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Chapter One

 


“You’ll never guess who I ran into
today.”

“Victor Frankenstein.”

“No, Trent Marston.”

“Oh.” He was the old boyfriend who
had gotten away. She had always pined for him. “And when you say
you ran into him, do you mean that you banged him?”

“No, but I wanted to.” Her grin
was mischievous as it always was when their conversation turned to
sex.

“Are you going to?” Ben asked his
wife.

Mara tried not to smile as she continued
cutting carrots for their dinner. “I’m thinking about
it.”

Ben snorted. “You’ve already thought about it,
decided when and where to fuck him, and are now planning on what to
wear when you meet him. The only question is if and when you were
going to tell me.”

She paused in her chore and gave him a quick
kiss on the cheek. “I always tell you before I sleep with another
man.”

“I’m such a lucky man,” he
grumbled good-naturedly. “My wife, the town slut.”

After she dumped the carrots into the salad
bowl Mara gave him another kiss on the cheek and whispered softly
into his ear. “It’s your fault for making me a hotwife,” she told
him. “Keep your voice down or the kids will hear you.”

“They’re playing some video game.
They’ll be comatose until we turn off the TV.”

The conversation continued as dinner cooked.
“There is one little wrinkle in the ironing,” Mara said hesitantly.
“He’s married.”

“So. You’ve fucked married men
before.” Ben would know. He had watched when it had
happened.

“His wife doesn’t know that he
wants to do me.”

Ben shrugged. “So have him tell her. If they
don’t have an open marriage, well, that’s his loss I
suppose.”

“And yours,” she added going back
to chopping more vegetables for the salad. Ben stepped behind his
wife and slipped his arms around her waist. She ignored him even as
he cupped her large breasts and pressed his semi-rigid cock against
her round buttocks. He could feel small bumps of metal underneath
his fingertips through Mara’s sweater and bra.“You love to fuck me
after other men are done with me.”

“That’s part of your charm,” he
whispered in her ear.

“Yeah. Right. If he doesn’t tell
her, I’m not going to sleep with him,” she said. It was an old
mantra of hers. Years earlier they both had to deal with the
fallout of her bedding another man who was married and swore he was
in an open marriage. That was a surprise to Kevin’s wife…and other
girlfriend. The divorce was messy. “I want to sleep with him and
I’m even willing to ask her permission if he doesn’t ask
her.”

“Really?” Ben asked and rubbed his
cock against her body a bit. She continued to ignore his clumsy
attempt at seduction. Mara didn’t like direct confrontation and
would carry on long, open ended email and text conversations before
taking any risk in her sex life. Based on her caution it was a
miracle they ever managed to bed other partners and couples as
often as they did.

“I really want to fuck him,” she
said softly, casting her eyes in the direction of the living room.
Their children gave no sign they were listening to their parents’
conversation. “I’m willing to force the issue.”

“Was he that good in bed?” Ben
asked. He backed away and stirred the sauce on the
stove.

“I don’t know.”

“High school was that long ago
that you’ve forgotten?”

“No, I never had sex with
Trent.”

Ben snorted in derision. “Right…”

“No, really. I did give him
several blowjobs, but that was it. I was an innocent girl in high
school.”

That statement caused Ben to laugh outright.
“Yeah. Right. Innocent being a relative term here.”

“I wasn’t a slut like a lot of
girls in my school.” Mara put on the air of a woman wounded by
unjust accusations.

“Yes, you waited to earn that
title until after you got married.”

“You got that right, honey,” she
agreed. “Let’s hope that little Emma has already earned her slut
wings.”

“Little Emma?”

“Yeah…they got married two years
ago and she’s ten years younger than him.”

“Really?” Ben took a sudden
interest in the other woman. “I’ve never bagged a twenty-five year
before.”

Mara pinched him on his ass. “Of course you
have. Me! You were the only guy I was fucking when I was
twenty-five.” She paused and gave a moment’s thought. “I
think.”

“Yeah, but I was twenty-five then
too.”


Although they had a running agreement, Mara’s
standards of what was acceptable disclosure and consent were
slightly looser than Ben’s. Surely, she had Ben’s consent to have a
tryst with whatever man struck her fancy as long as she told him
before the event. In the chance that Ben was unreachable or the
moment of opportunity was about to pass, she merely had to tell him
as soon as possible after the fact.

She was aware of what Trent and Emma’s
agreement was—it didn’t exist—but she invited him out for lunch
anyway. Lunch was always safe. It was easily disguised as a
business meeting. It was casual.

She intentionally booked it next to a hotel
she had used before.

“When did you move back to the
area?” Mara asked.

“About six months ago. Moved back
here for work.”

“I thought you left for good. Ohio
not exciting enough for you? And why didn’t you call me right away
when you moved back?”

Trent laughed. “Because I’m married
now.”

“So?” she asked
pointedly.

The look she gave him both excited Trent and
made him nervous. “I want to be faithful to her,” he said, trying
to dance around the issue. This wasn’t just a casual friends’
lunch. They both knew that. The old attraction was still there as
much as he wanted to deny it.

“I don’t want to steal you away
from Emma, I just want to get you in bed.” Her gaze was level as
she tried to meet Trent’s eyes. Her fork was pointed at the ceiling
as he nervously moved his food around on his plate, like a little
boy confronted with a misdeed at school.

He cleared his throat and said, “As I remember
it we never were in bed together.” It was a half-feint away
from her incisive comment.

Emma frowned for half a second and then nodded
in agreement. “True. I remember a couple of cars, a garage,
someone’s basement, where else?”

“Woods behind the cemetery and in
the dressing room of the high school’s theater department, I seem
to remember.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t remember ever
giving a blowjob in the dressing room.”

His eyes widened and then he tried to recover.
“That’s because I ate you out, not the other way
around.”

Mara shook her head, her short blond hair
making a small halo around her head. “Nope. Never had my pussy
eaten in the dressing room either.”

Now Trent was alarmed. “Are you
sure?”

“Positive.”

“Oh. Um. It must have been some
other girl.”

“Glad to know I’m so
forgettable.”

“Oh. Well. I’ve botched this,” he
commented. “I’m not very good at these games.”

She smiled and put down her fork. Mara wasn’t
very hungry for the remains of her lunch. “I forgive you. You were
never very good a flirting. It’s a good thing you have a big
cock.”

Just like a schoolboy Trent flushed bright red
and hushed her. “Keep your voice down,” he complained.

“Why?” she asked. “No one around
here cares. I’d love to give you a blowjob for dessert.” She said
this in her normal tone of voice.

His blush intensified. “Not here,” was all he
could think to say.

“Of course not. Next door at the
hotel. They have very nice rooms at reasonable rates.”

Trent glanced around nervously. “Fine. Just
keep your voice down.”

 


Once they got into the hotel room, after Mara
made Trent feel more embarrassed and exposed in front of the desk
clerk who looked like he hadn’t yet graduated high school, Mara
fell to her knees in front of him and pulled down his
pants.

“Good,” she said when she fished
his already erect cock out of his boxers, “you’re still
big.”

“Did you expect me to get smaller
as I got older?” he asked with half a laugh.

“No, just wanted to make sure I
remembered your cock correctly. I sucked a lot of them in high
school and you apparently didn’t remember my pussy because it was
never in the stage dressing room.”

Before Trent could reply she took his length
in her mouth and sucked greedily. The guilt of the moment warred
with the lust inside him. Neither won out for the moment. Mara was
his long lost lust from high school that he had put behind him
because he had grown up and moved on and gotten married. And he
didn’t like the idea he was cheating on his wife. His younger,
beautiful wife.

But more than that he loved that Mara was
happily sucking him off. She was good at it; that he hadn’t
forgotten at all. He wanted to fall back on the bed and let her
love his cock. He wanted to pull her up, tear off her clothes, and
fuck her so hard she’d cry from the beautiful pain he inflicted on
her. Yet his guilt kept him from acting. He just closed his eyes
and concentrated on the sensations Mara was causing him.

Her forefinger and thumb encircled his ball
sack and gently squeezed, separating it from his cock. That was an
odd sensation. She backed off his cock and stroked it with her
other hand as she looked up at him. Though she was kneeling and
performing an act of love upon him, he didn’t feel like he was in
control of the situation as all. She was the one with all the
power.

“You didn’t used to last this long
in high school,” she teased him.

“I’ve had a lot more practice
since then,” he replied.

“Want to cum in my mouth or shoot
it on my face.”

“Your face?” he asked, a little
surprised at the offer.

“Okay, but let me take off my
jacket and shirt first, I don’t want them covered in
spunk.”

“No,” he stopped her. “I don’t
want to cum on your face. I was just amazed you would say
that.”

“Why not?” she shrugged and went
back to stroking him. She still didn’t release his balls and he
realized how much control over his body she had. Her touch was
gentle but she was the boss. “Some guys really get off on
it.”

Trent didn’t want to imagine how many men had
cum on Mara’s pretty face in the years between high school and now.
“I want to cum in your pussy.”

She shook her head. “Uh-uh. Nope. I’m saving
that for when your wife says it’s okay for us to fuck.”

“What?”

“I can’t be sneaking around behind
her back. That’s just not nice. One blowjob and then you need to go
home and ask little Emma if it’s okay for you to sleep with me. She
can join us if she likes. I don’t mind sharing you.” She grinned up
at him and squeezed his ball sack a little tighter. “I like girls
too. I found that out in college. Is she bi?”

The questions that Mara asked put incredible
images in Trent’s head. He couldn’t answer. Mara knew exactly what
was going to happen next. She quickly covered the head of his cock
with her mouth and sucked hard. His orgasm erupted and filled her
mouth with his hot, sticky cum. There were three hard spurts and
she swallowed each one. After the third he calmed visibly and let a
few more spurts empty into her mouth. She maintained a strong
suction on him until she was sure he was done, only then did she
release his cock.

“Argh,” he groaned when he was
free of her mouth. It wasn’t so much a complaint as a relief to be
free of her grasp and a celebration of his release of sexual
tension. “Fucking hell. You’ve gotten better at that.”

“fellatio?” she asked casually.
“Every girl has to have a hobby.”

“What?”

She laughed at him and stood up. “Just a
joke.”

He nodded and put his hand against the wall,
then slowly sat down on the edge of the bed. Mara took a few steps
into the bathroom and ran the water. There were a few plastic cups
next to the sink. She took a drink to wash away the taste of
Trent’s semen. His flavor wasn’t unpleasant, but she didn’t
especially like the bleach-like odor it always left
behind.

When she walked back out into the room Trent
was still on the edge of the bed, his cock half erect. He hadn’t
even pulled up his pants yet. She smiled and
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