's phone. 
When she clicked the video, she immediately noticed the sound was up way too loud. She searched frantically for the volume bar, found it, and turned it way down. The girl on the scene was moaning and groaning loudly, but Melissa couldn't blame her. She was getting stuffed from behind and the front, sucking one man's cock while another fucked her. Melissa's eyes went wide as she took in the events playing out before her. She tried to figure out which of the two men was the husband in the relationship, but neither one seemed to be wearing a ring. Suddenly the camera moved in close to her face, showing her lips stretched around some guy's massive hard dick. 
"Do you like that, Baby?" The cameraman asked. "Do you like getting fucked while I film you?" 
"Oh my gosh," Melissa whispered, covering her mouth as she realized what was happening. The cameraman was the husband. He had two other guys banging his wife! 
She wanted to look away, but she couldn't tear her eyes from the scene unfolding as the woman pulled her mouth off the guy's dick. 
"I love it, Baby," the woman said. "It feels so fucking good." 
Melissa looked over her shoulder to make sure she was alone, and once she knew it was safe, her eyes were riveted back to the scene. 
"You want to take one up the ass?" The cameraman asked. 
"Whatever you want, Baby," the woman said, dropping her head back to the stiff dick in front of her. 
While she began to bob up and down on the thick shaft in her mouth, the cameraman panned down to the guy who was fucking her. 
"Put it in her ass, dude," the cameraman suggested. 
The camera zoomed in on her backside as the guy who had been fucking her withdrew from her pussy. His dick looked huge, and it glistened from being inside of her. Melissa watched on in shock as the guy placed the tip of his cock against the woman's anus and began to press inward. There's no way, Melissa thought. He's way too big to fit in there. But then she watched in amazement as the heavy cock pushed forward and she stretched to accommodate him. 
"Oh fuck," the woman moaned out around a mouthful of dick. 
"Doing okay?" The cameraman asked. 
"Yes, fuck yes!" The woman exclaimed as she was penetrated. 
Suddenly the camera jostled and moved back to her face as one of the men began grunting and groaning. He focused in on her mouth, her lips stretched taut around his shaft as she sucked. Then she pulled off him and opened her mouth at the camera lens, showing off a decent set of teeth, and what was plainly a mouth full of cum. She winked at the camera and then swallowed it down. 
"Dude, me too!" The cry came from the other man. 
The camera swooped back to her butt, and Melissa could see he was pressed completely against her, buried in her back door. He slowly withdrew, and it seemed to take forever. It reminded Melissa of a train coming out of a tunnel. Finally, he pulled his tip clear and the camera focused on the woman's battered anus. She leaned back and seemed to push out, and a slow steady stream of semen leaked from her asshole. 
"Are you good, Baby?" The cameraman asked again.
"I'm so good," the woman assured him. "I came so many times I lost count."
"Find anything, Babe?" Kevin's voice from downstairs shocked Melissa out of her trance. 
"Uh, yeah," she called back down to him. "They've got a buy one get one deal at the place on the way home." 
She made sure to click the X button at the top right, closing the website. She shut her laptop and returned downstairs. 
Later that night, as she lay there drifting off to sleep, her mind kept wandering back to the video she had seen. There was the shock value, she couldn't believe how down and dirty the action had been, without even a hint of foreplay. But she figured that part probably didn't make the cut for a seven-minute video. A small part of her felt revulsion, a natural aversion to a woman being used in that way on film. But another part of her, a part she wasn't quite ready to come to terms with, was jealous. Jealous of the way the woman gave herself to the men. Jealous of the way they used her, sliding in and out of all her holes, taking whatever they wanted from her. 
She turned over on her side, feeling dampness between her legs. The video had made her feel uneasy and strange, but it had also undeniably turned her on. Sore or not, she contemplated waking up Kevin, who was lightly snoring to her left. But at the last minute, she decided not to. He needed his rest too. Melissa finally drifted off to sleep, wondering what it would feel like to open her mouth and show him another man's cum on her tongue, or to have her husband watch another man's cum slowly leaking out of her open ass. 

   




Chapter 7


Tiffany did not come to visit the next morning, and Melissa didn't know if she should be thankful or sad about her friend not making an appearance. She went through her morning routine, sending Kevin off to work with breakfast and a kiss, and then she spent some time watching videos on her laptop. She had a little over an hour before she had to go, and she was shocked at how fast the time flew by. She watched several videos similar to the one she had seen the night before, but no two of them were the same.  
Some featured women who were obviously professional actresses, and although the quality of filming and the acting were way better, Melissa found herself drawn to the more realistic videos. They seemed to feature real people, lacking the toned physique and picture-perfect make-up of true porn stars, but possessing a realism that demanded her attention. The slightly overweight women and the average-sized men all had veracity that heightened the experience for her. She could imagine it being a neighbor, or a customer she had seen at her store. 
And it was driving her wild with desire. When she took her shower it was all she could do not to please herself with her fingers while she soaped up. Even after the shower, and getting dressed, she could still feel a dampness between her legs. She chose some dark panties and jeans, to keep her level of arousal a secret, and finally left the house for work. 
Carl put her on a regular register, and she was thankful the store was busy. It kept her mind off the dirty thoughts she'd been having and the naughty videos she'd been watching. She almost felt herself again by the end of the day, but before her time was up she had one last customer. 
"Hey you," Enrique, the same customer from the return desk, said.  
"Hi there," Melissa smiled as he approached her register. "Good to see you again. Did you find what you were looking for today?"    
"I sure did," he said, smiling and laying down a large box of concrete anchor screws. 
"That looks like a strong screw," Melissa said, seeing the size of the concrete anchors. 
"I hope so," Enrique said. "I'm working on a slab house, and I need to anchor the stud walls to the floor." 
"That screw should definitely hold that stud," she said, not sensing the innuendo of what she was saying. 
"Is that right?" Enrique asked with a grin, staring into her blue eyes. 
Melissa blushed bright red, suddenly realizing what she had just said and how it probably sounded to the customer. 
"Well, that will be twenty-nine sixty-five," she said, trying desperately to turn the conversation. 
"Here you go," Enrique said, handing her a credit card and one of his business cards. 
"Thank you," Melissa said, taking both. 
She rang his purchase through and printed his receipt. She was about to hand the card back to him when she realized the business card was in her hand with the credit card. 
"Oops," she said, trying to hand it back. "I think you gave me this by mistake." 
"No," Enrique said, taking the credit card and receipt, but leaving her holding the business card. "No mistake." 
He smiled, grabbed the bag she had put the screws in, and then walked away from the register.
"Have a good day, Melissa," He smiled at her and gave her a little wave. 
"You too, Enrique," she said, unintentionally waving back.  
Melissa watched him walk away and knew she should trash the card, but she left it on the register instead. Ten minutes later when her shift was done, she went to the back to change out of her apron. Carrying her purse and walking toward the door she couldn't help herself. She stopped by her register, now manned by Carl, grabbed the business card, and slipped it into her purse. She couldn't say why she took the card. She had no intention of calling the guy, but she could not bring herself to throw it away.
She had about an hour to burn before she needed to call for pizza, and she found herself driving over to the seedy part of town, looking for an address she had typed into her phone. Ten minutes later she pulled up to a plain building with no windows, and even the glass doors had black paper over them. She looked at her phone again, trying to be sure she was at the right place, and her mapping program told her she had arrived. She parked across the street and made her way to the vague and nameless front door. 
Pushing inside was like walking into a different world. The entire place seemed to be bathed in pink neon, and loud music came from speakers in the ceiling. There were only two or three other people within sight in the entire store, and she tried not to be noticeable, looking quickly for what she wanted. She finally found them, arranged on a back wall, and the display was dizzying. 
There were cocks of all kinds. There were the usual, boring slim plastic vibrators like the one she had in her nightstand at home. There were the plastic dongs, some with veins, some with balls, some with both, and all of them available in every color of the rainbow. There were big ones and small ones, thin ones and thick ones, some were no bigger than a finger, and some looked as big as a fire hydrant. Some had batteries and others had none. Some came in fancy boxes with instructional booklets, and some were bare, in plain plastic for the whole world to see. Melissa stood gobsmacked, staring helplessly at the wall of cocks. 
"May I help you, Miss?" The voice came from over her left shoulder, and it made Melissa jump. 
"I'm sorry," she said, turning to see a petite young woman very nicely dressed, with a nametag that said; Lois. "I didn't hear you there." 
"I didn't mean to sneak up on you," Lois, the store employee said. "Is there anything, in particular, you're looking for, or something I can help you find?"
"No, I mean…I'm not sure…I don't know what I'm doing," Melissa said, feeling as if she was on the verge of tears. 
"Well," Lois began. "If it's not too personal, can I ask you some questions? Maybe you can help me help you?" 
"Okay," Melissa nodded. 
"Is the toy you're looking for going to be for solo play, or with a partner?" Lois asked quietly. 
"With a partner," Melissa said. "My husband." 
"Excellent," Lois said. "Is the toy you're looking for going to be used primarily on you, or your husband?" 
"Uhh…me?" Melissa said, knowing her voice gave away the fact that she had never even considered what Lois was suggesting. 
"Okay, okay," Lois said. "You're doing great. Now, is there anything, in particular, you would like about a toy? For example, would you be more comfortable with an obviously fake toy, like the rainbow glitter model?" Lois pointed to one brightly colored option. "Or are you seeking a more realistic look and feel?" 
"More realistic, I guess?" Melissa offered. 
"Perfect," Lois said in a calm and quiet voice. "We're narrowing it down now. So, are there any size parameters you have in mind?" 
"Size?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," Lois said. "Are you looking for something smaller than your husband, the same as your husband, or bigger than your husband?" 
"Umm, I guess I hadn't thought of that," Melissa confessed. "Do you have a recommendation?" 
"Certainly," Lois assured her. "If you think he would be okay with it, might I recommend a step bigger than your husband?" 
"Okay?" Melissa said, unsure of how to answer. 
"You see," Lois explained. "So much of what men experience is visual, but for us, sex is more about feel. For example, if I want to turn my man on, I use something a little bigger than normal. It gives him an amazing visual, and it feels wonderful to me too."
"I guess that makes sense," Melissa found herself nodding. 
"In my experience, if men see that big toy making you satisfied and happy, it makes them try even harder. The little toy may give them an ego boost, but it doesn't create the right visual experience. And the bigger toys, like this gigantic thing," Lois pointed to one ridiculous-looking phallus as big as a parking cone. "This just makes them think they are never going to be enough to satisfy you. Does that make any sense?" 
Melissa was nodding again. "It does. Thank you." 
"Great," Lois said, still using the calm soft voice. "Now, if I may be even a little nosier, what price range were you considering?"
"I guess I hadn't thought of that either," Melissa said. "Can I get a good model for one hundred?" 
Lois smiled brightly at her. "You certainly can," she said. "I have several very nice toys in that price range, but I have one more question." 
"Okay?" Melissa said. 
"What size is your husband?" Lois asked. 
"I don't really know," Melissa said. "I mean, it's not like I've measured or…" 
"No, I completely understand," Lois said. "Here, grab my fingers," she held out two fingers from her right hand. 
Melissa tentatively reached for her hand, cautiously grasping her two fingers. 
"Does that feel about like his size?" She asked. 
"Bigger," Melissa said. 
Lois nodded and added a third finger, setting the middle finger above her index and ring finger. "This?" 
"Closer, but still bigger," Melissa said after trying to wrap her fingers around Lois'. 
"Okay," Lois rolled up the sleeve of her nice white blouse. "Try my wrist." 
"That feels about right," Melissa said, wrapping her fingers around Lois' petite wrist. 
"Alright," Lois smiled. "Good for you!" 
"Thanks," Melissa said, blushing a little bit. 
"And on length?" Lois asked, holding her hand out perfectly flat and putting her other hand at her wrist. "Here?" She asked.
"More like here," Melissa said, pointing to a spot just below the wrist. 
"That's perfect, Dear," Lois smiled. "You've got a big boy at home." 
"Thank you," Melissa said, smiling this time. 
"Okay, I'm going to show you the model that I prefer. Would that be okay?" Lois asked. 
"Sure," Melissa agreed. 
"It's just a little bit outside your range," Lois said as she led Melissa back to the counter. "But I think you'll agree it's worth it." 
At the counter, Lois reached up on the wall behind her and pulled down a large box. 
Melissa was a little concerned at the price tag, which was about thirty dollars more than she had anticipated. 
"This model," Lois explained, opening the box. "Comes with several advantages. This is just the display model, so you can feel free to touch it or feel it or whatever you like," Lois said, pulling the inner package out of the box. 
Melissa was shocked by both the size and how real the toy appeared. The long shaft was thick and veiny, and the swollen head was an angry purplish-red color. The bottom of the toy featured a very large silicone scrotum, complete with realistic wrinkles. 
"I know it seems like a lot," Lois deferred. "But let me tell you what your money buys you. This model is nine inches long from tip to the scrotum, and about two and a half inches wide. It features a strong suction cup base that you can mount to a wall, door, or other furnishing, and it doesn't so much vibrate as it does throb," she explained, using a wireless remote to activate the toy. It pulsed and throbbed slowly in its box. "And, it's core is filled with saline, which a small element heats to a very comfortable ninety degrees," Lois went on. "Which makes it feel very warm and very real. Also, if that weren't enough, it is equipped with the very latest in latex-free silicone life-like skin." 
Melissa's eyes were huge as she studied the sex toy on the counter before her.   
"Go ahead," Lois suggested. "You can touch it." 
Melissa gingerly reached out her hand and touched the toy, pulling her hand back and gasping at how lifelike and real it felt to her touch. 
"Pretty neat, huh?" Lois asked. 
"It's amazing," Melissa said. 
"Now, I know it's a little outside your price range," Lois said. "But, I do have a ten percent off coupon for new customers, and I can throw in an eight ounce bottle of our real-feel lubricant if you like?" 
"Real-feel?" Melissa asked. 
"Oh, yeah," Lois assured her. "It's the best. Check it out," she grabbed a small tester bottle from under the counter. "It looks and feels like cum." She put a decent drop on her fingertip and showed Melissa. 
It was indeed a very good representation of semen, a milky white fluid that, as Lois rubbed it on her fingers, looked as slick as any lube she had ever seen. 
"I think I'll take it," Melissa said quietly, reaching into her purse for her billfold. 
"Excellent," Lois said. "I'll go get one out of the back for you. One last question though, do you want peach, like our display model, tan, or dark?"
"What?" Melissa asked, looking unsure of herself. 
"Some fantasies are very specific," Lois said. "The peach represents a white person, the tan represents a more olive skin, like a middle-eastern or Latino man, and the dark represents a black guy."
"I see," Melissa said. "Do you have the tan in stock?" 
"I do," Lois smiled. "I'll go grab it for you." 
Melissa walked out of the store a few minutes later with her purchase and her free bottle of lubricant in a very discreet black shopping bag, praying she wouldn't bump into somebody who recognized her. 

  




Chapter 8


Melissa felt silly, sneaking the toy into her home and up to her bedroom, hiding it under the bed before her husband got home. Then she went back down to the garage to get the pizzas out of the car. She was just setting them on the table when Kevin got home. Melissa turned to him as he walked in, and she couldn't help but smile. She loved how he looked after work.  
His face was showing a five o'clock shadow on his strong jawline. His dark eyes looked brooding and sad. His muscular body rippled under his work clothes, stained with sweat and grime from his job. The large dirty hands and strong thick arms, the hair all mussed and askew. He was devilishly handsome, without even trying. She felt a burst of pride, remembering how Lois in the adult bookstore had said "good for you" when she described his size, but it was followed by a pang of guilt that she had picked up Enrique's card and put it in her purse. 
She decided everything was okay for now. She hadn't done anything wrong, at least not yet, and the more she thought about it the more she was certain he was not cheating on her. But she thought it might be a good night to find out if what Tiffany had suggested had any merit. 
"Hey there, handsome," she said as he stepped out of his work boots and into the kitchen. 
"Hey yourself, pretty lady," Kevin smiled back at her. 
"Are you ready for some pizza?" Melissa asked. 
"I'm starving!" Kevin confirmed, pulling out a chair at the kitchen table. 
"Ah, ah, ahh," Melissa scolded him, waving a finger. "Not until you wash those hands." 
"Okay," Kevin agreed, turning to the kitchen sink and flipping on the water. 
"How was your day?" Melissa asked while he soaped up his hands. 
"Not bad," Kevin said. "Finished up the Butler house, and heard back from three more bids." 
"Good," Melissa smiled. "Did they pay up?" 
"Sure did," Kevin said, pulling a check from the front of his shirt pocket to show her. 
"Excellent," Melissa said. "That means we only have two outstanding." 
"Yeah," Kevin said. "The Martins, but they're always late, and the Schneiders." 
"Right," Melissa nodded. 
"I'm glad my bookkeeper takes care of all that for me," Kevin grinned. "I'd never remember all that on my own." 
"Sit down and eat your pizza," Melissa said, taking the check from him and walking it into the study, just off the living room, where she put it in the checkbook.
Kevin was on his second piece by the time she came back into the kitchen. 
"Save some for me, tank ass," she teased, picking up a slice for herself as she sat down next to him. 
Melissa began cleaning up the mess while Kevin was finishing his last piece. After he was done she told him to go watch some TV while she finished up and then took a quick shower. She brought him another beer, and he grinned at her. 
"I'm going to go take my shower," she said as he took a sip from the bottle. "And when I'm done, I want you to go take one." 
"Oh yeah?" Kevin asked, starting to smile again. 
"Yeah," Melissa said. "I bought something for myself today, and I want to show it to you." 
"Is that right?" Kevin asked, his mind already spinning with ideas. 
"That's right," Melissa grinned. "I'll be back." 
When she came back down the stairs twenty minutes later she was wearing only a red silk thong, using the towel to dry her hair. 
"I'm in trouble," Kevin said, staring at her generous breasts, hanging free. 
"You might be," Melissa teased. "Why don't you come upstairs and take a shower?" 
"Okay," Kevin agreed immediately, slamming the foot closed on his recliner and springing to his feet. 
"I'll wait for you in the bed," Melissa said over her shoulder as he followed her up the stairs, his eyes glued to her ass. 
By the time Kevin came out of the shower, Melissa was already in bed. Her knees were drawn up to her breasts, and she was looking at Kevin with a sly smile. 
"So, you have something you wanted to show me?" Kevin asked, standing next to the bed, wearing only a towel. 
"I do," Melissa said, dual emotions of desire and fear wrestling in her chest. "Do you want to see it?" 
"I do!" Kevin declared. 
"Pull back the covers," Melissa said. "Slowly," she added. 
Kevin pulled down the covers slowly, as she had instructed. His eyes were drawn to her breasts, and he could see her nipples were already pebbled, standing firm and erect. He pulled the cover down further, past her knees which were drawn up high. He followed the line of her smooth skin down her belly and past her cute little belly button. He pulled back even further, completely exposing her, and his eyes grew wide. 
Melissa's left hand was down by her side, reaching underneath herself, and gently gliding a large dildo in and out of her nude and bare pussy. Kevin's eyes locked onto the thick shaft penetrating her slowly as she gently worked it in and out. 
"Do you like it?" Melissa asked, searching his eyes for the truth and finding them alight with desire. 
"Like it?" Kevin husked quietly. "I love it!" 
Melissa smiled. "Watch me," she said softly. "Watch me get filled up with cock." 
She slowly worked the toy in and out of her opening, watching with delight as Kevin's eyes were locked onto her pussy and the large dildo pressing her open. 
"Is this what you want?" Melissa asked innocently. "Do you like watching me get fucked?" 
"Oh yes," Kevin's voice was a hoarse whisper. 
"Is it sexy?" She asked.
"You look so fucking good right now," Kevin assured her. 
"Would you like to work it?" Melissa asked. 
"May I?" Kevin stopped staring long enough to meet her eyes. 
"I'd like that," Melissa cooed softly, moving her hand away. "And I'd like to suck your cock while you do it." 
Kevin moved quickly to the edge of the bed and dropped away the towel he had covering himself. Melissa could not ever remember seeing him so hard. His cock was positively thumping in time with his pulse, the head swollen and purple. She leaned toward him and parted her lips, taking him in her mouth as he began to gently push the toy inside of her. 
She looked up while she sucked him, watching his eyes. He was enjoying her oral attention, but he couldn't stop looking at her pussy while he stroked the toy in and out of her. She moaned as he pushed it even deeper, filling her completely. 
"Is this okay?" He asked as he pulled it slightly back out. 
She pulled off of him. "It feels so good, Babe," she assured him, wrapping her lips around his hard dick once more. 
He gently pushed forward, sinking the toy into her until the fake scrotum pressed against her asshole. 
She pulled free of him again. "Fuck, that's deep," she moaned. 
"Feel good?" Kevin asked. 
"Feels amazing," Melissa promised. "It has a remote too," she added, pointing to it on the nightstand. 
Kevin kept one hand on the toy but reached for the remote with the other. He turned on the heat and the pulse at the same time, and Melissa felt her world tip upside down. He held it deep inside of her as it pulsed, pushing out even further and pulling back in slow steady movements. 
"Oh shit," Melissa gasped. "You're going to make me cum." 
"Do it, Babe," Kevin said. "Cum for me. Cum all over this big cock." 
She sucked him back into her mouth and closed her eyes while he played with her. She heard him set the remote back on the nightstand and felt his other hand move to her, gently touching her swollen bud and swirling his fingertip over the fleshy nub. She groaned on his dick and pushed her hips down, sinking even more of the fake cock inside of her. He picked up the pace, thrusting it a little deeper and harder, but not faster. Melissa knew she was past the point of no return. She was about to have an orgasm, and it was going to be huge. 
She reached down suddenly, grasping Kevin's wrist and holding it firm, keeping the toy lodged deep inside of her. His other finger kept making slow gentle circles on her clit, and she arched her back, pulling her mouth off his cock and cursing out loud as she came hard. 
"Oh shit! Holy fuck!" She cried out, feeling herself spasm and clutch at the thick shaft buried inside of her while she came. 
Kevin stopped manipulating her clit and reached back to the nightstand, shutting off the pulsing and heat, but not withdrawing the toy from her as she shuddered and took in ragged breaths. He waited patiently as she came down from her climax. 
"Are you okay?" He finally asked. 
"Oh yeah," she smiled up at him. "I'm so good." 
"That was amazing," he said. "You looked so sexy, cumming on this cock." 
"It felt amazing," Melissa admitted. "I came so hard." 
"Good," Kevin said with a grin. "Because now I want you to suck it." 
Melissa turned back to him and opened her mouth, but he pulled away from her. 
"No," Kevin said quietly, shaking his head. "I want you to suck this one while I fuck you." 
Melissa's eyes went wide, but she didn't know what to do. Kevin slowly withdrew the toy, pulling it free from her. She could see it glistening and wet. 
"I want you to taste yourself on it while I fuck you," Kevin whispered, moving onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. 
Melissa closed her eyes and opened her mouth as Kevin sank himself within her. She moaned lightly as he pushed inside, and then she felt it. Warm and heavy against her lips. She opened wider and let him stick the head of the toy in her mouth. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked while he began to thrust in and out of her pussy. 
It wasn't the first time Melissa had tasted herself. She had on more than one occasion let Kevin pull out and finish in her mouth. But this felt different. The way she felt him throbbing inside of her while she sucked another cock was both foreign and taboo. It felt naughty and wrong, but when she opened her eyes and saw Kevin's smile, it was all worthwhile. She tried to smile around the massive dick in her mouth as she watched him look down on her adoringly. 
She tried to open her throat even wider, letting Kevin put more and more of the dildo in her mouth. It was huge and choking her a little bit, but it was making him so happy that she didn't want to stop. 
"I can't hold out much longer," Kevin said, pulling the dildo from her mouth. "I'm sorry."
"It's okay," Melissa said. "I'm ready for it. I want it inside of me." 
Kevin looked down into her eyes as he pounded out his last few thrusts. 
"Talk dirty to me, Babe," he said. "Make me cum as hard as you did." 
"You liked that, didn't you?" Melissa started. "You liked seeing that big cock inside of me?" 
Kevin only nodded in response, his face a contorted mask as he tried to hold off the inevitable. 
"You want to see me like that, Babe?" She asked. "You want to see me fucked?" 
Kevin didn't say a word, but he thrust even harder. 
"But you want it to be real, don't you? You want to see a man fuck me, don't you?" She asked, feeling him get deeper than ever. 
"You want to watch me get fucked by some stranger's big cock?" She kept up the pressure as he increased his pace even more. "You do, don't you? And you want to see him cum. You want some stranger to shooting a big sticky load of cum inside my sweet little pussy. Do you want to see his cum dripping out of my abused cunt? Or do you want him to pull out at the last minute and cum in my mouth? Is that it? Do you want to see my mouth full of another man's cum? Do you want me to swallow his big load?"
"Oh fuck!" Kevin cried out, burying himself deep within her and holding himself there while he erupted inside of her.  
She thought about saying something more as he finished. She thought about telling him she had seen the website he had been on. She thought about telling him that it was her fantasy too and that she wanted to make it come true for him. But instead, she just let him lie down against her body, gently stroking her hand up and down his back as he lay on her and caught his breath. 
"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you so much. That was amazing." 
"Thank you," she countered. "You were wonderful." 
 








Chapter 9


They went to bed that night without saying anything more about it. Melissa put away her toy, reminding herself to wash it thoroughly the next morning after Kevin went to work. It had been a wonderful night, and she had loved performing for him. She still wasn't certain if her test worked, but if her friend Tiffany was right, then Kevin wasn't cheating on her. Perhaps even more terrifying, it seemed like he truly wanted it to happen. Something about the fire in his eyes when she was talking dirty to him told her it wasn't just dirty talk in the bedroom. It was something he truly desired.  
She thought about it for a long time, turning the idea over and over in her mind as they lay together in the darkness. How would she go about making a fantasy like that come true? What were his expectations? Did he know somebody or have somebody in mind? Did he want her to just go out and find someone to have an experience with? She wasn't sure what she expected him to do, or what he wanted from her. There were so many questions, and he was right there. She knew he would wake up and talk with her about it if she wanted him to, but it didn't seem like the right time. 
In the morning she saw him off with breakfast and a kiss, and as she was cleaning up the dishes, her friend Tiffany barged in. 
"Jesus wept, girl, I hope you have coffee!" Tiffany exclaimed. 
"Sure do," Melissa pointed to the half a pot, still on the burner. "Help yourself." 
Tiffany went right to the cabinet and withdrew a mug. She put a decent amount of sugar in the bottom of the cup and poured it full of aromatic dark liquid. She carefully took a sip and then set the mug down. 
"So, what's going on?" Melissa asked. 
"It's terrible," Tiffany said. "You wouldn't believe what happened." 
"Spill it," Melissa said, grabbing her mug and sitting down in the chair next to Tiffany. 
"Do you know the coach at the school?" Tiffany asked. 
"Uh…Mister Brighton?" Melissa asked, trying to pull the name from her mental Rolodex.
"Yep," Tiffany confirmed. "That's him." 
"Okay," Melissa agreed, still having no idea who the man was. 
"Well, I was dropping off this morning, and he had the nerve to walk right up to me and ask me out!" Tiffany said. 
"Oh really?" Melissa asked. "And what did you say?" 
"I didn't know what to say," Tiffany said. "I'm not trying to be in any relationship, and I'm so used to guys picking on me or making fun of me because of my size…my natural reaction is just to clam up. So that's what I did." 
"You did?" Melissa looked surprised. 
"Yep," Tiffany nodded. "I just took the flowers, didn't say a word, got back in my car, and drove the hell off!" 
"Oh my gosh," Melissa said, covering her mouth. "He got you flowers?" 
"Yeah, but that's probably just part of the ploy," Tiffany waved off her contribution to the conversation. 
"What?" Melissa said, not letting it go. "What kind of flowers?" 
"Red roses," Tiffany said. "Like some kind of bullshit romantic, tilting at windmills or whatever," she waved her hands around for emphasis. 
"Real roses? Like flower shop roses or like truck stop roses?" Melissa asked for some clarification. 
"I don't know," Tiffany threw her hands up. "There was a card. McGwire's or something?" 
"Holy shit, Tiff!" Melissa said. "Do you have any idea what roses cost at McGwire's?"
"No," Tiffany admitted. 
"If he got you flowers from that shop, on a teacher's salary…I hate to say it," Melissa said, settling back down into her chair. "But I think he really likes you." 
"No, he doesn't," Tiffany shook her head. "Does he?" She seemed unsure of herself suddenly. 
"Sweetie," Melissa said. "Kevin got me a dozen roses from McGwire's for our anniversary, but he left the receipt in his truck. I saw it. It was like seventy dollars." 
"Oh crap," Tiffany sighed, looking more distraught than ever.
"What's wrong, Darling?" Melissa asked. 
"He did that for me, and I drove off like a maniac. I didn't even speak to the man!" Tiffany cried, throwing her hands up helplessly. 
"I'm sure it will be okay," Melissa tried to reassure her. "It will work itself out." 
"Things never work out for me," Tiffany shook her head. "He might have been the only honest person who has ever attempted, and I've already ruined it!" 
"Hey, hey," Melissa consoled, using a calm soothing voice. "Nothing's ruined. If he's out there tomorrow, just go talk to him." 
"But how?" Tiffany wailed. "How can I even look him in the eye after running off like that?" 
"He'll understand," Melissa assured him. "Just tell him you were having a bad hair day. Tell him you were so impressed and happy with his gift that you didn't know what to say. He'll like that." 
"You mean it?" Tiffany asked, seeming to recover a bit. 
"Of course," Melissa said, hoping her words relayed confidence she didn't really feel. "Communication is key."
"Is that right?" Tiffany asked, arching an eyebrow. "And what have you been communicating to your man? Did you try my suggestion?" 
Melissa wanted to lie, but her face blushed bright red, giving her away before she even had a chance to make an excuse. 
"Yes," she admitted quietly.
"You did?" Both of Tiffany's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "I didn't think you'd go through with it!"
"Well, I did," Melissa confessed. 
"How was it?" Tiffany asked, leaning in to get the story. "Was it hot? Did he like it? Did you take pictures? Can I see it?" 
"No!" Melissa exclaimed. 
"He didn't like it?" Tiffany's expression changed from gossipmonger to worried. 
"No, he liked it," Melissa assured her. "And yes, it was hot, but we did not take pictures, and no, you can't see it!"
"Killjoy," Tiffany accused, a slight grin giving away her sarcastic facade.  
"Pervert," Melissa shot back, grinning right back at her. 
"Sluuuut," Tiffany returned. 
"Hussie," Melissa countered. 
They both broke down laughing, unable to keep up the barrage of false insults. After the laughter subsided, the room seemed to assume a more ominous tone. 
"So," Tiffany started, staring at the empty coffee mug she turned absently in her hand. "Do you think he's cheating on you?" 
"No," Melissa admitted. "I don't think he is." 
Tiffany nodded, hesitating, but then added more. "Do you think it's just part of his fantasy, or do you think it's real?" 
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked.
It was Tiffany's turn to blush. "Well, I…uh…I mean…" she spread her hands out away from herself. "Do you think he wants you to…you know…see you in that way?" 
"I'm not sure," Melissa said, not certain of how far she wanted to discuss it. 
"If he does?" Tiffany asked. "What are you going to do?" 
"I don't know," Melissa answered, hoping her answer was true.
"But if he asked you to…you know…be with another man?" Tiffany put the question out in the open. 
"He's my husband," Melissa said with a simple shrug. "It's my job to make his fantasies come true." 
Tiffany didn't respond to that, but she nodded. Melissa couldn't tell if she was nodding in agreement with what she had said, or if she was just nodding her understanding of Melissa's position. Everything was quiet for a moment. Melissa took her last drink from her mug and Tiffany just stared at her empty cup. 
"I'd do it," Tiffany said quietly. 
"What?" Melissa asked, her eyes wide with surprise. 
Tiffany shrugged. "If I had a man like yours," she started. "Good looking, hard-working, loved me like there was no tomorrow…I'd do it. If he wanted me to." 
"It's something to think about, isn't it?" Melissa admitted. 
"It certainly is," Tiffany sighed. "The fun you could have with two of them…" she let the statement hang. 
"Mmh," Melissa hummed, nodding, acting as if it was the first time she had considered it. 
"You guys should talk about it," Tiffany said. "Whatever you decide, you should think about all the angles, and examine all the risks." 
"Right," Melissa agreed. 
"But if you guys do it…I mean go through with it…I sure won't judge you," Tiffany said.
"Thanks, Tiff'," Melissa said. "I know it may sound silly, but that means a lot to me." 
"Well, you mean a lot to me," Tiffany said. "You're a good friend to me, Melissa." 
"Awe, thanks, Sweetie," Melissa said. "And you're a good friend to me too." 
Tiffany looked like she was on the verge of tears, but she sniffed and suddenly stood up. "I've got to go home," she declared. 
"Yeah?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," Tiffany said, showing a little smile. "I've got to find something interesting to wear to school tomorrow."
"Probably not the yellow painting pants from yesterday," Melissa suggested, making Tiffany titter with laughter. 
"I'm sure I can find better than that," she said. 
"I'm sure you can too," Melissa agreed. "And don't be afraid. You're a beautiful woman, a wonderful neighbor, a good friend, and you deserve good things." 
"Thanks, Mel'," Tiffany said, turning to go before the tears started to fall.   

 
 



 






Chapter 10


Melissa cleaned up the kitchen and made herself busy around the house for almost an hour, tidying up and keeping things neat. Then she went into the study and worked on the books for her husband's roofing business. She reconciled the checkbook and gathered the receipts for her tax file. Then she gathered the few checks she had ready for a deposit, filled out the slip, and went to the bank. After driving to make the deposit at the bank, she grabbed a sandwich from the burger joint on the way back home and ate it on the way back to the house.  
By the time she arrived back at the house she was ready for a nap, but she remembered her new toy upstairs under her bed and decided she had better wash it so it would be ready for the next time Kevin was feeling frisky. She read the directions and cleaned the sex toy using warm water and soap. She thought about the events of the previous night as she ran her soapy fingers over the shaft. 
Is this how it would feel? She wondered. Could I really do it, if Kevin asked me to?
She closed her eyes as she worked her lathered fingers over the bulbous tip of the oversized sex toy. She tried to picture it in her mind. She conjured an image of kneeling in front of a strange man, but not looking at him. She imagined taking his cock, warm and pulsing in her hand, and opening her mouth. She pictured looking into Kevin's eyes as she sealed her lips around a stranger's shaft. She considered how Kevin would react. 
Would the same passion she had witnessed last night light the fire in his eyes? Would he watch with rapt attention, growing harder by the second? Would he attack the stranger in a fit of jealous rage? Or even worse, would he storm out of the room, ashamed of his wife? The thought of that possibility made her want to vomit. 
Melissa thoroughly washed the toy, patted it dry with a clean towel, and put it back in its box. She stowed it away under the bed for the next time she might need it, finding herself hoping that it was sooner rather than later. But before that happened, she made a promise to herself. She vowed to talk to Kevin about the bedroom talk. She wanted to know once and for all if it was just dirty talk or something he really wanted to make happen. She intended to find out the truth, and she did not plan on waiting until the two of them were in the throes of passion before she asked him his wishes. 
She wanted to hear it in broad daylight, the truth, all of it out on the table. Over dinner that night she planned to ask him how he truly felt. She wanted to know if the dirty talk was just that, or if he held a fantasy that involved taking it to the next step. She was torn over her decision. On one hand, she was scared of him completely denying it in a non-sexual setting. Sure, he was all nasty talk and pushing her buttons in the midst of the act, but she couldn't help but wonder if he would feel differently fully clothed at the dinner table. On the other hand, she was equally terrified that he might admit he wanted it. And if he did, where did that leave her? The part she did not want to admit, at least not to herself, was how much she had been fantasizing about it. 
Melissa decided more than her fears, she wanted to know the truth. She wanted to get the topic out in the open, with no outside pressures for either of them to convince the other to make any life-altering decisions. More than she was afraid of his possible answer, she was afraid to go on without some level of clarity. She decided to go ahead and start dinner, a simple roast in the crockpot with potatoes and carrots, and then take a nap. She didn't want to be tired or groggy when they had this talk. She wanted all of her mental faculties to function, and she wanted to be sure of his desires, in no uncertain terms. 
She laid down on the couch and closed her eyes, forcing herself to think about relaxing and resting, and soon enough she fell asleep. The text alert on her phone woke her up almost three hours later. It was Kevin, letting her know he was on the way home. 
"On the way," he sent. "Just letting you know so if you have a stranger there you can sneak him out of the house before I get home." 
He sent a laughing emoji to let her know he was joking. 
"He left a few minutes ago," she typed back, smiling at her clever come-back. "You're all clear." 
She sent a winking emoji to let him know she was teasing too. 
By the time he arrived at the house she had dinner on the table, and Kevin eyed it like a hawk. 
"Did you make pot roast?" He asked, already smiling at her. 
"Sure did," Melissa said. "Does it look good?" 
"Almost as good as you," Kevin said, sliding into his chair at the kitchen table and reaching for his utensils. 
"Not so fast," Melissa said, slapping the top of his forearm. "Wash up." 
"Agh!" Kevin groaned, getting back up to go to the kitchen sink. 
He sat down again after washing his hands and the two of them enjoyed the meal she had prepared. Several times during dinner she came very close to asking him, but each time she stopped just short of asking what was really on her mind. 
"What do you really want to talk about?" Kevin asked, sensing she was keeping something from him. 
"Is it that obvious?" Melissa said, looking down at her lap. 
"Yeah," Kevin said. "It is. You know me, just say whatever you need to say." 
Melissa let out a small sigh, deciding to go through with her plan. "It's about the bedroom stuff," Melissa started. 
Kevin just nodded and let her continue as he chewed his last bite. 
"I need to know," Melissa said. "I need to know what you want from me," she clarified. "And I need you to know that I'm fine either way." 
"Either way?" Kevin asked around a hot piece of potato. 
"Yes," Melissa said. "I want to know if your dirty talk is just that, or if it means something more?"
"I see," Kevin said, swallowing his bite and washing it down with a gulp from his glass of water. "Can I ask you a question?" 
"Of course you can," Melissa said. 
"What do you want it to be?" Kevin asked her plainly. 
"Me?" Melissa asked, placing her hand on her chest. 
Kevin only nodded, setting down his fork and looking into her sparkling blue eyes. "Yeah, what do you want it to be?" 
"I…" Melissa hesitated, not sure how to phrase what she felt. "I want it…I want it to be whatever makes you happy." 
"I see," Kevin said, closing his eyes to collect his thoughts for a moment. He opened them again and looked her straight in the eye. 
"And?" Melissa asked, waiting for his answer. 
"Here it is," Kevin said, reaching for her hands and cupping them in his own. "It makes me feel really hot and turned on to talk like that," Kevin began. "And to see you doing things, like the things we did last night? Well, that was pretty incredible." 
"I agree," Melissa said. 
"But, you're asking me for the truth, right?" Kevin asked. 
It was Melissa's turn to nod her head, feeling her palms start to sweat. 
"This is the truth," Kevin said, again choosing his words carefully. "If all you want it to be is dirty talk and sex toys, I can live happily with that for the rest of my life. And if it's bothering you that I talk like that, or if it bothers you that I try to get you to talk like that, I can stop. I'll never mention it again. But what I want more than anything else is for you to be happy and satisfied. Because I love you. I treasure you. I cherish you, and I always will."
Melissa felt like she might cry. He was saying the sweetest things, and she loved the sincerity in his words as he stared into her eyes. 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "I appreciate that, and I love you too. I always will, and there's no judgment in this, but I want to know what you like. I need to know what would make you the happiest." 
"You always make me happy," Kevin smiled at her, but she wasn't going to let him off that easily. 
"Kevin?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes, Dear?" Kevin replied. 
"Tell me your biggest sexual fantasy," she said, speaking slowly and deliberately. "And I want the truth."
"Okay," Kevin said, sighing as he leaned back in his chair. "But I'm going to need you to remember that part where you said you wouldn't judge me." 
Melissa nodded her understanding. "Tell me?" She begged. 
"You're beautiful, all the time," Kevin started. "But you're even more beautiful when you're fucking." 
He stopped for a moment to see how she was reacting, and he could visibly see her leaning toward him.
"And I want to watch that," Kevin continued. "I want to watch you give yourself to another man. I want to watch you suck his cock, fuck him, let him have your tight little ass. I want to watch you give yourself to him in every possible way. I want to watch while you give him everything you've got. I want to see what it looks like when a stranger lets off in your mouth. I want you to look me in the eye while you swallow it. I want to see what your sweet little pussy looks like when it's stuffed full of another man's cock. And I want to see it leaking cum after he's done. I want to watch you while he fucks you in the ass. And I want you staring at me when he unloads in your tight little tunnel." 
If Melissa leaned any farther forward, she would fall face-first on the table. 
"And after that, I want to reclaim you," Kevin continued. "I want to fuck you everywhere he did, but even harder, and even rougher. I want to see you be a total whore, and then, when you're sore and slick with another man's cum, I want you to be my whore." 
"Jesus," Melissa whispered, biting her lower lip. 
"You asked," Kevin shrugged, chewing a piece of ice from his cup. "What's your fantasy?" 
"Mine?" Melissa asked, caught off-guard by the question. 
Kevin nodded as he crunched more ice. 
"Well, when I was younger, I used to think it was to find a man who would love me forever and ever," Melissa said breathily. "But now…" she took a deep breath. "I think my biggest fantasy now is to be the girl in your fantasy."
"You always are," Kevin said, grinning at her. 
   





Chapter 11


Fifteen minutes later they were standing together, naked in the shower as the warm water cascaded down over their bodies. Melissa held him close, laying her head against his chest and listening to his strong heartbeat.  
"How do we do this?" She finally asked. 
"We've never had any trouble figuring it out before," Kevin joked. 
"I'm serious," Melissa said, lightly slapping his chest. 
"I know," Kevin said in a more serious tone. "And I wish I knew." 
"Who would it be?" Melissa asked. 
"I'm not that concerned with who it is," Kevin spoke softly. "But it has to be somebody safe. And it would have to be somebody discreet."
"Definitely," Melissa nodded against his chest. "And clean. I don't want some nasty stinky man." 
Kevin chuckled at that. 
"I mean it," Melissa said. 
"I know," Kevin tried to be serious again. "I mean, I'm around buff, decent-looking guys all the time," he added. "But I wouldn't want it to be somebody from my crew." 
"No," Melissa agreed. "It's one thing to see the action you talked about, but that's not somebody you want to see every day." 
"Exactly," Kevin echoed. 
"But how do you even start?" Melissa said. "You can't just walk up to dudes and be like; hey, my husband wants to watch me fuck, you game?" 
Kevin found himself chuckling again. 
"I'm being serious," Melissa complained. "I want to make this happen for you, but I don't even know how to start." 
"I know," Kevin agreed. "It's kind of tricky." 
Melissa was quiet for a long moment, but before she said anything else, Kevin spoke up. 
"Maybe you can find someone?" Kevin suggested. "Maybe you could…you know…pick the right guy and seduce him?" 
"Maybe," Melissa said. "But that's a lot to lay on any guy…even a really horny one." 
"Well you don't have to have the whole enchilada at once," Kevin said. 
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked. 
"Maybe you could…you know…kind of ease him into it?" He shrugged. 
"Like what, like dating?" Melissa questioned, looking up into his eyes. 
"Yeah, kinda," Kevin shrugged again. "You know, start off small. Maybe find the right guy, seduce him, start out simple…give him a BJ or something?" 
"If he's comfortable enough to get a BJ in front of my husband, I'm pretty sure he'd be comfortable enough to do pretty much anything," Melissa said. 
"No, not in front of me," Kevin said, causing Melissa to look at him with a shocked expression. "Maybe at first you just start off with some kissing, a little petting, maybe a BJ or something on your own?" 
"What?" Melissa was incredulous. "I thought this was for you? I thought this was something you wanted to see?" 
"It is," Kevin promised, rubbing her arms to soothe her. "It is, but maybe…maybe we have to start off small…you know? Get him warmed up to the idea first?" 
"I don't know, Kevin," Melissa shook her head. 
"You could always send me pictures?" Kevin suggested. "I could watch that way." 
"Hold on," Melissa said, putting both hands on his chest. "Let me get this straight. You want me to pick the guy. You want me to seduce him. And then you want me to go out with him and suck him off and send you pics of it?" 
"Well it sounds bad when you say it that way," Kevin shrugged. 
"Ya think?" Melissa asked snarkily. "That sounds like a disaster waiting to happen," she added. 
"Why?" Kevin asked. 
"Because you want me to do stuff, with a guy, while you're not even there?" Melissa asked. "How can you know?" 
"What's to know?" Kevin asked. "I said you could send me pictures." 
"Yeah, but how do you know it would stop there?" Melissa asked. "I mean, how could you trust me with something like that?" 
"You mean you feel like you might go too far?" Kevin questioned. 
"No," Melissa said. "But what if something happened? What if I couldn't do it…you know...bring him off with my mouth?" 
"Then I guess you might have to fuck him," Kevin stated simply. 
"This is going too far," Melissa said, shaking her head. "I feel like this whole thing is spiraling out of control." 
Kevin hugged her tight to him. "Hey," he said. "It's okay. We don't have to go through with this. You don't have to do anything." 
Melissa looked back up to his eyes, searching for the truth.
"But you want me to," she said. 
"Only if you want it too," Kevin clarified. "I don't want you to do something just for me. You need to enjoy it too." 
Melissa sighed heavily and laid her head back down against his chest. 
"Besides," Kevin said. "I've seen your oral skills first hand. I'm pretty sure you wouldn't have any trouble bringing any man off." 
Melissa smiled in spite of herself and punched Kevin's strong chest in protest. 
"But if you didn't, or if you wanted to go further," Kevin said in a quiet still voice. "It's okay." 
She looked back up to him. 
"That's the plan anyway, right?" Kevin asked. "To do that while I watch?" 
She nodded without saying a word. 
"So maybe you want to take him for a test drive first?" Kevin said. "It's okay." 
"How?" Melissa asked. "How is that okay? This whole thing is for you," she said. "I only want to make you happy. How can I do that if you can't see it?" 
Kevin shrugged again. "You could always tell me about it when you get home?" 
"What?" Melissa's eyes went wide once again. 
"You know," Kevin said. "You could do whatever you need to do, and then you could come home and tell me what happened." 
Melissa didn't trust herself to say anything. 
"And if he's good to go, we could plan on something more. Maybe bring him over or whatever?" Kevin said. "And if he's garbage, well, at least we didn't have to go through however long of getting to know the guy before we figured it out." 
"Do you hear yourself?" Melissa finally asked. "You're saying you want me to fuck some guy…"
"Or just give him some head," Kevin interrupted.
"Or that," Melissa said, throwing her hands up. "And then you want me to come home and tell you all about it? Are you insane?" 
"Maybe," Kevin said. "But tell me this, and don't you dare lie. Not about this. Look me in the eye and tell me the idea of that doesn't make you hot." 
Melissa didn't dare break eye contact, but for some reason she couldn't find her voice. 
"Go on," Kevin said. "Tell me that seducing some good looking young stud, giving him some action, and then coming home to tell me all about it while I eat you out doesn't make you hot and bothered."
Melissa still couldn't bring herself to speak. 
"You know why you can't answer," Kevin said, speaking the simple truth. "You know that would be crazy hot." 
He leaned down to her and kissed her on the forehead. Then he moved to the side and whispered in her ear. 
"Telling me how good it felt, telling me how hard he was," Kevin murmured. "Asking me to lick you, without me knowing if you just gave him head or did something more?" 
"You would do that?" Melissa asked in a faint whisper. 
"I would do anything you asked me to," Kevin said sincerely. 
Melissa didn't say a word. She sank to her knees in the shower and started to suck his dick. 
Kevin put his hands on her head as she bobbed up and down on his hard cock. 
"You know how good that would feel?" Kevin kept talking. "Having me lick your pussy while you told me how a stranger spurted in your mouth?" 
Melissa moaned in response and sucked him even harder. 
"Just imagine me fucking you from behind while you told me all about how he fingered you and sucked your sexy tits." 
Melissa groaned again and kept applying pressure. 
"Think about how hot it would be to send me a picture of your mouth wrapped around his dick," Kevin continued. 
Melissa could tell he was getting close, but she pulled her mouth off him and started jerking him with her hand. 
"Just imagine me sending you a picture of my mouth full of his cum," she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue for emphasis. 
"Oh fuck!" Kevin cried out. 
Melissa opened her mouth and continued to jerk him as he climaxed. She could feel his hot spray splashing against her face. She could taste a few spurts going into her mouth, and she kept her eyes open, letting his cum splatter against her nose, cheeks, and chin as Kevin emptied his balls all over her face. 
"Yeah," Kevin said when he caught his breath. "Imagine that." 
"I'll see what I can do," Melissa said, standing back up and finally releasing her grip on his softening cock. 
"You will?" Kevin asked. 
She looked into his eyes and saw that fire of passion and excitement still burning brightly. 
"For you I will," she said. 
Kevin wrapped her up in a big hug. "That's so fucking hot," he said. "I love you so much." 
"I love you too," Melissa said. "But we need to get out of this shower." 
"Yeah?" Kevin asked. 
"Yeah," Melissa confirmed. "The water is starting to get cold, and I'm going to need you to eat my pussy until I cum so I can go to sleep tonight." 
"I'm the perfect man for that job," Kevin assured her. 
"I know you are," Melissa gave him a sultry smile. "That's why I married you." 
"But you know if I do that, I'm going to get hard all over again," Kevin warned. 
"I'm counting on it," Melissa grinned.  









About Author


Jessie Adams lives in the central Midwest and enjoys writing erotica for fun and fantasy.          
If you would like to receive email alerts about new projects and upcoming books, please email me at:  jessie.adamsxxx@yahoo.com
Dear readers,
Thank you so much for reading my books! I appreciate your interest, and I want to give a special thank you to those who took the time to leave a ranking or review. You all are the greatest! Thanks again!
Love,
Jessie




Also By Jessie Adams


Please visit my Amazon author page linked below to see all my books:      
https://www.amazon.com/author/jessie.adams.xxx
Series Erotica:
Truth or Dare: The Box Set (all four books of the Truth or Dare series)
Truth or Dare: Book 1 of Truth or Dare Series
Healing Hands: Book 2 of Truth or Dare Series
2-For-1: Book 3 of Truth or Dare Series
Bad Betty: Book 4 of Truth or Dare Series

The Hotwife Part 1: Is Not Enough
The Hotwife Part 2: At A Time
The Hotwife Part 3: Or More
The Hotwife Part 4: The Night
The Hotwife Part 5: Card Studs 
The Hotwife Part 6: Shooters
The Hotwife Part 7: th Inning Stretch 
The Hotwife Part 8: Teen 
The Hotwife Part 9: Real Inches
The Hotwife Part 10: th Anniversary
The Hotwife: The Perfect 10: The Box Set (Includes Jason’s Journal)
The Hotwife: Part 11: th Hour
The Hotwife Part 12: Midnight (Coming Soon)

The Wife 1: From House to Hot
The Wife 2: From Hot to Caught
The Wife 3: Cuck-Maker
The Wife 4: Cuck-Queen
The Wife 5: Working It Out
The Wife: Five: The Box Set (Includes Julie’s Journal)

Free Island: The Beginning
Free Island 2: Club Confidential
Free Island 3: Private Paradise
Free Island 4: Going Home
Free Island 5: Homecoming
Free Island 6: Revenge
Free Island 7: Calm Sea

Rainmakers 1: Sweetbutt
Rainmakers 2: Sweetie 
Rainmakers 3: Club Trouble

Holiday Specials:
Teaching Tricks and Treats
The Mask
The Gift
The First Noel
Two Times Valentines

Stand Alone Erotica:
Hurricane Hailey
Under the Gun
Jenn Q. Public
Wild Ride
Pleasure Parlor
The Locksmith





        
            
                
            
        

    
      
        
          Triangle 2: The Second Leg

          
          Jessie Adams

        

        
          
          
        

      

    
Copyright


Copyright © 2022 by Jessie Adams  
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          1. Chapter 1
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          2. Chapter 2
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          3. Chapter 3
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          4. Chapter 4
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          5. Chapter 5
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          6. Chapter 6
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          7. Chapter 7
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          8. Chapter 8
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          9. Chapter 9
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          10. Chapter 10
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          11. Chapter 11
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          12. Chapter 12
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          13. Chapter 13
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          About Author
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Also By Jessie Adams
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


Chapter 1


Melissa sat at her kitchen table turning a business card over and over in one hand and gripping her phone with the other. Her foot tapped restlessly on the floor as she contemplated the possibilities. Everything seemed to come down to one basic question. How far was she willing to go? She blew out a long breath, trying to make up her mind. Two weeks had passed since she and her husband had talked about it. He had given her his word. He had given her free reign, and she still wasn't certain.  
She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. The longer she waited, the worse it seemed. Finally, she forced her foot to be still and stopped fidgeting with the card. Looking at the number, she turned on her phone and dialed very deliberately. She made it to the very last number, but faltered and pressed the end button. She tossed the phone back on the table. Questions swirled through her mind. Why was this so hard? What if he didn't remember her at all? What if she was reading the signs all wrong? 
"Melissa?" She heard her friend's familiar voice at the front door. 
"In here, Sweetie," Melissa replied to Tiffany. 
"Girl, I hope I'm not intruding, but I need some coffee right now," Tiffany said, walking in the open door. 
"Pot's on," Melissa said, pointing to the coffee maker on the counter.
"Thank God," Tiffany said, pouring herself a cup. "Can I get you one?" 
"Better not," Melissa responded, not adding that her nerves were already frazzled enough without adding caffeine.  
Tiffany came to join her at the table, sitting down heavily in the chair next to her and taking a big sip from her mug. 
"Trent doing art again?" Melissa asked. 
"No," Tiffany assured her with a little laugh. "Nothing like that. In fact, the sitter said he was a perfect angel last night."
Melissa nodded but didn't verbally reply, thinking her friend may have a different definition of an angel than she did. 
"It was Bernard," Tiffany whispered. "He kept me up almost all night!" 
"Oh?" Melissa asked. "Good for you!" She realized too late that she was giving Tiffany the opening she needed to go into more detail. 
"Not like that," Tiffany said, pausing to take another sip. "We were making out on the couch, and making out led to some touching and squeezing and stuff." 
"Well that's good," Melissa said, hoping she might stop there. 
"Yeah, it was," Tiffany said wistfully. "He touched my breasts - just on top of my clothes, I'm not some godless harlot – but then it got to feeling good, you know?" 
Melissa nodded politely. 
"So I touched him back," Tiffany said in a low voice as if they might be overheard. 
"Was it…was it nice?" Melissa asked, not sure how to sound interested, but avoid specific details. 
"It was!" Tiffany gushed. "I didn't know, you know? I mean, it's been a while. It's been…" Tiffany stopped to add on her fingers. "Well, it's been a while. And I thought I was beyond all that, you know?" 
Melissa just stared at her, fearful to hear what she might say next. 
"And as soon as I touched it…" Tiffany blew out a long low breath. "Mel, I've never wanted anything so bad in my life. It was so hot and so hard, and I could feel it, you know? Like right there under his pants." 
Melissa knew better than to ask, but she couldn't help herself. "What'd you do?" 
"Well, I was grabbing at it and kind of stroking it you know? And I don't know what I might have done next, but then he touched me! Right on the hoo-ha!" 
Melissa shrugged as if that seemed to be the natural outcome of the event. "And?" 
"And I stopped," Tiffany wailed, looking like she was about to cry. 
"That's okay," Melissa tried to soothe her. 
"It was just such a shock, you know?" Tiffany sniffled. "I mean, nobody has touched me like that in…well…a really long time. And I didn't know what to do or what to say, so I just stopped." 
"What did he do?" Melissa asked, now feeling drawn into the event.
"He stopped too," Tiffany said, hanging her head. "And then I said that I thought we might be going too fast…but only because I wanted to look like I wasn't some common tramp…and he said he respected that and that he would wait for me to be ready."  
Melissa screwed up her face in confusion. "Tiffany, you know I love you girl, but it sounds like he was just being a really nice guy?"
"He was," Tiffany bawled. "He was all night! He would open doors for me, he pulled out my chair for me at the restaurant, and he even let me pick the movie!"
"So what's the problem?" Melissa asked. 
"I didn't want him to be a good guy, damnit! I wanted him to keep going." Tiffany explained. "I was just playing hard to get!" 
"What did you want him to do?" Melissa asked. "From what you're telling me, it sounds like you're the one who stopped." 
"I wanted him to touch me," Tiffany cried. "I wanted his hands all over me. And I wanted to pull out his penis and suck it!" 
Melissa's eyebrows shot up and her eyes went wide. "Okay…" she said. 
"But now he's going to think I'm some kind of prudish bitch, and he'll never call me back!" Tiffany whimpered. 
"Oh, that's not true," Melissa assured her. "I'm sure he will understand, and he will respect you more for not being too easy." 
"Do you think so?" Tiffany asked, and for the first time that morning, Melissa saw hope in her friend's eyes. 
"I'm sure of it," Melissa promised, hoping with all her might that it was the truth. 
"I hope so," Tiffany said. "He was nice, and he's handsome…you know…in his own way." 
"He's in good shape!" Melissa nodded, remembering the only time she had seen the man, dropping off Trent for school one day when her friend was sick. "He's the guy that works the drop-off line in the mornings, right?" 
"Yes!" Tiffany exclaimed. "Yes, that's him!" 
All Melissa could remember was a middle-aged man, completely bald, with a goatee. But he was a coach, so she guessed he was probably in decent physical condition. 
"Well I'm sure he's going to call you," Melissa said. "And I'm sure you'll get a second chance." 
"I hope you're right," Tiffany said. 
"With a beautiful woman like you," Melissa said. "I'm sure he's willing to take his time." 
"I don't want him to take his time," Tiffany shook her head. "I want to suck his penis." 
"Okay," Melissa laughed. "Maybe on your second date?" 
Tiffany nodded, but Melissa could see doubt clouding back into her eyes. 
"It's not like it used to be," Melissa quickly explained. "Men these days are so worried about being accused of something that they stop at the first sign of resistance. They don't want to ruin their career or go to jail. That's why he stopped. It's not because of you."
"Really?" 
"Tiff, how hard was he?" Melissa asked. 
"He was super hard," Tiffany admitted. "And it felt so fucking good under my hand. I wanted it so bad." 
"Okay, okay," Melissa said. "So what does that tell you?" 
"He wanted me?" Tiffany asked. 
"Exactly," Melissa winked. "He wanted you, and he still does. He's going to call back." 
"How can you be so sure?" 
"Because you're a wonderful person, Tiffany. You're smart and you're pretty, and any decent man would be lucky to have you." 
"You're so good to me, Mel," Tiffany said, looking like she was going to cry again. "I don't know what I'd do without you." 
"It sounds like you were doing just fine without me," Melissa said. "You almost got laid last night." 
"Yeah," Tiffany said, looking up at the ceiling as she thought it over. "I guess I did." 
"If you wouldn't have stopped, what do you think would have happened?" 
"I would have sucked his penis," Tiffany repeated. 
"Stop calling it that," Melissa laughed, shaking her head.
"What the fuck are people calling it these days?" Tiffany asked. "Lap rocket? Purple-headed yogurt cannon?"
"I don't know, but just say dick or cock or whatever," Melissa offered, laughing. "Please, just stop saying penis." 
"Okay," Tiffany agreed. 
"You had him right where you wanted him," Melissa said. "He was touching you and you were touching him. If you had asked him for sex, right then and there, what do you think would have happened?" 
"As hard as his pe…I mean…dick was, I'm sure he would have been all for it," Tiffany said in a whisper. "He sure felt like he wanted it."
"See?" Melissa teased. "You almost got laid." 
"I did, didn't I?" Tiffany suddenly seemed to realize it.
"And he's going to call you," Melissa said. "But don't start with the oral stuff immediately. Wait until you get him alone again, and when the kissing and stuff starts…if you want to…just let it go. Let it go as far as you want." 
"Mmh," Tiffany murmured, obviously living it out in her mind. "Speaking of letting it go, did you and Kevin ever talk about…you know…you doing stuff with a guy?" 
"We talked about it," Melissa said. 
Tiffany said nothing but kept staring expectantly at her. 
"And he said I could do it," Melissa finally shrugged.
"So…are you?" Tiffany asked. 
"I'm thinking about it," Melissa answered. 
"Do you want it?" Tiffany asked. "I mean, do you want it for yourself, or are you just thinking about doing it for him?" 
"I want to make his fantasy come true," Melissa said but sighed before continuing. "But I'd be lying if I said I didn't want it too."  
"Is that the lucky guy?" Tiffany asked, pointing to the card on the table. 
"He could be," Melissa said. 
"So, you want me to have the courage to trust Bernard will call me, but you don't have the courage to make your call?" Tiffany pointed out Melissa's hypocrisy. 
"It's not that easy," Melissa said. "I don't know what to say even if he did answer the phone. I mean…how does one start that conversation? Oh hey, it's me, the girl that's been flirting with you at the store. Oh yeah, I'm married, but I still want to get it on with you. No, I promise he won't find out…except I can guarantee he will because I'm supposed to tell him all about it…it's just so frustrating and pointless!" 
"Then don't call him," Tiffany said. "Send him a text." 
"Maybe," Melissa responded, rolling that idea around in her head. 
"I'm just saying, you're the one who supported me and backed me up when a guy was trying to take a shot on me, so I want to support you and what you're doing. You've got faith in me being able to get Bernard to call back, so have some faith in yourself," Tiffany suggested. 
"You might be right," Melissa said quietly, surprised at how much it stung to have her hypocrisy pointed out. 
"I know I am," Tiffany said confidently. "Now I've got to go home," she said, getting up from the table. "I'm expecting a call!" 
Melissa hugged her friend before she left. "Thank you," she said softly. "You're a good friend." 
"You are too, Honey," Tiffany said. "I'll let you know what happens," she promised as she walked out the door. 

 



 





Chapter 2


Melissa stared at the phone, willing the words to come into her mind. Tiffany had left half an hour ago and sat at the table the whole time, staring at the card and her phone. She had typed and erased about twenty opening comments, but they all felt phony and cheesy. She had told herself all the confidence-builders she could think of, reminding her to be herself. Finally, she made her decision. 
"Hi Enrique, this is Melissa," she typed out the words and pressed the send button before she could change her mind. 
She set the phone down and walked away. This was the part she dreaded. The waiting and wondering. Would he see her message? Would he remember her, and most importantly, would he respond? And when? An hour from now? Later tonight? How long was too long to wait? 
The phone sat silent for over five minutes. She imagined every terrible scenario known to man. She could picture him sitting there, looking at his phone and thinking: who? She was about to give up and open the Baileys in the cabinet to drown her fears when she heard her phone buzz on the table. She almost dislocated her hip turning to snatch it off the table. 
"Hey Melissa, are you working today?" he had responded. 
She thought about the proper response, but all she had was "I'm off". She tried to hit the back button to type something better but accidentally hit send. 
"Shit," she cursed silently to herself. 
"Want to meet up somewhere?" Enrique sent a message back to her immediately.
"That was fast," she thought to herself. "What did you have in mind?" She sent him.
"Lunch?" He replied. 
"Sounds good," she responded, happy he didn't jump to any immediate conclusions. 
"How about Santiago's around 11:00?" 
"I'll be there," she answered. 
She set her phone down and looked at the time. It was already 10:15!
Shit! She thought. I've got to get ready. 
Melissa ran up the stairs to quickly pick out an outfit and finally settled on some short denim shorts and a simple white tank top. She wore a mild lacy white set of matching underwear and capped off the ensemble with her white canvas tennis shoes. She fussed with her hair, but gave up and pulled it back into a quick ponytail before dashing on some make-up and running down the stairs. She snatched her phone off the table and her purse off the counter before rushing out to the garage to get in her car. The clock in the car read 11:05 when she pulled up to Santiago's Cuban restaurant. 
She quickly walked in before she had time to overthink her decision. Even at this early hour, the restaurant was dimly lit and kind of dark. She started walking toward the back, keeping an eye out for Enrique. 
"You look amazing," she heard a voice close behind her and spun. 
"Hey there," Melissa smiled. "You look pretty good yourself." 
Enrique was wearing loose jeans and a polo shirt untucked. His eyes shamelessly devoured her, looking her up and down. 
"I have a table reserved in the back," he said, pointing the way. 
Melissa turned and walked in front of him to the back of the building. She felt electricity as his hand gently touch her, just above her waistband and he led her in the right direction. 
"Right here," he said, pointing to his right. 
Melissa sat down at the table for two and he sat across from her. The waiter was there immediately before either of them had time to talk.
"Drinks?" He asked in a heavy Spanish accent. 
"Cervesa?" Enrique asked, looking to Melissa who nodded once in reply. 
"Dos cervesas," Enrique said, holding up two fingers.   
The waiter nodded and disappeared. 
"I'm really glad you contacted me," Enrique said. 
"I'm glad you replied," Melissa smiled. "I wanted to see you, outside of work I mean." 
"So this isn't about a contracting job?" Enrique asked with a sly smile.
"No," Melissa said, suddenly worried. "Why, is that what you tho…"
"No, no," Enrique assured her. "I'm kidding." 
"Oh," Melissa breathed a sigh of relief. "I see. You've got jokes, huh?" 
Enrique just shrugged. "Latino guy meets a white girl for lunch, it's usually a contracting job." 
Melissa laughed despite herself. "Funny and handsome, that's a good combo," Melissa flirted. 
"Sexy and married, that's a dangerous combo," Enrique countered, nodding toward her left hand on the table. 
"Oh that," Melissa said, suddenly very aware of the rock on her ring finger. "Yeah…well…it's complicated."
"It usually is," Enrique nodded. "And I hate to be rude, but I also don't want to get shot in the back when the jealous husband shows up." 
"That's fair," Melissa admitted. "But he's not coming here." 
"Doesn't like Cuban?" Enrique asked with a raised eyebrow. 
"He probably does," Melissa said. "But it's kind of an open relationship thing." 
"I'm not sure I understand," Enrique said. 
"Look," Melissa said, trying to think of a way to explain herself. "I don't want to scare you away or anything, but I don't want to lie to you either. Can I just say I'm here with his permission and leave it at that for now?" 
"Permission?" Enrique asked. 
"As I said, it's complicated," Melissa assured him. 
"So you're not going to ask me to help you and your six children escape your abusive husband?" Enrique asked with that grin again.
"No," Melissa said with a smile. "Nothing like that...wait…are you saying I look like a woman who has had six children?" 
"No, no, no," Enrique protested, suddenly waving his hands in protest. 
Melissa grinned back at him. 
"I see what you did there. You're funny too, huh?" Enrique asked, realizing that she was teasing him back. 
Melissa smiled and shrugged. 
"So why did you contact me?" He asked. 
"Because I think you're sexy," Melissa went with honesty again. "And I thought we could have a good time together." 
"Is that right?" Enrique asked. 
The waiter interrupted their conversation with their beers, setting both of them on the table and asking if they were ready to order. They ordered from the menu and after the waiter left they talked about their pasts and where they were from, covering most of the getting-to-know-you questions, but staying away from the topic of marriage. Melissa found Enrique to be charming and have a great sense of humor. He seemed to be genuinely interested in her as well, and before they knew it an hour had passed.
She found out he was the oldest child, like herself, but he had six brothers to contend with, and Melissa just had one sister. She learned that he was not Mexican at all, but he liked to joke about it because most people didn't know the difference. His family was originally from Cuba, and his parents had snuck into Florida on a small raft. From there they had gone through the channels to receive citizenship, and they were as proudly patriotic as any native-born Americans. His family had a strong work ethic and all of his brothers had their own businesses just like he did, although in different fields.   
She was surprised that she found herself genuinely attracted to him. Not just his muscular, if small, frame, or his gorgeous eyes, but his personality. He had genuine kindness and warmth to him that she appreciated. She enjoyed his company more than she would have imagined, and she found it refreshing that everything he said was positive. He didn't spend his time in their conversation talking down about anyone or complaining about anything. He had a very positive outlook that she found attractive. 
"Can I ask you a question?" Melissa's second beer had given her the courage to finally ask.  
"Sure," Enrique said, leaning back in his chair. 
"Why did you leave me your card the other day at the store?" Melissa asked. 
"At the risk of offending the other side of this open relationship," Enrique made a passing reference to her husband. "First, let me say that I did not see your ring on that day."
"Okay, okay," Melissa laughed and waved him on. 
"But also because I thought you were very…kind." 
"And?" Melissa teased, sensing he wasn't saying it all. 
"And…" he leaned forward again, close to her now. "Because you're smoking hot," Enrique finally answered, blushing a bit as he said the words out loud. 
"Yeah?" Melissa asked with a smile. "You think so?"  
"Definitely," Enrique assured her. 
"That's sweet," Melissa said. "I mean it. You're a good guy, Enrique." 
"And that's just typical of my luck," he added. 
"How do you mean that?" She asked. 
"I work a lot, so I don't spend a lot of time dating or looking for women. I spend most of my time on the job site and rarely take a day off. And then one day, I go to this store. I find this very helpful, very kind, gorgeous girl. She's got beautiful blue eyes, dark hair, an amazing body…and I forget to even give her my name," Enrique looked at her and smiled. "So I go back again on a different day, hoping against all hope, and she's there again! And she looks even more beautiful than I remembered, and this time I decide to take a chance. So I pass her my card…"
"With the payment," Melissa remembered. "Pretty slick." 
"Right?" Enrique grinned.
"Go on," Melissa encouraged, entranced by his bright brown eyes. 
"And it turns out she's married," he shrugged. "And that's just my luck."
"I see," Melissa said. "Well, as I said before, it is kind of an open relationship." 
"How open?" Enrique asked, that sly grin returning. 
"You are a contractor, right?" Melissa asked.  
"Yes," Enrique said.
"So you drive a truck?" She continued.
"Again, yes," Enrique nodded.
"One of those big king cab models with the blacked-out back windows? Probably has the name of your company on the back?" 
"Guilty," Enrique nodded again. 
"Well then, why don't you take me out to your truck, and I'll show you how open it is," Melissa said softly. 
"Check!" Enrique said loudly. "Waiter! Check, please?"   
 Melissa laughed. 





Chapter 3


Kevin was up on a roof, working and sweating away when his wife's text alert sounded on his phone. It was odd for her to text him in the middle of the day, so he set down his nail gun, pulled his phone from his pocket, and checked her message. 
"Are you somewhere safe?" Her message read.
Kevin looked around. Other than two men in his crew on the roof working on the other side, and one man on the ground cutting shingles for the cap, he was all alone.
"Yes?" He responded, hoping the question mark was enough to show his concern.
"Are you still okay with our agreement?" Melissa sent him.
"Yes," he couldn't type the word fast enough. 
"Still safe?" 
"Yes!" He sent, feeling her tease him through the phone.
The next text took a few seconds to download. It was a picture, and in it, his wife's hand – he recognized her ring – was wrapped around a darkly tanned and very stiff cock. Not bigger than his, but maybe thicker. His palms became sweaty as he stared intently at the phone. The image was hypnotizing in its intensity. The dick in her hand was bulging and thick, the head swollen and purple. 
"How about now? You sure you still want this?" He read the text that followed the picture. 
"Yyyyes," He inadvertently held the Y button down too long.
"It's not too late. I can safely walk away if you say the word," she sent. "You have to say what you want. Tell me to do it." 
Kevin took a deep breath, closed his eyes tight, and then blew it out. He carefully typed the next words with his hands shaking.
"Suck that cock."  
There was nothing for a minute or two, but then a message showed that it was downloading. When it finally finished, he could see it was a short video. He sat down on the roof, took another deep breath, and pressed the play button. 
In the video, he could not see the guy's face or features. All he could see from the angle it was taken was his lap and her face, but it was enough. Her mouth was opened wide, her sexy lips stretched around some stranger's cock as she bobbed up and down. He was immediately hard, feeling an uncomfortable tug in his jeans. The video only lasted a few seconds, but he got the picture, clear as a bell. His wife was sucking another man's dick. He took a deep breath and prayed nobody would bother him before his erection went down. He thought about what to send back to her. 
 "You are so beautiful. That's so hot!" He sent. "Text me when you're safe." 
He waited for another message, but nothing came through. He wanted to see more, he wanted to know what was happening, but he tried to be patient. Kevin told himself that Melissa couldn't very well do what he had asked of her while filming herself at the same time. He knew he would find out more when he got home, and he briefly contemplated grabbing the nail gun and zapping himself in the foot so he would have an excuse to quit early. He thought better of it, sighed longingly, and went back to work. It took everything he had to concentrate on the job he was doing, and his mind seemed unwilling to focus. Trying to listen for a text alert while he worked created another distraction. 
Kevin finally gave up and went down the ladder. He walked with a slight limp over to his truck, trying to hide his erection. He sat down in the driver's seat and leaned the seat back a bit, trying to regain control of himself. His mind was racing, and so was his pulse. He opened his phone, but she had sent nothing further. He swiped back and forth between the picture and the video, which only made his problem worse. He couldn't believe she had gone through with it! It had all been talk until just a few moments ago when it had suddenly become very real. He had never cheated on her. The thought never crossed his mind. And he was certain she had not been unfaithful to him…until he asked her to. 
He wondered if he had made a terrible mistake. What if she fell in love with this random stranger? What if she never came home? His mind tumbled through all the possible outcomes, but as soon as he reached the logical conclusion for one, another one would pop up. And speaking of popping up, why was he so damn hard? He wondered if his current state was what a viagra overdose felt like. His cock was painfully hard. 
He closed his eyes against all of it, forcing himself to block out the outside influence. He realized if this did go poorly, he would have all the blame. Everything she had done or was doing now was what he asked her to do. He thought about how beautiful she looked in the photo, the way her slender fingers gripped that big brown cock, just inches from her pretty face. He thought about how sexy it was watching her bob up and down as she sucked that man's dick, and how her blue eyes burned as she stared directly into the camera lens. 
Kevin had lost all track of time as his mind wandered, imagining all the things his wife might be doing with another man. He was so deep into his thoughts that the sound of his text alert startled him. He quickly lifted his phone and stared at the screen. 
"I'm home safe," he read her words. 
"Thank you for telling me," he typed back to her. "Are you okay?" 
"I am perfectly fine," she sent. "Are you?" 
"I need you," he replied. 
"I'm here," she responded. 
"I'll be there soon," Kevin typed. 
"Can't wait," Melissa replied. "Love you." 
"I love you too," Kevin smiled as he typed the words. 
He looked at the time on his phone, shocked to find it had been two hours since her first text. He had been sitting in his truck for well over an hour. What would his crew think? He jumped again when somebody rapped on the glass of the truck window. 
"You okay, boss?" Darrel asked when Kevin rolled the window down. 
"Yeah, Darrel, I'm okay. I think I must have eaten something weird for lunch or something," Kevin lied, coming up with a quick excuse. 
"That happens," Darrel nodded. "We're about finished up here. We can clean everything up and close this out if you need to go home." 
Kevin looked out the window to see Adam and Lefty on top of the gables, finishing up the shingle caps. 
"You guys are about done, huh?" 
"Yeah, boss, we can finish it off," Darrel nodded. 
"Alright," Kevin agreed. "I'm leaving you in charge. All the tools in the trailer, and I'll come to get it tomorrow morning before we start the next job."
Darrel nodded again as Kevin gave instructions. 
"Don't forget to lock the damn trailer, and make one last pass…"
"…over the yard to make sure we didn't leave any pieces, parts, or nails." Darrel finished for him. 
It was Kevin's turn to nod. "That's right. That's why I'm leaving you in charge," he grinned. 
"I won't let you down boss," Darrel assured him. 
"You're good help, Darrel. I'm glad you're on my crew," Kevin said. 
"Put it in my check," Darrel grinned at him. 
Kevin laughed and started his truck. "You keep seeing the problem and fixing it before it becomes a problem, and I just might." 
Darrel gave him a downward nod and turned to go back to work. 
Kevin drove away, looking in his mirror as the crew took care of business. He wasn't far from his house, but the drive seemed to take forever. There were stop signs and slow traffic, and everything seemed to be trying to keep him from his destination. He didn't remember the drive to the job being so tedious or long, and he understood it was his anticipation and fear making it seem like a longer drive than it was. It felt like it was taking an eternity, but when he looked at his phone when he turned onto his street, only twenty minutes had passed since his last text with Melissa. 
"Almost home," he texted Melissa. 
"Hurry," she typed back. 
Kevin pulled into his driveway and realized his hands were shaking as he put the truck in park. He walked to the door with an insane mix of excitement, dread, and anticipation in his heart. His hands were shaking so badly that he dropped his keys twice, trying to unlock the door, but finally managed. He took a deep breath as he heard the tumblers click into place and felt the lock slip open. He closed his eyes, blew out a deep breath he didn't realize he was holding and opened the door. 
 

 




Chapter 4


Melissa was waiting for him on the couch, wearing only a red silk robe with nothing underneath. Her hair was mussed and her lipstick was smudged, her eyes were wide and wet, and her face was flushed with color. Kevin thought she had never looked more beautiful than she did at that exact moment.  
He stepped into the living room, taking his hat off and staring at her in wonder. 
"Are you mad?" She asked, forcing herself to meet his gaze. 
"No," Kevin's voice was almost a whisper. "Are you okay?" 
"Yes. Do you…" Melissa paused to swallow. "Do you still love me?" 
Kevin didn't say anything immediately. He went to her and dropped to his knees in front of her on the couch. Melissa opened her legs slightly to make room for him. He looked up into her bright blue eyes, which looked to be on the verge of tears. 
"I love you more than ever," Kevin swore quietly. "You are my everything."
His hands went to her hips, pulling her close to the edge of the couch. He moved apart the sides of the robe, exposing her to him, nude and wet. He leaned down further and kissed her sex, his lips grazing across her shaven smooth mound and his tongue going expertly to her clit. Melissa moaned in response and her hands went to his hair, gripping at his scalp, pulling him in. He plunged his tongue inside of her, tasting her warm and wet. 
"How do you know?" Melissa groaned. "How do you know he didn't fuck me?" 
Kevin stopped and looked up at her, staring her down with his dark brown eyes, silencing her immediately. 
"I don't care if he did," Kevin stated. 
His head went back down and he licked her even harder, sliding his tongue deep within her before pulling back to slip it roughly across her bud. She sighed and pressed his face even harder against her wet opening. Kevin licked her up and down, working his tongue all over her sex and then sucking on her nub. When he looked up at her he saw her eyes pressed closed and her mouth slightly open. He continued to lick, kiss, and suck her pussy, driving her ever closer to the edge of climax. 
Melissa began to moan, and her breathing became shallow and rapid as Kevin ate her. Her fingers gripped the back of his head, mashing his face into her pussy as she wiggled against his oral attention. She could feel his tongue concentrating on her clit, zeroing in on the pressure point that was going to make her cum. She could sense it looming, an electrical feeling pulsing outward from her center. Melissa felt his tongue slide down her slit to her anus, and her eyes rolled back as he licked her asshole. Then he moved back up, stuffed his tongue inside of her, withdrew, and circled around the edge of her opening before moving once more to strike her throbbing clit. 
"Oh fuck!" She cried out, holding his face pressed against her as she came. 
She could feel him gently licking as her orgasm washed over her, waves of sensation crashing against her body, making her spasm and twitch. Kevin avoided her clit, which was always very sensitive immediately after climax, but he kept licking inside of her. He moved down to lick her ass more, and she could feel his nose pressing against her pussy. When she finally opened her eyes and looked down at her husband she could see his eye smiling back at her over her slick mound. 
"I need you," she said. 
Kevin didn't waste time, rocking back to his knees and stripping off his T-shirt. He unbuckled his belt and undid his jeans, sliding them down far enough to free his swollen cock. He moved closer and pushed inside of her, loving the sound of her hoarse gasp as the engorged head of his dick pressed her open. He thrust forward, burying most of his length in her warm wetness. He looked into her eyes and leaned down to her as he began to stroke. 
Melissa's robe fell open further and her breasts were exposed. Kevin's mouth moved to one, sucking her hardened nipple into his mouth and swirling his tongue around the erect tip. She touched his hair again, gently running her hands through his messy locks as he sucked at her breast and fucked her. 
"I didn't do it," she whispered down to him. 
Kevin looked up at her. "Didn't do what?" He asked. 
"I didn't fuck him," Melissa said, meeting his eyes. 
"What did you do?" Kevin asked, stopping his thrusts, but not withdrawing from her. 
"We just kissed at first," Melissa said. "And I touched him, on top of his pants." 
"Then what?" Kevin asked, still thrusting steadily. 
"I unzipped his pants, and he was so hard for me that I couldn't resist. I sucked his cock," Melissa admitted. 
"Did you like it?" Kevin questioned, starting to stroke again slowly. 
"Will you be mad if I tell you I did?" Melissa asked. 
"No," Kevin said, stopping his thrusts again. "But I will be mad if you lie to me." 
"I liked it," Melissa quietly confessed. 
"Tell me," Kevin asked, starting to move in and out of her again. "Tell me what happened." 
"When I pulled it out of his pants, I knew I wanted it in my mouth," Melissa said. "It was not as big as yours, but it was so thick and dark. I had to taste it." 
"Was it good?" Kevin asked, thrusting even harder. 
"It tasted so good," Melissa said. "He was so warm and so hard." 
"Tell me more," Kevin asked, pushing deep within her. 
"I sucked his cock," Melissa said. "I sucked it so hard, and I licked his balls." 
"You did?" Kevin asked. Her dirty talk was driving him wild and his strokes were becoming deeper and harder. 
"I did," Melissa nodded. "And he loved it." 
"Did he touch you?" Kevin asked. 
"Yes," Melissa moaned as his thrusts built her toward another orgasm. "I let him touch my face and my hair." 
"Mmh," Kevin groaned, driving into her. 
"He held me down while he fucked my mouth," she whimpered. 
"And when he came?" Kevin asked, his hips slapping against the bottom of her ass now as she lifted her legs high, letting him have all of her. 
"Do you want to know?" Melissa smiled at him. "Make me cum again and I'll tell you." 
Kevin pounded her as hard as he could, thrusting hard and deep with each stroke, feeling her open up even further to his demanding dick. Melissa's hands went to his back and he felt her gripping him hard, holding him deep inside of her as she suddenly gasped and groaned, raking her nails down his skin. Her mouth was slightly open and her eyes were pressed closed as she came again, feeling herself clutch and grip his cock wedged deep inside of her.
She opened her eyes to stare into his as he held still for a moment, letting her recover. Then he began to slowly thrust again. 
"He said he was getting close," she whispered, feeling Kevin thrusting harder again.
"Oh yeah?" Kevin asked. "He didn't give you the surprise pop?"
"No," Melissa said. "But I wouldn't have cared if he did." 
Kevin started pumping really hard as she continued. 
"So I stayed on him," Melissa said, loving the way her words were driving him wild. "I kept sucking his fat tasty cock, and I let him cum in my mouth." 
Kevin was very close to his limit. She knew the slightest thing would push him right over the edge. 
"And then I swallowed it," Melissa whispered. "I swallowed his cum." 
That did the trick. 
"Holy fuck! Oh shit! Goddamn!" Kevin cursed out loud, grunting and groaning, holding himself deep inside of her as he let go. 
Melissa could feel each thump of his cock as it jerked and jumped, pumping his cum inside of her. She could feel the vague wetness as he spurted within her, and she could tell it was a massive load. Finally, he was still, and he lay down against her, resting his head between her breasts. Melissa gently stroked his hair as he caught his breath, feeling his chest heaving against her belly. 
"Did you want to?" Kevin finally asked when he had somewhat recovered.
"Want to what?" Melissa asked. 
"You know…fuck him?" Kevin asked without daring to look up at her. 
"What do you want to hear?" Melissa asked. "Do you want me to say something dirty?" 
"No," Kevin said, finally looking up into her blue eyes. "I want you to tell me the truth." 
Melissa locked eyes with her husband, searching for his true desire before she spoke. 
"Yes," she finally admitted softly. "I wanted to fuck him." 
Kevin's eyes never wavered from hers, entranced by her stare. 
"I wanted to ride his thick cock. I wanted him to make me cum," Melissa said. "I wanted to be used by him." 
"Would you…" Kevin paused to secure his courage. "Would you have made him wear a condom?" 
Melissa never broke the gaze. "Do you still want the truth?" She asked.
"Always," Kevin answered without faltering.
"Then no," she quietly confessed. "I would have let him fuck me raw and I would have let him cum inside of me. I would have given him whatever he wanted." 
"I love you so much," Kevin said. 
"I love you too," Melissa said. 
"Do you think he is a good person?" Kevin asked. "I mean…you know…for what we talked about?"
"I think so," Melissa said. "He's a good guy. Single, clean…handsome." 
"Would you see him again?" Kevin asked. 
"Do you want me to?" Melissa asked. 
Kevin hesitated a moment. "If I said no, would you stop?"
"Yes." 
"And if I say yes?" 
"He asked me out on Friday," Melissa shrugged. 
"Do you think he's ready for…you know what I mean…all of us?" Kevin asked. 
"I don't think so," Melissa said. "Not yet. Do you want me to go out with him?" 
Kevin was quiet for a moment. "I don't want to lose you." 
"You won't. Not ever." Melissa promised. 
"Will you be mad at me if I ask you to go?" Kevin asked.
"No," Melissa said. "But I need you to understand what that means. If he asks me…" 
Kevin nodded. 
"If I go out with him, by myself…" Melissa hesitated. "If you ask me to do that..."
"I understand," Kevin nodded again. 
"I need you to say it, Kevin. I need to hear you say it out loud," Melissa's heart stopped, waiting for his reply. 
"I want you to go out with him," Kevin said. "And if you want to fuck him…I want you to." 
"You're sure about this?" Melissa asked him again. "Because you know me, Kevin. If we're alone together…well, you know I don't have many limits." 
"But you'll tell me everything?" Kevin asked. "I mean after?" 
Melissa nodded. "I will if you ask me to."
"And take pictures or a video or whatever when you can?" 
"If that's what you want," Melissa agreed. 
"I want it," Kevin admitted blushing red. "I'm so sorry, and I hope you don't hate me, but I want it." 
"I could never hate you," Melissa said, stroking his hair again. "I love you, and I'm yours forever, no matter what, and if this is what you want, I'm going to give it to you. But I won't lie to you either. I want it too. Do you still want me to fuck him?"
"I do," Kevin said.  
 
 





 






Chapter 5


Melissa was sitting at her kitchen table, slowly sipping her coffee when Tiffany burst through the door.  
"You were right! You were right!" Tiffany screamed as she thundered into the kitchen. 
"What was I right about, Sweetie?" Melissa asked calmly.
"You said he would call me back, and he did! And more than that, he asked me out again!" 
"That's fantastic!" Melissa cheered. "I knew he would." 
"Well, I didn't," Tiffany admitted. "And I was so scared. But you believed in me the whole time, and you were right!" 
"I'm so happy for you, Tiff," Melissa said with a warm smile. "Give me all the details." 
"Friday is a teacher workday, so he asked me if we could go out tomorrow night," Tiffany said. "He wants to take me to a concert at the amphitheater." 
"Oh, that sounds like fun," Melissa said. "Who's playing?" 
"I don't know," Tiffany said, suddenly looking worried. "He told me but I forgot. Do you think it's really important?" 
"It could be," Melissa shrugged. "Not so much for the two of you being together, but it would help us pick out an outfit for you." 
"I see what you're saying," Tiffany agreed. "I don't want to wear a dress to a rock concert." 
"Exactly," Melissa agreed. "Or a cowboy hat to a rap show." 
"You don't think it's rap, do you?" Tiffany suddenly looked horrified. 
"From what little I know of Bernard, it's almost certainly not rap," Melissa laughed. "But let's look into it. I'll be right back." 
Melissa got to her feet and disappeared up the stairs. Tiffany went to the coffee pot and poured herself a cup while she waited. Melissa wasn't gone long, bounding back down the stairs with her laptop computer in hand. She slid it onto the table and opened the screen, typing quickly and efficiently. 
"Is it the amphitheater over by the park?" She asked. 
"Yes, I think so," Tiffany confirmed. "I think there's only one in town." 
"It says here that it's a Sublime cover band," Melissa noted, pointing to the screen. 
"Who's that?" Tiffany asked.
"Sublime?" Melissa asked. "What I Got? Wrong Way? Santeria?"
"You're speaking Greek to me," Tiffany said with her hands up. 
"Ugh," Melissa groaned. "If I didn't have to go to work today, I'd give you an education on West Coast ska music, but I just don't have the time. I'll send you some links to videos and stuff so you can familiarize yourself with their music." 
"Thank you so much, Honey," Tiffany gushed. 
"It's no problem," Melissa said. "But what are you going to wear?" 
"I don't know," Tiffany shrugged. "What outfit do you pick for West Coast sky music?"
"Ska, not sky," Melissa corrected. "And it's very casual, so you can do jeans or shorts, and if you can find a band shirt or something like that, that would get extra cool points with Bernard." 
"I can do some jorts," Tiffany offered.
"What?" 
"Jean shorts…you know…jorts!" 
"No," Melissa said, shaking her head violently. "Unless they're cut-offs and really really short."
"Like how short?" Tiffany questioned. 
"Your coochie almost visible kind of short," Melissa said. 
"I don't think I can pull off that look," Tiffany said. 
"What if I did some of the jeans with the rips?" Tiffany offered. "You know, like the ones ripped on purpose, not ripped because you bent over too fast?" 
"Yeah," Melissa laughed. "I know. Those would be perfect." 
"Where can I find a band shirt?" Tiffany asked. 
"You can find one at that one store in the mall," Melissa said. "I can't think of the name of it, but it's the one with all the red lights and dark brick." 
"Where all the girls wear the black lipstick?" 
"Bingo!" Melissa snapped her fingers. 
"Okay," Tiffany nodded. "Thank you so much. I never would have thought of all that." 
Melissa just shrugged. "It's no big deal," she said. "Just trying to help." 
"Speaking of helpers," Tiffany awkwardly transitioned. "How's the thing going…with you and Kevin?" 
Melissa blew out a long breath, hesitating and trying to decide how much – if anything – she should tell her friend.
"I met the guy yesterday," Melissa said quietly. 
"Ooh shit!" Tiffany said excitedly, leaning in close. "What happened?" 
"We had lunch, we talked, we laughed…" 
"Really?" 
"I gave him head, and then I came back home," Melissa said quickly. 
"Oh, well that sounds…wait, what? Did you just say what I thought you said?" Tiffany was shocked.
Melissa looked at her and said nothing, but she did nod once. 
"Oh my god!" Tiffany's eyes went wide and her voice went up two full octaves. "You sucked his penis?" 
"What did I say about calling it that?" Melissa asked. "And keep your voice down."
Tiffany clamped her hand on Melissa's forearm. "How was it?" She asked in a much lower voice. "Was it amazing? Was it really hard? How long did you do it?" 
Melissa couldn't help but laugh at her friend's excitement. "It was pretty good," she admitted. "And he was very hard." 
"Was it a long skinny one or a short fat one?" Tiffany asked, trying to get every detail. 
"It was nice and thick," Melissa said wistfully. 
"Oooh," Tiffany moaned. "That sounds so good." 
"It was pretty hot," Melissa confessed.
"What did you do?" Tiffany continued her questions. "Did you get him off?" 
Melissa just looked at her friend, smiled and nodded.
Tiffany gasped. "You did? Oh my god! Did you make him…you know…squirt? Did you…wait…you didn't!" 
Melissa grinned again.
"You slut!" Tiffany guffawed, leaning back and slapping her friend on the arm. "You did, didn't you? You dirty girl! You let that man do his thing in your mouth!"
Melissa just shrugged, but her grin stayed in place. 
"You didn't swallow it, did you?"
Melissa winked at her. 
"Oh my god!" Tiffany sat back in her chair in a state of shock. "I think I'm telling you all my dirty thoughts and secrets about my almost encounter with Bernard and you're just out here living your best life, sucking on penises and swallowing sperm," she threw her hands up helplessly. 
"Eew, god, Tiff, don't call it that," Melissa said, making a face. 
"Was he cute?" Tiffany asked, leaning in close again. 
"Yes," Melissa allowed. "He was very handsome, and he was nice. He's of Cuban descent." 
"So he's tall dark and handsome?" Tiffany asked. 
"Two outta three," Melissa shrugged. 
"I don't know whether to be insane with jealousy or red with anger," Tiffany said. "You've got this amazing husband, and he lets you fool around with other guys?"  
Melissa could only nod in agreement.
Suddenly she gasped. "Does Kevin even know?"
"Yes," Melissa said. "He told me to do it." 
"Jeez," Tiffany said, letting out a low whistle. "You've got an amazing husband." 
"Yes I do," Melissa agreed. 
"Is that all you did?" Tiffany asked for more details. 
"He fingered me a bit," Melissa shrugged. "But after I blew him I left, came home, and waited for Kevin?" 
"Was Kevin mad?" 
"No, he was super excited about it," Melissa said. 
"Excited?" 
"Turned on," Melissa explained. "As soon as he got in the door, he made me cum with his mouth and then he fucked the shit out of me." 
"Oh my!" Tiffany turned bright red with embarrassment, covering her mouth with her hand. "Sometimes I ask one question too many."   
Tiffany was quiet for a moment, and Melissa sipped her coffee. 
"So what happens now?" She finally asked. 
"We're going out on Friday," Melissa said. 
"The three of you?" 
"No, just he and I." 
"Oh gosh," Tiffany covered her mouth again. "Just the two of you?" 
Melissa nodded again. 
"You're going to fuck him, aren't you?" 
Melissa looked at her friend and smiled. 
"Can you watch Trent on Thursday?" Tiffany blurted out the question. 
"A, that seemed super random," Melissa said. "And B, of course I can." 
"Well, between all the penis-sucking and sex dates you're planning, I figured I better ask before your calendar fills up!" Tiffany defended. 
It started out as a chuckle, but then erupted into laughter, making Tiffany laugh too. Soon they were both hooting and hawing, the laughter coming in gales, and laughing so hard they had to stop to catch their breath.
"I have to get ready for work," Melissa said. "But I'll send you some links for that music. I'm really happy for you, and I hope the date goes well." 
"Thanks, Sweetie," Tiffany said. "I hope yours goes okay too…you know? I mean, I hope it's everything you want it to be." 
"I'm sure it'll work out," Melissa smiled. 
They parted ways, with Melissa going upstairs to finish getting ready for work, and Tiffany returning home to go shopping for some concert-appropriate clothing. 
 



  
 






Chapter 6


Melissa's day at the store went by fairly quickly, and the contractor desk where she was stationed stayed busy all day. She spent her time ringing up orders and processing receipts to charge accounts, but her mind was drifting far away from the confines of the home improvement store. Melissa was daydreaming about her time spent with Enrique, and the action that followed at her home. It had been so natural on some levels, but so unnerving on others. Knowing that she was a married woman, spoken for, claimed, and what she was trying to do with a strange man was surreal. The fact that Kevin not only supported her but was urging her on, also caused a rift in her mind.  
Enrique was so easy to talk to, and so very sexy, coming on to him had been simple. But she had never been that aggressive or forward with any man. She wondered what he was thinking about at that very moment. Was he thinking of her and the time they shared in the backseat of his truck? Thinking about it even now made her smile. He had been so kind and gentle at first, and then he had been strong and pushy at exactly the moment she wanted him to be. The way he put his hands in her hair and held her down on him…just thinking of it now was making her wet. 
Melissa could still hear his voice in the hot and steamy cab of the truck, telling her he was going to cum. And she remembered telling him to do it, begging him to cum in her mouth. She could feel a twinge between her legs as she remembered his hands going to her, forcing her back down, and how roughly he had thrust upward into her willing mouth. She recalled him holding her down, his cock deep in her throat as his cum spurted into her mouth. It was a huge load, so much that some spilled out of the corners of her mouth, sliding down her chin.
She remembered looking up at him when she pulled her mouth off his erection, smiling as she swallowed his seed. And then him using his finger to scoop the excess off her chin and feed it to her. She shuddered as she recalled looking into his eyes and sucking it off his fingers, twirling her tongue to get every last drop. She loved the way his eyes rolled back in his head, and the satisfied smile on his face when they were done. 
Melissa also understood, on some basic level, that there was something about the interaction she wasn't quite ready to admit. Even though it was Kevin's fantasy, and she would never have put herself in that situation without his approval and blessing…she couldn't deny liking it. Sending him the picture was a huge turn-on, and she told herself she would have stopped if he had asked her to…but she wanted it. She wanted his thick cock in her mouth from the moment she touched it. Even on top of the pants, she could tell it would be a nice one. And she also wanted his fingers on her. She wanted him to feel how wet she was, so he would know she wanted it. 
"How are things going?" The high nasal voice, the whiny undertone, she recognized Carl before she even saw him.  
"Fine, Carl," Melissa sighed. "Staying busy today." 
"That's always good!" Carl said, sliding up behind her.
"Helps the time go by," Melissa said. 
"Can you help me find something, Miss?" The sound of Enrique's voice almost gave Melissa whiplash as she turned away from Carl. 
"Sure can," Melissa agreed. "Carl, can you watch my lane while I help this customer?" 
She had asked it as a question, but she was already moving out from behind the counter and toward Enrique. Melissa didn't wait for him to answer, following Enrique as he walked away from the counter and down the aisle. He moved through the store with ease, finding a deserted aisle in the back near the bathroom fixtures. 
"Did you ask him?" Enrique spoke after looking for any other customers. 
"Yes," Melissa said quietly. 
"What'd he say?" She could see the excitement in his eyes when he asked. 
"Enrique," Melissa forced herself to calm down and speak rationally. "You do understand this…I mean…these kinds of things…that's all I can give you. You understand that part, right?"
"What did he say?" Enrique repeated the question.
"He said yes," Melissa said. "But I don't want to…"
"You don't want to?" Enrique looked hurt. 
"No," Melissa held her hands up, trying to clarify. "That's not what I meant. I want to. But I want you to understand…this is all there is. I'm not going to fall in love with you and leave my husband. This is just our…you know…our kink. I love him, and I'm never going to leave him."
"I understand," Enrique nodded. "But if this is enough…I mean…can this be enough? Just to have you for a while?" 
"Yes," Melissa said softly, looking into his beautiful brown eyes. "It can be enough." 
"We don't have to do dinner and a movie or anything like that," he said. "We can just go out and have a drink or two, then maybe go back to my place?" 
"I'd like that," Melissa said, stepping closer to him. 
"Oh yeah?" Enrique asked. 
"Yes," Melissa said. "Just keep it to the important stuff." 
"What kind of stuff do you have in mind?" Enrique asked, using all of his restraint not to pull her into his arms and kiss her in the aisle. 
"Why don't you feel me and find out?" Melissa said in a low husky voice. 
"What?" Enrique asked in surprise. "Here?" 
"Yesss," Melissa hissed. 
Enrique reacted as she stepped closer to him, reaching under her apron and sliding his hand down the waistband of her shorts and inside her underwear. He could feel her there, smooth, slick, and wet to his touch. He eased a fingertip along her slit and smiled when he heard her gasp. 
"You're wet," Enrique whispered. 
"Yeah," Melissa breathed the word. 
"Are you ready for our date night tomorrow?" 
"So ready," she murmured. 
"I'm going to lick you. I'm going to lick you right here," Enrique said quietly, pushing a fingertip gently against her aroused clit. 
"Uh-huh," Melissa nodded. 
"Do you want that?" 
"I do," she sighed. "I want it so bad." 
"And I'm going to make you cum," Enrique continued. 
"Fuck," Melissa groaned, pushing her hips against his hand, wanting him to stick his fingers inside of her. 
"We're going to have fun," he promised. 
"Mmm-hmm," Melissa bit her lower lip. 
Enrique pulled his finger away and out of her pants and brought it up to his face, glistening wet. He stuck it in his mouth and sucked it clean, tasting her, and making her sigh. 
"Can I pick you up at seven?" Enrique asked. 
"Yes," Melissa answered breathlessly, glad he hadn't asked anything further because she would have said yes to anything at that moment. Whatever he wanted. 
"Okay," he said. "Text me your address and I'll pick you up." 
She didn't trust herself to say anything else, so she just nodded. 
"Now you better get back to work before your boss gets suspicious," Enrique said. "I'll see you tomorrow night." 
She turned and went back to her spot at the counter to relieve Carl and finish out her shift. Carl went back to his office in the rear of the store, and Melissa went back to work, checking out customers and ringing up sales, a smile playing on the corners of her mouth for the rest of her day. She looked at the clock as it drew closer to five, and Brandi, her replacement for the night shift arrived just in time. She went to the back to take off her apron and clock out. 
"Hey, Melissa," Carl's nasally voice again. "Do you have just a second before you go?" 
"Sure, Carl," Melissa sighed, stepping into his office. 
"Close the door, please," Carl instructed. 
"Why?" Melissa asked. 
"Because this is a private matter," Carl said, pushing his glasses back up his thin nose. 
Melissa shrugged and closed the door, shutting her in the small office with him. 
"What's going on, Carl?" Melissa asked, slightly exasperated that he was keeping her from going home. 
"Can you explain this?" Carl asked, turning a screen towards her. 
On the screen, Melissa could see the interior of the store, and in particular, the back aisle where she and Enrique had met just a few short hours ago. She didn't say a word, but she couldn't look away from the screen as she watched Enrique lead her down the aisle and stop, almost directly under the camera. Even though she knew what was coming, she could not avert her eyes, watching as she and Enrique had their intimate moment. 
"Well?" Carl asked. "I'm waiting." 
"For what?" Melissa asked. 
"For what?" Carl repeated, a little too loudly. "It's not a rhetorical question, Melissa. I'm waiting for you to explain why you behaved inappropriately with this customer?" 
"What do you want, Carl?" Melissa asked, putting a hand on her hip. 
"I want you to tell me why a married woman, like you, is behaving like this, with a man who is not your husband, on store time," Carl explained.
"No, I mean what do you want? What is it going to take to make this video go away?" Melissa asked. 
"This video isn't going anywhere," Carl stated. "I can't just destroy store property." 
"You can't?" Melissa asked with an arched eyebrow. "You mean a manager doesn't have the know-how to delete a few minutes of video footage?" 
"Of course, I have the know-how," Carl said, pushing his glasses up again. "But it's against policy." 
"Policy?" Melissa laughed. "Like you've never done anything against policy?" 
"No, of course not!" Carl answered, his voice wavering a little. 
"I'll tell you what, Carl. I'll forget about the five gallons of returned asphalt sealer that I know for a fact made it into your truck last fall," Melissa said, enjoying the stricken look on his face. "And I'll answer your question honestly if you can honestly answer one little question of mine." 
"Wh…wha…what?" Carl asked, clearly nervous that this session wasn't going as he had planned it in his head. 
"The truth," Melissa said, leaning in close. "You have to promise me the truth." 
"I will," Carl said. "I mean, I do or whatever." 
"Okay," Melissa's voice dropped to a seductive whisper. "How many times have you watched that scene?" 
"What?" Carl asked, a stricken look in his eyes. 
"You promised me the truth, Carl," Melissa said, waving a finger at him. "How…many…times?" 
Carl swallowed hard but said nothing. 
"How many times did you watch me stand close to him? How many times did you watch him stick his hands in my pants?" Melissa's voice was dripping with sultry seduction. "How many times did you watch him touch me…sliding his fingers along my wet pussy?" 
"F…fo…four or five," Carl finally stammered out an answer. 
Melissa smiled down at him where he sat in his office chair. "So, as I said before, what's it going to take?" 
"Wha…what?" Carl stuttered again. 
"What's it going to take to make this little video go away?" Melissa asked. "Just for my peace of mind? What's it going to take to make sure nobody ever sees this again?" 
"I don't know," Carl said, trying to regain some control of the situation. "What did you have in mind?" 
"Carl," Melissa shook her head and laughed, leaning in close so she could whisper. "Are you a lonely guy?" 
Carl nodded slowly. 
Melissa continued to whisper, very close to his ear now. "What if I offered to suck your dick, Carl? If I suck your cock and let you cum in my mouth, could you find a way to make sure this video was never seen again?" 
"Huh?" Carl's eyes were wide with shock. 
"You heard me, Carl," Melissa husked. "Could you do that for me? I mean, if I could suck your dick until you spurted in my mouth, could you make this go away? Because I could do that for you, Carl. I could suck you so hard. I could let you get rid of all that pent-up anger and resentment. You could just sit here and let me make you feel so good. Wouldn't it feel good, Carl? Me sucking your dick until you just explode in my mouth?" 
"If…I mean…if I could…you know? If I erase this video?" Carl asked. 
"Yes, Carl," Melissa whispered. "If you could erase that video, I could do that for you." 
"Here?" Carl asked. "Now?" 
"Right here," Melissa assured him. "Right now." 
Carl scooted his chair back from his desk and Melissa went to her knees.  

 
   




Chapter 7


Melissa made it home just a few minutes before Tiffany arrived to drop off Trent. She didn't have much time, but she needed to let Kevin know what was going on.  
"Hey, Sexy," she purred, meeting him in the hallway between the living room and kitchen. 
"Hey yourself," he nodded. "Good day at work?" 
"Yes and no," Melissa said. "Tiffany's going to be here any second with Trent, so I don't want to get into it right now, but let me talk for just a minute." 
"Let's have it," Kevin agreed, making an open-arms gesture. 
"I need you to hear me. I need you to understand what I'm saying, and know that we will talk more about it once our guest is gone," Melissa warned. 
"Jeez, yeah, okay," Kevin groaned. "Lay it on me." 
"Two things," Melissa said. "First, the date for tomorrow night is on, as long as you're still cool with it?" 
Kevin simply nodded his agreement. 
"Second, I quit my job," Melissa said, a little more softly. 
"Wow," Kevin said with raised eyebrows. "Busy day?" 
"Indeed," Melissa said with a smile. "I'll tell you more after he's gone," she promised. 
Kevin opened his mouth to say something else just as the doorbell rang. 
"That'll be Tiffany," Melissa said. "I need you to get the door while I run upstairs and change, but I'll be right back down."
"Okay," Kevin agreed, turning to move toward the front door while Tiffany quickly moved up the stairs. 
By the time she came back down Trent was sitting on the couch next to Kevin and Tiffany was standing next to the tall wing-back chair. She was wearing a pair of ripped blue jeans and a black band T-shirt, completing the outfit with low-topped black combat boots. Her hair was done up tastefully, and she had spent a great deal of time on her make-up. 
"Hello, Tiffany," Melissa said cheerfully. "You look amazing! Are you excited about your date?" 
"I am!" Tiffany said with a clap of her hands. "Do I really look okay?" 
"Beautiful," Kevin agreed. "Don't you think so, Trent? Doesn't your mom look pretty?" 
"Yeah!" Trent agreed happily. "She's the prettiest." 
"You guys are too kind," Tiffany said. "And thank you so much for watching this little troublemaker for me." 
"It's no trouble at all," Melissa assured her. "We're happy to help." 
"Well I appreciate it," Tiffany said. "We're going to have such a good time!" 
Melissa smiled at her friend. "I'm sure you will. Just be careful." 
"Oh we will," Tiffany smiled. "Bernard is a very safe driver." 
"I'm sure he is," Melissa nodded. "But I meant after the concert, you know, use protection." 
Tiffany blushed crimson, gasped loudly, and clutched at her chest. "Why Melissa, that is positively scandalous! It's only our second date! Whatever gave you such a notion?"
"Okay, okay, I'm just saying," Melissa said, throwing up her hands in surrender.
"What are they talking about?" Trent asked Kevin.
"Girl stuff," Kevin shrugged. 
"Girls," Trent shook his head in agreement with Kevin. 
Tiffany made her goodbyes and promised to be back by midnight. They closed the door behind her and slid the latch closed. 
Kevin made fast friends with Trent, the two of them watching a football game while Melissa made them a quick spaghetti dinner. They ate well, and afterward, Kevin let Trent pick out a movie. He chose a family-friendly cartoon about a talking racecar, and he and Kevin watched intently as Melissa cleaned up the dinner mess. She walked back into the living room about halfway through the film. 
She looked at Kevin and smiled. One of the many things she loved about her husband was his unrelenting ease with people. The way he seemed to fit into any role at any given time. He was just as comfortable at a suit-and-tie dinner party, working with his crew sweating on a roof, or in his sweatpants watching a movie with a child. She wondered what he might be like with a child of his own. 
They had talked about it many times, but the timing never seemed to be right. They wanted to be a little more settled in their lives, a little more financially secure, and they would probably want a bigger home. Melissa took her birth control pills religiously, but she could see a time when they may take the next step. She smiled while she stared at them, imagining how different life might be in just a few years. 
After the film finished, Kevin got to his feet and took Kevin with him to the kitchen to make popcorn. They came back into the room with a steaming bowl of popcorn and sat down to start another movie. They made it almost halfway through before Melissa looked over to see Trent out cold, sleeping against Kevin's side. They laid him down on the couch and covered him with his blanket, letting the movie play in the background as he slept soundly. 
The two of them moved to the kitchen, sliding their chairs back so they could see into the living room, and talked about Melissa's day at work. 
"So, the date is a go?" Kevin asked, sipping a soda he had grabbed from the fridge. 
"Yes," Melissa nodded and smiled. "As long as you're still okay with it?" 
"I'm excited about it, and worried about it," Kevin explained. 
"Because of what might happen?" Melissa asked. "Between Enrique and I?" 
"No," Kevin grinned, shaking his head. "I'm pretty sure I know how that part will go." 
"Oh really?" Melissa smiled back. 
"Yeah," Kevin said. "What worries me is what can happen that is outside of that stuff." 
"Like what?" She asked. 
"I trust your feelings about the guy," Kevin said. "It's nothing like that. But you know how it can be when a hot woman is out with a guy?" 
"No, how can it be?" Melissa asked. 
"What if somebody comes up and starts hitting on you?" Kevin asked. 
"I thought that was kind of the idea of the whole thing?" Melissa asked.
"No, I mean somebody else," Kevin explained. "Like somebody bigger and stronger. Does he know what to do? Can he protect you?" 
"I guess I never thought of that," Melissa said, furrowing her brow. "But I think he could. He's a contractor, like you, he's not some prissy boy." 
"Good," Kevin said with a single nod. "Then you should be okay. I just worry you know?" 
"I know," Melissa said. "But it will be okay. You'll see." 
"And you think this might lead to getting him to come over? You know, to do stuff here?" Kevin asked. 
"I think so," Melissa nodded. "I'll try to talk to him about it when the time is right." 
"Okay," Kevin agreed.
"He came to see me today, to confirm the date," Melissa offered. "At the store I mean." 
Kevin nodded, leaned back in his chair to check their sleeping guest, and then leaned back. "Anything exciting happen?" 
"A little," Melissa said. "Do you want to hear about it?" 
"Yes," Kevin said. 
"He found me at the counter, asked me to show him something, and then led me to a back part of the store," Melissa started. 
"Which part?" Kevin asked. 
"Bathroom fixtures," Melissa said. 
"Oh, yeah, that is the back," he agreed. 
"He asked me if you were okay with me going out with him," Melissa explained. "And I told him you were, and then he asked me if I knew what was going to happen on the date, and I asked him to touch me." 
"Ooh," Kevin lifted his eyebrows. "Right there in the store?" 
"Yeah," Melissa sighed. "It was kind of hot, but then he left, and that's where the job stuff comes in."
She went on to describe how Carl had asked her to stay after, and that he had shown her the video of the brief interlude that happened in the aisle, and he had asked her to explain herself.
"That little pervert," Kevin swore through clenched teeth. "I'll kill him." 
"I already did," Melissa explained. 
"What?" 
"I asked him what it would take," Melissa said. "I asked him what it would take to make the video disappear." 
"Oh no," Kevin said. "You didn't have to do that. Who was he going to tell? Me? I knew all about it!" 
"I know, I know," Melissa said, placing a hand on his arm. "But he didn't know I had turned my phone to record." 
"What?" Kevin was flabbergasted. 
"Yeah," Melissa said. "I was recording him." 
"Oh my god!" Kevin said. "He didn't, did he?" 
"He did," Melissa smiled and nodded. "I asked him what it would take. And at first, he put up a fight, saying he wouldn't violate store policy, blah, blah, blah. So I moved in close, real seductive like," Melissa continued. "And I asked him if I gave him a blow job, would he erase the video?" 
"And of course he said yes," Kevin said, throwing up his hands. "He's been staring at your ass since you started working there." 
"I know," Melissa grinned. "But it worked. He said he would do it." 
"Mel, I don't give a damn what he has on video," Kevin tried to counter. "I knew about the whole thing. I already knew what was happening." 
"Oh I know," Melissa said. "But he didn't." 
"So what did he do?" Kevin asked.
"He scooted back his chair, and unzipped his pants," Melissa said. "And he took out his little cock." 
"Oh no," Kevin said, shaking his head. "You didn't have to…"
"I know," Melissa said. "Hear me out. So I get on my knees, right? I mean I'm right there, leaning in, right?" 
Kevin nodded his understanding. 
"But I'm recording the whole thing," she reminded him. "So I look up into his eyes and told him the truth." 
"What truth?" Kevin asked with a suspicious expression. 
"I told him that I had been recording everything he said, including the part where he said he'd delete a security camera video if I sucked his cock and let him cum in my mouth," Melissa said.
"Oh shit!" Kevin said with a big grin, realizing what was to come.
"Yep," Melissa said. "And then I told him I didn't give a shit who he showed that video to, and that he could stream it for all I cared. And I may have also told him that I wouldn't suck his tiny dick if it was the last one on earth." 
"What did he say?" Kevin asked in surprise. 
"He didn't say shit," Melissa said. "But as I got up and went to the door, I also told him I quit, and that if I don't get my vacation time paid out correctly, I was going to send my recording to corporate." 
"Holy fucking shit!" Kevin said in a hushed voice. "That's so awesome!" 
"It was pretty amazing," Melissa admitted. 
They went back to the living room after their conversation and sat down to watch another movie. It was ten minutes til midnight when the doorbell rang. Melissa jumped up to get the door and Tiffany was standing on the porch. She looked a mess. Her hair was badly mussed, and her make-up was smudged and smeared, but she was grinning from ear to ear. 
"How was he?" Tiffany asked. 
"He was a little angel," Melissa said. "We had some popcorn and watched some movies, but the little guy got tuckered out and fell asleep on the couch." 
"Awe, that's sweet," Tiffany said. "Well, I'm glad he wasn't any trouble." 
"No trouble at all," Kevin assured her. "We were glad to have him." 
"Is there any chance you may need us to sit for him again?" Melissa asked, trying to pry a little more information from her friend. 
"There's a good possibility," Tiffany said, giving Melissa a conspiratorial wink. 
She gathered up Trent and Kevin walked her across the street to get the door for her, locking it up tight before coming back home. 


 







Chapter 8


Melissa was getting excited about her night out. She made Kevin wait downstairs while she got dressed and did her make-up. When she finally came downstairs she was rewarded with a low wolf whistle.  
"Do I look okay?" She asked, doing a slow turn. 
Kevin drank her in, the lowcut black silk blouse, the red satin skirt, and the glossy black high heels. Her lipstick matched her skirt perfectly, and her hair looked fantastic. 
"You look gorgeous," Kevin said, walking to her and pulling her to him. 
"One little kiss," she said. "But don't mess up my make-up." 
"Ha!" Kevin said, kissing her softly on the lips. "As good as you're looking, I'd like to mess up more than that." 
"Mmh, I bet you would," Melissa said. "But we both know how that would end, and I don't want to be all sticky on my date." 
"I can imagine you'll be coming home pretty sticky anyway," Kevin said softly in her ear. 
"Would you like that?" Melissa asked, matching his quiet tone. "Would you like me to come back with my pussy all messy?" 
"Fuck," Kevin whispered, gently shaking his head. "I shouldn't have started this game." 
"Mmh," Melissa moaned. "Probably not. You want to see me all swollen and used up?" 
"Oh shit," Kevin exhaled quietly, sitting down on the couch to avoid poking a hole in his pants with his erection. 
"You do," Melissa cooed softly. "Don't you?"
He groaned in response. 
"Or maybe I'll keep it clean," Melissa said. "So you can eat it as soon as I get home. Maybe I'll just let him cum in my mouth again, so I can be all clean for you?"
She reached down to his pants, finding him rock hard under her touch.  
"Is this talk getting you hard?" She asked. 
"So hard," Kevin admitted.
"Well I want you to resist," she whispered. She leaned down so she could keep her lips close to her ear, and gently stroked his cock on top of his pants. "I want you to resist the temptation to touch yourself while I'm gone." 
"I'll try," Kevin muttered. 
"If you're good, I'll send a picture or two," Melissa said. "But no matter what you see, no matter what you imagine, I want you to hold off. I want you to save it all for me." 
"I will," Kevin promised. 
"Good boy," Melissa said with a sweet smile, standing back up and straightening her outfit. "Are you still okay with this?" 
"Yes," Kevin answered automatically. 
"I mean it," Melissa said, her tone different, more serious. 
"Okay, okay," Kevin surrendered, throwing his hands up. "No jerking off." 
"Not that, silly. I mean, are you really okay with this? Are we still going to be us if I go through with this?" 
"We're still us, no matter what," Kevin said. "We're always going to be us. You and me." 
"Forever?" Melissa asked with a smile. 
"Always," Kevin assured her with a grin and a gentle pat on her rear. "Now go have some fun on your date." 
"I will," Melissa grinned and gave him a wicked wink. "You'll see." 
Her phone lit up with a text notification, and she looked down to check her message.
"He's here," she said, the excitement bubbling up in her voice. "Do I still look okay?" 
"You look incredible," Kevin guaranteed. "He's a lucky guy." 
"Thanks, Baby," Melissa said. "I'll text you." 
Kevin could not resist one last longing stare at her sexy behind as she walked toward the door. She opened it and stepped out, only to pop her head back in for a moment. 
"I love you," Melissa said. 
"I love you, too," Kevin smiled. 
The sound of the door closing echoed in the empty house and Kevin wondered how long he would have to wait. He turned on a football game he had recorded the previous weekend and cracked open a beer, sitting down on the couch to wait. He decided it was far too soon to be staring at his phone, waiting for her first text, so he went to the kitchen and made some popcorn. Having some the night before had thrown a craving on him, and he watched the bag turn and swell lazily in the microwave while he waited. 
His mind wandered, traveling to dark places while he waited. He could imagine things going wrong. He could picture this mystery guy she had found turned out to be some kind of psycho killer. He could foresee some assailant attacking them at the bar they chose to go to. Every negative or scary scenario imaginable passed before his eyes. The sound of the microwave beeping snapped him out of his trance, and as he looked down he could see he had a white-knuckle grip on the kitchen counter.
"Relax, idiot," Kevin said out loud, forcing himself to ease his grip. "This was your idea." 
He walked back into the living room and plopped down on the couch, trying hard to concentrate on the football game. Nothing seemed to distract him from what he knew was going on with his wife and a stranger, and it took every fiber of his self-control to not rush upstairs, grab his keys, and drive to the bar. Melissa had told him the name of the place and also given him the man's name and address – which she had retrieved from his account information at the store. 
Kevin knew where to look if he wanted to find them, or at the very least, he knew where to start. But he also realized that would more than likely be the end of the date. And as much as it was his fantasy, he could tell from her talks with him about it, it was becoming hers too. He didn't want to do anything to mess that up, but the urge to charge in and save her from whatever evils he could imagine was strong. 
He forced himself to stay put, chomping loudly on popcorn to drown out the voices of doubt in his head. Since it was prerecorded, Kevin fast-forwarded through all the commercials and half-time, cutting out almost an hour of the original run-time of the game. At the end of the recording, he realized how badly he had to pee, so he went to the downstairs bathroom, not realizing he had left his phone on the arm of the couch. 
As he stood there relieving himself, he heard the familiar jingle of a text alert on his phone. He pissed all over the rim of the toilet and on his feet trying to get his penis put away, and almost slipped as he raced out of the bathroom without washing his hands. Melissa would have been very displeased. He ran into the living room, and clumsily grasped for his phone, sending it clattering to the hardwood floor. He dropped to his knees, scooped the device out from under the couch, and held it to his chest for a brief moment. 
"Please, God, not a broken screen. Please!" He prayed. 
He was happy to see the phone appeared to be intact and functioning, and on the screen, he saw a message alert from Melissa. He took a deep breath and opened the message. Having an excellent wifi connection in his home meant the very clear picture opened almost immediately. 
 




Chapter 9


Enrique and Melissa talked on the way to the bar, and she explained her job situation. She wasn't trying to be funny, it was meant as a heads-up to him since the video in question involved him, but Enrique seemed entirely amused by the tale.  
"So what?" Enrique asked, laughing. "He thought you were actually going to go through with it?" 
"Yeah," Melissa grinned. "He was totally bought in." 
"That's fucking hilarious!" Enrique said. 
"And after he whipped it out," Melissa said, "I felt even worse about it." 
Enrique held up a pinky finger and wiggled it to confirm his suspicions. 
"Big time," Melissa nodded. "Not like a birth defect or a micropenis," she clarified. "But a very disappointing three or four inches." 
"Ooh, damn," Enrique made a face. "That's too bad. You'd think a guy like Carl – you know, with the glasses and the personality – would have gotten some good karma to make up for what he lacks in other areas. I thought he might have been hiding a monster in there." 
"Not at all," Melissa said, shaking her head violently. "Tiny Tim, all the way." 
"That's a shame," Enrique said, trying to muster some semblance of pity.
"Yeah," Melissa said. "I was kind of glad about that part. If he had a nice big thick one like you, I might have been tempted." 
Enrique looked at her with a shocked expression, shaken by her words. Only to see a sly grin beaming back at him. 
"You're fucking with me," he said. 
"Little bit," she admitted. 
They both had a nice laugh about that as he pulled into a parking spot at the bar. 
Mark's Place didn't have a very unique name, but whatever the name lacked in style, the bar made up for in substance. The actual bar started immediately on the left of the room as a customer walked in. There was a causeway between the barstools and the tables on booths on the right, and the back of the bar was dominated by a large dance floor. They chose a booth and sat down just as a waitress appeared. 
"What can I get for you two?" She asked with a friendly smile. 
"I'll just have a beer," Enrique said. 
"I'll have a screwdriver," Melissa said. "With a glass of water too, please." 
"Will do," the waitress said, turning to go. 
They took a moment to talk some more. 
"Again, I'm really sorry for what happened at the store," Melissa said, apologizing for at least the third time. 
"I'm not worried about it a bit," Enrique said. "I'll bet you any money that ole Carl's Jr. erased that video the moment you left the building." 
"You think so?" Melissa asked, grinning at the on-the-fly nickname for her former boss. 
"I'd almost guarantee it," Enrique stood by his words.
"Here's those drinks," the waitress interrupted, dropping off their order. "What else can I get for you?" 
"I think we're good for now," Enrique said. "Aren't we?" 
"Yep, all good. Thanks," Melissa said. 
"So why is that?" Melissa asked as the waitress walked away. 
"Why is what?" Enrique asked, staring into her eyes. 
"The Carl thing," Melissa reminded him. "Why do you think he erased it?" 
"Oh that," Enrique caught back up. "Look at it this way. What's going to happen this weekend, or next week when his bosses ask him why you quit?" 
Melissa just shrugged. 
"He's not going public with this, because anything he does leads to questions. If he says he fired you for inappropriate behavior, then you get to state your case. You could say that you had a moment of indiscretion, and Carl said if you gave him sex, you could keep your job and he would make the video go away. That's coercion and you have the recording to prove it."
"Hmm," Melissa tilted her head, thinking about what he was saying. 
"And we know he's not going to let that happen," Enrique continued. "So if he says he doesn't know, you just got mad and quit…"
"No questions from the bosses," Melissa said, filling in the blank. 
"Exactly," Enrique snapped his fingers. "But, if anybody in management did want to find out why their superstar employee left so suddenly, is it possible they might go to the tape and find out what happened on that day?"
"Maybe?" Melissa shrugged. "I guess it could happen." 
"And if it did happen?" 
"Then it would look very bad if that video were available," Melissa finished for him. "Son of a bitch! I bet you're right!" 
Enrique just shrugged. "Maybe," he said. 
"Or?" Melissa was on the edge of her seat, waiting for more clues. 
"Or maybe he made a copy of it and took it home to jack off to, wishing he could be as lucky as me that day," he grinned.
"You got even luckier the day before," Melissa grinned back. 
"I did," Enrique smiled. "It's all I've been thinking about." 
"Good," Melissa smiled, pleased with herself. 
"Do you want to dance?" Enrique asked, motioning to the dance floor where three couples were already dancing and having fun.
"I'd love to," Melissa said, taking his hand. 
They went to the floor as a fast song started and they began to boogie, Melissa was shaking her hips and gyrating to the music as Enrique danced with her. He couldn't take his eyes off her beautiful form, flowing to the sound and keeping the perfect beat. They had a great time finishing out the song, and then a slow one started. 
Enrique held out his hand and she went to him, letting him pull her in close. They swayed together as the song carried out a sweet melody. She lay her head against his chest, smelling his wonderful cologne. She could feel his body pressing against hers, and his hands moving down to cup her buttocks. She didn't make any attempt to move away, instead, letting him pull her tighter against him. 
"You feel amazing," Enrique said. "And you dance like a champion." 
"Thanks," Melissa said. "You feel good too." 
They danced that way for the rest of the song, clinging to one another until the song ended. Another fast one came on and they danced again, and this time she worked her magic. She would frequently twirl and spin, putting her backside to him and pressing back against his crotch. They shimmied and shook, dancing until the end of that song too, and then went back to their booth for a drink. 
This time Enrique sat down next to her, asking if it was okay. 
"Absolutely," Melissa said. "The closer the better." 
She took a long sip of her screwdriver and he took a pull from his beer. 
"It's dark in here," Enrique said. 
"Yeah," Melissa agreed. "But I like it." 
"Me too," Enrique said in a quieter tone. "I bet it's so dark that nobody would know if I touched you." 
"Mmh," Melissa said, taking another sip. "Would you like to?" 
"Do you think anyone would notice?" Enrique asked. 
"I don't think they would," Melissa said, matching his low tone. "But even if they did, it would be worth it to feel your fingers again." 
Enrique gently placed a hand on her left thigh, closest to him, and slowly started running his hand upward. He stopped and his eyes bulged slightly when he touched her bare skin. 
"Everything okay?" Melissa asked with a sly grin.
"I think you may have forgotten your panties," Enrique whispered in her ear. 
"I didn't want anything unnecessary to come between us," she whispered back. 
His fingers went to her slit, finding her wet and wanting. He slipped his fingertips through her folds, finding her nub and pressing it gently. Melissa moaned low and quietly in her throat. Her moan turned into a slight gasp as she sucked in the air when he pushed a finger inside of her. 
"Does that feel okay?" He asked, slowly sliding his finger in and out of her damp opening. 
"Mmh-hmm," Melissa hummed quietly, nodding her approval. 
He gently fingered her, alternating between slipping his fingers inside of her and then withdrawing to make small circles on top of her clit. 
"Oh shit," she whispered, letting her head tilt back. "That feels amazing."
Enrique leaned in and kissed her on the neck. Melissa felt a shudder down her spine, and for a moment she was afraid she might cum right there on the padded seat of the booth they were sharing. He was edging her so very close…and suddenly he stopped. 
"What?" Melissa asked as he drew his hand away. "What happened?" 
"Don't you hear it?" Enrique asked. "It's salsa! We've got to dance!" 
He took her hand and led her onto the dance floor once more. They danced a very sexy salsa tune, and he would often pull her leg up high or spin her fast, revealing much of what he knew was underneath her skirt. Nobody dared to say anything, but he did catch a few of the younger men staring with their jaws agape. He smiled as he moved and twirled, moving her expertly through the song. After the song ended they returned to their seats. 
"Holy shit," Melissa said, taking a big gulp of her screwdriver and chasing it with her water. "You're an amazing dancer!" 
"Thank you," Enrique said modestly. "My mother insisted I learn salsa with her because my father was too stubborn to go." 
"I see," Melissa said. "And I think everyone in here got to see some of me on that one too." 
Enrique just grinned at that. 
"You think that's funny?" Melissa asked, teasing him. 
His hand went to her again, his magic fingers finding her sweet spot once more. "You're a beautiful woman, Melissa. I'm not afraid to show you off." 
"We should show it to my husband," Melissa said, a slow smile spreading across her face. 
"Are you trying to get me killed?" Enrique asked with wide eyes. 
"I told you," Melissa said. "He's okay with it." 
She grabbed her phone off the table and leaned to her right, lifting her left cheek completely off the seat.    
"Do it," she said. 
She took a snapshot as Enrique grabbed her again. The flash went off, but with the lights and loud music in the bar, nobody seemed to notice. Melissa turned the phone around and checked her picture. It was a perfect up-skirt shot, displaying her shapely ass and the bottom of her pussy. In the photo, Enrique had two fingers pushed into her up to the first knuckle, and his pinky pressed against her little dark butthole. It was sexy as hell, and she thought it was perfect. 
She typed a quick little message for Kevin. 
"Getting hot in the bar," and then sent the photo and caption to him.
"All joking aside," Enrique said. "It is kind of getting hot in here, do you want to go somewhere else?" 
"Your place?" Melissa asked, getting right to the point. 
"If you want?" Enrique offered. 
"Let's go," Melissa said. 
The waitress showed up just as they were getting out of the booth. Enrique handed her a fifty-dollar bill and told her to keep the change. 
"Thank you!" The waitress called out to their backs as they made their way out the door. 




 




Chapter 10


The drive to his apartment didn't take long, and they were on each other all the way to the door, kissing and touching, grasping and gasping as they went. 
Enrique didn't waste any time showing her the place or offering her a drink. He picked her up and carried her to the bedroom, laying her gently on his bed. She smiled up at him and he leaned in to kiss her deeply on the mouth. His lips pressed softly against hers, and his tongue sought hers out, twisting and twining against her own. He finally left off to take a breath and looked down into her sparkling blue eyes. 
"Can I kiss you here," he asked, touching her sex again, "the way I kissed your lips?" 
"Yes," Melissa agreed, forcing herself not to beg.
Enrique's strong hands moved to her upper thighs, pushing the silk skirt up and exposing her to him. Melissa could feel her legs tremble as she watched his head dip between her legs, and she could not contain the groan that escaped her when his tongue found her center. He wasn't quite as talented as Kevin, but what he lacked in technique, he made up in effort, greedily licking her pussy and pressing his tongue against her nub.  
She knew she was too hot and bothered to stop herself or even slow down. Within the first few minutes, she felt the butterflies in her stomach and she knew that she was going to cum. Her hands sought him out, her fingers brushing at first against his close-cropped dark hair, and then grabbing and forcing his face into her opening. She shoved his face against her cleft and rocked her hips, crying out as she came hard against his licking tongue. 
"Oh fuck! Goddamn! That's so fucking good!" 
Enrique stayed on task, gently licking her as she came down from her orgasm, even continuing as she released her death grip on his scalp.
"I'm glad you liked it," Enrique said, grinning up at her between her lifted knees. 
"Your turn," Melissa said, moving toward him to suck his cock. 
"Not so fast!" Enrique said, wagging a finger in warning. 
"What?" Melissa asked. "Do you not want me to?" 
"Oh no," Enrique shook his head. "I want you to, but we aren't cramped in the back of my truck. We can take our time here." 
"Okay," Melissa agreed. 
"Besides, now that I've seen your sexy bottom end, I kind of want to see the rest," he shrugged with a guilty grin. 
"Oh yeah?" Melissa smiled, sliding off the bed onto her feet. "Do you want to see?" 
"Please?" Enrique begged. 
Melissa laughed and reached for the bottom hem of her blouse, pulling it off her in one swift movement. Her breasts swung free, her nipples still erect from his previous attention. Then she pushed her skirt down and wiggled out of it as well, before finally pulling off her heels. 
"You are so gorgeous," Enrique said, drinking her with his eyes. "I can't imagine why anyone would want to share you, but I'm so glad your husband does."
"I've got something special for you," Melissa said, laying back on the bed. She wiggled until she was lying on her back, with her head hanging over the side of the bed. "Come here," she motioned to him with a finger. 
Enrique moved forward, standing close, but not understanding what she desired. 
"No, those clothes have to go," Melissa said. "I got rid of mine, you get rid of yours." 
He quickly dropped his shorts and black slacks, stumbling a little as he stepped out of his shoes and tried to unbutton his shirt at the same time. Finally, he was nude, and Melissa could see what she wanted, his thick olive-toned cock, hard and ready. 
"I want to suck you now," she said softly. "Have you ever had it like this?"  
Enrique shook his head no. 
"You're going to love it," Melissa said. "Give me a little bit to get warmed up, but it provides the perfect angle." 
"For what?" Enrique asked, not getting what she was insinuating. 
"For deep oral," Melissa smiled at him upside down. "I can take you deep like this."
"What do I do?" Enrique asked. 
"Move closer," she said. "Give me a minute or two to get used to your size, but then I want you to fuck my face." 
Enrique moved in close, standing almost directly over her. She parted her lips and took him in her mouth, her tongue darting under his swollen tip as he eased in. 
"Oh shit," Enrique moaned as Melissa began to suck his cock. 
She proved herself right, and within just a few minutes he was able to slide deep into her throat, pressing his balls against her nose. She gagged a bit and he quickly withdrew. 
"No, no," she said. "It's okay." 
"I thought I was choking you," Enrique explained. "Are you okay?" 
"It's perfectly normal when you get that deep," Melissa explained. "I'll pinch your leg if it goes too far, okay?" 
"Okay," Enrique shrugged. 
"Now, come back here and stick your cock in my mouth." 
He moved forward again and she opened her mouth. He could feel her hands on his thighs, but he never felt her pinch. She made the gagging noise a few more times, and as much as it worried him that he was hurting her, it was a huge turn-on. Hearing her sloppy wet sounds as he began to carefully stroke into her mouth made him harder than ever. He could not believe how deep he was getting, burying almost his entire length in her throat as she sucked his cock. He reached down and caressed her breasts as they jiggled while he worked his hips. He was fucking her face, just like she had said, and it felt amazing. 
Enrique unexpectedly withdrew from her mouth, trying to catch his breath.
"Is everything okay?" Melissa asked, wiping her slobbery mouth with her forearm. 
"Yes!" Enrique said. "It's too good." 
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked. 
"I was right on the edge," he explained. "And I didn't want to…you know…not in that way. I was hoping maybe…that we could…you know?" 
"I get it," Melissa said, rolling over. "You want to be inside of me." 
"I do," Enrique said. "I want that so much." 
"Okay," Melissa said. "I want it too." 
"I have condoms," he said, moving toward his nightstand. 
"If you want," Melissa shrugged. 
"What?" Enrique stopped dead in his tracks. "What are you saying?" 
"I'm on the pill, Enrique," Melissa said. "But if you want to, just to be safe, I'm perfectly okay with it." 
"You mean…" Enrique let the sentence hang in the sultry air. 
Melissa just nodded in response. "It's up to you," she said. "But you don't have to." 
"But what about…you know…when I can't take it?" 
"When you cum?" Melissa asked, moving on the bed toward him. 
He only nodded in response.
"You can cum in me," Melissa offered quietly. "You can cum on me. You can cum in my mouth or shoot it all over my tits. Whatever you want, Enrique. I'm yours tonight." 
"So just wherever?" Enrique asked. 
It was Melissa's turn to nod. "Wherever you want. Just tell me what you want, and it's yours." 
He looked at her as if he were still suspicious. 
"It's okay, honestly," Melissa said with a soft tone. "I won't be upset if you want to use a condom. I'll understand, Enrique." 
He leaned into her and kissed her on the mouth, pushing her back onto the bed. Then he climbed on with her and moved between her legs. She lifted her legs out of the way, folded at the knee, and spread wide. She could feel his engorged tip right up against her opening. 
"Are you sure you're okay with this?" He asked one final time. 
"Yessss," she hissed quietly. 
He slid into her, pressing her open with his girth. Her eyes went wide and she opened her mouth to moan, but no sound came out. She felt every inch of him, pushing inside until he bottomed out with his heavy balls pressed against her asshole. 
"Fuck, that feels so good," Melissa groaned. 
"You're so tight," Enrique said. "You feel amazing." 
"Fuck me," Melissa begged. "Fuck me, Enrique." 
Her eyes rolled back in her head as he began to thrust. He leaned down and kissed her on the mouth as he stroked his heavy cock in and out of her. Melissa didn't care about anything at that moment. She didn't care about the slurping slapping sound of her wet pussy as he fucked her. She didn't care about being in a strange place with a man she barely knew. All she cared about at that moment was his big thick cock, shoving its way inside of her, opening her with each stroke. She kissed him with abandon, letting his tongue inside of her mouth as they passionately fucked. 
Melissa felt it coming again, the fluttery feeling in her stomach, the throbbing in her clit, and she did not resist it at all. She didn't cry out or curse this time, but she did gasp and grip Enrique's back, holding him tight against her as his heavy cock made her cum again. She arched her back as she felt herself spasming around the shaft within her and she shuddered at the sensation of cumming on a nice hard dick.
"Okay?" Enrique paused long enough to ask. 
"Yes," Melissa sighed. "I'm so good." 
"Should I continue?" he asked. 
She started to nod yes, but then changed her mind. "Wait!" She exclaimed. "I need some more pictures."
She reached for her phone on the nightstand and held it down below her legs, staring around her thigh to try to get a good picture for Kevin. The result was even better than she would have hoped for. A close-up of Enrique's thick cock, lodged deep within her soaked pussy, with her biting her lip and looking down in the background. 
"Good?" Enrique asked her. 
"Perfect," she said, not bothering to add a caption this time before pressing send. 
She let the phone clatter back onto the nightstand and threw her arms around Enrique's neck. He continued pumping inside of her, thrusting harder and deeper than before, and she lost all control. She clawed at his back. She wrapped her legs around his midsection, holding him deep as he pounded her. She could feel his heart hammering inside his strong chest, and she loved the way he mashed his torso against her breasts. Her breathing became ragged and her vision became blurry. Melissa was almost sure she was going to pass out, but then she came again. 
She cried out and wiggled against him, but he held himself deep inside of her, not letting up. 
This time Enrique was very close too. "I'm almost there," he said as he started to stroke her again. "Where should I?" 
"Wherever you want to," Melissa said. 
And it scared her a little that she meant it too. This man had made her cum three times already, if he had wanted to stick that thick cock in her ass and spray cum up her butt, she would have rolled over and held herself open for him. She was that level of turned-on. 
But she was not upset that he grabbed her waist and pulled her down hard on his cock, holding her there as he grunted and groaned out his orgasm. 
"Yes!" she cried out softly, surprised at how much she wanted it. "Cum inside of me. Give me all your cum. I want it all in me." 
Enrique did not disappoint, holding her down while he emptied his aching balls within her velvety walls. She could feel it bursting inside of her as he erupted. Not the spurts themselves, but the way his cock jumped and jerked with each blast until he finally stopped and lay down gently against her. 
"You are amazing," Enrique sighed, feeling himself beginning to wilt within her. 
"You were too," Melissa said, stroking her hand through his hair. "That felt fantastic." 
When he finally withdrew from her she moved to him, sucking him clean, tasting their mingled juices on his softening cock while he moaned and groaned, appreciating her tenderness. 
"You are an incredible woman, Melissa," Enrique said. 
She smiled at him. "Thank you, Enrique," she said, reaching for her phone. "You were amazing." 
"More pictures?" he asked. 
"No," she said. "Just checking the time. I should probably be getting back home."
"So soon?" Enrique asked with a pained expression. 
 

 
 
 


 





Chapter 11


Kevin was slowly losing his mind. If the worry and fear weren't enough to drive him crazy, the pictures certainly were doing the trick. He could not ever remember a time in his life – other than perhaps the night before his wedding – when he was this scared and horny. The feeling was tiring him out. An odd combination of the mental and physical, being terrified with a raging erection was exhausting.  
The first picture had come almost immediately after the game. The setting was dark, as one would expect in a bar, but the picture was clear as a bell. A man's hand on his wife, gripping her, his thumb against her pale butt cheek, two fingers sneaking into her crack, and two stuffed in her visibly aroused pussy. The image burned into his mind as he stared at it, wishing with all his might he could see it in person. He could not see her face in the photo, but in his mind, he could picture the smile on her face, mischievous and naughty. 
Time had slowed to a crawl as he waited for more information. His foot was tapping restlessly on the floor, and he fidgeted with his phone, endlessly turning it over and over in his hands. The recorded football game playback had stopped, and it had been so long that the streaming service had a notification on the screen asking if he was still watching. He was not, and he knew nothing available on his television was going to be as entertaining as what might be coming to his phone. Kevin tried some breathing exercises, trying hard to make himself relax.
It seemed an eternity, but an hour and twenty minutes later, a second text message alert jiggled the phone in his hands. He almost dropped it, trying to get it turned around and opened, his hands shaking as he touched the screen, bringing the message into full frame. His eyes went wide at the scene portrayed in high resolution before him. There were no more questions about what was happening. This wasn't some sneaky hand-up-the-skirt flirting, this was complete penetration.  A thick dark cock was stuffed almost completely inside his wife's slick pussy. Her legs were high up, out of the way, and she was peeking around the corner of her knee, looking at the camera. 
The way she bit her lip seductively, staring into the lens, was driving him crazy. His eyes drank in the picture, that cock looked monstrous in the photo, and he noticed there was no condom involved. The man was fucking his wife bareback, right before his eyes. He could plainly see how the guy's cock was pushing her open. And the part that bothered him the most, what shook him to his core, was how much it turned him on.
Kevin swiped away the image, afraid that he might not be able to control himself if he kept looking, but he found himself going back to the photo. He stared longingly at the picture of her in the bar, the way his hand gripped her ass, the way his fingers were easily slipped inside. He swiped back to the other photo, seeing the engorged cock buried inside of her, and her wicked stare around the corner as she snapped the picture. He felt the urge to touch himself. Just a little tug to help him ease his pain. His dick was swollen and throbbing, and he could hear his pulse pounding in his ears. 
He pressed his eyes shut tight and let his head hang back, reminding himself to breathe. His balls were starting to hurt, hanging heavily as he stood and paced the floor, waiting for the next signal, the next text, or whatever came next. No matter how hard he tried, his mind kept leaping to the scenes on his phone. He could imagine the action going on with his wife. Was she getting fucked? Right at this very moment was she having an orgasm on a stranger's dick? Was the guy cumming too? He could picture the stranger blowing his load, spraying creamy cum all over her sexy ass, or maybe her tits. Maybe he was cumming inside of her, pouring his load inside the dark wet confines of her soft walls. 
"Fuck," Kevin said, tossing the phone down harmlessly on the couch, forcing himself to walk away, only to run back into the living room and retrieve it, scared to death that he was going to miss even a moment of whatever she might send next. 
"I'm losing my mind," he muttered to the empty walls. 
He sat down heavily on the couch, forcing himself to be still and quiet. He grabbed the remote and scanned through his available options. Every woman he saw in the movie title pages minded him of Melissa. Every male actor could be the guy she was with, or maybe the guy she wanted to be with next. He shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs and bring himself back to reality. Every fiber of his being was screaming for him to grab his throbbing cock and stroke it. Stroke it until he reached that sweet release. Maybe if he got the spunk off his mind, he would calm down. 
But he remembered the promise he made to Melissa. He had given her his word that he would save it all for her. Maybe a shower, a very cold shower, was the answer. He went upstairs to take one, hoping it might chill him out a bit, but he did take the phone with him. 
He checked and double-checked the phone before finally setting it down and checking the water. He shivered as it sprayed against the forearm that he stuck under the stream, cold and sharp against his skin. Kevin disrobed and stepped into the shower, breathing in a series of sharp gasps as the cold water blasted against his skin. He felt his erection finally begin to fade, and the throbbing in his groin eased a bit as he slowly became accustomed to the brutally cold water. He quickly shampooed his hair and soaped his body thoroughly before rinsing, standing under the frigid spray until every last sud was washed from his body. He forced himself to stand under the shower head a moment longer, willing himself to relax before shutting the water off and opening the shower door. 
Kevin reached for a towel, looking down to wrap it around himself and happy to see his cock hanging peacefully in a semi-soft state. He smiled at the small measure of relief and knotted the towel around his waist. Just then his phone buzzed on the bathroom vanity. 
Her text was an address, and a simple request. "Come pick me up?" 




Chapter 12


Melissa shimmied back into her skirt and pulled her blouse back over her head. She used Enrique's bathroom mirror to fix her hair as much as she could and then stepped back into her black heels. She opened the bathroom door and stepped out, flipping off the light switch as she left. 
"Melissa," Enrique said, shirtless and sitting on the bed. "You don't have to go."
"I really do, Enrique," Melissa said. "You've been wonderful, and I had an amazing time, but I told you this was all I could offer. This was all we could ever be."
"I know," Enrique said, hanging his head. "Is there any chance we could do it again sometime?" 
"There's a very good chance of that," Melissa assured him, walking over to where he sat on the bed, sitting behind him, and rubbing his shoulders. 
"When?" Enrique asked with a hopeful tone.
"Whenever you're ready," Melissa said. "I told you, we have an open relationship, right?" 
"Yes," Enrique said. 
"Well, the next step," she paused to corral her thoughts into words. "I'd like you both to be my next step." Melissa wasn't sure that was the right way to say what was on her mind, but she didn't know another way. 
"Both?" Enrique asked with raised brows. 
"Yes," Melissa said, softly kneading his shoulders. "I want you to come to our home, and I want to do this again. But I want you both. I want to give you both everything you could ever imagine." 
"Everything?" Enrique asked. 
"Everything," Melissa assured him with a sultry whisper. 
"So we just take turns?" He asked another question.
"You can," Melissa nodded. "Or you can both go at the same time. I think I could please one of you with my mouth while the other fucks me." 
"Mmh," Enrique said, understanding what she was asking for. "So you want both of us at the same time?" 
"I know it's a lot," Melissa said. "But I would love it so much." 
"So if I come to your place at some future time, and your husband and I fuck you, then I can have whatever I want?" Enrique asked again. 
"Anything," Melissa whispered near his ear, licking his earlobe for further proof. 
He turned around so he was facing her and gave her a naughty grin. "Even your ass?" 
"Mmh," Melissa moaned with a smile. "If that's what you want, I would let you." 
"You don't have to go right now," Enrique repeated. 
"I do," Melissa assured him. "I already sent Kevin a text. He's on the way right now." 
"I'll do it," Enrique said. 
"You will?" Melissa was surprised and very happy with his answer. 
"I will," Enrique nodded. "But I want one more thing." 
"Anything you want," Melissa promised. 
"I want you one more time tonight," he said. "You don't even have to undress. Just bend over and let me take you from behind." 
Melissa couldn't help letting out a little laugh. "You're ready for more already?" 
"I am," Enrique said. "And I want to finish inside you again."
"I'm all for it, but why?" Melissa asked, intrigued by his renewed interest. 
"Because when he gets here…when you leave me to go back to your husband," Enrique said. "I want you walking out to meet him with my cum leaking out of you." 
Melissa looked into his eyes and saw the passion burning brightly. She didn't say a word. She bent over on all fours on the bed, pulled her skirt up, and smiled at him.
Enrique moved quickly, undoing his pants but only dropping them far enough to free his swelling cock. He pushed the tip against her slick folds and eased inside of her. Melissa moaned as he pressed her open again, invading and filling her. His warm cock rapidly swelled to its full size once he was back inside of her and he began to thrust hard into her. They made slopping wet noises as he pounded her, and his hips slapped against her ass cheeks. 
The naughtiness of the act itself was driving Melissa wild with desire. The feel of him, swollen and hard again inside of her sticky pussy made her light-headed, and the words he had said made her even wetter. She wanted his cum inside of her too. She wanted to go back to Kevin, but she wanted to be thoroughly used when she did. She could not define why, but she felt like he would love the experience even more if she was all messy when she came back to him. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the dirty thoughts running through her mind as Enrique fucked her from behind. 
He looked down as he stroked into her, seeing her sexy ass spread before him, and he couldn't resist. Enrique stuck a finger in his mouth, getting it wet with saliva before he reached down to her and pressed the tip of it inside the puckered flesh of her anus. 
"Mmh," Melissa moaned against the intrusion. 
"Is it okay?" Enrique asked, not daring to go further but not withdrawing either. 
"Yes," Melissa said over her shoulder. "I want it." 
Enrique slid his finger in further, feeling the tight squeeze of her sphincter and the glorious heat inside her tightest hole. He worked slowly, stroking his finger in gently until he had it completely encased in her sexy little asshole. Then he began to fuck her even harder, thrusting deeply within her and keeping the same pace with the finger pushing in and out of her anus. 
She could feel it was going to make her cum again. If he could keep going for just another minute, she was going to have an intense orgasm. His stamina held, and just as she came, her phone lit up. She cried out and shook as her climax flowed through her, while attempting to reach for her phone. She finally gathered herself enough to grasp the phone and open the message. 
"He's here," Melissa said over her shoulder. 
"I'm almost there," Enrique said in a harsh whisper. "Fuck me. Fuck me, Melissa!" 
Melissa put her hips into it, pushing back hard against his heavy cock, wedging it and his finger deep inside of her with each savage thrust. He stroked harder too, pushing himself inside of her until he grabbed her ass and pulled her back against him, holding her tightly as he spurted inside of her again. 
Melissa wiggled against him as he finished, loving the animalistic grunts and groans coming from him as he finished. 
"Fuck, that was hot," Enrique said, pulling his cock from her pussy and his finger from her ass.
"I'll say," Melissa sighed with satisfaction. "But I've got to go." 
"I know," Enrique said. "But suck my cock one more time." 
Melissa stood up and pulled down her skirt, straightening herself up, and then leaned down to where he was sitting. His cock was shiny with the remnants of their sex, and she opened her mouth and sucked it, tasting the salty sting of his cum mixed with her own juices as she cleaned him. 
"You were amazing tonight," Melissa said when she had finished. "But I have to go." 
"I understand," Enrique said. "Thank you for this. Thank you for everything." 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "I'll text you to let you know when Kevin wants us all to get together." 
"I'll be there," Enrique promised her. 
"You better be," Melissa smiled. "I'm not through with you yet." 
"And I'm not through with your sexy little ass," Enrique grinned. 
"I can't wait," Melissa said as she turned to go. "I'll message you." 
"Looking forward to it," Enrique said. "Be safe on the way home." 
Melissa stepped out of his door and into the cool night air. Kevin's truck was idling on the street at the end of the sidewalk. She closed the door behind herself and walked toward the truck. She was hoping he was okay and her feelings ranged from excitement to fear at how he would react when he saw her condition. Kevin got out of the truck and stepped around to her door, holding it open for her. 
"Thanks, Babe," she said as she lifted a leg to get in the truck. 
"Did it go well?" Kevin asked, unable to control himself. 
"Why don't you feel me and find out?" Melissa asked, keeping one foot on the street and the other hiked up on the floorboard of the truck. 
Kevin's hand went swiftly to her, slipping under the flimsy fabric of her skirt. He gently touched her, feeling her wet and open to his touch. 
"Oh my god," he sighed under his breath. 
"He fucked me again," Melissa whispered. "Right before you got here." 
"Oh shit," Kevin moaned. 
"He was cumming inside me while you were sitting out here," she teased him further. 
Kevin pressed his eyes closed and forced himself to pull his hand away. 
"Get in the truck," he said softly. 
Melissa lifted her other leg and sat down in the seat. Kevin shut the door behind her and quickly moved around the front of the truck to the driver's side. He had left it running, and he jumped in and put it in drive, pulling away from Enrique's home quickly. 

 
 
 
 
 




Chapter 13


"He said yes," Melissa said as Kevin drove on.  
His driving wasn't quite reckless, but he was speeding and driving aggressively. He hadn't said a word since he'd told her to get in the truck, and she was trying to say something to break the silence. 
"Good," Kevin said curtly. 
"Kevin?" Melissa asked, trying to get him to look at her. "Kevin, you're starting to scare me, Babe. Can you slow down a little?" 
"No," Kevin said simply. 
"Kevin, are you okay? Babe, tell me what's wrong?" Melissa asked. 
Kevin said nothing, but he did finally look at her, and his stare chilled her to the bone. 
"Kevin, please talk to me?" She begged.
Kevin didn't say a word, but he turned sharply, making her grab the oh-shit handle, and pulled into a rough unfinished home lot. He drove behind a large trailer that was parked on the site and shut the ignition off. He jumped out of his seat, slamming the door as he got out and came around to her side. She jumped a little at the force he used to yank her door open. 
His grip on her arm was like a vise as he pulled her from the truck. She quickly put her feet down so she wouldn't be pulled out of the truck onto the ground. Without letting go of her arm, he dragged her around to the back of the truck and roughly opened the tailgate, letting it slam down as it fell. 
"Kevin," Melissa had tears in her eyes now. "Kevin, please say something. Say anything!"  
"Bend over," Kevin said roughly. 
"Kevin, please," Melissa begged again. "Please talk to me about this?" 
"Bend over," Kevin repeated, talking slowly and carefully enunciating his words. 
Melissa choked back a sob and bent over the tailgate where he was pointing. A thousand thoughts raced through her mind, most of them tinged with fear and regret. She wasn't sure what was going to happen, but she did not expect what came next. 
His mouth was on her in an instant, his tongue searching and demanding. He was licking her ferociously, his lips all over her sex and his tongue so deep that his nose pressed against her asshole. 
"Kevin, no!" She cried out. "I wasn't joking! He just…" 
"Shut up!" Kevin stopped long enough to say. "I don't care." 
His mouth went back to work, his tongue stroking her clit and sliding roughly over her aroused bud. He wasn't just licking her pussy, he was eating her like it was his last meal. He sucked at her cunt, and licked her clit hard, then stuffed his tongue as far as he could inside her opening. 
"Oh fuck," she moaned, beginning to feel fluttery in her stomach again.
Her moans seemed to make him try even harder, and he had her on the edge of orgasm in no time at all. Melissa lifted one leg, resting it on the tailgate as she arched her back and pushed herself back against his affections. The thought of what he was doing, eating her right after when she was so messy with another man's load, was driving her insane with desire. All she wanted was to grind herself on his face and cum against his mouth. She didn't care that they were out in the open night air. She didn't care who might drive by and see what was happening. All that mattered was her husband, the man she loved, eating her lover's cum from her freshly fucked pussy. Her eyelids fluttered and she came so hard she almost fell off the tailgate, crying out and moaning as the waves washed over her. 
She was going to say something, but she had no idea what. Thank you didn't quite seem to cover it. Kevin had just given her the most intense orgasm of her life!
Before she could say anything she felt him, pressing against her and driving inside. He wasn't being gentle or nice, he shoved his cock into her and began to pound her. She realized she had been right. Enrique was thicker, but Kevin was definitely longer. She could feel him reaching places Enrique couldn't quite get to. Her breathing was becoming ragged and sharp, and just as it began to feel really good, he stopped. 
Once more, she was about to ask what had happened when she felt his slick tip pressing against her asshole. She was about to look over her shoulder and tell him yes, say that she wanted him to, but she didn't have time to say a word. Kevin's throbbing cock, now slick from being in her, forced its way inside her anus. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as the bulbous head stretched her to her limit as he inserted himself. With the head in, the pressure eased, but Kevin still wasn't taking it easy. He began to stroke into her ass, only being slightly more careful than he had with her pussy.  
He fucked her hard, driving into her over and over, and she loved it. After the initial pain, the pleasure flowed through her, and she began to moan and groan as he stroked his cock up her ass. She was even pushing back against him, relishing the delicious feel of him being completely inside of her in that way. It felt so naughty and raunchy and wrong, yet so right. Melissa didn't even know it was possible without vaginal penetration or clitoral stimulation, but she came again. She had never experienced it before and stars appeared behind her closed eyelids as her climax rocked her. 
Kevin began to grunt and groan, growling and clawing as he pulled her back against him, forcing himself deep inside of her ass. He held her there, pressing her down against the tailgate, wedged deep, and cumming into her rectum. When he finished he carefully withdrew from her and sat down heavily on the tailgate, his pants still down around his thighs. She looked over at him to find his eyes locked onto hers. She looked down at his cock, still glistening in the moonlight, but starting to wilt. She carefully put her knee back down on the ground and stood up.  
"I'm sorry," Kevin sighed. "I don't know what came over me. I didn't mean to hurt you. I just…" 
"Shh," she said, pulling her skirt back down and moving to stand between his legs. "You don't have to apologize for anything." 
"I feel like I do," Kevin said. "I was out of control." 
"Kevin, don't," she said. "Don't you dare apologize for it! That was the most intense orgasm I've ever had in my entire life, and I need to know it wasn't some random accident. I need to know you meant it." 
Kevin stared into her blue eyes for a long moment. "I meant it," he finally confessed. 
She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tightly. 
"I love you," Kevin said quietly against the top of her head. "I hope I didn't hurt you, but I couldn't hold out for another second." 
"I understand," Melissa said softly back to him. "It's okay. I wanted it. I wanted it just like that." 
"You're so incredible," Kevin said. "I love you so much." 
"I love you too, Babe," Melissa said. "And if your cock hadn't just been up my ass, I'd suck it right now to show you just how much I love you." 
"Did I go too far?" Kevin asked, keeping a low tone.
"No," Melissa assured him. "It was perfect. Did it feel good for you?" 
"So fucking good," Kevin admitted, meeting her eyes again. "You're so beautiful, Melissa." 
Melissa smiled and hugged him even tighter. "Let's go home."
"Had enough for one night?" Kevin asked with a sheepish grin. 
"No," Melissa said. "I want to get you in the shower so I can suck your cock and tell you all about tonight. If you want to hear it?" 
"I like that idea," Kevin said, hopping down off the tailgate. "And I want to hear it." 
Melissa smiled at him and he leaned down to kiss her softly on the lips. 
"I love you, Melissa." 
"I love you too."  
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Chapter 1


"Hey, girlfriend!" Tiffany called out as she barged through the front door. 
"Hi, Tiffany," Melissa called back. "In the kitchen." 
Tiffany walked straight in to find her sipping coffee again. 
"I saved some for you," Melissa said, nodding toward the coffee pot still on the warmer. 
"Aren't you working today?" Tiffany asked as she rummaged through the cabinets to get a mug. "I thought you usually worked Saturday mornings?" 
"I quit," Melissa said flatly. 
"What?" Tiffany was aghast. "Why? What happened? It didn't have anything to do with those plans you and Kevin had, did it?" 
"Yes and no," Melissa waved a hand to suggest it could go either way. "It's complicated." 
"With you, it always is," Tiffany shook her head as she filled her mug. 
She sat down at the table and looked at her friend. 
"What about you?" Melissa asked, raising an eyebrow. "Did you have any complications?" 
"Whatever do you mean?" Tiffany asked, pretending to be offended. 
"You know what I mean," Melissa grinned at her. "The way you looked when you came to pick up Trent after your date?" 
"Oh, that," Tiffany tried to wave it off as nothing, but her face blushed bright red, giving her away. 
Melissa just stared at her accusingly across her steaming mug of java. 
"Alright, alright," Tiffany gave in easily. "I'll tell you, you nosy bitch," she teased.
Melissa couldn't help but laugh. 
"So we went to the concert," Tiffany explained, picking up the story of her date with Bernard. "And we had a great time," she gushed. 
"Did the song links I sent help you?" Melissa asked. 
"So much!" Tiffany said. "I had no idea how many of their songs I already knew." 
Melissa just nodded as her friend continued. 
"Anyways, we were having a great time, and then he kissed me. Right there in the fifth row, in front of everyone!" Tiffany explained excitedly. "And I kissed him back. And it wasn't a peck on the cheek if you know what I mean?" Tiffany winked to get her point across. 
Melissa just smiled and waited for her to tell the rest of her story. 
"And before I even knew what I was saying, I asked if he wanted to come back to my place," Tiffany said, looking away from Melissa. "And he said yes, and we drove back to my house." 
"Did anything exciting happen?" Melissa asked. 
"We didn't even make it out of the car," Tiffany said. "We were kissing each other and touching each other, but we managed to get out of the car and inside the house, and then things just got crazy!" 
"More kissing?" Melissa asked, teasing the story out of her a little at a time. 
"Oh yes," Tiffany assured her. "He kissed my mouth, he kissed my neck, he kissed my boobs…and before I knew what was happening, he kissed me even lower." 
"Ooh," Melissa said. "Sounds like it was getting hot." 
"It was, right?" Tiffany agreed. "I was so hot, and he kept kissing me…you know…there…and I had the most amazing feeling throughout my whole body!" 
"He got you off?" Melissa asked. 
"Don't say it like that," Tiffany said, scrunching her nose and shaking her head. "It sounds so dirty when you say it like that." 
"But it felt good, didn't it?" Melissa encouraged. 
"It felt amazing. I felt like I was going to pass out," Tiffany said. "I don't know what he did, but it made me feel so damn good. And I wanted him to feel good too, and it was out of his pants, you know, so I just did it. I didn't think about it or say anything about it, I just did it." 
"Did what?" Melissa asked. 
"I sucked on his penis," Tiffany admitted, burying her face in her hands to hide her shame. 
"I see," Melissa said, fighting the urge to laugh. "And how was that?" 
"It was fucking wonderful! It was so big and hard," Tiffany tried to use her hands to define the size. "And I just kept sucking and sucking and then I did something very bad." 
"Oh, I'm sure it wasn't bad, Tiffany," Melissa reassured her. "I'm sure he enjoyed it a lot." 
"He sure seemed to," Tiffany said, nodding in agreement. "He said something about getting close, but I didn't think about what he was saying, you know? Because it had been so long for me, I guess I just forgot about that part. And he was kind of trying to pull away, but I grabbed his butt to keep him there, you know? And then all of a sudden it happened!" 
Melissa couldn't help herself. She laughed a little bit. 
"It's not funny, Melissa," Tiffany admonished her. "It was in my mouth, you know? That first squirt?"
Melissa put a hand to her mouth to keep from laughing more and simply nodded. 
"And it kind of took me by surprise, you know? It just spurted right in there, and I jerked back from him…"
"Oh no!" Melissa said, laughing for real now. 
"And the rest of it just kept coming!" Tiffany said. "It splashed onto my face and got stuck in my hair, and it just seemed to go on forever! And one big shot went right in my eye!"
Melissa was holding her stomach now, doing all she could not to lose control. 
"It's not funny!" Tiffany insisted. "That stuff burns like Satan's butthole when it's in your eye!" 
Melissa just nodded her understanding of the problem as she chuckled and giggled. 
"And do you know what he said?" Tiffany asked her. "He looks down at me, all dripping goo everywhere, and he says I'm the sexiest woman he's ever met." 
"Awe," Melissa said, stifling the laughter for a moment. "That was really sweet of him." 
"I sure didn't feel sexy!" Tiffany said. "Bunch of ball butter sprayed all over my face, squinting at him like some slutty pirate!" 
Melissa began laughing again. 
"It's not funny!" Tiffany said defiantly. 
"Okay," Melissa nodded, once more regaining control. 
"So he goes into the kitchen and gets me a towel, right?" Tiffany carried on. "But he doesn't know it's the towel that my mom gave me for Christmas last year. So I'm sitting here wiping man juice off my face with the towel my mother made for me, and he sits down next to me and starts touching me again…you know…there. And he starts telling me how good I looked in those ripped jeans and how sexy I was, and he says how bad he wants me." 
"Wow, Tiffany!" Melissa said. "He sounds like a really sweet guy." 
"He was," Tiffany nodded. "And the way he was touching me made me feel kind of funny. And I guess all the nice things he was saying, combined with how he kissed me there and touched me and all the things he was doing…I guess I just let my guard down." 
"So?" Melissa asked, leaning forward to hear the grand finale. 
"So, I let him," Tiffany threw up her hands. "And I know it's a sin and I'm a godless harlot now, but I let him…right there on my couch…like some kind of cheap whore!" 
"How was it?" Melissa asked with a grin. 
"Girl, it was so good," Tiffany confessed. "I needed his penis so bad. He made me go again, you know? And I guess I was so worked up that I forgot all about condoms, so when he was getting there again, I had him pull out. Because I'm not on the pill or anything, you know? I mean, it's been over a year, why do I need birth control?" 
"Well that was nice of him," Melissa said.
"No, it wasn't!" Tiffany wailed. "Here it comes, over the top of my boob, like a comet coming over a mountain!" 
"He didn't!" Melissa clamped her hand over her mouth in shock. 
"Shot me right in the other eye!" Tiffany exclaimed, pounding her fist on the table. 
"Oh no!" Melissa tried to be compassionate, but she lost it, laughing out loud. 
"And I was going to say 'oh my God, but as soon as I got to the oh part, the second blast went right into my mouth!"
Melissa was laughing so hard she couldn't say a word. Heeing and hawing so hard she almost fell off her chair. 
"So I shut my mouth and closed my eyes, and it's burning like hell's fire, and he's still blasting away, shooting me on the chin and my neck, he got my boobs and stuff. It was so gross!" 
"Stop!" Melissa begged, laughing so hard she was crying. "You have to stop!" 
"What?" Tiffany said. "You asked me, remember?"
"I know, I know," Melissa tried to calm down. "Look, these things happen, I'm sure it's perfectly fine." 
"Perfectly fine?" Tiffany bellowed. "My eyes are so bloodshot I look like I spent the night on Willie Nelson's tour bus!"   
"Well…" Melissa thought about a helpful suggestion. "Why don't you just get on the pill? Then you can just let him go…you know…inside." 
"Oh yeah?" Tiffany asked sarcastically. "Is that what you did with Mister Mystery Man last night?" 
Melissa didn't reply but looked at her friend with a sly smile. 
"Oh my God!" Tiffany covered her mouth. "You did! Didn't you? You little slut!" 
"Twice," Melissa said with a grin.
Tiffany gasped for air. 
"What did Kevin say?" Tiffany asked. "Are you two okay? What happened?" 
"He's fine," Melissa assured her. "He went to finish up a job this morning, but he had a good time last night too." 
"After all that, you took Kevin on too?" Tiffany asked in awe.
"Not really," Melissa said. "He picked me up from Enrique's house, but we didn't even make it home." 
"In the car?" Tiffany asked. "Like horny teenagers on some back road?" 
"No, on the tailgate of the truck, right in town," Melissa admitted. "He just pulled over into an empty lot and did some stuff, then he took me…in the behind," she added quietly. 
"From behind?" Tiffany asked. "Did you say from behind?" 
Melissa shook her head no. 
"You are an incurable tramp!" Tiffany accused. "He just pulled over in the middle of town?" 
Melissa nodded. "He made me cum with his mouth, and then he just…you know…did it." 
"Even after the other guy…" 
Melissa nodded.
"And he did butt stuff?" 
Melissa nodded again.
"In town?" 
"Yes," Melissa finally laughed again. 
"That's…I mean…it's just…that's so…"
"Dirty?" Melissa asked. "Disgusting? Crazy?" 
"I was going to say hot," Tiffany said quietly. "I wanted to say that it sounds really hot." 
"It was," Melissa sighed, happy that it wasn't another insult. "It was so hot."
"I bet you slept good after that," Tiffany said. 
"Well, not right away. We came home and took a shower together, and some more stuff happened, but yeah…after that, we slept like babies." 
"You're my hero, girl," Tiffany said, fanning herself with her hands. "Jesus, aren't you sore?" 
"A little bit," Melissa shrugged. 
"I want to be you when I grow up," Tiffany said. 
They both had a good laugh over that. 
 



  
 





Chapter 2


Kevin wasn't lying to Melissa. He did go by the job site, and he was happy to see Darrel had everything well in hand. But after he checked in on his crew, he drove into town to keep his appointment. He found a space in the mostly empty lot and parked his truck, looking over his shoulder to make sure nobody he knew saw him walk in. He stopped at the receptionist's desk and gave his first name, but not his last.  
"Perfect," the receptionist said pleasantly. "Please have a seat, and Doctor Taylor will see you in just a moment." 
Kevin thanked her and went to one of the chairs in the waiting area. Soon enough, a cute freckled red-headed woman poked her head through the door. 
"Kevin?" She asked. 
"That's me," Kevin said, getting to his feet. 
"Right this way," she said, waiting for him at the door. 
He followed her through the door and down a hallway until they came to another door. She opened it and held it open for him. He started to step in and then read the name on the door, Dr. Rebecca Taylor.
"Rebecca?" he asked. 
"Yes, Kevin?" she asked.
"I'm sorry," Kevin said. "I didn't realize it was a…I mean, I didn't know you were…I'm sorry. I'll shut up now." 
"You didn't know I was a woman?" Dr. Taylor asked. 
Kevin nodded, embarrassed. 
"And you think speaking to a sex therapist who is male will be a better fit?" Dr. Taylor asked. 
Kevin shrugged. "I don't know, ma'am…I mean, Doctor," he corrected. 
"I'll tell you what," Dr. Taylor said. "Why don't you do this one session with me, and if you still feel like you'd be better served speaking with a male therapist, I'll make a recommendation for you, and I won't charge you for this visit." 
Kevin tilted his head, considering her offer. 
"What do you have to lose?" Rebecca asked. "You've already scheduled this visit." 
"Okay," Kevin gave in. "I'll try." 
"Great!" Rebecca said. "Come on in and have a seat." 
Kevin walked into a very lounge-like atmosphere. The colors were subdued naturals, browns, tans, and greens. The furnishings were all very plush and comfortable. Even the tables were all rounded, there wasn't a square edge in sight. He plopped down in a comfy-looking wingback chair and tried to make himself relax. 
"Okay," the doctor began. "What brings you in today, Kevin?"  
"I'm not sure," Kevin began. "I don't even know if I have a problem." 
"That's completely normal, Kevin," Doctor Taylor said. "Why don't you just tell me where your relationship is right now…at this moment." 
"You're my doc', right?" Kevin asked. "I mean…if I tell you something…what I tell you…it's all confidential, right?" 
"Unless I feel you are in immediate danger of harming yourself or others, or of being harmed, then yes," Doctor Taylor answered. "That is correct."
"Okay," Kevin began. "Okay, where do I start?" 
He blew out a long breath and then started his conversation. He began by telling her of his sexual fantasy, and how he would talk to Melissa about it. He went on to explain how she had picked up on his kink and would use it sometimes during sex. He explained the dirty talk, making up sex scenes that had not happened, how she would tell him what she would do with a stranger, and so on. 
"I see," Doctor Taylor said, shifting in her seat. 
Kevin went on to explain that he had begun to think that it might be more than just his fantasy. He had started to realize it might be her fantasy as well. And then he went on to explain that they had started to explore the possibility and that she had contacted a man. He described how his wife thought that this man may be a good candidate if he wanted to explore the fantasy further and that she had met with him. 
"Okay," Doctor Taylor said calmly. "And did anything happen at that meeting?" 
"Yes," Kevin said. "She performed oral sex with him." 
Doctor Taylor's eyes opened wide, but she kept a calm demeanor. "And how did that make you feel?" 
"It made me feel powerful," Kevin said. "And extremely turned on." 
"Powerful?" Rebecca paused. "Can you unpack that word for me?" 
"Sure," Kevin said. "She had asked my permission, and I had told her to meet him. Then she sent me a picture. It was a picture of her hand wrapped around his penis." 
"I see," Rebecca said, shifting in her chair again. "Please, continue." 
"And she asked me if I still wanted the fantasy," Kevin said. "And I said yes. So she performed fellatio on him."
"And that made you feel powerful?" The doctor asked.
"Very much so," Kevin nodded. "And she sent a short video of that, and that made me even more turned on." 
"Did she seem to enjoy the encounter?" Rebecca asked. 
"Yes, ma'am," Kevin nodded again. "She asked him out on a date." 
"I see, and this date…is it coming up in the future, or…" 
"It happened," Kevin said. "It happened last night." 
"Oh," Rebecca said, opening her mouth to say something more, but then closing it.
"So she went out with him, and they had sex," Kevin said. "Twice." 
"What kind of sex?" Rebecca asked. "Oral sex again?" 
"Well," Kevin said. "Yes, they had oral sex as well, but I meant actual penetration, they did that twice." 
"And did she send you pictures again?" The doctor asked. 
"Yes, ma'am," Kevin said. 
"Please, you can just call me Doc, like before, if that's more comfortable for you," 
"Yes, ma…I mean, okay Doc," Kevin agreed.
"And those pictures, how did they make you feel?" She asked.
"Extremely turned on," Kevin said. "Like…painfully." 
"I see," Rebecca said. "And what did you do about those feelings?" 
"Nothing," Kevin said, staring blankly at her. 
"Nothing?" She asked. "You didn't touch yourself or stimulate yourself to ejaculation?" 
"No," Kevin said. "I promised Melissa I wouldn't." 
"Okay," Doctor Taylor said slowly. "Kevin, may I call you Kevin?" She waited for him to nod. "Kevin, you seem very calm about all this."
"I am," Kevin said. "I asked her to do it. I mean…you know what I mean, right?" 
"I think so," Rebecca said cautiously. "So, if you feel good about what happened. If it made you feel good, and if it's what you want, why make an appointment with me?"
"It wasn't that part," Kevin said. "It was what came after." 
"I see," Rebecca said, making a note in her spiral-bound book. "And can you share that with me? What came after, I mean?"
"Uhh…well, that's the part that is hard to talk about," Kevin said. "But I'll try." 
He went on to explain picking her up and starting to drive home. He confessed to driving like an asshole but explained that it was just because he wanted to get home fast so he could be with her. Then he got to the part he was afraid to tell. 
"So I grabbed her arm, and I was rough," Kevin admitted. "I yanked her out of the truck and pulled her around to the back and slammed down the tailgate..." 
The doctor cleared her throat and nodded for him to continue.
"And she wasn't wearing any panties," Kevin said. "So I kind of shoved her forward, like…bent over the tailgate…" he was using his hands and arms to demonstrate, but he paused to see if she was about to slap him or call the cops.
Rebecca bit her lower lip and nodded again.
"And I went down on her," Kevin said. "And I didn't stop until I had made her…you know…until she reached..." 
"Uh-huh," Rebecca agreed hoarsely.
Kevin blew out a big sigh. "And then I took her, right there, bent over the tailgate." 
"Wow," Rebecca whispered. 
"Right?" Kevin said, throwing out his hands. "I was like an animal. I had no self-control. I just did it, right there out in the open...and…"
"Go on," she urged. 
"And it wasn't just normal sex," Kevin said, scared to meet her eyes. "It was…you know…her butt. And I wasn't gentle about it. I was rough…like really rough."
"Oh my," Rebecca breathed the words and then cleared her throat. "And did your wife…Melissa…did she cry out or ask you to stop?" 
Kevin shook his head no. "She looked over her shoulder at me, but she never said a word. And I just had at her like some kind of farm animal, until…well…you know." 
"You had your orgasm?" Rebecca asked, leaning slightly forward.
Kevin nodded in shame but still couldn't meet her eyes.  
She blew out a long breath. "So that's why you're here," Doctor Taylor decided. "It's not about her contact with another man?" 
"No, Doc," Kevin said. "I'm good with that, but I am ashamed of how I acted after." 
"Did you hurt her?" Rebecca asked. "I mean, was there any blood? Or did she say that you had hurt her or that she was upset with you?" 
"No, Doc," Kevin said again. "It was quite the opposite. I tried to say I was sorry, but she told me not to apologize, and that she had never…you know…that hard in her life."
"I'll bet not," Rebecca said with a strange smile. "So," she cleared her throat once more. "Did she give you the cold shoulder afterward? Was she distant or quiet? What was that dynamic like?" 
"You mean when we got home?" Kevin asked. 
"Yes," the doctor nodded. 
"We took a shower together, and then we did some more stuff," Kevin said quietly, feeling an embarrassed blush rise on his face. 
"Sexual stuff?" Rebecca arched an eyebrow. 
"Yes, Doc," Kevin nodded. 
"Okay," Rebecca said, nodding and making another note in her book. 
"Okay?" Kevin asked. "Is that it?" 
"I think that's enough for today," Doctor Taylor said. "But I have a few questions for you." 
"Shoot," Kevin said, opening his hands to indicate he was ready to answer anything.
"Do you believe this session helped you?" Rebecca asked, looking directly into Kevin's eyes. 
"I don't know," Kevin said. "Do you think there's something wrong with me? Do you think there's something wrong with us?" 
"No," Rebecca answered. "I do not. I'll admit, this is not a conventional relationship, but don't let outside influences convince you that unconventional equates to wrong or broken." 
Kevin sighed heavily. "Thank you, Doc. You don't know how much that means to me. I was worried that I was…I don't know…like…"
"A rapist? A sexual predator?" The doctor asked.
Kevin couldn't bring himself to repeat the words, but he nodded in agreement. 
"You are none of those things, Kevin," Rebecca assured him. "I mean, I don't know your past, but in the situation you just described, you certainly are not." 
Kevin could feel the weight lifting off him, and the doctor could see the relief on his face. 
"Second question," Doctor Taylor continued. "If you felt like this session was helpful, would you consider coming again?" 
"Yes," Kevin agreed, nodding. 
"Even though I'm not a male doctor?" Rebecca grinned, teasing him a little. 
Kevin laughed quietly. "Yes, Doc. And I apologize for saying that. I just thought with the nature of my issue…you know?" 
Rebecca was nodding back. "I do, she said. But sometimes speaking to the opposite sex – if all parties are open and honest – can lead to better answers. Do you see?" 
"I think so," Kevin said. "I was trying to figure out if I was being a terrible husband, and trying to figure out how she felt, so speaking to another woman…I can see now how that would be…I don't know…more productive?" 
"Correct," Doctor Taylor nodded again. "If I wanted a man's perspective of an event, or wanted to know how a man perceived something, I would talk to a man." 
"Makes sense," Kevin agreed. 
"Last question," Doctor Taylor said. "And this is a big one. Do you think Melissa would come to the next session with you?" 
"I don't know," Kevin said, turning it over in his mind. "I hadn't considered that. Do you think it would be helpful?" 
"If she were willing," Rebecca said. "I certainly think it could be." 
"All I can do is ask," Kevin shrugged. 
"Thank you," Doctor Taylor said. "Why don't we shoot for Wednesday? What time would be good for you?"
Kevin looked at his phone weather app. "It's supposed to rain on Tuesday," he said. "Would Tuesday work? Sometime in the afternoon?" 
"Absolutely," Rebecca said. "How about three?" 
"Perfect," Kevin said, putting the appointment into his phone. "Thanks again, Doc. I appreciate you making time for me today." 
"It's no trouble, Kevin," Rebecca said, standing up and leading him to the door. "I'll see you, and hopefully Melissa too, here on Tuesday."





Chapter 3


Melissa spent her Sunday morning working on the books for Kevin's roofing business. She had been at it for a least three hours, but she was almost done. It was a lot of work to get everything right, the invoicing, the receipts, the payments, and figuring taxes and payroll, but it was a labor of love. She didn't love roofing or accounting, but she did love Kevin, and it made her happy that she was able to help him out in this way.  
Her husband did not come off as a worldly man or a master of business, but after she had everything done, it was hard to argue that he did not know what he was doing. She ran the numbers twice, and then a third time just to make sure what she was seeing, but things were looking very good for them financially. She heard him open the door to the study, where she had set up her office, and his steps as he walked up behind her. 
Kevin saw his wife sitting in the swivel chair and he wrapped his arms around her, hugging her from behind. 
"Good morning. How's it going, Beautiful?" He asked quietly.
"Almost done," Melissa said. "How are you?" 
"Well, I guess that depends," Kevin said. "How's the business?" 
Melissa laughed quietly. "Kevin, how long has it been since you've balanced your company checkbook?" 
"I always write in deposits or withdrawals," Kevin said. 
"Yeah, Sweetie, I know that," Melissa nodded. "But how long since you've balanced?" 
"What?" Kevin asked. 
"You know?" Melissa asked him. "Balanced the checkbook? Taken the bank statement and reconciled it against your account?" 
"I don't know," she could feel him shrug against her back as he answered. "That's why I have a smart and beautiful wife." 
Melissa laughed again. "Yeah," she said. "You have no idea, do you?" 
"I know how beautiful and smart you are," Kevin argued. 
"Yeah, I get that, but I mean you have no idea how much money you have, do you?"
"I guess not," Kevin said. "I mean, I keep track in my head of the basics…you know, costs, expenses, payroll, payments." 
"Right," Melissa said. "So what do you think, in your head, that you have in the company account?" 
"I don't know," Kevin said, taking a step back. "Sixty, maybe seventy thousand?" 
"Okay," Melissa said, laughing. "Tell me how you got to that number." 
"Well, I take the amounts coming in…let's say I bring in ten thousand one week. Then I deduct payroll for the week, my supplies, taxes, you know…and I just kind of make an estimate."  Kevin explained his logic. 
"Okay," Melissa laughed again. "Well, you're overestimating something. What are you paying yourself?" 
"I don't know," Kevin said. "If we need something, I just take some money out."
"Right," Melissa nodded. "So nothing…basically you're not paying yourself anything." 
"Is that bad?" Kevin asked. 
"Kevin, we have almost a quarter of a million dollars in the business account," Melissa said. 
"Oh," Kevin seemed to think about it for a moment. "Wait, is that good or bad?" 
"Well, that depends on how you look at it," Melissa explained. 
"It's October now, so if you carry that into the new year, that's bad. Taxes are going to kick your butt. However, if you need to buy something for the business, or if you want to pay yourself something, then we can get the money down to a reasonable amount, and not get reamed on taxes. Make sense?" Melissa asked. 
"Well, yeah," Kevin said. "I guess it does." 
"Okay," Melissa said. "So what do you need?" 
"Can I afford to give somebody on my crew a raise?" Kevin asked.
"Who and how much?" Melissa asked. 
"Darrel, say 25%?" Kevin said. 
"Sure," Melissa agreed. "You can do that." 
"Can I afford to start paying my accountant?" Kevin asked. 
Melissa laughed at first, but then realized he was serious. "Kevin, you don't have to do that. I do this because it's for us. It's our future." 
"I know," Kevin said. "But I was thinking, with as busy as I'm getting, it might be time to have a full-time person." 
"Anybody, in particular, you have in mind?" Melissa asked with a grin. 
"I've got this gorgeous brunette in mind," Kevin said. "About this tall," he held out his hand. "Blue eyes, tits like…pow!" He made a lewd gesture. "Sucks a cock like nobody's business. Super sweet ass…" 
"Uh-huh," Melissa nodded, laughing. "And what are you thinking this job is supposed to pay?" 
"I don't know, how much work do you think it would be?" Kevin asked. 
"Probably two days a week, maybe three during busy season and tax time," Melissa said. 
"Is three hundred per day enough?" Kevin asked.
"I'm sure that would get you someone decent," Melissa grinned. 
"Okay," Kevin said, turning to go. "I'll go give her a call," he said as he walked out of the study. 
He made it to the threshold before Melissa's fuzzy house shoe bounced off the back of his neck, making him duck down while laughing. He threw up his hands in surrender as he turned back to face her. 
"I'm kidding, I'm kidding," he laughed. "Would you do it?" 
"I would, but I might not if you're going to keep teasing me," Melissa warned, trying to look grumpy. 
"Okay, okay," Kevin gave in. "And if you want to do something else, if you have another job you'd rather do, I completely understand." 
"Well, I guess I do need a job," Melissa said with a shrug. "And I did always dream of working for some big strong sexy man with a big cock..."
"Oh yeah?" Kevin asked with a grin.   
"But I guess I could start with you until I find him," Melissa said with a devilish grin. 
"Ouch!" Kevin clutched at his chest. "Right in the heart!" 
They both had a good laugh over their joking, but then Kevin got serious. 
"I really do mean it, I need your help," he said. "Would that fix the tax thing?" 
"Some of it," Melissa admitted. "But you need to pay yourself something, and you still need to buy a few things. Do you need a new truck or something?" 
"I like my truck," Kevin groaned. 
"I know you do," Melissa said. "But you need some business expenses for work. We've got to bleed some cash."  
Kevin walked back toward her and opened his arms, Melissa moved to him and let his strong arms wrap around her. 
"Does my new accountant need a new car?" He asked. "Is that a business expense?" 
Melissa looked up into his eyes. "Mmh…probably not. That might be asking for an audit." 
"Okay," Kevin nodded. "I'll think of something." 
"It doesn't have to be immediate, but we don't want to wait too long," Melissa informed him. 
"Speaking of things immediate," Kevin said. "I need to tell you something. Something personal about our…well…you know," he said. 
"You can tell me anything," Melissa said. "You know I love you. Have you changed your mind about things? Do you want to stop?" 
"No," Kevin said. "It's not that." 
Melissa was a little bit concerned about how happy she was to hear that. "So what is it?" 
"I went to see somebody today," Kevin said quietly. 
He's doing it too, Melissa thought. He found somebody he wants to be with. "Who was it?" Melissa barely mustered the courage to ask. 
"It's a therapist," Kevin admitted. "A sex therapist." 
"What?" Melissa said, both joyful that it wasn't another woman and scared that he felt he needed that kind of help. 
"Look, it's not about you or what happened. It's about how I reacted to it," Kevin confessed. "I feel really bad about what I did…you know…right after?" 
"Kevin," Melissa said, looking up into his dark eyes. "I'm not upset about that. I…I…actually wanted that. I was looking back to tell you to do it right before you did it." 
Kevin looked at her, trying to decipher the truth of her words. 
"I'm not kidding!" Melissa clarified. "I wanted it. I wanted it exactly the way you gave it to me. It was such a turn-on." 
"It was?" Kevin was confused. 
"Yes!" Melissa confirmed. "The way you grabbed me, the way you just took control and did what you wanted...it was so hot!" 
"Oh," Kevin said. "Then maybe I shouldn't have had the conversation I did today." 
"No, Kevin," Melissa said. "If you felt the need to speak to somebody about it, that's a valid feeling. It obviously meant something different to you." 
"Well, it's funny you say that," Kevin said. "Because the doctor wants to see us both next time." 
"Both of us?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," Kevin assured her. "Tuesday afternoon, if you can come with me?" 
"Of course I'll go with you," Melissa said. 
"Okay," Kevin said. "I'll confirm the appointment with doctor Taylor." 
"Sure, Babe," Melissa said. "Now what do you say about getting some dinner?" 
"Order some Chinese?" He suggested. 
"That sounds perfect," Melissa said. 
"I'll go get the menu off the fridge," Kevin offered, turning to leave the office. 
Melissa was alone with her thoughts for the moment, wondering why Kevin had felt so bad about what had happened. Sure, he had been rough, but she had loved it. The way he took control of her and just took what he wanted, without asking anything…it had been so hot. And she hadn't lied to him. That was the hardest she'd ever orgasmed in her life. It was earth-shattering. She was getting damp just thinking about it, replaying it in her mind, trying to decipher what she might have done or said that made him feel he was in the wrong. 
Suddenly he re-entered the room, holding up the menu. 
"Got it," Kevin said. "I'm thinking Pork Lo Mein. What sounds good to you?" 
Melissa ordered the sweet and sour chicken, and they retired to the living room to watch TV until their food arrived. 
 





Chapter 4


Monday morning found Melissa sitting in her chair at the kitchen table again, drinking coffee and thinking about her visit tomorrow. Kevin had seemed perfectly normal. He had watched movies with her until bedtime, and she had made him a nice bacon and egg sandwich for breakfast before he left for work. He had kissed her goodbye, and everything seemed okay, but she was still worried about their upcoming visit with the therapist. She couldn't help but wonder why the doctor had wanted to talk to her. She also wondered how much information Kevin had given. She made a mental note to ask him tonight, so she wasn't walking into a surprise.  
Tiffany knocked this time, which was different for her, and called out through the screen door. 
"Hey Melissa," her voice filtered into the room. 
"It's open, Tiffany," Melissa called back to her. 
Tiffany walked in and went right to the cupboard, finding a mug and filling it full of the dark magic liquid that she loved to share with Melissa. 
"How are you today, Sweetie?" Melissa asked. 
"I'm okay I think," Tiffany said. 
"No more bloodshot eyes?" Melissa grinned. 
"No, nothing like that," Tiffany looked embarrassed. 
"Hey," Melissa said, gently touching her arm. "It's nothing to be embarrassed about. It's happened to all of us at some point." 
"It has?" Tiffany asked in surprise. 
"Sure," Melissa said, waving her hand. "Very common issue." 
"Has Kevin ever…I mean…you know…has he done that to you?" Tiffany asked. 
"Oh yeah," Melissa nodded. "Not on purpose," she clarified. "But yeah, there's not much of me that hasn't had his stuff on it or in it at some point." 
"Oh my," Tiffany said, blushing again. 
"It's not a bad thing," Melissa said. "Sometimes I kind of like it." 
"You do?" Tiffany seemed dumbfounded. "You like it?" 
"Well, yeah," Melissa shrugged. "If you like the guy, it can be kind of nice. It's kind of like…I don't know…like they're claiming you or something. Marking their territory?" 
"I see," Tiffany said. "That sounds kind of…you know…primal." 
"Yeah," Melissa agreed. "It is. That's exactly it." 
"I guess that could be a turn-on," Tiffany said. 
"Yeah, try it sometime," Melissa encouraged. "Let him cum on your tits or whatever. It kind of feels good." 
"Well, that's something I wanted to talk to you about," Tiffany admitted. 
"You want to talk to me about letting a guy cum on your tits?" Melissa asked. 
"No!" Tiffany said. "Don't be so lewd! I wanted to talk to you about maybe watching Trent for me again?" 
"Oh," Melissa said. "Somebody got asked out on another date?" 
"I did," Tiffany grinned. 
"Good for you!" Melissa said. "I'm really happy for you, Tiffany. That's great news."
"Thanks, Mel," Tiffany said. "But I wanted to know if there was something…you know…maybe something you could teach me how to do?" 
"Look, Tiffany," Melissa said. "I'm sure that Bernard likes you just the way you are. You don't have to do anything except be yourself," she explained, taking another sip of coffee.  
"That's very sweet of you to say," Tiffany said. "But I want you to show me how to deep throat." 
"Pffft!" Melissa made a noise and sprayed coffee all over the table. She was coughing and gasping, trying to catch her breath. 
"What?" Tiffany asked. "I never learned, and I think it would be a really nice thing to do for Bernard." 
"Look," Melissa said after she regained her composure. "I'm sure whatever…oral attention…you're giving Bernard is perfectly fi…"
"No," Tiffany said adamantly. "It's not. If he can make me cum with his mouth, I want to be able to do that for him!" 
"Okay," Melissa agreed, a little surprised at Tiffany's urgency. 
"So…what do we do?" Tiffany asked. "You just tell me and I'll do it!" 
"Well, we need a…you know…a substitute," Melissa explained. "That you can practice with…you know? Do you have any sex toys or something like that?" 
"No," Tiffany said, looking like she might cry. 
"Don't worry, Honey," Melissa reassured her. "We can find something that will work. I think I have some Polish sausage in the freezer." 
"What?" Tiffany asked. "Will that actually work?" 
"It's what I used when I learned," Melissa shrugged. 
"I knew you would know how," Tiffany said triumphantly. "I'll bet you can swallow Kevin's whole penis, can't you?"
Melissa could feel her face turning bright red with embarrassment. 
"I'll bet you can," Tiffany said excitedly. "Is it awesome? Does he love it?" 
"He doesn't have any complaints," Melissa admitted. 
Melissa went to the freezer and retrieved a package of Polish sausage. She opened the container and withdrew two of the thick meaty links and put them on a plate. 
"What are you doing?" Tiffany asked. "We don't have to cook it first, do we?" 
"No," Melissa laughed. "We don't. But we do have to thaw it out. It's really hard to deep-throat anything frozen." 
She put it in the microwave to defrost and went back to her coffee. 
"I know you probably think this is silly or stupid," Tiffany explained. "But I really do like Bernard, and I just want to be able to make him happy. Sometimes I wonder if that is why Trent's father left, you know? Because in the end, there wasn't anything I could do that would make him happy. He just ignored me, no matter how much I tried to be sexy or romantic." 
"Honey," Melissa sympathized. "I'm sure that wasn't the reason." 
"I tried losing weight," Tiffany sniffed back a tear. "I tried everything I could think of. I was willing to do anything, but he just stayed so distant." 
Melissa nodded her understanding. 
"I know I'm a big girl, and I know I can be a lot to deal with," Tiffany said. "But it still hurt, you know? To be rejected like that, over and over by the father of your child? I don't want anything like that to ever happen again. I want Bernard to know right from the start that I like him." 
"You're a quality woman, Tiff, and you deserve to be with a quality man," Melissa explained. "And when you find one, it comes so easy." 
"It does?" Tiffany asked. "How do you keep Kevin from straying? I mean, I see the way he looks at you sometimes, and it makes me so jealous. I mean, I'm happy for you, but it also stings a little, you know? Oh, I'm sorry. That's a dreadful thing to say, but he just has that whole rugged tough-guy look about him, you know? I mean, he looks like he could arm wrestle a bear, and he's always so dark and tan from working in the sun. But then he looks at you, and he just looks soft as a teddy bear." 
"Thank you," Melissa said, suddenly feeling a little emotional. "Thank you for saying that. Sometimes I forget how special he is." 
"So how do you do it?" Tiffany asked. "How do you keep him so happy?" 
"I'm no expert at relationships, Tiffany," Melissa admitted. "But I try to follow two simple rules." 
"Which are?" 
"Stomach full, balls empty," Melissa said with a little smile. 
"Well, whatever you do, it's working for you," Tiffany said. "I just want a little of that magic too." 
The microwave beeped, and Melissa got up to retrieve their plate of sausage. She brought it to the table, along with two tea towels, and set it down between them. 
"Okay," Melissa began. "Take a towel and pick your sausage up." 
Tiffany reached down and tenderly grasped one of the links. 
"What do I do now?" Tiffany asked. 
"I want you to grasp it at the base," Melissa instructed, demonstrating with her own. 
Tiffany watched and mimicked Melissa's hold on the meat tube. 
"The first mistake that a lot of girls make," Melissa continued, "is trying to go straight at it. And that's a recipe for bruised tonsils. It's not the natural shape of our mouth or our throat. So what we want to do first is get the angle right. Try to come at it from an angle that lets you tilt your head back." She held the sausage above her head and tilted her head to demonstrate. 
"Now what?" Tiffany asked, replicating Melissa's position. 
"Now you're going to take it into your mouth as far as you feel like you can go," Melissa said, slowly lowering the sausage into her mouth. 
Tiffany did the same, but almost immediately gagged. 
Melissa withdrew her sausage. "That's okay, Tiffany," she said. "That's completely natural. One thing you can do is make a noise when it gets to that point." 
"What?" Tiffany asked with wide eyes. 
"I know," Melissa said, shaking her head. "It sounds crazy, but it opens the throat. Trust me, it works." 
She demonstrated, letting the sausage hit the back of her throat and then making a retching sound while inserting it further. She was able to get most of the sausage in her throat and kept making the noise while letting it in even further. She looked over to see if Tiffany was watching, and she could see the wide-eyed amazement written on her face. She choked a little and withdrew the meat from her mouth, leaving a long trail of pearly spittle. Melissa reached for the towel to clean her mouth off. 
"I didn't realize this would be so…so gross," Tiffany said, scrunching her face. 
"It's a messy business," Melissa conceded. "But it works." 
"I could see the thing in your throat," Tiffany said. "You got that deep."
Melissa laughed. 
"Do guys like that?" Tiffany asked. "All the choking and gagging and throat bulging?" 
"They certainly seem to," Melissa grinned. 
"And all that spit?" Tiffany still seemed grossed out by what she had witnessed. "Do the guys…I mean it looks like…well…do they…"
"Yes," Melissa sighed. "I know, it looks like cum. It looks like you're sucking a cock with a mouthful of cum. It's a huge turn-on for the guys…trust me." 
"Does it really work? I mean, do they like it that much?" Tiffany asked.
"Imagine a man was going down on you," Melissa explained. "Now imagine his tongue could reach to the bottom. How would that feel to you?" 
Tiffany thought about that for a moment. "I think I should keep trying," she finally said.  
"Yeah, keep going," Melissa encouraged. "It takes time. But when you feel like you're gagging, that's when you're doing it right. Just remember to tilt your head back, open the natural pathway, and breathe through your nose."
They had been practicing for about an hour when Melissa's phone rang. She answered and Kevin was on the line, just saying hello and asking what was for dinner.
"How do you feel about Polish Sausage?" Melissa asked, sending Tiffany into a fit of giggles. 


 




 





Chapter 5


Tiffany didn't make it by the house Tuesday morning, but Melissa didn't get lonely. She was getting ready to go take her bath when she received a text message from Enrique.  
"How does your weekend look?" He asked her.
Melissa checked her calendar to see if she and Kevin had anything penciled in, but saw nothing. 
"Wide open," Melissa sent back with a winking emoji. 
"And you're sure your husband is good with this?" Enrique texted her his question.
"Yes," Melissa responded. 
"Saturday night work for you?" Enrique asked.
"I'd love to see you Saturday," Melissa answered. 
"Should I bring anything?" Enrique sent another question. "Not sure what the proper etiquette is to say thanks for letting me sleep with your wife?" 
Melissa laughed out loud as she read his words. 
"Bottle of wine?" Enrique followed. 
"Sure," Melissa said. "That would be great." 
"Sorry," Enrique typed. "I'm not trying to be funny, I just don't know how this works. I'm kind of nervous about it." 
"That's okay," Melissa said. "It's new for us too. We can all learn together." 
"Okay," Enrique replied. 
"Would it help if I told you how I see it going?" Melissa sent her own question. 
"Yeah, that might help," Enrique sent back to her. 
"I can picture me on my hands and knees," Melissa typed. "Sucking your big thick cock while my husband eats me out from behind, getting me ready for you." 
"That does sound pretty sexy," Enrique admitted.  
"And then I can turn around and suck him while you fuck me," Melissa sent. 
"That sounds hot," Enrique typed back.
"Would you like that?" Melissa texted. "Would you like to be thrusting into me from behind, pushing my mouth forward on my husband's cock while you fucked me?" 
"Oh yeah!" Enrique responded. "I'd fuck that cock right down your throat." 
"And then you can swap spots," Melissa sent. "I'll suck your cock still wet from my pussy, and when you switch back, I want you there…in my ass."  
"You make a compelling argument," Enrique sent with a smiling face emoji. "I'm getting so horny."  
Melissa smiled, imagining him getting hard while reading her dirty text messages. 
"You can touch yourself if you want to," Melissa typed. "Just imagine being inside of my hot and tight ass while you grab that heavy cock and stroke it."
"Shit," he replied simply. 
"Can't you picture it, looking down at my milky white ass cheeks, with your big cock right in the middle, my tightest hole stretching around you?" 
He didn't reply right away, so Melissa didn't know if he was somewhere he couldn't talk, or if he couldn't respond because he was touching himself. 
"Can you feel it? Can you feel how tight I'm going to grip your cock? Can't you imagine me looking over my shoulder at you and begging for it? Begging for you to fuck my little ass?" 
"God yes," Enrique replied briefly. 
"Are you touching yourself now?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," was his one-word response. 
"Mmh," Melissa typed back. "Good. I want you to. Can I see it?" 
A picture started downloading, and when it finished she could see that same lovely dark dick she had enjoyed a few nights ago, wrapped up tight in strong hands. 
"That looks so fucking tasty," Melissa said. "I can't wait to have it again." 
"What are you going to do with it?" Enrique replied to her. 
"I'm going to do everything," Melissa said. "Anything you want. I want to taste it, and I want it inside of me sooo bad. I want you in every hole I have." 
"Can I have a pic?" Enrique asked. 
Melissa quickly took off her shirt, unclasped her bra, and snapped a picture of her C-cup breasts. She didn't like that one, so she deleted it and pressed her breasts together, lifting them to bring them more into focus. She decided that was good enough, and sent that to Enrique. 
"Oh my God," Enrique sent back. "So sexy!" 
"These tits would look even better with your cum sprayed over them," Melissa responded. "Your warm jizz dripping down my nipples."  
"Your ass," Enrique sent. "Pic please?" 
Melissa smiled at his words on her phone. She pulled her shorts down and bend forward, reaching behind herself awkwardly and snapping a photo. It didn't work out exactly as she had hoped, so she tried again. The second photo got deleted as well, and the third photo she took still wasn't perfect, but she was afraid it was taking too long, so she sent the picture to him. The photo showed off the curve of her ass and gave just a peek of her puckered hole and her damp pussy underneath.  
"Fuck," Enrique sent back. "Hot!" 
"I want a video," Melissa replied to him, knowing his short replies meant he was busy stroking his dick. "I want to see your cum shot."
Nothing came through for the next three minutes, but then a video began to download. Melissa waited impatiently while it loaded, and as soon as it was ready she hit the play button. She watched the video, which looked like it was filmed inside Enrique's apartment bathroom, as he stroked himself. She could see every vein, standing in clear relief now as he was completely engorged. His thick cock looked so hard, and she could tell by the clear drops leaking from his swollen tip that he was very close. She reached down to her phone, cranking up the volume to better hear any audio. 
She could hear his groans as he stroked himself, his fingers sliding up and down his heavy shaft and over his swollen tip, and then she got what she was after. The splattering wet sound as ropes of pearly white cum launched from his tip and landed on the tiled floor of his bathroom. She didn't even realize she was doing it, but she was biting her lower lip as she watched the video, desire burning in her groin as she watched him shudder and twitch.     
"That was so sexy," she typed back, trying to resist touching herself. "I wish I had been there so you could have shot it all over my face." 
"Or deep inside your pretty little ass," Enrique typed back. 
"That would be really good too," Melissa replied. "Maybe this weekend we can do both?"  
"Saturday at seven?" Enrique asked. 
"Perfect," Melissa responded. "I'll send the address."
She typed in her street address and then set her phone down, thinking she might need a cold shower instead of a hot bath, to get ready for her meeting later with Kevin at the therapist's office. She gathered her bra and her shirt and walked upstairs topless, to start running the water. She decided to go with her original plan, soaking in a nice long hot bath, but studiously avoiding her phone. 
Melissa kept up her strength for a long time but eventually broke down and grabbed the device. Re-reading their shared texts, and looking over the images while lying back beneath the warm water, her left hand manipulated the device while her right hand slipped below the surface. She gasped lightly, feeling her heart rate increase as she began to swirl small circles over her engorged clit with her fingers. She reached down further as she read what he had said about her back door, and she rubbed her fingertips across the puckered flesh of her anus. 
She sighed in pleasure as she moved her hand back to her pussy, dipping two fingers inside her hungry hole and stroking them gently in and out. She finished herself by rubbing her bud rapidly while she watched the video of Enrique cumming over and over again. She arched her back in the tub and sighed heavily as she reached her peak, rubbing herself tenderly as she reached completion. 
After her self-play session, she washed and conditioned her hair, and then grabbed her favorite shower gel to wash her entire body thoroughly. After she had rinsed off she stepped out of the tub, reaching for her favorite soft fluffy towel to dry off. An hour later she came back downstairs, dressed and ready. Her make-up was perfect and her hair was on-point. She didn't know the doctor Kevin wanted her to go with him to visit, but she wanted to make sure she looked as good as possible when she first met him. 
She relaxed around the house for a while, watched a little TV, and she was ready when Kevin came to pick her up just after two.  
"You look amazing," Kevin said. "You didn't have to go all out. It's not that formal." 
"I don't want your doctor, whoever he is, to think you're married to some white-trash housewife," Melissa protested. 
"Okay," Kevin grinned, choosing not to reveal all he knew about Doctor Taylor. 
"Are you ready?" Melissa asked. 
"Yeah, I'm ready," Kevin said, following her out the door, locking it behind them, and then opening the truck door for her.
He couldn't resist giving her a pat on the bottom as she climbed up into the truck, and she shot him a grin as he closed the door behind her. He climbed behind the wheel and started the drive to the office downtown. 
"You really do look nice," Kevin said. "Really pretty."  
"Thank you," Melissa said. "But I need to tell you, the reason I'm so flushed is probably that I was sexting with Enrique today." 
"Oh yeah?" Kevin asked with an arched eyebrow. "Should I be worried?" 
"No," Melissa assured him. "He was just asking about this weekend. It was my fault. I started it." 
"Did you finish it?" Kevin asked. "Or did you leave the poor guy with blue balls?" 
Melissa snorted out a little laugh. "I finished it," she said. "And then after, in the tub I finished myself, re-reading it." 
"Well I'm sorry I wasn't there for that," Kevin said. 
"Think you could have given me a hand?" Melissa grinned. 
"Would have if you had asked," Kevin smiled back. "But I'd be just as happy to watch." 
"You would like watching me touch myself?" Melissa asked. 
"I would love it," Kevin nodded. 
"Well, maybe later tonight, after dinner, I can give you a sneak preview?" Melissa said. 
"It's a date," Kevin agreed. 







Chapter 6


They walked into the small but comfortable waiting room, and Kevin went to the receptionist to let them know he was there for his appointment.  
Melissa took a seat by the coffee table and picked up a magazine to thumb through the pages. She was more nervous about the appointment than she cared to admit, wondering what Kevin had already told the doctor about, or how much he had said. She tried some deep breaths, reminding herself that Kevin loved her and that he wouldn't do anything that would hurt her, but her nerves were still on edge.
Kevin came and sat next to her, smiling at her before picking up a magazine himself. Melissa's head snapped up when the side door opened and a gorgeous redhead stepped into the waiting room. She was tall and elegant, and her green eyes positively glowed. Who the hell is that? Melissa asked herself.  
"Kevin?" The woman spoke. 
"Hi, Doc," Kevin said. 
"And I must assume this beautiful woman with you is Melissa?" The woman said, looking into Melissa's blue eyes. 
"Yes, Doctor," Kevin confirmed. 
"I'm so glad you could make it," Doctor Taylor said. "I've heard so much about you." 
"Thank you, Doctor," Melissa said. "Apparently Kein didn't tell me everything about you." 
"Oh," Rebecca laughed. "Everybody thinks that," she waved it off. "ApparentlyI've got a very manly last name." 
"I'm sorry, Doctor Taylor," Melissa said as they walked down the hall to her office. 
"It's no trouble, really," she assured her. "And please, call me Rebecca." 
"Okay," Melissa said, feeling like punching Kevin in the gut for not telling her Doctor Taylor was a beautiful woman. 
"Please come in and have a seat wherever you'd like," Rebecca said, motioning to the chairs and couches spread around the room. 
Melissa sat closest to her, between the doctor and Kevin on a chair near the desk. 
Doctor Taylor kicked off the conversation. 
"Kevin has told me a lot already," Rebecca began. "But he has some concerns that he voiced to me at our first meeting, which is why I wanted to invite you here." 
"Okay," Melissa nodded. 
"I understand that this is not a conventional relationship," the doctor continued. "But, I don't want you to think that I am implying that what you have going on is wrong or bad. I know many unconventional relationships that are functioning perfectly. Different is just different, not better, not worse. Do you understand?" 
"I do," Melissa found herself nodding again. 
"Good. Then let me begin with a short recap of what Kevin has told me," Doctor Taylor said. "He explained a desire, a fantasy if you will, to see you perform sexually with another man."
"Yes, that's correct," Melissa agreed. 
Rebecca nodded. "Kevin further stated that you had a rendezvous with a man that you found attractive and that your meeting culminated in oral sex with the man." 
"That's true," Melissa said. "But I did have my husband's permission, and I asked him before engaging if he still wanted the fantasy to become real." 
"Oh yes," Rebecca agreed. "Kevin said as much. I don't mean this to sound like an indictment of your actions at all. Kevin said you did it with his full permission and even his encouragement." 
"Yes," Melissa agreed, relieved that her husband wasn't leaving out details to make her sound like a harlot.
"You have to understand," the doctor continued. "I will be asking you personal questions, very intimate questions, and I need you to understand this is a safe space. You can  say whatever you need to say without the fear of judgment or blame."
"I understand," Melissa nodded again. 
"Okay," Rebecca stated. "With that being said, I'm going to ask. Did you perform oral sex to completion?" 
"Yes," Melissa said. 
"And with that," Rebecca shifted in her seat before continuing. "What did you do with that?" 
"With what?" Melissa asked, slightly confused. 
"I mean, did he wear a condom? Did he finish in your mouth? Did you swallow his semen?" Rebecca asked very flatly. 
"Uh…no, yes, and yes," Melissa said. "He did not wear a condom, he did finish in my mouth, and I did swallow." 
"Okay," Rebecca made a note in her notebook before continuing. "Kevin tells me he was very aroused by your performance, and that he encouraged you to arrange another meeting with this man to have sex with him. Is that your recollection of the events as well?" 
"Yes," Melissa replied. "I did arrange a date with the man, and we went out for drinks and then back to his place for sex." 
"Excellent," Rebecca said, before catching herself. "Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to imply that I was cheering for you, I just wanted to say that this is exactly as Kevin described the event." 
Melissa said nothing but nodded her agreement. 
"And Kevin says you sent pictures and video evidence of the things you did with this other man, is that also how you recall it?" 
"Yes," Melissa agreed. "Pictures and video he asked for." 
Doctor Taylor nodded. "Yes, again, I apologize if this is sounding like an inquisition. He did say he requested the photos and videos." 
"So," Rebecca started anew. "Would you say that so far, we have an adequate understanding of the events leading up to Kevin picking you up?" 
"Yes," Melissa nodded, looking at Kevin. "I would say that is what happened." 
"Okay," Rebecca agreed with a nod. "Kevin, at this point, could I ask you to please wait in the hall while I talk to Melissa?" 
"Uh…sure?" Kevin said. "As long as Melissa is okay with that?" 
He looked at her and she nodded her consent, so he stood up and walked to the door. He looked back as if he wanted to say something further, but he did not speak. Instead, he walked out the door and closed it softly behind himself. 
"Are you okay with this, Melissa?" Rebecca asked. "Talking with me alone?" 
"Yes, I think so," Melissa answered. "I was a little taken off guard at first." 
"Why so?" Rebecca asked.
"Well, because I've never spoken with a therapist before, for one thing. And for another, Kevin did not explain that you were a gorgeous woman, but I think I'm okay now." 
Rebecca laughed at her compliment. "I appreciate that, but in fairness, I also underbid you by a wide margin." 
"Excuse me?" Melissa asked. 
"Kevin explained that you were beautiful, but I had no idea. When I saw you sitting there in my waiting room, I was afraid my eyes would pop out of my head," Rebecca admitted. "You are remarkable." 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "But I do wish he'd told me about you." 
"Let me say that I am very impressed by what he has told me about you," Rebecca said. "And probably, in all honesty, a little bit jealous." 
Melissa did let out a little laugh at that comment as she relaxed a bit. "It really is a crazy life," she said. "I'm just happy to be in it." 
"I can see that," Rebecca said. "But let me get to why I wanted Kevin out of the room." 
Melissa steeled herself for the worst. 
"He feels like the way he was with you…after your second interaction…he feels that he was rough," Rebecca said. 
"I see," Melissa nodded. 
"He feels as if what he did may have crossed a line," the doctor continued. "He feels as if what he did, with how he behaved, was a…I don't know the exact word…violation?" 
"It wasn't," Melissa ensured her. "I wanted it that way. I don't mean to sound too forward or vulgar, and I was afraid when he first pulled me out of the truck," Melissa admitted. "But when he bent me over the tailgate and went down on me…oh my god," she rolled her eyes back to demonstrate the pleasure. 
"I see," Rebecca said. "And this was after you had been with your date?"
"Yes," Melissa said. "Immediately after." 
"And did you use condoms on this visit?" 
"No." 
"So…" Rebecca paused. "Weren't you…you know…kind of a mess? Back there I mean?" 
"I was," Melissa nodded. "My date had completed inside of me…twice. I warned him. I told him I was dirty, and he said he didn't care." 
"So he just ate you to completion? With another man's…you know…with all that?" Rebecca's eyes were wide. 
Melissa nodded once more. "I know it's wrong," she said, looking down. "I know I shouldn't have liked it, but I loved it. It felt so raw and dirty. I came so fast and so hard." 
"I'll bet," Rebecca said, subconsciously biting her lower lip. "And then?" 
"And then he just slid inside of me," Melissa said. "And that felt amazing. Having him inside me while I was so…messy and wet…it was incredible. But then he pulled out." 
"That's what he said," Rebecca nodded. 
"He pulled out and put it in my ass," Melissa continued. "I turned around to tell him yes. I was going to tell him I wanted it, but then he pushed in, and I couldn't say a word. All I could do was moan and groan." 
"And it was pleasurable?" Rebecca asked. "The anal sex?" 
"I came harder than I ever have…in my life," Melissa said plainly.   
"Damn," Rebecca said. "It sounds like Kevin has this all wrong." 
"How so?" Melissa asked. 
"Well, he feels like he was too rough, too mean. He asked me if it was a form of rape?" Rebecca clarified. "But from what I'm hearing from your side, it sounds like this was something you very much wanted."
"It was," Melissa said softly. "I wanted it so bad." 
"So that is part of the turn-on for you?" Rebecca asked. "The reclaiming after the event?" 
"Reclaiming?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes, that's what he's doing, you know?" Rebecca locked eyes with Melissa. "He's letting you know that you belong to him, and no matter how much he lets you play with others, he will always reclaim you after the event." 
"I hadn't thought of it that way," Melissa conceded. "But I can kind of see it now that you mention it." 
Rebecca nodded. "That's what it looks like to me. So, what I'm going to do now is call him back in, and I'm going to explain that behavior to him, and I want you to be able to be free to tell him anything you're feeling. Is that okay?" 
Melissa nodded her consent. 
"But, before I do that, can I ask you a few more questions?" 
"Sure," Melissa agreed.
"Is it as awesome as it sounds?" Rebecca asked, leaning close to Melissa like a schoolgirl ready to hear juicy gossip. "Having more than one guy?" 
Melissa laughed. "It's pretty incredible," she admitted. "But I'll know more this weekend. Enrique is coming over, and we're planning to all be involved. The three of us." 
"Oh my god, that's so hot!" Rebecca said quietly. "Both of them?" 
Melissa nodded and grinned. 
"I'm officially jealous," Rebecca said. "I want to be you when I grow up." 
"I'll let you know how it goes," Melissa laughed. 
"Please do," Rebecca said. "And if it's not too forward of me…if you two ever decide to go the other way…you know…if you need another girl..." she let the statement hang. 
"Give you a call?" Melissa grinned. "I might just do that."  
"I mean it," Rebecca laughed. "I mean, it seems you both prefer it the other way…but I am a single lady…just in case you change your minds." 
"Be careful what you wish for," Melissa said quietly. "As sexy as you are, Kevin may have to fight me just to have a chance."   
"You never know," Rebecca said with a grin and a wink. "As good as you look, I might be just fine with that."   









Chapter 7


"I'm glad you brought me with you," Melissa said, alone with Kevin in the truck.  
"Well, I'm glad you told me how you felt about the other night," Kevin said. "I was so scared that I hurt you." 
"Not at all," Melissa explained. "I meant what I said. I wanted it like that. I wanted it so very badly. It was raw and in the moment, and it was so fucking hot."  
"I'm glad you liked it," Kevin said. "And it was super hot. I came so hard my nuts hurt." 
Melissa laughed at his comment. "I'll kiss them tonight and make them feel all better." 
Kevin laughed at that too. 
"Oh, by the way, Doctor Taylor wants to fuck you pretty badly," Melissa added. 
"What?" Kevin said, swerving for a moment.
"Uh-oh," Melissa laughed. "Looks like she may not be the only interested party…" 
"It's not interest, it's shock," Kevin said, straightening the wheel. "You're pulling my leg."
"Why would I do that?" Melissa asked. "To tease you?" 
"I don't know," Kevin said. "It just sounds like a joke. I mean, she's hot and all, but she's a doctor. She doesn't want anything to do with a nasty old roofer. And a married old roofer at that!" 
"You're not old or nasty," Melissa said. "You're a sexy young man, and you have to understand what she's used to seeing." 
"What do you mean?" Kevin asked. 
"All she deals with are other pencil neck geeks who are also doctors, or over-weight middle-aged guys who watch too much porn," Melissa laughed. "And here's a strong young man, tall, dark, and handsome, with good ethics…talking openly about wife sharing? You've got to admit, that's pretty hot! It's a slam dunk." 
"Well, I'm not trying to slam or dunk anybody…except maybe my wife," Kevin grinned. 
"Can you wait until after dinner?" Melissa asked with a smile. 
"I'll try," Kevin sighed, pretending that she was prolonging his agony. 
Melissa laughed and punched him on the shoulder. 
They made it safely home and walked in. Melissa had the crockpot going, and the smell permeated the house. 
"Mmh," Kevin said sniffing the air. "Smells good in here." 
"Should be just about ready," Melissa said, pulling back the top and stirring the kraut and sausages. 
"I'm not complaining at all," Kevin started. "But what made you decide on the sausage tonight?" 
"Funny story," Melissa said. "True story. Tiffany came over this morning…" 
"Oh shit," Kevin said, slapping his hand to his forehead. 
"It wasn't that bad," Melissa said. "She just wanted to learn how to deep throat." 
"What!" Kevin blurted out, laughing out loud. "Did you…I mean…wait. What?" 
"I showed her a few things," Melissa laughed along with him. 
Kevin tried to look into the crock pot. 
"I didn't keep the training sausages!" Melissa said, giggling and slapping him on the arm again. 
"Oh, okay," Kevin said. "Was she any good at it?" 
"Not when she got here," Melissa said. "But she can hold her own now." 
"I don't know if you're the best teacher," Kevin said teasingly. 
"Oh yeah?" Melissa said. "Care to see my technique?" 
"I'd love to," Kevin grinned. 
"Let's have dinner first," Melissa said. "And then I can show you exactly how good I am." 
"Let's eat!" Kevin declared, clapping his hands. 
After they ate Kevin helped her clear the table, put away the leftovers, and clean the dishes. 
"Why don't you go upstairs and take a shower," Melissa suggested. "I'll be up there in a bit." 
Kevin followed her suggestions, going up to the bedroom and stripping off his clothes for a nice warm shower. By the time he came out of the shower, wearing only a towel, Melissa was already in bed. Kevin watched in wide-eyed amazement at the scene unfolding before him. His wife was on the bed, completely nude, with her legs spread wide and bent at the knee. Her hand was down by her groin, and with the lights on, he could see her rubbing herself and staring into his eyes.
"Oh my god," Kevin said in a hushed tone. "You look so beautiful right now."
"You said you wanted to see it," Melissa husked back to him. 
"Would you like your toy?" Kevin asked.  
"Would you like to watch me use it on myself?" Melissa asked, still rubbing her pussy. 
"God yes," Kevin breathed the words. 
"Can you get it and put some lube on it for me?" Melissa asked. 
Kevin scrambled to the nightstand, pulling the realistic dildo from its packaging and slathering it with lube while trying to watch her at the same time. She reached out for the synthetic cock and Kevin handed it over. She reached down and pressed the oversized bulbous tip against her opening, then adjusted her grip downward onto the fake balls, and inserted it halfway inside herself. 
Her head fell back and she sighed as the shaft penetrated her walls. Kevin stared entranced as she worked the toy slowly in and out of her pussy, making small circles on her clit with her other hand, all while looking directly at her husband. 
"Do I look sexy?" Melissa asked. 
"You look incredible!" Kevin assured her. 
"Do you want me?" She kept her tone low and seductive. 
Kevin didn't say a word. He simply dropped his hold on the towel he had wrapped around his waist, letting his massive erection swing free. 
"Ooh," Melissa sighed. "That looks yummy." 
"Can I help you?" Kevin asked. "Is there something I could do?"
"You could lick my clit while I fuck myself with this big dick," Melissa moaned to him. "You could make me cum all over this thick cock." 
Kevin went to her immediately, leaning down as she moved one of her hands out of the way. He pressed his mouth against her clitoris, licking slowly with the wide flat of his tongue. Melissa groaned in response and pushed her hips upward toward his mouth. His licking intensified, but he could see the awkward angle she had to use to keep thrusting with the silicone toy. 
"Would you like me to take over?" Kevin asked. 
"Could you please?" Melissa asked. "Keep licking though. That feels fucking good!" 
Kevin grabbed the silicone toy and began to thrust it, using his hands to deliver long, smooth, deep strokes into her while he used his tongue to flick her nub. He could tell by the way she was thrashing that she was getting close, and he intensified his efforts with both stimuli. He began to press more intently with the fake cock, driving it deep inside of her until it bottomed out, while driving her crazy with quick up-and-down flicks of his tongue on her aroused bud.  
"Do it, Baby," he said to her, stopping momentarily. "Cum all over this big thick cock." 
"Oh fuck!" Melissa cried out as he attacked once more, pushing her over the ledge. 
She bucked and thrashed as her orgasm blasted through her, making her quiver and clutch. She could feel the walls of her pussy grabbing at the silicone toy stuffed deep inside of her and she sighed contentedly as Kevin slowly withdrew the massive toy. He continued to tend to her, moving down to her opening to lick up all the juices her action had created. She could feel his tongue slipping inside her open and wanting hole, and as he tongued her out she tried to catch her breath and recover from her climax. 
"Good?" Kevin finally asked, looking up at her from between her legs. 
"So good," Melissa said with a happy smile. "Would you like to see my oral technique now?" 
"Not yet," Kevin said. "I want you to cum again." 
"What?" Melissa asked with a look of surprise. 
"Hands and knees," Kevin directed. 
Melissa rolled over onto her belly and then lifted herself to get up on her knees before leaning back down to rest on her elbows. She couldn't see what was happening, but she felt Kevin moving on the bed behind her. Suddenly she could feel the pressure inside again as Kevin pushed the thick toy back into her pussy. He stroked it in and out of her a few times, and then she felt it. His mouth was against her anus, and his tongue darted out, trying to push inside. 
The initial feeling was that of a tickle, an odd sensation that traveled up her spine, but as he continued to lick and kiss and suck at her asshole, the feeling changed. It started to feel good, making her moan as he continued to stroke the toy. She could feel herself opening up to him, and he was finally able to get the tip of his tongue inside her tight little ring. 
Melissa lost all sense of time. She had no idea how long Kevin had been behind her. The only thing she could concentrate on was the magical way he was teasing her ass open with his mouth, and the deliciously full feeling of her pussy being stuffed by the silicone cock. He had always been like this, patient and willing to take his time. She knew he had to go to work in the morning, but if it took two hours to make her cum by licking her butthole, then he was going to spend the time. She had no idea it would happen that way, but after a few more minutes of his attention, she found herself wanting it. 
"I want it," she said over her shoulder. 
"What do you want?" Kevin stopped long enough to ask, immediately dipping back down to lick her again. 
"I want it in my ass," she said. "I want your cock." 
"Is that what you want, or what you think I want?" Kevin asked. 
"I want it!" She repeated forcefully. "Please?" 
"I'll give it to you if that's what you want," Kevin said. "But I want you to do something for me." 
"Anything," Melissa promised. "I'll do anything." 
"When our guest is here," Kevin said. "I want you to give it to him too." 
Melissa froze, suddenly remembering she had forgotten to tell Kevin about Enrique's wishes. "He wants it too," Melissa said. "I'm so sorry, Kevin. I forgot to tell you." 
"That's okay," Kevin said. "If you're willing to do that for him, maybe a little practice will help you?"
He continued to lick her rosebud, feeling it open against his mouth as he pressed his tongue in deeper. 
"Fuck," Melissa grunted, pushing back against the thrusting of the toy and the teasing of his tongue. "I'll do it. I'll do whatever you say, just please give it to me?" 
"Only if you truly want it," Kevin teased, licking her more. 
"I'm dying for it!" She promised. 
"Okay," Kevin said, finally lifting his mouth from her crack. "But I want to keep the toy in. I want both your holes stuffed full." 
"Yesss," Melissa moaned. "God yes, whatever you want, please?" 
Kevin used the lubricant to slather his raging erection until it was well-coated and shiny. He then moved forward on his knees, carefully holding the toy in place with his left hand, he used his right to push the tip of his cock against her asshole. Ever so gently he began to slide in, pushing her open, watching as her tight little flesh ring opened to accomodate him. Once his tip was in past her sphincter, she surprised him by pushing back against him, driving his cock halfway inside her ass. 
"Fucking shit!" Melissa cried out. "That's so big!" 
"Too much?" Kevin asked. 
"No, no, don't you dare!" Melissa warned. "It feels so good. Fuck me." 
Kevin began to stroke gently into her, only inserting a little and then pulling back, giving her time to get used to his size. 
"Are you okay?" Kevin asked when she pushed back hard against him and suddenly went completely rigid. 
"No," Melissa cried out. "I'm…I'm…I'm cumming!"
Her pussy spasmed so hard the silicone toy shot out of her and onto the bed, and Kevin could feel – even from inside her ass – as her body pulsated and shook while her orgasm flowed through her. 
"Keep going," she finally said. "I want to feel you. I want to feel you deep." 
Kevin granted her request, starting to drive into her in long slow strokes, looking down in amazement at his cock disappeared into her stretched dark hole. 
"That's it," Melissa encouraged. "Fuck me. Fuck my ass hard!" 
Kevin again responded, grabbing her hips and bucking against her. Their bodies crashed together, his hips slapping against her ass at the bottom of every thrust. He could feel the tight squeeze of her anus and the incredible heat inside her back door as he savagely fucked her ass. 
"Tell me when you're close," Melissa said over her shoulder between ragged breaths. "I want you to cum in my mouth." 
Kevin continued to stroke, pounding himself inside her and feeling her push back equally hard against him. When he could take no more he withdrew, and she whipped around on the bed. He expected her to open her mouth, but he did not expect what came next. He was ready to shoot his load in her open mouth, but she moved forward, engulfing his cock in her mouth, taking him deep. 
"Oh shit!" Kevin cried out as his orgasm overcame him. "Oh Goddamn, fucking shit!"
Melissa held herself down on him, his cock deep in her throat as he unloaded. She could feel him twitch and pulse as each spurt shot into her, and she took all he had. She waited until he finished and then sucked him clean as she pulled off his cock, tasting the mix of his cum and the weird saline taste of the lubricant. She smiled at him and swallowed. 
"How was that?" Melissa asked, looking up into the dark eyes of her husband. 
"That was incredible," Kevin admitted. "Did you just go ass to mouth on me? Or did I just imagine that?" 
"It happened," Melissa said with a wicked grin. "I was determined to show you my deepthroat technique." 
"Holy shit," Kevin said with a long exhale. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen." 
"Mmh," Melissa hummed. "I'm glad you liked it, but that's just for you and me, okay? I'm never going to do that for anyone but you. So don't ask me to do it with anyone else. Understand?" 
Kevin nodded his understanding, thinking primarily of how sexy it was, and secondly, how hot it made him that she would only allow it for him.
"I'm going to go clean up my toy and brush my teeth," Melissa said. "Can you get the lube put away?" 
"Sure," Kevin agreed, reaching for the tube on the bed.  
He was already under the covers when she came back into the room.
"Awe," Melissa teased. "Is somebody tired?" 
"I am now," Kevin said. "Tired but happy."
"You made me happy tonight too," Melissa said, kissing him on the forehead. "I love you so much, Baby." 
"I love you too, Mel," Kevin murmured.     

 
   





Chapter 8


"Holy shit!" Tiffany said, sitting at the kitchen table with Melissa. "You're bringing the guy here?"  
"Yes," Melissa said. "He'll be here Saturday night." 
"But you guys can babysit for me Friday?" Tiffany said. "Are you sure?" 
"Sure we can," Melissa agreed. "We'd love to." 
"Well only if it's no trouble. It sounds like you've got a lot of things to juggle this weekend," Tiffany said. 
Melissa couldn't help but laugh. "That's the idea of having more than one," she shrugged.
"What?" 
"Having a lot of things to juggle…" Melissa waited for Tiffany to catch on. 
"Oh you're just terrible," Tiffany waved her off, finally getting the joke. 
Melissa looked at her with a frown. "Look me in the eye, Tiffany. Tell me you wouldn't juggle a few things for a chance at that." 
"Okay, okay," Tiffany threw up her hands in surrender. "I'd be juggling, jiggling, and jangling everything I could get my hands on." 
Melissa laughed again. "That's what I'm saying," she said. "It's going to be amazing." 
"I hope it's all you ever wanted," Tiffany said. "And I hope you're both happy." 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "How about you?"
"How about me, what?" Tiffany asked. 
"Are you going to try out your new technique on your date?" Melissa asked. 
"A lady doesn't tell," Tiffany tried to hold out, hoping Melissa wouldn't press her on the matter. 
Melissa stared her down until she broke. 
"Okay, alright," Tiffany said. "I bought three packages of Polish sausage on Tuesday afternoon if that tells you anything." 
"Aha!" Melissa said triumphantly. "So you are going to try it!" 
"Maybe," Tiffany said, trying to defer. 
"Better be careful," Melissa wagged a finger at her. "You're going to make that boy fall in love with you."
"Now you're just being silly," Tiffany said, waving her off again. 
Melissa shrugged. "You never know." 
"We're taking it slow," Tiffany informed her. "We're not quite as racy as you two."
"Did you ever do anything about birth control?" Melissa asked. "Are you being careful?" 
"I bought a bunch of condoms," Tiffany said. "I tried some on the sausages, but none of them taste very good." 
Melissa chuckled again. "Well, it's really up to you and how much you trust your partner on oral," she said. "I was thinking more about avoiding pregnancy." 
"Well, yeah," Tiffany agreed. "I'll probably have him wear one next time. I tried those pills when I was younger, and it was no good."
"Yeah?" 
"Oh yeah," Tiffany nodded emphatically. "I grew a mustache like some kind of goddamned Yeti." 
Melissa couldn't help but laugh. 
"So I'll probably ask him to wear one…if it happens again…you know?" 
"I know," Melissa nodded. "And I'm pretty sure it'll happen again. I think Bernard really likes you." 
"Do you think so?" Tiffany asked genuinely. 
"I do," Melissa said. "Think about it. He already got in your pants, right?" 
Tiffany nodded in response.
"And he still wants to go out with you," Melissa pointed out. "So you know he's not one of those hit-it-and-quit-it kinds of guys." 
"I guess that makes sense," Tiffany agreed. 
"Sure it does," Melissa confirmed. "If that was all he was after, why call you again? Unless…it's more than just sex. Maybe he just genuinely wants to be with you?"
"Is it too much to hope for?" Tiffany asked. 
"No, it's not too much to hope for," Melissa assured her. "You deserve a good man." 
"You're a good friend to me, Melissa," Tiffany said suddenly. "I love you." 
"I love you too, girl," Melissa said. 
"Can I ask you something?" Tiffany said. 
"Tiffany, what have you ever been afraid to ask me? We were deep-throating Polish sausage together the other day for Christ's sake," Melissa said.
"I know, I know," Tiffany allowed. "But this is different." 
"Let her rip," Melissa said, sitting back in her chair and taking a sip of coffee. 
"At the risk of pissing off the only babysitter I've got," Tiffany started. "Are you sure…I mean…are you sure what you guys are planning to do is okay?" 
Melissa nodded. It was a fair question. 
"I don't mean to make you angry or question your judgment," Tiffany said. "I just worry, you know? I don't know what I'd do if I didn't have you for a neighbor." 
"I understand," Melissa said. "And to be honest, no, I'm not sure."
"What?" Tiffany asked with wide eyes. 
"I'm not," Melissa answered honestly. "I don't know how far this will go. I don't know if it will make Kevin leave me. And I won't lie to you and say it's all about him. I want this too. Maybe I want it too much? But Kevin says he wants it too. He tells me all the dirty stuff he wants to see me do with him. I know we both want this, and I want to give it to him. It may not be the dream relationship, the classic boy and girl forever excluding all others, but he loves me, Tiffany. I can see it in the way he watches me when I do those things. I can feel it in the way he treats me immediately after. It's real, and it's tangible, and I want it. I want to do the things he talks about, and I can see him appreciating me when I do. I won't pretend to know how it makes him feel, but he's never once told me to stop. I want it for both of us."
Tiffany was quiet for a moment after that. She cleared her throat and finally spoke. 
"Well, I hope it's amazing," Tiffany said. "I hope it's everything both of you want it to be, and I hope it makes your marriage even stronger." 
Melissa felt like she might cry. It felt so good to have somebody saying they were on her side. Somebody who didn't say that she was crazy or that this was going to drive a wedge between her and her husband. It was such a relief to have one person who was on her side. 
"Thank you, Tiffany," Melissa said, with tears welling in her eyes. "You're a good friend to me too." 
"We're a mess, aren't we?" Tiffany asked as they leaned in and hugged each other. 
Melissa laughed as they embraced. "Yeah, but we're a hot mess, and we know how to treat our men." 
"Damn right!" Tiffany agreed, sniffing back tears of her own. 
"And you're going to suck Bernard's cock as deep as you can tomorrow night!" Melissa joked, making Tiffany laugh again as they separated. 
"I sure will," Tiffany said. "And you're going to fuck both of them boys until they go blind on Saturday." 
"Well, maybe just til they need glasses," Melissa joked. 
"Okay," Tiffany agreed. "I'll see you tomorrow when I drop Trent off?" 
"You bet," Melissa agreed. "Is Bernard meeting you here?" 
"Yeah," Tiffany said. "He's going to pick me up at my house." 
"Have him pick you up here," Melissa suggested. "Kevin and I would love to meet him." 
"You would?" Tiffany asked with a big smile.
"Hell yes, we would," Melissa assured her. "Have him meet you here." 
"Okay," Tiffany agreed. "I'll see if he can pick me up here." 
"Perfect," Melissa said. "Now get on out of here…I've got to get my bookkeeping done for Kevin." 
"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow."   
 

 






Chapter 9


"Hey, Boss, you got a minute?" Darrel asked as Kevin came down the ladder from the latest roofing job. 
"Sure, Darrel," Kevin said. "What's on your mind?" 
"Is everything okay?" Darrel asked. "I mean, with your paperwork and stuff?" 
"I sure hope so," Kevin answered. "I just hired a new accountant. Why? What seems to be the problem?" 
"I'm not sure it is a problem," Darrel said. "But my check was different today." 
"Different how?" Kevin asked, rolling up the air hose from his nail gun. 
"Different as in higher," Darrel informed him. "It was quite a bit higher." 
"Is that a problem?" Kevin asked. 
"No, Sir," Darrel answered immediately. "If it's not a problem for you, it sure ain't a problem for me." 
"Okay then," Kevin said with a grin. 
"Alright," Darrel said. 
"Look," Kevin said, picking up the hose and throwing it over his shoulder. "You're a good hand, Darrel. And not today, but one day I can see maybe opening up another crew so we can get more work done. And when that day comes, I'm going to need a foreman. I can't be in both places, right?" 
"Yeah," Darrel agreed. 
"So, I need a foreman I can trust. Somebody I would count on to do the job right and not fuck it up," Kevin continued. "And the other day, when I thanked you for taking care of cleaning up that job when I had the…uh…indigestion or whatever it was…you said to put it in your check, right?" 
"I did say that," Darrel nodded. 
"So I did," Kevin said with a simple shrug. "Congrats, you're my foreman now, with the responsibilities and the pay that comes with it." 
"I see," Darrel said, considering it. "So I guess a thank you is in order?" 
"I don't need a thank you," Kevin said. "I need you to keep doing what you've been doing, and one of these days, you're going to be my pick to run the second crew." 
"Well I know you don't need it, but I'm going to say it anyway. Thank you, Boss. This means a lot to me," Darrel said stiffly. "I mean that." 
"Don't sweat it, Darrel," Kevin said with a grin. "Just keep doing what you do. You're worth every penny." 
"Will do," Darrel agreed, turning to go pick up the remaining tools.
Kevin put the hose on the rack inside the enclosed trailer and helped the other two laborers load the ladders. Then they all made a pass over the yard, making one last check to make sure they didn't miss any shingles or nails. When he was satisfied that it looked good, he called his crew over to the truck parked at the curb on the street. 
"Guys," Kevin said. "I'm not good at making speeches or whatever, so I'll keep this short." 
The crew leaned in, interested to see what their boss had to say. 
"Look, we've had a pretty good year, but we're getting ready for the sleepy season," Kevin continued. "There won't be much work from Thanksgiving until Ground Hog day, so I hope some of you have been saving some of the money we've been making when times were good." 
His crew nodded their understanding. 
"We've got four or maybe five more weeks of steady work if the weather holds out," Kevin told them. "But after that, things are going to dry up fast. I want you all to know that I want you back next year. So after we do our last job this year, I want you all to go out, get shitfaced, get laid, and do what you need to do, but stay out of jail. I'm not your daddy, and I'm not going to come bail you out. And when it takes off next spring, it's going to go fast." 
The crew was nodding and chuckling a bit at his reference to drinking and chasing tail. 
"Next year, I hope to open a second crew," Kevin said. "With as much industrial business as we're getting, added to all the residential requests as I get, it's getting to be more than I can do with just one truck and trailer." 
"Going big time, Boss?" Zeke, one of his laborers asked with a grin. 
"Not too big, Zeke," Kevin promised. "Just two trucks and two trailers. "But I want you fuckers to know, I've promoted Darrel to foreman." 
He waited for the attaboys and back-patting to settle down before he continued. 
"What that means to you, for now, is that his word is the same as mine," Kevin said, getting more serious. "If he gives an order, it's the same as if it came from me, and I'll expect the same quality of work and skill that you've always given me. It also means he can fire your ass, so try not to piss him off." 
There were some good-natured chuckles, but every eye was on him to continue. 
"We've had a good year because we have superior service at a reasonable price," Kevin said. "And we always try to do the right thing. No shortcuts, no bullshit. We move with speed, courtesy, and professionalism, and it's finally starting to pay off. So what I need from you is to just keep doing what you're doing. Stay sharp and hang in there for a few more weeks, and then we'll have all winter to lollygag around and fuck off." 
The men all cheered for that. 
"But keep your noses clean, because I want you back next year. I'll be running one crew, and Darrel will be in charge of the other. So you fuckers can figure out which one of us you hate the least, and join that crew. Honestly, I'd like to see you two split up, one with Darrel and one with me so that whatever new guys I have to hire can have some kind of a background in what we expect from ourselves and our work."  
The men waited for him to say more. 
"That's it, fuckers. Get the fuck out of here and have some fun this weekend. I'll see you all on Monday at the Brinkman job," Kevin finished. 
The guys fell out, moving to their trucks to head home to their families or girlfriends or whatever it was they had in their home lives. Kevin watched them all go, checked his trailer one last time, and then looked at the job they had just finished. It did look amazing, and he was very happy with the work his crew was doing. He hoped he wasn't making a mistake by trying to grow the business and open up a second crew. He had been thinking about it for quite a while, but now that he said it out in the open, he could feel a little bit of the pressure of having to make it happen. 
He got in his truck and drove home, disconnecting his trailer before going in to find Melissa, Tiffany, and Trent waiting for him. 
"Uncle Kevin!" Trent hollered out, charging straight at him and running headlong into his thigh.
"Hey, Buddy!" Kevin said cheerfully. "Are you going to hang out with me again tonight?" 
"Yeah!" Trent said with a big grin. 
"Cool!" Kevin said. "Are we going to drink beer and smoke cigars like last time?" 
"Kevin!" Melissa admonished him. "You can't say things like that." 
"Don't worry Aunt Melissa, we didn't smoke any sea-gars," Trent assured her, dragging out the word.
"Drank a boatload of beer though, didn't we?" Kevin teased, picking him up and tossing him in the air, catching him easily on the way down. 
Trent laughed and giggled as he struggled to get away. "Noooo!" Trent said. "We drank apple juice!" 
"Oh yeah," Kevin said as if he just remembered that. "I guess I forgot." 
"You're funny, Uncle Kevin," Trent said. "Can I go watch TV in the living room?" 
"Sure you can, Buddy," Kevin said, setting him down and watching him thunder out of the room. 
"Thank you again for watching him for me," Tiffany said. "He loves coming over here to see you two." 
"Well he's welcome any time," Melissa said. 
Tiffany opened her mouth to say something else, but just at that moment, the doorbell rang. 
Melissa went to answer it and opened the door to find Bernard standing on their porch holding a small bouquet. 
"For me?" Melissa gushed. "You shouldn't have!" 
Bernard looked stricken. 
"She's teasing," Tiffany said, pushing past her to take the flowers. "Aren't you, Melissa?" 
"I am. I'm sorry. Come in, please?" Melissa said, welcoming Bernard in. 
"Thank you, Miss…ah…" Bernard wasn't sure how to address her. 
"Just call me Melissa," she said, letting him off the hook. "And this is my husband, Kevin," Melissa introduced as he walked into the room. 
"Yeah," Kevin said gruffly. "I'm Tiffany's Baby Daddy. You the new guy?" 
"I'm…uh…I was…" Bernard stammered. 
"He's messing with you," Melissa assured him. "We're just Tiffany's neighbors and friends." 
"Just kidding," Kevin said, extending a hand that Bernard shook. "Any friend of Tiffany's is a friend of ours." 
"Well thank you," Bernard said. "Tiffany has told me so much about you both. And I wanted to say thank you for babysitting so we can get to know each other." 
"No trouble at all, Bernard," Melissa said. "We're glad to do it." 
"Are you ready to go, Bernard?" Tiffany asked. 
"With a pretty woman like you," Bernard said. "I sure am." 
They made for the door and Melissa and Kevin watched them go. Tiffany looked back and shot Melissa a wink, and Melissa returned a small wave. 
"Have fun you two," Melissa called out to them. 
They watched him hold the door open for her as she got into his small sedan, and then he got behind the wheel and they drove off. 
"He's not ready for what's coming tonight," Melissa said, shaking her head. 
"What's coming tonight?" Kevin asked, looking confused. 
"Remember what I told you?" 
Kevin stared at her blankly. 
"About the Polish sausages?" 
"Ohh," Kevin said, grinning big. 
"Not Polish sausages again!" Trent complained from behind them. "I've been eating that for the last three nights!"
"I'm with you, Buddy," Kevin said. "Want to order a pizza instead?" 
"Yeah!" Trent agreed, happy again.  
"That okay with you, Baby?" Kevin asked Melissa. 
"Whatever you guys want is perfectly fine," Melissa agreed. 




Chapter 10


Tiffany did not return to pick up Trent until almost one in the morning. She apologized profusely for being late, but Kevin and Melissa told her not to worry about it. Trent had been very well-behaved, and they had spent the evening watching TV and eating pizza. She picked him up, soundly sleeping, and Kevin had walked her across the street to her house, seeing her safely inside before returning home to go to bed himself. 
"Did you see her lipstick?" Melissa asked when Kevin returned. 
"No," Kevin said. "Too tired to pay attention I guess." 
"It was smudged as hell," Melissa said. "I'll bet she tried it." 
"Tried what?" Kevin asked. 
"The Polish sausage trick," Melissa giggled, goosing him. 
"Well good for her," Kevin said. "And good for Bernard." 
"I'm sure I'll hear all about it tomorrow," Melissa said. 
"Bad for you," Kevin said. "But if you want some more practice…you know…just so you can make sure you're teaching her the right way…"
"You're impossible!" Melissa said with a little laugh. "And I'd do it, but I want to save it all for tomorrow night." 
"That's understandable," Kevin said. "I guess I can wait." 
"Probably should," Melissa said. "I want you both to be so hard for me that you can't stand it." 
"That should be no problem," Kevin said, kissing her on the forehead. "A woman as pretty as you will have no trouble making us stand tall." 
"I'm glad you think so," Melissa said. "But I'm still nervous about it." 
"Why?" Kevin asked. "Are you having second thoughts?" 
"No, are you?" Melissa answered his question with one of her own. 
"No," Kevin said simply. "I'm still perverted enough to want it." 
"Well I'll be a pervert with you," Melissa said. "Because I want it too, but I want it to be perfect. I want it to be everything you ever wanted." 
"If it's with you, it will be," Kevin promised. "Now get some rest so we don't sleep through it." 
"Okay," Melissa agreed, rolling back onto her side. "Love you." 
"Love you, too," Kevin said. 
Without any appointments or responsibilities, they had the luxury of sleeping late, and they took advantage. They finally rolled out of bed at 10:00 and walked downstairs to start some coffee. They had just sat down and started their first cups when there was a hard slam at the back door. Kevin was up in a flash, moving toward the doorway to see what had happened. He quickly pulled the door open to find Tiffany standing on their doorstep, holding a bloody nose. 
"Ah fuck!" She cursed. "That door's usually open." 
"Sorry," Kevin said, trying not to laugh. "We had a late night?" 
"Uh, yeah, that's my fault," Tiffany said in a nasal voice as she tilted her head back and held her nose to staunch the flow.  
"Oh my God, Tiffany!" Melissa said, coming up close behind Kevin. "Are you okay?" 
"Yeah," Tiffany said. "Just a bloody nose. I'm so used to that door being open, and I was in a big ass hurry." 
"I'm sorry, Sweetie," Melissa said. "Come on in and I'll get you a cold washcloth for that nose." 
Kevin stepped aside to let Tiffany in, and Melissa took her hand, leading her into the kitchen. When Kevin returned to the room, Melissa already had a cold damp cloth for her and was helping her hold it against her nose. 
"Kevin?" Melissa said. "Tiffany wanted to talk to me about some girl stuff. Can you give us a minute?" 
"Sure can," Kevin said, grabbing his cup of coffee and grinning. "I'll be literally anywhere else." 
"Fank you Kebin," Tiffany said through the washcloth while Melissa held pressure against her nose.
"No troubles," Kevin said, exiting the room and heading for the garage. 
"Okay, Sweetie," Melissa said, wiping off the excess blood. "I think we've got it stopped for now." 
"Thanks," Tiffany said, dropping her head in shame. "I don't know what I was thinking. I was in such a hurry to talk to you, and the door is usually open…"
"It's okay, Tiff," Melissa said. "We normally open it when we wake up, but we went straight for the coffee this morning." 
"That's understandable," Tiffany said. "You were up extra late last night." 
"So…how did the date go?" Melissa asked. 
"That's what I rushed over here for," Tiffany said. "Trent's dad has him for the weekend. He picked him up this morning, but as soon as he left I wanted to get right over here and thank you for all your help." 
"It worked, huh?" Melissa smiled. 
"It did," Tiffany nodded excitedly. "It worked so good. And the best part was when he shot his stuff…you know…" Tiffany made a hand gesture to demonstrate. "…he was already so deep that I couldn't even taste it. Went straight down into my belly," she patted her tummy to show Melissa. 
"That's awesome," Melissa said. "I'm glad it worked out for you." 
"He was moaning and groaning, putting his hands in my hair and rubbing my shoulders," Tiffany said. "I could tell I was making him feel really good, and this time when I felt him getting ready to…you know…I just grabbed his ass and held him in my throat. Didn't want a repeat of the eye incident." 
"Makes sense," Melissa agreed. "So did you guys do any other fun stuff, or was that the end?" 
"Oh no," Tiffany said. "We had sex after. He took one of those blue pills…you know the kind?" 
"I've heard of them, yes," Melissa nodded. 
"So he was hard again in no time, and we did use a condom this time," Tiffany said. 
"Smart," Melissa interjected.
"And he fucked me so good, Melissa," Tiffany gushed, rolling her eyes back and clutching her chest. "I know I shouldn't call it that word, but I don't care! This wasn't the usual pump-pump-shoot. It was incredible. I mean he treated me like nobody has ever treated me." 
"Yeah?" Melissa asked, smiling at how obviously happy her friend was. "Well, I'm happy for you, Tiffany. You deserve a man that will take good care of you." 
"And do you know what he said after…when we were cuddling?" 
"What did he say?" Melissa asked. 
"He asked me if I might introduce him to Trent sometime," Tiffany said. 
"Oh my gosh!" Melissa said. "That's awesome, huh?" 
"It's so awesome," Tiffany said. "I mean, I haven't had many dates since the divorce, but the few I did have…well, let's just say none of them wanted to meet my son." 
"Guys can be shitty sometimes," Melissa said. "But it sounds like you've found a really good one." 
"I sure hope so," Tiffany said. "I really like him." 
"Good," Melissa said. "I'm happy for you." 
"Thank you, Mel," Tiffany said sincerely. "Thank you for everything. You're such a good friend." 
"You're a good friend too," Melissa admitted. "I'm glad things are starting to go your way." 
"Thanks," Tiffany said. "I'll get out of here because I know you've got big plans for tonight," she winked conspiratorily. 
"That I do," Melissa agreed. "I'll have my hands full with those two." 
"I'll bet you have more than just your hands full," Tiffany laughed at her own joke. 
"You're so bad," Melissa joked back, pushing at her shoulder. 
"Are you going to use the Polish sausage trick on them?" Tiffany asked. 
"Probably," Melissa winked. 
"I'll be you do," Tiffany said. "What else? Are you going to do butt stuff?" 
"Tiffany!" Melissa protested. "You know a lady never tells." 
"I know," Tiffany said. "But if you do tell, tell me first!" 
"Okay," Melissa agreed. "Now get home and enjoy your free weekend." 
"I will," Tiffany said, standing up to go. "Thanks again for watching the little hellion last night. You guys are the best." 
"You're welcome," Melissa assured her, walking her to the door. "He was no trouble at all." 
"I'm glad to hear that," Tiffany said. "I'm going to go home and see when I can schedule a time for Bernard to meet Trent." 
"Good idea," Melissa said. "Open the door first this time," she suggested. 
Tiffany couldn't help but laugh at her own folly. 
"Have fun tonight," she waved as she walked down the sidewalk. 
"I certainly plan to," Melissa said, waving back.
Once the door was shut behind her friend, the nerves started to settle in. Melissa felt fluttery and weak, and her stomach was churning. She still had to decide what to wear and she needed to figure out how much time it would take to get her hair and make-up right. Then there was the matter of introductions. What if Kevin hated Enrique? What if the opposite was true? And even if they did get along, how did she initiate the action? 
The questions swirled in her mind, making her feel dizzy. She sat back down at the kitchen table, wanting a drink but afraid the coffee would only make her jagged nerves even worse. She took a few deep breaths, trying to settle herself. 
"Doing okay?" Kevin asked, walking in. 
"Yeah, I mean, no, I don't know," Melissa admitted, throwing up her hands. 
"Babe, you're going to be fine," Kevin said. 
"It's all just so…so heavy…you know?" 
"I know," Kevin nodded. "Don't feel like you're all alone in this," he said. "Just concentrate on wearing something sexy and making yourself all pretty," Kevin suggested. "I'll answer the door when he gets here. We'll sit on the couch and have a beer, and when you're ready, just come down the stairs. You'll know what to do." 
"That's a good idea," Melissa said. "Keep the action down here?" 
"Sure, if you want," Kevin shrugged. "We'll be ready for you whenever you're ready for us. Trust me, you won't have any trouble." 
"As long as I don't fall down the stairs," Melissa said. 
"Probably nothing with high heels," Kevin joked. 
"Okay funny guy," Melissa frowned, punching his arm.
"Seriously though," Kevin said. "Just give us a few minutes to relax, then come downstairs and do whatever feels natural." 
"Thank you, Kevin," Melissa said. "You know I love you, right?" 
"I do," Kevin said. "And I love you too." 
 





Chapter 11


The doorbell rang at exactly seven o'clock.  
"I've got it," Kevin yelled up the stairs as he went to answer the door. 
He swung the door open inward and came face to face with Enrique. 
"You must be Kevin," Enrique said, staring up at the husband of the woman he'd been seeing.
"I am," Kevin said. "Pleased to meet you, Enrique, won't you come in?" 
Enrique was wearing gray slacks and a white button-down shirt. He had a very conservative gray tie in plaid that matched his slacks, and his shiny black belt matched his glossy black shoes. 
"I can't tell you how happy I am to see you didn't go casual," Enrique said, noting Kevin's outfit. 
Kevin had gone with black slacks and a deep red button-down. His tie was black with red paisleys that matched his shirt, and he also wore a belt and matching black wing-tip shoes.
"Looks like we're a couple of sharp-dressed men," Kevin smiled. 
"Looks like we're a couple of contractors pretending to be sharp-dressed men," Enrique countered.  
Kevin couldn't help but laugh. "You got that right," he grinned. "Is that wine?" 
"Oh, yes," Enrique said, handing over a bottle of sweet red. "I wasn't sure what to bring." 
"Hallmark doesn't make a 'thanks for letting me bang your wife' card?" Kevin asked. 
"Exactly," Enrique said, laughing along with Kevin.
"Don't worry about it," Kevin said. "I appreciate it. She's almost ready. Would you like a beer while we wait?" 
"Sure," Enrique agreed. 
"What's your brand?" Kevin asked, turning to go toward the kitchen. 
"Whatever is cold," Enrique answered. 
"Right on," Kevin nodded, happy that he hadn't requested anything snobby or special. He returned to the living room with two domestic lite beers, handing a bottle to Enrique while he twisted the cap off his own. 
"Watch the game while we wait?" Kevin asked. 
"Sure," Enrique nodded. "Who's playing?" 
"Texas and whoever they're beating," Kevin answered. "Have a seat," he motioned to the couch. 
"Sounds good to me," Enrique said. 
The men sat at opposite ends of the couch, watching football and making comments on the play and the referees as the game went on. 
They had been sitting there for ten minutes when Melissa came down the stairs into the living room. Neither of the men said a word. She was wearing her hair down, her make-up perfect, and her smile dazzling. Her blue eyes sparkled, and her outfit had their full attention. It was a two-piece neglige, with a lacy black thong and a matching bra that allowed an easy view of her erect nipples. Her sexy legs had sheer black silk stockings that came up to mid-thigh and lacy black garters. 
"How's the game going, guys?" Melissa asked, slightly embarrassed but also satisfied with their slack-jawed stares. 
"What game?" Kevin asked. 
"Yeah, I forgot what we were watching," Enrique said. 
"You look incredible," Kevin said.
"Simply beautiful," Enrique agreed. 
"Well I'm glad it got your attention," Melissa said. "Can I get either of you another beer?" 
"Yes, please," Enrique said. "Going to need something to put out these flames." 
"Make that two," Kevin said. 
She turned to walk into the kitchen and both men stared shamelessly at her shapely ass, covered only by the thinnest of fabric down the middle. Melissa looked over her shoulder before rounding the corner, smiling to see them both eye-locked to her backside. She let out a sexy little laugh and went into the kitchen. 
"I don't know what made you agree to this," Enrique said quietly to Kevin. "But thank you. Thank you from the bottom of my heart." 
"She's something, isn't she?" Kevin asked. 
"She sure is," Enrique agreed.
Melissa came back into the living room and sat down between the two men, handing each of them an open bottle. 
"You both look so handsome," Melissa said. "I don't know where to begin." She reached out to them, rubbing their crotches through the slick fabric of their slacks. 
Kevin placed a hand on her left thigh and Enrique followed suit on her right. 
"Before we go too far," Melissa said. "I want you men to know this isn't all about me. It's about both of you as well. I want you to enjoy this night. I want you both to enjoy my body, just as I plan to enjoy yours. Use me for whatever you like. There is almost nothing I will deny you." 
Both men stared at her with rapt attention. 
"Shall we begin?" 
Enrique leaned into her, kissing her on the neck as he stroked her thigh. 
Kevin set his beer down and moved to the floor between her legs, which she spread for him. He pulled aside the thin fabric of her thong to reveal her pussy, warm and damp with anticipation. He leaned in and gently ran his tongue through her velvety folds, tasting her desire. Her legs parted even further as he licked inside of her, swirling his tongue over her nub and feeling the heat from her groin. She moaned softly and scooted down to grant Kevin even better access. He looked up from between her legs to see her kissing Enrique passionately, their tongues touching and sliding across one another. He could feel his cock swell as he licked her while watching them make out. 
"I need to move," Melissa said. "I want to suck his cock." 
Kevin slid back and Melissa twisted while Enrique undid his pants. She lay on her side, pivoting her hips to leave her legs open for Kevin, but his attention was elsewhere. He watched his wife look him in the eyes as she opened her mouth and enveloped Enrique's thick member. He couldn't help but be amazed by how good she looked. Her red lips stretched wide around the olive skin of Enrique's stiff dick, and her blue eyes dazzled as she stared at him. He could only imagine all the magic her tongue was doing, slipping and sliding around his swollen tip, and it took all the self-control he could muster to drop his head back between her legs to lick her sweet pussy.
Melissa's first orgasm hit hard, wracking her body in spasms as she clenched her legs hard against the sides of Kevin's head. She moaned around a mouthful of cock as electricity pulsed through her body, making her toes throb. She kept giving Enrique oral attention as the waves flowed through her, and after the feeling subsided, she moved again. Without taking his dick from her mouth she moved to her hands and knees to give her a better angle at Enrique's erection. This position presented her ass up in the air, and Kevin moved around behind her to lavish it with his tongue. 
He watched over her back as her head bobbed up and down while his tongue licked around her tightest opening, tasting the puckered flesh of her anus. It made her groan and push back against him as he tried to force his tongue inside, feeling her begin to loosen up. Kevin persisted, licking and sucking at her ass while she sucked cock. He could tell she was keeping up the heat on Enrique, but not letting him boil over. He moved a little lower, sinking his tongue inside her pussy and tasting how wet and steamy she was. 
"Is she ready for me?" Enrique asked. 
"She sure is," Kevin said. "Want to swap?" 
"Sure," he agreed. 
The transition was a little awkward, an untangling of legs and arms as the two men moved while Melissa stayed put. 
"Mmh, is that for me?" Melissa teased as Kevin unzipped, letting his long thick cock hang free. 
She was about to say something clever when Enrique lined up and pushed inside of her. Instead of anything teasing or naughty she grunted as his heavy member pushed easily into her soaking hole. Kevin looked down at the look of sheer bliss on her face as she was penetrated, and the desire in her eyes when she looked back up at him was unmistakable. She parted her lips and he helped her out, stuffing his semi-erect cock into her mouth. 
Melissa was on fire. Sensations swirled in her body as Enrique stroked slowly and deeply into her from behind while Kevin filled her mouth. 
"Are you doing okay?" Kevin asked. 
"Mmh-hmm," she hummed around his engorged cock. 
Kevin enjoyed some deep oral action as Enrique's thrusts from behind forced her farther down onto his shaft. He was deep in her throat, with her nose buried against his belly while she was pounded from behind, but she made no move to change position. Enrique reached from behind her, grasping her hips and pulling her back against him with each stroke. Kevin's blood hammered in his veins as the sight of his wife being fucked while she sucked his cock unfolded before him. 
She looked up into his deep brown eyes as she was filled on both ends, and saw nothing but love and adoration in his heavy-lidded gaze. She finally realized how much seeing her like this meant to him. This was a fantasy come true for him, and not just dirty bedroom talk. He was in love with her, but also in love with watching her. And the best part was, she didn't have to fake anything. She loved the feeling of being the center of their attention. She was so turned on by the power she felt that she was about to cum all over Enrique's wide cock. She pulled her mouth off of Kevin to say something, but he spoke first. 
"Do it, Baby," Kevin urged quietly, sensing that she was on the brink. "Cum all over his cock." 
"Ahh, fuck," Melissa groaned, feeling the second orgasm of the evening tear through her. "Fuck, it feels so fucking good!" 
Enrique didn't let up, continuing to thrust into her in those same deliberate and deep strokes. 
"I'm getting close, too," he said. "Do you want me to pull out?" 
"No," Kevin said. "Cum inside of her. She loves that part." 
Melissa had never felt a deeper connection to her husband than she did staring up into his loving eyes as a stranger pulled her down on his cock and filled her full of cum. She loved how he seemed to be able to read her mind. 
As soon as Enrique pulled free, Kevin moved behind her to take his place. He looked down at her sexy ass, glistening and wet with a heavy stream of jizz leaking lazily from her opening. 
"Suck him clean," Kevin instructed as he pushed the throbbing tip of his cock against her messy hole. 
Melissa dutifully opened her mouth to take Enrique's cum coated cock on her tongue as Kevin pushed inside of her from behind. She could taste cum and her juices on Enrique's shaft, but more importantly, she could feel Kevin pushing inside of her used cunt. The feel of it, the concept of him taking her like this, when she was all sloppy and open was so hot it was building her to a third orgasm. She sucked Enrique's softening cock while Kevin fucked her hard, slamming in and out of her over-filled pussy. She could feel the cum leaking out of her around the sides as Kevin pumped into her, and it was more than she could take. She came again, pulling her mouth off Enrique and dropping her head as her legs trembled and her body spasmed. 
The feeling of her leaking pussy gripping and clutching as she climaxed was more than Kevin could handle, and he grasped her hips and pulled her back savagely onto his meaty erection. He could feel each hard burst as he came with her, spurting even more cum deep inside of her hot slit. He finally stopped twitching as his orgasm passed, and held very still for a moment. His balls had drawn up tightly to his body, and he withdrew very slowly and carefully. He was rewarded by seeing a big sticky stream of cum leaking from her open pussy. 
"You look so good, Baby," he said hoarsely. 
"Well I feel good," Melissa said, carefully getting to her feet. "How are you guys holding up?" 
"I'm good," Enrique chimed in. 
"Feel like a kid again," Kevin agreed. 
"Good," Melissa confessed. "Because I'm not done with either of you just yet!" 
She stood on wobbly legs for a moment, but then gained her balance and went to the kitchen with a trail of cum dripping down her inner thigh. 

 






Chapter 12


Melissa re-entered the room with three bottles of water. 
"Beer is fine, but water is better for hydration," Melissa said, handing one to each of them. "And I don't want either of you running low on fluids tonight."
She drank deeply from her bottle as well. 
"How are you feeling?" Kevin asked. "Everything okay?"  
"I feel amazing," Melissa said. "You're both so handsome and so damn good. I'm glad I don't have to pick only one of you tonight." 
"You two are unbelievable," Enrique said. "I can't believe how lucky I am to be a part of this." 
"Oh, you haven't gotten really lucky yet," Melissa winked at him. "But you will." 
"How so?" Enrique asked. 
"Well, after I down this bottle of water, I'm going to suck your cock until it's rock hard," she said. "And while I'm doing that, Kevin is going to use some lube and his fingers to get me primed. And then…I want you…to fuck me…in the ass." 
"No shit?" Enrique asked, his grin giving away how excited he was about the prospect. 
"Well, I can't guarantee it," Melissa made a crude joke. "But I cleaned myself out pretty good ahead of time." 
Kevin couldn't help but laugh at her nasty joke. Enrique didn't get it at first, but he eventually caught on and laughed too.
"If you're okay with it, I'd really love to have you…you know…there," Melissa said, making suggestive eyes at their guest. 
"As long as Kevin is okay with it?" Enrique said, looking at him. 
"I'd love to see it," Kevin admitted with a slight nod, slightly embarrassed at his desire to witness the act. 
"Oh, you're gonna see it," Melissa promised. "Because I want to suck your cock while he does it, while I'm leaning over you." 
"Mmh," Kevin said. "That sounds hot…but no gay stuff," he held up a finger in warning. 
"I promise I won't try to slip it in your mouth while you're down there," Enrique laughed. 
"Good!" Kevin said, laughing along with him. "Because I'm not that kind of girl!" 
They all got a good chuckle out of that. 
Melissa finished her water, capped the empty bottle, and tossed it carelessly aside. Then she pulled down her black thong and pitched it away as well. She went to the chair where Enrique was sitting and he lifted his hips to assist her as she pulled his pants off. The guys had long ago ditched their shirts, but she looked over at Kevin and motioned for him to strip too. He stepped out of his slacks and dropped them on the floor. Then he went upstairs to grab the bottle of lube. When he came back down she was sucking Enrique's cock. He watched her pull off and lick his balls, sliding her tongue over his sack and sucking each nut into her mouth in turn. Kevin could feel his cock stirring as he watched her work. 
Kevin moved over to her and squirted a generous amount of lubricant onto his fingers. While she was on her hands and knees giving Enrique head, he slathered the lube into her crack, being gentle and easing a fingertip inside her anus while she sucked dick. She moaned against his attention and wiggled her backside, encouraging him to do more. Kevin was methodical and careful, teasing and easing her open a little at a time while she performed fellatio on their guest. He had two fingers deep inside of her hot little asshole when she finally could take no more. 
"I'm ready," she said. 
Melissa motioned to the coffee table and asked Kevin to lie down on it. The piece was sturdy, but just barely long enough to hold Kevin as he lay on his back, his feet touching the floor and his arms hanging off either side. Melissa carefully positioned herself with her knees touching his shoulders and her hands down by his hips as she assumed a doggy-style position over the top of him. The geometry was perfect, and as Enrique stepped in behind her, the swollen head of his cock pressed against her crack without having to bend his knees or stand on his toes. 
Kevin looked up, seeing the world upside down as he stared at Melissa's smooth pussy and the slightly darker flesh of her anus from underneath her. He watched as Enrique pushed up against her, his tip pressing at her tightest hole. He watched in amazement as their guest began to lean forward, and the meaty tip of his thick cock began to press inside his wife's asshole. He could feel the heat of Melissa hovering above him. Her breasts grazed his hips as she leaned low, letting Enrique have a bit of a downward angle as he slowly sank into her. 
Kevin watched as his wife's anus dilated and stretched, making room for Enrique's wide dick as he slid in a little at a time. He could also see her pushing back against him, trying to get more of his girth inside as he leaned farther forward. He assumed Melissa must have cleaned herself up a little bit in the kitchen. Although she was wet, at least there wasn't semen leaking onto his face. Remembering how she looked just after he had shot his load, he wished for a moment he had taken a picture of her pretty pussy full of jizz. That would have been a fantastic picture and a memory of this night that didn't disclose anyone's identity.  
He knew she was doing okay when he felt her mouth engulf him. Her tongue worked its way around his glans, twirling and swirling over his engorged tip and shaft as she sucked his dick. He closed his eyes momentarily, feeling her wonderful wet mouth do its magic, but snapped them open again when he heard her moan. He looked up to see Enrique fully inserted in his wife's ass, his big balls pressed up against her pussy as he bottomed out inside of her tightest hole. 
"Goddamn that feels so fucking good," Melissa pulled her mouth off his dick long enough to say. 
Enrique began to stroke, using slow short thrusts, not going all the way in, but not pulling out either. Melissa began to grunt and groan, and judging by the way  Kevin saw her pushing back against her invader, he knew she was not groaning in pain. When he felt like she was close he decided to help push her over the edge. It was right there, and he knew she would love it, so he did it. He tilted his head back so that Enrique's balls would not slap him on the nose, and he lifted upward, striking her clit with his tongue. 
"Oh God Yes!" Melissa cried out. "Fucking Hell!" 
Enrique wasn't sure what she was so excited about, but underneath her, Kevin was licking and sucking at her swollen bud, strumming it like a guitar string while she got fucked in the ass. 
"Shit! Oh shit! Ohmyfuckingshit!" Melissa called out, her words tumbling together as she felt Kevin's tongue pressuring her clit while Enrique's cock explored the depths of her ass. 
She lost it, cumming so hard that she squirted a little bit of clear fluid on Kevin's face. 
After that she got quiet, but her legs were shaking. She continued stuffing her mouth full of Kevin's cock again while Enrique continued to pound her anus. She almost had her husband to the edge, but Kevin could see Enrique was going to get to the goalpost first. He could actually see Enrique's balls tighten up and his movements becoming more erratic and less controlled. He didn't want to be lying under them when he pulled out, but he stayed to watch him cum. He watched as a stranger's dick pulsed and jerked, twitching with each blast of cum the man shot inside his wife's ass. 
"Don't pull out yet," Kevin said as Enrique finally stopped thrusting. 
Melissa moved up, lifting one arm and allowing Kevin to roll out from under her. 
"Was it sexy?" Melissa asked. 
"It was amazing," Kevin said. "You looked so hot, Baby."
Enrique slowly withdrew his cock from her dark tunnel, and sat back heavily on the couch. Kevin couldn't help but look, and a small trail of cum leaked from her battered hole as she moved around to get off the coffee table. 
"Did you cum?" Enrique asked Melissa as she sat back down on the couch. 
"Yes I did," Melissa said as Kevin sat down on the other side of her. "This guy," she punched Kevin's arm. "He decided to lick my clit right at the very moment I was about to let go, and it just hit me like a fucking train. Jesus, that was intense!" she said, pulling back her hair. 
"You two have both been fantastic," Enrique said. "I had an amazing time, but I probably better get home." 
"You don't have to rush off," Kevin said, looking at the clock on the wall, surprised to find it was almost 11:00. 
"No, it's okay," Enrique said with a grin. "I might stop on the way home and get a pregnancy test. I think your wife might have knocked me up." 
"She's something special, isn't she?" Kevin agreed with a chuckle. 
"She sure is," Enrique agreed. "You're a lucky man." 
"Yes I am," Kevin nodded. 
"Well, I feel like I'm the lucky one tonight," Melissa said. "You were both so sweet to me." 
"Maybe we could do it again sometime?" Kevin suggested.
"I would love that," Melissa nodded with a happy smile.  
"You just say the word," Enrique agreed, sliding his pants back on. "I'd be happy to help." 
He grabbed his shirt and buttoned it up, but didn't bother tucking it back in. He slid his shoes on and started toward the door. He looked back at them one last time before he left for the night. 
"Thank you again," he said. "Melissa, you looked beautiful tonight." 
"Thank you, Enrique," Melissa said. "You were wonderful." 
He walked out and the door closed behind him.  





Chapter 13


"Was it everything you had hoped?" Melissa asked, still nude on the couch next to Kevin.  
"It was a dream come true," Kevin admitted. "Thank you for doing this for me." 
"It wasn't all for you," Melissa admitted. "I'm not going to lie and say that I didn't want it." 
"You don't think it was too much?" he asked.
"No," Melissa said. "In fact, if you're okay with it, I'd like to do it again sometime." 
"I'd like that a lot," Kevin said. "Maybe we can convince him to stay the night next time?" 
"Oh I don't think you're ready for that step," Melissa teased him. "Some stranger fucking me all night long?" 
"As long as I get to fuck you too, I'm thinking I'd be okay with it," Kevin said. 
Melissa laughed at his statement, but then got more serious. "What was your favorite part?" She asked.
"I had two," Kevin said. "The first was when you looked in my eyes while he came inside you, and the second was watching him push inside your ass." 
"Those were two pretty good parts," Melissa agreed. 
"What was yours?" Kevin asked. 
"Honestly?" Melissa asked, thinking it over. "I'd have to say I agree with your first one, looking you dead in the eyes while another man blew his nut inside me was fucking hot! But my other favorite was you licking me while he fucked my ass." 
"Liked that, huh?" Kevin mused. "I thought you might." 
"It was just so intense…you know…to have all that going on back there, and then to feel a tongue on my button? It blew me up bad." 
"I could tell," Kevin agreed. "You squirted on that one." 
"I'm sorry," Melissa said. "I didn't mean to." 
"No, no," Kevin assured her. "I liked it." 
"You're such a dirty boy," Melissa grinned as she teased him. "What do you want to do now?" 
"Right now I want to eat you until you cum, right here on this couch," Kevin said. "And then I want to fuck your ass while you look into my eyes." 
"Ooh, that sounds good," Melissa said, starting to sit up. "Give me just a minute to go get cleaned up a bit, and I'll come back down here and…" 
"No," Kevin interrupted her, pushing her back on the couch. "Maybe you didn't hear me, but I said right now." 
"But I'm all messy," Melissa protested. "I mean, I wiped off in the kitchen, but there's still cum…" 
"I don't care," Kevin said evenly. "I said right now." 
She didn't dare say it, but Melissa wanted it so bad she didn't protest any further. The idea of him going down on her, now, in this state, was such a thrill that her body was vibrating. 
Kevin slid off the couch to the floor, moving between her legs. He stared into her eyes as he lowered his head to her groin. 
"Do it," she said, moving her legs even further apart. "Lick me." 
"Say it," Kevin said, his mouth so close she could feel his warm breath on her smooth mound. "Say what you want say." 
"What?" Melissa asked, still not confident enough to say it out loud. "What do you want me to…" 
"Not what I want," Kevin insisted, his eyes unflinching from her stare. "Say what you want. Say it, and I'll do what you say."
Suddenly her throat felt dry. She could feel what she wanted, feel it like a fire burning inside of her, but she couldn't bring herself to say the words. Kevin didn't move a muscle, waiting patiently for her command. 
Melissa blew out a low breath, and with it she let go of her worry and her fear.
"Eat me," she said quietly, still maintaining eye contact. "Eat my ass and taste my lover's cum." 
Kevin dropped his head to her lap and ate her like a man possessed. His tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, and he was relentless. Her eyes rolled back in her head when he licked her asshole, poking his tongue up inside of her one minute, only to drag it hard across her clit the next. Then he went back to her anus, his oral skill feeling like a soft wet dream against her abused orifice. He edged around her pussy before sinking his tongue inside to lick her out. His whole mouth was on her. She could feel his lips pressed against her flesh, his tongue digging inside of her, and his chin pressing into her butt crack. Her hands went to his head, and her fingers twined in his hair, holding his face pressed firmly to her groin as she came hard against his wildly licking mouth. She cursed and thrashed, her pulse pounding and her hips lifting off the couch as she climaxed. 
He finally let up, when her breathing returned to normal, looking up to see her satisfied smile glowing back down at him. 
"You are an amazing man, Kevin," she said quietly. "I'll always love you." 
"I'll always love you too," Kevin said. "But I'm still going to fuck you in the ass." 
"Do it," Melissa lifted her legs, bent at the knee, and held them up out of his way. "I want it. I want you so bad."
Kevin scooted up to her on his knees and placed his throbbing cock at the slick entrance of her tight rosebud. He pushed inside easily and fucked her hard. He pounded into her, sinking his full length inside of her with every stroke. Even opened up by the previous action and the excess lube, she could feel every inch of him in her hot tunnel, pushing deep and stretching her limits. He was breathing hard and sweat was forming on his brow. She looked into his eyes and smiled as he pounded her ass.  
Kevin hammered into her, over and over until he was close, and when he was about to cum, he didn't even ask. He pulled out of her and moved up, shoving his cock in her face. She closed her eyes and took him in her mouth and let him cum inside. Each consecutive blast of jizz laced across her tongue and splattered against her teeth. She sucked him clean, making sure she got every last drop, and only then did she swallow and let him withdraw. 
He plopped back down on the couch next to her and hugged her tight against him. 
"Don't ever be afraid to say it," Kevin said. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I appreciate you not asking with the other guy around, but when it's just you and me…don't ever be afraid to say what you want. There's nothing I won't do for you, Melissa. Nothing."  
"Okay," Melissa agreed softly. "And the same goes double for you too. Do it like you did tonight. Take what you want and what you need. You don't ever have to ask." 
"Can you even begin to understand how much I love you?" Kevin asked. 
"Yes," Melissa grinned. "But I love you more." 
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Chapter 1


"Well?" Doctor Rebecca Taylor asked, leaning forward in her seat. "Was it everything you imagined it to be?"  
"It was," Melissa sighed. "It was so…I don't even know how to explain it…just so fulfilling and unrestricted, you know? I felt so free." 
"Mmh," Rebecca murmured, crossing her legs. "I'll bet." 
"And I think that's why I feel so bad," Melissa said, hanging her head. "It felt like it was everything to me, but I still want more." 
"Let's unpack that," Rebecca said. "It was everything you wanted at that moment, but after the fact, you want more. Do I have that right?" 
"Right," Melissa nodded. 
"Do you want more…as in more participants? Or are you talking about more repeat performances? More of the same thing?" Doctor Taylor asked. 
"No," Melissa began. "I mean…not that I would say no to another visit. I mean more from Kevin…does that make sense?" 
Rebecca made a note in her notebook. 
"And I know that's not fair," Melissa said, shaking her head. "I mean he was so open and honest the whole time. He told me everything, and what he did for me…Jesus, Doctor, it went so far beyond what I expected." 
"How so?" Rebecca asked. 
"After…you know?" Melissa nodded. "Wait, did I tell you about how I finished with Enrique?" 
"Anal, right?" Doctor Taylor asked. 
Melissa nodded again. "Anyway, right at the end, when I was right up against the edge, he reached up from underneath me and licked my clit. It was like a lightning strike. The orgasm was electric! And then, after Enrique left, I'm laying there just a quivering juicy mess, right? And I know he's been waiting patiently, and I know what he wants from me, but then, he tells me to say it. To just say out loud what I truly want." 
"And you feel bad because you didn't?" Rebecca questioned. 
"No, I feel bad because I did!" Melissa contradicted. "He wanted me to say it. He wanted to hear it out loud. So…I told him." 
"What did you tell him?" Rebecca asked a little more breathlessly than she intended. 
"I told him…" Melissa paused, blushing bright red. "I told him to eat my ass and taste my lover's cum."
Rebecca took a minute to catch her breath. "And what did he say to that?" 
"He didn't say anything," Melissa shrugged. "He just did it. He went down on me and started licking me like crazy." 
"Did you climax?" 
"I did. I came hard. And I was forcing him…you know? I had my hands in his hair, holding his mouth against me while I climaxed." 
"I see," Rebecca said, her voice coming out thin, making her clear her throat. "That sounds…well, to be frank…that sounds incredibly hot."
"It was," Melissa rolled her eyes for emphasis. "It was so incredible. And then he took me there, my back door again, and I finished him with my mouth." 
"Jesus," Rebecca whispered, fanning herself. 
"So why do I want more?" Melissa asked. "Why can't that be enough for me?" 
"Perhaps it's a matter of pushing the limits?" Rebecca's suggestion came out as a question. "Maybe you won't be satisfied until you feel like you've gone as far as you can?" 
"Maybe," Melissa shrugged. 
"Or maybe you won't stop until you've gone too far?" 
"I don't know," Melissa said, hanging her head. "I don't know what I expect or what I think should happen, but I want it to be like it was. I want him to be like he was after that first time," she clarified. 
"When he was rough?" Rebecca asked. "When he thought he had hurt you?" 
"Yes!" Melissa said emphatically. "That was…it was exactly what I wanted! I know he felt bad about it. I know he thought he hurt me, but I wanted it so much. I wanted to be treated like a…like…"
"Like a dirty cheating slut?" Rebecca asked, her calm words landing on Melissa's ears like a slap to the face. 
She started to deny it, but eventually hung her head and muttered quietly. "Yes," she agreed. 
"That's okay," Rebecca said, getting out of her chair and coming to sit right next to her patient. 
"It is?" Melissa asked, sniffing back tears. 
"Sure it is," Rebecca said, gently rubbing her shoulder. "It's your thing. Just like watching you is Kevin's thing, right?" 
"I guess so," Melissa said. "He does love watching. But that first night, he didn't get to watch, and he was so…I don't know how to say it…he was just more." 
"Have you considered asking him for another solo date with Enrique?" 
"I've considered it, of course, but that's just so unfair," Melissa said. "It's unfair for me to ask that after all he's done for me. All he sacrificed so that I could have this…"
"He's the one that asked you," Rebecca interrupted to remind her. "He asked you to go on meet that person. He asked you to go on that date. He asked you for the pictures and video, and he asked you to invite him over." 
"I know all that," Melissa shook her head. "But is that all I can give him? Is that all he's worth to me? What more can I do? I could ask for another solo date, but only if there was something I could give him in return." 
"Maybe another solo date is something he wants too?" Rebecca offered. 
Melissa only shrugged. "I don't know. I just wish there was something more I could do, you know? Something special for him."
"Well, what does he like in the bedroom?" Rebecca asked. "Does he have any kinks outside of the hotwife stuff?" 
"I don't know," Melissa said. "How would I find out such a thing?" 
"Does he watch porn?" Rebecca asked. "Does he have a phone or a laptop?" 
"Yeah, sometimes, I mean…it's not like an everyday thing, but I've seen some stuff on his laptop," Melissa admitted. 
"Anything besides wife sharing or whatever it's called?" Rebecca asked. "Does he like the stepmom porn or older women? Does he watch…"
"Lesbian," Melissa said flatly. 
"What?" Rebecca seemed taken aback. 
"He watches the wife stuff mostly, but he had some girl-on-girl action on there too," Melissa admitted. 
"Oh, I see," Rebecca made another note in her small lined book. "And have you ever…" 
"No," Melissa cut the question off before Rebecca had finished. 
"And is that a personal preference, or is that an issue of opportunity?" 
"What?" Melissa asked, not understanding the question. "Opportunity?" 
"Yeah," Rebecca nodded. "You never had a chance…you know…in college or whatever? It just never happened?" 
"No," Melissa shook her head. "I found Kevin early, and we just were always together, so I guess…I guess that never came up." 
"That happens," Rebecca said, making another note. "But it's not something you're dead set against? I mean, do you have any aversion to it?" 
"I wouldn't seek it out," Melissa said. "But I can appreciate a beautiful woman as much as anybody. I'd never say never…you know?" 
"What if it was something Kevin wanted to see?" Rebecca asked. 
"You think he would want to see me have gay sex?" Melissa asked, incredulous. 
Doctor Taylor shrugged this time. "What if he did?" She asked. "What if that was his fantasy?" 
Melissa thought about it for a second. "If Kevin wanted it, if I mean…if I thought that would make him happy, I'd be tongue-deep in some girl's stuff so fast…" 
"I see," Rebecca made another quick note. 
"But first of all, I don't know that he would want that," Melissa protested. "What if he thought that made me…you know…gay or whatever?" 
"You said earlier that you asked Kevin to eat another man's semen from your body," Rebecca said, making eye contact with Melissa.
"I did," Melissa hung her head. 
"Did that make him gay?" Rebecca asked. 
"No!" Melissa said defiantly. "It was so fucking hot! It made me want him so…" She paused as she figured it out. "Oh…I see what you're saying now." 
"Mmh," Rebecca hummed, nodding. 
"But even if that was…you know…something he wanted, I have no idea how in the world to set something like that up!" Melissa said. "Hell, if it wasn't for him pushing me, and some random miracle that I met Enrique, I never would have had the courage to ask another man for what I did…much less what it would take to approach a woman." 
"Right," Rebecca agreed. "It's a much different dynamic. But some lesbians can be quite aggressive. What if one of them were to ask you?" 
"I wouldn't even know where to begin!" Melissa said, barking out a laugh. "It's hard enough for me with a strange man…and I've never had an accurate gay-dar, or whatever it's called. Hell, I was out of high school before I realized my softball coach was a lesbian!" 
Rebecca laughed at that, again writing in her notebook. 
"And why are you writing so much stuff down?" Melissa asked. "You didn't write this much last time. It's making me nervous!" 
Rebecca smiled and turned the notebook sideways so Melissa could read what she had written on the page. She rubbed her eyes and read it again, making sure it hadn't been an optical illusion. 
"Would you consider trying lesbian sex with me in front of Kevin as your 'something special' for him?" 
Melissa looked at the notepad and blinked her eyes. Then she read it a third time. She opened her mouth to reply, but Rebecca held one finger up to her lips and wrote more. When she finished, she turned the pad toward Melissa again. 
"Don't say it out loud. My sessions are all audio recorded for liability reasons," she had written. Then she handed the notebook and pen to Melissa.
"You would do that? You would do that for me?" Melissa wrote. She handed the notebook back to Rebecca. 
"Not for you, to you," Rebecca wrote. "I am very attracted to you." Then she handed the notepad back to Melissa with a smile.
Melissa's eyes got big as she read her reply. She seemed to think it over she put the pen in her mouth and teased it across her lips before she wrote anything. 
"Isn't that a violation of the doctor/patient relationship?" She wrote, showing the words to Rebecca before handing the notebook back to her. 
"For a chance with you?" Rebecca wrote. "I quit," she added a smiley face at the end of her two short sentences.  
Melissa laughed when she read the response. 
"You are very pretty," Melissa wrote. "If I ever tried something like that, I would want it to be with someone like you," she handed the notepad back. 
"So is that a yes or a no?" Rebecca wrote, showing her the pad before passing it back to her. 
"If you think it might help…with Kevin…then my answer is yes," Melissa wrote. 
The way Rebecca's eyes lit up told her everything she needed to know. This wasn't some trick or some way for her to mock them. She legitimately wanted it to happen.
"Okay," Rebecca said, writing more on the pad. She then tore off several pages and handed them to Melissa. "What's a good day for you two to visit?" 
"I don't know," Melissa said. "Let me check the weather," she looked at her phone for a moment. "Supposed to rain on Thursday. Does that work for you?" 
Rebecca was nodding. "How about three o'clock on Thursday?" 
"It's a date," Melissa said with a wink. When she looked down at the papers Rebecca had pressed into her hand, she saw it was all the notes – the evidence – they had written to each other.
 



   

 




Chapter 2


"Oh my God!" Tiffany said, clutching her chest. "You're a lesbian now?"  
"No!" Melissa said. "And don't say it so loud, Tiff'! I still have windows open!" 
"So you're not…you know…gay?" Tiffany asked. 
"No, Tiffany, I'm not gay," Melissa said in a hushed tone. "I'm doing this because I think Kevin will like it." 
"Are you going to tell him about it, or…" Tiffany started to ask. 
"No, Tiffany, He's going to be there. He's going to watch," Melissa said. 
"Is that a good idea?" Tiffany asked. "I mean…you know…having him right there in the room?" 
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked, considering it for the first time.
"I mean…" Tiffany paused. "Look, you said this doctor woman is hot, right?" 
Melissa nodded, letting out a low whistle. 
"Okay," Tiffany continued cautiously. "So if she's…you know…naked or whatever, and you're naked…and Kevin is in there watching this go down, right?"
"Yeah," Melissa agreed. 
"So what if he wants to…you know…do her?" 
Melissa was shaken to her core. Tiffany bringing it up wasn't that shocking in and of itself. After all, she had said after their first visit that Rebecca wanted to fuck Kevin. But the fact that she had never considered this might be Rebecca's way of getting that to happen, shook her. She had been so flattered by her offer, so smitten with the doctor's obvious beauty and grace that she never considered it might be a way for her to get Kevin. 
"Or maybe it's the other way around?" Melissa said quietly. 
"Do you think so?" Tiffany asked. "You think the doctor wants Kevin?" 
"She might," Melissa said thoughtfully. "And if that's the case, I've just given her the perfect opportunity." 
"Maybe I'm all wrong," Tiffany said. "I mean, you are very beautiful, Melissa. Maybe she just likes being with…you know…other girls?" 
"Maybe," Melissa said. "But what you said makes a lot of sense." 
"It does?" Tiffany asked, looking surprised. 
Melissa nodded. 
"I'm sorry, Mel," Tiffany said, seeing the concern on her friend's face. "I didn't mean to make it weird or screw this up for you." 
"You didn't, Tiffany," Melissa said. "You're being a good friend and looking out for me." 
"If he does…you know…do that. Does that make you guys even?" Tiffany asked. 
"Even?" Melissa asked. 
"You know…for the stuff you did with Enrique?" 
"Oh," Melissa said, disappointed that she hadn't seen this angle either. "I guess…I don't know. Maybe?" 
Tiffany didn't respond to that, but she did nod. After a long silence, she started to get up and finally spoke again. 
"I probably need to go home," Tiffany said. "I feel like I've messed up everything and made you mad."  
"I'm not mad at you at all, Sweetie," Melissa said. "You just brought up some issues that I hadn't even considered. Which is what a good friend should do. I've got a lot to think about. I was so excited about the initial offer, that I failed to think about possible pitfalls." 
"So I can still come back over tomorrow morning for coffee?" Melissa asked. 
"You better," Melissa said. "Or else I'll think you're the one who's mad at me." 
"I'll be here," Tiffany said. "And don't worry about the stupid things I say. Sometimes I just need to learn to keep my mouth shut." 
"No, Tiffany," Melissa assured her. "I'm so glad you said something. I was just thinking of myself again, and I didn't even consider anything outside of what I wanted." 
"You wanted it for Kevin," Tiffany said. "And I don't think that's selfish at all." 
"That's true," Melissa shrugged. "But I'm not going to lie. I kind of wanted it for myself too. She's crazy hot." 
"Well, okay," Tiffany said. "I'll see you tomorrow." 
"Okay," Melissa said absently. "Oh hey, I almost forgot. How are things going with Bernard?" 
"We're doing really good," Tiffany said, suddenly all smiles again. "He met Trent, and they've hung out a few times. He's really great with him. You'd be impressed." 
"I think he's a nice guy," Melissa said. "I'm happy for you, Tiffany." 
"Thanks," Tiffany said. "I'll see you tomorrow." 
"See you then," Melissa said, following her to the door and closing it behind her. 
With Tiffany out of the house and Kevin gone to work, Melissa finally had some solitude and time to consider what her friend had said. Now that she thought about it she wondered if this had been Doctor Taylor's angle all along. Maybe she had wanted Kevin the whole time? Maybe the lesbian stuff was just a way to be naked in a room and have him turned on. Then, if he couldn't control himself, it would be an obvious opportunity. 'Hey Kevin, I see you sitting there with a raging hard-on. Why don't you come over here and slip it inside me while I eat out your wife' – Melissa could almost hear her voice in her head. 
And of course, with a beautiful little redhead licking her pussy, and the fact that she had enjoyed two men, was she going to say no? Of course not. It was the perfect set-up. The more Melissa thought about it, the angrier she became. She was angry with herself for not seeing it, and if she were being brutally honest with herself, she had two other issues. One, she was pissed that Rebecca's offer may not have been about her at all, and two, it bothered her that she couldn't really be angry – if it did happen – because Tiffany was right about the second part as well. She had taken the opportunity to enjoy more than one lover, why shouldn't Kevin have the same chance?
Now she felt guilty and angry, and she knew that was a toxic combination. She tried to close her eyes and breathe normally, not letting the emotions overcome her ability to reason and use logic. But when she closed her eyes she could see Doctor Taylor's seductive green eyes looking up at her from between her bare thighs. She could imagine her pretty little mouth licking her clit, tonguing inside of her. Then she could picture Kevin behind her, grabbing the doctor's hips and thrusting himself inside of her. She could visualize the look of pure ecstasy in the doctor's eyes when Kevin's big cock pushed inside. 
She opened her eyes and tried to focus, hating the fact that thinking this way was making her terribly wet. She could feel the dampness between her legs, almost soaking through her thin cotton panties under her baggy sweat pants. Melissa was frustrated and horny, angry and aroused. And that was as good a combination as imaginable for making terrible decisions. She decided she needed to clear her head before she jumped to any conclusions, so she went out to the garage. 
Melissa contemplated working out for a while on Kevin's heavy boxing bag, or maybe going for a run. She wasn't sure where the gloves or the tape were, and Kevin had warned her about the danger to hands and wrists from using the bag improperly. And a run would require a complete change of outfit. The thin white cotton set of underwear she had picked out for the morning was comfortable and cute, but it would do nothing to control her bouncing boobs if she went for a run. She looked at her car sitting there, waiting and ready. 
She walked back into the house, locked the doors, grabbed her keys and her purse, and then returned to the garage. A drive could do it. A nice little drive with no destination in mind, just a low-speed cruise around town with the radio up. Maybe stop at the local convenience store and grab a soda and a bag of chips to snack on, and make it an event. The more she thought about it, the better the idea seemed to her. Melissa slid behind the wheel and took a deep breath. She pushed the button to lift the garage door and then started her car. She dug around in the console waiting for the door to fully open and found a pair of sunglasses. She put those on and then backed slowly out of the garage. She had no place she needed to go, but she felt a relaxing drive might clear her troubled mind and give her some perspective. 
Thirty minutes later she sat in the nearly empty parking lot at Doctor Rebecca Taylor's office, glaring at the large glass doors. She sat there for a full fifteen minutes, trying to make a decision. She knew she needed some time to cool off. She understood she was acting irrationally. She realized she wasn't dressed to be seen out in public. All of these facts were known to her, yet none of them stopped her from getting out of her car, slamming the door, and stalking into the office, beeping her doors locked with the key fob, but not looking back. 








Chapter 3


It was starting to rain as Melissa walked across the parking lot, stealing whatever bounce her hair had and soaking into her T-shirt. She flung open the door to the office and went straight to the receptionist.  
"I'm here to see Doctor Taylor," Melissa said matter of factly. "And I don't have an appointment." 
"Okay, if you could just sign…" 
"No," Melissa said as she walked past the receptionist and toward the door. "You misunderstand me. I'm going to see her now."
The receptionist reached for the panic button below her desk that would automatically lock the pass-through door between the waiting room and the hallway that led to Rebecca's office, but Melissa got there first, twisting the knob violently as she pushed the door open. With a few long strides, she was at the door and didn't hesitate a second, turning the handle and letting herself in. 
In the office, Rebecca Taylor looked shocked to see her. 
Melissa realized it was probably more from her drowned rat appearance than any real fear or intimidation, but she was glad to see the look either way. 
"I need to speak to you," Melissa said. 
"Now?" Rebecca asked, gesturing to a forty-something overweight balding man in the chair opposite her desk. 
"Right fucking now," Melissa said deliberately and slowly. 
"Mister Compton," Rebecca said. "I'm afraid we will have to continue this meeting on Friday." 
"Am I still…" the pudgy fellow turned to look at Melissa before turning back to Doctor Taylor. "Am I still being billed?" 
"This one is on the house," Rebecca smiled pleasantly. "Let my receptionist know what works for you on Friday and we will continue then."
"Okay," the man conceded, getting up from his chair and glowering at Melissa. "I guess her problems are more important than mine." 
Melissa was tempted to reply, but every answer she could think of sounded an awful lot like 'fuck-off' so she remained silent. 
When he was almost to the door, the receptionist burst into the room. 
"I'm sorry, Doctor Taylor," she said, huffing and puffing. "I tried to stop her." 
"It's okay, Trudy," Rebecca said calmly. "Please help Mister Compton reschedule for Friday, and make a note not to bill him for today's session." 
"Okay," the receptionist nodded. "If you're sure you're okay?" 
"I'll be just fine, Trudy," Rebecca said confidently. "Please give us some privacy." 
Melissa watched them go, and as soon as the door closed behind Trudy, Rebecca was on her feet and coming around the corner of the desk. She stood her ground, refusing to back down from Rebecca's advance. 
"Look, I don't know what the issue is," Rebecca said sternly, wagging a finger in Melissa's face. "But you can't just come charging in here like you own the place."
"Tell me the truth," Melissa said, her voice shaking with anger. "Tell me this thing you have planned isn't just some way for you to have my husband." 
"What?" Rebecca said, recoiling from her. 
"Look me in the eyes and tell me this isn't some plan for you to have sex with Kevin," Melissa said bluntly.
"You think…wait…you think I was…" Rebecca didn't finish the sentence. 
Melissa searched her eyes, looking for the truth. 
"Sit down," Rebecca said, pointing to the large wingback chair behind her as she advanced upon Melissa.
Melissa stumbled back and half sat, half fell, into the chair. Rebecca was on her in an instant. Her lips pressed against Melissa's and her tongue caressed her lower lip as she kissed her aggressively. She leaned back in the chair, stunned by the sudden attack and the intimacy in her kiss. She opened her mouth the slightest bit and Rebecca's tongue was inside, sliding against her own. Her eyes went wide with surprise as Melissa's hand snaked down the front of her sweatpants, under her panties.
She thought to say something to protest the sudden attack, but then Rebecca's slender finger traced through her smooth cleft and slipped over her clit, and all she could do was gasp. Rebecca's kiss intensified, and before she could stop herself, she was kissing her back. Melissa felt Rebecca's fingertip slide inside of her, and she felt her hips push up against her hand. Rebecca broke off the kiss and pulled back from her to stare into her eyes. Melissa stared back into Rebecca's emerald-green gaze but made no move to stop her as her hand made a fist around her waistband and pulled her panties and sweats down around her knees. 
Rebecca dropped to her knees and lifted Melissa's legs above her head. Then she leaned forward and licked her, sliding her tongue up and down her slit. Melissa gasped again as she felt the tongue push inside of her. Rebecca could taste her, wet and wanting against her mouth, and she kissed and sucked on Melissa's bud. She kept it up until she heard a moan from above her, and then she stuffed her tongue as far as she could reach inside her sweet pussy. She smiled when she felt Melissa pushing back against her face, and redoubled her efforts. 
Melissa moaned quietly, over and over as Rebecca licked her, and her eyes rolled back when she felt two fingers push inside of her opening. She wanted to say something, but her mind was a scrambled mess as Rebecca continued to alternate between licking her nub and tonguing her hungry hole. She could feel Rebecca's fingers swirling around her anus, and before she could even formulate a question, another finger violated her asshole. It felt wonderful, and she sighed out as her mouth was on her again. She knew she was going to succumb to the pressure. The orgasm was building inside of her like a storm. 
Rebecca was sucking on her clit, teasing it with quick flicks of her tongue. The doctor had two fingers shoved up her slit and a third inserted in her ass. Melissa could bear no more.
"Yes, yes, like that, yes!" Melissa called out. 
Her orgasm ripped through her like a high school football team raging through a paper banner.  Her hips bucked as she thrashed against Rebecca's hands and mouth, and she could feel herself getting soaking wet. Rebecca stayed below, slowly withdrawing her fingers and tenderly licking at her. Her tongue had been forceful earlier, demanding and rough, but now was gentle and soft, avoiding her throbbing button in the aftermath of her climax. Eventually, she stopped and let Melissa's legs down. 
Rebecca stood again and leaned down, her mouth near Melissa's ear. 
"That's what I wanted," Rebecca said. "You. Not your husband." 
"I'm sorry," Melissa whispered weakly. 
"I thought letting him see this might make him aroused, and I thought if he was in that state, it would be an excellent opportunity for you to ask for a second date with Enrique," Rebecca said. "Believe it or not, I want to help you." 
"I believe it," Melissa nodded quietly.
"If he was in the moment, engaged and turned on, I thought he would have a hard time saying no," Rebecca said. 
Melissa reached down and awkwardly pulled her sweats and panties back up. 
"I think it would work," Melissa said. "I think if he saw that, he would say yes to whatever I asked of him. But I think there could be more."
"More what?" Rebecca asked. 
Melissa moved like lightning, grabbing her hips and spinning the doctor around to face the desk. She pushed her roughly forward, bending her over and forcing her to catch her upper body with her hands. She used one hand to lift the doctor's skirt and the other to yank down her frilly pink panties. Melissa pressed up against her back, holding Rebecca down on the desk. 
"What if I wanted to see him?" Melissa whispered just behind Rebecca's head. "What if I wanted to watch him fuck you?" 
"What?" Rebecca asked, still bent over the desk. 
Melissa dropped to her knees behind her and leaned very close to her exposed backside. 
"What if I wanted to see him sink his big cock right inside here?" Melissa asked, leaning forward and licking Rebecca's pussy. 
"Uhh, oh fuck," Rebecca groaned and cursed quietly as Melissa's tongue found her center. 
"What if I want to see you cum all over his big hard dick?" Melissa asked before diving back in, sinking her tongue inside Rebecca's neatly groomed mound. 
"Shit," Rebecca exhaled the word as Melissa licked and sucked at her pussy. "I would…" 
"You would what?" Melissa asked before dragging her tongue across the puckered flesh of Rebecca's bleached asshole. 
"Oh fuck," Rebecca moaned as Melissa licked, kissed, and sucked at her ass. "I would do it…I would do anything…"
"Anything?" Melissa asked before striking her tongue against Rebecca's engorged clit. 
"Anything," Rebecca sighed as Melissa continued licking her. "I would do anything you said, as long as you keep doing that." 
"Would you let him cum inside of you?" Melissa stopped long enough to ask. "Would you let me lick my man's cum out of your freshly fucked pussy?" 
"Oh god, yes. Shit," Rebecca cursed again, grinding her ass back against Melissa's mouth. "Anything you want," her words were begging.   
"I want you to cum on my mouth," Melissa said quietly as she went back down on the doctor. 
Rebecca realized she was losing control, but she could do nothing to stop herself. Melissa was plainly inexperienced, but she made up for her lack of technique with enthusiasm, and her dirty talk was so delicious and enticing. She could feel herself edging closer to release with each lick, and she knew it was going to be intense. 
"I'm going to cum," Rebecca cried out helplessly. 
"Do it," Melissa commanded. "Do it so I can taste you." 
She dropped her head back to her task, licking and teasing with her tongue. When she finally felt Rebecca was right on the edge, she used her middle finger held out rigidly and shoved it inside Rebecca's spit-lubed anus. 
"Shit! Oh shit! Fuck! Fuck me!" Rebecca quietly cursed as she spasmed and jerked, her orgasm jolting through her entire body. 
She could feel Melissa licking her up, greedily sucking at her while the wave crested over her. Rebecca could feel her gently withdraw the finger from her ass, and then she felt that soft tongue again, stoking smoothly over the wrinkled flesh of her anus. Finally, it stopped and Melissa got back to her feet behind her. She could feel her tug her panties back up and then she smoothed her skirt back down. 
"Are you okay?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," Rebecca said, gingerly getting to her feet. "And you?" 
"I'm sorry," Melissa said. "I'm sorry for barging in here and accusing you. I'm sorry for all the dirty things I said just now. I'm sorry that I…"
"But you're not sorry that it happened, are you?" Rebecca asked, finally turning to face her. 
Melissa looked directly into her eyes. "No." 
Rebecca smiled back at her. "Good," she said. "Because I'm not either." 
"Thank you," Melissa said, looking down at her feet, not knowing what else to say. 
"Do you do that with Kevin?" Rebecca asked. "The dirty talking like that?" 
"Yes," Melissa nodded slowly.
"I'll bet that works like a charm," Rebecca said. "It certainly worked on me." 
"I don't mean it," Melissa said. "I mean…I do…but I don't mean to do it…it just comes out of me when I'm…you know?" 
"Horny?" Rebecca asked with a knowing smile. 
Melissa nodded again, looking down at the floor. 
"Hey," Rebecca said, reaching to her and gently lifting her chin to make eye contact. "It's nothing to be ashamed of. It's an amazing technique, and it really does work." 
"Thanks," Melissa shrugged. 
"I want you for you, not for your husband," Rebecca said. "I consider myself bi-sexual, but I'm not trying to ruin your relationship." 
"I know," Melissa acknowledged. "But sometimes…sometimes I wonder if it would help, you know? Like, if it might make me feel less guilty?"
"You don't have anything to feel guilty about, Melissa," Rebecca assured her. "You haven't done anything wrong." 
"I didn't do this…you know…today. I didn't have his permission," Melissa admitted. "I didn't come here looking for this." 
"I know it," Rebecca agreed. "I'm the one who started this. But you certainly finished it. And the things you said…"
"I know," Melissa groaned. "I'm terrible." 
"Did you mean it?" Rebecca asked. "I mean, is that what you really want?"
"I don't know," Melissa shrugged. "Sometimes I just wonder…you know…if he did something with somebody, maybe I wouldn't feel like such a…"
"A cheater?" Rebecca asked. "A harlot? A little slut?" 
Melissa only nodded in response. 
"What if I told you something?" Rebecca asked. "Are you willing to listen with an open mind?" 
Melissa looked up and made eye contact with her. "I'll try." 
"What would you say if I said that's how you want to be seen?" Rebecca suggested. "By your husband at least."
Melissa's eyes went wide with shock. 
"What if I told you that him seeing you as a slut, and treating you like a cheap slut was your kink? What if I told you, that was what you really wanted, and these other men – or women – were just your way of achieving that?" 
Melissa didn't say anything immediately. She turned the words over in her mind, like a gemologist, looking for the flaw. She started to open her mouth to say something.
"Don't," Rebecca said, holding up a finger. "Not yet. I know you enjoy the contact with the other man, and you enjoyed yourself with me," she paused again. "But I want you to ask yourself if that's all there is, or if what you really want is the way Kevin treats you after the contact?" 
"I don't know the answer," Melissa finally said. 
"Well," Rebecca started. "I want you to think it over. Just consider it. And don't think it makes you a bad person, Melissa, because you're not. You are wonderful." 
"Do you…you probably don't…but do you want to see me, or us? Do you still want us to come in on Thursday?" Melissa asked quietly.
"If you're willing to," Rebecca said. "I would love to see you again. We can talk about what happened, or I can not say a word and we can stick to the original plan. It's whatever you like, Melissa." 
"Okay," Melissa agreed. 
  



 
    
 




Chapter 4


Melissa woke up Wednesday and made Kevin breakfast as usual, but it wasn't a usual day for him. The rain forecast for Thursday had moved in early, and he had a rare day off in the middle of the week.  
"So, you don't have to work today?" Melissa asked hopefully. 
"Nope," Kevin said. "Too much rain."
"Well, what do you want to do with your day off?" Melissa asked. 
"Whatever you want to do," Kevin shrugged. "I don't have any plans." 
"Are you still wanting to start that second crew?" 
"Yeah, I kind of already made Darrel the foreman, so I guess I need to follow up on it." 
"If you have time," Melissa suggested. "You know, if you want to, we could go look for a second truck today." 
"Can we afford it?" Kevin asked. "I mean, I know you said we needed to buy some things for the company, but…"
"Yes," Melissa nodded. "I know you're always worried about money, but honestly, if we don't spend some of it, we're going to lose it in taxes." 
"Okay," Kevin agreed. "Do you want to go look at trucks with me?" 
"Sure!" Melissa agreed, happy that he hadn't put up much of a fight. "What color do you want?" 
"I hadn't really thought about it," Kevin admitted. "I guess black, so it matches?" 
"Okay," Melissa said. "Give me a few minutes to get ready and we'll go." 
Kevin waited for her downstairs while she went up and showered. When she came back down she was ready, and Kevin felt underdressed. His jeans and work boots with a common flannel were no match for what she was wearing, a knee-length black skirt and a blue blouse that matched her eyes. Her sensible shoes were simple flats in black, and she threw on a black jacket before they left the house. 
The weather outside was a cold and rainy reminder that winter was just around the corner, but it was warm inside the cab of the truck as they cruised the local dealerships, looking for a suitable truck for the business. They saw several options, but the prices seemed to have gone up exponentially since the last time they had looked at trucks. Kevin was disappointed at the new pricing, but Melissa reminded him that it had been almost five years since he had looked at trucks. 
"I could probably use my talents to get them to come down on that price a little bit for you," Melissa teased. 
"Oh yeah?" Kevin asked, raising an eyebrow. "Go under the salesman's desk and get me a good deal?" 
"You don't think it would work?" Melissa shrugged, pretending to be hurt. 
"I doubt it," Kevin said. "Things are different since the pandemic. They don't seem to have the wiggle room they used to have." 
"And you don't think I could encourage them?" Melissa joked. 
"You probably could," Kevin said. "But then every time I need to have the truck serviced I'd know they're all making fun of me. 'hey, isn't that the guy who had his wife suck off the sales manager for a deal on his truck?' You know…stuff like that."
Melissa laughed. "I meant I could use my accounting skills. I can do more than just suck cocks, you know?"
"Oh shit!" Kevin said suddenly. "I'm so sorry, Baby. I thought you were teasing me about the…"
"Calm down," Melissa said, rubbing his arm. "I am teasing, I was totally talking about sucking cocks." 
It was Kevin's turn to laugh as he realized she had turned the tables on him. "Okay," he grinned and nodded. "You got jokes. I see you." 
"Love you," Melissa said, moving her hand down from rubbing his arm to rubbing his crotch. "But seriously," she leaned close to him so she could whisper. "If you asked me to suck a dick to get you a better deal, I'd do it for you." 
"I'll bet you would," Kevin grinned. "And I bet it would probably work." 
Melissa could feel him swelling under her touch. "Uh-oh, looks like all this naughty talk is getting you worked up." 
"You always know how to get me worked up," Kevin confessed. 
"Well, we could always pull over somewhere and fix it," Melissa said with a wicked smile. "Or you could just drive to the next town and we could shop there?" 
"Is that what you want?" Kevin asked. "You want me to shop for a truck out of town so you can suck off some random salesman?" 
"Only if you want me to," Melissa said, still smiling at him and rubbing his crotch. 
"Maybe next time," Kevin grinned. 
"Okay," Melissa shrugged. "But the offer is on the table if you need it." 
"What if the salesman is a saleswoman?" Kevin asked. "It's a bold new era, you know." 
"That could be fun too," Melissa shrugged as she continued to rub him. "Oh my gosh, that's really getting you revved up, isn't it?"
"What?" Kevin asked, trying to play it off. 
"Don't what me," Melissa said, still teasing him. "Even the mention of me with another woman has you hard as stone." 
"What can I say?" Kevin asked. "It's fucking hot." 
"It would be, huh?" Melissa asked, looking away. "Seeing me with another woman? A sexy woman with a nice ass?" 
"Fuck," Kevin groaned as she continued to rub him. 
"Seeing me kissing her," Melissa continued. "Seeing me go down on her?" 
"Mmh," Kevin murmured, nodding slightly.
"Would you like that?" Melissa asked softly. "Would you like to see me licking a woman's pussy? Would it turn you on?"
"I couldn't say," Kevin lied. 
"You don't have to say," Melissa said. "I can feel it." 
"That's the one!" Kevin suddenly said. 
"What is?" Melissa asked, trying to see what he was pointing at. 
A nice newer model black Ford pick-up was on the back lot of the dealership. It was used, but it looked like it was in good shape. There were no obvious dents or scratches, and the tires weren't worn out. Kevin stopped and got out of the truck. Melissa watched as he went over to the window and looked inside. Then she saw him try the door and found it open. He slid behind the wheel and checked out the interior. 
Melissa got out of the truck and went to look with him. It did seem like a nice truck, and the miles weren't very high. 
"Can I help you two?" The voice surprised them both. 
They both got out of the truck and met the tall black man standing near the hood. 
"Hi, my name is Vincent, I'm a sales associate here," the man said, extending his hand as Kevin came around the corner. 
Kevin shook his hand, but made a gesture, covering his mouth and pointing to his wife. 
"Oh!" The salesman was surprised. "You're deaf?" 
Kevin nodded and again pointed to Melissa.
"Hi," Melissa said, shaking hands as Vincent offered his to her. "I'm his wife and accountant, Melissa." 
"Very nice to meet you, Melissa," Vincent said. "We just took this truck in on trade, it's not ready for the lot, but I have others I can show you." 
Melissa looked at Kevin and made some hand gestures that she hoped looked like sign language. Kevin shook his head in response.
"No," Melissa said to Vincent. "He's only interested in this one." 
"Well, let me see if I can get the keys and we can take it for a test drive," Vincent said. "If you'd like?" 
Melissa looked to Kevin and made a hands-on-the-wheel gesture, to which he nodded in response. 
"That would be great," Melissa said. 
Vincent turned on his heel and ran back into the dealership to find the keys. Once he was out of earshot, Melissa rounded on Kevin. 
"What the fuck are you doing?" Melissa asked, punching him on the arm. "Pretending to be deaf?" 
"Yeah," Kevin grinned. "And he bought it too." 
"You're not right in the head, you know that?" Melissa laughed. 
"Yeah, but now I can take you two for a test drive, and I can't hear a thing. So, whatever you two do in the back seat is none of my business," Kevin said with a wink.
"You're terrible, you know that?" Melissa asked. 
"You don't want to?" Kevin asked. "Just a few minutes ago you were telling me how you could help me out, how you were such a good cocksucker..."
"I was just playing with you, you know?" Melissa asked. "Teasing?" 
"Okay," Kevin said. "If you're scared, I get it. When he gets back I'll let him know I was just messing with him."
"Oh, you think I'm scared?" Melissa asked. "You think I won't do it?" 
"It's okay," Kevin said. "You were just joking, and now you're scared. You don't want to suck his big black dick. It's okay." 
"Is that right?" Melissa asked with her hands on her hips. "You're in trouble now, Mister." 
Kevin just smiled at her, and Vincent came jogging up with the keys. 
"Found them," he said, slightly out of breath from the run. "This isn't strictly okay by the boss," Vincent explained. "But I'll let you drive it if you promise to be careful." 
Melissa made a series of hand gestures to Kevin, who only nodded in response. 
Vincent tossed the keys to Kevin and climbed into the backseat of the extended cab truck. Much to his surprise, when Kevin got behind the wheel, Melissa jumped into the back seat with him. 
"Shouldn't you be in front so you can…you know…translate or whatever?" Vincent asked. 
"It's okay," Melissa assured him, trying to sneak a look at his hand, searching for a wedding band. "He's a very good driver, and likes to test drive without any interruptions." 
Before Vincent could protest, Kevin turned the key and the engine roared to life. He put his seatbelt on and took off at a very calm and leisurely pace through the parking lot. He stopped at the exit, used his turn signal, looked both ways, and accelerated mildly down the street. 
As he drove, Melissa reached over and placed a hand on Vincent's leg. He looked at her with wide eyes, but she made a shushing gesture with her finger in front of her lips. He didn't protest further, but he did move a bit stiffly when her hand traveled up to his groin as Kevin drove along in silence. Vincent looked at Melissa with fear in his eyes, but she assured him with a smile. 
"Don't worry about him," Melissa said softly. "He can't hear a thing." 
"Are you sure?" Vincent asked. 
"I'm sure," Melissa nodded, rubbing her hand gently along the outline of what appeared to be a very impressive cock. "He's a good man, and he's serious about buying this truck. But there are things he just can't give me." 
"What do you mean?" Vincent asked. 
"I mean, I want you to take care of him. I want you to give him the best possible deal you can on this truck," Melissa said. "And I want to suck your dick on this test drive." 
"What?" Vincent asked loudly, almost making Kevin break character and laugh. 
"You heard me," Melissa said. "I want to suck your cock while he drives. He usually takes twenty to thirty minutes to fully test a truck," she explained. "But I never take more than fifteen." 
"Holy shit," Vincent muttered as Melissa unzipped his pants. 


  


 
 
 





Chapter 5


Late Wednesday afternoon two black pick-ups pulled into Kevin and Melissa's driveway.  
Melissa got out of the truck and ran to Kevin, who was already laughing. 
"Oh my god! I can't believe that just happened!" Melissa exclaimed. 
"Did you see his face? After he came back with the first offer?" Kevin asked. 
"That was the craziest thing I've ever done! And the look on his face when you spoke…holy shit!" Melissa went on. "That's not exactly how I pictured helping you, but it sure did work." 
"I figured it would," Kevin grinned. "Nothing quite like the deaf guy who isn't deaf to turn a salesman upside down." 
"Yeah," Melissa agreed. "Especially after your wife has sucked him off in the back seat of the truck he's trying to sell." 
Kevin laughed at that too. "How was it?" He asked. 
"It was good," Melissa admitted. "And you were right. He was big." 
"From the sounds of it, he was having a good time," Kevin said with a grin. "And you were giving him all you had." 
"Oh my god," Melissa said, blushing. "It was too big to get it all in my mouth, but I got him as far in as I could." 
"I couldn't see it, but it sounded sexy as hell," Kevin confessed. 
"I'm glad you liked it," Melissa said. "And he obviously did…Jesus, that was a lot of cum. But I think he regretted it the minute you opened your mouth at the desk."
"This is the deal you're going to get for me, or I'm going to tell your boss that you promised me that price if my wife would suck your dick," Kevin quoted himself.
"I've never seen a man of color get so pale," Melissa laughed. 
"It worked though," Kevin shrugged. "We got the price we wanted." 
"And you got me to suck a stranger's dick," Melissa said. 
"Oh, don't act like you didn't like it," Kevin teased. 
"I didn't say I didn't like it," Melissa grinned. "It was fun. I just didn't expect you to play it the way you did." 
"Fun, huh?" Kevin asked, wiggling his eyebrows again. 
"Don't worry, I'll tell you all about it," Melissa said in a soft and sultry voice. "There are a few things I need to tell you about. Right after I make us some dinner."  
In honor of the winter weather, Melissa made them pot pies and grilled cheese sandwiches – which she knew Kevin loved. They ate, and after dinner, Kevin helped her clean the dishes and put the kitchen back in order.
"Why don't you go take a shower," Melissa suggested. "I'll pick out a movie on TV, and then you can come back down and hang out with me for a while." 
"Sounds good to me," Kevin said, turning and walking toward the stairs. 
After a nice warm shower, he joined her on the couch, sitting close enough that she could put her blanket over the both of them. They watched the movie for a while, but it was a romance both of them had seen before. Soon enough, she could feel his hands roaming up her thigh, and she let him. His large warm fingers reached her soft smooth mound and she lightly closed her eyes as she felt him rub a gentle circle on top of her clit. 
"Kevin," Melissa said. "I need to tell you something." 
"You can tell me anything," he said, leaning in and kissing her on the cheek. 
"I want to tell you everything about today," she said. "But there is another thing, and I can't tell you about it until tomorrow afternoon." 
"After our appointment?" 
"Yes," her answer was a sigh as he kept stroking and rubbing her pussy.
"Okay," Kevin agreed. 
"And there's one other thing," Melissa said, letting her head fall back as his hands pleased her body. "But, you're going to have to trust me." 
"Uh…I let you suck a stranger's cock in the back seat of my new truck," Kevin said. "I think that says how much I trust you." 
"Mmh," Melissa said. "But you won't like this part." 
"What part?" 
"The part where I will tell you all about it. The part where I'll touch you, even put my mouth on you, but I won't let you cum." 
"What?" Kevin said, his hand suddenly becoming completely still. 
"That's the part I need you to trust me on," Melissa said. "I want you. I want you so very badly, but I need you to wait. Just until tomorrow." 
"I'll try," Kevin sighed. "So this is what, a tease?" 
"It kind of is," Melissa said. "But I want you at maximum strength tomorrow." 
"Well, considering what happened today, and the fact that I'm touching you right now, I can pretty much guarantee my balls will be as blue as possible tomorrow." 
"Good," Melissa said. "That's how I want it."
Kevin groaned in response. 
"Now, are you ready to hear what happened in the back seat?" She asked. 
"I am," Kevin said, feeling her hand slide to him and gently squeeze his semi-hard cock. 
"So," Melissa began in a hoarse whisper. "I was sitting in the back seat with Vincent, and I immediately started playing with him. I was touching his thigh and easing my hand slowly up his leg."
"Uh-huh," Kevin nodded, slipping his fingertip over her bud again. 
"And you heard me tell him you couldn't hear a thing. I wasn't going to do anything, just a little squeeze, and tease, but when I felt his cock…oh my god, Kevin, I just had to see it. And yours is big, and Enrique's is thick, but Vincent was like the best of both worlds. When I finally got it out of his pants, I saw he was uncircumcised, and I've never done anything…you know…with somebody who was uncircumcised. And it just looked so dark and tasty, and his cologne smelled so good." 
Kevin nodded for her to continue as he swelled under her gentle squeezes. 
"I wanted to taste it, you know?" Melissa carried on. "I just wanted to know what it was like. So I leaned down low over his lap. I opened my mouth, and I sucked him." 
"Fuck," Kevin groaned, shifting a little in his seat as his erection reached its full potential.
"And when he started squeezing my tits, I knew I had him," Melissa said. "I knew he wanted it, so I made up my mind right then and there to finish him." 
"Yeah?" Kevin begged her to go on.
"So, that's when you started hearing me being noisy," she went on. "Hearing me taking him deep and slobbering all over his big hard dick," she gasped both for emphasis and because of what Kevin's touch was doing to her. 
"And his hands were in my hair," Melissa said. "He was holding me down as far as I could go on that monster and I was loving it. I could feel his tip bouncing off the back of my throat and I was squeezing his balls. They were so big and firm, and it just felt wrong to build him up like that to let him down, so I made up my mind to finish him off." 
"Shit," Kevin sighed. 
Melissa peeled the blanket back. "Would you like me to show you?" 
"God yes," Kevin groaned. 
Melissa leaned down to his cock and parted her lips, taking him in her mouth and teasing her tongue under his swollen shaft. She sucked him for a while, taking him deep before pulling off again. 
"I was sucking him like that," Melissa explained. "Giving him as much as I could while squeezing his balls gently." 
"Did that work?" Kevin asked. 
"I didn't think it would, at first," she said. "But I think he was trying to be super low-key, you know? And then, I could taste it. That first bit of precum in my mouth, and I knew he was going to blow." 
"So, what did you do?" Kevin asked breathlessly. 
"I kept at it, of course," Melissa said with a grin, dropping her head back to his lap and taking him in her mouth again. She slid her lips up and down his shaft, demonstrating the technique she had used on Vincent, and then she withdrew again. 
"And then it happened," she confessed. "He just started spurting and spurting, right into my mouth." 
"Fucking shit," Kevin moaned. "What did you do then?" 
"What could I do?" Melissa asked innocently. "I didn't want his stuff all over my clothes or the truck we hadn't bought yet…"
"So, you…"
"Yes," Melissa whispered. "I swallowed his cum." 
"Oh fuck," Kevin sighed. 
"Yeah, and it was a lot," Melissa admitted. "He just kept squirting into my mouth and I just kept swallowing all his jizz." 
"Jesus." 
"That's what he said too!" Melissa smiled at her husband.
"Did you like it?" Kevin asked. "Or were you just doing it because I teased you and egged you on?" 
"Oh, I definitely did it because you teased me," Melissa said. "But I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy sucking his big black dick. And I'd be lying again if I told you it didn't make me wet to swallow his cum." 
Kevin closed his eyes and sighed. 
"What's wrong, Baby?" Melissa asked. 
"I wish it was tomorrow," Kevin said, making them both laugh. 
"It will be worth the wait," Melissa promised. "You're going to love it."  

 










Chapter 6


Thursday morning found Kevin almost as uncomfortable as he'd been in his adult life. He had dreamed the night before, a wonderful dream about his wife enjoying Vincent's big black cock while he watched and tugged at himself. When he was almost at the point of release, he had woken up with a burning desire to pee and a raging hard-on. In the bathroom, he had managed to calm himself down enough to avoid pissing all over the toilet, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't get back to his dream when he lay back down.  
He woke up and stood to take his usual morning shower, and that's when he felt it. The uncomfortable tug of his balls hanging low and full. He reached down to gently lift his scrotum and felt the pressure immediately subside. The simple test confirmed what he had feared, he had a severe case of blue balls. In the shower, he considered fixing the problem himself, but then he remembered what he had promised Melissa. 
Out of the shower he put on his usual boxers and then some loose-fitting jeans, but the total lack of support only made the problem worse. He decided to struggle through as best he could, and after he was dressed he limped down to the kitchen. Melissa was finishing the bacon and getting ready to start on the eggs, and the coffee was done percolating. He walked straight to the cupboard and withdrew a mug. Just as he was pouring his cup, Tiffany burst into the house. 
"Melissa!" Tiffany hollered out. 
"In here," Melissa called back to her. 
Tiffany walked quickly into the room, huffing and puffing from the effort. 
"Oh, Kevin, thank god, you're home!" Tiffany explained. "I saw a strange truck in the driveway and I didn't know what was going on!" 
"It's okay, Tiff," Melissa explained. "It's our truck. We bought it yesterday." 
"Thank goodness," Tiffany sighed. "I thought maybe you had a home invader or something." 
"Nothing that exciting," Melissa assured her. "Just blowing some money for the company so it doesn't all go to taxes." 
"Blowing money, blowing salesmen, busy day yesterday," Kevin joked. 
"What?" Tiffany asked, oblivious to his pun.
Melissa slapped him on the arm. "Ignore him, Tiffany," she said to her friend. "He's not really a morning person."
"He should try vitamins," Tiffany said, nodding for emphasis. "That's what Bernard uses, and he's as chipper as can be in the mornings." 
"He's probably just happy to be getting some vitamin P," Kevin scoffed. 
"What?" Tiffany asked again. "I haven't heard of that one before." 
"You have to get it at the Y," Kevin continued, trying to get Melissa to crack up. 
"Oh, maybe that's why I haven't heard of it," Tiffany decided. 
"Probably," Kevin agreed. "So, what brings you over this morning, Tiff?" 
"Well, aside from strange vehicles in your driveway, I also wanted to know if you guys could babysit for me this weekend?" She asked. 
"Sure we could, Tiffany," Melissa promised. "What day were you thinking?" 
"Well…" Tiffany drew out the word. "It's two days." 
"Oh yeah?" Melissa asked. 
"Yeah. Bernard has asked me to go to a coaches' conference with him in Atlanta next weekend!" Tiffany gushed. "Isn't that the greatest?"
"Ooh," Melissa said suspensefully. "Does that mean spending the night?" 
"It does," Tiffany confirmed. 
"Looks like somebody is going to get a little hanky-panky," Melissa teased.
"Don't be nasty," Tiffany admonished. "We're just going to stay Saturday night, and then be back home on Sunday." 
"Okay," Melissa agreed. 
Kevin resisted the urge to tease her further. "We'd be happy to watch Trent for you," he said. 
"You guys are the best," Tiffany smiled. "I'll bring him over that Saturday morning around eight if that's okay, and I'll be back by four on Sunday to pick him up." 
"Sounds perfect," Melissa said. "Are you excited?"
"I am!" Tiffany clapped her hands together. "It's going to be so much fun!" 
"Well, we have to get ready to go," Melissa said. "But you just bring him over Saturday morning and we'll take care of everything." 
"Okay," Tiffany agreed, walking back toward the door. "Thank you guys, you're the best!"
"We're happy to help," Kevin said, waving as she walked out the door.
Melissa closed the door behind her and locked it. 
"Looks like we've got plans for next weekend," Kevin said. 
"Glad it wasn't this weekend," Melissa said. 
"Oh?" 
"I've got other plans this weekend," she clarified with a wink. "I'll tell you later." 
"Sounds interesting," Kevin mused. 
"It could be," Melissa shrugged. "But get your interesting ass ready, we still have t"o stop by the DMV before we go to our appointment."
"We do?" Kevin asked.
"We can't be driving around in a new truck with no plates on it," Melissa said. "Besides, maybe if we get there early enough we won't get stuck in the line for hours." 
"Alright," Kevin said. "I'm ready. Get dressed and we'll go."
"Okay," Melissa agreed, disappearing up the stairs. 
When she returned, Kevin did a double take. Her outfit looked amazing, and she had spent some time on her hair and make-up. She was wearing a short black leather skirt, and a dark green blouse, and she finished the outfit with black pantyhose and black heels. 
"Damn!" Kevin said. "I didn't realize the DMV was so formal." 
"Stop," Melissa said, stopping to put a hand on his chest. "I'm wearing this for the appointment, not the DMV." 
"I'm not complaining," Kevin grinned down at her. "You look fantastic." 
"Good enough to eat?" Melissa teased. 
"Say when," Kevin answered immediately. 
"Down boy," Melissa said, pushing him away gently. "I'll let you know when." 
Kevin nodded. 
"And when it's time, you'll be happy to know I'm not wearing underwear," she added. 
"Bullshit," Kevin said. 
"Buy me lunch if you're wrong?" Melissa dared him.
"It's a bet," Kevin nodded. 
"Try me," Melissa said breathlessly.
Kevin reached a hand down to her thigh and slowly explored under her skirt. 
"Shiiiit," Kevin groaned when his fingers brushed across her bare mound.
"Mmm-hmm…told ya," Melissa grinned up at him. "Now take me to the DMV so we can get that part out of the way."
"Which vehicle should we take?" Kevin asked, grabbing his wallet off the countertop.
"Let's take the new one," Melissa said getting on her tiptoes to whisper in his ear. "It will remind me of the big throbbing black cock I sucked yesterday." 
"Jeezus, gal," Kevin sighed. "You've already got me walking like a fucking bowlegged cowboy. You don't have to keep teasing me." 
Melissa just laughed and followed him out of the house and onto the driveway. They drove to the DMV, and since it was midday on a Thursday, there wasn't much of a crowd. Aside from a few errant stares, which Melissa expected, there wasn't much to the process, and they had the new plates in hand after a very short wait. Kevin had a cordless drill he had grabbed from the garage with him, and he was able to install the new plates in a matter of minutes. With that job complete, they set off to find some lunch in town before they visited doctor Taylor. 
They had an enjoyable meal at a Mexican restaurant, and they each had one margarita. After lunch, they set off again, and even with all their other errands, they still found themselves at the office twenty minutes early for their appointment. 
"Are you ready?" Melissa asked. 
"For what?" Kevin asked her, feeling that she was entirely too excited about this trip to see their therapist. 
"You'll see," Melissa teased. "Just keep an open mind." 
"I'm not sure how much more open I can be," Kevin commented. "My wife is already banging some Cuban guy and sucking off black guys in my new truck…"
"I thought you liked it when I did those things?" Melissa pouted. 
"I'm not gonna lie," Kevin said. "It's pretty fuckin' hot." 
"Awe," Melissa said. "You really mean it?" 
"Hell yes," Kevin nodded. "You're a sexy woman, and you look amazing today." 
"Thanks, Baby," she grinned. 
"I just can't wait to get this over with and get you home," Kevin said. "See what you've got hiding for me under that skirt."
"You may find out sooner than you think," Melissa smiled. 
"Don't threaten me with a good time," Kevin grinned back.  
They walked into the office for their appointment, still fifteen minutes early. 










Chapter 7


Kevin and Melissa waited patiently in the cramped waiting room, but they didn't have to wait for long. Rebecca Taylor came through the side access door and smiled to see them both sitting together.  
"Hey guys," she said cheerfully. "Good to see you again, come on back." 
Kevin and Melissa walked through the door and followed her down the short hall to her office. 
"Come in, make yourselves comfortable," Rebecca said, gesturing to the couch and chair in the room. 
Kevin noticed the chairs in front of her desk were gone. 
"Doing some redecorating?" He asked, indicating the desk. 
"Making things easier," Rebecca answered. "Do you like it?" 
"It's more open," Kevin shrugged in response.
"Sure is," Rebecca said. "I wanted everyone to have a better view." 
"Of what?" Kevin asked. 
"Let me demonstrate," Rebecca said, stepping out of her shoes. "Oh," she added. "By the way, I'm officially no longer your doctor, and this session is not being recorded." 
"Okay?" Kevin answered her in the form of a question. 
"For example," Rebecca said, dropping the shoulders of her dress and revealing her bare breasts beneath. "If I do this, without the chairs in the way, you have a better view, right?" 
Kevin looked at Melissa who was simply grinning back at him. "Uhh…I guess?" 
"And if I drop it to the floor," Rebecca dropped her dress and stepped out of it, revealing her entire body. "You'd have a better view of that, right?" 
Kevin looked away, but not before seeing her sexy body on display and a cute little tuft of silky red pubic hair trimmed neatly just above her slit. 
"And if I then asked Melissa to come over here and lick my pussy?" Rebecca asked softly. "You'd want a clear view of that, right?" 
Kevin watched in amazement as his wife got up off the couch and walked to her. Rebecca sat on the edge of her large wooden desk and spread her legs wide. Melissa moved to the floor and knelt before her with her face inches from her privates. 
"What the fuck?" Kevin asked. 
"Is that something you would enjoy seeing, Kevin?" Rebecca asked. "Would that turn you on?" 
"I don't…I mean…just because…it's just…Melissa?" Kevin stuttered. 
Melissa looked back at him over her shoulder. "Answer the question," she said. 
"You don't find me attractive?" Rebecca asked. 
"I didn't say that," Kevin said. "I just don't…I can't…"
"Melissa, would you please lick my pussy?" Rebecca asked. 
Melissa's mouth went to her, her tongue out and tracing a line through her smooth cleft. 
"Oh shit," Kevin whispered. 
"That's it," Rebecca encouraged, gently holding Melissa's head and stroking her hair. "Eat my pussy." 
Melissa slipped her tongue inside Rebecca's warm damp opening, making the doctor moan in response. Kevin was up and moving before he even realized it, quickly covering the ground between himself and the ladies. Melissa looked back at him as he moved close and couldn't help but laugh. 
"What do you think?" Melissa asked him. "Do you like what you see? Should I keep going?" 
"Yes," Kevin said hoarsely, kneeling close enough to get a better view.
Melissa went back to work, kissing and licking Rebecca's sex, sliding her tongue through her slit and teasing it inside her soft hole, making her groan again. 
"Oh god," Rebecca husked. "That feels amazing. Are you sure you've never done this before?" 
"First time," Melissa said, giving her a knowing wink. 
"And how do you like it?" Rebecca asked her while she stared at Kevin. 
"You taste amazing," Melissa said, diving back in to lick her more. 
"Fuck," Rebecca moaned. "Keep going. It feels so good." 
Kevin watched in amazement as his wife ate pussy. He was impressed by her technique, noticing how gentle and consistent her tongue work was on Rebecca's clit. He watched as she moved her hands up to hold her open, allowing her to lick even further inside the pink velvety interior of her pussy. He witnessed his wife using her hands to massage her outer lips as she licked inside of her, and he felt his breath catch in his throat when he watched her suck Rebecca's clit. 
Melissa stopped to look at Kevin, happy to see his dark brown eyes blazing with desire. "Does it excite you? Is it hot?" 
"It's fucking amazing," Kevin said. 
"Why don't you unzip your pants?" Melissa said. "Maybe Rebecca will use one of her free hands to tug your cock while I make her cum." 
"Are you okay with that?" Kevin asked. "I mean, are you okay with her touching me?" 
"I'm okay with whatever you want to do," Melissa said. 
Kevin stood up standing near them both and undid his pants. He withdrew his cock, which was already stone stiff. 
"Holy shit!" Rebecca said. "Good for you, Melissa. That's a nice one." 
"Thanks," Melissa stopped long enough to say. "Would you like to touch it?" 
"I'd love to," Rebecca said, biting her lower lip. "If that's okay with Kevin?" 
Kevin simply nodded his consent. 
"Go ahead and give him a tug while I finish you off," Melissa offered. 
Rebecca reached for him, feeling her hand tremble as her fingers found his warm stiff flesh. Kevin moaned low in his throat as her delicate hands wrapped around his engorged shaft, and his eyelids fluttered as she teased a fingertip over his purple throbbing tip. He opened his eyes to look at Rebecca and saw her emerald green eyes staring back into his. 
He looked back down to watch Melissa's head bobbing up and down between her pale creamy thighs and then looked back to see Rebecca's slack open mouth as she touched his dick and felt his wife's tongue inside of her pussy. 
"She's going to make me cum," Rebecca whispered to him. "Do you want to see it? Do you want to watch her get me off?" 
"Yes," Kevin whispered, his mouth feeling dry as desert sand. 
Rebecca let her head fall back as Melissa performed oral sex. She let her hand gently glide over Kevin's turgid shaft, tugging on him gently but firmly. 
Kevin was torn. He wanted to close his eyes and enjoy Rebecca's hand softly shuttling up and down his dick, but he could not bring himself to look away from his wife licking her pussy. 
"May I kiss him?" Rebecca asked. 
"Yes," Melissa stopped long enough to answer. 
"Kiss me," Rebecca begged, looking into his eyes. "Kiss me while I cum on your wife's tongue." 
Kevin leaned toward her and pressed his lips to hers. Her tongue was in his mouth immediately, and he responded. His tongue sought hers out and they slid together in a passionate kiss. The kiss seemed to go on forever, and he felt her grip squeezing his cock. Suddenly she moaned into his mouth and he realized she was having an orgasm. Kevin kept kissing her as she went through the throes. Melissa stayed down below, licking and sucking at Rebecca's pussy while she reached her peak. Rebecca pulled away from him, her breath coming in stuttering gasps as she recovered.
"Holy shit," Kevin breathed. "That was incredible." 
"Did you enjoy that?" Rebecca asked. 
Kevin nodded his approval. 
"Mmh," Rebecca hummed. "Well, now it's my turn. Would you like to watch that as well?"
"Yes," he whispered. 
Melissa and Rebecca traded places, and it was apparent to Kevin that this was not the doctor's first time with a woman. The way she teased and touched her, and the skillful way she manipulated Melissa's pussy. 
Melissa looked over at Kevin while Rebecca went down on her. Her skirt was hiked up to her waist, and her legs were splayed wide. There was a lustful gloss to her heavy-lidded eyes, and Kevin could tell she was enjoying herself. 
"I love you," Kevin mouthed the words to his wife. 
"I love you too," Melissa whispered back. 
She reached for him and took over where Rebecca had left off, gently stroking his heavy cock. 
"I guess this is my surprise?" Kevin asked with a grin. 
"Part of it," Melissa said. "But I also want to ask you if I could have another date with Enrique?" 
"Mmh," Kevin groaned as she tugged him. "I think we can arrange that." 
"I want to go back to his apartment," Melissa said in a hushed voice. 
"Okay," Kevin agreed softly. 
"Do you trust me?" 
"Of course I do," Kevin said. 
"I want to spend the night with him. I want him to fuck me all night long, and then I want to come home to you," Melissa explained in a sultry rasp. "I want to come home all used and dirty, and I want you to treat me like the dirty slut I am. I want to feel you reclaim me." 
"That's what you want?" Kevin asked. 
"Yesss," she hissed her reply as Rebecca's tongue sizzled against her clit. 
"Then you will have it," Kevin replied. 
"I can?" Melissa smiled. "I mean, you trust me enough to allow that?" 
"Always," Kevin said sincerely. 
"Can you do something else for me?" She asked. "I need one more thing." 
"Whatever you want, Baby," Kevin agreed. 
"I need you to get on your knees behind her," Melissa instructed. "I want to see you fuck Rebecca from behind while she eats me." 
"I can't do that," Kevin said, shaking his head. 
"Why not? You said she was beautiful."  
"Of course she's beautiful. She's amazing," Kevin said. "But that doesn't mean I can do it, or that she would even want it." 
"She wants it," Melissa assured him. "And I want to see it. I want to see you fuck her." 
"I'm afraid," Kevin admitted. "I'm afraid it will change us." 
"Did it change me?" Melissa asked. "Did it change how you feel about me?" 
"No," Kevin conceded. "But that was always me. It was my fantasy. This is different." 
"So, what if this is mine?" Melissa said. "Please? For me?" 
Kevin could feel the fabric of his sanity beginning to shred. His wife was asking him to fuck this stunning redheaded woman while she watched. He couldn't believe it was happening, but how was it any different than what he had asked of her? How was it different than the things he had teased and goaded her into? 
"Rebecca?" He finally asked. 
"Please," Rebecca stopped long enough to say. "I want you."  
Kevin stripped off his shirt and moved behind her. His pants were down to his thighs as he knelt at her level. He looked down at her sexy ass, gyrating as she continued to lick, kiss, and suck at his wife's cunt. He placed a shaking hand on the curve of her pale hip, feeling goose pimples on her soft skin under his rough fingers. He felt her stop wiggling, becoming completely still as he moved his throbbing tip up against her soaked opening. 
"Do it, Baby," Melissa begged. "Do it for me." 
Staring into his wife's eyes, Kevin pushed half of his cock inside his beautiful doctor. It was the first time since before he and Melissa had started dating that he had been inside another woman. 





 




Chapter 8


"Oh fuck," Rebecca stopped licking as Kevin pressed inside of her. "He's so big." 
"Does it feel good?" Melissa asked. 
"It feels wonderful," Rebecca moaned. 
"Tell him," Melissa instructed. "Tell him how it feels and what you want." 
Rebecca looked over her shoulder at Kevin, making eye contact with him. "Fuck me," Rebecca begged. "Fuck me hard." 
Kevin shoved forward, feeling himself sink into her completely, feeling his hips slap against the soft globes of her ass. He began to thrust, sinking himself fully within her on each successive stroke. Rebecca turned back to Melissa and buried her face in her cunt, licking harder than ever, determined to bring her off. 
Kevin's movements were firm but consistent, retaining full control as he rammed her over and over. He concentrated on going deep and hard rather than fast. He could feel her opening up to him, her silky smooth walls soaking wet as he pried her open time after time. 
Rebecca was happy to feel Melissa let go before she had another orgasm herself. Melissa's hand went to her head, holding her face mashed against her sex as she ground her hips against Rebecca's face. 
Melissa came hard, feeling herself let go. Clear fluid squirted from her all over Rebecca's face as she came. Electric pulses radiated from her center outward to her fingers and toes as her climax flowed throughout her entire body. Rebecca stayed in place, licking up her juices, sliding her tongue as far up her opening as she could. 
"Holy shit," Melissa said. "You made me squirt." 
Rebecca smiled up at her. "Yeah, but it felt good, huh?" 
"Amazing," Melissa sighed, letting her head fall back. "But I think I'd like to try that cock while Kevin licks you. Would that be okay?"
"What do you think?" Rebecca asked over her shoulder. "Would you like to taste what you're fucking?" 
"I'd like to stick my tongue right up your asshole," Kevin said. 
"Ooh, that does sound good," Rebecca said. "Why don't you lay on the floor on the rug here? I'll sit on your face while your wife sits on your big dick." 
Kevin withdrew from her as they awkwardly changed positions. He lay on the floor between them, flat on his back. Melissa pulled down her skirt and unbuttoned her shirt, but retained her sexy black stockings. She straddled his hips, lowering herself down onto his throbbing hard cock while Rebecca kneeled over his face. She slowly dropped her ass to his mouth, feeling his tongue immediately strike her anus, swirling and licking across the puckered flesh of her dark rosebud. 
"Oh fuck, he's good," Rebecca groaned as he tongued her. 
"Yes, yes he is," Melissa smiled as she slid down his pole, sinking him deeply within her pussy. 
The two women faced each other, riding both ends of him. They leaned forward and kissed one another, hands reaching out, gently massaging breasts and squeezing nipples as their tongues tied in a passionate kiss. 
Kevin felt like he had died and gone to heaven. His wife's wet pussy gripped his shaft as she slid up and down on him, while his mouth was all over Rebecca's delicious cunt and ass. He licked her everywhere, feeling her push back against his mouth, wanting his tongue deeper inside of her. From his spot on the floor, he couldn't see the two women kissing, but he could hear them making out above him. He concentrated on making Rebecca feel good, using his tongue to strike out at her clit and draw small circles on top of her throbbing bud. 
"Fuck," Rebecca moaned into Melissa's mouth. "Your husband is going to make me cum." 
"Do it," Melissa encouraged her. "Cum all over his face and make him lick you clean."
"Shit," Rebecca sighed, rocking her hips back against his probing tongue. "That sounds wonderful." 
Kevin increased his efforts, driving his tongue up inside of her and then dragging it back over her nub. Then he flicked it against her clit before stuffing it back inside her hungry hole. 
"Yes!" Rebecca cried out. "Yes, just like that. Keep going!" 
A few more strokes of the tongue and Kevin pushed her over the edge, feeling her sit down hard against his mouth as she let go. Kevin could feel her thighs tremble and shake against the sides of his face as she reached her release. He licked deep inside of her, tasting her juices as she fought to catch her breath. 
Melissa watched Rebecca cum as she slowly rose and fell on her husband's dick. "Feels pretty good, huh?" 
"It feels incredible," Rebecca admitted as she recovered. "His tongue is as talented as yours." 
"Would you like to taste his dick?" Melissa asked. 
"Yes," Rebecca said. "May I?" 
"Absolutely," Melissa said, lifting herself off Kevin and scooting back out of the way.
Rebecca scooted forward slightly, leaning down and reaching for her prize. Kevin's cock was pulsing hard, smooth and shiny from being inside of Melissa. She parted her lips and leaned further down, taking his engorged tip in her mouth. When she leaned down to suck his cock, that movement exposed her ass. Kevin lifted his head and began to lick her asshole again. Rebecca pressed her eyes shut, relishing the taste of the heavy dick in her mouth and the fluttery feeling of a man's tongue sliding across her anus while she sucked him. 
She pulled her mouth off him and looked up to see Melissa watching her intently. 
"Melissa?" Rebecca asked. 
"Yes, Dear?" Melissa replied softly. 
"I think your husband would like to fuck me in the ass," she said. 
"With an ass as sexy as yours, I'm certain he would," Melissa answered. 
"I think I want him to," Rebecca said. "Would that be okay with you?" 
"I think that's a fantastic idea," Melissa said. "Are you sure you can handle it?" 
"No," Rebecca admitted, looking down at his swollen dick. "But I would love to give it a try." 
"Could I lay under you and lick you while he does?" Melissa asked. 
"God yes," Rebecca moaned. 
"Would that be okay with you, Kevin?" Melissa asked. "Would you like to try that tight little ass?" 
"I'd love to," Kevin confessed. 
They untangled themselves again, and this time the girls formed a sort of sixty-nine position on the rug while Kevin knelt behind Rebecca. He looked down to see the top of his wife's head beneath Rebecca's crotch, and although he couldn't see her licking the doctor's pussy, the way Melissa's head bobbed made it pretty clear what was going on. He carefully placed his throbbing tip against her tightly clenched anus. 
"When he starts to push in, push back against him," Melissa advised. "Like you're trying to poop." 
"What?" Rebecca laughed. 
"Seriously," Melissa said. "It will make it so much easier to get in." 
As Kevin started to press forward he could feel Rebecca taking Melissa's advice, her sphincter pushing back against his invasion, and he looked down in amazement as her asshole stretched to accommodate him. His swollen tip pushed inside of her, and he could immediately feel the heat within Rebecca's ass. 
"Oh fuck, it worked!" Rebecca cried out. "But he's so big!"
"Just hold still for a minute," Melissa said. "Both of you be still. Lick me for a while. It will start to feel good, and then you can take more."  
Kevin watched as Rebecca's head dropped between Melissa's legs, and he could tell from the way she was moving beneath him that his wife was licking her too. After just a few moments she began to rock back against him and he eased forward just a little. She moved forward again, and then rocked back once more, sinking him even further. He pivoted at the hip, moving slightly forward again, and she moved with him. When she slid back again, he met her halfway, sliding gently forward another bit. He looked down, amazed to see half his cock stuffed into her stretched dark ring. 
The girls were going at each other, licking and sucking each other's cunts with abandon, ramping up the desire and the heat. Kevin began to slowly stroke in and out of Rebecca's tightest hole, giving her a rhythm to work with.
"Are you okay?" Melissa asked. "Is it starting to feel good?" 
"It feels so fucking good," Rebecca admitted. 
"You can go faster now," Melissa advised. "If you want to." 
The next time Kevin pressed forward, Rebecca rocked savagely back, driving the entire length of his dick inside her anus. Kevin felt her ass slap against his hips and looked down to see his whole cock wedged in her ass. He exhaled slowly, feeling the incredible warmth of her encasing him. She looked over her shoulder at him, desire burning in her shining green eyes. When he withdrew an inch and slammed it back in she smiled at him and winked. Kevin grabbed her hips and began to fuck her hard, pounding his dick up her ass, completely bottoming out at the end of each thrust. 
Melissa looked up, watching her husband's impossibly hard cock stretching Rebecca's asshole as he fucked her with abandon. She knew she wouldn't last long at the rate they were going, and she decided to help her out, lifting her tongue to strike across her clit as Kevin railed her from behind. 
"Oh fuck!" Rebecca cried out as she came again. "Fucking shit! Fuck!" 
The obscenities rolled off her tongue as her orgasm rained down on Melissa's. She lapped it all up, licking and sucking at her pussy while Kevin continued to pound her ass. 
"I want it inside me," Rebecca begged. "I want to feel his cum in my ass." 
Melissa didn't answer, but she scooted further up, lifting her mouth to lick and suck at Kevin's balls as he fucked her ass. That did the trick. Kevin buried himself as far as he could into her anus, pulling her hips down against him as he let go. Melissa let her head fall back so she could see her husband's balls draw up tight against his body and watch his cock spasm as he fired burst after burst of jizz into Rebecca's ass. She looked up as he finished, and watched as he carefully withdrew his shiny wet cock from her. Before anyone could say a word, she leaned up and took him in her mouth, tasting the last few drops of cum from his tip. 
"Oh fuck," Kevin groaned, having to put a hand down against Rebecca's backside to steady himself. 
Melissa cleaned his cock with her mouth and then let him go. 
"What happened?" Rebecca asked, looking over her shoulder. "Are you okay?" 
"I'm good," Kevin assured her. "Melissa just surprised me a little." 
"Finger in the butt?" Rebecca guessed. 
"No," Kevin laughed. "She just put her mouth on me when I pulled out." 
"That's so fucking hot," Rebecca muttered. 
"It sure was," Kevin agreed, smiling down at his beautiful wife. 
Melissa shot him a naughty wink. 





Chapter 9


Melissa and Kevin drove most of the way home in silence.  
Melissa finally decided to break the ice. "Are you okay?" She asked. "You haven't said a word since we left the doctor's office." 
"I'm good," Kevin said. "I was just wondering how long you two had been planning that?" 
"You didn't like it?" 
"No, I loved it," Kevin confirmed. "But I wish you didn't feel like you had to trick me into it." 
"I'm sorry," Melissa said. "I didn't mean to make you feel like I was deceiving you. We weren't trying to trick you. It was just going to be us doing some girl-on-girl stuff, you know? But, I guess it just kind of got out of hand." 
"Not that," Kevin said. "I mean the other thing." 
"Oh," Melissa said quietly. 
"You don't, you know?" Kevin asked. "Have to trick me, I mean. You could have just asked, and my answer would have been the same." 
Melissa knew better than to lie. "I'm sorry. I just thought if you were…you know…in the moment, it might be easier to get you to agree to it." 
"It worked," Kevin grinned. "But it would have worked if you had just asked me at home too." 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "Thank you for understanding." 
Kevin just nodded and kept driving. 
"But," Melissa said. "If I had done that, you wouldn't have gotten to fuck our ridiculously hot doctor…"
Kevin looked over at her, a slow grin playing across his lips. "She is kind of cute, huh?" 
"She's a total fucking smoke show!" Melissa blurted out. "You may never be satisfied with me again." 
"She's not as good as you," Kevin demurred. 
"Oh please!" Melissa argued. "She's hot as fuck, she does the lesbian thing, and she takes it in the butt! How can I compete with that?" 
"Do you know what my favorite part was?" Kevin asked. 
"No," Melissa admitted. "But if I had to guess, I'd say the butt stuff."
"That was very enjoyable," Kevin confessed. "But my favorite part was watching her lick you." 
"Why?" Melissa asked. 
"Because watching you is always my favorite part," Kevin said. "The same reason I would have said yes, even without all the extra stuff." 
"But you won't be able to see me this time," Melissa noted. 
"I know," Kevin nodded. "But you're going to tell me every detail when you get home, aren't you?" 
"Yes," she nodded. "Of course I will." 
"There you go," Kevin said. "Good enough for me." 
"You are an incredible man, Kevin." 
"Well, you're an amazing woman," he grinned back at her. 
"I still would have thought the ATM action there at the end would have made your highlight reel," Melissa muttered. 
"Ha!" Kevin barked out a laugh. "Trust me, I'll be replaying that one a few times in the shower." 
"So you did like it?" 
"I loved it," he assured her. "It felt so good I thought I was going to pass out there for a second."
"Good," Melissa smiled. 
"You're always going to be my favorite part of anything. You know that, right?"  
"You're just trying to sweet talk me now," Melissa teased.
"Why, is it working?" Kevin grinned. 
"It might," Melissa shrugged. "After you take a shower."
"I figured I should try to get one more in before you go to visit Enrique for the night," Kevin teased. 
"Oh, that's low," Melissa teased. "You know I'm coming home to you." 
"You better," Kevin teased her back. 
Melissa leaned over close to him to tease him more. "I'm coming home to you," she promised. "And I'll be coming home used." 
Kevin groaned in response to her teasing.
"I'll be leaking cum down my legs, all open and used up," Melissa husked in his ear. "I'll be nothing but a filthy whore." 
"Shit," Kevin moaned. 
"My poor little ass will be abused, I'll have cum smeared all over my face and in my hair," she continued. "My make-up all messed up, my hair all messy." 
"Goddamn," Kevin rasped. 
"And I'll be expecting you to treat me like the little fuck slut I am," she carried on. "I want you to use me, treat me like a cheap whore. Fuck me wherever you want, however hard you want." 
Kevin sighed. 
"And I'll want you to cum wherever you want," Melissa continued. "Fuck me and spray cum on my face, stick it up my ass and then cum in my mouth…anything you want." 
Kevin pulled into the driveway. "I'm going to take that shower now," he grinned, shutting off the engine. 
"Start the water and I'll come to join you," Melissa suggested. "I need to make a phone call first." 
Kevin opened the door and held it for her as she came in behind him. He closed the door behind them and slid the deadbolt closed.
He went upstairs and undressed, starting the shower and letting the water run warm. He had just stepped in and started to enjoy the heat and steam when she entered the room with him and began to take off her clothes. 
"Got room for me in there?"
"I've always got room for you," Kevin said. 
Melissa stepped into the shower with him and embraced her husband. She looked up into his brown eyes as the water rained over them. 
"I love you," she said. "You know that, right?" 
"Of course," Kevin said. 
"I called Enrique," Melissa said, looking into his eyes to see his reaction. 
"I assumed that's what you meant when you said you needed to make a call," Kevin said. 
"He said I could stay the night with him tomorrow," Melissa said, looking away. "Is that too soon?" 
"No," Kevin said. "Not if that's what you want." 
"It is," Melissa said. 
"Then I will wait patiently to see you on Saturday morning," Kevin shrugged. 
"Are you sure this is okay?" Melissa asked. "I mean, are you sure you're okay with it?" 
"As long as you're coming home to me, I can stand anything," Kevin said. "It was my fantasy that started this whole thing anyway. How can I hold it against you if you want to take the idea and run with it?"
Melissa met his eyes again. "You know what this means, right? You understand?" 
"I think I do," Kevin said. 
"I'll be sleeping in another man's bed," she said softly. "I'll be letting him hold me."
"I understand," Kevin nodded. 
"I'll suck his cock," Melissa said. "I'll let him do whatever he wants, however much he wants." 
Kevin nodded again, not breaking eye contact with her. 
"I'm going to let him fuck me and cum inside of me," Melissa said quietly. "And if he wants my ass, I'll let him fuck me there too." 
He stared back into her blazing blue eyes, trying to interpret what she wanted him to say. He made his best guess and went with his gut. 
"I want you to," Kevin said, locked onto her eyes. "I want you to suck his dick and swallow his cum. I want him to fuck you over and over. I want him to fuck your tight little ass until you can't take anymore. I want you to come home to me used, open, and leaking cum from every orifice. I want you to be a fucking cum covered mess when you get here…and then, when you finally make it home, I'm going to fuck the shit out of you."
He felt her shiver, despite how tightly he held her in his arms under the hot water, but she did not avert her eyes. 
"I'm going to fuck you senseless, and I'm going to fuck your ass. I'm going to cum on your face like you're some kind of porn slut, and then I'm going to fuck you more." 
Melissa didn't say a word. She just dropped to her knees in the shower and took his hard cock into her mouth. 
"And when I get tired of fucking you, I'm going to use that big thick dildo, and fuck you with that," Kevin added as she took him deep in her throat. "I'm going to cram that thing up your ass while you suck my dick. Then I'm going to pull it out of your slut ass and make you suck it while I cum all over your whore face." 
Melissa took him even deeper, gagging herself and choking as she tried to get him as far into her throat as she could. 
"That's what you like, isn't it?" Kevin asked. 
"Mmh-hmm," she agreed around his cock in her mouth. 
"You want me to treat you like a little slut?" 
She nodded vigorously as she sucked his dick. 
"Then that's what you'll get," Kevin promised. "I'm going to treat you like my own personal cum dumpster. I'm going to fuck you until you're begging me to stop." 
She sucked his dick even harder, letting his tip bounce off her tonsils. 
"If you want to go spend the night with another man, I'll let you," Kevin swore. "But when you get home I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before." 
Melissa pulled her mouth off him and looked up at him. "Tell me. Tell me what I am. Tell me while you cum in my mouth." She wrapped her lips around him again. 
"You're a fucking slut," Kevin said. "Suck my cock you fucking whore." 
Melissa started taking him deeply again. 
"Suck the dick that fucked Rebecca's ass," Kevin said. 
She moaned in response. 
"You're such a fucking slut. Such a little cock-sucking fuck-hole slut. Do you like sucking my cock? Did you like how it looked stuffed in Rebecca's shit hole?" 
She groaned on his cock. 
"Take my cum, bitch. Take it all in your mouth you fucking slut. Swallow my jizz," Kevin said as he began to cum, spurting deep into her throat.
Kevin didn't say a word, his leg cramped and his nuts ached as he came hard into her sucking mouth. When he finished she kept sucking, taking every last drop he had to offer. When she finally stopped, she let him fall from her mouth and stood up to embrace him again. 
"Was that what you wanted?" Kevin asked as he held her. 
"That was perfect," Melissa said. "It was exactly what I wanted." 
"Thank god," Kevin sighed. "I knew it would either make you incredibly hot or want a divorce, one or the other." 
"You were amazing," Melissa said. "It was everything I needed to hear, and now I can't wait to get home to you."
"Good," Kevin said. "Now let's get washed up and I'll take you to bed and finish you off with my mouth so you won't be all used up for your date." 
"That sounds wonderful," Melissa smiled.  

 

  

    




Chapter 10


The weather was better Friday morning, and Kevin still had a few jobs to finish up. He left for work after breakfast and Melissa sat alone, sipping her coffee. She halfway expected Tiffany to barge in and tell her all about her day, but she hadn't made an appearance. Melissa had noticed Tiffany tended to spend a bit more time in the school drop-off line than she used to, now that she was dating the school's coach.  
Melissa didn't mind at all, in fact, she wasn't certain she wanted to share her weekend plans with her good friend and neighbor. They shared almost everything else, but this felt a little too far over the edge to be made public knowledge. She spent her morning cleaning up the house and doing laundry, and after a light lunch, she spent a few hours working on the books for Kevin's roofing business. The last job she had before she started dinner, was to make a simple phone call. 
She didn't think it would be stressful, but she heard a tremor in her voice as she listened to it ring on the other end. 
"Doctor Taylor's office," a friendly voice responded after three rings. "How may I help you?" 
"I'd like to speak to Doctor Taylor, please," Melissa said. 
"May I tell her who's calling?" The receptionist asked. 
"Certainly," Melissa answered. "Tell her it's Melissa." 
"Hold please," the receptionist directed. 
She didn't have to wait long. After just a few seconds another voice came on the line. 
"This is Rebecca," Doctor Taylor said. 
"Hi, Rebecca…it's Melissa." 
Kevin's day was productive for once, and his crew finished up two of the jobs they had started. He loaded up his trailer as they wrapped up their work and took advantage of an opportunity to talk to his foreman. 
"Hey boss, the new rig looks sharp," Darrel said, nodding toward the new truck. 
"Well, I'm glad you like it," Kevin said. "Because it's going to be yours next season." 
"Oh wow, really?" Darrel asked. 
"Yep," Kevin nodded. "We bought it just the other day. All I need to do now is get a second trailer and a few more tools. Then we'll be ready to run two crews." 
"I'm up for the challenge," Darrel assured him. "Anything I can do to help?" 
"Yeah," Kevin said. "Do some scouting around and see if you can find me a decent deal on a trailer." 
"I can do it, Boss," Darrel nodded. "Hit you up on Monday with what I find?" 
"Sounds good," Kevin said. 
Once everyone was done for the day they did a final pass-through, like they always did, making sure they didn't leave any errant nails, shingles, or tools lying about in the grass below their work area. Finally satisfied that it was another job well done, Kevin got in his truck and drove back home. 
He could smell dinner as soon as he walked in the door, the wonderful smell of roasting meat and bacon filled the air. Melissa came downstairs to greet him as he stepped into the kitchen. 
"Holy shit!" Kevin said. "You look amazing!" 
"Awe, thanks, Baby," Melissa said, doing a slow twirl so he could see her whole outfit. 
She was wearing a short denim skirt, a crop-top white shirt, and her short-shaft cowboy boots. Her hair was done up in a fancy french braid, and her make-up was stunning. 
"Dinner smells good," Kevin said. "What are we having?"
"I made a bacon-wrapped brisket for you," Melissa said. "Also did some small red potatoes with carrots on the side." 
"Sounds great, I'm so hungry," Kevin said, sitting down at the table. 
They sat down and ate, but Melissa didn't take much on her plate. 
"Not hungry?" Kevin asked. 
"I guess not," Melissa said, pushing potatoes around on her plate.
"Are you nervous about tonight?" Kevin asked. 
"I know it sounds silly," Melissa said. "I mean, it's exactly what I said I wanted, and now I'm nervous about going through with it." 
"You don't have to," Kevin said. "It's completely up to you, but you don't have to do anything you don't want to." 
"It's not that I don't want to," Melissa said. "I'm nervous about…I don't know. I just want him to want me." 
"Trust me," Kevin grinned. "As beautiful as you look, with that body and those eyes…he's going to want you. He's going to get so fucking hard for you." 
"Thank you," Melissa said. "You always know what to say."
Kevin shrugged. "Just don't forget to come home to me." 
"I won't," Melissa laughed. "I promise." 
"And send me pics if you get a chance," he added. 
"I'll try," Melissa grinned. 
Just then the doorbell rang. 
"Oh, that's my ride," Melissa said, getting up hurriedly. "Can you get the…" 
"Yeah, I'll clean everything up," Kevin agreed. 
"You're the best," Melissa said. 
"And don't you forget it," Kevin teased walking her to the door. 
He watched her walk out and toward the cab that would take her to Enrique's house. The cabbie followed her out and even opened the door for her. She turned back to Kevin and gave him a little wave before she got in. Kevin waved back and watched as the cab disappeared down the street. He sighed heavily and walked back into the house to finish cleaning off the table and putting away the leftovers. 
He had just finished when he heard the doorbell ring again. Did she forget something? Was something wrong? Kevin hurried to the door to open it. 
The surprise registered on his face when he swung the door open. 
Doctor Rebecca Taylor was standing on his porch, wearing tight-fitting jeans and an even tighter-fitting shirt, unbuttoned down to her navel. She was holding a cold six-pack of beer in her hand. 
"Hey Cowboy," Rebecca said as Kevin stared at her with a slack jaw. "Melissa said you might need a little company tonight. Feel like sharing some beer and a movie?" 
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