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Chapter One​ 

[image: ]


“Oh, come on, I dare you,” my husband Bobby whispered into my ear as his finger traced along the dent in the front of my bikini. 

Since he’d spent most of the afternoon revving me up as we sat, drinking whiskey, in the swirling waters of our white four-seater hot tub, I was pushing into him. But when he spoke, I tensed and shook my head. Loose and matted, my auburn tresses dragged over his shoulder. 

“You know you said you wanted to,” he added before nibbling on my earlobe.

“Honey, that.... That...” I huffed as his gliding digit pressed into my bottoms. “Oh fuck! Stop that, babe. It was just a joke.” It hadn’t been, but the alcohol wasn’t going to have me confess everything. As I sipped, I drove my clawed fingers through Bobby’s damp, sandy blonde hair. My gaze swept over our neighbor. With my husband’s fingernail dragging along my slit, the world faded but for the lone figure in the next yard. Over the rim of the glass, I murmured. “Mmm, I was.... Fuck, babe. Only kidding.”

Widowed a year ago, Pete may have been in his late-50s, but, shirtless as he mowed his lawn under the sun, the well-built man was in great shape. As I rolled my lips, his broad shoulders and rippling muscles, glistening with sweat, were mesmerizing. Leaned forward, one large stride at a time, he drove a push-mower through the grass. Back and forth, shoving and spinning it in a tight circle before his tanned, almost black frame propelled it along the next lane. He exuded pure power.

Tempting.

But then reason returned. 

“I’m drunk.” After gripping Bobby’s wrist, I tugged his hand away before sliding from him, leaving him in the house’s shade. Through a wooden pergola, filtered late-afternoon sunlight glittered across the jetting water. “But not that drunk, Bobby.”

“Huh?” My husband leaned back and took a long sip, glancing at Pete before returning to me. “Oh, come on, it’s just like teasing Jake.”

Jake was my young puppy-dog follower at work that Bobby used to satisfy his fantasy of sharing me. As my insides tightened, I shifted to watch the gentle swaying of the tall trees framing both backyards. 

At the end of a narrow cul-de-sac, Pete’s and our house, both two-stories, were the only developed plots. The housing bubble, COVID, and the recession left us surrounded by woods.

“No. No, it’s not. Pete is our neighbor, for God’s sake. Not some poor kid at work you’re fantasizing about.”

For a brief second, Bobby held me in his green-eyed gaze before guffawing and rolling his head back. “We both fantasize about, you mean.”

With my lips pursed, I couldn’t deny I got into his little games. And Bobby had convinced me to taunt Jake since he’d met my newest co-worker at a holiday party. Except Jake was safe. For a long time, he’d been no more than a sweet guy. Nothing would ever happen, but once Bobby convinced me to dress sexier for the office, Jake noticed. Which fueled more of Bobby’s fantasies. And, okay, a few of mine. But only flights of fantasy.

“Still not happening, babe.” I ran my foot between his legs to press into the hardness straining his trunks. “Fantasy is one thing, but....” My words faded when Pete turned, and the sunlight glimmered off his sweat-slick broad, rippling back.

Though my husband was silent while looking from me to Pete, his hand glided along my leg as I watched our neighbor mow. At last, he murmured. “You’re the one who suggested it.”

“Yeah.” My eyes pulled from Pete to catch Bobby scanning him as well. “Yeah, I did. Except I was stoned, and I said it once. What, a month ago?”

Bobby chuckled. “As I recall, you were also quite horny.”

“Duh, because that’s how you like me.” When I pushed my toes into his pulsing shaft, a moan slid from my annoying husband. “You’re such a naughty little boy.”

“I know what you’re doing, you”—he groaned again when I glided my other foot to push into him—“naughty girl.”

“Hmm, really? What? What am I trying to do to you, poor Bobby?” I asked before taking a long sip while looking at him over the shiny glass rim.

“You’re trying to distract me.” His hand gripped both my feet and shoved them from him.

“Bobby.” With a sigh, I curled my legs and sat upright to refill our glasses. After leaning against the jets once more, I smacked my lips and continued. “Playing with you while faking what I’ve done with Jake is one thing. But this is reality, dear. He’s our fucking neighbor.”

Bobby laughed. “I never said anything about fucking him.”

With a snort, I pushed through the bubbling water to punch his shoulder. “You know what I mean, perv.”

“Aww, come on, Lisa.” With Bobby’s disarming smile tugging at me, I looked at Pete’s gleaming frame. “One flash, baby. Just a glimpse for the old guy. I bet you’ll make his day.”

“Make your day, you mean.” I said while sliding my outstretched fingers into the trunks taut over his rock-hard pole.

“Yes,” hissed from him as I stroked upwards. “Oh fuck! Mmm, baby. Oh, mmm. You’re.... You’re so sexy.”

“How sexy is your wife?” When I rubbed faster, his head tilted back to roll along his shoulders. “The wife you love to show off.”

“So.... Oh, fuck, baby. Mmm, oh. Oh.” His voice was breathless between low moans. “You’re so.... So, mmm, incredibly fucking sexy.” 

“You’re gonna owe me,” I said with a grin before leaning to run my tongue around his trembling lips. He groaned when I gripped his pulsating tube just beneath its fat crown. 

“Yes.” With a louder groan, he tilted his head so far back his neck stretched tight. After lunging at him, I sucked hard on his throat. His voice was airy. “Y-yes. Um-hmm. Oh, anything.... Anything, mmm, you want.”

“Just my titties?” I whispered before dragging my tongue under his shaking jaw. With a louder, winding groan, he thrust into my again-stroking fist and nodded. I raised to stare into his wide pools. “Say it, Bobby. Tell your beautiful, sexy wife what you wish for her to do.”

“Oh, mmm. Oh, God. Only your tits. Yes. Yes. Mmm, one quick flash.” Both breathless and slurring from an afternoon of drinking, Bobby forced out as I ran my tongue along his chin. “From here to the pool. Oh, mmm. T-that’s it. Mmm, baby. Five seconds tops. I dare you.”

“Oh, you did not just do that.” I snorted. “You’re daring me now?” As I squeezed his shaft tighter, air pulsed from his trembling lips. “You naughty, naughty man.”

At the sudden sharp spin of Pete and his mower, my eyes shot from Bobby. Under the sun and gleaming with sweat, his massive frame flung the machine around like a toy to begin a new row. The world beyond him blurred, wavering as heat and the afternoon’s whiskey pounded through my blood. At Bobby’s soft cry, I released my grip. With a whimper, he slipped beneath me as I continued gliding my shaking fingers along his pulsating shaft.

“And that’s it?” I asked, my voice breathless. When Pete again whirled the mower around as if it weighed nothing, shivers zipped along my spine. It took another thrust of my husband’s rod and pitiful moan to pull my gaze from our neighbor. “Just my titties, Bobby? And only into the pool?”

“Yep. Topless. Like you said. Only to the pool.” Bobby smacked his lips. “And that’s all, I promise.”

“You’ve got such pretty green eyes.” After I spoke, they twinkled up at me as my lips found his. While I stroked him faster, our tongues met and played. How his eyes gleamed even as he began to buck under my forceful strokes. With a wet slurp, I pulled my mouth away and froze my tight fist at his root. 

“Big time, Bobby. You’re gonna owe me huge,” I said before once more glancing at Pete, now headed back towards us. His broad, glimmering chest was—magical.

“Dinner. Anywhere you want, dear. Oh, mmm. Umm, hmm.” My husband’s words faded into a moan as my fingers again flowed up and down his stiffness. 

“And dancing.” After stopping my hand, I clenched.

“Okay, okay!” As his chin bobbed rapidly, his white-knuckled hands squealed on the tub’s rim.

“And special time.” After I spoke, his entire cock pulsated. “Not yours this time. Not about Jake. Or”—I glanced over at our neighbor, now marching forcefully away—“Pete, for that matter. Or anybody else. Only us. And you know what I want.”

Our special time had saved our marriage. It was the most reliable way I ever orgasmed with Bobby anymore. Of course, he never knew that. No matter our problems, I’d never wished to hurt his feelings. As such, I could fake it like any dutiful wife while he did the old rapid fire missionary jab-jab. But, oh, special time was so much fun. He had his fantasies, and I had mine.

Even as he thrust up into my hand, my eyes stayed locked on the distance. As the sun broke through a high, fast-moving cotton-ball cloud in the otherwise bright blue sky, Pete drove that mower ever nearer.

When I squeezed harder, Bobby groaned while twisting in the bubbly jets.

“Yes! Of course, um-hmm. Special time. Your special time.” He moaned as I shifted my digits, keeping them tight. “I’ll try.... I’ll, um, try again. Promise to, uh, be rougher.”

Any closer and Pete would turn his mower, so I yanked my hand from my husband, leaving him groaning. Bobby’s eyes widened as my shaky fingers sought the tie behind my neck. He’d nicknamed this suit “Tiny” for a reason. It was nothing but three miniscule triangles of thin, shiny black material. A pair barely contained my ample chest while the bottoms, such as they were, required me to trim to only a petite heart. Which Bobby thought was so cute.

As soon as the cool air struck the bare skin of my tits, Bobby gasped. As much as he’d prodded, his entire frame shook as I slapped the sodden cloth on his shoulder. When he snapped back into his alcohol-fueled fantasy, Bobby’s hand surged from the water to snatch it.

“Not having you chicken out, sexy wife.” He smiled while shoving my top into his pocket. “Go on. Hop out.”

Shiny, tanned, and focused, Pete was still closer and almost about to turn. It was now or never. While I’d always been a bit of a tease, this was—different. A glance at Bobby’s face had my insides flaring with heat. A mixture of desire, apprehension, and doubt flowed in his eyes. My heart thumped ever louder, and muscles tensed while I placed my hands on the edge of the tub. 

Not since college had I done anything like this. In winter, also on a dare, I’d streaked topless across the commons. At least it was warm by the pool. And a much shorter distance. With a gulp, I remembered I hadn’t told him about that, or what had happened afterwards. They’d warmed me, that’s for sure.

My little secrets. 

Even as my insides fluttered at the memories, I surged upwards. Sudsy water cascaded from my bare, wobbling chest to ripple down my rising torso. Right as I straightened, I slipped with a yelp, but Bobby steadied me.

Still wobbly, I lifted one long leg over the side to stagger upright on the white concrete deck. Just as I stabilized myself on the wall of the tub, I glanced up. At my cry, Pete had slowed. His eyes met mine, but then swept lower, before returning to my heating face as my foot slid shakily towards the pool.

Everything blurred again, except our neighbor powering that mower forward through tall grass. As each forceful, ground-shaking footfall brought him ever nearer, blood pumped louder in my ears. His eyes.... Although they tracked me, they held not a single hint of surprise. Once I’d reached the edge, I couldn’t take my gaze from him, forcing me to search with my toes for the first step. At last, I stepped into the chilly water.

When he reached the end of the row, instead of turning, Pete stopped. With the same neutral expression, he continued to stare at me until I sank from view. It was only as I bounced off the bottom, out of sight behind the low shrubs and the edge of the pool, that I remembered to breathe. While I gasped for air, the cool blue waters tried to chill my super-heated frame. At a grunt, I looked up as Bobby, with a huge smile, left the tub.

As my husband turned to face Pete’s yard with his arm lifting, the entire universe ground to a halt. While Bobby’s lips moved, my brain slowed further, struggling to decipher his words. 

When it did, my jaw dropped.
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“Hey Pete!” With soapy rivulets streaming down his legs, Bobby stepped onto the patio while waving the man closer. Gleaming waters pooled around my husband’s feet. Everything about him was in hyper-focus as my mind struggled to process his voice. “Since you’re almost done, come on over and hop in. And have a cold one.”

“Thanks, Bobby. Are you sure?” From beyond the line of shrubs screening me, Pete’s tone was neutral. Utter calm, as if they were discussing the weather.

With my brows knitted, I glared up at Bobby while mouthing. “You said tits. One time. A quick flash.”

Instead of replying, he only grinned down at me as I drew my arms over my chest. After reaching into the cooler, he popped the top off a beer and held it out. Although the world was spinning ever faster, I locked onto a glittering droplet falling free of the bottle.

When the mower fell quiet, the silence was profound.

Every synapse focused on the rhythmic crunch of approaching footsteps. As my jaw shivered, not from the water, I tightened the grip over my boobs. When Pete appeared, his tall, toned frame clad only in shorts, he took the beer from Bobby with a smile. Every solid inch of him gleamed with sweat. And as Pete stood, my husband beneath his looming shadow, my chest froze. I’d not realized how impressive he was.

“Thanks, Bobby.” Pete then held the bottle towards me and saluted. “Hey there, uh, Lisa. Um, nice.... Nice, um, seeing you.”

It could’ve been a joke, except his glinting gray lasers narrowed, staring not at my covered chest, but deep into my eyes. Under that searing gaze, heat flooded my cheeks and my insides wobbled. When Bobby splashed into the water, I jolted, turning as he slid closer. While gulping his beer, the forceful motion of Pete’s neck muscles mesmerized me. After setting the bottle on the edge of the pool, Pete surged down the stairs, cutting through the water with powerful strides.

“Dang, I sure wish I’d gotten a pool,” Pete said with a grin between huffing sighs, before his rippling tanned pecs dipped beneath the blue surface.

When my husband glided into my back, I leaned into him, letting his hands roam my ribs. As Pete paddled closer, Bobby tugged on my elbows. Despite my head twisting to glare at him, he only grinned, pulling my arms to my sides. In a blur, the world whirled as time slowed. In slow motion, I returned to Pete, whose gaze descended to inspect my bare chest. The chest my naughty husband presented to him, as if I were a gift.

At any second, I expected a comment from Pete. Some kind of reaction. Anything at all. Instead, he said nothing. Only one eyebrow lifted a millimeter as I stood in my husband’s arms, topless in the suddenly far warmer waters. Under his stony gaze, despite the heat flashing across my frame, my teeth chattered as I shook. 

When Bobby’s palms swept onto my hips, my entire body tensed. As much as I tried to turn to him, Pete’s eyes—gorgeous, gray, glimmering—held me spellbound. And the world swam around me, blurring. I couldn’t move. Even though I knew what Bobby was about to do, I didn’t want to move. At my sides, my hands stayed frozen.

It wasn’t fight or flight. There was no fear. Instead, a strange calm descended over me when cool water rushed over the heated flesh between my legs. With a laugh, my husband swam backwards. From his fist, my bottoms dangled. 

Even then, Pete remained motionless. With his feet planted on the bottom, he only shifted his gaze lower. Inch by meandering inch, those lasers swept downward, all the way down, before wandering upwards to meet my gaze. It could’ve been seconds, or a thousand years. Time was irrelevant.

At any point, I could have covered myself. And I should’ve. Instead, with Bobby’s slurred laughter in the distance, my arms remained motionless. Shudder after shudder slithered through me, sending little waves rippling across the surface.

For every long second of another thousand years, Pete simply stared into my eyes. There was no expression on his face. Even the eyebrow had returned to position. When he moved, I jolted at the sudden motion, but he glided backwards, heading for the steps.

“I, uh, better be leaving now, Bobby. Before something stupid happens we all regret.” He climbed the steps from the pool, his muscled, sun-kissed back to us. “But, um, thanks for the beer and the dip.” After a brief hesitation, he turned for his home. “And appreciate the, um, show, Lisa.” 

The entire world locked up. Oh, it wasn’t his words that had my heartbeat pounding so loud his voice was muffled. Nope. Instead, highlighted by his skintight soaking shorts, was an immense mast. As he swaggered from sight, it jutted, straining against the material. 

When Bobby came up behind me, I was trembling. It was a full five seconds before I turned to face him. Wide, his eyes met mine; he’d glimpsed it, too. Wow! No words passed between us, but at last we understood the source of his late wife’s ear-piercing passionate cries.

And then the bubble popped. With a growl, I punched him—hard—on the chest.

“You fucking bastard!” Heat raced up my face to sear the tips of my ears. “You said tits only. Quick flash. What the hell, Bobby?”

“Oh, come on.” With a shit-eating grin, he surged backwards, dodging my next punch. “You didn’t even move. You loved it, baby.”

“Don’t you baby me!” After lurching forward, I struck him with a glancing blow and paddled after him. “You’re sick, Bobby. You know that? Teasing is one thing, but that....”

“What?” Bobby avoided my onrush and swept around behind me. “So, he saw all of you. Once. You’re my wife. He’s gone. You’ll probably be nothing but a pleasant dream for him tonight. What’s the harm?”

“Harm?” When I lurched for him, plowing my jiggling chest through the waves, Bobby leaped aside with a quick splash to my face. After sputtering, I spat out, “he’s our neighbor, Bobby. Not some fantasy in your sick head.” 

“You’re gorgeous and mine, Lisa.” When he splashed me again, I ducked beneath the surface and shoved off like a rocket for him. Just as I was about to grab him, he spun from my clenching fingers. I surged upwards into the sunlight. With a chuckle, he added. “I enjoy showing you off. You know that.”

“He’s our neighbor, Bobby,” I repeated while shielding my face from his next wet barrage and back-pedaling. “Now every time he sees me, he’s always.... Always going to be seeing me like that.”

“Hmm, like I get to see you every day.” With a leering grin, he beckoned me with both hands. “Come here, baby.”

“Goddamit, Bobby.” As I sighed, I swept towards his open arms. “T-that was too much.”

At the gliding of my husband’s soft palms along my flanks, I sighed while shaking out my wet hair. As a gentle breeze rustled the trees in our yard, Bobby’s green eyes glittered like emeralds in the fading sunlight.

“You.... You, uh, didn’t even move, Lisa.” With his voice lowered, Bobby gripped me tighter as I hopped onto him, wrapping my legs around his waist. “You let him scan your entire body. And it was so fucking hot.”

“Hot? I was....” Rather than finish, I rubbed up and down against him, pressing into the hard flesh trapped by his trunks.

“What?” Bobby had caught my hesitation. “Scared? Didn’t seem like it.” 

After grabbing my hand, he drove it into his swimsuit. As my fingers wrapped around his shaft, I wandered his widening eyes. When I gave him one slow stroke upwards, his lower jaw shook.

“Jesus.” I swallowed as he thrust into my fist. “You’re so fucking hard.” 

“For you,” he spat out before unleashing a feral moan.

“Bullshit! You’re thinking of something else, aren’t you?” My lips fluttered as his hands skimmed my gliding ribs. “You.... You’re s-sick.” 

“But you love me, anyway, don’t you, my sexy wife?” he said as his mouth drifted past me, teasing his tongue along my lips.

“Yes,” hissed from me as I wrapped my fingertips into his waistband to shove his shorts downward. “But....”

“But?” How his eyes twinkled as he leaned away to look at me.

“Don’t do that again.” My hand found his engorged root and squeezed.

“What?” he yelped.

“Let me.... Not with anyone else.” His pulse thumped in my fingers as I drew my fist upwards. “Just don’t, baby.”

“Not even....” He gasped for air when I pressed my palm over the taut, velvet-smooth skin of his hard knob. “J-Jake?”

At the vision, a chuckle escaped me. “Jake would’ve exploded.”

“There’s my Lisa. My sexy Lisa.” Bobby’s hands glided along my thighs, again clamped tight to his waist. “So how wet are you?”

“I’m in the pool, you idiot.” After a curt laugh, I bit my lower lip as his digits worked their way inwards. When they pushed into me, I lunged for his open, smiling lips and slapped my body into him. 

“That’s not pool water,” he whispered before brushing his mouth over mine. Once more, I lurched for his fleeting lips. But he chuckled as his fingers played inside my folds. All of a sudden, the world blurred. And even as I scanned Bobby’s grinning face, Pete’s towering, dark frame and his massive bulging shorts appeared in my mind. With a growling moan, I threw myself at my husband, driving my tongue for his open lips.

“What’re you thinking, my beautiful wife?” he asked, a teasing lilt to his voice, while again shifting to avoid my mouth.

While rising and gripping his shaft to place it below me, I stared into his eyes. “What if I’ve already shown my tits to Jake?” As the lie escaped me, I thrust myself downward, taking him inside me in one swift motion.

Wide with shock, Bobby’s eyes stared at me for a full second. Only after a swift shake of his head did he thrust upwards with a grunt. At last, my lips found his. With his hands tight to my ribs and my thighs gripping him, he rammed me ever harder, splashing waves against the side of the pool. 

And I bounced, matching his rhythm and gazing into my husband’s pretty green pools as a wave—an enormous one—built. With my hungering, primal-fueled frame grinding against him, his thrusting became more chaotic. An image of Pete’s glimmering gray eyes appeared. That was all it took. As I surrendered to that surge of pleasure, the mighty wave crashed. With every muscle in my body electrified, I screamed into Bobby’s mouth while shuddering atop his swaying frame. 

Even though his warm jets splashed inside me, they registered only as tiny pulses because another swell pounded through me. Despite my fingernails digging deep into his back, and our tongues dancing in our moaning mouths, I wasn’t present. For the first time, I’d entered Bobby’s little fantasy world outside our “special time.”

Once his shaft began its usual rapid withdrawal, I pulled from his lips to stare at him. With his eyebrows lifting, he flashed an exhausted smile. As we trembled, me more than him, and gasped for air, neither of us could speak.

But at last, I slid from his grip to paddle before him. “You’re still sick, Bobby,” I said while playing my fingers through the swirling pearlescent trails twinkling in the water.

How much cum would Pete’s massive log produce? The pool sorta wobbled. And I gulped. 

“And you’re still hot as fuck, baby.” My husband’s words brought me back just as his shaky fingers slid over my shoulders.

“You love me?” I batted my eyelashes at him while sinking teeth into my lower lip. 

After my coquettish expression got a hearty laugh from him, he nodded. “Always.” 

While keeping my gaze on him over my shoulder, I glided towards the steps. After flashing him an impish grin, I threw some swing into my hips as I climbed from the pool and crossed the deck. Neither the chilly rivulets of water nor a gentle breeze could cool my naked frame.

With my pulse pounding, I glanced across Pete’s silent yard. As always, the grass was utter perfection. But the quiet and his absence had my heart—slowing. As I toweled off, I gulped. Was he peeking from the curtains? He’d already seen me nude, so what was the harm in one last view? Last?

After a quiet sigh, hidden from Bobby by my towel as I dried my hair, I turned and gestured for him. “Come on, lazy ass. You promised me dinner and dancing and it’s getting late.”

When he dunked and shoved for the side, I risked another glimpse of Pete’s yard. So well-mowed, each blade beaten and whipped. Each perfect row plowed across the grass. The way he’d moved. Utterly relentless. Back and forth, each lengthy fertile line driven one after the other into the verdant turf. 

Unbidden, a thought slapped into my mind. Jesus, what would Pete’s cock have felt like? If I’d been riding him in the pool? With him plowing me? For hours under the scorching sun. When a sudden spasm deep within me had me doubling over, my husband chuckled, thinking it was him that had caused it. As well as the low moan that also escaped my lips.

As Bobby’s slim form rose from the water, I sighed and headed into the cooler house.

It still did nothing to ease the heat within me. So deep.
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Once he’d pulled the car into a spot before my favorite Italian restaurant, Bobby flashed me a huge grin and ran his fingers along my bare thigh. The faux-rustic structure was faced with large rough-hewn brown and tan stones, shaded by a broad dark-wooden pergola. Flanked by towering cypress trees, the ebon-framed wood doors beckoned with tempting aromas each time they opened.

“God, you look so gorgeous,” he said while pushing his fingertips beneath the hem of my short red halter dress.

“Stop it, Bobby!” With a smile, I smacked at his hand. “You’ll get me too hot and bothered. And I won’t be able to enjoy my meal.”

“Hot and bothered about who?” Like Groucho Marx, his eyebrows flicked up and down.

“Jesus, Bobby. You’re incorrigible,” I said before pushing open the door and launching into the chilly night air. In a flash, beneath the thin, clingy silk, my nipples tightened. 

When Bobby stepped onto the asphalt, his gaze swept the lot as he stretched before finding me. A quick glimpse of my chest had him returning to my face with a grin and his eyebrows raised. At that point, I gulped. I shouldn’t have worn so revealing a dress, but I remained a bit tipsy. Nonetheless....

“It’s cold out here, sheesh,” I said while rolling my eyes. “That’s it. God, you’re such a child sometimes.”

While still chuckling, he swept me onto his arm to guide us towards the entrance. Right outside the door, waiting patrons occupied two wooden benches or stood around talking. With my blood-red heels click-clacking across the quiet lot, several glances tracked our approach. Well, my approach. At one lingering gaze from an older, distinguished man behind his wife’s back, Bobby flashed me a grin.

“You’re so beautiful, my sexy wife,” he whispered into my ear.

“And you look very handsome tonight, my kinky husband.” I giggled when his fingers tickled me through the curve-hugging dress.

Once a hostess had seated us in one of the smaller, dimmer-lit booths along a stone wall in the expansive, red-carpeted dining room, Bobby and I exchanged gazes. Time slowed when he shifted, and his grin widened. As I followed his glittering, mischievous eyes, my heartbeat raced. It was the older man from outside. After giving us a quick scan, he purposely sat such that his wife’s back was to us. And he had a good view of me.

“No,” is all I muttered. 

Just then, the waiter arrived to take our drink orders. Tall, young, and fit, he also let his dark pools spend a few extra seconds on me as I grinned up at him. Once he’d left, I unrolled my napkin and took a deep breath. 

“No, Bobby.” While shaking my head, I still avoided looking across the table. “Just stop it. Now you’re making me uncomfortable.”

“Okay, I’m sorry,” he said in a lowered voice while raising his palms. 

Right as he was about to say more, the server returned with a bottle of red wine and glasses. Again, he lingered on me before taking our orders and departing. As Bobby poured, once more, he flashed that grin. So much for contriteness.

“I mean it. Really, Bobby. What do you think I’d do?” I made a subtle gesture at the older man, whose eyes thankfully were elsewhere. “Flash my tits at him?” After pursing my lips, I sighed. “Or the waiter? What? Right here. In a crowded restaurant. You’re nuts.”

Instead of answering, my husband slid a wineglass towards me and smacked his lips before lifting his in salute. After raising my own, he flashed me a softer grin. “To the sexiest wife a man could possibly have.”

“Well, I can’t argue with that.” After a chuckle, I sipped while gazing at his twinkling eyes.

As we ate, Bobby caught every sidelong glance from the older man, but remained quiet. Instead, we discussed his upcoming work projects and the storm swirling in my office because of our new management team; the usual stuff. It wasn’t until we were halfway through our shared tiramisu that he gazed at me. His eyebrow lifted.

“Would you?” he said while leaning closer. 

“What? Give me a clue, Bobby,” I replied before sliding a forkful of the dulcet dessert between my lips. 

“Show your tits to Jake?” His cheeks reddened. “I mean for real. I know you were playing in the pool when you said that.”

“Really?” Though the fork in my hand trembled, I shot him a glare. “You’re still hooked on that. I was drunk. It was hot—”

“And Pete had just inspected every damned inch of my fine wife,” he added with a leering grin.

“Yeh, Bobby. That too. Okay. Fuck. It was—”

“Admit it, baby. You were horny, weren’t you? With him staring at you.”

The image of him standing surrounded by glittering blue water gazing at me appeared. God, I’d never noticed how soul-piercing Pete’s eyes were before. And his reaction. Although he’d appeared so calm, once he’d left the pool, there was no mistaking his arousal.

“Yes, okay, you jerk. Yes, it was hot. And maybe I got a bit too imaginative. But that’s all.”

With a slow nod, he ate another chunk of dessert before pointing the empty fork at me. “So, would you?”

“No, Bobby, I wouldn’t. Jake’s only your fantasy, remember? We agreed. Nothing more.”

“But that was before.” As his brows knitted, Bobby’s eyes glistened. “I mean, like you said, Pete’s our neighbor. But, um, Jake’s—”

“—my subordinate, Bobby. I could get fired. So, no.” Though I fell silent, his expression didn’t shift. “No, Bobby. Fantasy only.” Still, he stared. As his green eyes bored into me, I lifted my glass and took a long sip. The excellent, bold wine didn’t calm me. My voice was low
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