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I still feel bad about this.  I shouldn’t have done it, no matter how angry I was.  There’s no excuse for cheating, I know.  But there are reasons.  And here’s mine.

Vicky and I were prone to the same kinds of arguments as straight couples, but when our hormones peaked, man oh man, we could tear a strip off one another.  One Friday, we had a blow-out about nothing in particular.  Vicky left my apartment, screaming, “Fuck you!  Forget about your stupid concert.”

She was supposed to come to a little club downtown the next night, to watch a band I loved and she hated.  When she said she wasn’t coming, I believed her.  Vicky was furious.

It just so happened that, two weeks before that argument, I’d received a pleading email from my ex-girlfriend.  I broke up with Roma because she was way too intense for me, but she never gave up.  She knew I was dating Vicky, but she didn’t care.  Roma didn’t care about anyone but herself.  I loved and hated her for that.

So, when Vicky and I had that huge fight, I thought, ‘Fuck it!  I’ll invite Roma to the damn concert.’  Maybe I needed to assert my independence, but more likely I just wanted to lash out.  Vicky had said some really hurtful things, and I could never match her on name-calling.

But I could fuck someone else.  There was no better revenge than spite sex.

The minute I spotted Roma outside that hole-in-the-wall tavern, my pussy pulsed—a thick throb, fast as my heartbeat.  As I walked up to her, I could imagine the look on Vicky’s face when I confessed to this.  I couldn’t wait to break her heart.

Roma grabbed me and I let her.  We showed our tickets at the door, but my band wasn’t up for another half-hour.  As we crunched over peanut shells, Roma slid her lips across my cheek.  I reminded her that I had a girlfriend.  She said, “I don’t care, and neither do you.”

She was right.  I asked her where, but that was a stupid question.  She pulled me past the bar, and I followed like a dog on a short leash.  My nipples were hard beneath my bra.  I couldn’t wait to feel her lips around them.  Roma was such a great fuck, so passionate.  I wanted her to take me.

Roma pulled me into the women’s washroom, which was dingy as hell and only had two stalls.  She kicked open the one that wasn’t occupied, and slammed me inside, against the cold concrete wall.  I could hardly breathe when she forced her lips against mine.  I whimpered, but I didn’t fight.  After all, I wanted this.

The toilet in the next stall flushed, and I felt like such a slut, kissing my ex in a bathroom while some girl pissed next door.  Roma grabbed at my corduroys, and when she couldn’t get the fly undone fast enough, she ripped it open.  I wasn’t wearing any panties.  Her hand found my heat quick as one-two-three.  She attacked my pussy, shoving two fingers in my snatch and drawing my juice up, slathering it over my clit.

She was all over me, clutching my arm with one hand while the other smacked my clit.  She spanked my cunt, slapped it.  That thick pulse in my pussy had grown into something explosive.

Roma mashed her palm against my clit, and I screamed into her mouth.  I couldn’t even tell if there were other women in the bathroom, listening.  When Roma rubbed my pussy hard and fast, I went wild, bucking like crazy, rubbing my wet cunt against her palm.

I don’t know how she made me come so fast.  I must have really wanted it, and the idea of hurting Vicky was so horribly appealing that I just wanted more, more, more.

Pushing down on Roma’s shoulders, I begged her to lick my clit.  I didn’t need to ask twice.  She dropped to her knees on that dirty bathroom floor and spread my pussy lips with her thumbs.  It didn’t matter that I’d just come.  I could do it again.  I could come a thousand times over, given the inspiration.  And Roma was damn good at providing inspiration.

She didn’t lick my clit.  No.  She shoved her fingers up my snatch, and then she sucked.  This was my favourite of her moves—that come-hither motion she made against my G-spot while she sucked mercilessly at my fat little bud.  I thrashed against the concrete wall and groaned as I rubbed my cunt against her face, spreading pussy juice all around her lips and down her chin.

When I told her I was going to come again, she only worked harder.  She fucked me with her fingers and sucked me with her mouth.  She went wild between my legs until I was hollering, cursing—I couldn’t control myself.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d come so hard, and all I could see were my girlfriend’s tears.  I wanted her to cry when I told her about this.  It would hurt her, right to her core.

I let Roma suck my clit until I couldn’t stand the pleasure.  Her hunger still wasn’t satisfied, and she rose to her feet and kissed me, fondling my breasts over my top until someone started pounding on the door, saying, “I have to pee, stupid dykes!”

Roma strutted out of the stall.  I slunk behind her, tying my hoodie around my waist to cover up the rip in my pants.

When we left the bathroom, my band was just setting up.  I couldn’t wait to get some booze down my throat.  Roma went to order at the bar, and the minute she stepped away, that’s when I saw Vicky. 

I could tell by the look on her face that she was sorry.  I’d forgiven her a million times before, just like she’d forgiven me.  When my eyes met hers I knew I couldn’t fuck this relationship up.  I ran to the door and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her outside, away from Roma.  

Vicky was confused.  She kept saying, “What about your band?” but staying for the concert was just asking for trouble.  I’d used Roma to get back at Vicky, but all I could do was run away.

I never answered Roma’s emails after that, and I never told Vicky what happened.  Cheating out of spite is inexcusable.  That’s why I can’t come clean.  

All the same, every time I think about that dirty bathroom sex with Roma, I get a little thrill.  It might have been wrong, but it felt damn good.  
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He always said no until that day.

I wasn’t offended when he turned me down.  I understood why.  Fucking his wife’s little sister could hardly be considered appropriate behaviour, could it?  Bad enough we spent three afternoons a week kissing in the front seat of his car!  Each time we got together, I mentioned how wonderfully exciting I thought it would be to slip into the back seat.  That day I guess I finally managed to convince him.

We were kissing like wildfire when he gave in.  I pressed him, pulled him, urged him, between the front seats and into the back.  I hated that he was still wearing clothes, so I unbuttoned his shirt.  He tore off my white lace thong so forcefully I was afraid he’d rip it.

I slipped out of my skirt and my top as quickly as I could, leaving on only my skin-tight white slip.  I was amazed that he didn’t tell me to put my clothes back on.  He always told me to keep my clothes on because some dog-walker or bird-watcher might see us.  But that day, he was fine with it.  I kissed him, pressing myself against his bare chest while he got his fingers wet.

When I unbuckled his belt and he didn’t say no, I undid his zipper too.  He still didn’t say no, so I dug out his cock and worked it with my hands, still ravenously kissing his lips.  That was the first time he’d let me get that far.

“Let me,” I whispered right into his ear.

He said, “Okay.”

I was amazed.  Stunned!  So much so that I was convinced he hadn’t understood my meaning.  So I clarified, “Let me fuck you.”

“Okay,” he repeated.  I could hardly believe it, but I didn’t want to give him time to change his mind.

As I sunk my body down on his big cock, I looked into his beautiful brown eyes and I knew we were both thinking, “Yes!  Finally!”

Our bodies were pressed close together.  We moved slowly, rhythmically, not thinking about it but totally synchronized in every way possible.  With my arms around his neck, I leaned my upper body back.  He was still watching my face, and I found that sweet.

But there’s more to me than just a pretty face, so I directed his gaze downward, pulling my slip up well above my waist.  We moved faster.  We were utterly coordinated, totally together in every subtle move.

He gripped my waist hard.  Very hard.  As we got more into it, he tried to move my hips faster than they could possibly go, so I said, “Let’s try this,” and I turned around to hold onto the seat in front of me.

Now he had total control.  My feet didn’t even touch the floor, positioned as I was.  He could do whatever he wanted with me.  I was his.  Completely.

He moved
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