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Chapter 1


“I don’t normally do this
sort of thing,” said Gilbert suddenly. His demeanor had suddenly
taken a morose aspect.

Rowen and Dylan glanced at each other.
This was not a positive sign. They’d encountered this sudden change
of heart before. 

“If you don’t want to do
this—” Rowen began magnanimously.

“It’s not that I don’t
want to do it,” said Gil, cutting her off. “It’s that…”

“Yes?” Dylan prompted
him.

They were sitting at a semi-private
booth at the bar. No one was listening to them. Rowen and Dylan
could see that Gil was nervous. They were more relaxed. They’d done
this before. Even so, it was mildly amusing to see Gil glance left
and right, tracking every patron in the space. 

“I want to have this
opportunity once before I get married.”

“Sure,” Dylan agreed
immediately. “Who wouldn’t?”

“It’s a commonly desired
fantasy,” Rowen chimed in.

“I’ll be cheating on my
fiancée,” he blurted out, giving the true source of his
nerves.

There was an uncomfortable pause in
the conversation. “Maybe this is something you should talk about
with her,” Dylan suggested.

Gilbert was tapping his fingers on the
table, fiddling with his bottle of beer, unable to meet their
gazes.

“Fuck it,” Gilbert said.
“If I don’t do this now, I’m never going to do it.”

“You should discuss it
with her,” Dylan gently pressed.

Before Gil could reply, Rowen
interrupted. “He’s cute,” she told her husband. “He’s young. He’s
entitled to some bad decisions in life.” She placed one hand on her
husband’s thigh and the other one Gil’s hand tapping the table.
“And you promised me.”

Dylan sighed. “Okay.”

They’d done worse things before in
their lives.

 


It was always the smart thing to do to
have the initial meeting in a public place and the initial play
encounter at a hotel. Rowen started to wonder if the front desk
staff was starting to recognize her and Dylan. It didn’t bother
her. She liked the secret thrill it gave her. Just like she liked
the secret thrill of knowing she was a decade and a half older than
Gilbert. 

He had said in his profile he liked
older, confident women. That described her perfectly. It was almost
like he didn’t care about her vibrant red hair, modest though
attractive breasts, and an ass that was maybe just a little too
big. Gil was almost bland. He claimed he was exactly six feet tall,
but she had her doubts that he met that goal, if only slightly.
Dark hair, medium complexion, brown eyes, medium build that still
had a youthful energy to it. He would have made the perfect spy,
being able to slip into any place because he was attractive enough,
but not striking or remarkable.

He promised he was well-endowed. Rowen
was determined to hold him to that promise.

She led the way, hand in hand, with
her husband up to the room they had rented. Her floral dress
swirled around her body, just tight enough to hint at what was
underneath. She had lost track of how many times she had done this
same walk with Dylan, but it wasn’t enough times yet to make her
stop.

Dylan gave her his familiar
half-smile. The years had faded his once-vibrant blond hair to a
dirty blond and crow’s feet were forming at the corners of his
eyes, but they were still a shining green. Everything else about
him was perfect as well, and yet Rowen couldn’t help but think
about comparing his cock to Gil’s. That’s what she really
wanted.

Inside the hotel room, Rowen’s barely
concealed enthusiasm burst forth the moment the door
closed.

“Ready?” she asked Gil and
without waiting for an answer she reached behind her back and
expertly unzipped the floral dress, quickly allowing it to fall to
the floor. 

Gilbert could only stare at her. Rowen
happily posed for him, showing off her body. Maybe it wasn’t as
perfect as it had once been, but it was still good enough to easily
capture Gil’s attention.

“Like what you see?” she
asked, teasing, having been through this before with other
men.

“Fuck yeah.”

He continued to gaze at her while she
fiddled with the strap to her bra. The thin material hid very
little, even if it was supposed to be black, it was mostly
translucent, except for the bits that had flowers strategically
embroidered on. It was an impractical set of lingerie, matching bra
and panties, nothing any woman would wear on a daily basis. Its
true function was to seduce her lover. 

“Are you ready for me?”
she asked, casually kicking off her high heels, losing a couple of
inches of height in the process, and walking over to
him.

Gil stood stock still, not knowing
what to do, and was shocked as she pressed her body to his, put her
hands around his shoulders, before kissing him. She could feel his
erection through his pants, pushing into her body. Almost as if it
were an autonomous reaction, he kissed her back, his hands
traveling down her body to her ass.

When Rowen moaned softly in the back
of her throat, Gil pulled back, as if he suddenly realized what he
was doing.

Instead of addressing Rowen, Gil
looked to Dylan. “I’m sorry. Should I be doing this?” he asked
nervously, even though that was the entire purpose of them being
there. “I mean, is it okay? Should I—?”

“Of course you should be
doing that,” Dylan said smoothly. “I want to watch you fuck my
wife. I’ll be jerking off while you do.” He walked over to one of
the two chairs in the small room that were placed next to a nearly
microscopic circular table, wedged in between the bed and the
windows. Sitting down, he loosened his belt and unzipped his pants,
but paused before pulling out his cock. “Go ahead, just pretend I’m
not here.”

Although this was what he had signed
up for, Gil couldn’t really believe it. Rowen gently turned his
head to look back at her. She gave him a kiss, this time it was
quick and not lingering, before she said, “How about a
blowjob?”

Gil didn’t react to her reaction.
Instead, she just got down on her knees and started to work on his
pants. A second later they were crumpled around his ankles. Rowen
took a half second to admire the black silk shorts he was wearing
before pushing them down and immediately putting his erection in
her mouth.

He certainly didn’t need her attention
to get ready for sex. He was already hard and ready to go. If
anything, he should have been kneeling between her legs, worshiping
her pussy. But even that was unnecessary; she could feel how wet
her pussy was, like it always was before she took a new lover for
the first time. The dampness of her panties was a distraction. She
didn’t let it worry her. They would be off in a minute.

For his part, Gil couldn’t believe
what was happening, even though he wanted exactly this to happen.
Rowen was giving him the absolute best blowjob of his entire
life. 

“Oh…fuck you’re so fucking
good.”

Rowen took his cock from her mouth,
licked up the side of his shaft, and grinned at him. “Are you going
to cum?”

“If you keep sucking me
like that, hell yes.”

“Want to cum in my mouth?”
she eagerly offered.

Gil remembered where he was. He
glanced over at Dylan with a look of confusion on his face. The
seated man had his cock out and was idly stroking it, not yet at
full erection.

“Is it…can I…?”

“Do whatever you want,
man,” said Dylan casually, easily. “I’m just here to
watch.”

Uneasily, Gil looked back down at
Rowen who was continuing to stroke his cock. “I thought I was going
to get to fuck her.”

“Yes please!” Rowen said
eagerly.

Dylan chuckled. “Please fuck her. It’s
her favorite thing.”

Rowen stuck her tongue out at her
husband as she bounded to her feet and fell backwards on the bed,
her actions that of a much younger woman. “Are you just going to
stand there or are you going to take off your clothes?” she asked
Gil.

The younger man did so, unsteadily,
unsure of what he was doing. Eventually he was naked and he
carefully crawled onto the bed, his erection bobbing with his every
movement. When he reached Rowen, she embraced him and circled her
legs around him, inviting him into her body.

They kissed but he pulled back
quickly. “Are you sure?”

She laughed at him. “Of course I’m
sure.” She half sat up and quickly pulled off
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