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HW 08A Pizza Surprise

Bill would be flying in at midnight. Since it was my last night here Linda and I decieded to go out for pizza. While waiting for Linda I called Andy before leaving so he would't worry if he called while we were out. Andy true to form said, "Have fun. I love you, Tina."

"What are you saying?", I teased in my voice. 

Andy lowered his voice as if to keep others from overhearing. He said, "You can date someone if you want. Just let me know what you do."

Still teasing I asked, "What do you want me to do?" Linda was still upstairs getting ready so I felt free to whisper, "Do you want someone else to have your wife?"

Andy took a breath, "Oh, yes, I love the thought... Remember I gave you, I give you permision..." Andy let his voice trail off.

"I know. But I am with Linda. It's my last night here so we are going out for a pizza. She said it's just down the block, so I think we'll walk. I told you I couldn't let Linda know about this. It would shock her, and I would be embarassed. Besides it's just a fantasy.", I reminded him.

"Of course, but I can dream.", Andy resigned.

"I have to go now, I hear Linda coming down the stairs.", I wanted to keep her from over hearing about our private fantasy life.

"Love you. Tina, have fun.", he said as he hung up.

"Love you too.", I said as I put the phone back in its craddle.

"Ready?", Linda asked as she held open the front door. As I stepped out I could not help noticing how great she looked. She looked better than just going for pizza. In comparison I  was very plain looking.

She had a black blouse that had one too many buttons unbuttoned. Her jean skirt was too short. Her long tan legs were in thigh high leather boots. As she turned I could see clearly that she was bra-less. Her tanned stomach was showing between the top of her skirt and the bottom of her blouse.

"Wow, Linda. That skirt is so short I can almost see your underwear." I surprised myself for stating the truth.

As she stepped out into the street, she smiled, "I don't have any on."

Linda stood with her feet apart and held her left hand out with her thumh up. Puzzeled I quired, "What are you doing?"

She looked at the head lights coming at us, "It feels so wicked, it turns me on. You should try it, Tina."

"I couldn't, besides I ment why are we hitchhiking?", I asked.

"To get to Don's Pizza, of course.", she answered matter-of-factly.

"I thought you said it was just down the road."

"It is. It's about 5 blocks. You can walk if you want, but this is more fun." Linda winked.

How could I argue? A small dark colored four door car pulled over. Linda opened the front passanger door and climbed in. She glanced back at me. Opening the back door I sat by myself behind Linda.

The driver glanced at me then looked at Linda. He must have been in his mid thirties. He had dark hair with a matching trimed beard. Not only did he have a nice smile, his eyes smiled. In short he was handsome.

As the man pulled into traffic he asked, "How far are you going?"

Linda in a low throaty voice said, "All the way."

He said, "You could get in trouble with that line. That could be taken in more than one way."

I just sat there as Linda made eyes with him. "How do you know I don't mean it that way?"

"Maybe you do, but I'm married." He held up his left hand so we could see the band on his finger.

Linda surprised me again. She held up her left hand saying, "So am I." She then added, "My husband dosn't mind. In fact, he encorages me to go all the way."

"Your kidding, arn't you?", he asked.

"No, I'm very serious. Are you interested?" Linda dropped her wedding band hand into his lap. "Hmmm... my my you are interested!".

All I could do was watch. My best friend was surprising me moment by moment. It was uncomfortable, but it was also turning me on. This was better than the fantasies Andy and I have shared.

He glanced back at me, "What about her?"

"Don't worry about her. She just wants to watch. Isn't that right, hon?" She was rubbing his crotch. All I could do was nod my head.
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