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Chapter 1:



Memorial Day is the start of summer in the part of
Northern New York where Dan and I live. School is almost over, the
snow has mostly melted and temperatures in the 70’s get us stripped
down to shorts and halter tops and pale white skin, aching for the
first blisters of sunshine until the sun sets at 8:30 at night.

Dan texted me to get ready for a date. He’d taken
Molly, my precocious nine year old daughter, to his mother and
father. So I spent the fading sunlight getting showered and trimmed
up in case we were going to get to have sex tonight. I wanted to
wear something summery and sexy but heat wouldn’t stay when the sun
went down. I settled for a light gray off the shoulder sweater,
just long enough to be a dress, even on my five foot seven frame,
and clingy enough to accentuate my C cups and my ass and just
transparent enough to see the out line of my black lace push up bra
and the strap lines of my panties.

I rolled on a pair of black thigh highs to complete
the picture. I tried on my high heeled boots. The girl in the
mirror looked pretty hot. Shoulders bare, except for the straps of
her black bra, sweater off both shoulders and showing plenty of
cleavage, and with a black belt set with silver to accentuate her
hips.

I liked it. Dan would like it.

Then I slipped on a comfortable pair of ripped jeans,
just because we were probably going to Friday’s and not doing
anything special. I came bouncing down the stairs when I heard Dan
pull in.

“Hi, honey,” he called from the
kitchen. “You ready?”

I bounced into the kitchen and did a little ‘tada’
dance to display my outfit.

“Nice sweater.” He smiled at me
with a twinkle in his eye. “That would make a damn nice dress for
tonight.”

“We going anyplace
special?”

“We have a long weekend to
ourselves. Grandma and Mighty Molly are baking. Grandpa will be in
a sugar coma by Sunday night. It’s just you and me
babe.”

I grinned and shucked out of the jeans. I tugged my
stockings back into place and brushed out the sweater and did my
‘tada’ dance again.

“You were thinking,” Dan nodded his
approval. “Ready for anything?”

The ‘Ready for anything’ cued our risque version of
truth or dare. Mostly it was dares for me and truth from Dan who
had no filter. “I’m not that girl any more, Dan. I have
responsibilities, to Molly, to the school, to you. We can have fun
but not out of control like we used to do.”

“Used to do. Barely 5 years,
sweetheart.”

I sighed. “Seems longer.”


I cuddled Dan as best I could while he drove the back
roads to A-Bay. Night life existed there from Memorial Day Weekend
to Labor Day Weekend in the fancy restaurants, bars with live
bands, boat rides and people. Lots of people.

We parked in the lot of a fancy hotel for a late
dinner at their restaurant over looking the river. Because of the
hour the restaurant was nearly empty. We were seated at the windows
where everyone could see the river in the daytime and the lights of
the ocean going ships as they passed at night.

“I really think that sweater is
sexy,“ Dan said. “Especially how your bra is shadowed through the
material. I just wish the straps didn’t show.”

I did a quick arm slip that freed my arms from the
bra straps without either exposing myself or being very obvious
what I was doing. Still, I thought I caught an older gentleman
looking, possibly hoping for a floor show. I smiled.

“Nice,” Dan said. “Though it would
be better if I could see your nipples.”

“I am not sitting in this
restaurant and stripping for you.” I mocked outrage, but I really
liked his teasing. The humor relaxed me. I kneeled in my chair as I
leaned into kiss my husband, giving him, and anyone behind him, a
good look at my cleavage. My lips parted immediately and his tongue
slipped in to meet mine. His hand touched my shoulder and something
electric shot through me as my pussy became suddenly very
wet.

“Hrrmph.” Our server had apparently
exceeded her patience with two hot plates and condiments in her
hand.

We broke our kiss and mumbled our apology to her as
she set our food down. The older gentleman at the other table
watched me intently.

“I think we have an audience,” I
said.

Dan glanced at the window where the gentleman’s
reflection showed his continued attention. “We should give him
something more for the evening. Dare.”

“Like what?” I asked. My heart
suddenly started beating fast, and my breath came hard. My pussy
heated up and my nipples crinkled under the lace.

“I dare you to lose the bra.” Dan
glowed with excitement.

“I...” The argument against
something so silly flashed away in the rush of heat I felt in my
pussy. Dan’s excitement was my excitement and it had been too long
since we had played. The gentleman watched our discussion with
interest. “All right. I have to go to the ladies. I’m not stripping
out here.”

Dan’s face glowed with excitement. I hurried to the
ladies. The older gentleman watched me go and I tried not to watch
him.

In the ladies room my hands shook as I pulled the
hooks of my bra to the front and slipped it out of my sweater. The
girls liked their freedom and they were going to bounce and jiggle.
I smiled at the mirror. A tremor raced through me. My nipples were
hard and erect and the sweater tried to conform to their eraser
tips peeking through the open weave. I blushed. This would be the
most daring thing I’d done in years. And it made me hot.

I pulled open the ladies room door, and walked
directly into the chest of the gentleman who had been watching
me.

“Excuse me,” he said as his hands
gripped my waist and kept me from falling. He watched my girls
bounce.

“It’s all right.” I smiled at him
and tried to take a step away. He gripped my ass, with only the
thin layer of the sweater between his skin and my skin.

I froze. He gently slid his hands across my ass and
up to my breasts leaving streaks of fire shooting into my
pussy.

“I saw you leave. I thought you
wanted to meet me here.” He rubbed his thumbs across my nipples.
“You took your bra off. Were you coming out to show me?”

I must have looked like a deer caught in headlights
as my pussy clenched. “Yes,” I squeaked.

He cupped each of my breasts in his hands through the
thin sweater and tweaked my nipples, again. I sucked in a little
air and bit my lip so I didn’t actually moan.

He leaned in and kissed me. I froze, with my mouth
and tongue on auto pilot. While we kissed his hands explored my
body, teasing and probing until he slipped his hand under my
panties and onto my puss. I pulled back.

“No. Sorry...”

“You didn’t mean to meet me back
here?” he asked as he lifted my breasts again.

“No...” I whispered.

“So you didn’t intend anything
else?”

“No...” I breathed
heavy.

“You didn’t want me to take you up
against the bathroom door, with your husband only feet away?” He
smiled at me.

“I’m sorry...” The thought of him
pushing me up against the bathroom door and fucking me overwhelmed
any thought of Dan and Molly.

His hands traced my legs and hips until catching the
waistband of my panties, he pulled them down. Completely lost in
the moment, I stepped out of them.

“Don’t be sorry, sweetheart,” he
said as he sniffed them and put them in his pocket. He leaned into
me, pushing me against the door and kissed me again. My hips thrust
forward and I stepped my feet a bit farther apart, in case he
wanted more access.

He broke the kiss, and stepped back, his hands
lingering on my breasts where he must have felt my heart race.
“Just remember I’m in room 327. I’ll be here until Labor Day,” he
said.

“I… I … I… don’t...”

“You might want to. Stop by
sometime. It will be worth your while.” He turned and sauntered to
the lobby.

I fled back to the table, the evidence of my arousal
slippery on my thighs.

The room was empty except for Dan. “Your friend left
right after you did,” he said as I sat down.

“Didn’t go far.” I scanned the
floor to make sure he hadn’t come back.

“What?” Dan looked
confused.

I didn’t know why he was confused. I was confused.
And sexually aroused. And naked except for my sweater and thigh
highs. Dan looked at me expectantly. I had to tell him what
happened. I just wasn’t sure what had happened. I sighed and picked
up his hand. “Well you started this game of truth or dare. And it’s
my turn to ask the question. Do you want to tell the truth or do
the dare?” I asked.

Dan didn’t hesitate. “Truth.”

“You may get more truth than you
want tonight. So here we go,” I took a deep breath. “How do you
feel about that gentleman mistaking your dare for me to go braless
as an invitation to have sex with him?”

Dan’s eyes went wide and he started breathing faster.
“He thought you wanted sex?” His face brightened. “What
happened?”

“He felt my ass and teased my
tits.” I expected Dan to be angry or upset. Or disgusted. But he
just looked excited.

“He kissed me, too.” I said, my
face burning.

“Did you kiss him back?” Dan
whispered like he’d lost his breath.

“Yes….”

“Did you like it?” Dan
asked.

“He grabbed my pussy.”

Dan’s face went pale. “What did you do?”

“I backed away. He put his tongue
in my mouth, his hands on my ass, and tweaked my nipples.” I looked
Dan in the face. “So how does it make you feel?”

“Did he scare you? Were you upset
or frightened?” Dan stroked my arm.

“I’m scared because I got so
horny.” And I wanted to fuck him. But I wouldn’t do that. Never.
Ever. Nope.

“He wanted to fuck you?” Dan looked
away like he was trying to control himself, and back at
me.

I looked down, but I had to look him in the eye when
I told him. “He gave me his room number.”

Now Dan definitely smiled. Was he imagining me going
to fuck this old man? Like I imagined fucking the guy, grabbing the
wall while he drove his powerful cock into me from behind. I
panted.

“Do you want me to go?” I asked, my
voice harder than it should have been. I could go right now. If I
knocked on his door, he would let me in and we would fuck. But I
wasn’t the kind of girl that slept around on her husband. Even
though the old man, who wasn’t really that old, and smelled nice,
could have taken me right there by the bathroom door if he’d tried.
God, was I that kind of slut?

“Do you want to go?” Dan
croaked.

“No. No. No. I’m not like that.” I
gulped at my coffee. “Let’s get out of here.”

Dan paid the bill, and we walked down to the street.
“No you aren’t like that. I love you.”

“I love you, too. I’m your wife.
You should trust me. I won’t fool around on you.” I snuggled
against him as we threaded our way through the crowds.

“Sometimes, I think about it. You
with some stranger.” Dan looked at me shyly. “It just sounds hot,
you enjoying yourself.”

“Well I don’t. I’m happy if we have
sex. It’s been few and far between lately.” I said as I squeezed my
slick thighs together.

“Do you want to have sex, now?” Dan
grinned at me as he cupped my ass. Suddenly his face froze. “Where
are your panties?”

My face burned. “Shit, he took them. He just pulled
them down and I stepped out of them. He sniffed them and stuck them
in his pocket.”

Dan shook his head and pulled me tighter to him. “Did
that make you hot?”

The blush traced from my face to my pussy. “Well,
yeah. I’m so worked up a cucumber would probably get me off. That
doesn’t mean I’ll have sex with other men. But I’d like to have sex
with you. I’m not sure I can wait until we get home.”

“Don’t have to. We’re in a hotel.
They have rooms.” Dan turned us around towards the
hotel.

“It’s Memorial Day Weekend, they
won’t have any vacancies.”

“Nope,” he dug into his pocket and
pulled out a white plastic card. “But I have a key card. Room
325.”

“Jeezus, are you kidding me? That’s
right next to
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