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We did it!
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We finally own a place of our own! Now, we must unpack. Last year, we got married, and this year, we bought our home, and hopefully, next year, we will have our first child. I am a little nervous about that but excited at the same time. We need to get started once we get unpacked. Three months ago, we both earned promotions, and that extra income made all this possible. The city is expensive, so buying anything that isn’t a little roach box is hard. 

I sat down on the hardwood floors in the living room with a couple of boxes. The movers, a four-person team, continued to unpack our load from the truck downstairs. I hung out in my comfortable jeans, barefoot, and with a sleeveless shirt. Comfort was the key to moving, and I was deep into my comfort agenda. My husband Miles was also on the same mission, barefoot, in comfy jeans and a striped long-sleeve shirt. A five o'clock shadow and scruffier blond hair complement the outfit. He looked over and smiled. 

Miles cracked a beer and took a sip. He cracked another one and passed it on to me. Glass clacked together in a toast. 

“To a new home for our new life,” he said. 

“To my lovely and awesome husband,” I replied. We both smiled and took another sip of the liquid. Cold and refreshing, the alcohol hit my stomach. I don’t remember a time when I was this happy. I was drunk, high, and euphoric without any help from substances already. You may only experience that pure happiness a couple of times in a lifetime. Miles walked over and hugged me. The grip was tight, passionate, and lovely. Cologne wafted into my nose, arousing my emotions further, and the love from that man seeped into my bones. I loved this man. 

He kissed me again on the back of the neck. Rough and powerful lips pressed tightly — tingles running down the back like a 5k. I pushed my ass against his crotch and bounced, downright giddy. A tighter squeeze from Miles preceded a small chub in pants pressing into my ass. I bit my lip; Miles must be as excited as I was. I can’t wait for the movers to leave to christen this house properly in each room. 

“Where do I put this one,” asked the mover. 

I responded, “In the primary bedroom,” I replied. The interruption broke the feeling for the moment. I started to look around the apartment, trying to decide where to have sex when the movers left. The kitchen island was on top of the list until something else won out. The balcony was a close second, but I wouldn’t dare do that until the sun fell, and the movers should be gone well before that. There isn’t a chance I would wait that long before I love my man.

The last mover left the apartment to get the next load, and Miles’ hands moved lower from the top of my stomach to my waistband. “Where do I put this one,” asked Miles with a giggle. The button released, and I paused. Was he crazy? What was he doing? We were standing in the middle of the living room, boxes everywhere, and the movers would return in a minute. 

I didn’t know what to do. My body turned on and not obeying common sense, but my inner Karen was nagging me. I could feel my nipples harden from excitement. It was like an ocean where his pirate fingers were going, and they moved lower. What is this feeling? I was being naughty, and I loved it. What would he do next? Would he really do it? 

My inner Karen could only whisper, “Miles, what are you doing? The movers will be back in a second.” 

“I know,” he said. Pirate fingers were sliding into my jeans from behind. The middle finger found my joystick and played a fun game on my PlayStation. Slight movements on my clit over my lace panties triggered an instant reaction. I moaned and leaned my head back to expose my neck to his kisses. Bolts of pleasure sparked from my neck to meet the shooting pleasure from my lady bits to form a cocktail of pleasure. His tongue found my neck, my ear, and the side of my lips. I loved this man and his touch. 

Three or four minutes elapsed before he pulled his hand away from me. The door opened, and I pulled down my shirt over my open jeans and drank the beer like nothing was happening. The movers looked at me to direct them to the correct room for the boxes. I did my best to catch my breath and instructed the four men. It was hard to focus, and I probably sent them to the wrong room, but the goal was to get them out to have fun with my husband. 

I playfully punched him in the shoulder, “Stop getting me excited. Not fair.” My eyes looked down for signs of his excitement as I saw a rock-hard cock outline in his jeans. Like me, he pulled his shirt down to hide. That’s when I got an idea. A little payback was in order. I walked into the kitchen and started to unpack the pots and pans they just brought up. Miles followed me like I knew he would. 
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The movers once again left the room to get the next round of boxes. I pushed Miles against the kitchen counter, bent down, opened Miles's pants, and pulled down his underwear in record time. Rock-hard manhood looked back at me. The purple head was standing at attention, awaiting verbal commands. I licked the tip and watched him react. 

Pleased with Miles's surprise, I plunged in and gagged on it for a second before putting it further inside. Hands slicked from my spit moved faster and faster on the shaft. Moans of pleasure emanated. I stroked more and more on his penis. I looked at him as he moaned slightly, putting his head back and letting me pleasure him. Pops from his head coming out of his mouth echoed around the apartment. I tasted a small drop of precum. Yummy. He opened his eyes, and I smiled deviously. This was the first time we engaged in the home, but it wouldn’t be the last. Unfortunately, my plan was backfiring. I wanted him more now than before. As I consumed him, I hungered for more. 

I heard the movers coming closer, so I stood up, picked his pants up, and smirked. How do you like it? 

“Keep going. They can’t see you back here,” he said. The notion of doing this while they were in the apartment thrilled my inner ho. My practical side pushed her to the side by asking several questions. What if they saw us? What if they find out? What would they think of me? 

“No, stop teasing me, or I will blue ball you more,” I said with a mischievous smile. Miles nodded his head like the devil took over his body. Waves of emotions conflicted inside me. Karen wouldn’t shut up about the movers and why we shouldn’t keep pressing our luck. My inner slut, let’s call her Summer, wanted to get back to work. Summer and Karen would always fight, each getting me into trouble, but distinct types of trouble. 

Sneaky sex was fun, but the chances of getting too involved and caught by the movers. The last thing I need is the mover to walk in, and I have my all-lady goods in the wind. I was hornier than I think I have ever been, and I have no idea what box I packed my vibrator inside. If I did, I would run and hide in the bathroom, handle myself, and return to play the game right. Right now, I feel like I am at a disadvantage to him. 

Miles turned to the fridge and got another beer. He opened it and took a sip, the entire time looking at me. I smiled back and took a sip of my beer. The noise from the movers in the other room playing the soundtrack to our standoff. Our unsaid conversation heated up and sounded like this if translated from eyes stares into language: 

Me: Don’t think about it. 

Miles: Think about what? 

Me: You know what you are thinking.

Miles: I don’t know what you are talking about, Sandra. 

Me: Yes, you do, Miles. 

Miles: What are you going to do to stop me? Are you going to fight me? 

Me: Maybe. 

Miles: Sounds fun. 

Me: Yes, it does...I mean, no we are not doing that. 

Miles: I think we are. 

Me: Have fun trying to catch me. 

Miles: I will. 

Me: I hate you.

Miles: Love you. 

Me: I Love you too.

The door shut from the last mover, and Miles rushed me. I tossed beer in his face and ran around the island. The beer smacked him in the eyes, slowing him down, as I laughed, running. I entered the living room past the couch, the boxes, and the primary bedroom. I made a quick turn and stopped. He rushed into the room, and I backtracked into the kitchen when he ran past like a cartoon. By the time he arrived, I was on one side of the island, and he was on the other. Karen would like this internal agreement. I could have let him catch and take me on the floor, but I am a lady. Well sometimes. If he did see me, I don’t think I would have had the willpower to stop him from ravaging me on the floor. The mere thought of being caught in a prone bone on the floor by the movers brought an uncontrolled fear. It
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