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         The sun has long since risen when I open my eyes. A light summer breeze ripples in the curtains and I can already feel it’s going to be another hot day. I stretch out beneath the sheet doing service as a duvet, curl up my toes and cum to myself, then turn over in bed and look at my husband. He’s still asleep, a little wrinkle on his brow, his upper lip slightly drawn in. I follow the contours of his body beneath the sheet. As always, he’s lying on his back with his arms behind his head. I think about how much I love him and how good we are together, and know that if I lift my fingers to my nose, I will find the smell of him from last night. I know if I slip my hand under his sheet and stroke his tummy, I can get exactly what I want, get firmly taken from behind, the way I like it best of all in the morning when my body’s still a little tender from the night.


I close my eyes again. Lie on my back and move my hand down between my legs, stroking lightly. I’m good and wet, from myself and what remains of him, slippery and slightly sticky. I breathe deeply. Then I see her. She is coming towards me in a summer dress. It’s white with shoulder straps. It follows her body, swinging in at her waist and out over her rounded hips. She walks as only she can, her lovely round breasts visible in her deep neckline... I stop. Open my eyes. He is awake. Rolls towards me, greedily grabbing one of my breasts and cooing in my ear. I let my image of her disappear, grab the morning-stiff dick on offer and gobble him up. We both cum before saying good morning and starting to discuss which coffee to have with breakfast.


When I’m standing in the shower, washing him off, I allow her image to return. I see her slender neck, her smile, her half-closed eyes as she kisses me. I fill my hands with soap and rub myself while working out that there are four more hours until she arrives, four hours until the two of us can be alone for a whole day and night. I feel a trembling come from inside. More soap. I think about the last time we met, and about the wonderful taste of her mouth. It was the first time we had given each other more than just the smallest of kisses. I think about what I’ve wanted ever since. More, more! I want to have her, I want to fucking well have her, I think, and I don’t want to wait any longer.


The last two hours before she arrives, I am quite distracted. My husband laughs at me, says I can’t wait to get him and the kids out of the house so that we can sit down to red wine and good old gossip.

         “I bet you’ll be up all night,” he says in passing, “sit up having deep, deep conversations”. For a moment, I want to tell him that my plans are to use my mouth for something quite different from talking, that my cheeks feel hot from simply imagining it: I approach her slowly, meeting her tongue, devouring her more and more greedily, my hand gliding down over her waist towards her hips, bolder and bolder as it moves towards her firm, round bottom; she sneaks a hand under my skirt from behind, one lazy finger stroking back and forth in the little crease where buttocks give way to thighs. Heavy breathing, eager tongues.


I jump when my youngest pulls at my arm. I am standing by the refrigerator with a glass of juice. He’s been waiting for ages, he says, am I thinking about making him die of thirst? I pat his head absentmindedly, sit down on the living room floor and build Lego with him for the last half-hour before they’re supposed to leave.


When they are finally out of the house, I pour myself a glass of wine and sit down on the sofa. There are butterflies in my tummy. A little smile appears. I think about her, wonder if she’s thinking the same about me, if she’s sitting on the bus now with her eyes closed, imagining the two of us, her and me, in the shower maybe, me standing behind her, licking her neck while caressing her breasts, making her nipples hard and bud-like, filling my hands with soft skin while the hot water runs down over us, she with her head bent slightly backwards, her mouth open and eyes closed, her hands wandering across my tummy. Knowing so well where I want her, and knowing that I’m going to get what I want, if not quite yet, gives me goose-bumps. I come back to myself on the sofa. My legs are spread and strewn on the coffee table, and one hot finger has found its way inside my panties, I can’t help myself, I have to, I rub myself with slow circular movements, closing my eyes again and taking her with me the rest of the way. I growl as I cum, pressing my whole hand onto my pussy, letting the throbbing die away while slurping my wine. She could be here at any moment.


The evening starts as it usually does with each of us at our respective end of the sofa and our wineglasses on the table alongside. The contact between the two of us has always been very special. I’ve never met anyone I could talk so freely to, anyone that I’ve felt so sure of. It was what we called ‘Best Friends’ when we were little. She is more than that. And I am more than that to her. We’ve never said it aloud, but each of us just knows it. All the same, it’s not until this last year that I’ve dared admit to myself that as well as being so fond of her, I actually go round desiring her. The way I think about her has changed imperceptibly. Without any other revelations, sentences like “God, she’s so gorgeous,” have popped into my head when I’m looking at her. I don’t know where it comes from and didn’t even notice it to start with. But recently she’s taken part in my fantasies more and more often, usually when I’m alone, but also when I'm with my husband. I smile a little, wondering what he’d say if he knew what was going on. I don’t think he’d be surprised; he knows me pretty well...


Besides, he thinks she’s gorgeous too. I think to myself as I sit there looking at her. I notice a thought involving all three of us come sneaking into the back of my head but chase it away. First, her and me. Only her and me. I look at her. I know we have plenty of time, but I’m impatient, horny and unsettled. I’m unable to put the thoughts I’ve had in my head for so long to one side and concentrate on other things. I lose the conversation and catch myself staring hungrily at her breasts and at the crack between her legs, which I can make out through her trousers when she has her legs up in the sofa. I drink faster than usual, wanting the Dutch courage; make sure to keep filling her up too. When the second bottle is half empty, I ring for a cab.
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