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It was Sean, my husband, whose bright idea was that I should pretend to be Brandon’s girlfriend. Brandon had to go home for Christmas to their old and backward town buried somewhere back in The Hills. Brandon hated his family — the way he told it, they were all bullies and bigots and always were.

“If I go back there without a girlfriend, it’s going to be homophobia central non-stop all over again,” he said. “You know what that place is like,” he said to my husband.

Sean raised his eyebrows at me and grimaced. We lived in the big city on the coast, right in the heart of downtown. We were at a funky cafe in the bohemian district across the street from the organic food store and next door to the art gallery.

“They’re looking forward to the ‘50s there,” he said, raising his shoulders and snorting. He lifted his eyebrows and nodded at me.

“I just can’t do it anymore,” Brandon said, and he drained his cappuccino leaning way back in his chair. 

“Folgers out of a styrofoam cup isn’t all that bad,” Sean said, and he held it for two beats before he erupted in laughter and reached over the tiny round table on the sidewalk and chucked his old buddy hard on the shoulder.

“Kind of short notice to get you set up with a girlfriend,” I said. “I mean, I might know someone, but . . . . “ I trailed off.

“Especially one who would want to go to that place?” Brandon said, rolling his eyes and tugging his arms up high under his armpits. “I don’t think I’d be interested in anybody who was interested in that place,” he chuckled.

“I wouldn’t mind seeing it,” I said, and I stuck my tongue out at my husband. “Maybe it would give me some insight into what makes this guy here tick,” I said, kicking my boot out to bump my husband’s shin. “Can’t be that bad!”

“Go then,” my husband said, shrugging. “Why don’t you pretend to be Brandon’s girlfriend?”

I know he didn’t mean it. I know he didn’t think it through. It just came out like that, sudden and blunt.

But as soon as he said it, I grinned into my shoulder, Brandon shot a deeply thinking frown at the sidewalk, and my husband squinted his eyes at his mocha that he held frozen half way from the table to his mouth.

The more we thought about it, the more we laughed at the idea, and the more we laughed at the idea, the more we realized how well it might actually work. I mean, Brandon and I were already as good as friends. I liked him. I kind of felt sorry for him — he was really awkward around girls. I might not know any girlfriends who might like him like that, but I liked him. I thought he was a sensitive and deep guy, just quiet and nervous all the time.

“I’ll make your reservations, I know the hotel owner there,” my husband said. “Get you a deal.”

Brandon laughed. “Not the Clyde! Please not the Clyde!” he laughed.

“You know any other hotel out there?” my husband chuckled.

Brandon looked at me and swung his head and exhaled harshly. “You’re in for a treat,” he said and he rolled his eyes. “Two rooms,” he said to Sean, holding up his fingers in a peace sign to emphasize the point.

“Of course,” Sean said.

Thinking back, I remember when I saw him smirk down into his cup just before he hid his face behind it.

“It’s like a hundred years old,” my husband said to me.

“Ooh!” I sang. “Sounds romantic!” I stuck my tongue out between my teeth and raised my shoulders at Brandon.

“Place is not special,” my husband said to me with a sharp nod. “Don’t get your hopes up — it was always just hanging on.”

“And probably hanging the same wallpaper, too,” Brandon said, nodding at me.

“Maybe that’s why they go at you like that, Bran,” my husband said to him. “You’re always noticing things like the wallpaper.”

Brandon chuckled and kicked the legs of Sean’s chair.

“It sounds like an adventure!” I said, scrunching my chin down into my chest. I was excited about it. I liked acting. I liked pretending to be someone else. And who cares what kind of place it was, it was a new place to me.

“You might actually fit right in,” my husband said, nodding and grinning. “They like their rules there. Very conservative place.”

“Maybe I’ll stay!” I said to him and I stuck my tongue out at him.

“Knowing you, yeah, you’re going to find something to your liking out there,” he said. We held each other’s eyes a moment longer.

Sean made me try on my over-the-knee black suede boots, my short black-and-red tartan wool skirt, and a cashmere long-sleeve tight black sweater.

“It is Christmas,” he said.

“Too much I think,” I said to him.

He stepped back from the bathroom and nudged the door open to sit on our bed and look me up and down. I had just been putting on my makeup. He might have been my husband, but it still made me feel a little queasy inside being looked at like that. I crossed my toes over each other. It’s not the way I usually dressed.

“Brandon deserves it,”  my husband said. “Right?”

“It’s too expressive for me,” I said and I bit my lip and looked down at myself. It was, I guess you’d say, sexy, though I didn’t like thinking of myself that way.

“It’ll certainly shut his brothers up,” Sean nodded. He had that smirk on his face again.

“Maybe I should dress in something more conservative,” I said. But I didn’t go to my closet. I clasped my hands together with my arms stretched down behind my back and I raised myself on my toes and twirled around once for him. It made me laugh and I covered my mouth. I’m not the show-off type. But being dressed like that, leaving town without my husband, pretending to be someone else — I was a little bit giddy about it all.

“No, no,” Sean said. “Give Brandon the full-on effect,” he said. “Be his sexy girlfriend, it’ll be perfect.”

“It’ll just make him even more shy,” I said. “It’s making me shy, and it’s only my husband looking at me in our own bedroom like that!” I squealed and poked my shoulders up and pinched my tongue between my grinning teeth. I wasn’t one of those wives who talked dirty.

We decided to let Brandon cast the deciding vote. We went down together when he got to our condo. He leaned against his big black SUV and did the same thing my husband did, drawing his eyes up and down my body while I stood there holding my long white coat open and looking sideways, trying not to feel so exposed, so displayed.

He swallowed hard. “I mean,” he said, looking at my husband. “That looks like a girlfriend.”

The two men laughed and I did up the belt of my coat. I guess that decided it.

Sean threw his arm around Brandon’s neck and pulled him in tight against him. “Look after my girl,” he said. “Keep those asshole’s hands off her.”

“Nobody will touch her,” Brandon said with a nod at my husband.

“Well,” Sean shrugged with a grin up one side of his face. “You do have to pretend she’s your girlfriend, so not nobody, right?”

Brandon nearly blushed. I certainly did. Sean guided me to the passenger door of Brandon’s SUV. “Have fun with it,” he said to me privately. “Make Brandon feel like he really has a girlfriend, okay?”

“Be careful what you wish for,” I grinned at him and I kissed him lightly on the lips.

“I mean it,” he said, his face turning more serious as I sat back on the seat through the open door. “It’ll be fun for you. Really be his girlfriend, though, okay?”

“You’re scaring me now,” I said to him as I swung my legs into Brandon’s car and held the door handle. But I grinned at him too. He was talking so weirdly!

“Scaring you?” he said. “I thought it might be exciting for you.” He grinned.

I curled my lips between my teeth and looked straight ahead. I looked back at him through strands of fallen hair. “Maybe just a little,” I said meekly. He knew me all too well.

“Look after my boy,” he said. “Give him the girlfriend. It’ll let him put those dickheads in their place. It’ll let him stand up to them.”

“You should watch what you say,” I said to my husband, trying to swing the door closed. He was making me feel more nervous. But I had no reason to be nervous because nothing was going to happen. Right?

Sean held the door open against me pulling it closed. “Everything’s okay with me, you know,” he said.

We met eyes and I narrowed mine, trying to figure him out. “What’s okay?” I said.

But he wasn’t able to tell me. Brandon came around after loading bags in the back and checking his tires, and stood beside my husband. Sean smirked at me and let go of my door. I shut it and stared straight ahead, unsure of myself. I was unsure if the whole trip was a good idea or not.

I heard them talking outside my window.

“Have fun with it,” my husband said to his old friend, using the same words he used with me. “Pretend she’s your girlfriend, and I mean it. Really get into it.”

“Be careful what you wish for,” Brandon said to Sean. I bent over at my waist and squealed into my hands. He said exactly what I said to my husband!

They both looked at me and frowned with confusion but I just waved my hand and covered my mouth and shook my head. It was too hard to explain.

“Everything’s okay with me,” Sean said, repeating that part also to his friend, too.

I chewed my cheek and wondered if he was trying to say something to Brandon and I.

“I’ll bring her back in one piece,” Brandon said to Sean and he waved and turned to go around behind the car and get in the driver’s side.

“I hope not,” Sean called back to him.

I glared out my window at my husband and put my window down. “Don’t!” I said to him, frowning. I didn’t like it when he joked too much about stuff like that.

“Just call me when you can,” he said.

“I’ll have to be sneaky to call you, though,” I said. “I’m not supposed to be another man’s wife, remember?”

“I don’t even know who you are anymore,” he said and he smirked.

I rolled my eyes and put my window back up. But I waved at him too. “Love you,” I mouthed at him through the window.

Brandon and I talked about Sean’s strange behaviour, but neither of us were the kind to freely talk about our feelings so much. We both just decided he was being weird, and we laughed about it and changed the subject to where to get coffee for the road — the last real coffee we’d likely see for the next while.

“Want to pretend we’re boyfriend and girlfriend in the Starbucks?” I said. We spotted it on the road ahead. “Just to practice, I mean?”

Brandon bit his lip and inhaled deeply. He was worse than me, if that was possible. “Guess we have to start somewhere,” he said.

“Hold my hand,” I said. I laid my hand out over the console of his SUV. The only thing making me not so nervous was Brandon being more nervous than me.

He stared at it. I wriggled it. “Come on, not going to bite,” I said and I chuckled. It was a strange position for me to be in, being the more liberal, the more initiating, one. But he pursed his lips, turned his gaze straight forward, and reached over to put his hand in mine.

We rode like that into the parking lot and when we got out to go inside to get our coffees, we held hands walking, too. I looked up at him over our shoulders. “Feels good,” I said with a cute smile.

“Yeah,” he shrugged. “Natural.”

“I know, right?” 

I didn’t mean to, but I rubbed my thumb back and forth over the back of his hand. We looked at each other and I scrunched my chin down and tittered. “Too much?” I said privately to him.

He just shook his head “No,” and pulled me closer against him.

“We were holding hands in the Starbucks,” I said to my husband on the phone when we were back in his car. I looked over at Brandon as he drove up the narrowing and climbing road. He looked back at me and widened his eyes. He made me laugh.

“People look at you like you’re together?” Sean said.

I reached over and took Brandon’s hand in mine again, over the seats. We looked at each other long, too. “I think we looked like we were together,” I said to my husband, and I smiled at Brandon. I squeezed his hand. “It felt like we were,” I said.

Brandon let go of my hand and twisted both of his hands around the top of his steering wheel. He dropped his chin down into his chest and checked all his mirrors as though the road demanded renewed attention.

“What else did you do?” Sean said.

I puffed a shot of air out my nose and twisted my face sideways out my window. “What do you mean?” I said with my eyes bulging.

“Well you know, like stuff a girlfriend and boyfriend do,” he said.

“Like what?” I said privately, covering the phone with my hand. I knew Brandon could hear me, though.

“Did you kiss him?” my husband said.

I squealed and gasped. “As if!” I shouted.

“What’d he say?” Brandon looked over at me with a frown.

“Just being stupid,” I said to him.

“Who’s being stupid?” my husband said on the phone.

“You are!” I said. “And no! We did not do that.” I shook my head at Brandon. I was blushing. He’d see that if he wanted to look.

“You’re going to have to, you know, when you’re up there. You don’t want it to look like the first time ever when everyone’s looking at you, you know,” Sean said.

“I know!” I said to him, whining. I didn’t think of that until he pointed it out, though. He was right, of course.

We’d planned to take our time getting up there. Brandon was in no rush to get to his parent’s place and there were a couple of stops he wanted to make on the way, including an old cabin he wanted to check out that was off the main road.

“I still love it up there,” he said. “Just not the people.”

I knew we’d have to try kissing before we got to his parent’s. Maybe the cabin, I thought. But I was scared. How do you kiss a man who isn’t your husband? And who your husband told you to kiss? And he’s not there even, and you’re all alone with the guy? It seemed wrong no matter if it was just pretending and it was all to help a friend out.  A wife is not supposed to kiss other men, period. She probably shouldn’t even hold hands with other men or rub their hands, either.

But I was doing that. Even now, as he drove beside me, most of the way up. We didn’t stop once we started at the Starbucks and those coffees were long gone. Practice makes perfect, I guess.

“It’s incredible,” I said, after we pulled in from the narrow road and bounced over the double-trail that passed as a driveway. We ducked down and gazed out the top of the front window at the log cabin perched in a clearing on a hilltop overlooking a freshly-snowed-on valley forest below. “It’s like a post-card!” I said.

“And it’s kind of for sale,” Brandon said, turning his motor off and opening his door.

I laughed and covered my ears and squealed. “It’s so quiet!” I shouted.

“Right?” he said. “Old guy I worked with at the lumber yard — my first ever job. He built it by hand.”

“No way!” I said, laughing. I marvelled at it. “And he’s selling it?”

Brandon shrugged. “Yes and no,” he said. “Jack always told me, whenever I was ready, he’d hand it off to me.”

“What, for free?” I said, screwing up my face.

“I’ve been looking after it for him for the last 20 or so years — ever since I got my driver’s licence actually,” he said. He went up the steps to the wrap-around porch and opened the door with a key he had on his keyring. “I fix it, keep it clean, keep it ready for him,”

We went inside. If the outside was a postcard, the inside was a children’s storybook. I half expected to find Santa Claus himself in a rocking chair by the fire. “It’s magical,” I said, awestruck.

“He never got back up, though,” he said, patting a beam and scanning his eyes around the ceiling. “They moved to Arizona, he got cancer, yada yada yada.”

“But you kept it ready for him all this time?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said, and he fell silent a long while, looking up into the corners of the ceiling. “He taught me how to do electrical work, he taught me how to do a roof, he taught me how to make a wall, how to put in windows, everything,” he shrugged and looked over his shoulder at me.

Brandon was an interior designer. I know what you’re thinking. But he’s also one of the best in the city because he knows all the work the contractors are hired to do, and what is possible and not so possible when moving walls or adding floors or rooms.

“He’s never going to come back up, is he?” I said.

Brandon shook his head but he didn’t say anything. He pursed his lips. “Anyway . . . ” he finally said with a chuckle. “. . . this is what you call ‘craftsman style,’ this one,” he said.

“It’s incredible,” I said. I stood beside him and pushed my hand around his back, under his coat, gazing with him along the trims and the edges.

“His wife wrote me an email last week,” he said, looking down at me over his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around my back as well. We pulled each other together, hip to hip. “Jack hasn’t got long left now.”

“Oh Brandon!” I said. I rubbed his back.

“She told me I had to buy it now or it was going to be put on the market. His kids don’t give a shit about it. They don’t even live anywhere near here.”

“Can you afford it?” I said.

He laughed and shook his head and swung it side to side looking down. “One dollar!” he shouted at the floor. “That’s all Jack is willing to accept from me for it.”

“Oh my god,” I said.

“Yeah, Jack was kind of a dad to me,” he said. “More than my own dad was, that’s for sure. I was probably a better son to him than his own sons, too!” he laughed. “We used to work here all day and not say more than two words to each other. I learned everything from him, yet we hardly ever talked about anything.”

“Oh my god, that’s beautiful,” I said. I turned my face up to his, and he ducked his face down to mine. I want to say that it became a chance to practice kissing before we got to his old town further up the hills. But I wasn’t thinking practice, I’d forgotten that we were pretending. I kissed him. I just had to.

Brandon went into the tool closet behind the kitchen to check on the state of things and I went outside to tramp around in the forest a bit that surrounded the place. I called my husband. “So,” I said, hesitating. “We kissed.”

“That’s an incredible place he goes to up there, I’ve been there once or twice,” my husband said. “I don’t know the story behind it — some family friend or something? Who knows.”

“Yeah,” I said, “I don’t know.” I bit my lip and looked out over the emerald lake I noticed through the trees. I felt like I was in a Christmas movie. “So, it was okay,” I said. “Maybe a bit more practice before we get there,” I said.

“Oh the kiss, yeah,” he said. “He slobber all over you?” Sean said.

“No,” I said and I chuckled. “Anyway, yeah, so, like I said, we did that.”

I didn’t tell him we did it for several minutes. I didn’t tell him that I forgot I was acting. And I didn’t tell him it wasn’t exactly just for practice.

“Was it convincing?” my husband said. “Believable?”

“Oh yeah, I think so,” I said. I winced. “Pretty believable, I think,” I said, and I chuckled.

“Well do it some more then, get good at it, make sure it looks like you really want to and really like it and do it all the time,” he said. “This’ll be perfect for Bran, showing off a loving and devoted girlfriend who won’t leave him alone,” he said and he laughed.

“Yeah, get good at it, good idea,” I said. “I’ll try,” I said to my husband, and we said goodbye.

“Pull over first,” I said when we’d nosed around a corner in the town and crept along the street to his parent’s house.

“We’re there, though,” he said.

“Stop here first,” I repeated myself. When he pulled up the gear stick, I unbuckled my belt and rolled over to kneel on my hands and knees over him in his seat.

He pressed himself against the back of his seat and pulled his chin in.

“Just relax, okay?” I said. I tittered and closed my eyes and brought my lips to his lips. We kissed again. “Are you going to be okay?” I said.

He inhaled and pushed it back out through his bulging cheeks and widened eyes. “Maybe another one, just for good luck,” he said.

I snorted an amused puff of air out my nose and wrapped my hand around the back of his neck. We kissed like that and it was our first real, passionate and lustful kiss. I accidentally moaned inside it. It felt good. I liked it, I guess is what I’m saying. That helps a person act more convincingly, doesn’t it? We kissed again, longer, with tongue. He turned out to be a very good kisser . . . .  It became hard to stop.

We came into the house tapping on the open door, but nobody was around. “I bet they all went over to look into the gully,” Brandon said. He reached behind himself and tugged me closer by the hand.

“The gully?” I said. I pressed my body into his arm and we crept down the hallway like robbers.

“It’s a bit of a choke-point for local wildlife, the gully, so anything on the move around here leaves tracks through there. If there’s fresh tracks, they’re probably going to go hunting in the morning,” he said.

I scrunched my body into his arm and squeezed his hand and dropped my mouth wide open. “Oh my god! They actually hunt?”

“Gunna git sumpin fer supper afor we’all starve, tell you what!” he said in a strong King of the Hill accent.

He made me snort and laugh.

He didn’t laugh, he just looked over his shoulder at me and nodded.

I cleared my throat, pulled my mouth down seriously again, and bulged my eyes at the floor. Maybe it really was going to be an adventure out here . . . .

“Show me your old room!” I said, and I squeezed his hand and bit my lip.

He looked over his shoulder skeptically at me, but I nodded and widened my eyes and smiled. “Go go!” I said, pushing him. “Show me.”

“Ain’t never had no girl folk uppin there afor,” he said.

I snorted again and pushed him. “So new you, new me, new everything, right?” I said.

It was a tiny room, but unlike anywhere else I saw in his house, it had books in it. It had art on the walls. It felt different than the rest of the place, there was no doubt about it. We dropped our coats on his bed. I turned to him and scrambled my fingers into his sides, pulling up his t-shirt a bit and tickling his skin.

He snorted and bent over and spun toward me. “That’s a pretty girlfriend-y thing to do,” he said. He curled his fingers into my sides and tickled me back. I shot my hips back and bent at my waist. But I tickled him harder and we both squirmed and squealed and twisted and contorted, wrestling with each other and tickling up and down over each other’s sides.

The tension since we had kissed so much at his cabin had been building and fuelled our release of laughter now. I stepped back but my legs tripped over the edge of his bed I didn’t see and I yelped and fell backward. He pursued me down, not letting me get away from him, and my sweater came untucked from my skirt giving him access to my skin from waist to ribs.

I rolled over and clawed at the bed to pull myself away, barely able to breathe, he was ticking me so much and making me writhe under his touch. He crawled over me and sat on my ass to pull my sweater up further and tickle my back.

But his tickles settled down into teasing fingertips, and I stopped struggling so much and rested my face on my arms folded under my head. He began giving me a back rub just as we heard everybody come clomping back in, yelling at each other and laughing and shouting directly under us.

I rolled over onto my back under Brandon still sitting on my legs.

“Come down here,” I said quietly so nobody would hear us and I pulled my arms out from where they were trapped between his knees and my hips, and I stretched them up and beckoned him down on me with all my fingers waving.

He stepped his knees back and lowered himself down. I snaked my hands around his shoulders and pressed his back down harder on me. He slipped his hands under my shoulders and played his fingers into my hair. I like my hair played with. It kind of makes me . . . interested.

He lowered himself further down on me. I mean, if I was supposed to be his girlfriend, what was wrong about that? He pressed his hips down into my hips. I sank my mouth into his neck but it wasn’t to kiss him there. It was to muffle my moan that I couldn’t stop. I felt his bulge between his legs. It pressed directly against me, between my legs. I clamped my eyes to try to stop myself reacting. It was a bit too soon. But my fingers curled into his back and my legs spread under him. That just happened involuntarily to me.

When we kissed again, it was a different level. There was nothing pretended about it. I pushed my fingers in his hair and my breathing became deep. He made me moan in tiny, high-pitched inhalations, and I don’t think he knew why. He was rocking side to side on me and it was making his boner press against my mons pubis.

He attempted to pull his hips up from mine when he realized — I think — what he was doing to me, but I pushed my hands down his back and gripped his ass in my fingers. I scrunched down on him and didn’t let him get off me. All I could think was my husband’s voice, “Give him the girlfriend experience,” repeated over and over in my mind. I wasn’t trying to do that, though. I was already thinking of excuses to cover what was happening to me without my will.

He began to rotate his hips and press and release, and press and release me with his bulge on my groin. I tapped his ass to try to warn him that something was happening. My voice was gone and my head rolled back so that I faced his headboard nearly upside down. My back arched up and my toes curled.

He didn’t stop, though. He kept kissing me all over my neck and mouth and playing in my hair. I could hear his family barking and braying below us and sounding like they were picking up bricks and hurling them down and I realized, that’s how they walked.

I pulled at the fabric of Brandon’s pants. I bit his neck. I gasped and raised my body up off his bed. But he wasn’t understanding, he wasn’t getting it, he didn’t know what he was doing. He just kept grinding his hips down into mine and pulling and twisting my hair.

I guess there was a lot more tension on the way up, and I had a lot more release coming. I sank my face in his neck, I stopped breathing, and my body shook like a huge shiver ran through it. Everything flooded with warmth and exploded with light and pleasure. I inhaled finally, deeply with my chest rising up under his face and my mouth dropping open wide enough to swallow an ocean.

When my climax finally subsided, I pulled my legs up and rolled on my side and pulled myself away from him. I hugged the edge of the bed nearest the wall and hid my face in the blanket. I was shocked and embarrassed. I looked over my shoulder through my hair all over my face. Brandon started at me like a little boy, stunned and amazed.

I rolled my eyes and bit my bottom lip and snorted. “I told you to stop!” I scolded him with a grin.

“Did you just . . . ?” he said.

I gasped with wide eyes at the wall and shook my head. “What do you think, dummy!” I said.

I looked again. He just grinned way up one side of his face and nodded slowly. I guess my husband was right. Giving him a girlfriend experience did wonders for his confidence.

I don’t know what it did to mine, though. I wasn’t acting anymore. I didn’t control any of that.

When we were ready, we went down the stairs. The stairs entered through a narrow door directly into the dinging room so that everyone was right there, staring and shocked. Nobody knew Brandon was home, and nobody knew he had a girlfriend. And certainly nobody knew that he took his girlfriend upstairs while they were out tracking paw prints.

I know I made a little noise when I cried out at that moment in Brandon’s bed, but they were so loud, I was pretty sure nobody heard me. I was nonetheless appalled at myself: me, of all people! Doing something like that, or at least allowing something like that to be done to her.

I excused myself from the table and went to the bathroom. I texted my husband. “I feel very bad about what just happened,” I wrote him.

“What just happened?” he wrote back nearly instantly.

I curled my lips between my teeth and stared at the bathroom floor. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I didn’t confess to my husband. “We were just sort of hanging out up in his room before his family got back,” I said.

“Oh yeah!” my husband wrote. “And?!?!”

I rolled my eyes and huffed. He never got anything. “Well we were kind of on the bed together,” I said.

“Nice!” he wrote.

“It wasn’t like that.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing.”

“Why are you writing me then?”

“I should get back to the dinner table.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“What did Brandon do?”

“Going now, talk later.”

“What did Brandon do?”

I stared at my phone and glared with my eyes at it as though he could see me. “I had a little accident.”

“What does that mean?”

“Don’t be so dense!”

“What kind of accident?”

I lost the breath in my lungs and pressed my face into the back of the bathroom door. “He was pressing on me, I don’t think he knew.”

“What happened?”

“We were just playing and wrestling and stuff.”

“What happened?”

“He was pressing down on me.”

“What happened?”

“Got to go now.”

“Tell me.”

“I had a tiny little thing, okay? It was totally an accident. I didn’t mean to. But I don’t think he noticed.”

“A little thing?”

“(I climaxed!)” I finally spelled it out for him. I put my phone away and didn’t wait around for his reply.

After dinner everybody went downstairs. They had a pool table, darts board, ping-pong, a little kitchenette, a big screen TV . . . it was one huge family recreation room. It was interesting, watching everyone interact with Brandon. They seemed unsettled around him. They weren’t picking on him the way he said they always did. They were asking him real questions about his work.

Suddenly someone shouted something and they all ran up and out of the house.

“What was that?” I said to Brandon.

“Who the fuck knows,” he chuckled, leaning against the edge of the pool table. “Squirrel maybe?”

He made me snort. “They always go running off together like that?” I said.

He snorted this time. “Pack of fucking hyenas,” he said.

I stepped up to him. We were alone in the basement. If anyone came back in upstairs, we’d hear their footsteps like a bass drum down there. I saw his lump. I knew he was hard. I don’t know what got into me. My husband’s voice? The weird feeling of inhabiting another body? Being out in the great backwoods beyond?

I cupped my hand and pressed it against the front of Brandon’s pants. “What we got going on down there?” I said with a smirk.

Telling my husband what happened to me must have opened up the floodgates for me.

Brandon grinned shyly. “You know,” he said through cute, tightly pulled lips.

I pressed up closer to him. I was feeling happy. I was feeling careless. I was feeling risky. I stood up on my toes and opened my mouth and lashed his lips with my tongue and snickered. I squeezed him between his legs. It made me shiver because I could clearly feel the shape and length of him down there, he was that hard under his pants.

“Now what would a real girlfriend do in this situation, I wonder,” I said to him in a cooing voice.

He shook his head and rolled his eyes and looked away. “You better not start something or I don’t know what,” he said.

“You didn’t seem to care too much what you were doing to me upstairs,” I said. I was being bad. I was being slutty. I held the waist of his jeans with one hand and drew down the tab of his fly with my other hand.

He tried to turn away and he tried to grab my wrist and pull my hand off the front of his pants.

But I leaned my face back, I dropped my chin down, and I smiled up at him. “Uh-uh!” I said, and I fished around inside his open fly until I found his cock. I didn’t mean to also push my hand through the slot of his shorts, but I did, and I didn’t pull back. I wrapped my hand around it and couldn’t help gasping just before I kissed him all over his mouth.

“Grace, no,” he said. He pushed my arm.

I pushed back. “What are you afraid of,” I said with a snort. “I’m just your girlfriend. Maybe I want to give my boyfriend a little attention,” I said. I pulled his cock out of his pants and stroked it. It grew in my hand, hard and big. I had to bite my lip and twist my knees together.

“No,” he said. “It’s wrong.”

“I know!” I chirped and I hung my tongue far out of my mouth and laughed at him with my mouth wide open. I was unable to win any arguments with myself. I poured my body down the front of his body. He grappled with my hips and then my waist and then my shoulders and then my head. But I fought him every inch of the way until I knelt on the floor facing his open pants.

I swayed my body and head and swung my hair over my shoulders and wrapped my hand around his cock and pumped it in my palm directly facing my mouth. I looked up at him over his body and tilted my face sideways. I wanted him to see. Isn’t that the girlfriend experience my husband kept talking about?

Brandon breathed like he was going to pass out. His hands shook but he began playing in my hair again. He learned that about me. Fast learner. I looked his cock right in the eye. Was I actually going to do this? I pursed my lips and swallowed. It was weird. While I was still debating whether or not to do it, my eyes closed on their own, my lips parted also on their own, and my face shifted forward, you guessed it, on it’s own.

I thought it would be harder to actually do. I thought it would take more will power and more swallowing of guilt. But my lips parted, the head of his cock pressed on them, and he slid inside my mouth like a hand in a glove.

I am ashamed to say it felt good. Like, really good.

I reached around behind his ass and pressed him with taps and squeezes to encourage him to pump his hips into my face.

That felt even better.

I swirled my tongue around his cock deep in my mouth. He gasped and lost his breath and pushed his hands through my hair and pulled it.

I was losing it again. I didn’t know what to call what that felt like. I pumped my face on his cock and he began to meet my thrusts with his hips.

I don’t use language like that, but I guess you could say he was fucking my mouth. He was fucking his girlfriend’s mouth.

And his girlfriend, much to my shock, was loving every inch of it that he gave me.

I knew he was getting close. He tried to tap me and warn me. His breathing stopped and he tried to push my head away from his groin.

But I dug in. I pumped him harder. I squeezed his ass and I became, in a word, insistent.

Even when he bent in his knees and pushed his hips forward and craned his neck back to grimace at the ceiling, I kept sucking him. His eruption filled my mouth and I tried to swallow but it gushed out my lips and down my chin. He held my head by the temples and fucked my face very hard. That’s when it overtook me: I climaxed again. It was all too much!

I patted his tummy and giggled and stood up and made him kiss me and I laughed at him. I went to the bathroom to make sure he didn’t get any on my face or clothes. His family came back in and down the stairs to carry on with their pool tournament. I sat on the stool with my arms straight down in front of my body and the heels of my hands hung on the front edge of the seat between my spread legs. I started at my make-believe boyfriend through my hair fallen over my eyes and face.

I made sure every time he glanced at me, my mouth was open and my tongue was licking my lips and I was grinning at him.

He was making me wild inside. Also, he was winning. He told me he sucked. This time, everybody was amazed at him. He cleaned up, even taking all their money. I couldn’t help thinking he was going to win a lot more before the day was done.

Everybody settled down on couches and the lights were turned out. “What’s this?” I said, pressed up beside Brandon.

“Holiday movie tradition,” he said with a smirk.

They started the show and his mother threw blankets around and everybody pulled them up over their laps. Including Brandon, who covered me and him with one together.

I dashed off to the bathroom and texted my husband again. They must have thought Brandon’s girlfriend went to the bathroom a lot.

“I sucked his cock,” I wrote my husband. I wasn’t going to beat around the bush anymore. He had to know the direction of things. I was in serious trouble.

“Oh my god!” he wrote back. “Like, a lot?”

I stared at my phone. What kind of reaction is that? “Need to go. Just updating you. He came in my mouth and I swallowed him.” I sent it. Let him ponder that. I was going wild inside.

I rejoined Brandon and his family and pulled the blanket up around my neck. Staring at the big screen, I slipped my hand under the tent of the blanket and found his groin.

He showed stiff resolve not giving any reaction on his face. But he slipped his hand over my lap and found my groin, too. He even slipped down my leg and back up, under my skirt. He touched the front of my panties.

It became a contest. Who could do more to the other while not showing anything on their face. My hand was down the front of his pants, stroking his hard-again cock. His fingers were inside the front of my panties, where he found me amply wet.

His mother asked him to go get bowls and bags of snacks from the kitchen upstairs. I followed him. Alone up there, we necked and felt each other’s bodies all over. He picked me up and put me on the counter. I spread my legs, and pulled my skirt up around my hips to spread them wider. His cock was out of his pants again, in my hand. I was pulling my panties aside. I wasn’t thinking. Nothing made sense. Neither of his had any resistance left. We necked and panted and wrestled with our tongues. I pulled his cock toward me between my legs and he opened my pussy lips. I didn’t care. I moaned out loud and pulled my ass over the counter closer to the edge.

His brother came up the stairs and we quickly pulled our clothes over and down again and turned our backs to his brother as though putting bags of chips in bowls was some sort of nuclear procedure. I puffed a big breath out my flared cheeks and I jutted my jaw sideways. That was too close.

When the movie was over, it was time to drive the five minutes to the big old brick hotel. He didn’t want to stay at his house, and I wasn’t going to stay there alone. When we got to the front desk, the clerk gave us one old-fashioned key.

“Two rooms?” Brandon said.

She looked back at her screen. “Only one room was reserved.”

I nodded and snorted. “That’s fine,” I said, snatching the key and tugging Brandon by the arm.

“We’ll take turns getting ready, you go first,” I said, gesturing to the bathroom door.

He came out in t-shirt and shorts. I bit my lip and passed him by, going to the bathroom after him. I could tell he normally slept in the nude. I didn’t bring anything to wear to bed, either. What? I thought I was going to be sleeping alone. I always sleep nude, too. I kept on my black lace bra and panties and I called my husband.

I spoke quietly enough for Brandon not to hear me. “You only booked us one room,” I said to my husband as soon as he answered.

He just snickered. He said nothing.

“What did you think was going to happen?”

“Are you enjoying yourself?” he said.

“Are you hoping something happens?” I replied.

“Its driving me nuts,” he said. “Imagining it.”

“Then why did you put us in this position?”

“Not that kind of nuts,” he said.

“Oh my god, are you serious?” I said.

“I’m nearly exploding in my hand right now,” he said.

We both held our phones to our ears and said nothing.

“You have to tell me I can’t do this, you have to tell me I’m not allowed,” I said.

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“You have to stop me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“I can’t stop myself,” I said.

“Don’t,” he replied after a long pause.

“Goodnight,” I finally said to him. He didn’t say anything.

“Close you eyes!” I shouted from the closed bathroom door. I came out and peeked around the corner into the room. Brandon was grinning with his arm over his eyes.

I ran over on my toes and pulled the sheets and blankets up and dove underneath, pulling them up around my chin.

“You can take off your silly t-shirt and shorts,” I said. “I know you sleep nude.”

“Not a good idea,” he said.

“Nothing is going to happen,” I said. “We both know better.”

We lasted about one minute. He had put some music on. The light ws dim. We were both tired.

I pushed the blankets off him and rolled onto my stomach and stretched my arm over his naked top. He held me by the waist and we kissed. It was soft and gentle and beautiful, at first.

We rolled around and made out. I pushed his shorts off. He unclasped my bra. He hooked his thumbs in the waist of my panties and I laughed and kicked my legs to the ceiling and pulled them off for him. We rolled around and necked again, this time both of us completely naked. I reached down and gripped his cock and he ran his hands all over my breasts and over my waist and my ass.

I sat up on him and pinned his wrists under my hands into the pillows and I ducked my face down close to his. His cock, hard and big, poked me in my tummy. “Stop this, we can’t do this,” I said.

“I agree,” he said. “It’s wrong.”

I shivered and narrowed my eyes at his eyes and pursed my lips like I was mad at him. I rocked forward and back on my hands and knees and the head of his cock smeared over the front of my body and touched my breasts. It also touched me below my abdomen.

“I said no,” I shook my face at his.

We kissed. “We can’t,” he said.

His cock poked at the skin beside my pussy. I shook. “You’re not allowed to do this with another man’s wife,” I said. “Your friend’s wife.”

“We can’t,” he said, nodding his face in frantic agreement.

I arched my back and dragged my breasts up and back over his chest. His cock touched my pussy lips.

“Brandon!” I scolded him. “No!” I glared at him.

But the head of his cock moved through the cleft of my pussy lips. I was so wet, I was coating him.

“We can’t,” I whispered harshly in his ear and my knees slipped on the sheet. My hips, shaking, dropped down. The head of his cock pushed between my lips. I bit his ear. “This is so wrong,” I exhaled deeply.

“It’s not right,” he said.

My hips shook on my thighs, they were so tired. I fell down further and I winced in his ear. “Don’t,” I said.

He only groaned like a man trying to lift weights. I collapsed further. The whole head of his cock pushed inside me. I tried to pull up, but in doing so, I arched my back. When I pushed my hands into his chest to try to throw my body off his body, it caused my hips to drive down. I cried to the ceiling with my head straight up. His cock accidentally filled me completely. I lost strength and fell down harder on him and we crashed together, our hips mashing with a slap.

I curled my spine and arched further and stretched my arms straight out. He wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled me. We came apart but only to slam together harder the second time. I howled to the ceiling. I leaned back far enough to grip his ankles behind me. My body stretched out for him and he seized my breasts in his hands. I began to bounce on him. He pushed his hips down into the bed and came back up in time with me, and we filled the room with loud, sloshing, slapping sounds.

I’ve made love before, of course. I was married, after all. But I didn’t “fuck” a man before, if by that word is meant fully and completely slamming your bodies together completely out of control. He rolled us over and I spread my legs widely for him and I pointed my toes to the ceiling like a slut.

He drilled me into the mattress. He was merciless. I twisted my fingers in the sheets until my knuckles turned white.

We got up and laughed and staggered to the bathroom to drink water. He took me on the counter in there and I hooked my legs around his waist and drove my heels into his back. We fucked so hard we heard the neighbour pound the wall and we laughed.

I stood beside the bed and he bent me over. He didn’t let me argue. I swept my hair up over my head and he took my shoulders in his hands and rammed his hips into my ass. I raised myself on my toes to give him more.

He made me cum. I tried to laugh but he kept pumping into me. He pushed me down and knelt behind me. I didn’t do it like that before. He spread my legs and pushed my back down.

I arched and laid my cheek sideways on the bed. He pulled my hips up higher and I gasped. He entered me deeper than before. It felt like my guts were being re-arranged inside me. I just kept cumming and cumming. Brandon wouldn’t stop fucking me!

When I could feel him near again, I reached around and held him with my hand around the back of his thigh. I wasn’t going to let him pull out. His hot cum filled me and gushed out of my pussy and dripped down my legs.

I rolled over under him and we both collapsed, entwined together, out of breath, and half chuckling, half sleeping. I twisted up beside him and kissed his cheek. “Girlfriend experience enough for you?” I cooed. But he was already sleeping.

We woke each other up a few times during the night. It became a game of who could make the other cum more.

The next day, Brandon was an even more transformed man around his family. He was, to put it in a word, himself, or at least, how I knew him in the city. No, he was more than that. He was powerful. He was assertive. He was making his choices and telling people, not asking them.

He was turning me on all over again something wickedly. I couldn’t keep my hands off him. I attacked him everywhere I could. On the way home, we stopped at that cabin again. We fucked like mad in there. I was able to cry out loud because there were no neighbours this time. I made him pull over nearer to home in a parking lot of a company closed for Sunday and I sucked him off in his car seat, and made him cum in my mouth. I liked it.

I told my husband everything and he told me everything, too. He told me how he couldn’t stop thinking about me with Brandon. About how he experienced me in his mind losing my mind. About me cumming. About me being fucked so roughly. We decided that we didn’t understand it, that we had to talk about it more, and maybe explore it, take it slow, maybe read up on it.

But then Brandon came over. “Thinking of going up to the cabin today,” he said.

“Is it yours now?” I said.

He nodded, looking at me with a new and strange look. He turned to my husband. “Was thinking Grace might like to come up with me. Check it out. Help me decide how to change it up. It’s a little ‘old man’ in there, if you know what I mean.”

I swung my face down and over and up to my husband. “What do you think?” I said.

He laughed. “You know what I think,” he said.

“No problem,” Brandon said.

“No,” I said to him, shaking my head. I took his hand in mine. “He wants me to go up with you.”

Brandon looked up at my husband. But my husband snickered, he pushed up out of his chair, and got beers from the fridge. “Fuck off, Brandon,” he said.

“You serious?” he said privately to me.

I kissed him, right in our living room. I looked up and saw my husband watching me kiss his friend in our living room. I kissed him again with my eyes on his.

“We’ll have fun,” I said to him and I smiled. “Just my boyfriend and me,” I said to my husband as I passed him by and went down the hallway to our bedroom. I had a bag to pack.
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