
Weekend in Bliss

Part One

 




Friday Night

“Come home, I have a surprise for you,” I get a text from my husband in the middle of a ride. It’s only 5:37pm, leading into the beginning of dinner rush for a Friday evening. I arrange my current ride as my last for the night and finish it out before heading home, ever curious as to what is going through his head. 

The 25 minute drive home had me running through scenarios in my head, wondering what he could possibly have planned and my curiosity was not met with satisfaction upon walking through the front door. Romantic as ever, rose petals led me to our bedroom where a note with an outfit and heels lay displayed on the bed surrounded by more rose petals. 

Put this, and only this, on and meet me downstairs.

A grin lingers on my face as I strip, taking off my comfortable scrubs from my shift that morning that I was too lazy to change out of when I switched to rideshare driving for the later part of the afternoon. The black silky material slides easily up my smooth legs, then abdomen, and come to rest just above my bare breasts while the air conditioning is cool on my exposed pussy which was waxed just yesterday. The dress loosely hugged my curves and stopped at my mid-thigh, almost exposing the bottom of my ass. I bend over to strap my heels onto my feet before grabbing a handful of petals and soaking in their sweet aroma. 

I look at myself in the mirror and quickly wash and put a light moisturizer on my face before deciding to fix my hair. I braid the top portion down the middle and let the rest of it fall to either side to seem more voluptuous than it actually is; the randomly placed blonde and lighter brown streaks intermingling with the darker strands add to a more sophisticated look. 

I make my way downstairs and am met by my husband wielding a dozen roses and donning black slacks, a white button-up dress shirt, and black dress shoes. His blond hair is cleanly cut and I can tell that he recently groomed his facial hair as well. He holds out his hand and helps me down the last two steps and, yet again, takes me by surprise by leading me to the back door instead of the front and toward where our vehicles are parked. 

We exit the house into the back yard and I see a small table set for two with all of the embellishments: two lit candles and a vase for the roses, which I just notice were shorter than a regular bouquet so that we can see each other over them while we eat. Placed neatly on each plate is a butterflied lobster tail with garlic mashed potatoes; two chilled glasses of rose also awaited us. I looked at my husband with a smile and he leads me to my seat, the one with the light blanket as there was a chill to the air that sent goosebumps up my bare legs. 

I just notice a small black box on my side of the table and my husband looks at me with a sly grin as he reaches for it. He hands it to me to open and inside I find a present: a discreet looking dildo and a small remote that seems to go with it. 

So this is what he has planned…a grin reaches my face as understanding floods my thoughts and he reaches to take the new toy out of its packaging. It’s already out of its processed packaging so I’m assuming that he already took it out to charge it and get it set up for the events of this evening. I can feel myself get wet just thinking about what sort of plans he’s concocted as he takes the toy and positions it between my legs and at the entry of my exposed pussy. 

He toys with the opening, coating the new silicone before sliding it easily inside of me. A moan escapes my lips as he slowly moves the new toy inside and out, testing the smooth surface and gauging my reaction while letting out a sly grin before plunging it deep inside of me. He takes a belt and straps my legs together to keep the toy in place while I react to the new sensation filling me so that I hardly even notice I’m stuck until the clasp is buckled and I can no longer separate my thighs. 

He takes my hands and sets them on the table and we prepare to eat our dinner, which was absolutely delicious. With how often he cooks simple meals for our average days, it’s easy to forget his more elegant culinary side. As we finish with our meals, I can see that he has a device in his hand and is turning it over as if he is looking for a particular part of it.

It is then that I realize what it is, but not before he pushes a button that sends my filled pussy into a frenzy. The device trapped between my legs has started to vibrate inside of me and quickly brings me to the edge of an orgasm; however, just as deliberately as it was turned on, it’s switched off just before it took me over the edge. I gasp in surprise and frustration that he didn’t let me finish but before I could scowl at him, he pushed another button. 
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