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Chapter One


The hard cock inside her was pounding rhythmically and Shanna tried desperately to adjust her position, to take even more, but the way she was leaning over the escalator meant she didn’t have the freedom of movement she needed …


Escalator?


Her partner grabbed her shoulder, deepening his thrusts, panting hard and saying her name. ‘Shanna?’


Below her in the shopping centre people looked up, shocked at what they were seeing: a naked woman being taken from behind, her breasts swinging and slapping together in time with his thrusting.


‘Shanna? Are you awake?’


She was dreaming? She was dreaming! And the hand on her shoulder belonged to her husband. ‘Shanna? Honey?’


‘Go away!’ She was close, so close. Her clit was throbbing, her body on fire, but already the dream was fading and she knew she’d never get it back now.


‘Shanna, sweetheart, wake up.’ Joe gently shook her shoulder again.


Shanna mumbled an expletive and yanked the covers over her head. Her pussy was alight and she clenched her inner muscles, trying to get that feeling back, that about to come feeling but she knew it was gone. And Joe, damn him, was persistent.


‘Come on, honey. You need to wake up.’


‘What time is it?’


He hesitated. ‘Six thirty.’


Six thirty? She buried herself even deeper in the duvet. ‘Get lost. I don’t have get up for half an hour.’


Gently Joe tried to tug the duvet down so he could see her face but she resisted. ‘Aaron’s here,’ he whispered.


Royalty could be here for all Shanna cared. She wanted her dream back; she wanted the orgasm she had been denied.


‘Go away,’ she said again.


But Joe was a stubborn man. ‘Did you hear me? Aaron’s here. He wants to see you.’


‘Tell him to come back in the morning.’


‘It is morning. Come on sweetie,’ Joe coaxed. ‘I told him it would be OK. He’s bent my ear all night about his girlfriend leaving him. In fact, we’ve all had just about all we can take of his broken heart. Come on, Shanna. As a favour?’


She yanked the covers down and scowled at her husband. ‘You brought him here? At this time of the morning?’


Joe grinned at her fury, completely unabashed. ‘His ex took the car. I was giving him a lift anyway.’


At the end of a nightshift on the docks, Joe was still in his work clothes. His jeans might be grubby and torn in places but they only emphasised his muscular thighs. Everything about him screamed masculinity, from the five o'clock shadow on his strong jaw to the powerful forearms revealed by his rolled-up sleeves, and though Shanna was still annoyed, she felt her pussy twitch hopefully.


‘You know better than anyone I’m not a morning person,’ she grunted.


Her husband, though, had seen the glint in her eye and exploited it mercilessly, stroking her bare shoulder. ‘He’s miserable, Shanna. You’d be doing him a huge favour. Hell, you’d be doing us all a favour. We’ve had to put up with eight solid hours of self-pity.’ He bent down and kissed her nose ‘Just this once?’ he coaxed, giving her that crooked smile he knew always worked. 


‘He’s out there now?’ 


Joe nodded, his smile kicking up a notch as he scented victory.


‘OK, send him in. But I’m warning you, don’t make a habit of this.’


Joe kissed her. ‘Thanks, sweetheart.’ He hurried off and Shanna dropped back on to the pillow. Her dream might be gone but the heat in her pussy was still there. If only Joe hadn’t brought someone home with him at this ungodly hour he could slide into bed beside her, she could tell him about her dream and they could maybe see it through to its climax together.


Early morning visitor or not, though, Shanna knew that wasn’t going to happen. When he was on nights Joe didn’t get into bed until she was up and ready for work. And when he wasn’t on nights? Well, then he usually waited until she was asleep before quietly easing in beside her.


The bedroom door opened softly. ‘Mrs Kendrick?’


‘Hi, Aaron. Don’t even think of getting into my bed in your work clothes. Get your kit off.’


Not surprisingly, the young man hesitated.


‘All of it,’ she said briskly. ‘And shut the door.’ She had agreed to see him but she wasn’t in the mood for chat. This was going to be a quickie if ever there was one.


Quickly he undressed. Shanna didn’t bother to watch. She’d seen Aaron around, a gangly young man in his early twenties with dusty blond hair. She could picture him now, all elbows and angles and an eager, bouncing, boner. They were all like that at his age. Give her a real man like Joe any day, a man with a bit of muscle. When Aaron didn’t immediately get into bed, she impatiently reached behind her and drew back the duvet in wordless invitation. She always slept naked and she heard his sharp inhale of breath as he discovered this. He slipped into the bed and tentatively scooted over beside her, spooning against her back. Aaron might be feeling shy, but his cock certainly wasn’t. It was hard and hot against the small of her back and finally, finally Shanna began to wake up to the possibilities. The escalator dream hadn’t faded completely and she wriggled, pressing her backside against his groin, showing him a little more welcome.


‘You’re going to have to get a move on, Aaron. I have to get up for work soon. Hope that’s OK.’


‘That’s no problem, Mrs Kendrick. Ever since Joe said you might fit me in, I’ve been hard enough to hammer in nails.’


Shanna had to smile at his enthusiasm. Being woken early was getting better by the minute. Aaron’s smooth skin was cool against her back but his cock was anything but. In fact, it was a heat-seeking missile as it slid between her buttocks.


‘Condom,’ she said succinctly. ‘Top drawer.’ The younger ones usually had to be reminded and Aaron was no different. She felt him shift, felt the draught as the duvet slid down while he leaned out the bed and rummaged in Joe’s bedside table. Another second and he was back, his hot length eagerly sliding along her swollen lips.


The younger ones often forgot about foreplay too, she remembered ruefully. Thank God for the escalator dream, because she was good and ready for a cock right now.


‘Hold my shoulders,’ she said, trying to recapture the feeling of being lost in her dream, and willingly he complied. Right now there was little he would refuse her. His youthful cock was so hard and true it needed no guidance from his hands or hers. A tilt of her hips here, a wriggle there, and Shanna could feel him pushing in, a perfect honeyed glide into her welcoming depths.


Sighing blissfully as he filled her, she closed her eyes and drifted back to the escalator with her dream man at her back and the shoppers looking up from below. Only now they didn’t looked shocked; what she was on their faces was jealousy, especially the women …


Aaron was taking her at her word and not wasting any time. Already he was grunting, his fingers digging into her shoulders just as she’d instructed, his hips going like a piston. He’d thrown one leg over her hip and he was driving her into the bed, making her gasp deliciously with the force of his fucking. The young ones had a lot going for them, thought Shanna, always hard, always ready – but always quick, she remembered too late. As his movements grew more frantic she realised what was happening. No! She wasn’t ready! She was only halfway down the damn escalator …


‘Slow down!’ she said, but it was too late. With a loud cry Aaron came, his hard young body going rigid apart from the rhythmic pulse of his cock inside her.


Fighting the urge to turn and berate him, Shanna bit her lip in frustration. You couldn’t chastise them at his age; it would be like kicking a puppy. She had some insight into why his girlfriend left him, though. If he became a regular visitor, she could do some work on his self-control.


Aaron was slumped over her, his iron hard grip on her shoulders gradually releasing. Damn, she’d have bruises there for sure. She could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck, smell the fresh tang of sweat. ‘Thanks, Mrs Kendrick. I really needed that. I … I haven’t been sleeping all that great since Sally left. To be honest –’


‘That’s OK, sweetie.’ Remembering what Joe had said about his self-pity, she stopped him right there ‘Why don’t you go see if Joe has the coffee on while I get ready for work?’


Joe was at the kitchen table, reading the paper and eating toast, when she wandered into the kitchen, showered but not dressed, her white satin robe tied loosely. ‘Has Aaron gone?’


‘Like my last pay cheque.’ Joe nodded. ‘He left that for you.’ That was a fold of money on the table.


Shanna had known Aaron wouldn’t stay. Fucking a man’s wife was one thing; sharing a cup of coffee with him afterwards was something else entirely.


She stopped by the table and ruffled her husband’s hair, helping herself to a mouthful of his coffee. Joe wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her to him. ‘Tell me that wasn’t a nice way to wake up?’


‘Maybe,’ she conceded. ‘Next time bring me coffee from the coffee shop. Cappuccino. In fact, don’t let there be a next time. You know I don’t do mornings.’ She bent down and kissed the top of his head. He hadn’t changed or showered and once again Shanna felt her pussy gently throb. His work clothes were oily and torn but she didn’t care. She liked him rough and ready like this; liked a man who was good with his hands. Liked Joe.


He slid a hand into the front of her robe and her tummy muscles jumped lightly. His hand moved down her belly, stroked through her pubic hair and parted her outer lips before he slid a finger into her eager pussy. ‘Seems to me as if you enjoyed yourself, despite your complaints,’ he chuckled, feeling how slick and wet she was.


Shanna closed her eyes, trembling all over. Twice she’d been denied an orgasm this morning but maybe her luck was changing. She clutched Joe’s head to her chest and clenched her pussy around his finger as her robe fell open. With a soft murmur Joe found her bare nipple and took it in his mouth, suckling hard. His finger went deeper and her entire body tensed. God she was close, so close. Without thinking, she swung her leg over his chair so she was standing astride his him. She stroked his hair and pressed his mouth to her breast.


Joe jerked his head away and she fought him; fought to keep him there but he easily resisted. He looked up at her, his gorgeous grey eyes smoky, but his finger had stopped moving inside her. Looking down, though, Shanna could see the bulge in his trousers; knew from five years of marriage just how thick and satisfying his cock would be. All he needed to do was open his trousers and she could sit on him, rock them both to a climax.


She licked her lips. ‘Joe,’ she said, hearing the shake of desperation in her voice.


But she had broken the spell. He slid his finger out of her pussy and tugged her robe closed. ‘I’m knackered, sweetheart. I need to get to bed. And you need to get to work.’


She gritted her teeth, knowing better than to force the issue. What was the point if he was going to fight her? The point was she wanted her husband’s cock. She wanted him to pull her down onto his lap, impale her on his hard length, to stretch her wide. She wanted to feel his come, warm and secret, keeping her slick all day, reminding her of their closeness while she went about her business.


‘Shanna,’ he said gently.


She bit her lip, fighting tears, resisting his rejection.
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