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Fresh out of the Shower
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I was fresh out of the shower, lying on my bed, and catching up on social media battles between conservative and liberal friends. The usual suspects were engaged in the struggle, and I have found it amusing. I switched platforms to see who posted videos of themselves dancing on TikTok. I chuckled at everyone trying to get their groove back. I looked at the time and debated returning to work, but I lost myself in a YouTube video. What the hell is drizzle drizzle anyway? 

My husband’s alert flashed next to me on his phone. He had a meeting in five minutes but was still in the shower. I got out of bed and walked to the shower door. I slid it open. Sam was washing his hair. I bit my lip at the sight of his soapy, wet body as the soap washed down his toned chest, abs, and hardware. The former Division 1 volleyball player kept the body after school, and at times, I thanked the lord that I had a man this smart, intelligent, kind, and hot. I lucked out, but I would never tell him that. 

“Did you come in here to join me?” he asked. I loved that we both worked hybrid with three days home a week. Our sex life exploded recently. Being drunk, stressed, and bored is the perfect cocktail of aphrodisiacs. I was about to step inside and force him to choose between me and the meeting. Another thought flashed in my mind. The fantasy grew, and my brain constructed something genuinely sinister. I wouldn’t disrobe and join him or do something else. 

“Hey, babe. Your phone is vibrating, and you have a meeting in five minutes,” I said. 

I handed him the phone, and he unlocked it. “Shit, I thought this started in a half-hour.” Sam grabbed the towel and dried his face and short brown hair. He darted out of the bathroom into our room and grabbed a shirt. I bit my lip as his olive-skinned body ran naked. He raced into our city apartment's open kitchen/living room. I heard the slapping of wet feet on the wooded floor. The sight was like a cartoon, and I could not stop laughing. 

When I finally stopped laughing, I walked into the kitchen. I took my phone out and took a picture of him sitting on the chair, ass naked with a collared shirt. Coworkers populated his meeting—four blonds, two brunettes, and his boss, the fiery redhead named Lisa. I could see the desire in the eyes of some of them. No doubt, if given the chance, they all would sleep with him. I love that women have such a prominent place in the company, but why couldn’t it be someone else’s company? Six hungry women were always trying to get his attention.

At the holiday party last year, they were all eye-fucking him, touching his shoulder, and laughing at all of his jokes right in front of me. I had to beat them off with a stick. Let’s not talk about the ultimate predator: the recently divorced redhead cougar. Lisa is always calling him into her office, leaning over, showing cleavage, and touching his shoulders. Right now, on the call, she has a plunging neckline. I think I can see her areolas. 

“Hi Sam,” said one of the blonds seductively. I had a sudden ping of jealousy. I will show him who is the hottest. Today, I reminded him why he married me. I walked into our room to get a couple of items, and then I came back out. 
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I strolled into the room with a devilish look on my face. My half-naked husband looked at my dramatic entrance. I smirked and started dancing, but he didn’t pay much attention until I cleared my throat and removed one of my socks. The act of taking off a sock is not dramatic, but what is spectacular is lifting your leg to your ear and taking it off with your teeth while exposing your lady bits. For the next sock, I kicked my leg onto the table and leaned over to do the same. I turned away from him and touched my toes, looking through my leg and under the table at the response I provoked. It was working, and the little buddy turned into a big boy.

In hindsight, I should have put more clothes on, but since I only had socks and a long shirt, getting naked wasn’t going to take much time. I grabbed the bottom of the shirt and started to bounce and jump around like a college bimbo; the gyrations forced Sam to swallow hard and grow harder. I loved the power I had over his body. That body was mine, that mind was mine, and that lovely cock was defiantly mine. It was time to get naked and show him what I learned in my romance books. Domination is a beautiful world and an even better emotion. Is it an emotion? Who knows, but what I do know is how to use it. 

The shirt rose under my command. When I reached the bottom of my boobs, I turned around to tease him more. That’s right, look at my ass now, and if you are a good boy, I will turn around. I lifted it over my head and dropped it on the floor. I looked over my shoulder as one of the women was talking to him. I saw Sam trying to focus on the meeting while watching me undress. I drank in the attention until I couldn’t breathe. The sexy brown eyes struggled to focus on his boss while I gyrated. It's time to get sassy. I smacked my ass and then slid my fingers down my midsection to mid-thigh. I turned around to face him once more.

I slid my hand down to my freshly shaven lady bits until I reached my clit. I bit my lip and bounced. The spell I cast on him worked perfectly. I had his attention. The other women were powerless to stop my attention grab. They couldn’t wrestle his affection from me. I did this a couple of times before turning around. I bend over, showing my love Dungeon. I twerked at the edge of the table. I don’t have a big ass, but I know how to move. 

I reached for the towel I placed on the table before the first part of the show. It rolled open like a doctor unrolling tools for surgery - one magic bullet vibrator, one sticky dildo, and lube. I stuck the dildo to the island in full view. I get in a catcher position, smack my face with the dildo, and then make a pouty face. Sam adjusted uncomfortably. I lick the tip of the dildo and giggle. Then I spit on it and take the head in my mouth. Is this what you want? Of course, you do. You could have it if you leave your meeting. 

He leaned forward to allow his member to have room under the table. It was dangerously close to making an appearance at his team meeting. That is right; grow a little, buddy. It only took thirty seconds of sucking the plastic penis before I could see he was rock hard. The carnal gaze turned me on and grew my confidence. I knew he wasn’t thinking of the women in his meeting. He was thanking God that I was his new wife. Eyes darted from me to the object of affection. Machinations of what to do next threatened to overwhelm him. With a finger, I entice him to join. 

I stood up and playfully slapped the suction dildo like it was his fatty. I thought I would need lube, but I was dripping wet. I put my leg on the island and stretch. I then pretend that I just found the cock. I grabbed it and slapped my exposed lady bits with it. I made a pouty face as I did it. He swallowed again at the display. I covered my mouth like I was trying to hide laughing as I placed the head on my lady lips. I giggled as it slid in and out. Our eyes locked until one of the women called for him to answer a question. He tried to speak, but his voice squeaked. I smiled and took my leg off the island. I was now sliding it in and out in the standing doggy position. I arched my back so he could see my breast bounce. I giggled and never broke eye contact. I don’t know if it was rage, desire, or a combination of both in his eyes, but he wanted to end the meeting and start something else. 

I watched his hand go under the table. He gripped the hard rock cock and fapped it. I stopped fucking myself, and he looked confused. I wagged my finger and pointed to his cock. The naughty hand moved away from the manhood, and I continued to fuck myself. Now that I had his attention and set the game rules, it was time for part two.
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