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Chapter 8




“Shit! Vickie! This isn’t
what you think!” The words spilled out of Gil’s mouth. Rowen had to
not laugh at his reaction because it was so
terrible. 

Plus, what Vickie was seeing was
exactly what she was thinking. Rowen was sitting on Gil’s cock,
both of them naked. It was obvious they had been
fucking.

Looking over her shoulder at Vickie,
Rowen saw Dylan standing in the hallway, observing
everything. 

“What do you think I think
this is!?” Vickie screamed at Gil. She was screaming so loudly it
was as if she had lost her mind.

Gil pushed Rowen off his hips. He
tried to stand up off the bed, a move made slightly more difficult
because of his erection. He grabbed a garment off the floor and
covered himself, though they had all seen him naked
before.

“I’m not cheating on you!”
Gil insisted.

Rowen stifled a laugh. Even Dylan
sniggered.

“How is this not
cheating?!” Vickie’s face was bright red with
anger. 

“In his defense, you were
fucking my husband earlier tonight, weren’t you?” Rowen asked as
she moved off the bed. She snagged her bra off the floor but
couldn’t see her underwear anywhere.

“Get out!” Vickie
screamed. “Get the fuck out!”

“Isn’t this Gil’s
apartment?” Rowen asked, spying her leggings on the
floor.

“She had a key,” said
Dylan. “I think I was lied to.”

“The both of you fucked my
fiancé!” Vickie screamed. 

“In his defense,” said
Dylan calmly, “you also fucked the both of us.”

Vickie and Gil were glaring at each
other. Gil looked very guilty. Vickie’s anger was trying to hide
her guilt but her overreaction gave that away.

Even though she was enraged, Vickie
managed to put two and two together. 

“You two knew! You two
fucking knew! You set me up!”

Rowen pulled on her leggings, having
given up on her underwear, and struggled with her bra. “Okay, true.
We knew you two were dating—”

“We’re fucking
engaged!” 

Dylan asked calmly, “Where’s your
ring, Vickie?”

That cowed her for a moment. That gave
Gil time to step in. He was hiding his cock with a t-shirt. “Where
is your fucking ring, Vickie?!”

She whirled on him. “You fucked
them!”

“So did you!”

“You sucked his cock!”
Vickie pointed at Dylan. “That makes you a fag.”

“It makes him bi,” Dylan
pointed out. He was ignored.

“I bet you ate her pussy!”
Gil shot back, indicating Rowen.

“She did,” Rowen chimed
in. “She was very good at it.”

“That makes you a
lesbo!”

Dylan handed Rowen her shirt. “I think
we should leave.”

The other couple were ignoring Dylan
and Rowen now. 

“I can’t believe
you!”

“You cheated on
me!”

“You cheated on
me!”

“You’re a
liar!”

“So fucking what! I bet
you like it up the ass!”

“Maybe I do! So fucking
what!”

Rowen found her shoes and decided to
abandon her panties. “If you two have makeup sex tonight, just
remember that Dylan came in her pussy earlier!”

The engaged and enraged couple looked
over at them. Dylan grabbed his wife’s arm and pulled her out of
the apartment. 

They hurried down the stairs and out
into the complex’s parking lot.

“They got really angry,
really fast,” Rowen observed.

“What did you think was
going to happen?”

“I was sort of hoping we’d
get a submissive couple that we could fuck for fun whenever we
wanted.” Spying Dylan’s car, she ran over and hopped in after he
unlocked it.

Not wanting to cause a further scene,
Dylan slid behind the steering wheel, started the car, and quickly
exited the parking lot, leaving the feuding couple
behind.

Inside the apartment Gil and Vickie
continued to scream at each other for another fifteen minutes until
they both ran out of energy. Vickie sat on the edge of the bed and
cried. Gil slid down the wall and stared blankly straight ahead. He
had found a pair of shorts and pulled them on. They had run out of
words.

As Dylan drove, Rowen’s thoughts
remained addled with lust. She reached over the console and grabbed
his cock through his pants. “You did fuck her, didn’t
you?”

“Yes. Stop grabbing my
cock. I’m trying to drive.”

“I want you to take me
home and fuck me.”

“You’re really twisted,
hon.”

Rowen removed her hand and dipped her
fingers into her leggings and then her pussy. She was dripping
Gil’s cum. Getting her fingers wet, she lifted them to her mouth
and tasted him.

“He came in you, didn’t
he?” Dylan asked.

“Yeah. Want a
taste?”

“Not
especially.”

She stuck her fingers in her mouth and
moaned softly as she sucked them. “I almost wish I had given him a
blowjob.”

“Did you run out of time?”
he asked innocently.

Rowen snorted. “Yeah, some crazy woman
interrupted us. I had all sorts of things planned.”

“You don’t have anyone to
blame but yourself.”

“True,” she agreed. “Want
to take me home and fuck me?”

“Yes.”

They barely made it into the foyer
before Dylan was kissing his wife. They managed to stumble over to
the living room as they anxiously pulled off their clothes. Dylan
took charge and manhandled his wife, turning her around and bending
her over the end of the couch before yanking down her
leggings.

“You aren’t wearing any
panties,” he commented as he pushed her legs apart and took his
cock in hand to find her entrance.

“Left ‘em behind at
Gil’s,” she said. “Didn’t have time to find…ooh.”

Dylan sank his cock into her pussy and
she arched her back to give him better access. “Oh fuck that’s
good.”

“Slut,” he told
her. 

“Why are you calling me a
slut?” It was hard to tell if she was serious or playing with
him.

“You left your panties
behind in another man’s bed.”

“Not for fucking
him?”

“For that too.” Dylan
withdrew halfway and then sank his cock back into her before
adjusting his stance.

“Good. Just want to be
clear.”

He started fucking her with a steady
rhythm. “Your pussy is soaking wet,” he complimented
her.

“Yeah…I just fucked
another man.” She giggled. “I’m still full of his cum.”

“Slut.”

They fell silent as they both focused
on the sensations of their genitals. They tended to focus too much
on their genitals and how good it made them feel at the expense of
everyone and everything else around them.

 


Across town, Gil and Vickie were still
glaring at each other. Their anger had been burnt out. They just
looked at each other with contempt that they both kept
simmering.

“I’m fucking done,” said
Vickie.

“Me too,” Gil
replied.

They continued to glare at each other
across the room.

“No apology?” she asked
him.

“No apology from you?” he
snapped back.

“That was your last
chance.”

“Good.”

She levered herself to her feet and
grabbed at her left hand with her right. “Then take your fucking—”
She cut herself off. “Take your fucking ring back!” she screamed at
him. She wanted to throw the ring at him and storm off in a fit,
but she had taken off the ring and carefully stored it in her
jewelry box back at her apartment. 

She knew she wasn’t innocent in
everything that happened, but neither was he.

He just looked at her. “Sure. Where’s
the ring?”

Vickie screamed in frustration,
stamped her feet, and marched out of the apartment. She was miles
away from her place. That was the worst part.

She kept walking, hoping that maybe
Gil would come running after her. Maybe they could make up. It was
better than walking in the cold night air. By the time she reached
the main road she realized he wasn’t coming after her. He didn’t
even try to call her phone. She had it in her hand.

Instead, she summoned a Lyft and
waited at the next intersection trying not to cry.

Back in his apartment, Gil tried to
hold back, but he knew that eventually the tears would come. He
crawled to the door and locked it, throwing the security bolt so
Vickie couldn’t get back inside. The action was enough to keep the
tears at bay. 

Pulling himself to his feet he
stumbled to the small kitchen, opened the cabinet where he kept his
liquor, poured himself far too much vodka and drank it
straight.

Half the glass was gone before he
started crying.


Chapter 9


Ten years ago…

 


“Hey baby, is your hair
naturally red?” asked Dylan as he plopped down in the chair next to
her desk.

Rowen looked skeptically at Dylan as
she worked on her computer. She was an IT contractor for the
company he worked at. Officially he was her liaison for all the
various functions where she needed access.

“You’ve asked me that
every day since I worked here, Dylan,” she answered him.

“That’s not an
answer.”

“Your questions could be
construed as sexual harassment.”

“Ah, but you’re a
contractor and I’m a regular employee, so that doesn’t
apply.”

“Like hell it
doesn’t.”

“Drat. And that sounded so
good in my head. Maybe you’ll tell me the answer and I’ll stop
asking.”

Their relationship had been
immediately flirty from the start. They both saw the other’s
wedding bands. Either they were ignoring what the bands meant or it
encouraged them to flirt because they both considered the other to
be safe. Nothing was going to happen.

“I could tell you, but you
wouldn’t believe me,” she said.

“You could show me,” Dylan
replied, doing his best not to waggle his eyebrows.

She looked at him archly.
“Maybe I dye all my hair,” she said.

Dylan laughed nervously. “Maybe you
do. What does your husband think of that?” 

He was looking for an easy way out of
the conversation. They were heading down a dangerous
path.

“I don’t tell him
everything,” she said, smiling.

“What exactly don’t you
tell him?” Dylan shifted uncomfortably in his chair. His cock was
getting hard and his pants were restricting him too
much.

“Anything I don’t want him
to know,” Rowen answered. Seeing his shifting, she glanced at his
lap. His erection was obvious.

“Does that include
flirting with coworkers?”

“Flirting with…and
everything else.”

They both knew it was stupid and
risky. That was probably why they did it.

Because of the security aspect of her
job, the door to Rowen’s office locked. 

She got up from the desk, went to the
door, and locked it.

“You should probably
leave,” she said after double checking to make sure the door was
locked. “I don’t want to get you or anyone in trouble.”

“What sort of trouble?” he
asked, standing up and going to the door. She was blocking the
way.

“The sort that gets
someone hauled in front of HR and slapped with a sexual harassment
complaint.”

They were standing too close together.
She was a tall woman, made taller by her heels. Dylan didn’t have
to duck his head to kiss her.

The kiss was intense. Dylan knew it
was wrong. Rowen knew it was wrong. That’s what made it so
intense.

She could feel his cock through his
pants, pressing against her body. She knew her panties were already
soaked through and she regretted wearing pants today instead of a
skirt. 

Before she knew
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