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Chapter 1

Dahlia
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What does losing your job mixed with half a dozen Cosmopolitans get you? In deep-shit-out-of-this-fucking-world trouble. That's what. 

Kyle pushes glass after glass in front of me while I vent about my crazy-ass bitch of a boss. 

Former boss. 

The cunt fired me.

By the sixth Cosmo with my husband's hand under my skirt traveling up my thigh, I don't much care that Linda's a hypocritical bitch that set me up to take the fall for a project she failed to deliver on time. 

With his fingers tracing the outline of my thong along the top of my inner thigh, making my skin come to life and tingle, I'm glad I don't have to wake up at the ass-crack of dawn to get ready for work. Why sleep when I can indulge in the hedonistic pleasures of the flesh tonight? 

I lose myself to need. Need he's creating. My chest rises with each breath as my body turns into an instrument of desire. Without any concern for the time of night or the mental clarity I usually need first thing in the morning, I allow the sensations of lust to spread and fill the emptiness inside me. 

It's a relief to be this free. Normally I stop my husband's hands from exploring my body this late at night. Hell, normally we wouldn't be out drinking at this time of night with work looming in the morning. 

Good thing that shits been put to rest with a She-Trump-wanna-be. 

"You're fired!" 

I cringe at the thought. It's amazing the power those two awful words carry.

I pound down half a glass of my liquid solace and focus on Kyle's hand on my ass. Fuck this wallowing in pity bullshit. I want to enjoy giving in to the need to be fucked by my husband. 

Fucked hard and senseless.

So what we're standing at a crowded bar? I just got fired, and it's fucking liberating. I feel bottom of the barrel low, so why hold back? Why not give in to every impulse of desire I have running through me? 

I'm jolted with courage as I lock my focus on my husband and reach my hand around to the front of Kyle's pants. I rub it over his semi-hard dick. I'm not interested in semi-hard. I want full salute.

"Once we get home, I'm going to fuck the memories of today away," he whispers, brushing my hair back behind my neck and nibbling on my ear. I shiver.  

"Then let's get out of here!" I lift my glass one last time and suck down the last of my drink. The disappointment and shame I felt when we arrived at the bar are numbed by the alcohol coursing through my blood. I take Kyle by the hand and lead him out.

Two steps into my grand exit, I lurch forward. Kyle's strong arms circle around my waist and pull me against his hard chest. 

"My hero!" I meet his eyes and giggle. I laugh so hard I'm afraid I'm going to pee. I can't stop laughing. "You saved me."

"Only so I could take advantage of you when I get you home."

"Oh yeah?" 

"That's right. My dick has magical powers I've been hiding from you, sexy lady." Holding me tight against his body, Kyle directs us to the door and out to the night air. "When my cock rubs against your clit, you won't be able to think about anything except how bad you want to feel me inside you," he promises, opening the passenger door.

"You know what would've been super-freaky-out-of-this-world-hot? If we fucked right there in the bar."

"You'd never let me. Besides, even if you did, you'd regret it in the morning," he says, getting in the car and closing the door behind him. 

"No. I wouldn't. Why don't you ever believe me when I tell you what I want?"

Kyle doesn't answer. Without taking his eyes off the road, Kyle's hand squeezes my thigh. His fingers work their way under my panties, to the soft flesh of my pussy.

"What turns you on about having sex in a bar full of people?" he asks, exploring my soft mound. 

"The whole voyeuristic aspect. It's hot." 

"You wouldn't be the voyeur, you'd be the exhibitionist." 

"That's right," I answer closing my eyes and imagining the scene I wish we stayed to play out. "I'd put on a show none of those fuckers would ever forget."

"Mmm." A low growl rumbles from the back of his throat as he cups my sex. "I love how soft and silky you feel when you first get waxed."

I purr in response as he plunges two fingers inside me. Fingers I feel myself clench around and drip on. I grip the door handle, so I don't float away from the pleasure his hand gives me.

"You need to keep your mind on the road," I force myself to say because it's the right thing. The responsible thing. Not because I mean it. "It would really suck to get fired and crash the car up all in the same day."

"Fuck the road. It's not going anywhere." Kyle chuckles as he turns into a residential neighborhood and snakes through the winding streets. "You want to be an exhibitionist? Here's your chance." 

I'm not sure what he's talking about, but a nervous energy settles in the bottom of my belly. I don't know what he has planned, but I'm willing to try just about anything right now. 

Although I'm clueless as to where we are, my husband seems to know where he's going. We turn onto a cul-de-sac. The road in front of us is dark. Darker than the rest in the neighborhood. Between two houses at the end of the block is a patch of dirt. A service road of some sort. Before I know what's happening, we're on that road, heading into a stretch of overgrown weeds. Tall weeds that tower over the car.

"That's better," Kyle says, shutting the headlights and cutting the engine. "Now I can focus all of my attention on you."

"I thought you wanted me to put on a show?" I tease grabbing my breasts and squeezing. 

"Oh, I do." My husband leans over and covers my lips with his mouth. 

His hands replace mine on my breasts. They travel all over my body, up my legs, around my back, causing a torrent of sensations to overwhelm me. I'm so lost in how good his touch feels, I don't realize he unhooked my bra. Not before he reaches inside my dress and works to slip the strap down and off one arm, then the other.

"What are you doing?" I giggle. "We're so close to home."

"Yes. But you want to put on a show where people might see, and I don't want to wait until we're home to fuck you. I want to fuck you here in the car."

I don't want to put on a show where people might see. I want to do it where they will see.

"We shouldn't." I protest, Half-heartedly but it doesn't deter him. His lips are otherwise occupied, traveling down my neck until he pulls my breast out from my dress and closes them around my hardened nipple. I shut my eyes and enjoy the warmth of his mouth. He sucks hard while his tongue plays with and teases my hardened peak.

"Oh God!" I moan. "We should stop. We could get caught,"

"Good. Then I'll be giving you what you want. You'll have your audience."  

Kyle knows me well enough to know I don't want him to stop. Just to be sure, I throw my head back and moan. 

"Your mouth feels like heaven."

My husband doesn't say anything. Instead, I feel him inch my dress up. I lift my ass giving him unfettered access to my lower half. To my surprise, he doesn't stop there. The dress keeps moving higher. He raises it up over my breasts and I pick my arms up for him to take it off completely. 

"You won't be needing that anymore."

"No. Not until we leave."

He chuckles, "Not at all. The thought of showing off your goods turns you on and I want to keep your motor running all night long."

"Someone might see."

"Isn't that the point? I kind of hope we do get caught." He unleashes a torrent of deliciously decadent kisses on my neck, raising bumps on my skin and waking each and every cell in my body. It's all I can do not to rip his shirt open. "If a cop, or someone else, comes knocking on the window, I want you to do something. Can you promise you'll do it?"

"How can I promise when I don't know what it is?"

"Don't you trust me?" He slaps my bare breast not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough for it to sting.

"Of course I do."

"Good." This time
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Best friends share everything, even their wives.
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