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CHAPTER ONE.

 


“You want me to do what?”

I wasn’t surprised at Elaine’s initial response.
It’s one thing to sleep with your employer. It’s another entirely
to sleep with her while her husband watches.

“I want to have sex with you while Jerry watches
us,” I repeated. It wasn’t the usual sort of request one got from
an employer, but since I had already had sex with Elaine, it
couldn’t have been that big a shock to her. Besides, she knew I was
also fucking Caleb, the lawn boy, so she knew I didn’t exactly
follow the norms of modern American marriage. “But don’t worry. He
won’t have sex with you?”

That caused her to have a slightly startled
reaction. “Why not?”

I kept my eyes off my house cleaner’s body. Her
t-shirt and shorts were a bit tighter than what I considered usual
for her. Was she coming on to me or was she just dressing for
comfort? It was hard to tell.

“Because he respects boundaries.” I knew my answer
was lame.

“So he’s just going to watch us and beat off, I
presume?”

“Uh…no. He’s just going to watch.” I smiled
reassuringly at her.

“Really? Why? Can’t he get it up?”

“Uh…no. He can’t.”

“Is that why you’re fucking Caleb? Jerry can’t do it
for you?”

I felt on the defensive. Elaine was being awful
aggressive and inquisitive for someone who I had just invited into
my bed. She had already told me she liked to have sex with women
every once in a while for the thrill of it, and yes, doing it with
me in front of my husband was a step above her normal, but it
wasn’t that strange. At least to my eyes.

At least she didn’t know about the secret recording
Jerry had made of her and me.

“Not exactly,” I said, trying to find my footing
again. “But I promise you’ll find out if you say yes.”

She laughed at me. It was half a giggle and half
true amusement. “I’m intrigued. I’ll tell you what. I’m not going
to say yes or no right now…but maybe I’ll say yes if you can set me
up on a date with Caleb.”

“Caleb? A date? I thought you had a boyfriend.” Now
I was confused.

“I do. But I like to keep things spicy too.”

It was more than a little strange to be discussing
our sex lives in the middle of my living room while Elaine went
around dusting every surface. I was paying her to clean my house,
but I had never planned on having sex with her. Who plans ahead
like that?

“So…you want me to set you up on a sex date with
Caleb, and then you’ll have sex with me in front of my husband,” I
said aloud, making sure I understood what was going on.

She tilted her head to the side. “Yeah. That sounds
about right.”

“When did my life become a French sex farce film?” I
muttered to myself.

 


Not today, Mrs. Foley.

I glared at the text I had received from Caleb. I
had texted him asking if he could come over to water the lawn,
which was our pre-agreed code for forming the beast with two backs,
which in itself was a euphemism for sex.

“What teenaged boy says no to sex?” I asked
myself.

Obviously the boy was having some existential
romantic crisis. He would shortly learn that he was going to be
manipulated by women the rest of his life.

Fine. I’ll see you on Friday.

I didn’t give him a choice. I had needs and I was
determined he was going to fulfill them. At least until I could get
him to fuck Elaine. She she’d fuck me in front of Jerry.

Why did sex have to be so complicated?

I decided to uncomplicated things and sent a message
to Bryan. He was as uncomplicated as they came.

I’m horny. Wanna fuck?

I waited. I hated waited. He texted me back half an
hour later. He was probably at the gym, working out.

Sure when where

Your place? An hour?

CU Then

Uncomplicated.

Bryan made his money as a personal trainer. It
probably was a semi-legitimate job. He spent most of his spare time
working out, making sure his muscles were as ripped and toned as
possible. He claimed he didn’t take steroids, which was probably
the truth, but he certainly didn’t have a big cock. On the other
hand, he did have big muscles and was constantly proving to me—and
most likely a dozen other women—he was a stallion in bed.

He was.

Mostly.

Even in the dead of winter I’d never seen Bryan in
anything but workout clothes. I was waiting for him in the driveway
of his townhouse when he pulled up. The first thing he did after
hoping out of his truck was look me up and down. “You look
uncomfortable in those clothes. Let me get you into something
else.”

He tried to be charming and while it didn’t exactly
work, it was good enough for me. A minute later we were walking
through his door. A minute after that he was stripping off my
clothes and carrying me, literally carrying me, to the bedroom. He
laid me on the middle of the bed and plunged his face between my
legs. He tongue eagerly sought out my clit and I ran my hair
through his
too-long–to-be-stylish-but-still-looked-good-on-him-anyway blond
hair.

I let my head fall back on the pillow and allowed
Bryan to work my body. I could sense him stripping as he ate me
out, but I didn’t worry about it until his face came up and the bed
shifted with his weight. His cock was already hard so when I felt
him nudging at my pussy to open up, I was more than ready for
him.

“Put it in me,” I moaned. Sometimes I hated how
desperate I was for cock at certain times.

“Should I?” he asked. He wasn’t teasing me, drawing
out the moment. He was really pondering whether or not to fuck
me.

“Put it in me, fuck me, cum in me,” I barked at him.
“Now!”

“I’ve got a girlfriend,” he all but whined.

Fuck. Not this again. For a soulless
bodybuilder Bryan was too often introspective. I attributed it to
being raised in a super conservative evangelist home. The thing
about people from ultra-religious homes is they are the ones with
the most issues, but they are also the ones who are fucking
incredible in bed.

“You’ve got a lot of girlfriends,” I reminded him.
“You’ve got a lot of women who you fuck. Carrie isn’t going to know
about me, right?”

His cock head was just inside my pussy. I could
actually feel my lips opening up to pull him in. I wanted him
desperately. It seemed this happened almost every time with Bryan.
All I wanted was a nice, simple fuck and I had to deal with his
psychological issues.

“But God will,” he said, almost sadly.

I could have gone into how we were already naked
with his hard naughty bit just inside my wet and hot naughty bit
and God hadn’t struck us down yet, but that was too complicated.
“God doesn’t care,” I told him and hooked my ankle behind his
thigh, just below his taut buttock, pulling him forward. It was all
the encouragement he needed. A second later he was thrusting
happily away in my pussy.

Bryan wasn’t complicated, just guilt-ridden. But he
was happy inside my pussy and I was happy to have him there. His
muscular body held me down and did wonderful things. I ran my hands
up and down his back, feeling his hot skin, gripping his hard
buttocks, opening myself up to him, letting him use me with my legs
spread wide open to receive his every thrust until he
came—hard—inside me.

The gush of his cum was hot. Almost burning hot. He
kept thrusting throughout his climax, which I appreciated because
it made me cum several times as well. By the time he was done, I
was shaking from the experience.

Illicit sex was always the best sex. I wasn’t
cheating on Jerry, of course, because he knew about Bryan (and
Caleb, and the others) and I was going to tell my husband all about
what I had done with my lover in his bed. It was Bryan who was
cheating on his girlfriend. He wanted to be faithful because he was
raised that way, but I could see into his heart and I knew he would
fuck every woman who caught his eye. He couldn’t admit that to
himself. I knew I was the other woman…and I enjoyed it.

“I have got to stop doing this,” he said as he
rolled off of me. His hand went to the small cross on a thin
necklace he wore all the time. I let my hand stray to my own
necklace that held Jerry’s key, the key to his cock cage.

“No you don’t,” I told him, pulling my hand from the
key and reaching down to grip his still partially firm cock, wet
and sticky with our lovemaking. “You can’t deny this beautiful tool
to every woman out there who wants it.”

He chuckled at me and shook his head. “If Carrie
knew what I was doing.” He shook his head firmly one more time.
“I’ve got to stop.”

Without thinking I spoke up. “I think I may know of
a way that could help you.”

“Oh? What?”

Shit! I should have kept my mouth shut.

“Fuck me a few more times and I’ll let you know,” I
teased as I rolled out of bed and started searching for my
clothing. I wanted to find my panties first because I didn’t want
to drip everywhere. Every article of clothing I had worn to his
place was scattered from the bed to the front door. I slipped on my
panties and glanced at his form on the bed. He had a square jaw,
close-cropped hair, and a body like a
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