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She’s getting in the shower now.

The text I waited for all night finally popped up on my phone. My body burned with excitement. 

I read the words again to make sure my eyes weren’t playing tricks on me.

She’s getting in the shower now. 

I slipped out of the guest room. My feet sunk into the plush carpet. It was dark in this part of the mansion. But the full moon shined bright through the gorgeous skylights decorating the house. It guided my way to the bedroom at the end of the hall. 

I passed the closed doors of the other guest rooms. I wondered if they were asleep. I couldn’t hear any movement behind them.

The door at the end of the hall opened a crack. Weston’s handsome head poked out. He beckoned me in with a smile on his face.

I pushed inside the bedroom. 

I’d waited all night for this.

I was going to fuck Weston while his wife was in the shower.
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“I needed this all day,” Weston said, pulling me close. He pressed me to his muscular bare chest. I licked the nipple.

“We could have fucked earlier,” I said pulling my head away from his delectable chest. “But, you were so scared of your wife walking in on us.”

Weston sniffed. He spun me around and hugged me around my waist from behind.

“Does this look like a scared man?” he asked. “Would a scared man do this while his wife showers?”

Weston caressed my neck, stroking the tender skin. His other hand slipped underneath my shirt. He pinched hard on my nipple, making the little morsel hard as candy.

The muffled sound of the shower filled the room. I glanced at the rumpled sheets of Weston and the wife’s king sized bed. 

“Is she washing off your cum?” I asked, gently rubbing my ass up and down his cock. He was thick, but not hard. “Did you fuck her before you texted me?”

Weston kissed the pulse at my neck.

“No, Naia, baby.” His low voice vibrated my spine. “I only fingerbanged her. Just like I’m doing to you.”

Weston deserted my tit and slinked his hand down my shorts. He nestled his fingers between my thighs. Breathing softly against my neck, Weston slipped two fingers into my pussy.

I moaned, heat rushing to my face. I didn’t want him to know how wet I was. My pussy had been creaming for him for hours.

He chuckled, pressing his lips to my temple.

“You’re fucking soaking, Naia,” he said. He pressed another finger into me. I sucked in a breath, taking him inside. 

Weston rocked his fingers in me, waving them like the tendrils of a jellyfish. I gripped at his hand, grunting hard. 

“Wet, horny Naia,” he teased.

I came into this room to tease him. But, Weston had the upperhand at the moment. 

“And, you’ve wanted to stuff your fingers in me since I arrived. How many times have you jerked off thinking about my lips wrapped around your cock?”

The flaccid cock pressed against my ass grew stiffer. 

I had a feeling Weston loved some good dirty talk.

“Every morning and evening when I took a shower I wanked thinking about you,” Weston said. He moved his fingers up my neck and chin and rested them on my bottom lip.

The scent to his wife’s body lotion wafted off of his fingers.

Was that the hand he used to finger his wife?

I pushed my ass farther back. His thick cock nestled between my cheeks. The thin fabric of my shorts did nothing to disguise the hardening of his dick.

“Who’s pussy is hotter and softer?” I asked. “Mine or your wife’s?”

He nudged his fingers deeper.

“Yours. Every single time.”

Weston beat his thumb on my clit like it was a kalimba. My head fell back onto his shoulder. His middle and ring finger thumped in my pussy. The cold metal of his wedding ring stung. I gripped tighter to his hand.

“I want more,” he moaned. Weston pulled his fingers out of me. They glistened.

Weston stuffed his fingers into his mouth. He sucked off my juice, his plump lower lip shining.

“I want more of that,” he said. Weston dropped to his knees. His thick cock stretched the front of his pants.

He is just as big as I thought he would be. Maybe bigger.

“Step closer, Naia,” he said, beckoning me towards him. His pecs rippled.

I stepped forward.

Weston hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts. With one swoop he pulled them down. He licked his lips, getting his very first look at my soft and wet garden. 

He buried his face into my pelvis, rubbing his lips against my narrow strip of pubic hair. Weston nudged his tongue between my legs. I parted my thighs, giving him easy passage. The shorts around my ankles restricted my movement. I kicked them off. They landed in a heap by the nightstand, falling onto the wife’s slipper.

Weston licked hard on my petals, like a man starved. He saturated each part, pressing his lips and tongue against me. 

I gripped his hair, feeling the smooth texture between my fingers. I've wanted to yank those dark curls since I arrived here. But, a guest shouldn’t hurt her host. 

Unless he likes that.

“Pull harder,” he mumbled into my pussy. The bass of his voice vibrated the damp walls. I tugged harder, the locks curling around my fingers like diamond rings.

His tongue wagged and slipped inside me. Its flexibility rivaled the fingers he had inside me earlier. The tip skipped down my path, sliding along the walls.

“Fuck,” I grunted. I pressed his head closer. His upper lip bumped my clit.

“Fuck,” I cried louder. I slapped my hand over my mouth. Somehow the heavens approved this debauchery because at the moment I shouted, the wife started singing in the shower.

She had an okay voice. She wouldn’t have been eliminated in the first round on a singing competition show. But, she sure as hell wasn’t making it into the quarter finals.

I dropped my hand and let my moans spill uninhibited. 

Weston gripped my soft thigh, massaging it. His hand stroked up and down. I imagined he wanted to do that to his cock. If he was getting stiff just from me rubbing my ass on him, I could just imagine the rigidness now.

I licked my lips. I wanted to feel Weston between my lips. I wanted to give him a blow job that the off-key singing woman in the shower could never do.

When was the last time you got your dick sucked, Weston?

Tonight would be the night.
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The singing from the shower grew in volume. The song changed to some pop song. The wife clearly didn’t know the lyrics to the song. She repeated the same part over and over again.

I couldn’t judge. I was repeating her husband’s name over and over again as he licked my pussy. 

I finally yanked Weston’s head away. His chin and lips glistened. He ran his tongue over his lower lip.

“I’m really sick of hearing your wife singing,” I said. I massaged the back of his skull. He closed his eyes and moaned. 

He moved my leg from his shoulder.

“Then let’s hear you sing,” he said, his eyes popping open. Weston grinned mischievously. He jumped to his feet, startling me. He gave me a gentle push. I fell back onto his bed, further rumpling the sheets. The scent of lavender rose from the bed's folds. My body instantly relaxed.

“Not if I don’t make you sing first,” I said with a haughty laugh. I zipped my thighs together, cutting off his access to my pussy.

Can’t lick what you can’t touch.

He cocked an eyebrow.

Weston hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his joggers. Just as I suspected, his cock pressed thick and hard against the fabric of his pants. That snake wanted out.

Weston obeyed his one-eyed snake’s request for freedom. He tugged off his pants and tossed them aside. They landed on his wife’s
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