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Mara didn’t think anyone knew she was cheating on her boyfriend.

	She knew it was wrong, that it would hurt him. But it just felt so fucking good. There was no sex like forbidden, secret sex.

	Stealing a quick fuck while no one else was around, hiding out in a closet while she felt his thick cock stretch her tight, young pussy out with every thrust.

	There was nothing like it. And Mara meant to keep on doing it. She got the good relationship and the good sex, and she figured so long as her boyfriend never found out about it no one would get hurt.

	No one knew. She was safe.

	Or so she thought.

	 

	***

	 

	John watched it all from the across the street, hot anger brewing in the pit of his stomach.

	“That little bitch,” he muttered.

	She thought she was being so smart and quiet. Yet she never thought to look literally across the street.

	It wasn’t the first time John had seen her bring that other guy into her house. This had been going on a while.

	And yet he still hadn’t told his son. The son that Mara was dating. He’d thought it was so cute before this all started. Next door neighors dating. And both of them just 18 and not even in college yet.

	He knew that if he told his boy about this, it would crush him. And he didn’t want that. What parent did?

	No, he wanted some way to get back at her first. Make her feel some of what he felt.

	There was something else to it as well. He’d always thought Mara a beautiful young woman.

	Perhaps more than a man so much older than her should.

	He came up with the idea suddenly. It hit him so hard he actually took a step back from the window from which he watched Mara’s infidelity.

	John had always been the dominant one in his relationship with his wife. In fact, he had a bunch of toys he liked to use on her regularly.

	So why not use them on Mara? Why not use that dominant trait of his on her? Show her what happens when she does something like this to a real man.

	His opportunity came one day when he was home alone and so was she. He called over to their house and asked her if she could come over. Ostensibly about a surprise party he wanted to throw for his son.

	She fell for it.

	His heart raced a little as she crossed the street in her cute little shorts. He let her knock on the door once before pulling it open and then asking her to come inside.

	“So what do you think would be best?” Mara started, smiling up at him as though she had nothing to hide.

	John had something to hide: his growing hard-on at the thought of what he was about to do to her.

	He led her into the living room, then turned around and confronted her. Her smile faltered a little when she noticed the hungry glint in his eye.

	“I know that you’ve been fucking around,” he said.

	“What are you talking about? I’ve never—“

	“Shut up.” Then he shoved his phone into her face. There was a picture on it of Mara and her new toy sharing a stolen kiss on the stoop of her house.

	A look of worry crossed her lovely face, and she licked her lips before looking back at him. “Have you shown him yet?”

	“No,” John tossed his phone down onto the coffee table. 

	God, she was so hot. He could smell the lightness of whatever perfume she’d spritzed herself with.

	“Don’t,” she said.

	“Why shouldn’t I?” John replied.

	“I’ll do anything you want. Anything. Just don’t show him. I didn’t—“

	“Think he’d find out? You thought you could get away with it?” John snarled, hands curling into tight fists, “Maybe I’ll text him that right now.” He reached for his phone.

	Mara put her hand over his, “Please don’t. What do you want?”

	John’s stomach tightened as adrenaline and desire shot fire through his veins. “You’ve fucked him over. Now I think you need a good fucking over.”

	“What?”

	This time he took her hand and put it over the growing bulge in his jeans. She gasped. And then she squeezed him. “You’re so big…”

	“You want him to keep from finding out? That’s what you need to do.”

	“Okay,” she replied, an enticing blush rising up her throat and to her cheeks. He wondered how wet she was right then and there.

	“You do everything I tell you. You take everything I tell you,” he grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and made her look up into his eyes.

	Her lips were glistening and full and they quivered a little as she nodded.

	Then he took her upstairs into the master bedroom. He’d pulled the curtains shut earlier and left the lights out so that she couldn’t see his collection of toys just waiting for her.

	“Take off your clothes. Now.” He said.

	She started stripping in front of him.

	“Faster,” he reached out and wrenched her shirt off. She gasped when the air touched her bared breasts. They were firm handfuls that seemed to defy gravity.

	Then he shoved his jeans down along with his boxers. His cock, mostly hard now, sprang out in anticipation. He sat down on the bed and opened his legs.

	“On your knees,” he said, “I think you know what I want.”

	She went down in front of him, licking her lips as she went. She kissed the tip of his cock and sent a delicious tingle through his body.

	She started slow, running her tongue around the taut flesh of the head.

	She didn’t know what was in store for her.

	“Take it all,” John said. He pushed roughly down on the back of her head, shoving her mouth down around his shaft. He felt her nose bump against his body. 

	When she started struggling against the lack of air, he let go of her head and instead grabbed both her shoulders. Perhaps a little bit harder than he’d meant, he sat up and then shoved her down onto her back.

	“I didn’t know you liked it so rough,” Mara said. She grabbed his cock again.

	Yanking her hand away, John straddled her waist. She immediately pressed her tits together around his cock. John grabbed one of her nipples and twisted. He felt her body stiffen under his and she yelped.

	“Don’t start off so hard,” Mara said. 

	John gave the tit he hadn’t pinched a slap. Then he reached up and wrapped his fingers around her long neck. Mara started to say something, but he choked it off. She started shoving her tits up and down his shaft as his fingers pressed more deeply into the soft flesh of her neck. He wanted to just squeeze and squeeze, but he knew the plan was much better. So he let go and he heard her take in a deep breath.

	Getting off her, he said, “Stay there.” 

	John reached into the bag, feeling around. The first things he pulled out were two lengths of nylon rope. Next, he reached back in and grabbed a large dildo and a gag.

	“What’s that stuff?” Mara said. There was a hint of worry in her voice that made John’s cock get harder. 

	“Open your mouth,” John said. 

	He held the gag by its straps. It was the kind with the rubber ball that goes into the person’s mouth and then is strapped around their head.

	 Shifting his grip on the gag, John grabbed Mara by the throat with one hand. He put his thumb on her chin and pulled down to make her open her mouth. When she did, he jammed the gag between her teeth. He pushed until most of the ball was in her mouth. Moving his hand from her neck to her scalp, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head off the pillow. He strapped the gag tightly into place.

	The whole time he was doing this, Mara had grabbed his cock and was jerking him off as quickly as she could move. John smiled. He realized as well that he was going to need something to lube up the dildo so that he’d be able to use it the way he wanted it to be used. 

	Using his forearm, John ran it under Mara’s knees. He pulled those back to her chest. He started slapping Mara’s pussy, which was already really wet. She squirmed in his grip as his smacking got harder and harder. He heard her whimpering around the gag.

	Enough of this, he thought. John grabbed the big dildo. It was both long and thick. He put the end against her slippery opening and jammed it in. He felt her whole body get stiff, and she rolled her heard around on the pillow.

	“Shh...” John said, trying to contain himself so that he wouldn’t blow the ruse. Her fingers had clenched up painfully around his shaft, but he didn’t care. 

	Grabbing the dildo by the end sticking out of her pussy, he slowly pulled it back until it was just barely touching her pussy. He slammed it back in, feeling it enter her more deeply. It seemed like she was much more of a slut than he thought. 

	“I think you’ll really like this,” John said. 

	“Turn over,” he told her, letting go of her legs.

	 She did so, the huge dildo still jammed most of the way into her straining, wet pussy. John grabbed her ass and started kneading her cheeks. He squeezed harder and harder until she moaned around her gag. 

	Spreading her cheeks apart, he ran his index finger down her cleft until he felt her asshole. She whimpered when he shoved the finger into her up to the second knuckle. It was so tight. She never had let him fuck her in the ass before.

	Pulling the finger out of her, he grabbed one of the nylon ropes. He collected her wrists and ankles, and pulled her hands and feet to a central point over her back. Passing the rope around them a few times, he tightened it into a tight knot, hogtying her. 

	He used the second shorter length of rope around the loop he’d made with the first length, tightening the hold. John so badly wanted to flick on the light to see what she looked like, hogtied and with a big dildo shoved into her.

	Leaning, John ran one of his hands down her arched back, running his fingers through the groove of her spine. The hand came to rest on one of her ass cheeks, which was now quivering as she strained to maintain her position. He ran his hand over her bare ass, letting his fingers move down the cleft and over her asshole a few times.

	Then John began spanking her. The first spank was light. The next one was louder and harder. He alternated between each ass cheek, revelling in her squeals. When he finished, he gave each cheek a nice pinch that made her jump. 

	Sliding off the bed, he stood up. He grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her towards the edge, letting her knees hang off. He felt the back of the dildo smack against his erection.

	It’ll be wet enough by now, he thought. He pulled the dildo out of her, and heard her sigh of relief. It was short-lived. He ran one finger down the length of the dildo. Yes, her pussy had soaked it in her juices. 

	Before she could react, John spread her ass cheeks apart again and pushed the sopping dildo into her asshole. He stopped pushing when he couldn’t make it move any farther into that tightest of her holes. 

	He moved his fingers down the dildo again and ran them along the strained ring of her asshole. She moaned and squirmed at the touch. He wanted to fuck her, but his dick was so hard and he felt so turned on that he wasn’t certain if he would be able to contain himself or simply fire his load into her as soon as he entered her pussy. 

	Whatever, he thought, it’s not like I’m trying to please her or something. Pushing the knot of her wrists and ankles farther toward her head, John stepped between Mara’s thighs. His cock felt like it was straining to be jammed into her, and he knew she liked it that way.

	Instead of just giving it to her right then, he toyed with her and teased her. Grabbing his cock, he rubbed the head all around her pussy, leaving a wet trail of his precum all over her hot flesh. She squirmed, trying to position her hips to give him a better angle. Instead, John shoved his cock between her lips and ran it up, feeling her hole pass by. He didn’t stop until his cock hit the warm rubber of the dildo.   

	John repeated this tease a few more times until even he couldn’t take it anymore. His whole body practically tingled with desire. Feeling the tip of his cock at her hole, John entered her. He slid every inch of his cock into her pussy, which he’d loosened up for this with the dildo. She was so wet that when he got balls-deep into her he felt his stomach get some of her juices on it. 

	Despite the loosening, her pussy was still tight enough to make him shiver. It didn’t help him calm down when she started squeezing his member, either.

	Getting a grip on himself, John grabbed her ass with one hand and the dildo with the other. Simultaneously, he pulled the dildo and his cock partway out of her. He waited, letting her tension build, letting her wonder when he would fill her up again. 

	He shoved the dildo back in at the same time he thrust with his hips. Her whole body rocked with the force, and the headboard hit the wall behind the bed. She tried to scream around her gag, but it only came out as a muted moan. 

	John was doing some moaning himself. She’d squeezed up around him, and he was acutely aware of how tight and wet her pussy felt around his rock hard shaft. He also discovered that if he used his thumb to push down on the end of the dildo that he could actually feel it moving inside of her. 

	There was a little bit of pressure on his cock when he pushed on the dildo, and if he let go or pulled it out slightly, the pressure was gone. 

	“I bet you are really enjoying this, aren’t you?” John said.

	She didn’t answer him, so John shoved down on the dildo and flexed his dick in her. She moaned at the feelings.

	“Yeah, that’s right. My cock feels much better in you than his did, doesn’t it?”

	Mara made an “Umm hmm” noise around her gag.

	That was all he needed. John pulled the dildo from her asshole and tossed it on the floor, where it landed with a wet thunk. He pulled his cock all soaked in her pussy juices out of her, and in the next instant jammed it into her ass. He almost came right there. It was tighter than her pussy, and just as warm. With how lubed his cock was, he had no problem moving his cock around inside her. 

	Grabbing her ass again, he pried her cheeks apart and stretched her asshole out while he ran his cock in and out of her. She wriggled on the bed. When he finished playing with her like that, he commenced with the spankings again. Every slap made her jump, and made her asshole clench around his shaft. John knew he was going to come soon; he had that feeling of tightness in his balls and the head of his cock felt like it was shooting sparks. 

	“Do you want me to come in your ass?” John said, his cock already hardening for the first spurt.

	She made another “Umm hmm” noise.

	“Good,” John continued, “Because I was planning on doing it anyway.”

	As he felt himself start to come, he crammed his cock as deeply into her as he could manage. His toes tried to curl up against the floor. A grunt escaped through his clenched teeth as he climaxed, his cock jumping after each shot like a gun. 

	Finishing, John pulled out of her. He heard her shift onto her side, ready to be untied. John snorted, thinking, I’m not finished with you yet. 

	He pulled his pants back up and redid them, then sank into a chair by the light switch. He sat there for a few minutes, trying to draw out the suspense. He heard her struggling more, the springs of the bed creaking as she tried harder and harder to get out of the knots. 

	John reached up and flicked the light switch. He had to squint for a moment against the sudden brightness. She was facing away from him, lying on her side. Her fingers reached futilely for the knots binding her.

	“Are you going to cheat on him again?” he asked.

	“No.”

	“Good. Now I’m going to untie you. Run along home. And I better never see that other boy again. Or else I’ll be sending more than a picture.”
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