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Chapter One
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Slamming into the bathroom, desperate to end the fight Maggie wiped at the tears she refused to let her husband see. 

“Maggie, come on. Baby, you know I love you. I just want you to think about it not reject it like you do everything flat out!” 

Refusing to answer him, she could hear him slam out of out their bedroom and slumped onto the edge of the bathtub. Had their sex life really grown so boring he thought having her fuck someone else would make it better? Was it her, was she the one bad in bed and he didn’t even want to fuck her anymore? And of all people he wanted her to fuck Manuel Diez?

She could have sworn they were just jokes for the last few years. Yet in the last few months they had been more and more frequent and more of a hint than a joke. Casual observations of how much Manuel liked her in one outfit or another, then joking it made him hot to see Manuel get hard when she bent over. The words had made her uncomfortable but she had laughed them off. Manuel Diez made her uncomfortable but she couldn’t laugh him off. There was nothing really humorous about him, except his reputation with women. Her husband had bragged, not Manuel but her husband had bragged that Manuel could go all night and had a new woman in his bed every week. Keith made Manuel sound like some kind of super stud and it grossed her out to hear her husband talk about Manuel with such pride.

Maggie found it distasteful, she really did, that a woman was just to be used for a man’s pleasure and then discarded. Even if Manuel was extremely attractive. Closing her eyes she swore, he didn’t really make her as wet as she could feel herself getting. Was she a freak to be at all attracted to a man she didn’t really like or respect? What about Keith? What kind of husband wanted to watch his wife fuck another man? Were they now in the itch boring period of their marriage? They had only been married three years after a whirlwind six months of dating. Maggie had been so sure she would never find a man as sweet and kind and giving as Keith. Even when it had become clear last year they wouldn’t be able to have the children she wanted so badly. Keith had held her and apologized, due to chicken pox at the age of twenty he was sterile the doctors couldn’t even recommend in vitro. 

She couldn’t pretend she didn’t want a baby and it was something she longed for. It had been her watching another episode crying about adoptions that had started their current fight. Adoption, Keith felt, was too risky and way too expensive. Why not have someone they trust father their baby? Maggie had begun to get excited, thinking he meant in vitro until he had said the words. Manuel would willingly fuck her for as long as it took to get her pregnant. 

Shock had hit her like a smack in the face. She couldn’t trust Manuel, he unsettled her and she didn’t want his hands on her let alone being able to claim himself as her baby’s father. A baby was supposed to be made out of love and mutual affection, not slam bam don’t let the door hit you on the way out. Keith had said Manuel rarely fucked the same woman twice. So why would he really be willing to sleep with her as long as it could take to get her pregnant? The shouting had started shortly after that. 

Sighing, she looked around the bathroom and considered a hot bath and began to fill up the large garden tub. She didn’t understand why Manuel would even want someone like her. Many times she heard the word to describe her as pretty, never beautiful and she was fine with that. Her features were heart shaped with a round chin and cheekbones with a small nose and a cupid’s bow mouth she thought looked silly on her. She was short at only five foot three and chubby with boring brown eyes and brown hair, okay so yes she knew she had the curves that many women paid for at a large forty two D cup and thick hips and an ass that Keith had told her had first caught his notice. Still, at a size fourteen she would have sworn she was too big for a hunk like Manuel Diez to take notice of. 

Closing her eyes as the hot water flowed over her, she could admit in the quiet and privacy in the deepest corners of her mind she thought Manuel Diez was gorgeous. It would be an idiot who would think otherwise. He was tall at just over six feet, dark brown hair the color of dark chocolate and his eyes were a light brown that sometimes looked like they were flecked with gold, his skin was a deep tan all year long. There was also the fact he was thick and massive with muscles. He owned his own landscaping business and not the kind that just mowed someone’s grass. She had seen him move massive boulders and dig trenches. 

Keith had worked with Manuel right out of school and they were best friends but couldn’t be more different. Keith was sandy haired with blue eyes and a pale complexion forever burning in the heat. Which was why he was the accountant and handled most of the business side of the company. When she had met Keith she had had her share of sexual experiences, some great, others ho-hum. Four other men had seemed like a lot to her. She knew her views on sex and relationships were more conventional, it was a part of the way she had been raised and she didn’t think there was really anything wrong with that. Maggie had believed once she was married that would be the end of sexual partners for her and had been content in that knowledge. While Keith wasn’t the most passionate of all her lovers he was considerate and he almost always made her cum, usually though he fingered her clit until she hit her climax. She was content with that, wasn’t she? But it sounded like Keith wasn’t. A few times she had tried to experiment to make Keith happy but she hadn’t really felt free with him enough to let go completely. 

Could she really let Manuel touch her, kiss her, slide his cock deep inside her? Without conscious thought her hands slid down into her now wet pussy. What would he be like, feel like, taste like? Would he make her suck his cock? Keith had asked her often and she did it when she couldn’t stand the begging anymore so why did the idea of being on her knees in front of Manuel turn her on so much? A few more swipes of her clitoris and she was shaking in an orgasm that had her sighing with pleasure. 

Fine, if Keith wanted her to fuck Manuel than she would and let’s see if he really liked it. 

Manuel was coming over for dinner that night, she knew now it was why Keith had started in on her early in the day. After drying off and brushing out her hair she went into her closet and looked until she found the perfect dress. It was a light sundress that was old and comfortable. She had worn it often in the past but this time she didn’t bother with panties or a bra and she knew it would be visible the first time someone laid eyes on her. For the first time in years she took the time to shave her pussy completely bare. It was something she hadn’t done in years but she wanted to be appealing for him. 

Making her way to the kitchen she didn’t encounter Keith and she was relieved. Even though she was sure she wanted to do this and wasn’t going to back out, she didn’t want Keith’s eyes on her right now. She had thought long and hard over it, she might be doing it because he asked her but now she was doing it because she wanted to know what it would be like with Manuel. She opened a bag of salad and added tomatoes and cheese and croutons and set the table with a selection of salad dressings. Then she went into the kitchen and started the stir fry she knew was a favorite she did. It didn’t take long and within only twenty minutes she was nearly done. She heard the doorbell go off but nothing as she began to clean up. 

Chapter Two 

––––––––

Opening the fridge she considered her options, normally she drank wine only sometimes, preferring tea or water but she had a feeling she would need a little courage tonight. Turning around, she was startled to see Manuel leaning against the countertop, his eyes roaming all over her. Immediately, she was wet at the heat in his eyes.

“Do you need any help?” His voice was dark and deep and made her tremble. She could only shake her head in answer. “You’re looking very beautiful tonight, Maggie. Very beautiful, once again I’m jealous of what Keith has all to himself.”

His eyes, his heat drew her to him and for the first time in the years she knew him, she stepped close. Her throat felt tight but she forced the words out. “Maybe it’s a good thing that Keith is so willing to share all that he has.” 

At the shock in his eyes she smiled, she couldn’t help it. For once she was shocking him. Turning, she set the bottle of wine on the table. When she turned for the glasses he already had them in hand and when she reached for them he held them a moment too long, forcing her gaze up to his. His eyes roamed over her and she knew he saw her nipples hard below the dress. He let the glasses go and she set them on the table. 

Keith came in then, apologetic and Maggie waved him off. For now
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