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Chapter 1: The Way


My name is Cathy Semenov. I am a 26-year-old married
woman. I teach third grade at the local elementary school. I have a
9-year-old daughter. I volunteer with the PTA. I’m a proper young
wife and mother.

Or I was. Until three days ago.

In my defense, I was playing a role in a movie. But
the whole fantasy flowed dramatically over into reality when I had
sex with the male models. Two of them. At the same time.

I was a dirty girl.

Everything is different. The air is sweeter. The sun
is warmer. I feel more alive and in tune with myself. My husband
loves me.

Yes, Dan knows I was unfaithful. He set up the whole
Sexy Movie scenario just to see if I would give in to
temptation.

And I did.

“It’s Friday night.” Dan leaned
against the kitchen island looking like James Dean in the Rebel
Without a Cause movie poster without the greasy hair, the leather
jacket and the cigarette.

“So?” I sipped at a glass of wine.
Dinner dishes were cleared up. Molly, my 9-year-old daughter,
blared some TV show in the living room.

“This week was a lot of fun, why
stop now?” Dan flashed a smile that crinkled his eyes.

“Because that was once. It was a
mistake.” My pussy didn’t agree. A hot flush shot straight to my
center at the suggestion of naughty sex.

Dan froze, concern replacing lust in a blink. “I
thought you had fun? We’ve been screwing like monkeys in heat and
you’re glowing.”

My turn to go quiet and look away. “I don’t want to
be the girl who fucks around on her husband,” I turned back and
looked him in the eyes. “I love you, Dan Semenov, and I don’t want
to be a slut.” I wriggled in my seat as my swollen clitoris argued
against me.

“You’re not a slut. You just like
sex. I like sex. I like watching you have sex. If you want to do it
again, I’m all in.” Dan wanted it. I could see his cock straining
against his pants.

I leaned against him, sniffed his scent; a little
aftershave, some sweat from working in the yard and his musk from
sexual excitement. If I could smell sex on him, he must be smelling
it on me.

“I don’t know. This is weird. I
don’t want to be some pervert,” I wriggled, desperate to scratch,
preferably his back while he rode me hard.

“You aren’t. I’m not. There is
this kink called hot wifing. That’s us.” Dan’s face showed a lot of
sexual excitement but there was a hint of something else. Did he
really want his wife screwing around?

“What does that mean?” I touched
his leg, close to his erection. His eyes opened wide.

“It means you get a hall pass to
have sex with other guys and I get to watch and hear about it.” Dan
moaned into my hair. “I like your stories, especially when you’re
riding me cowgirl.”

I purred into his ear. “You’re nuts.”

We cuddled for a few more minutes. Dan’s hands
roamed to some sensitive areas, but with Molly in the other room
watching TV I didn’t want to let us get carried away, just yet.

I kissed him behind the ear and whispered. “I’m a
hot wife? But how do we do it? I don’t know anything about picking
up guys. I’ve had two boyfriends in my life. One lasted long enough
to give me Molly, and then you.”

Dan got us facing each other again. He looked like a
little kid at Christmas. “The old man from the Bay. He said he’d be
there all summer.” Dave smiled at me. “Maybe you should knock on
his door.”

“I couldn’t do that.” I chewed my
lip. “Could I?”

“Worst that could happen is he
says no.” Dan kissed me. “And he’d be insane to say no.”

“We need rules. This isn’t me
running off to have an affair.”

“You’re not having an affair.
You’re having an adventure. I’ll be in the room next
door.”

“You can’t be sure you’ll get that
room again.” I mentally crossed my fingers hoping this would all
work out.

“I already booked it, in case you
wanted to go back.” Dan’s face lit up with anticipation. “Of
course, you might get taken by the ladies room.”

“Should I wear the sweater again?”
I lit up with anticipation, too, and not just my face.


****


Two hours later I was naked in front the mirror in
the hotel room bathroom getting myself ready for a hot date with a
man not my husband.

I thought I wasn’t that girl, but I guess I
was wrong.

But what kind of girl am I? Apparently I’m the kind
that if you touch my tits, I’ll drop my panties on the floor for
you. At least I did for the old man the last time we were here.

And is it about opportunity? The last time we were
in the Bay, the old guy had out and out propositioned me. Come to
my room, he said. I’d fled, without my panties, but without
violating my wedding vows. And Dan had screwed me blind that night,
in the room right next to the old man, where we were staying
tonight. It was raw lusting and we both loved it.

But the old man? He’d been a gentleman, a little
touchy, but I’d been a lot slutty, wearing only an off the shoulder
semitransparent sweater, and no bra just to tease him. He’d
returned the favor, by touching and kissing, and nothing rude or
forceful.

And he’d smelled good. He might have been as old as
my stepfather, but he was in better shape. I bet he was solid under
his button up shirt.

So did I want to have sex with him? I didn’t know.
I’d been hot for him when we’d been here two weeks ago, but I’d had
three hot young lovers since then, counting Dan. Would an old bull
match up to the young ones?

I finished my makeup and pulled a spaghetti strap
little black dress on over my head. I could pull the hem down about
six inches on my leg. Just enough for most people not to notice I
was going commando. And of course, with the spaghetti straps and
the deep neckline a bra was out of the question.

The only real question I had was, did I want to do
this?

Dan said to meet him down in the bar. Just as well,
I needed something to calm my nerves, but when I got to the dark,
shadowed room with its varnished wood bar, I couldn’t find Dan. In
fact I couldn’t make out anything but dim shapes in the low
lighting. I stumbled up to an empty stool and ordered a vodka and
cranberry.

“Well, I see you came back to
visit,” a deep voice rumbled behind me.

I nearly spit the drink straw on the counter as I
snapped around to face the old gentleman who had started my
adventure. His hair was gray, which is why I thought he was old,
but his face had sharp angles and tight skin, darkened by exposure.
He was handsome.

“Um, yeah. I was hoping to see
you,” I squeaked. Nerves were getting the better of me.

“Where’s your husband tonight?” he
asked with a slight grin.

“I don’t know… Not here.” I hoped
Dan was watching. This wouldn’t be right without Dan.

“Well, I can’t really leave a
young lady like you all alone in this town tonight.” He put a hand
on my knee. “How would you like to walk to the river? The night is
plenty warm.”

His hand gently caressed my thigh, and sent some
warm shivers shooting to my nether regions. His fingers worked
their way to the edge of my skirt, which had shifted up my leg
leaving my hot sex open to the gentleman's probing fingers.

I took a deep breath. Now or never. “I came back for
my panties. Do you have them up in your room?” I twisted around and
looked him in the eye, faking as much confidence as I could.

His hand paused, and then moved deliberately to cup
my bare pussy. He nodded and drew his hand away without further
intrusion. He nodded. “Certainly. Let’s go.”

I gulped my drink. He took me by the hand and led me
to the elevator. I couldn’t see Dan anywhere. The old man drew me
closer as we entered the elevator, into a deep kiss that sent
ripples of gooseflesh down my back and tingles into my vagina. He
tasted of old whiskey and smelled nice. He stroked my back but
focused his attention on the kiss. His tongue probed gently as we
tasted each other. Our lips melted together in a sudden
passion.

When the door opened on our floor, I didn’t want to
let go long enough to get to the room. I hoped Dan had a plan
because I wasn’t going to be able to think of anything.

The gentleman opened the room for us and I pushed
him against the wall as I tried to regain the intensity of our
kiss. He carefully and slowly kissed me, pushing me back against
the opposite wall until I had to break for breath. He stepped
back.

“Have you done this before?” he
asked as he unbuttoned his shirt.

“Have I done what?” Gray hair on
his well-defined chest flowed into a darker line and a hint of a
six pack. Far better shape than a man his age had a right to be
in.

“Been seduced?” He smiled at me. I
must have looked like a deer in headlights. “You were teasing me
last week. I charmed you and encouraged you to return. Now you’re
here, and willing for me to make good on my promises. And maybe to
see if I can provide you with a memorable experience to compare to
the weekend with your husband when you told him how it felt when I
touched your delightful breasts.”

“How did you know?”

“He was the reason you were
teasing me, because it excited him. So you told him and had
marvelous, and very loud, sex in the room next to mine.” He undid
his belt and dropped his trousers to the floor.

His cock presented itself, firm but not completely
erect at a respectable size and girth. I reached out and touched
it. He took a step forward and let me comfortably stroke him as he
worked the spaghetti straps off my shoulders.

“Would you mind taking my little
friend into your mouth to get us in the mood?” he said as he
caressed my cheek.

I looked up at him as I sank to my knees. He smiled
at me and stroked my hair. Despite my adventures with the two guys
in my Sexy Movie I had never sucked a cock other than Dan’s.
Tonight that fact would change.

With the old man’s one-eyed trouser snake staring me
in the eye, I wondered if Dan would be satisfied with just the
story, or would he really want to watch me suck the old man off?
Couldn’t help Dan at this point, so I took the head of the
quivering tool into my mouth and bathed it with my tongue. I put
both hands on the shaft and guided it in and out of my mouth being
careful not to choke on it or let him take control.

His cock tasted different than Dan’s. I don’t have
words to describe it but it was different, muskier. The veining
felt different, and the shape of his helmet was different. I
noticed all these details as I licked and sucked and tried to
swallow his cock. The old man pushed his fingers through my hair.
He didn’t pull or hurt me, but he let me know I had his attention.
My slippery pussy acknowledged he had my attention, too.

His helmet began to swell. He was just about ready
to orgasm, but before I could finish him, he gently pulled his
shaft from my mouth and lifted me to my feet. He slid the zipper
down my dress and let it fall to the floor.

I quivered. My Kegel muscles clenched. I had a bit
of an orgasm just standing there naked in front of him.

He kissed me again, deep and hard. I pulled him
close so the wiry hair on his chest tickled my erect nipples and
his hard-on pushed against my slippery labia. I was ready to raise
a leg and seat him fully in me but he walked me back to the bed
until the mattress caught my knees, toppling me like a tree. His
hands guided me to the bed. I giggled.

“I love your laugh,” he said as he
kissed the inside of my thighs.

I had a good idea where this was going and settled
in for some pleasant attention to






































































cover.jpg





