
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Behind My Husband's Back (Literally!)

 


By Jody Stevens

 


Copyright 2012 Jody Stevens

 


Cover picture file licensed by
www.depositphotos.com/Georgii Dolgykh

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 


 


Clack clack clack clack!

I shot an annoyed glance at my husband Greg's
back as he pumped away at the cross-country ski machine on the far
side of our apartment's living room. I was horny as hell, and I had
told him so, but as usual he insisted on spending his limited free
time engaging in vertical exercise rather than the much more
exciting horizontal kind. Frankly, I couldn't understand why he
even bothered. I mean, for all the effort he put into it, spending
an entire hour every day scissoring away till he was wheezing for
breath and dripping sweat everywhere, I hadn't noticed the
slightest improvement in his muscle tone. He was still as flabby as
ever. Then again, seeing as how he spent the whole hour with his
headphones on and his eyes glued to the TV in the corner (set to
ESPN, naturally), I strongly suspected the whole exercise thing was
just a clever ploy to increase his daily entertainment fix. And
ignore me in the process, of course.

Clack clack clack clack! I have to
admit, at first I hated that sound, the incessant clatter of the
ski machine's foot pedals as they moved back and forth along their
tracks, a sound that symbolized my needs not being met, my husband
turning his back on me both metaphorically and literally. I think
the only reason Greg could tolerate the monotonous noise was
because he kept his iPod's volume cranked up so high that even on
the other side of the room I could make out the lyrics to whatever
shitty 80s hair metal song he was currently listening to.

But over time, I had grown to love that
sound, for it no longer represented privation, being ignored, being
denied. Just the opposite. It had come to represent
opportunity...

There was a rap on the sliding glass door
that led to our apartment's first-floor patio. I glanced over, my
annoyance at Greg vanishing and my horniness revving into overdrive
when I saw it was Ramon from next door. He grinned at me through
the glass, his dark brown eyes gleaming devilishly. The apartment
complex's thin walls guaranteed he always knew when Greg began his
workout.

He glanced at my preoccupied hubby then
cocked a questioning eyebrow at me.

I nodded. Oh, yes.


I let him in, not even bothering to try to
hide the rumble of the glass door as it slid open. I had long since
established that Greg wouldn't hear it. Greg wouldn't hear a whole
lot of things, it turned out. I remembered the first time I let
Ramon in, that lusty day last summer; I had been terrified Greg
would hear every little rustle of fabric as we quickly, furtively
fucked in the bedroom. But we soon discovered that with his
headphones blasting, with his eyes glued to tube, with his body
flailing away on that silly-ass contraption, Greg was effectively
deaf, dumb, and blind for an hour every day. After that, our trysts
grew bolder and bolder...

Ramon stepped into the apartment, all
six-plus brawny, olive-skinned feet of him. I ran my greedy hands
over his bulging biceps, his broad shoulders, his firm pecs. He
didn't have to chug away on an exercise machine to achieve his
yummy physique. Instead, he came by his more naturally, through
good genes and hard, honest labor at his construction job.

"Ah, my darling Lindy," Ramon said as he
cupped my chin in one palm, his deep voice coming to me loud and
clear over the clacking in the corner. "Lovely as ever." He pressed
his lips to mine.

As usual, hearing Ramon say stuff like
that--stuff Greg would never even think of saying--set my already
damp pussy gushing like crazy. I grabbed Ramon's hand, savoring the
feel of the plump veins that zigzagged across its back, then led
him to the couch. Standing there barely fifteen feet behind my
husband, Ramon kissed me again while his thick, manly hands roved
over my body, squeezing my breasts, tweaking my nipples, kneading
my ass. Eventually one hand found its way to the warm nook between
my legs. After giving that area a few strokes over the fabric of my
jeans, he unsnapped my fly, then stuffed his hand down the front of
my jeans and panties. He gently rolled my clit between his fingers
until I was on the verge of coming, then with a smile, he let go
and pushed his hand farther down. His fingers traced the line of my
sodden slit, then two of them slid inside me.

Meanwhile, my own hands had been quite busy,
first yanking off Ramon's shirt to caress his marvelously tanned
and chiseled pecs and abs, then fingering the long, rock-hard bulge
that filled the front of his jeans. But I wasn't going to be
satisfied with only a denim-covered bulge, so I tore open his
pants, hungry to feel the warm weight of his naked cock in my
palm.

His penis was a thing of beauty, long and
thick, with a fat purple head and a slight curve to the right. As
usual, I was overcome with an urge to taste it, and after we'd
hurriedly peeled off the last of our clothes, I sat down on the
edge of the sofa facing Ramon and took that delicious slab of meat
into my mouth. It
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