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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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.  
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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. 
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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.  
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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?" 
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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. 
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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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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

Triangle: The Foundation
Triangle 2: The Second Leg
Triangle 3: Trifecta (coming soon)

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
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