

￼

[image: ]


Vivian White Writes Erotica

For more chapters, early access, and other exclusive stories 

please visit my Patreon 

patreon.com/VivianWhite

This story is for 18+ readers only. It contains graphic sexual acts, situations, and language that is not suitable for minors. All sexual encounters are between consenting adults over the age of 18. Reader discretion is advised.

Triggers: Hotwifing, Cuckolding, Swinging, Light BDSM, Wife Sharing, Group Sex, Voyeurism

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2026 by Vivian White

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

E-book edition 2026

Vivian White Writes Erotica

A Desire To Hear

Penny’s Predicament

Penny’s Predicament

Penny’s Predicament

Eliza Sharp Wants More

Just A Look


A Desire To Hear

It started with Neal coming home early. Usually he worked late on Fridays, wanting to get as much finished as possible so when he came back into the office on Monday he could have a more relaxing day, rather than having to go from zero to sixty after the weekend. But today he’d actually found he didn’t have as much going on. The paperwork was done. Everything was either with someone else for approvals or next steps and he was left with some actual free time. So, he packed up and went home, buying some flowers along the way to surprise his wife, Tracy, with.

The house was quieter than he would have expected when he got home. Usually Tracy was in the kitchen or doing some sort of chore that constantly needed attention around the house. But since he was home nearly three hours sooner than usual, maybe he was walking in on his wife taking a nap? Or maybe she was on the computer or scrolling through social media. All of which was fine, he certainly didn’t expect his wife to be like some mythical 1950’s housewife, wearing a dress and pearls and heels, constantly working around the house. She could take whatever time she wanted and enjoy herself as often as she needed as far as he was concerned.

Which was what he found himself intruding on.

Walking down the hall to their bedroom, he was about to call out when he heard something he’d never expected. It was a soft buzzing and the familiar slick, wet sounds of his wife’s pussy. They’d been married over twenty years. He recognized that sound as surely as he recognized his own voice. He could even picture what was making the noise, the plump pink lips gripping fingers, or a cock, or a tongue, dragging and gripping as she was being opened. The sound of Tracy’s panting breaths mingled with the slick squelching.

“Mmm…yes…”

Neal paused in the hall, staring at the half-open door to the room and hearing his wife’s voice drifting.

“Fuck….ohhhhhh fuck….”

Was she with someone? Dear god was she cheating on him? Had he just walked in on his wife having an affair?

But he didn’t hear the tell-tale sounds of someone else. No panting breaths or slapping skin on skin. Just the wet splash and soft steady buzzing.

Stepping slowly and quietly, Neal went to the door and carefully peeked around the corner to see just what exactly was going on.

Tracy was a beautiful woman with smooth curves, a toned body from frequent gym visits and amazingly plump tits with large pink nipples. Her short, dark brown curls were damp and matted to her cheeks and neck, body slick with sweat. Neal saw her laying on her back on the bed, legs wide open, knees up and her hands holding a thick, vibrating dildo that was down to the rubbery fake balls in her pussy.

Neal stared at his wife’s familiar cunt, split wide and swallowing the dildo, the buzz humming through her body from inside, slick sounds emanating louder when she pulled it out. Lips dragging over the simulated veins and ridges, all the way to the thick head and then sliding back inside with a deep, needy moan.

“Goooooooddddd.” She groaned, letting one of her hands go to her breast, fondling her hard nipple.

He watched for a moment, seeing his wife masturbating with this toy he hadn’t known she owned, and felt himself getting hard. For a second he thought about joining her, but the sound of her moans, pants, and the noise coming from her pussy were settling down into his bones and he didn’t want her to stop.

Tracy’s face turned towards the door, eyes closed, but Neal quickly ducked back into the hall, back to the wall, listening to his wife.

“Yes… yes…. Like that…” she whispered huskily. “Fuck me like that…”

Who was she imagining? Maybe she was cheating on him. What if she was on the phone with someone? Or she was picturing the person she was cheating with…

“Neal…oh god Neal please fuck me harder…”

Neal stiffened, not just his posture, but his cock strained against his slacks and he nearly ejaculated at the sound of his wife moaning for him while using a toy. She was imagining him. But with a far bigger member than he actually had. He wasn’t sure if he should be flattered or offended. But the sounds of her squelching pussy and the lustful words leaving her lips were far too arousing to let his thoughts distract him.

Schlooop. Schlep. Ssssscchllep.

The wet splashes and slurps were echoing louder as Tracy started thrusting the dildo faster and seemingly deeper. Rubber balls slapped against her toned ass over and over. Her pants were deeper and more labored.

“God fuck me Neal, oh god like that!” She was whimpering. “Fuck my little cunt! Use that big cock please, please!” She was squealing now as she fucked herself faster.

Neal could hear the noise of her sexual exploration increasing in volume. He could see it in his mind's eye. Her pussy getting red with the friction and arousal. Lips sucking and dripping juices down her ass as the balls slapped and smacked her as if she were getting spanked by her invisible lover.

“OH shit baby, I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Make me fucking cum!” She was yelling now, the words bouncing off the walls of the house and rattling the windows as she reached her climax. He heard the bed creaking, the mattress shifting and sheets rumpling as his wife writhed and moaned, her orgasm racing through her, making the wet sounds from the dildo that much louder before a loud slick pop let him know that she’d removed the toy.

Tracy’s pants drifted from the room, heavy at first and then slower as she began to come down from her high. Next came the rustling of bed sheets as she got up and the soft pad of her feet across the floor as she headed to the bathroom, the door clicking closed behind her.

Neal waited for a minute, listening intently until he heard the shower start, and then slipped into the room. The bed was a mess, not just the sheets in tangles, but wet. The dildo lay like incriminating evidence of a crime. It was slick with his wife’s juices, just like the bedsheets. Water sloshed and splashed from the shower, and Tracy’s soft hums drifted to him from the bathroom as she washed off from her vigorous activities. Was she trying to hide the fact she’d just had an intense masturbation session? How often did she do this?

It wasn’t that Neal didn’t think his wife masturbated. He was certain she did. But he’d never imagined something like this. A toy so big and sounds so utterly lewd and loud. Tracy was wilder than he ever imagined and it just made him that much harder as he stared at the remains of her antics.

Something inside him stirred. The echoing of the sounds he’d just encountered in his head. Hearing his wife gasp and moan and scream. The sounds of her pussy being used. What would it have been like if it hadn’t been a dildo? What if he really had walked in on his wife having sex with another man and stood in the hall listening to it all play out?

The idea made his cock jump, rubbing hard against his boxers and slacks, the stimulation and fantasy no matter how short, was too much. Neal started to cum. His load shot into his boxers and stained through them quickly, making a mark on his slacks. The sudden orgasm had him weak in the knees, forcing him to stumble and sit on the bed, making the dildo roll towards him. The scent of his wife on the rubber toy made his lingering stimulation that much worse and he lay back, quickly unbuckling and pulling his pants and boxers down to let his cock have some breathing room.

Even after his ejaculation, Neal was still hard. The entire room smelled like sex. His wife’s scent was everywhere, and it was bliss. He loved how she smelled, whether she was clean or dirty. Part of him wanted to pick up the dildo and smell it too, but that seemed too far, even for his own perversion. His erection was painful and his cum was dripping and sticky and slick on his cock as he lay back, trying to take calming breaths. He needed to cool down and get his erection under control…

“Oh!”

The sound of Tracy’s surprise made Neal sit back up and look over to see his wife standing in the doorway, hair wet over one shoulder and wrapped in a towel as steam drifted out from the bathroom.

“Tracy! I… um…” Suddenly Neal felt like he was a teen again, being caught by his mother exploring himself. His cock pulsed at the sight of his wife’s barely covered body, still slick and glistening with his own ejaculation that no doubt Tracy could see.

He wanted to cover up. To pull up his pants. To run. It was stupid, of course. He hadn’t done anything wrong. If anything, he’d just given his wife the ultimate compliment, cumming from just the sound and smell of her. But how could he explain that? How could he explain why he was lying on the bed with her dildo next to him and his cock so hard he felt like it might explode?

Tracy bit her lip, eyes darting from Neal’s horrified face, to his erection, to the messed up bed and soiled dildo. “Um…” She licked her lips. “I… uh… you’re home early.” She tried to smile innocently.

“Y…yeah.” Neal stammered.

They both remained silent for a moment, awkwardly letting the reality of the situation sink in. Tracy’s eyes went to her husband's messy cock and a twitch of a smile pulled at her lips. Neal blushed. They both started to chuckle as they realized that they’d both gotten off to each other. Soon they were laughing out loud and Tracy doubled over, her towel falling to the floor, exposing her still damp nudity.

Neal ran a hand through his hair. “So…” He wasn’t sure what to say, but felt something needed to be spoken.

Standing back up, breasts swaying, Tracy walked over to her husband and sat down next to him, her hands quickly going to his thighs, the damp skin caressing his hairy legs. “So… is this how you wanted to greet me when you got home? Or is it a happy accident?” Her eyes were dazzling and mischievous.

“I… well I… I mean, I was gonna surprise you but…” Neal realized he’d dropped the flowers he’d brought in the hall. “Um… well, I guess I got surprised…”

“Oh?” Her hands slowly drifted up his thighs, fingers grazing his cock as she looked down at it, eyeing the sticky drying mess that caked his member.

“I… um… well, I actually thought you… well, it sounded like you were… um… having sex…” He glanced away, embarrassed that he could have thought Tracy would cheat on him.

His wife gasped. “Oh! Oh, no! Fuck no! I’d never do that!” She reached up and put her hands on Neal’s cheeks, turning him to look at her. “Never honey. No fucking way. I don’t know what you heard or saw, but I was… that whole time I was thinking of you.” Now it was her turn to blush when her eyes darted to the dildo.

“Yeah… I heard that. But… well…” Finally, Neal got over his irrational fear and picked up the dildo and held it up between them. “This really isn’t a good representation of… me.” He raised an eyebrow at Tracy, making her blush deep crimson and bite her lip.

“Well… I mean… can’t blame a girl for… ya know, wanting to have some extra fun.” She shrugged, her breasts bouncing gently.

Neal smiled and put the toy aside, feeling his wife’s hands returning to his lap, moving gently along his thighs. “Well… no, I guess I can’t.”

Her smile was radiant, her damp hair falling forward around her face. “But…” Her hands moved closer, inward, caressing his balls. “I definitely prefer the real thing…” Fingers traced along the dripping mess he’d made, scooping and spreading the still sticky cum along his shaft.

Neal sucked in a breath, feeling the tips of his wife’s fingers and the slick coating of cum she was moving around, rubbing it into his still sensitive skin.

Putting a hand on her husband’s chest, she gently pushed him so that he lay back, looking down at Tracy as she leaned in and traced her tongue along the very tip of his penis, a string of pre-cum sticking to her tongue and dripping from it down along his cock. She hummed softly, purring like a cat that was pleased as she leaned back down again, pushing her hair behind her ear so Neal could see clearly, and kissed his tip again. Another kiss. This time, her lips parted and she let them slide along his tip, taking just the barest amount into her mouth and gliding her tongue in laps gently against his slit.

“Oh…oh fuck Tracy… oh my god that feels good.”

His wife pulled back with a sly smile and moved down lower, licking up the dripping mess along his shaft. “Mmmm, I’m not sure what tastes better. This salty, cooling cum from you jerking off, or when I milk it out with my mouth.” Her hand wrapped around his shaft, squeezing firmly and stroking a little as she continued slowly, licking up the drips of semen. “Hmmm, maybe tasting your cum after you jerked off thinking about me, listening to me, watching me, makes it taste better.” Her tongue moved along the underside of his shaft to the tip and she gave another playful kiss and giggled. “What do you think? Should I play with myself more and make you jerk off to it so I can get this tasty treat more often?”

Neal let his head fall back, groaning. “Fuck baby, I didn’t even have to jerk. Just hearing you… I didn’t watch much, I was afraid you’d see me and stop… fuck, I just listened to you and it was so fucking hot.” His cock was jerking again, pulsing in his wife's grip as she placed soft butterfly kisses all along the length. “Fuck, I could listen to your pussy getting fucked all day.”

Tracy moaned softly, tracing his tip around on her lips like it was lipstick. “Yeah? You wanna listen to my pussy getting opened by a big, thick cock? Hm? Hear me moan? Telling you how good it feels?” She traced her teeth gently along the rim of his mushroom.

“Oh fucking gooooooddddd, yes I wanna listen to you get fucked so bad baby!” Neal was lost in the pleasure of his wife’s teasing lips and tongue and teeth. Her hand squeezing hard around his base, making him get harder, faster.

“Yeah? You want me to be a bad slut wife? Let some other cock use me just so you can sit on the other side of the door and listen to me get used? Hmmmm? Is that what my pervert husband wants?”

He was panting, euphoria rushing through his veins as another orgasm came upon him fast. “Yeah…” he panted and then groaned and arched and bucked his hips against his wife's soft lips. She was just pushing his cock against her mouth, not opening, as he began to cum. Thick shots splashing against her full warm lips and over her chin and along her cheeks as she held him tight as he bucked. “Yes, fuck yes, I wanna listen to you get fucked so fucking bad, oh god baby I want you to be fucking bad for me.”

Neal was dizzy. Cumming twice in such a short time and still feeling aroused as Tracy gently let go of his cock and pushed herself up to look down at him, his cum coating her lips and chin, some dripping down onto her breasts. Her smile was sweet and sultry, but there was curiosity in her eyes.

He watched her, silent as he heaved in breaths, trying to calm himself. She traced a hand along his thigh and up to his waist, just touching him as she looked back at him and thought. It seemed like she wanted to say something, but finally she just sighed, licked at her lips and traced her fingers along her mouth to gather up the cum he’d painted her with. “Guess I need to clean up again.” She chuckled, patted his thigh and stood back up, swaying her hips as she went back to the bathroom, ass jiggling beautifully before she closed the door and left him alone in the quiet, wondering what Tracy had been thinking about and why it made his cock jump.

“It’s called ASMR.” Jordan muttered as he plopped down a stack of used games onto the counter.

“What?” Neal asked, putting down the gaming magazine he’d been absently flipping through and approaching the counter.

“That thing you were talking about. Wanting to listen. Liking to listen to stuff. Getting off on it? It’s called ASMR, or at least it’s sort of like that. Probably some fancier term for it by those psychology brats, always wanting to make things sound fancy. Basically, you get off to listening to sounds and words. Er… well, you don’t have to get off to it, I guess. But it gives you that tingly feeling, and some people take it further to getting all tingly down there.” Jordan motioned below his flabby waist, his baggy cargo shorts stained with dirt and Doritos dust. The bag was half empty and on the counter, a constant companion of the rotund game store owner throughout the day. That and his constant supply of Royal Cola.

Neal leaned against the counter, his elbows sliding against the worn laminate, eyebrow raised. “Really?”

Jordan was pulling games down from the stack he’d set down, one by one, scanning them into his computer, then tossing them into a box. “Yeah. Dude, there’s a term for everything. Just gotta know what to look for. I’ve listened to some ASMR stuff. There’s a ton online of just… like, sounds. Cleaning. Fans. People gardening or whatever. Sometimes people have scripts, and they can literally range from the mundane sort of stuff like an office meeting to weird shit like… I don’t even know, man, some things you just can’t put words to.”

“You just said there’s a term for everything. Wouldn’t that mean there're words for everything?” Neal grinned as Jordan flipped him off.

“My point stands. That thing you were talking about. A guy gettin’ all hot and bothered by listening to sex rather than watching it. It’s a thing. Me personally, I’m watchin’, not listen’. But whatever. A perv’s a perv and they can get their jollies how they like. Long as they aren’t messin’ with me. Though if they wanna just listen in, I’ll be happy to do the deed.” The portly man chuckled as he grabbed a few chips from the bag, munched them down quick as a beaver and whipped the dust onto his old Zelda t-shirt.

“Why you talkin’ about that stuff, anyway? Don’t you have, like, a smoke show at home? Can’t say if I had a lady like yours, I’d be wanting to just be pressing my ear to the door, ya know?” Jordan finished with the stack of games, hit a few keys on his keyboard and then turned back to Neal, “You developing a fetish or somethin’?” It was a rhetorical question by the way the man laughed, making his stomach bounce, but it made Neal bite the inside of his cheek to keep himself from blushing.

It’d been a few days since Neal’s encounter with his wife. Listening to her fuck herself with that big dildo and moaning loud. Since then… sex with Tracy had been extra spicy. Neal had found himself shutting his eyes and just listening, even as he was thrusting into her. The sound of his hips hitting her ass. Her groans and gasps. The wet, slick splashes from her pussy as it was stretched. All the sounds were adding up in his brain, making his orgasms twice as intense. He’d even asked Tracy to record herself masturbating for him, sending it to him while he was at work so he could listen during his lunch break. It had quickly become an obsession, and he was loving it. Tracy was enjoying it too, though she didn’t seem to be as into just listening to things as Neal was. She would much rather be the one listened to, rather than the one listening.

They’d tried a bunch of different things, and each new experience was more intense and fun. But Neal felt like they could go further.

That first time, for just a moment, he’d thought Tracy had actually been with someone else. And though that had broken his heart in that singular moment, it wasn’t really about the fact that she might have been having sex with someone else. It was the cheating. The secrecy. Not the sexual act itself. Neal wasn’t so insecure that he thought having multiple sexual partners, in and out of marriage, was some sort of taboo thing. Sure, if you didn’t want to share, then that was totally fine. But if you wanted to explore… why not? As long as everyone was agreeable, more power to them.

Neal, however, hadn’t ever really thought about sharing Tracy. And he wasn’t even sure if Tracy would like that idea at all. She wasn’t a prude, obviously, but still… she’d never shown any sign of wanting anyone but her husband. Which Neal was particularly proud of. She hadn’t seemed all that interested when he’d been talking dirty about her fucking and letting him listen. But she hadn’t told him to stop that sort of talk either. Did it interest her, or was she too shy to admit it? Or maybe she didn’t want to dabble in the subject at all, so she just ignored it and hoped it would go away.

“Earth to Neal. You gone the way of Armstrong and found yourself on the moon or what?” Jordan was busy at his computer, but he kept glancing at Neal as he was leaning against the counter, lost in his thoughts.

“Sorry. Just a lot on my mind.” Neal admitted.

Jordan nodded, his floppy blonde hair already thinning a bit at the top, shaking and falling against his sweaty forehead. “Don’t we all. Now you got me thinking about what your wife would sound like doing the deed.” His grin was perverse, but friendly in a way, too. Jordan was that friend you saw in every old teen movie from back in the nineties and early two thousands. Every other word out of his mouth was some perverted sex joke or innuendo. And he wasn’t subtle about any of it. He talked loud and proud and didn’t apologize. It was endearing, in a way. You always knew where you stood with the man and what he thought. Though, sometimes his thoughts were rather disgusting and not really appropriate for polite company.

Neal gave him a glare, but there wasn’t any real menace behind it. He knew his wife was hot and loved that others knew it too. But now… well, now the thought of someone not just looking at his wife but also maybe doing some very dirty things with her had entered his mind. And it wasn’t quiet. It was a loud and clanging thought. Ringing over and over.

Was this becoming a fetish for him? Or was it maybe just something he needed to try to get it out of his system? But that seemed selfish. He couldn’t very well ask Tracy to go off and fuck someone else and let him listen, just so he could flush himself out of a new kink.

“Any who…” Jordan sighed, smacking the last few keys, finishing up whatever inventory he was working on, he turned to Neal. “We still on for doing that teams battle for Overwatch?”

Neal scratched at the stubble on his cheek. “Yeah, come over around nine. I’ll bring the beer.”

“No shit. It’s your place. But I’ll bring some snacks.” He slapped the countertop as if it were the signal that they were in agreement..

“Please bring more than Doritos.” Neal said.

“Fine, fine. Cool Ranch D’s too.” Jordan gave him a fuck off sort of grin and Neal just rolled his eyes.

“I’ll see ya tonight.” Neal turned to leave.

“Just let me know if you wanna listen to your wife getting some dick. Happy to help!” Jordan was laughing loudly at the absurdity of his statement, but if he’d seen the thoughtful look on Neal’s face, he might have choked on his own tongue.

No. No. No. Neal was not considering letting a slob like Jordan fuck his wife, just so he could listen. Not at all. It wasn’t a thought in his head at all. Nope.

No way was he thinking about that lump of a gamer geek with his Doritos stained fingers holding his wife’s hips and thrusting into her from behind, fat belly slapping her fine ass and her pussy squelching and sloshing, juices splashing and her moans echoing loud through the bedroom as the man lewdly grunted and breathed heavily through his mouth. Probably saying dirty things about her. Like how her pussy was so tight and slutty for him. How she was a good whore. That she should scream for him…

Argh! Neal pushed himself away from his desk and tossed his headphones onto the floor in his home office. Thankfully, it was carpeted, so the headphones didn’t break. But that also meant the sounds he’d been listening to were now drifting, uninhibited, into the room. Sounds of moaning. Skin slapping. Wet, slick noises of pussy and cocks thrusting. Lips smacking and tongues licking. He’d been listening to clip after clip of sexual ASMR and audio dramas that were sexual encounters. It didn’t matter that they were fake. Manufactured. It was still stimulating, and it was fueling Neal’s thoughts, making them burn all the brighter with every sound and clip and file that he listened to.

Every female voice was his wife’s. The men varied, but for whatever reason many of them were Jordan. That prick… somehow he’d implanted himself in Neal’s thoughts. Not on purpose, of course. Jordan wasn’t the diabolical type. Not some super hacker genius gamer that was in the shadows like a spider weaving a tangled web to nab his prey. No… he was just a big presence. Literally and figuratively. His personality was somewhat repugnant, but it was large and in your face. It was one of the reasons he was great at gaming, not just the skill, but the booming voice and snide comments that put his opponents off balance, allowing for the kill shots. It also made him a pretty good salesman. The sleazy kind. But he still got the sale.

Neal slumped forward, face in his hands as he heard the clip of a woman getting railed came to an end with panting and groaning and the sloppy sound of a cock pulling out of a very wet pussy. All exaggerated, but realistic enough that his cock was rock hard in his shorts and leaking so much pre-cum that he was afraid it would stain and show through.

“Get it together Neal. Fuck! Seriously dude, you need some therapy.” he sat back up and leaned back in his chair. Slow, deep breaths. A quick click of his mouse to shut down the webpage he’d been spending the last hour on since he’d gotten home.

Down stairs, Tracy was busying herself with making dinner, the smell coming up to Neal and making his mouth water. Steak and potatoes. A hearty meal. Maybe it would help if he had a full stomach.

Yeah… sure… how’s a full stomach going to get your head out of the gutter perv?

Frustrated with himself, Neal pushed up out of his chair and left the office, needing to be away from the internet. 

Downstairs, Neal walked into the kitchen, watching as Tracy was pulling out the baked potatoes from the oven, bending over in her tight pink yoga pants that were clinging perfectly to her ass. She was humming to herself and wiggling her hips as she took the pan and placed it on the counter, removing her oven mitts and tossing them onto the counter as well.

She turned on her heels, half dancing to the tune in her head, and gasped when she saw Neal standing, watching her with a big grin. “Oh… geez Neal. Don’t scare me like that.” With a quick, playful glare, she walked up to Neal and gave him a kiss. “Dinner’s almost ready. Done with work?”

“Yeah… uh, yeah, I wasn’t working on anything too important, just trying to get ahead, ya know.” He rubbed his arm absently, not pleased that he was essentially lying about what he’d been doing for the last couple hours. But… it wasn’t easy to admit that you were surfing the net for a new kinky fetish. Let alone that it was all sound based. The funny thing was, he could probably have explained away watching porn, but… listening? That seemed more complicated.

Tracy was busying herself with getting the steaks and potatoes onto their respective plates along with the various add-ons, cheese, chives, bacon, sour cream. She loaded the potatoes up so they were overflowing before finally gathering the plates and marching them towards the dining room.

Following after his wife, Neal quickly caught up and once she’d put the plates down on the table, grabbed her ass and gave it a hard, firm squeeze that made her yelp and spin. Neal took her in his arms and whirled her around and pushed her against the wall.

“Hey now! What’s gotten into you?” She giggled, but her arms quickly went around Neal’s neck.

“Just…” Neal pressed himself against her and Tracy’s eyes widened a little at feeling his bulge. All the edging and listening he’d been doing today had gotten him far too excited and the sight of his wife’s ass in her yoga tights was setting him off.

“Our food’s…gonna get cold.” She muttered, but one of her hands slipped down and was already undoing his pants, reaching in to grab hold of Neal’s cock and starting to stroke.

It made Neal grunt and lean in, pressing his lips to Tracy’s, letting her grip his member tighter, lifting one of her legs up around his waist.

His pants quickly fell as they moved against each other. Hands fumbled with boxers and yoga tights and panties and then they were down and Neal’s cock was at Tracy’s burning entrance and he slid in easily, making her gasp into his mouth.

“Fuck! Oh fuck honey like that…” She groaned and pressed her face into his neck as Neal grabbed hold of her ass and started to rock her up and down, still pressing her back to the wall.

“OHHH God Trac…so good…fuck.” He shut his eyes, listening to the sounds of his wife mewling and sighing as he thrust deeply into her steadily. The soft thumps as her back and ass hit the wall. Wet, soft slurps as his cock slid in and out of her wet warmth.

“Yes…yes…fuck honey yes…more…more I want more…”

Neal pressed his lips to her neck, feeling her pulse through his lips as she was starting to rush towards an orgasm and no doubt leading him into his own.

“Fuck…fuck…”

“You like getting fucked, baby?” Neal groaned into her ear.

“Yes…yessss.”

“Mmmm fuck, I love hearing your pussy…”

“N…not…fee…feeling it?” She asked breathlessly.

“That too.’ Neal grunted and thrust up into her harder, making her yelp and start to shake.

“But…I love…hearing…more…so much…more… I wish…I could listen like…the other night.”

Tracy moaned and let her head fall back against the wall. “Mmmm fuck baby… you wanna hear me moan for you?” She giggled, even as she gasped when Neal pushed deeper, rubbing against her g-spot.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck yes baby, I wanna hear you scream for more.”

She dug her nails into his back as he rocked against her, moving inside her firm and hard, eager. They were quickly losing rhythm and just beginning to fuck furiously, running towards the climax.

“Yes…yes baby…feels so good…fuck I’ll let you listen to me an…any time if it…means you…you fuck me like this…yes yes oh god more, more, there!” She was arching against him and suddenly clamping down on his mouth, biting his lip, drawing just a little blood as her climax took hold and her pussy began to squeeze down on Neal.

He couldn’t hold back feeling her muscles contract and began shooting inside her, thrusting deep and moaning as he flooded his wife.

They came down just as quickly as they’d begun and slumped against each other and began to laugh and pant.

“Well… guess someone was eager for dessert.” Tracy patted Neal’s cheeks with a smile and gave him a peck on the lips. “Let’s eat honey.”

Slipping around from Neal, she pulled her panties and yoga tights back up, but was sure to wiggle her ass a little at him as she went to the table and sat down with a sigh. “That’s one way to work up an appetite.”

Neal chuckled, pulling up his own pants and sitting down across from his wife. The sounds of her pleasure still echoed fresh in his mind… but there was something else… a thought that even now was still nipping at him.

What would his wife sound like with someone else?

Jordan threw his controller down in frustration. “Fucking noobs. Always dragging down the team.” He growled and slumped back on the couch, grabbing a bottle of beer and finishing it off in a quick swig.

“If you hate them so much, then why do you let them join?” Neal asked, putting his controller down more gently and sitting back, grabbing his own beer.

“Cannon fodder. Send them in first and figure out where the shooters are.”

“Well… isn’t that nice of you.” Neal chuckled.

Jordan rolled his eyes and groaned, pushing himself up and off the couch. “Gotta take a leak.”

It’d been a few hours since dinner and Jordan had been over for a while playing various online games, talking about practically nothing and generally being thirty-year-old kids instead of adults. It was a pleasant change of pace from the rat race of work, but as fun as Jordan could be sometimes, he wore on you fast and Neal was already losing patience. Especially since he’d nearly broken his controller when he’d tossed it.

Neal massaged his forehead and took some slow breaths. Somehow he’d gotten wound up again even though he’d been sitting next to a lump of person and nothing sexy was going on. But the thought… that damn thought was still buzzing in his ear and Jordan was latched onto it as well.

It was so fucked up and stupid. How could he think about Jordan and Tracy fucking? And not just that, but listening in on it. It was so utterly ridiculous. But… well… his brain wasn’t listening. And neither was his dick. He was feeling like one of those stupid men you read about, getting obsessed about their wives being with other men or some such shit. But… it really wasn’t even that he wanted Tracy to be with another man. That wasn’t the draw exactly. It was that he wanted to LISTEN. To hear his wife be sexual, uninhibited. True, he could record them making love and that would work. But… it just wasn’t the same thing.

It was the difference between watching porn and participating in it. The mechanics of doing the deed yourself meant your senses were all focused on other things. Making sure you were pleasing your partner. Keeping up pace. Trying not to pull a fucking muscle or hurt yourself or your partner.

But if you were watching or listening… then all of your concentration could be on that one sense. You could just take it all in. Absorb it. It was a whole new kind of pleasure, and Neal was really starting to become addicted to it. But he wanted his own special recording. Sounds that usually only he heard when he was with his wife, but coming from her because of someone else. If he could clone himself and do it that way, he would. But sadly science was far behind fetish and that just made the world that much more frustrating.

“OH!” Tracy exclaimed. There was a sound of a door slamming.

Neal stood up, quickly making his way from the living room and nearly running into his wife as she was rushing away from the hallway between the kitchen and dining room.

“Hey, whoa. What’s wrong?” Tracy’s hands were over her face, but it was clear she was beat red.

For a second she just stood in front of Neal, face covered, before she finally looked up with wide eyes. “Uh…I… accidentally… walking in on Jordan.”

Neal stared back at his wife, not understanding. “Walked in on him?”

Tracy swallowed audibly. “Yeah…uh… he was… was zipping up.” Her cheeks went red again.

“Oh.” For a second, Neal didn’t know what to say. Obviously, it was embarrassing to walk in on anyone going to the bathroom. It didn’t sound like she’d walk in on him doing the deed. So…what exactly was the problem?

Biting her lip, Tracy took a few deep breaths and met Neal’s eyes. “He’s…uh… he's kinda big.”

Neal shrugged. Yeah. Jordan was a big guy. Definitely needed to lay off the Doritos.

“Neal…” she whispered and leaned in. “Big. Like… BIG!”

Neal’s mouth went dry. Oh. OH! Oh geez! His wife had gotten a glimpse of Jordan’s penis and she was saying that he was… well… that he was big. And he must have really been packing if she felt like she needed to mention it. Otherwise, she’d probably just be focusing on the fact that she’d barged in on his bathroom activities.

“Uh… how…how big?” He wasn’t sure he should be asking this. Did it really matter?

Then again… suddenly the thoughts that were hounding him had suddenly taken on a new nature. Thinking about Jordan fucking his wife suddenly took on a whole new angle. If he was big… as in big, big, then that might make what Neal could listen to even more erotic.

He shook his head, trying to dispel the thoughts. He really needed to stop imagining his wife and his friend. It was gross. But… Why was he getting so turned on? Maybe he’d been afflicted with some sort of perverted sickness. Maybe he needed to go see a doctor.

Down the hall, the bathroom door opened and Jordan emerged, his bulk blocking out the light from the bathroom as he lumbered down the hall. If he was embarrassed, he didn’t look it. In fact… his face looked smug.

Tracy looked away from him, fussed with her hair and cleared her throat. All in some lame attempt to keep herself distracted as Jordan walked by.

“Hope you liked the view.” Jordan muttered with a grin, then passed them by and back into the living room.

Her hands were back on her face. “Oh fuck. Oh, my god.” She grumbled.

“Hon, it’s okay.” Neal rubbed her shoulders. “It's not like you saw a snake or something.”

“Might as well have been a python.” She sighed, pinched the bridge of her nose and turned away. “I’m going to bed.” She didn’t even bother to say goodnight or give her husband a kiss. Tracy just marched away, still shaking her head.

Jordan left an hour later, not once mentioning what had happened or even giving a lewd remark about the fact that Tracy had glimpsed his apparently large member.

Neal wasn’t really the jealous type when it came to size. He knew he was good in bed and his size was perfect for his wife. But sure, sometimes the idea of being bigger was fun. Obviously Tracy thought the same since she’d purchased that enormous dildo. So the idea that his slobish friend was well endowed didn’t make Neal nervous that his wife would become enamored with Jordan, overlooking all his flaws simply because he had a big penis.

The problem was… Neal liked the idea that Jordan was big. He’d already been having fantasies about Tracy and him. Why not add a size kink into the messy mix of his new depraved dreams?

After cleaning up the stray bottles of beer and chips, Neal shuffled to bed, thinking over and over about what had happened. About the desire to listen to his wife. Could he actually convince Tracy to do it? What would it take to convince her?

Wait…was he actually starting to really think about this? To make a plan?

Neal stood just outside his bedroom door, frozen in thought.

The familiar sound of Tracy’s breath drifted into the hall and it broke Neal’s concentration. Peeking around the corner like he’d done just a few days ago, he saw Tracy laying on the bed. The sheets were pulled back, and she was in a button up pajama top that was dark flannel and no bottoms. Her hand was between her legs and slowly rubbing against her clit as she lay, hair tousled around her face on the pillow.

“Am I interrupting?” Neal asked, quietly stepping in.

Tracy opened one eye just enough to see her husband and grinned. “Wanna join me?”

Slipping off his shirt and pants, Neal moved into the bed next to his wife, coming close and placing a hand on her breasts over the flannel pajamas.

“Mmmm…” she muttered and rubbed her nose against his, a soft cuddling motion leading to a slow kiss as she continued rubbing herself.

“Thinking about Jordan?” I joked, pinching her nipple gently.

“Gross.” She muttered.

“You’re the one that said he had an enormous cock. And, might I add, you bought that big toy…”

“A big dick is nice, but if you’ve got a small personality to go with it then it doesn’t really matter.” Her hand snaked down and took hold of Neal’s cock. Her eyes opened wide. “Oh…wow… you’re really hard…”

He blushed.

“Neal, are you hard thinking about…me thinking about Jordan’s cock?” She was almost choking back a laugh, even as her hand gripped him and started stroking.

“I mean… you can’t blame me, I guess. Big dildo. Big cock. Hot wife…” He shrugged as they both gently played with each other.

“But Jordan? Can’t you like… imagine some big muscled stud? Big hanging cock and glistening muscles ravishing me for your listening delight?” She winked with a big grin and gave his nose a kiss.

Neal groaned a little as her thumb grazed over his tip. “I mean…I could…but… I’d be too afraid that you’d… ya know, want to run off with him. I’m not a magazine model after all. What if you find you prefer a big cock and all those muscles better than plain old me? At least if it’s Jordan, I know there’s no chance of you running off into the sunset with him.”

Tracy laughed softly, still stroking him, starting to make pre-cum leak which she was quick to rub into his sensitive skin. “Definitely not a possibility.” She murmured as she pressed her lips to his neck.

“But…” Neal shivered, gripping Tracy’s breast tighter, nipple rubbing against his palm.

“But?” she breathed, sucking the skin of his neck, nibbling gently.

“But what about… ya know… not the running off part… but…the other part.” His wife was moving down, kissing his chest as he endeavoured to speak.

“What part?” She was casting her breath against the skin of his stomach, down lower until her lips touched the tip of his cock and her tongue licked the bead of pre-cum bubbling up.

“Oh…fuck…Trac…what about…would you ever…”

Her mouth slowly moved over him, swallowing him. The sound of her fingers pushing themselves into her wet sex joined the soft pants and moans and shifting of the bedsheets.

“Ohhh god, honey.” His hands moved to her hair, holding tightly as she took him deep. “God fuck would you ever…seriously would you ever fuck…fuck and…let me listen…listen to it?”

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around his cock, swallowing further, her fingers thrusting deep into her pussy with slick squelches.

“Fuck baby, oh god I love the sound of your pussy.”

She was panting, sucking in breaths through her nose as she went down completely to the root of his cock, nuzzling her nose against his crotch.

“I wish…I wanna hear it…hear your pussy getting fucked by a big cock.” Neal groaned at the admission and Tracy’s tightening throat.

With a gasp, she pulled off and started stroking him up and down, his shaft slick with her spit. “You’re so fucking perverted.” She breathed with a laugh, then groaned as her fingers stimulated deeper into her tunnel. “You wanna hear me getting stretched by a fat cock?”

“Yes!”

They were breathing heavily together.

“Your friend’s cock? That fat slob? You want his cock inside me?”

Neal grit his teeth, trying to hold on. His wife’s hand was stroking firm, fast. She spit onto him again, starting to jerk him quickly and needily.

“Yeah? You want your fat fuck of a friend to take me from behind…like I am right now?” She rubbed her fingers fast and wet against her lips, making juicy splashes. “You like the sound of that, baby?” The room was darker now, the clouds obscuring the stars and moon outside the window. “The sound of your incel, big cocked friend, slapping his cock against my little cunt. Putting it in me and making me fucking scream? Huh? You wanna hear that, baby?”

“Oh, fucking god Tracy!” Neal arched off the bed as she squeezed him almost painfully.

“You’re such a pervert, baby. Wanting me to get fucked for you. Just so you can listen in.” Her other hand suddenly grabbed hold of Neal’s balls, wet with her arousal, palm gripping him and fingers tracing down below them and over his taint. “Cum for me…cum for me, baby. Cum thinking about my little cunt getting fucked!”

It sent Neal over the edge. He gasped and spasmed, his cock pulsing and shooting his load up into the air, over his wife's hands and covering his stomach.

“That’s right…fucking cum thinking about your wife’s wet little cunt splashing on someone else’s dick!”

Neal let out a final gasp and lay back with a pleased and yet unsatisfied groan.

Tracy shuffled up next to him, her sticky cum covered hand pressing to his chest, smearing his load over him. “You’re pretty dirty.” She whispered with a smile.

“Fuck honey.” Neal chuckled.

Tracy laughed with him and gave his cheek a kiss. “Was that good enough for your little fantasy?” She rolled away from him and got up, heading towards the bathroom.

“Um… yeah…” he muttered, watching his wife’s bouncy behind as she sashayed into the bathroom, washing her hands, and then shut the door.

Neal lay in the dark while Tracy got ready for bed. He knew he had to get cleaned up too, but just couldn’t make himself get up. That quick little encounter had been naughty and erotic and so different. Honestly, he hadn’t thought Tracy would be too into the idea of dirty talking like that, especially about an actual person and not some made up fantasy.

But she dove into it tonight.

Was it because she caught a glimpse of Jordan’s cock?

Had it really been that big? Or at least, had it really made that big of an impression?

With a groan, Neal forced himself to get up, going to the bathroom and peeking in to make sure he wasn’t interrupting his wife in the middle of a bathroom break. She was just washing her face, now wearing a pair of white cotton panties along with her pajama shirt. “Need the room?” She asked, grabbing a face towel and drying off.

“Uh…well I mean you did rub cum all over me.” Neal smiled, stepping in.

Tracy gave him a playful glare and shoved his shoulder. “Just trying to keep up the kink.”

They chuckled together.

“Right…” Neal scratched at his cheek, stepping around his wife and grabbing a washcloth, getting it wet and rubbing it along his chest.

“What’s wrong?” Tracy turned to him, sensing his unease. “Did I go too far? It was just dirty talk…”

“No… honey, it’s fine. Seriously. I mean… honestly…” He put down the washcloth and leaned against the sink. “What if I wasn’t just dirty talking?”

Tracy stared at him like she was caught in the headlights of an oncoming train. “What do you mean?”

“Like… what if I was serious about… you…like…ya know…with someone? And I listen in.”

Leaning against the doorframe, Tracy gave her husband a long, hard and curious look. “So… you wanna watch me with another man?”

“No…I mean… well, I’d probably like that too, but… I mean just…like, listen.” His cheeks were red now, biting at the inside of his cheek nervously.

Tracy’s cheeks were just as bright. “Oh…so… this isn’t just some… regular sort of hotwife thing? You actually… you really like this listening stuff, huh?” There didn’t seem to be any judgment in her words, but there was definitely caution.

“I mean, yes and no. Like… honey, I can’t lie and say it wouldn’t be hot to see you getting…er I mean, having sex. When I walked in on you with your toy, it was… for a second I really thought you were with someone else and though it hurt to think you might have been cheating, it really did turn me on, on some sort of deeper level. But just the sound of it… I know we’ve been playing around with it lately and I really like that you’ve… well, that you’ve jumped in with me in exploring it, but… what if we tried it for real?”

She was biting her lip, eyes downcast thinking. “You…know I love you, right? Like… I really don’t have a desire for anyone else. I’m really happy with our sex life. I’m not missing anything.” She began rubbing her arms nervously, like she was cold. “But… are you maybe feeling unsatisfied? Is that why you’re talking about this?”

“Whoa! No. NO!” Neal went to Tracy and wrapped her in a hug. “Hey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you think that I wasn’t happy. I mean, I’m over the moon for you, honey. And our sex… well, even just that little quicky was tantamount to reaching nirvana.”

She smacked his chest, but smiled.

“It’s not that I’m not happy or satisfied. I just… you know how you like things, how they are sometimes. The routine you have. Your favorite foods to order. But sometimes you wanna try something different. You still love the original stuff, and you still wanna eat it and could eat it practically every day and never get tired of it. But… is it so bad to try something a little spicier, or a different flavor?”

Tracy pressed her forehead to Neal’s chest. “I’m not a food Neal. Sex isn’t a meal. It’s more than that. And sure… I’ll be honest… I’m not opposed to us, maybe trying this. I love you. I trust you. I think you feel the same. So… I don’t feel like there’s any actual risk if we… share or whatever we wanna call it. I could get behind the idea. And…though I’m not thrilled with being watched…”

“Listened to.” He interrupted.

She sighed. “Whatever. I could get over that little bit of stage fright if you really wanted to give this sort of thing a try. But we would have to find someone we trust. And like… how would we do it? Surely you don’t wanna do it here?”

“No, no… I mean… I hadn’t like, planned it out but…” Neal rubbed his hands up and down Tracy’s back. “Um, I guess we’d get a hotel. Something with a sort of… suite, closed bedroom sort of thing so…”

Tracy rested her hands on Neal’s chest. “You really are pushing for this listening thing, huh? We are totally talking about you letting me have sex with another man and you’re not going to sit and watch? You’re gonna let me be alone with him… or whomever?” She was giving him an incredulous look, curious and mystified.

“Well… that’s just what’s been in my brain. I wanna… I guess I was thinking maybe I could set up a microphone or something. Record… and I guess a camera too. I mean, I’d love to see. I loved listening when you were using that fancy toy of yours, but… well, I liked watching too.” He grinned at her as she rolled her eyes.

For a while they just held onto each other in the doorway, swaying gently, thinking.

“Okay… if this is something you really want. I’m in. But I reserve the right to say no and just scrap the whole thing,” Tracy muttered against his chest.

“Of course. No problem there. It’s your body. I’m not gonna force this.”

“Good”

Silence stretched.

“So… guess the hard part is figuring out… who, um… who we should get… or how we could find…”

“I… think I have someone in mind.” Neal grit his teeth.

“Who?” She looked up at him curiously.

The hotel room was much nicer than Neal had imagined. It was more like a small suite rather than just a basic room. A small kitchenette, living space and bathroom and then a closed off bedroom area. Perfect for his purposes.

He’d been spending the last half hour setting up the microphones and camera in the bedroom. After a fewYouTube videos and online wikis telling him how to get the clearest sound and avoiding feedback or too much ambient noise, he felt like he was ready.

Ready…

That was such a small word for what it was he was about to allow.

You can still get out of this, Neal. Stop it right now. Just tell Jordan the deal’s off and send him packing. Give him some cash for his trouble and spend the night in this hotel suite with your wife.

It was tempting. So tempting. But the seduction of sound was just too much. Listening to all those fake tracks and watching all those videos with his eyes closed weren’t cutting it. It was an official overblown obsession now and if he didn’t do something to shut it down, then who knows where it might lead?

Here. It’s lead here you dick.

Neal sighed and scrubbed his hands over his face and slapped his cheeks. He needed to get his head together. The door to the room opened with a loud click and beep as Tracy pushed inside and let it slam shut behind with a loud, resounding thump.

Her naturally chestnut curls framed her face, which she’d done up with subtle makeup that made her deep brown eyes pop. Her lips were pressed into a lovely pink line, no hint of a smile. She was not particularly excited about this. The things people do for love. Tracy had agree to all of this, reluctantly. She was intrigued by it all for sure, but… it was no secret that she didn’t like the idea of having sex with Jordan.

But she wasn’t so prudish that she couldn’t get over her lack of attraction to attempt something new, especially if it would keep her and Neal’s sex lives sparking like it had been over the last couple of weeks. Sacrifices could be made for the greater good.

With a deep sigh, she slipped off the long coat she was wearing to expose the outfit she’d chosen for tonight. Tight, dark washed jeans. A silk green blouse that was just tight enough that it showed the curve of her breasts and firmness of her stomach. She was beautiful. A spike of jealousy shot through Neal as he looked at her and couldn’t help wondering what she’d chosen to wear underneath it.

Tracy put her coat on the arm of the couch that was next to the door and then folded her arms and looked sternly at her husband. “So… are we really doing this?”

Neal took a step towards his wife, but the way she looked at him made him stop. It wasn’t angry or even spiteful, but she clearly didn’t want to be touched at the moment. Maybe she was mentally preparing herself for what she was about to do, or maybe… maybe Neal just didn’t know because he was a man and she was a woman and he’d never know what it was like to do something like this. His wife loved him enough to be willing to indulge in a very fucked up fantasy. Probably not the strangest thing a husband has asked a wife to do for him, but this was his marriage. Not someone else’s. Was he really willing to risk trust for some jerk off material?

Tracy sighed. “It’s okay Neal. I… honestly I get it.” The severe look on her face softened. “I can’t say I’m not… intrigued by this whole thing. It’s just…” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “I’m just nervous. What if this doesn’t turn out how you want it? I mean… I’m not an actress, you know. Do I need a script or am I just supposed to wing this?”

Neal chuckled, both from nerves and at how funny the idea was, thinking of Tracy holding a piece of paper with a script laid out while she was on all fours with Jordan behind her. Somehow, it was erotic and comical at the same time. “No… just… just be natural. Ya know. Like that first time when you were masturbating. Let yourself go.”

“Right.” Tracy muttered. “Let myself go. Easier said than done. I honestly can’t believe you chose Jordan. You couldn’t think of someone better? Like… I’ll bet we could have hopped on Tinder and found a guy…”

Neal sighed. This had been the most difficult part since they’d talked about this. When he’d brought up Jordan as the guy he was considering, Tracy had not been amused. It was a bad joke for her. But he laid it out as best he could. How they’d already talked about it during sex and how hot it had been. And since Jordan was a friend, though not the most reputable or gentlemanly, he was still trustworthy. Plus, that added bonus of Tracy not being attracted to the man one little bit. There wasn’t any genuine risk of feelings catching.

A random stranger felt too dangerous. And not even in the sense of them being a literal threat. Just the idea that they might spread the word. Talk to the wrong people and in a world where gossip could spread at literally the speed of light, they didn’t want their adventures getting out. This was personal.

Jordan may have been a pervert and very foul-mouthed, but he wasn’t a gossip.

“Trac, I know Jordan’s not the most ideal candidate, but… well, you said it yourself. His cock is big. And I know you like them big.” He tried to give her a sly smile, to make her smile back, but she just gave him a sobering glare.

“I may like stimulating myself with something big, but… handling a real one… and one attached to…” She shivered a little but took a deep calming breath. “Just… fine. It’s fine. Let’s do this. Get it over with. I’ll have fun, I’m sure.” Her smile wasn’t very convincing, but she came close and gave her husband a kiss on the cheek and patted his arm. “So… what are we waiting for…”

As if on cue, a knock came at the door. “Ah… we aren’t waiting on anything anymore.” Neal said.

When Neal had approached Jordan about the idea, after the initial disbelief and obligatory question over if this was some sort of prank, Jordan had been on board. In fact, he’d even been willing to sign, in his words, “A fucking NDA. Ironclad. Kill you if you break the contract kinda thing.”

It wasn’t all that surprising for a man like Jordan to be willing to jump in and fulfill a fantasy for someone that was willing to lend out their very attractive wife. He was going to shoot his shot and not look back. Let alone jeopardize the possibility of having some amazing once in a lifetime sex.

Neal had told him where and when to show up and that had essentially been it. They’d discussed a few ground rules, mainly that Tracy was in charge and if she said no or stop, then it was law. If Jordan couldn’t handle that, then Tracy or Neal would either or both gladly kick the man’s ass.

He’d been fine with that, too.

And so they’d set the date and the location and… here he was.

Neal gave his wife one last worried look and hesitated. “Listen Trac… say the word and I’ll send Jordan away. At any point. Now or later. I don’t care. My first priority is you. I know I’ve been really obsessed with this lately, but… you’re more important. I’ll just… jerk off to internet shit for the rest of my life if you say you don’t want to do this.”

He was sincere. The last thing he really wanted to do was ruin his marriage for some fantasy.

Tracy shook her head. “No, Neal. We are here. Let’s do this. I’m in.”

He took her hands and gave her a slow kiss. “Okay. I love you.”

“Love you too,” she murmured with a genuine smile.

“Well… I guess… why don’t you get the door for our guest?” Neal quirked an eyebrow and gave his wife a little encouraging push towards the door.

With a roll of her eyes, she turned and swayed her hips, walking to the door and pulled it open.

“Well, hey there!” Jordan’s voice boomed. There was no doubt Neal was going to get good audio from him, but for a second he worried it would drown out the other sounds that he was wanting to record. No time now to make any adjustments. Jordan was already stepping into the room and eyeing Tracy up and down. She stood a decent couple inches taller than the chubby gamer, even without her dark heels, which gave her another two inches, forcing the man to look up at her. But somehow, that didn’t seem to intimidate him. If anything, the look in his eyes and shit-eating grin on his face made Neal think he liked Tracy being taller.

“Hello, Jordan.” Tracy said formally, trying not to let it show that she was disgusted by the man’s leering eyes.

“I really appreciate you having me.” Jordan smiled. It sounded sincere, which made it all the more awkward for Tracy. Neal could see it in the way she shifted on her heels, closing the door behind him.

“We’re glad you were able to make it.” Tracy’s tone was robotic, but she did her best to keep a calm and sweet smile on her face.

“So… how are we doing this? I’m here for you Neally boy, so I’m happy to follow your direction, just as long as…” His sneering smile widened and his eyes moved over Tracy with an appetite that usually he only reserved for bags of Doritos or the Doritos Locos Taco from Taco Bell. “...as long as I get to have my fun, I’ll do whatever you want.”

Neal cleared his throat. He knew out of everything, this would probably be the most awkward and difficult part. Getting things started. How did a person start the ball rolling when it came to letting another man act carnally with his wife? Neal had tried to read up on as much as he could about these sorts of situations, but… there just wasn’t a Dummies Guide to renting out your wife.

“Well…” Why did it feel so hard to speak all of the sudden? “I’ve got everything set up in the bedroom… uh, so obviously, the action’s… er, I mean everything will take place in there. Just be sure not to knock anything over. Um… and just… I’ll be out here…” Neal shrugged.

Tracy stared at her husband, half expecting him to continue on, to lay out the rules and boundaries for the night. But Neal just met her gaze and shrugged.

An angry cloud crossed over her face for a moment, a look that until that moment Neal had only seen her give to Jordan, was now directed at him and it made his stomach curdle.

“Huh… so you’re just gonna sit out here and listen, then?” Jordan ambled over to the bedroom, eyeing the double doors with their glass windows and shades pulled like it was some sort of fancy patio he was walking into the bedroom from. “I knew you were all about this… listening stuff. But man… you’re really not going to watch?” Jordan seemed disappointed, but then his eyes fell on the camera and his jovial smile returned. “Well, I guess you’re not gonna watch it live. Fair enough.” He turned quickly, belly shaking under his D&D t-shirt. “Well Trac? Should we… get started and give your husband what he wants?”

Tracy continued glaring at Neal for another second and then, crossing her arms under her breasts, she took her attention from her husband and started marching towards the bedroom. “Fine. But we are going to go over some ground rules.” She brushed past the portly man into the room.

Neal watched her ass swaying and felt his mouth go dry. This was really going to happen.

Jordan was watching her rear end wiggle as well and then he glanced back at Neal, gave him a wink, and quietly shut the doors to the bedroom, and turned the lock.

Neal sat on the couch. It faced the doors to the bedroom and with the curtains closed, he could only see shadows through the gauzy material. The silhouette of Tracy filled most of the area and it was clear she was standing in front of the bed, which probably meant Jordan was sitting in front of her.

On the small coffee table in front of him, Neal had set up his laptop that would be receiving and recording from the various microphones he’d set up. From the software, he could toggle between each microphone as they recorded and listen in and make adjustments if he needed to. He picked up the large headphones and placed them over his ears, the soft ambient noise of the room vanishing and the sounds from the bedroom becoming the only thing he could hear.

There was a soft creaking, the bed most likely. It was shifting under Jordan’s weight as he sat down on the mattress.

“Okay…” Tracy’s voice rang in Neal’s ears. “Some ground rules…”

“Come on Trac, we can be adults. You don’t need to treat me like some petulant child. I get it. This is a fantasy for you guys. I’m not gonna ruin it by being a bastard. Let me guess, if you say no, that means no?” His voice was cocky, almost condescending but filled with a delicious kind of lust that made Neal think the man might be licking his lips in lewd anticipation as he was eyeing his wife.

Tracy didn’t reply. There was only a soft rustling of her silk blouse. She was probably nodding and glaring.

“Right. Well, no problem there. I’m not gonna ruin this chance. Stop means stop. No questions. But what else could you possibly want to talk about?” There was a soft chuckle in his voice.

“Condoms.” Tracy said bluntly.

Jordan snorted. It was nasally. He clearly wasn’t pleased. “Seriously?”

“That a problem?”

“Only for you. Are you really going to deprive yourself of feeling all of this?” There was a rustling, sheets shifting and Jordan’s shorts unzipping, crumpling as he shifted them down, and a soft fluttering as they fell to the floor.

“Shit!” Tracy’s whisper was crystal clear. It didn’t matter that she’d clearly said it under her breath. There was a mic near enough that Neal picked up his wife’s surprise.

A sound like skin rubbing against skin started to fill in the background noise, along with a deepening of Tracy’s breathing. “You really going to say you don’t wanna feel this?” Jordan was clearly stroking himself.

Neal hadn’t seen Jordan’s penis. But Tracy had, and she’d said it was easily nine inches. Whether or not that was an exaggeration, Neal wasn’t sure. She’d also said it was as thick as a Red Bull can. Was that accurate? Was that what Tracy was staring at now? A semi hard massive can thick cock?

“Don’t get so… cocky…” Tracy muttered.

“Oh, I’m cocky…” There was a soft flapping sound. Was it his balls slapping his thighs? Was he waving his cock at her? Neal could almost picture the devilish grin on the man’s face as he was watching his wife stare at his cock.

“Are you this corny with all the girls?” Tracy scoffed.

“What do I care if you like my jokes or not? This ain’t a date. We are here for one thing, and I’m totally prepared to give you both everything you want. But, if you want condoms… fine, I’ll deal.” The shrug in Jordan’s voice was clear, but Neal could picture the displeasure on his face.

“Good. Just…” the silhouette of his wife moved to the side, grabbing the box of condoms that Neal had left on the dresser and tossing it to Jordan. “Here.”

The sound of fumbling with the cardboard box filled the recording, and then Jordan was laughing.

“What?” Tracy asked, perturbed.

“These aren’t going to fucking fit!” Jordan was howling.

Neal blushed. Had he really underestimated Jordan’s size so much that he’d bought condoms that wouldn’t work?

“Bullshit, Jordan. Seriously? Those things could stretch over my fucking arm.” Tracy was grinding her teeth.

“Fine! Let me show you.” The box was ripped open. Foil packaging crumpled and tore along the perforated lines as he pulled one out. Another tear as he got the condom open and a soft slick sound of something rubbery like moving along skin resounded and then…

Snap.

Tracy gasped.

“Told you.” Jordan chuckled and the sound of rubber getting ripped off and tossed to the floor filled Neal’s ears.

“I… fucking seriously?” Tracy groaned.

“Hey, hey. Don’t worry, babe. I’m clean. Or rather, my sexual health is clean. And I even took a shower for you before I came.”

“How sweet.”

“Plus, I got a vasectomy years ago. I’m shooting blanks.”

“Why would you do that?”

“Look at this thing, Trac. I may not be much to look at, but I’ve got one thing girls like, and if I ever get the chance to flash it, I rarely get turned down for a little tug and tickle.”

“You’re gross.” It was almost a growl coming from Tracy’s bared teeth.

“Yeah. I’ve been told. But I’m not here for a beauty contest. You’ve got that won, anyway. So… why don’t you take off those clothes. Let’s see what I’m going to be working with.”

“Asshole.” Tracy’s grunt didn’t seem to perturb Jordan. He was quiet and waiting patiently, which was a surprise.

A rustling sound took up the void, soft silk moving and shifting as Tracy was clearly starting to unbutton her blouse. “Let’s just get this over with…” Her breaths were heavy. More rustling.

Jordan sucked in an approving breath. “Damn!”

What was he seeing? Clearly he was seeing Neal’s wife’s tits in her bra, but… what kind of bra had she worn? Sexy? Simple? Plain?

“You wear stuff like that all the time?” Jordan asked, the sound of his hand on his cock, stroking again, mixing with the background noise of Tracy removing her shirt.

“No.” Tracy said firmly and then when she spoke next, it was clearly for Neal. “I wore it because I know Neal always wanted to see me in it. But since he’s making me do this for him… well, I guess he’s just going to have to be content to know you got to see it instead.”

Neal groaned, face going to his hands. He knew exactly what Tracy was talking about. He’d watched her buy the outfit online, but never got to see her wear it because she said it was way too tight. Or maybe she was just embarrassed, even though it was meant for the bedroom. It wouldn’t have stayed on long. But for whatever reason, she’d refused to wear it for him. But now… she was wearing it for Jordan and Neal wasn’t going to get to see it on her. Not till he watched the video… if he had the courage to watch the video.

It was an iridescent, foil purple, one piece teddy with a swooping neckline that would reach her belly button and show off the inner slopes of her breasts. It was crotchless, with only two small strands of fabric going between her legs to frame her pussy and joining together into one string going between her cheeks and attaching to the back, which only covered the lower part of her back. And to complete the outfit, a string of white pearls down the very center of where the crotch should have been. It would nestle nicely between her labia if she wore it… 

She was wearing it.

Fuck!

Jordan was getting a view that Neal had always wanted, but now… Tracy had found a way to punish him for asking her to do this. He couldn’t blame her. But still… It was wicked. So why did it make him so hard?

A soft crumpling sound signaled that Tracy had dropped her blouse. No doubt her breasts were bulging in the tight teddy, nipples pushing against the shiny material. Neal was trying to picture it but his imagination was failing him as he continued to listen as Tracy’s jeans snapped, unbuttoning. The clicking teeth of her zipper. Rustling of the jeans shimmying over her hips.

“Holy shit…” Jordan muttered and the sound of the mattress groaning as he shifted, his hand clearly moving a bit faster along his length as he was staring at Tracy. “Fuck… that pussy… oh man… pearls… fucking hell. For thinking I’m so gross, you sure dressed up.”

Neal tried to picture Tracy’s smooth cunt being pressed down the center with a string of pearls. He desperately tried to conjure the image, but he just couldn’t. Nothing in his mind would do it justice.

“Yeah… wait… wait, slow. Just keep the jeans right there…”

Tracy blew out a breath through her nose.

“Fuck!” Jordan groaned. The fwap fwap fwap sound of him jerking and his balls bouncing filled the room with his labored breathing.

Heels clicked against the floor softly as Tracy moved, adjusting her stance.

“What? Don’t like just standing there being admired?” Jordan chuckled.

“Fine with me,” Tracy muttered. “Get off now and we can end this quick.”

“Sorry honey. But I’ve got stamina.”

Tracy snorted in derision.

“Turn around, bitch. Show me your ass.”

“Watch your language dick.” Tracy sneered, but the sound of her heels shifting and clicking signified she was turning to show her ass.

“Oh, fuck, that’s beautiful.” Fwap Fwap Fwap. “Pull it apart. Let me see that asshole.”

“Gross.” She was shifting, rustling and soft skin peeling apart.

“Fucking yeah.”

SLAP!

“Hey!”

“What? You’ve got a spankable ass. Besides, your husband's listening. Let’s give him something to hear. Back up…, no no, I said back up, not turn around. Fucking listen. Yeah, like that, stay like that. Bend over a little more. Pull open your cheeks.”

“You’re not gonna do what I think…”

“Tell me to stop and I will.” Jordan was clearly smirking.

Tracy didn’t say anything.

Slurping, sloppy licks suddenly filled Neal’s ears. Sluurrrrssshlllp.

“Oh, fuck…” Tracy gasped. 

“Hold still.” Jordan muttered, his voice muffled. Was his face in between her ass cheeks?

Shhhccccllllurp. Sllllhhhlick.

“Mmm…uhhhh…mmm, fuck… god….” Tracy was whimpering.

“Neal not enjoy this asshole? Hm? I can tell. You’re pretty sensitive. Look at it, pucker.” He laughed boisterously.

“Prick.” Tracy grumbled even as she gasped.

“Man, you taste good. Bend a little more. I wanna see those pearls too.”

Heels clicked, widening her stance.

“Oh god that’s beautiful. Reach further down… pull your lips open, let those pretty pearls sink in, slut.”

“Don’t call me that.”

SMACK!

“If the dick fits.” Jordan laughed.

“Don’t make me fucking slap you, Greenwood.” She was growling.

“Oh, last names now. Am I supposed to feel like a chastised child?”

SMACK!

“You like it. Admit it. Admit it to your husband. He’s listening, so let’s give him a good show.”

“Fuck off.”

SMACK SMACK SMACK!

“Oh god!”

“That’s it. I love seeing those legs shake.”

Sllllurrrschp. Slurcp.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh.”

“Mmm fuck your wife’s ass tastes amazing Neal. You’ve gotta try it.”

More lewd wet licks made Neal shiver with each sound of Jordan’s wet rough tongue erection, his wife's butthole. His hand was against his crotch, gripping his erection feeling like he was on the verge of cumming already.

A wet, slick swipe of a hand against a mouth and Jordan was smacking his lips. “So fucking tasty.” The mattress creaked. “Now… turn around. Let’s get you working on my cock.”

Tracy’s reply was a soft snort through her nose. There was soft quiet and then the sound of knees pressing to the floor.

“Yeah…. On your knees. Look up at me.”

“You’re a dick.”

“No. I have a dick. And I want you to wrap your little married fingers around it and get a good feel for what’s gonna be stretching that pearly covered pussy in a few minutes. Get to work.”

Neal listened close. There was only the sound of breathing. Was she staring him down? Challenging him? Was she doing what he said? Surely Jordan would have been moaning if she’d put her hands on him. What was happening?

A soft moan drifted to the mic. A slick pop. Soft sucking. Was she blowing him? No… no that didn’t sound right…

Gentle breaths. Sucking teeth. “Mmmmm.” It was coming from Tracy’s mouth.

Neal suddenly recognized the noise. He knew it well. Jordan was kissing her. They were fucking kissing.

“Ahhh.” Tracy gasped. A gentle noise that resembled the one Jordan had been making when he was jerking off was filling the background.

“Like the feel of it? Hmmm?”

“Mmmmm” The sound of her mouth getting pressed with Jordan’s.

“Yeah… squeeze it. Go ahead. I fucking know you hate me, but I don’t fucking care. Go ahead and try to grip it and make me hurt. It feels good.”

A rustling. A sharp intake of breath from Tracy and more groans as their lips pressed together and tongues tangled.

Jordan started to grunt with Tracy’s efforts, stroking his cock.

Shit. His wife was jerking off another man. Jordan! A fucking gamer slob. Fat and funky. But her hands were around his cock and they were kissing. It sounded like he might be pulling her hair. Controlling her. And she was letting him.

Neal wasn’t sure how things would go, but he didn’t expect this level of participation. Honestly, he figured he might get some general sounds from them doing sex acts, but… this… this was more intense.

“That’s it Tracy. Mmmmm fuck… doesn’t it feel good in your hands…oh shit, sorry, looks I got cum on your ring.” He was chuckling evilly.

Tracy didn’t say anything. Neal could picture her glaring at him. Or… at least he hoped she was. What if she was drunk on this… seduced by a fat lump, dirty douche with a big dick. What if his wife had all of the sudden become a bimbo…

Neal couldn’t decide if that was sexy. Erotic. Or sickening.

“I want you to kiss it… A big, loud, sloppy kiss. Let’s let Neal hear you loving my dick.”

Tracy was panting. Groaning a little and then… “mmmmmm ffuuummmmmmmmm.” The sound of her slick, juicy lips pressing to the cock flesh of Jordan’s member filled and rattled Neal’s eardrums.

Shhhclllup.

“Yeah… Big wet kiss. Look at me when you do it. Yeah… like that. I don’t fucking care if you hate me… you’re kissing my dick.”

“Mmm yeah. Tell him how it tastes.”

Panting breaths. “Sweaty… bitter…. You said you took a shower…”

“I did… but hey, I got a bit sweaty waiting, and with all this hair well… bound to get a bit humid in my boxers.” More boisterous chuckling.

“Disgusting.”

“Yeah?”

“AAHHHHH.” Tracy gasped in pain.

Then… slurping sounds…. Moaning deep from Tracy’s throat and deep breaths being pulled in through her nose.

“Yeaaaahhhh…” Jordan groaned. “Fuuuuuucccck.” Gurgling purrs from Jordan’s throat. “That’s it… open wide… go ahead, I wanna see those angry eyes…. Good girl…”

Oh god, she was sucking him. She was swallowing his cock. And not… well, she clearly could have stopped things. But… Jordan was pushing her down. That was clear.

The sound of his wife’s throat being filled was… fuck, it was intense. He could hear her soft gags.

Gawkkk gawwwwwk.

Her attempts to breathe as Jordan was pressing her down further on his massive dick and his lewd encouragement.

“Yeah baby… like that… fuck yes, like that. Wow, you’re taking it so good… girls usually have trouble…”

He was panting, no doubt sweating profusely. If what he’d said a moment ago was true, his pubic hair was approaching Tracy’s lips and nose and it was no doubt damp and matted and kinky.

“Fucking shit, yes Trac… take it… mmm fuck your tits are amazing. Pull that fucking teddy aside, let them hang out. Let the girl's breath…unlike you…” A grunting laugh and a groan from Tracy that sounded like pain… pleasure… a mixture?

There was a sound of stretching, rustling clothing and then a sharp sound of material ripping.

“Oh, my god those are perfect tits. Yeah. Okay, here… move…like that…” Sounds of knees shuffling. Grunting breaths. Groans as Tracy was gagging on Jordan. “There… now bend more… let those baby’s sway… yeah… like that. Touch them. Pinch your fucking nipples as you swallow me cunt.”

No doubt Tracy hated that. She never liked name calling. At least not to this intensity.

“Oohhhhhhhh yeah…” A creaking groan from the bed. Was he laying back? “Fucking suck it.”

Gluck gluck glluuuuck gluck.

She was blowing him. Moving on her own now. Slurping and swallowing his dick of her own accord. Were her eyes fiery and wanting to flay the flesh from this lard ass? Or was she enjoying it?

“Yeah…yeah…like that… all the way in. Rub your fucking nose in my sweaty pubes… I know you like it… come on… smell my fucking musk…I want it to be in your nose forever.”

“Ohhhh mmmmmm gluckfluck gluck fluckglcu. Fuckgluck digluckdick gluckglook.”

“You look so good with a cock in your mouth. Fucking beautiful.”

Panting breaths. Jordan’s were labored, rough and scraggly as he groaned and rasped as he was getting the blowjob of a lifetime.

Slurping, slick sounds. Wet and thick and dripping spit. Sucking sluurrrps. Moaning breaths and muffled mouth and lips sliding along a thick shaft.

Neal grit his teeth. Hands holding onto the headphones as if he were afraid they might leap off his head. He was torn between listening and crying and running in and stopping this whole thing. Heart pounding faster and faster, his erection straining against his pants, he felt like he was having a panic attack… fuck…FUCK! He was!

He pulled the headphones off and stood up, stumbling back from the computer towards the kitchenette. The sounds that had been loud and clear and so horrible yet erotic suddenly vanished. There were only very soft whispers of what he’d been listening to drifting from the bedroom, through the thick glass and wood of the doors. There were shadows moving, but nothing distinct that Neal could make out as he went to the sink, grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it with water.

First, he splashed some on his face, trying to cool himself off. Then he took slow deep breaths as he bent over the drain, afraid he might vomit. When it was clear he wasn’t going to throw anything up, he stood slowly and began to drink the water, further cooling himself and steadying his heart rate.

It took precious minutes as Neal calmed himself down, pushing down the panic he’d been feeling from listening to his wife swallowing Jordan’s cock.

Maybe he should stop. If this was going to give him anxiety or even a full-blown panic attack… was it worth it?

The strain in his pants gave him the answer.

Another minute and he turned back to the computer, marching back with determination and sitting back down. He had to see this through. He’d asked for it and so he had to face what he’d arranged.

Putting the headphones back on, he listened and tried to figure out what was going on.

“Like that.” Jordan was saying. He was no longer panting, though his breaths seemed shallow and wheezy. “Yeah… now pull your legs up… higher…further back I want you open…”

“I’m not a fucking doll.” Tracy spat, but the shifting on the mattress and sheets said she was trying to move into the position Jordan was trying to get her in.

“Right now you’re my fucking doll. But instead of pulling a string to make some sounds… I’m going to insert this… battery…to give your speaker some power.”

Slap slap slap.

Tracy gasped. Jordan was clearly slapping his cock against her pussy. The wet sounds made that obvious.

“What’s that even mean?” Tracy breathed.

“Whatever the fuck I want it to mean. Just make sure you get loud. No doubt you will, but still, wanna give my benefactor what he wants.”

“Ahhh…” Tracy gasped again, but this time it was more breathy, soft… “Oh…shit…”

“Yeah…. You like how it feels?”

There was just a soft sigh of movement.

“Look at it… see how big it is? That’s gonna be in you Tracy.”

“Mmm.”

“Haha, that’s what I like to hear… tell me you want it.”

“Don’t be an asshole.”

“I’ve tasted your asshole. You haven’t tasted mine yet. You might like it.”

“You’re so fucking gross.”

“But you’re looking at my cock like you’ve found the holy fucking grail.”

Slap slap slap.

“Feel that? How heavy it is… how solid and thick? Tell me you want this inside your fucking married cunt!”

“Stop it…” Tracy panted.

“Say it.” Jordan growled.

“Jordan… don’t…just…”

They both gasped, a soft surprise. What was happening? Neal couldn’t tell. The sounds weren’t loud enough.

“Oh….oh fuck… Jordan wait…wait I’m not ready…”

“Pull your legs wider. It’ll help.” He actually sounded like he was trying to give her advice. Had he experienced girls trying to take him in and it being painful?

Was he going to hurt her?

The thought made Neal nearly bolt off the couch, but then the sudden gasp of pure pleasure stopped him.

“OHHH OHHHHGODDD!” It was his wife. Tracy was crying out, and it was easily coming through the door as well as loud and clear through the headphones.

“Yeah.” Jordan whispered. “That’s it…just relax.”

“OH MY GOD….OH MY GOD!!!!” She was whimpering.

“It’s okay… ahhhhohhhh fuck Tracy, you’re so tight… here… just… there, is that better?”

“Y…yes oh fuck Jordan. Shit seriously don’t…ohhhhhh gooooooooodddddd!” Her voice was cracking and strained.

Neal couldn’t hold back a groan as he listened and began to reach into his pants…

Tracy stared down between her thighs, holding them back wide by the knees and still unable to believe that she was feeling so stretched and only the head of Jordan’s cock was inside her. His penis was…well it was ridiculous. A slob like him shouldn’t have been so endowed with something so amazing. Tracy wasn’t a size queen, but still, she could appreciate something so massive for what it was. And now it was inside her.

Her labia was stretching around Jordan’s cock, the mushroom rim having just slipped inside her and making her moan louder than she’d expected to. “Y…yes oh fuck Jordan shit seriously, don’t… ohhhhhh gooooooooodddddd!” He pushed a bit deeper, her inner muscles straining and resisting against the sudden large intrusion. “W…wait… you forgot…condom…” She was panting now, unable to catch her breath or rip her gaze away from what was happening to her pussy.

“It broke, remember.” Jordan grit his teeth, smiling wickedly.

Tracy had the suspicion that this ugly lout had broken the condom on purpose somehow. But… she couldn’t confirm and… the idea of adding latex… instead of feeling the raw heat of his cock inside her… she couldn’t justify interrupting for such a thin excuse.

Her head fell back as he slid another inch inside her. “Oh, fucking shit!” She knew she was being loud. The odds of someone in the other rooms hearing her were slim, but… well… there was always the possibility. And it was bad enough knowing that her husband was just yards away and listening in through the various mics he’d set up. Add in perfect strangers getting a listen in on her infidelity was almost too much to bear.

“Fuuuuck yes, so tight. Relax a bit…” Jordan grunted, hands on her thighs and pushing a bit so she opened more and lifted her ass off the bed, pressing his member even deeper.

Tracy whimpered, biting her lip and trying not to let the sexual sounds she reserved for her husband come pouring out.

Jordan was dripping sweat. He hadn’t even been doing much physical activity yet and still the man had flop sweats and smelled… not disgusting, but definitely like he’d been doing heavy labor in some stifling, stale backroom. Which made sense, his game store was like a little hidey-hole, stale smelling and so packed with various geek and nerd junk and games and whatnot that it wasn’t any wonder that the smell had somehow become ingrained into his very skin.

The lingering feeling of his thick, wet tongue on her asshole and the extra pressure and intense stretch she was feeling from this dripping mess of a man was sending her into a tailspin of nausea and orgasmic bliss. She couldn’t deny the feeling of him inside, how his tongue had probed and pressed and slathered all over her asshole was erotic. He wasn’t attractive, but he seemed to know what he was doing and that just made things even stranger and more twisted for Tracy as his penis sank deeper inside her little cunt, uncovered and touching places that were new and tender.

To Jordan’s credit, he may have been a perverted slob, but he wasn’t just ramming himself into Tracy. He seemed to genuinely care if he hurt her and didn’t want things to be uncomfortable. But his desire was very evident in his eyes and as Tracy’s pussy began to warm up and become even more slick, the feeling of the pearls of the panties rubbing against the side of her bulging labia, he was pushing in more firmly and deeper and steadier.

“Fuck!” Tracy cried, feeling Jordan’s cock sinking into a new depth.

“Yeah…Neal doesn’t get this deep, does he? And I’m only two-thirds in slut. Wait till it’s all in.”

“I told…you…” Tracy groaned, gripping the back of her knees tighter. “Don’t…call…” Why was it so hard to breathe, to speak? She wasn’t some cock hungry whore. Tracy may have liked her big dildo, but that was something she had control over. This thing in her… it was out of her control. She was at Jordan’s mercy, whether she wanted to admit it or not. Sure, she could probably scream at him to stop and he’d keep his word, or Neal would rush in and beat the living hell out of him, but the truth was… as disgusted as Tracy was about all of this… her inner core was on fire and the feeling of her pussy getting opened so fucking wide was… overwhelming. She wanted more!

Jordan didn’t let her finish protesting his name calling. He thrust the last couple inches of his thickness into Tracy, his pubic hair rubbing roughly and slick against her smooth labia and Tracy arched, eyes wide and sucking in a deep breath, tits bouncing freely now that they’d moved the teddy to either side of her chest.

“HOLYFUCK!” She was loud. Loud enough that she heard the feedback from the audio equipment from in the living area.

“Yeah!” Jordan groaned, eyes closing and basking in the feel of the young married woman, her cunt squeezing down hard and milking him as a micro orgasm raged through her body, making her spasm.

They both remained frozen in that moment, seconds ticking as they grew accustomed to their new coupling, and then Jordan let out a rough, heavy sigh and looked down at Tracy with a grin that made her tremble. “Brace yourself, hon. I’m gonna enjoy this. I think you will too.”

Jordan began to pull back. Tracy’s lips dragged and sucked at his shaft with lewd slick sounds like oily lotion getting rubbed into soft silk. When only half the tip remained inside Tracy, he thrust back inside quick and firm and Tracy came. She came hard and fast and instantly and…

Neal listened to his wife’s screams from the headphones and drifting out from behind the doors.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plapplapplap! PLAP!

“That’s right! Fucking take it! God, you’re so fucking tight! Oh, shit, but you love it, don’t you. Taking my fat slob cock! I know what you think of me! But my cock’s deep in you, so what the fuck does it matter? Huh?”

Plapapapapap Plap!

“You like that? Huh? Say you like it, cunt!”

“OH MY FUCKING GOD! OH GOD JORDAN…JORDAN FUCK! SLOW…OH GOD THERE…HOLYFUCKINGSHIT!” Tracy was gasping, her words spilling out in halting slurs and groans and grunts as Jordan began to fuck her.

It was the slick, wet sound of his sweaty thighs colliding with Tracy’s upturned legs. No doubt his belly was smacking against her, too. Her pussy was drenched, it was clear though the audio as Jordan railed inside her over and over, a squelching sound like feet being pulled out of thick wet mud echoed through the whole of the bedroom and down the wires and into Neal’s listening ears and jerking hand.

Tracy grunted, moaning out as Jordan kept a steady pace.

Plap Plap Plap. Plaaa-aaaa-aaap!

With every vivid sound of thrusting and slapping skin, Neal could hear his wife gasping, moaning, her voice wavering with the motions of her body as it was made to bounce and tremble and shake from Jordan’s onslaught.

“That’s right. Fuck, that’s it. Squeeze my fucking cock in your little married cunt.”

“You’re…su…such…an….asshole!” Tracy groaned through tremors of pleasure and physical motions of Jordan beginning to fuck her deeper, faster.

“I’ve had enough of your mouth…” Jordan grunted.

Tracy gasped and her voice, pants, became muffled. Was he holding his hand over her mouth? Gripping her throat? Neal couldn’t be sure which.

“Uh…uh…uh!” His wife was groaning, the slaps against each other’s thighs and ass and stomach echoing louder with each more firm thrust.

“Yeah. Love that look. Says you fucking hate me, but you love feeling me in you.” Jordan let out a groan. “Yesss, like that fuck, squeeze me like that. Oh my fucking god that’s good.”

Suddenly there were sounds of shifting. Blankets sliding and crumpling and falling to the floor. Tracy groaned and grunted. Body’s moving, repositioning. 

“Wh…what the fuck…what are you…” Tracy’s words were cut short, muffled into the mattress.

“Ass up! Yeah, like that. Come on, Tracy, give it a little shake for me…”

She gave out a cry into the material of the fitted sheets.

Jordan laughed. “Fuck, you like that? Nice little wedgie between those pretty lips. Do the pearls feel good on your clit, huh?”

Tracy cried out again.

Was he pulling the string of pearls against her? Pulling her lingerie up between her cheeks? Neal was at a loss for what was happening. Though apparently his wife was now face down and ass up on the bed.

“Stay still now…good girl.” The mattress and bedframe creaked loudly under Jordan’s weight. “There we go. Just relax…”

“Ohhhhh goooood.” Tracy moaned, still muted by her mouth pressed against the bed.

Jordan’s moans were in agreement. “Fucking god you feel so good!”

How in the world had Tracy not said stop yet? Jordan was treating her like a whore! Neal had half a mind to call the whole thing off and kick Jordan’s ass. But…he’d asked for this… and he’d put Tracy in control. She could stop this if she wanted, but she hadn’t… Did that mean she was enjoying it? Or did she just love her husband so much that she’d go through anything to give him what he wanted?

Jordan reached out over Tracy’s rippling ass and gathered her hair up into his meaty fist and pulled her back. She arched up, head lifting and bending as she gasped. His thrusts continued into her depths as he pulled hard but not too painfully, so that she rose up off the bed, tits swaying beneath her as he continued slamming his hips into her.

She was so wet. So hot. Burning and squeezing his cock tighter than he’d ever experienced. Most girls weren’t enthusiastic about fucking a somewhat uncouth incel-like slob like Jordan. He knew that and had long since accepted his place in the pecking order of things. But… he had one thing that a lot of those other pathetic men didn’t. His cock was meaty and heavy and thick. It could stretch a woman in ways she thought were impossible. So he’d gotten a decent amount of pussy over the years, if less than overjoyed that it was attached to him. But sometimes you sacrificed to get the experience. Tracy, however, she was starting to thrust her hips back onto Jordan, almost as eager as he was.

“Good girl. That’s right. Throw that ass back against me. Do some work. Get what you want.” He groaned, still holding her hair, making her contort back, bending her spine and moaning as she pushed herself back, making her cheeks ripple against Jordan’s sweaty thighs.

He knew this was probably the only chance he was going to get to take a run at such a sexy woman and he wasn’t going to waste a second. Especially since her husband was just outside the door and might lose his nerve any moment. As much as he wanted to make this last, he wanted to nut inside her more. Positions and ideas ran through his head as the tight pussy continued slurping and swallowing his cock over and over. The sighs of her lips dragging and clinging to him was so fucking heavenly. He wished he’d thought to grab his phone and take some of his own footage to bring home.

“Ohhhoohhhohhhh fuuuuuuck!” Tracy was moaning out, mouth open and looking off towards the ceiling as her cunt was stretched.

“Like that? Say it, babe. Come on, let’s hear how much you fucking love my cock.”

“S…shu…shut up…di…dick!” She panted. Still obstinate.

Jordan loved it. She was so feisty. Honestly, it was often hotter to fuck a woman that thought you were beneath her. They always thought they were above the primal urges. But at the end of the day, even if he was below her and she looked down on him, his dick was deep in her depths and that was all he cared about.

Finally, he settled on how he wanted to end this. A quick survey of where the camera Neal had set up was gave him what he needed, and he quickly leaned down and wrapped his flabby arms around Tracy’s waist and with a bellow and groan and maybe even a fart, he rolled her over pulling her with him until he was on his back and he had her sitting on top of him. She was facing the camera, head on, legs open and straddling Jordan’s wide waist, his thick cock still buried deeply into her cunt.

Panting with the effort, he whipped some thick sweat from his brow and then reached back up, his stomach scrunching and pressing against Tracy’s back and ass as he grabbed hold of her tits, and pulled her back just enough so he was laying against the pillows and she was angled to look at the camera, legs lewdly spread and Jordan began to bounce his bubbly ass up and down on the mattress, giving it his all and starting to pump into Tracy like there was no tomorrow.

“Holy Jordan, what are you…oh…OHHOLYGODFUCKSHIT NO NO OHHHHHGODDDDDDD!” Tracy’s words were bouncing like she was riding a bike down a steep bumpy hill. “Jordan! Jordan, fuck yes yes oh god I’m cumming, I’m fucking cumming, you creep! Oh shiiit!”

Jordan was expending every ounce of effort he had. Sweat dripping and slick all over as he held Tracy’s hips tight and pistoned into her fast and hard and relentless. He could feel her pussy clenching as he forced her orgasm. Then a feeling of hot slick juices spraying and gushing as he made her squirt. And by the way she was reacting, it was her first time.

“Jordan please, oh fucking god please!” She screamed.

“Please what cunt!” He grunted under the effort of keeping up the pace. He wasn’t going to let up. No way. This was the best fuck of his life and he was going to milk every second. His stomach was flapping and slapping her tight ass as he forced her down again and again, all the while making sure she was pointed perfectly towards the camera.

Let his friend see his wife's pussy stretched to its limit. Her lips gripping and pulling and becoming red and puffy from the constant smacking of his balls as they flew up from the motions, sweaty and hairy. 

She was crying now. Jordan saw it from the side, her face turned slightly as she gasped and tears painted her cheeks making her eyeliner run just a little. Her orgasm was raging and Jordan wasn’t slowing down even though he felt his lungs burning, hips and legs cramping and heart thundering like he might have an attack any moment.

Reaching up he pulled her hair back making her gasp loud. “Fucking take my cock! Love it! Tell me you fucking love it!” He roared and rammed even harder, the loud slick slaps resounding in the room.

Neal grit his teeth, his hand jerking his cock fast and hard, having already blown one load and needing desperately to shoot another as he heard his wife getting the living shit fucked out of her by his gamer friend.

“I…fu…fu…fucking…love…it…ohhhh god Jordan fuck me god fuck me please!”

“Yeah…” Jordan’s voice was panting and strained. “Look…look at the fu…ucking camera slut…look at your husband…tell him…tell him what’s ha…happening!”

There was a pause in the conversation, but not in the hard pounding slapping splashing sounds or the breathing from them both as they continued to fuck.

“N…Neal…oh god fucking fuck fuck!!!! He’s fucking impaling me! Oh god baby, he’s so big! I…oh holyfuckingshit! I fucking hate you! Oh, my god, how could you make me do this, you dick! FUCCKKK I’m cuming again! I’m cumming!” She was screeching and the sounds of thick, meaty slaps grew louder. Louder. Faster.

Tracy was crying. “God fucking fuck fuck fuck god Jordan oh my fucking god yes yes don’t fucking stop. Ruin my pussy. Ruin me, oh fucking god. Neal, you’re such a fucking prick for doing this to me! Oh god fuckingfuckfuckfuuuckfuck! AAAHHHHHHH!”

“Rub your clit! Rub it slut! Like that. Do it for the fucking camera!” Jordan’s voice was tight, breaths heavy like he was about to choke.

“AAAAAHHHHHHHHHH” Tracy shrieked and there was a splashing, gushing noise of water or something splattering on the floor.

“Your wife’s fucking squirting again, Neal!” Jordan yelled.

Neal’s orgasm was painful and all-encompassing as he forced another load out and all over his hand and lap.

He’d never heard Tracy like this… and probably never would again. At least… not because of him.

Words deteriorated and became mindless groans and grunts, gasps, gargles and moans and shuddering squeals until Jordan started to bellow. “Look in the camera!” Jordan ordered. “Tell him I’m gonna fucking cum inside you!”

Tracy was whimpering, breaths ragged. “Do…do it! Cum… cum in… my married cunt!”

Jordan didn’t need any more encouragement. “FUUUUUCK YES TAKE MY FUCKING CUMMMMMM!”

Neal’s eyes widened. He hadn’t realized. How had he overlooked it? Jordan wasn’t wearing a condom. But…surely… no…

“YES! CUM IN ME YOU FUCKING BIG DICKED DIRTY FUCKING FAT FUCK!” Tracy cried.

“TAKE IT BITCH! FUCKING CUNT!”

“AAHAHAAHAHAHAAAAHAHAHAHA”

They were both groaning and shouted as they climaxed together. The slapping came faster, rapidly, like a tommy gun platatatatataplapplap. Plap PLAP PLAP!

Finally, the sounds stopped, and the bed shook and creaked and groaned as both bodies fell back. Pants. Gasps. Heavy breathing. It was all that could be heard in the audio the mics picked up.

Soon…slowly… even that tapered off to a more quiet, slow breathing.

Neal sat in his own mess, listening intently and staring at the door. What would happen now? They were clearly done… but… he hadn’t talked to them about what should happen after.

The sound of water running in the bathroom jolted Tracy awake. For a few moments she didn’t know where she was or what was going on. She felt sore. And yet it was the kind of soreness that you get after a really good workout. Brushing back sweaty hair from her face, Tracy slowly pushed herself up from where she was laying on the large bed and looked around, slowly realizing where she was.

A hotel.

Naked.

At some point her lingerie had been ripped off. She didn’t remember when. And by ripped, she really meant, to shreds. The once pretty, sexy teddy was laying on the floor, straps snapped off and the material torn in multiple places. There was no salvaging it.

All along her body were red welts, a few light bruises, and between her legs, her pussy was red and inflamed and still dripping thick streams of semen.

Jordan had exploded like a volcano inside her. She’d felt it. It was a geyser. So hot and thick and sticky. He’d pumped and pumped and kept thrusting hard and deep, filling her to overflowing. Her asshole and cheeks were sticky with his seed.

She fell back on the bed again, unable to believe what she’d just gone through. Jordan had used her. Hard. And… and she’d fucking loved it.

Oh she didn’t like that Jordan was the one to do it. Even as she basked in the afterglow of what had been the hardest fuck of her life, she still shivered with disgust that the fat lard of a game store owner had been the one in her. Pulling her hair. Fucking her. Eating her ass. Shooting his jizz into her pussy.

Thank god she was on birth control. There was no doubt in her mind that if she wasn’t, she’d be pregnant. And the thought of having that degenerate’s baby made her want to vomit.

Tracy rolled to her side and then shuffled herself to the edge of the bed, sitting up and leaning forward, hands on her knees. Things whirled for a moment as the blood started rushing back to her head. Seconds ticked by and the world settled and she was able to stand. Her throat was raw, parched from all the screaming she’d done.

Guess Neal got what he wanted. Probably pretty good sound bites and footage. She was loath to listen or watch it. Part of her wanted to tell Neal to delete everything. Any evidence of what she’d just gone through and done needed to be destroyed.

The door to the bathroom opened and Jordan came waddling back into the room, completely naked. His cock swung under his gut and between his thick hairy thighs. Stopping in the doorway he put his hands on his flabby hips and grinned, letting his eyes rove over Tracy’s own nudity. Any other time she would have been embarrassed or maybe offended, right now she was just exhausted.

“Move.” she muttered, walking towards the bathroom and trying to angle around him. The urge to pee had come upon her and if she didn’t hurry she’d probably make a whole other mess, this one far more disgusting and embarrassing.

Jordan stepped aside, still eyeing her. “Should I shut the door for you princess? Or maybe you wanna let me watch?”

Tracy grabbed the door and turned to Jordan with a fiery glare. “You’re fucking gross.” With that she slammed the door, then quickly went to the toilet to sit and try to relieve herself and clean herself up.

After she was done she turned on the shower and climbed in, quickly beginning to scrub herself of all the sweat and fluids, from herself and from Jordan, that was coating her skin. She let the water scald her as she used the bar of soap all over even between her ass crack to try to get the feel of Jordan’s tongue to go away.

As disgusted as she was… and she was very, very, disgusted, she couldn’t deny that Jordan had quite possibly given her the most intense orgasm of her entire life. She’d squirted all over the bed, soaking Jordan’s lap and the sheets and that sudden explosion had been the moment she’d blacked out and fallen to the bed. According to the clock on the wall, she’d been asleep for maybe an hour. Not nearly long enough after everything she’d just been through, but enough of a power nap to get cleaned up, dress and get home.

Neal.

Where was her husband? Why hadn’t he checked on her? Or maybe he had and hadn’t wanted to wake her up. Or… maybe he hadn’t had enough courage to come into the room and witness his wife lying naked, covered in the love juices of another man?

Quickly stepping out of the shower, leaving it on because she wasn’t done yet, not by a long shot, she tiptoed over to the door on the far side of the bathroom that led out into the kitchenette. Soap suds and water ran down her legs and the door handle was slippery in her hand as she turned it and peeked out.

Neal was on the couch. The computer equipment was all still in place and her husband was still wearing the headphones. His pants were open and his flaccid cock was exposed, a mess of dried cum denoting his activities while she’d been getting fucked. A soft grumpy snore drifted over the sound of the shower. He was asleep. Just like she had been. It seemed everyone had passed out at the same time. How serendipitous.

“Looking for someone?”

The sound of Jordan’s deep voice made Tracy jump and shut the bathroom door with a loud snap, turning quickly to face him as he stood in front of her, still naked.

“Wh…uh no, I was just checking on Neal.” She admitted, wishing she’d grabbed a towel and hadn’t just gotten out and walked to the door naked.

“Yeah, beauties having a sleep. Gives us a little more time to play.” His grin was cocky and… well, his cock was growing already just at the sight of her.

“What? No.” Tracy shook her head and carefully started back to the shower, brushing past the man with a bit of a sneer.

“Oh come on. You can’t tell me you’re only done after one round.” Jordan chuckled, following her as she stepped back into the shower. He stood just outside the sliding door.

“Jordan, please just go. Get dressed and go. I need to finish cleaning up and then I’m gonna wake Neal up and we are going home.”

Jordan snorted. “Come on, Trac. Don’t you think it would be fun to give hubby an extra, bonus sound bite. Something he wasn’t awake to wank to?”

Tracy peeked out at Jordan, eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

The fat flabby man’s smile widened. “I’ve already moved one of the mics. It’s at the door pointing right towards the shower…” He lifted an eyebrow at her. 

She glanced past his round shoulders and noticed the microphone poking through a crack in the door to the bedroom. “So?” She raised her own eyebrow back at him.

There was a brief moment of quiet where only the water from the shower was splashing, crashing against the marble flooring. Jordan stepped forward and opened the door slowly, his lips curving up mischievously as she stepped into the shower. Tracy took a step back. Another. Not stopping the man as he filled the space and forced her back against the wall.

“You know… I’ve always wanted to fuck a pretty girl like you in the shower…” Jordan laughed and reached out, grabbing Tracy’s hips…

Noises in the dream were vivid. Moans. Gasps. The sound of slick skin slapping against marble tile. Grunting.

Yes! Yes! Don’t fucking stop!

Never!

Oh god I’m cumming!

Take it! Beg me for it!

Give me your cum! Do it! Oh my fucking goooooooood!

Sounds of screaming and orgasming and crying and animalistic grunting…

The loud kerchunk of the door shutting made Neal jump and nearly fall off the couch. Opening his eyes, he saw the bedroom doors were open. Tracy was standing in front of the bed buttoning her jeans and brushing off her blouse absently, cheeks flushed and hair slightly damp, pulled over one shoulder.

“Trac?” Neal’s voice was gruff. Rubbing sleep from his eyes he looked around, noticed his pants were still open. Thankfully he didn’t have an erection. The dream had been so vivid and as loud as what he’d been listening to earlier. He quickly made himself decent and got to his feet.

Tracy came out of the bedroom, a soft smile on her face. “Have a good nap?” She asked.

“Uh…how long…” Neal looked over at the clock on the microwave. Geez, he’d been asleep for nearly two hours. “Sorry… I didn’t mean to…”

His wife came over and rubbed his arms, that same soft smile still on her lips. “It’s fine. We fell asleep too.”

“We? Oh right… Where's Jordan?”

“Left.” Her eyes darted away before she let her hands fall and went back towards the bedroom. “Suppose we should get all this cleaned up. Do you need me to help?”

Over the next little while, Neal and Tracy pulled apart the cords and the stands and the mics and packed them away into their cases. They did it wordlessly, quietly. Neal gave his wife glances and longing looks as they worked, but she never met his gaze.

Was she mad? Had he ruined everything with this stupid fantasy?

“Are you okay?” It finally came out in a rushed blurt as he packed away the computer, the last evidence of his deranged venture.

Tracy was walking into the kitchenette, pulling out the trash can and tossing something that was shiny purple into it. “Hmm?” The look on her face was masked innocence.

“Are… are you okay?” Neal repeated, sitting on the couch and slumping down, feeling defeated.

“I’m fine.” She stood, hands folded under her breasts and took a few slow steps towards her husband. “But, do you mean as in, am I physically okay? Or are you talking about…” She bobbed her head from side to side for a second, “My mental, emotional state. Are you gonna try to be my shrink?”

Neal rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes. “Trac… honey, I’m sorry. I know this whole thing… I know it’s fucked up. And… I honestly appreciate that you were willing to go through with it. But…” he sighed, hanging his head. “If you want me to delete it all and like, forget all of this… just… I will.”

Tracy stood quietly watching him, hands clasping her arms as she kept them folded. What Neal wouldn’t give to know what was going on behind her eyes. What was she thinking?

“Neal…” Her voice was hesitant. “Yeah… What you asked was… sort of… weird. Probably not the weirdest thing someone could ask for. Fucking another man and recording it. Pretty standard really. You just added a little… twist. Though I am wondering if you’re gonna watch the video or not.” She bit her lip as she mentioned the tape.

“If you don’t want me to…”

“Neal… sweetie, calm down okay.” Tracy let out a prolonged sigh. “I’m not… mad. I’m not disgusted with you. Or even with myself. It was… I guess it was fun in its own way, but definitely not something I would have ever considered on my own. Probably ever. What’s done is done. You’ve got your recordings… enjoy them. Hell, I might even listen with you…though right now all I really want is a nice long bath.”

Neal stood up and came over to Tracy, wrapping her in his arms, hugging her tight. There was a moment of reluctance when he touched her but she quickly melted into his embrace and placed her head on his shoulder.

“I’ll give you an entire spa day, baby. The works. Mud bath. Hot tubs. Scrubs. Massage. All of it.”

Tracy chuckled, her breath warm against his neck.

“Ready to go home?” He asked.

She nodded, damp hair rubbing against him. “Um… there’s just one thing I think I should tell you… before you listen to the audio.”

Neal looked down at her curiously, meeting hesitant eyes.

“Wh…while you were asleep, um, Jordan and I… well, I guess you could say we recorded a little bonus for you.” She nibbled on her lip, a worried expression passed across her face.

“A…bonus…” Neal trailed off.

She nodded.

Something inside Neal’s stomach flipped. His heart raced. Tracy pressed her ear to his chest, their eyes meeting. Together they could both hear Neal’s heart beating faster and faster at the thought of what might be on the recordings.

“Well…” Neal breathed and then grinned at his wife. “I guess we should get home and… have a listen.”


Penny’s Predicament

Part 1

Friday Afternoon

Penelope’s blonde hair whipped in the wind, hand outside the window feeling the rushing breeze as Ben drove through the flat landscape of northwestern Texas. “Are you sure he’s going to like me?” She looked over at her boyfriend, one hand on the steering wheel and the other clasping her hand tightly.

“Babe, he’s gonna love you. I mean, what’s not to like?” Ben gave her a wink and lifted her hand to his lips, giving it a quick kiss before returning his attention to the road.

Penny sighed, even with Ben’s reassurance, she still felt nervous. She had a right to be a little nervous. Ben’s dad was intimidating. Built like a lumberjack with a stoic temperament and a rough outer shell that was near impossible to crack, he was the poster boy for detached manliness. Having worked with the local fire department for the better part of thirty years, he was as hard as they came. Ben assured her that his dad, Spencer, had a soft side. He was a good dad. Even after the divorce seven years ago, his dad was always involved. Not one birthday was ever forgotten. He called twice a week, like clockwork. He sent Ben money sometimes, just because. He was a good man, and Ben was positive Spencer was going to love Penelope. If for no other reason than because Ben loved her.

They continued driving in silence for a while before Penny spoke. “Sorry, I’m just nervous. I just…” She turned to Ben with a genuine smile. “I kinda like you.” She gave him a wink that made Ben laugh.

“That’s good. ‘Cause I like you too.” He leaned over quickly to give her a kiss on the lips.

“Alright. If you say he’s gonna like me, I’ll believe it.” Penny leaned back in her seat, relaxing just a fraction. She crossed her legs, her jean skirt riding up along her thighs, drawing Ben’s attention.

“Eyes on the road, perv.” Penny chuckled, but didn’t make any effort to pull her skirt down. In fact, she wiggled her butt in the seat making her skirt ride up a more so that when she uncrossed her legs, she flashed her pink panties, sheer enough to give a glimpse of her smooth slit.

Ben cleared his throat and adjusted himself, one hand still on the steering wheel. Penny giggled and turned back to watching the scenery fly by.

Spencer’s home was a large, ranch-style house that encompassed several acres of flat, empty land. It was built of solid, dark stone and a dark red shingled roof. It had a rustic feel to it, with the comically traditional decor of large stars signifying, if people didn’t already know, that they were in Texas. And Texas had pride.

From what Ben had told Penny, Spencer Galloway was one of those very ‘traditionally’ tough men. Believed in hunting and fishing. Tough love. Emotions, though important, weren’t really supposed to be shared, at least by men, and a quick fist fight or some beer and a ball game could solve most problems. But, even with all of that, which sounded somewhat like red flags to Penny, Ben talked fondly about his dad. The divorce had been difficult for everyone involved, and though his dad was that stoic statue of emotionless stone, he’d mentioned that right before Ben and his mother had moved out, he’d caught his dad crying in his bedroom. As tough as some people were, they still had soft spots.

They pulled into the curved, gravel driveway, Penny admiring the well-maintained yard and hedges. It was clear Ben’s dad was the Hank Hill kinda man, meticulously taking care of everything outdoorsy. It was admirable. Also, a sign of him being anal retentive. Uptight. Which just made Penny even more nervous about meeting him. She really, really wanted Ben’s dad to like her. She’d met his mom, and she was nice, pleasant, but seemed to be the sort of woman that likes everyone. Spencer was going to be a whole different animal.

When it came to Emily, Ben’s mom, Penny hadn’t really had to try. She knew this weekend was going to test her. But Ben was worth it. She hadn’t met anyone like him and really wanted things to work. The idea of a future with him was very possible, and she didn’t want to see it all vanish just because his dad didn’t like her. She’d do whatever it took to make a good impression.

Ben got out, leaving Penny alone for a second as she took a few deep breaths, pulled her skirt a little lower, silently cursing herself that she’d dressed comfortably but somewhat revealing. The last thing she wanted was to come across to this man as a hussy. She pushed open the door and stepped out, straightening her t-shirt and for the second time in as many seconds, wishing maybe she’d dressed a little nicer than a Hello Kitty t-shirt to meet her boyfriend’s dad for the first time. Ben had told her it wouldn’t matter. His dad was uptight, gruff, but he wasn’t going to judge someone on the clothes they wore. It was all about character for him. And Penny had plenty of character.

The door to the house opened and a large man came into view, taking up the entire open frame. Scrubbing his hands in a towel as if he’d been doing the dishes, he was a solid man, wide chest, easily six foot, light gray hair and scruffy facial hair that was trimmed tight. As rough and tumble as he seemed, he was well groomed, his dark eyes were firm and unwavering.

Penny had seen some pictures, but for whatever reason, his appearance in those images hadn’t triggered the recollection that his presence did now. Her eyes widened as she watched Ben walk up to his dad, arms wide, and gave him a hug. The man hugged back, the grin on his face said he was happy to see his son. A couple hard pats on Ben’s back and then he was releasing him and Ben was ushering his dad down the walkway to meet Penny, who was rooted to the ground next to the car door.

There was no doubt about it. Penny had met Ben’s dad before. That wouldn't have been such a big deal, people meet people all the time. As large as the world is, it’s also very small. The problem, the absolute gut sinking terror that she was experiencing now, was because of where and how she’d met Spencer. She’d tucked those memories away, like the special little keepsakes people collect and put into a shoe box and hide up in their closet. But now that box had fallen out and those memories were tumbling everywhere… explicit and just as vivid as when they’d happened…

TWO YEARS AGO

“Go ooooonnnn!” Chelsey prodded, almost shoving Penny off the stool towards the older man at the end of the bar.

“What? No! He’s old enough to be my dad, Chels!” Penny laughed, shoving her friend right back, then grabbing her fancy, fruity drink that probably had more alcohol than was necessary and took another sip. Her eyes drifted back to the man again.

He was at the end of the bar, elbows on the table, enjoying a fancy beer and watching the television that was hanging at the back, behind the counter. There was a game on, but Penny wasn’t paying any attention to it.

It was the middle of spring break and Penny and a few of her friends had made the rash and somewhat adventurous decision to head down to Dayton Beach and spend the week at the beach and in bars and just being wild. Freshman year in college was supposed to be that time where you let loose, ran away from all those old rules and partied. The other three years were supposed to be for buckling down and getting that degree. Penny wasn’t going to argue, especially when one of her friends offered to foot the bill for the hotel rooms. Yay for Daddy’s money.

The past couple days had been just that, beach and bars and bouncing from party to party. She’d danced and drank and just ‌ been wild like never before. Some of her friends had already hooked up with some guys here and there, but Penny had kept herself chaste. Not because she was a prude, but because none of the dude-bro college boys had caught her eye or kept her attention. Let alone get the fire going between her legs.

Now, however, after a couple hours in this new bar, its name long forgotten if she ever knew it in the first place, her eye had landed on this barrel of a man. He was solid and large and his hair was quickly turning from dark to gray, leaving him with that salt and pepper look that she found very distinguished. With all the chaos around the bar, the man had a singular focus on his drink and the television. Nothing seemed to distract him. Which made Penny feel like he was a challenge to be won.

Chelsey shoved Penny again. “Go ahead, girl. You’ve been eye fucking him for like an hour. Why not go and actually fuck him?” Her friend brushed back her blue dyed locks and picked up her cheap beer, downing the last of it in a single swig.

Penny rolled her eyes, sipping her drink a bit longer, cheeks turning rosy, and looked back over at the man. This time, his eyes found hers. She blinked, unable to look away.

That hard, firm gaze was like a hook, sinking deep inside her and all he needed to do was give a single pull and she’d be reeled in.

Chelsey leaned in and whispered, her breath smelling like beer and spearmint gum, “Well, look at that. Daddy has eyes for little Penelope Winters. Maybe you should go see if he can melt your winter snow.”

Penny looked back at her friend incredulously. “Okay, someone’s drunk.”

“Hardly. I’m two beers away from drunk.” Chelsey laughed and once more gave Penny a shove. “Just go! Geez, live some this week.”

With a deep sigh, a roll of her eyes, Penny took her drink and made her way to the end of the bar, the man following her with his eyes. She weaved in and out, feeling people bump and brush against her exposed midriff, wearing only a pair of ripped jean shorts and a purple bikini top since they’d gone to the beach earlier in the afternoon. The top bounced along with her breasts, not doing that great at bracing them. But she hadn’t chosen this suit for its fortitude. It was flattering, and she liked the looks she got. Especially the look she was getting from this man.

Penny slipped onto the stool next to the gentleman, making sure to push her bottom out a little as she did so. Leaning her elbow on the bar, chin in her hand, she gave him a very flirty smile. “Hi.” She batted her pretty green eyes and brushed back some of her blonde hair behind her ear. “How’s your evening?”

The man gave a small but charming smile and finished his beer. “Well… it was a bit boring. But, just got a bit more interesting.”

Their eyes stayed on each other with a deep, burning eagerness…

Penny could barely remember how it all happened. One moment she was flirting with a man old enough to be her father, the next she was walking down the block with him to his hotel. She made sure to text her friends where she was going, took a quick selfie with the man because she may have been tipsy, but she wasn’t stupid. And now…

The man leaned back in his chair, Penny riding his massive cock hard and eager. Top untied and hanging around her waist, breasts bouncing in hypnotic circles. Jean shorts tossed to the side along with her bikini bottoms. Her blonde, fuzzy pussy stretched wider than she even thought possible on the massive member the man had presented to her when they’d gotten into the room.

“Fuck! Fuck!” She gasped, already sweating. It was hot and the air conditioning in the room wasn’t able to keep up. But she didn’t care. Neither did the man. They didn’t bother with names. It seemed better that way. Safer? More kinky? Or maybe just… fun. Penny would come up with a reason later. Right now the only thing that mattered was how deep he was inside her, the condom straining, and his balls slapping her tight little behind.

His large hands gripped her hips, helping her ride more firmly. “Like that baby girl. Fuck you’re tight!”

“You’re…just…not used to… teen cunt!” She laughed and breathed as she bounced up and down. His playful, firm grin made her lean forward and kiss him hard, pushing her tongue into his mouth. The smell and taste of beer mixed with their saliva as she made the kiss messy and eager, little drops of spit bubbling and dripping when their lips parted and falling on her tits as she rubbed them against his hairy chest.

Nipples rubbing against his, sweat mingling as she bounced her ass on his strong thighs, they kissed, and fucked. His hands gripped her ass and spanked her firmly at intervals. His grunts were so manly. Fuck. She was quickly realizing she might have a thing for older men. Not that she didn’t have crushes or attractions to other men back at school. There was this one boy, in her General Psych class, very cute, light brown hair, sweet grin, kinda boyish. Not like this burly man who was ramming his cock so deep in her little cunt that she wanted to scream. But something about him was… interesting. But that didn’t matter right now.

“That’s right, darlin’.” The man grunted. “Fucking take it. All of it. Fuck yes!”

Penny let out a scream, not caring if the thin walls of the motel let everyone hear her. Let them know she was fucking cumming on a massive cock. Who fucking cared. This week was about fun.

And that’s how the rest of the week went. She came back to this man’s hotel multiple times. She never knew his name, and he never knew hers. A simple knock. The door would open, and in she walked. Moments later…

She was upside down, back against the bed, head and shoulders against the rough carpet of the room, her legs hanging open wide and pussy completely exposed. The man towering over her and plunging his massive dick into her tiny little cunt, straight down over and over, grunting like he was trying to mine for gold. She was crying in utter pain and pleasure. His hands covering her perky ass, pulling the cheeks open and spitting on her pink asshole. “Fucking cunt! Yes… fucking take every inch!” He’d gotten rougher and more confident with every visit. And Penny, not necessarily a girl that liked it rough, was absolutely loving letting go of every inhibition.

She would scream, looking up, watching him plunge down over and over, making her orgasm again and again. Then juices would cream around him and drip down her stomach. Pulling his cock out, ripping off the condom and aiming his cock down at her face and open screaming mouth, shooting his massive, thick load all over her face and onto her tongue.

Another day she was under him, her legs around his hips as he thrust hard and fast. Almost a vanilla position, considering the other things they had done and were doing. But it was intense. Deep. Taking every inch of her tunnel and swallowing every inch of his massive dick.

Another day they were in the shower and she was up against the wall, legs around his waist and impaled over and over on him as the water splashed and ran down their bodies.

Other times, she worshiped his cock. Licking, spitting, sucking, nibbling, kissing all over every inch. She was fucking in love with his cock. Stroking it hard and fast, making him grunt. Like they were in a competition to see how far either of them could go with their rough treatment to see who would fold first. She drank his pre-cum and swallowed the thick shots of his ejaculation when he roared in orgasm.

Once she was on his bed, on her back, legs open, his hand between her thighs thrusting three fingers deep and fast. Rubbing her g-spot relentlessly. She held tight to his other arm, the hand around her neck squeezing just enough to make it a struggle to breathe. It only took her minutes to cum and squirt all over his bed. Then he flipped her over, pushed her face into the wetness she’d just made, and rammed his cock into her when she had her ass up in the air and fucked her to another orgasm, quick and dirty.

The entire rest of the weekend was a sexfest. Penny came innumerable times. She drank so much cum and got so much painted all over her skin she was afraid she’d get pregnant just by it soaking into her body even though he’d never cum inside her. And then…

Then it was over. She was on her way back to school. No names. No numbers. Not even a goodbye. They had just been fuck buddies for a few days and that was it. It was exhilarating. Freeing. She took that memory, packaged it up and set it aside for late nights when she needed a little help to masturbate. Otherwise, they were put away as a fond memory. Nothing more.

PRESENT

If Spencer recognized Penny, he didn’t show it. He followed Ben and stuck out his hand with an emotionless gaze. Penny took it and shook. “Um…” She cleared her throat, trying to push past her surprise and embarrassment. Maybe she’d changed over the last couple years so he didn’t recognize her. She was wearing her hair longer now. “Hi. It’s so good to meet you. I’m Penelope.” Penny gave him a bright smile.

“Nice to finally meet you, Penelope. My son has told me a lot about you.”

“All good, I promise.” Ben chuckled and gave Penny a quick kiss on her cheek. “I’ll get the bags, you go inside. Dad’s just started cooking some burgers.” He walked past Penny to the trunk of the car.

“Uh. Okay.” Penny bit her lip. Spencer motioned for her to follow and she took up step next to him as they went into the house.

“Thanks for having me this weekend.” Penny managed, hoping beyond hope that Spencer didn’t remember her or, even better, maybe she was wrong. Maybe this man wasn’t the one she’d met on spring break her freshman year and fucked for days.

“No problem at all. It’s usually pretty boring around here.” He ushered Penny through the house and out onto the back patio that opened to a large backyard with a sizable pool and a built-in grill that had fresh burgers already beginning to sizzle. “But…” Spencer went to the grill, putting on a worn apron and picked up a spatula, then settled his gaze back on Penny as she stood under the canopy of the patio, “Now that you’re here, I think things will be a bit more interesting.”

Penny’s heart skipped. Her eyes widened. Spencer didn’t smirk or give any other indication that he recognized Penny, but she knew in that second, Ben’s dad remembered her. Remembered everything. And to her mixture of embarrassment and horror, she felt her panties become damp.

Even though the evening was coming on quick, Spencer insisted they use the pool while he cooked. It was heated and lit well by hanging lights and underwater lighting. He’d built the whole thing himself last year. A project to keep himself busy.

“Semi retirement is almost like full retirement.” He told Ben gruffly when asked if he’d been picking up any shifts at the firehouse. “Pretty much nothing to do unless they come up short handed. Thankfully, they haven’t had any emergencies that needed to call in us old guys. But… I’m here and ready to go.”

Penny was still trying to come to terms with the revelation of who Ben’s dad was, but she couldn’t let Ben see her in distress. The best thing to do would be to pretend like they didn’t know each other. It was two years ago. Ancient history. Just a fling. A hit it and quit it sort of season. Nothing more. No need to bring it up. Just… pretend like it wasn’t a thing.

So she went inside to the room Spencer had made up for her and Ben. It was sort of progressive of him to assume they’d be sleeping together. No old school values in this house, it seemed. Of course, considering what Spencer had done to her that week…. No! No. She wasn’t going to think about that.

Pushing all the memories that desperately wanted to come lunging back into her life, she unpacked a few items and found her bathing suits. She’d brought two. A cute purple one piece racing suit and a much more skimpy, gold halter style triangle bikini. Mostly string and a few triangles of fabric that would just barely cover her intimates. She’d packed that one for more of a tease for Ben. Maybe if they’d gotten some alone time at the pool, she was gonna whip it out and give him a little… Well, now that didn’t seem like a good idea, considering who was outside…

She put the bikini back and slipped into the one piece. It was a tight fit, clinging nicely to her hourglass figure and hugging her breasts and ass so tight the hems were digging in pleasantly against her.

Going back to the patio, she embraced the smell of charcoal and dry heat. As warm as it was outside, there were lots of clouds in the sky that helped relax the sun’s blaze. Penny made her way to the pool quickly, the ground painfully hot against the soles of her bare feet. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Spencer watching. His eyes were on her, staring with a heat just as scorching as the sun, but clouded by his bristling salt and pepper eyebrows and his mask of stoic indifference. She was suddenly very aware, as she was hurrying, that her breasts were bouncing and butt jiggling in her suit. It didn’t matter that she’d chosen the more conservative outfit, she still felt like she was on display.

It made everything feel hotter!

Penny quickly dove into the deep end. The cool water was jarring and refreshing. It dispelled some of the lustful burn that was trying to sear her skin. But even before she returned to the surface, she knew this was going to be a very long weekend.

Penny swam, trying to keep her mind busy, as well as the heat off of her. Unfortunately, she hadn’t thought through the choice of getting wet to keep Spencer’s gaze at bay. When the call for burgers and beer came, she’d swam nearly twenty laps across the mid-sized pool. The burn in her muscles felt good, but when she pulled herself up from the water…

She felt his eyes again.

“Geez, babe. You were going at it like you were training for the olympics.” Ben laughed, coming up to her holding a towel. His eyes wandered over her with a sweet appreciation and desire that made her give him a sly grin.

Her suit was clinging to her chest and stomach. Between her legs, a clear camel toe had formed and the back of the suit had wedged between her cheeks. Water dripped and streamed along her neck, down between her cleavage. She took the towel with a wink and started drying her hair, an acceptable excuse to glance over at Spencer.

He wasn’t paying her any attention. A plate full of heavenly smelling hamburgers was in his hand, and he was walking it to a table that was in the shade of the patio.

Had he been watching her? Looking at her when she got out? Penny couldn’t help but feel her mind racing and warring against itself. She was here with Ben. She was happy with Ben. And thinking about her boyfriend’s DAD was not a good thing. Bad. Bad girl.

Penny’s cheeks went pink at the sudden intrusive thought, and she bit her lip hard to pull her mind out of the gutter.

Draping the towel around her shoulders, she took hold of Ben’s hand and walked with him to the table that was now loaded with burgers, condiments, and… what Spencer called ‘fixens’. All the things you’d add to a burger; cheese, lettuce, tomato, pickles, bacon. There were bags of chips, a bucket loaded with fancy sounding beer, and sodas. Ben’s dad sat himself down in a chair at the end of the table, a beer already in hand, and leaned back, a relaxed air about him like he’d done a good job and was particularly proud of himself.

Ben started making himself a plate, but there wasn’t room for Penny to do so on the same side, so… grabbing a plate, she walked around the table, behind Spencer, and back around. Was she maybe shaking her hips a little more than necessary? Was choosing to reach back and pull out the suit wedgie at the precise moment she knew the man’s gaze could be on her ass intentional? It was hard to tell… but Penny wouldn’t want to take a bet on the matter.

Maybe she made a brief show, leaning over the table to grab something, her wet cleavage hanging out, the tight suit clinging to her slightly hardened nipples. Ben certainly had a quick look and a sly smile. Did Spencer see? Did she want him to?

They sat down to eat and the conversation was sparse, but nice. Ben’s dad was very matter of fact with his replies to Ben’s questions about work and his dad’s day-to-day activities, which seemed to mostly be taking care of the lawn, doing odd projects here and there with some of his old work buddies and lazing around by the pool reading the latest pulp thriller novel he found at the checkout racks at the grocery store.

The questions Ben’s dad asked were fairly stale and clinical. How was school? Keeping up your grades? How were the various sports teams doing on campus? Nothing deeper than the surface. And he asked nothing about Penny. But his eyes… those eyes… they kept sending chills through Penny. Her nipples hardened under just a few seconds when that gaze landed on her. And the thinness of her suit didn’t hide that fact.She could write it off as the cold water still clinging to her from her swim, but with the warm sun and dry climate, that was quickly becoming less of an excuse.

Before she knew it, the sun was setting and the Texas plains were cooling off. They’d been outside talking and drinking and eating for hours. As gruff as Spencer was, he was pleasant company. He didn’t require or expect much from you, and Penny liked that. She’d been afraid she’d have to be ‘on’ the whole time when she came to visit. And though she was still on guard because of their past, it didn’t seem to be something that was overly obtrusive.

“Better get inside. Don’t want you catchin’ a chill.” Spencer said, getting up from his chair. His eyes were on Penny, sizing her up for a moment, and a little tug at the corner of his mouth told her he was holding back a smile. “You two go on in. I’ll clean this up.”

“Thanks, Dad.” Ben said and came up to his father, giving him a quick hug. The man embraced Ben stiffly, but there was clearly affection there. He patted his son on the back and gave Penny a wave.

She watched him for another moment as she got up. The way he moved, he was very purposeful in every muscle movement. Big muscular hands. Firm chest and broad back. She could attest to how that man’s movements were made to have an impact and a purpose. She’d been on the receiving end of those motions and that focus. She had to pull her gaze away from him and chased after Ben, the heat between her legs quickly becoming a distraction she desperately needed to dispel.

“Please…please.” Penny dug her nails into Ben’s shoulders, his hands on either side of her, hips thrusting steadily. Her bathing suit was pulled down under her breasts, pushing them up and making them bounce beautifully as Ben fucked with a firm rhythm, his bare cock sliding so wonderfully into Penny’s slick folds.

She hadn’t realized just how wet she’d gotten from remembering that far gone spring break and feeling those eyes on her again. Ben had slid in so easily, so smoothly, her bare labia parting around him and grasping him warmly.

Arms wrapping around his neck, Penny pulled him closer and kissed him deeply, pressing her tongue into his mouth. Her breasts pressed to his bare chest, nipples rubbing against the light fine hairs he had. Nothing like the hairy chest she remembered his dad having.

Fuck. Don’t think about that Penelope. Don’t be so dirty!

Ben kissed her warmly, lovingly. His lips felt so good, so sweet. Making love with him was like that first warm bite of a fresh, out of the oven cupcake. Moist, fluffy, melting against her lips and tongue and the flavors bursting all over, making her brain send all those feel good signals and chemicals through the body. She knew she’d loved Ben from that first time they’d kissed after the Spring Banquet, held for the Psychology department. Pretty much every department did some sort of formal spring event to help the students network and relax and feel like they were appreciated and valued. That night, it had just been about a sweet date with Ben and a kiss at the end of the night.

Now their kisses were more needy. Hungry. There was a fire in Penny’s belly and in her loins, and she needed more. More!

“Fuck me.” She gasped into his mouth, biting his lip.

“Mmmm.” Ben groaned. “My dad’s down the hall…” He kept thrusting, feeling his balls smack against Penny’s ass, the swim bottoms pulled aside and rubbing against one side of his shaft.

“Don’t…care…” She bit his lip harder and stared into Ben’s eyes with fire. “Fuck. Me.” She said it hard and firm, accentuating each word.

All Ben could do was nod. How could he refuse her? He rammed down harder, his hips slapping against her thighs.

“Ahhh!” she gasped. Feeling the stretch and the pain. It felt so good. The firm thrusts of a beautifully thick penis. He wasn’t the biggest or the longest, but his cock was just right. Perfect.

A sudden image of a massive fat cock dangling between firm, almost beefy thighs, flashed into Penny’s mind. A hand grabbing her hair and pulling her towards it. “Worship it.” That gruff voice from above ordered and she moaned, drooling with need and…

Fuck Penny! What the fuck? She scolded herself, but she couldn’t hold back the moan from the memory and the rushing orgasm it brought, mingled with the wonderful stimulation from Ben’s thrusts.

“Yes…yes oh god Ben please… please! Yes!” She was getting slightly loud and wondered distractedly if Ben’s dad could hear them.

“Pen…oh fuck Pen… I’m gonna…” She was grabbing hold of him tightly.

“O…ok…..pull…out…” She moaned through waves of pleasure and hard thrusts.

Ben nodded and after a few more plunging jolts into her tight pussy, he pulled out and sat up, aiming and groaning as he shot his thick load all over her breasts, arms over her head basking in the heat and stickiness of his cum and her crashing orgasm.

They panted together as they slowly came down from their pleasure, Ben falling to his back next to Penny. “Fuck.” He muttered and turned to look at her with that sweet smile she’d first been attracted to.

Penny looked back and gave him a smile. “I’ll say.” She giggled.

Ben chuckled.

“Guess the closest bathroom is down the hall?” Penny asked, eyes closed for a moment as she let the last remnants of her orgasm fizzle away.

“Yeah… oh shit sorry… I should have thought about that…” Ben sat up, looking at Penny’s breasts. They were almost completely glazed. His thick cum dripping and sliding down her nipples and soft slopes.

Penny looked down and bit her lip. She much preferred creampies, but she’d had to change birth control prescriptions so for the next couple weeks it wasn’t exactly safe to let Ben shoot cum inside her. And condoms weren’t her style anymore. She didn’t like the feeling.

What would Spencer feel like without a condom?

The thought popped up like a jack-in-the-box. Nothing and then BOO! Those days on spring break had all been done with condoms. She’d never gotten to experience Spencer bare. What would that be like? What would it feel like to feel those huge loads explode inside her rather than covering her or going down her throat?

Penny shook off the thought. “It’s okay.” She got up, pulling her suit back up over her shoulders and wiggling so her breasts fit back inside and… for the most part, hid the fact that her boyfriend had just cum all over her chest. It’d be modest enough for her to get to the bathroom so she could take a shower. Pulling her bottoms back into place, she went to her bag and grabbed a change of underwear and her pajamas. “I’ll be back in a few, okay?” She went to the door, turned and blew Ben a kiss, and then slipped into the hall.

It was quiet as she padded her way towards the bathroom down the hall, passing Spencer’s bedroom. She tiptoed when she neared his door, seeing it was partially open and there were soft noises coming from the room. It sounded like maybe Spencer was a loud sleeper.

Slipped along the far wall, she passed by the door, getting a quick glimpse into the large master bedroom. A four-poster bed took up most of the room, and in front of it a sixty inch flat screen was mounted on the wall. Penny glanced in and saw Spencer laid out on the bed… masturbating.

The loud gruff noises weren’t from heavy breathing or snoring, it was Spenser groaning as he stroked himself, laying back on his pillows, eyes closed like he was thinking hard… obviously thinking very hard.

Penny’s eyes widened, and she nearly tripped. The size of Spencer’s cock was… wow, she’d forgotten just how big it was. She recalled how it felt inside her. In her mouth. Between her breasts. The only place that cock hadn’t been was her asshole, and she was almost scared to think of it trying to fit back there. It was heavy and towering, pre cum dripping down and getting spread along the shaft. It glistened in the light of the lamps on either side of the bed. The man grunted, growled deep in his throat as he stroked firmly, faster…faster…

Penny was mesmerized, watching the cock engorge, pulsing and straining, as his fist pumped like a speeding piston. And then he erupted. He let out a deep, guttural groan and arched up slightly from the bed. His jaw clenched and his teeth barred, his cock shot a massive amount of creamy white cum up and over the head, along the shaft. Spurts fell on his bare chest, matting the thick, dark hair.

She couldn’t stay watching. Spencer would open his eyes any minute and if he even glanced towards the door, he’d probably see her. Penny hurried the rest of the way to the bathroom, and quietly shut the door and turned the lock. In the mirror she saw her face was flush, cheeks red. What she’d seen wasn’t new. The memories from spring break were vivid. But it had been two years… and that’s long enough to really forget the details. To forget just how big Spencer’s penis was and how thick and copious his loads were. Like father, like son, it seemed. The load that was drying on her tits was a testament to that.

Penny had had other sexual partners, and their cock sizes had varied drastically. Spencer was definitely the largest, ‌but that didn’t make it better than the others. Everyone had their strengths. Size was just incidental. Though appreciated. Ben was amazing in bed and his penis, well, even in comparison to his father, it was perfect. But… there was something about Spencer… more than just his cock… it was his presence. His authority.

Lingering on these thoughts… it was bad. Wrong. She needed to get a grip. She wanted Spencer to like her… not as some fuck buddy college girl he’d met, but as his son’s girlfriend. Maybe more. She’d been hoping maybe… well, it had only been six months since they’d started dating seriously, but they’d been circling around each other since the end of freshman year. It wouldn’t have been that big of a leap to think Ben might propose soon. In fact, she thought that was one of the reasons he was bringing her to meet his dad. To get that final approval. The final okay from his parents to pop the question.

She had to make a good impression. It was time to push all this tension and sexual… confusion aside.

Get a grip Penny. You’re here for Ben. The past is the past. Woman up!

With a few calming breaths, she centered herself, and all the warring thoughts and feelings melted away. She quickly slipped out of her swimsuit, now stained on the inside with Ben’s cum, and stepped into the shower, turning it on cold. She didn’t need more heat right now. But even under the cold pelting droplets, she could still distantly remember… and those distant thoughts and memories… led her hand between her legs under the frigid water.


Penny’s Predicament

Part 2

Saturday Morning

Penny was up just as the sun was rising. Ben was on his side of the bed, softly snoring, with the cutest look on his face that made Penny giggle as she sat up. He really was a sweet guy. And she really did love him. Last night’s brief fantasy was just that, a fantasy. Nothing wrong with that. She knew Ben probably had them, too. She’d seen his browser history and knew he watched porn, but that didn’t bother her. It never took away from their own escapades, so there wasn’t really any reason to worry.

Shaking off all the feelings and fantasies from last night, Penny quickly pulled on her neon pink sports bra and black running shorts. It was her routine to run in the mornings and even on vacation. She wasn’t going to give up the habit now.

She made her way down the hall to the kitchen, pulling her hair back into a ponytail as she went. She made a quick search of the cabinets, looking for a water bottle that she might be able to take with her. There was one in an overhead cabinet, but she couldn’t quite reach it, standing on her toes and stretching her arm out, but not even able to get the tips of her fingers on it.

“Need help?”

The gruff voice made Penny yelp and slip, barely saving herself from falling over as she grabbed the granite countertop and twisting around quickly to find Spencer standing on the other side of the kitchen island with a large mug of steaming coffee in hand. His face was rough with stubble, hair a mess, wearing a tight black shirt and boxers.

“Oh! Uh… yeah um, sorry maybe I should have asked before snooping…” Penny stammered, feeling embarrassed and also… oh dear god was she feeling aroused at just the sight of this man? Was she really that shallow?

Get it together Penny! Last night… Last night was an accident and besides, you just need to pretend like it didn’t happen. Don’t ruin this weekend for you and Ben!

“Snooping? What, trying to find the booze or maybe where I keep the hard drugs?” Spencer grinned, and it was pleasant, almost jovial. But the gleam in his eyes… The way he was assessing her as she stood against the counter. She was suddenly very aware that her sports bra wasn’t very well padded, and it was a bit old and tight on her chest, pushing her breasts up and together to puff over the neckline. The shorts were spandex and so tight… geez, why did she choose to wear a freaking thong! She didn’t dare look down to see if she had a camel toe or not. She had so much skin exposed… though Spencer had seen her in far less.

Don't think about that Penny!

Spencer sighed and put down his mug. “Don’t worry about ‘snooping’, what’s mine is yours.” He was approaching her, seemingly not giving her any way to move away as he came to stand in front of her, towering over her with his barrel of a chest. Reaching up over her, eyes still on her, looking down at her as if she was something small to be conquered, Spencer reached up and grabbed the water bottle and handed it to her. “Planning on a run?”

Penny nodded, cheeks flaming as she felt the man’s presence. He wasn’t pressing against her, but he was barely two inches from her and she could feel the heat of his body, and glancing down, she could see the outline of his flaccid cock pressing against the boxers, hovering close to her crotch. She tried to keep her breathing steady, but it was like she was a doe standing before a bear. No chance of escape.

“Well, best get going. It starts to get pretty hot early on. We don’t want you getting burned up or dehydrated.” He stepped back after one more lingering minute, smiling cockily.

Penny swallowed the lump in her throat. “Thanks.” She bit her lip, pushing off from the counter and stepping around Spencer and heading towards the front door.

“You know…” Spencer spoke up, making Penny freeze. “My son really likes you. I’m sure you can tell that.”

She turned to Spencer, biting the inside of her cheek, worried about what might come next.

“I just want what’s best for Ben. Ya know? He had it tough with the divorce. Did he tell you his mom cheated? Had this whole affair behind my back… was even planning a whole other family. Didn’t work out, of course. And when I found out… Well, I didn’t take it well. Probably shut Ben out a bit more than I should have, trying to get through it all.” He stepped back over to his coffee and picked it up, contemplating. “I don’t want Ben to have to experience what I did… first hand…” He moved his eyes up and they were dangerous, roving over Penny’s body and then meeting her eyes. “You understand?”

Everything inside Penny was burning and melting. Spencer’s gaze was like the white-hot sun. But she saw more than just the sexual knowledge and tension in that look. Spencer was worried that Penny was the same girl he’d met during spring break. A floozy. A girl who was giving it out anytime, anywhere. He wasn’t going to put up with Penny cheating on his son. Not like he’d been cheated on. And she really couldn’t blame him. What else did Spencer know about her other than what he’d experienced firsthand that week and what Ben had told him?

“I promise…” Penny straightened, no longer caring if her clothes were too tight and that she was half naked. “I love Ben.” She wasn’t sure what else to say. Protesting or trying to confront Spencer about what had happened two years ago was useless. All she could do now was speak the truth. She loved his son and there was no way she was going to cheat.

Spencer gave a nod and then his eyes moved down her body again, coming to rest between her legs where she was acutely aware that she had a camel toe now. “Nice seeing you again, by the way.” He smirked, took a sip of coffee, and then walked out of the kitchen, leaving Penny alone near the front door.

She stood for a moment, feeling like her legs were going to fail her, then turned and bolted out the door, sprinting through the quickly warming air, trying to burn off the feeling of arousal she felt in her belly.

Saturday Afternoon

The day progressed slowly, leisurely. After Penny’s run she came back and took a quick shower, having to change panties, not because she’d sweat so much in the heat but because her brief encounter with Spencer that morning had left her drenched. To say she was conflicted was an understatement.

On the one hand, it was understandable considering the history she had with the man, but she was here with his son. With the man she honestly wanted to marry. How could she be thinking about Spencer like this? How could she let him get to her so easily?

Penny had never really thought through what she’d done on spring break. It had just been a fun time. Like most college coeds, spring break was about letting loose and just going wild, then heading back to campus to buckle down and study. And that’s just what Penny had done. Fucked her brains out and then went back to school and sat right back down in the library, going over her notes for the finals that would be coming up in the next couple months. Her adventures had been tucked away nicely, but now they’d blown open out of their box and Penny had no choice but to face the reality.

Did she like being used?

That was a question she’d never considered. Ben and Penny made love and yes sometimes they were a bit more playful and ‘rough’, but it was nothing like what Spencer had done to her.

So the question was… did she like one or the other? Or maybe both?

Obviously, she didn’t have to confine herself to one way of having sex. That was an old misogynistic myth. Something she’d actually been learning about in her Psych classes. Especially Gender Psychology. But it did feel a bit… wrong, to like the gentle love making with Ben, but suddenly desiring to be used like a little fuck doll by his dad. It felt like some sort of bad porn premise. Now doubt she could probably have gotten online and found a hundred videos on just that sort of dynamic alone.

It was those thoughts that occupied her mind and made the day both creep and speed by. She had a hearty breakfast with Ben and Spencer, the latter having made pancakes and bacon in almost too large a quantity. But Penny had stuffed herself, then cuddled with Ben on the back porch in the early morning cool, enjoying the mild temperature before the noon sun began to burn. They ‘busied’ themselves with reading, watching videos on his phone and just sitting in the quiet. It was wonderful. And for the most part, her intrusive sexual thoughts were kept at bay by the comfort she felt next to Ben.

But by the time lunch came around, the coolness of the morning had been burned off and they were beginning to sweat, even under the shaded patio.

“Wanna take a swim?” Penny asked, sitting up and brushing back her sweaty hair.

Ben lounged back, looking a bit sleepy. “I think I might drown if I try. I can barely keep my eyes open right now.” He chuckled sleepily.

Penny shoved him playfully. “Are you already some old man, needing an afternoon nap?”

He shrugged, “Hey, can’t blame me. Good company and a quiet afternoon just lends itself to relaxation.” Ben wrapped an arm around Penny’s shoulders and brought her close, kissing his quickly.

“Well, fine. You can sit here and take your siesta. Think you can stay awake long enough to help me get some sunscreen on?” She was getting up, smacking his pawing playful hands away with a smile.

Ben sighed. “Sure. I think I can manage that.” He yawned.

Penny rolled her eyes. If she was lucky Ben might still be awake when she got back outside, but it wouldn’t surprise her if he fell asleep the second she walked inside. “I’ll be right back.” Going back inside, she went back to the bathroom where she’d hung her swimsuit to dry, but didn’t see it hanging on the shower rod. A quick look around told her that the suit hadn’t fallen in the tub or on the floor… So where had it gone?

“Problem?”

The sound of Spencer’s voice made Penny jump and spin around, arms crossing over her chest as if she were trying to hide herself even though she was dressed modestly in shorts and a t-shirt that would have been plenty appropriate for church. He was leaning against the doorframe, baggy shorts and a Hawaiian button-down shirt that was left wide open, showing off his broad hairy chest. He wasn’t as ripped as he’d been when she’d first seen him two years ago, age and time will do that to a person, but he was a barrel of a man and there was no doubt his muscles were still intact.

“Oh… um, have you seen my swim suit? I hung it here to dry last night.” She asked, trying to shake off her nerves.

“Last night, huh?” He quirked an eyebrow at her a moment, then scratched at his stubble. “Sorry, I was doing the laundry and noticed it so I threw it into the lot. Do you have another suit?”

Penny thought about the other suit she had. The one that was meant to tease Ben. She bit her lip and narrowed her eyes at Spencer. Had he stolen her suit? But why would he do that? Surely he didn’t know about the other suit she had. Was he trying to get her to skinny dip? No way was she going to do that… though it was… enticing. What would Ben think about that? How would he react? How would Spencer react?

No! No. Out of the question. She had to cover up at least a little. But what were her options? Don’t go to the pool or wear her other suit. 

She bit the inside of her cheek to pull herself out of the erotic spiral. “Yeah. I’ve got another suit.” She met his eyes curiously. Was this some sort of… manipulation? Or maybe Spencer was just used to domesticity and having dirty clothes hanging around wasn’t an option.

His gaze was even and unyielding. It gave away nothing.

They stood facing each other for a long moment, the tension growing thicker with each second before Spencer finally pushed himself off the doorframe and stepped aside. “Well, you’d better go get changed. Do you have enough suntan oil? Sunscreen? Whatever you kids use?”

“Oh…” Penny hurried past him, arms still folded over her chest for whatever insecure reason. “Yeah, I’ve got plenty. Thanks.” With that, she went down the hall to her room and shut the door.

“Fuck.” she muttered to herself, pressing her head against the door, feeling her knees wobble. Her panties were soaked again! How in the world was she going to get through this weekend?

Penny peeked out of the sliding glass door that led out to the backyard and the pool. Sure enough, Ben was snoring softly on the patio couch, still sitting up but with his head slightly lulling to the side as he slept.

All Penny could do was roll her eyes again at how cute he looked. Though… it would have been nice for him to be awake right now. Maybe she should wake him up so he could see what she’d been forced to put on. Stepping out into the heat, Penny gave a quick survey of the area. Spencer wasn’t anywhere to be seen which was good. The last thing she wanted right now was to feel that man’s heavy gaze on her while she was dressed so… scantily.

The suit was even tighter and more revealing than she originally thought. Maybe she’d gotten the sizing wrong when she’d bought it online. The strap of the top and bottoms dug so tight into her skin that they were leaving indents, and the little triangles were stretching against her nipples and mound giving them a very distinct outline that… well… she felt very pornographically photogenic at that moment as she tip-toed over to where Ben slept. She leaned forward, enough to show a great amount of cleavage and jostled his shoulder, trying to wake him.

Ben snorted. Gave a soft gasp, but otherwise didn’t stir.

Geez, he was really out. Guess the heat had that sort of effect on people.

Penny sighed. She could probably try harder. Wake him up and give him a good eyeful, have him help her get her sunscreen on and then let him go back to his nap if he wanted. But that felt a little selfish. She’d let him sleep. Giving his cheek a quick pat and a kiss to his forehead, she moved over to one of the chairs and sat down on the edge, quickly pulling out the suntan oil and a towel from the beach bag she’d brought with her.

Pouring some oil liberally onto her arms and legs, Penny began rubbing it in thick and quick. It was hot enough, and she was pale enough that if she didn’t apply enough, she’d burn like a crisp in this heat. And, since she was so flagrantly exposed, she needed much more coverage than usual. She dripped it along her stomach and inner thighs, over her neck and chest, making sure to get it rubbed in along the inner and outer slopes of her breasts. Soon enough, the tricky part arrived. How was she going to take care of her back? She’d been hoping Ben would help, but he was out like a light.

She’d just have to try her best.

Reaching over her shoulder with the bottle, Penny began to squirt the oil all along her back, hoping that maybe if she just saturated herself, it would drip and run down enough to cover her.

“Not gonna work.”

Spencer’s voice made her jump. Her head whipped around to see him standing at the glass patio doors, holding a beer and watching her curiously and with that same sort of sly grin.

Her arms immediately moved to cover her exposed chest. This just made Spencer grin wider.

“Um… what do you mean it won’t work?” Penny asked, trying to dispel the tension.

“I tried just pouring sunscreen on my back once. Ended up with strips all over my back of sunburn. Was worse than just having it be all over. Here, I’ll give you a hand.” Spencer came over, putting his beer down and taking the suntan oil from Penny’s lax grip.

She felt his eyes on her as he poured some more oil onto her back, making her shiver, and started to rub it in. His hands were large and rough, the calluses rubbing against her soft skin, scraping and scratching even as they moved slick and smooth along her back. The man loomed over her as he moved his hands down over her shoulders, spine, over the small ties of her suit, then down lower and lower.

“Huh.” He muttered.

“W…what?”

“This suit is pretty… revealing.” There was mirth in his voice as his hands firmly rubbed the oil along her lower back. “Move forward a little, please.”

“Um…” Penny did as he asked, moving a bit more to the edge of the seat and leaning forward, blushing profusely because she knew the little string of the suit bottoms was nestled between her cheeks and her whole ass was on display.

“Was this meant to be a gift for Ben?” Spencer chuckled.

Penny bit her lip and hunched her shoulders, a bit guilty and embarrassed.

“Good to know you’re taking care of him.” Penny looked back and saw the lusty smirk on his face.

“Well…” She shrugged. Everything inside her was on fire. The feel of Spencer’s hands on her was electric. It brought back memories. Thoughts of his firm grip, holding her hips. Fondling her breasts. Sucking his fingers slick with her own juices.

Spencer poured more oil along her lower back and it dripped and ran down her ass cheeks and between them, down her crack. His hands didn’t hesitate. He gripped her firm bottom and began to rub and knead them like he was giving her a massage.

It was impossible to stop the moan that left her lips. She bit back on her lips so it wasn’t loud. Not that it would wake Ben.

Oh god, Ben!

Her eyes darted over to her sleeping boyfriend. Only a few feet away, eyes closed and softly snoring. Dead to the world. Dead to the fact that his dad’s hands were gripping her ass and squeezing, rubbing, and holding it tighter than was probably necessary for rubbing in suntan oil. Penny’s breaths started coming rapidly. Her chest bounced with her laboring gasps. It was then she noticed that the suntan oil she’d rubbed into her chest and stomach had soaked into the thin material of her top and bottoms, turning them completely transparent. Nothing in the online description had said the bikini would become see-through when wet. Her nipples were pressing hard against the thin material, the oil making it cling tightly to her nubs. The bottoms were the same, sheer and clinging to her smooth mons and along her slit. She pressed her thighs together hoping to hide herself.

Had Spencer noticed? If he did, he hadn’t made a comment. Penny wasn’t sure what was worse, the fact that Spencer could see her almost completely exposed and might say something, or that he might not care.

Did she want him to care?

She kept her eyes forward, knees together, crossing her arms as casually as she could to hide her exposed nipples. The feeling of Spencer’s hands on her ass… still on her ass, was making her burn hotter than the sun ever could. And it wasn’t just her skin… she felt the heat between her thighs. The mixture of slick oil, tight, stretchy material, and her own arousal was becoming too much.

Finally, Spencer let go of her ass and stepped back, grabbing her towel and whipping his hands clean. “You should be good now. But if you’re out for too long, you’ll need to reapply.” He glanced over at Ben. “If my son’s still out, you can give me a call… I’ll be inside getting lunch ready.” His chuckle was warm and sent a buzz through her chest, her bones, which didn’t help the situation she was in now.

Before she could let herself overthink, Penny wrangled her thoughts and got up, marching over the burning stones to the pool, and quickly dropped herself into the cool water. She wasn’t running away. Spencer was gone again, almost like a ghost. Had he even been there? Maybe that was just some sort of hallucination brought on by the heat. But she could feel the lingering grip of his hands on her back and ass. Penny started doing laps. Fast and hard. She needed to burn off this energy. Bad.

She swam back and forth, five laps before she allowed herself to stop. Coming over to the edge of the pool, breathing heavily and dripping water as she clung to the side, breathing hard. The water had made her suit even more sheer. It was like she wasn’t wearing anything. Any other time, when it was just her and Ben, she’d have flaunted this little development. Looking up to the patio, she saw Ben still sound asleep. The urge to go over and wake him up was itching at her. She should just go over, wake him up, let him get an eye full and then have some sexy fun. Maybe even have that fun outside on the patio.

So what if Spencer saw her and Ben? Maybe that would be a good thing. Show him that she loved his son, that she wanted him. The idea just made her nipples harder, the pulsing between her thighs that much more incessant. No amount of laps was going to make this feeling go away. She needed relief.

Getting out of the pool, Penny quickly made her way back to the shade of the patio, the stones burning her feet as she went, making her hiss against the pain. Back under the awning, she looked in through the glass doors, checking to see if Spencer was near, but by the muffled sounds coming from the kitchen, he was still working on lunch.

She considered waking Ben up again. It’d be more fun to… relieve herself, if he were watching or maybe helping. But the poor boy was just dead to the world, and she didn’t want to make a big fuss. It was best just to get down to business, bang out an orgasm, and then get back to swimming. Quick and dirty.

Laying onto the couch next to Ben, Penny slumped down so she would be a bit more hidden from the doors in case Spencer peeked out. Then she brought her hand between her thighs to the bikini bottoms that were more transparent than tissue paper and felt just as fragile, and touched. Just that little pressure made her gasp and everything inside her burn that much brighter. She was a wildfire and her touch was the unruly breeze whipping up the flames so that they were becoming uncontrollable.

Two fingers. Pressing slowly on either side of her covered labia, pressing together like scissors to puff them up. The suit and oil slick and tight along her vulnerable sex. She breathed slow, trying to keep any sound she made quiet. She moved a third finger between the other two down her center, pressing the material inward and oil oozed and beaded and dripped along her gliding digits.

“Oh…mmmm.” She sighed. Closing her eyes. Trying to picture Ben. He was right next to her and the sound of his soft snores and snorts made her giggle even as she groaned from her sexual touch. She imagined him kissing her. Touching her. A hand went to her chest, rubbing around her nipple in the bikini, oil seeping from the cloth. It felt intoxicating. Addictive.

She moved her labia back and forth, wiggling it in the bikini bottom and then squeezing her fingers tightly together, her third finger dipping a bit deeper. Palm cupping her breast, she slipped the material aside to expose her nipple and traced a nail around it, sucking in warm breath. She slid down a bit and leaned against Ben’s shoulder, rubbing herself and breathing in his scent.

Eyes fluttering, she glanced around, making sure she was still alone, and then noticed a little red light up near the corner of the ceiling. A camera. Penny froze. It was a security camera. Small and inconspicuous, but clearly pointed towards the patio and the sliding doors. Could it see her? Was it recording? There were so many different kinds of systems now there was no telling if it was simply streaming and notifying of movement or if it was recording and storing the video for viewing later. Would it auto delete?

Or… would Spencer see the footage and save it?

Fire burned in Penny’s belly as she stared up at the camera as if it were Spencer’s gaze rather than an unfeeling glass eye. There was no guarantee that he was watching… or that he would see anything at all. It was presumptuous of Penny to think that just because there was a camera and she was out there, that Spencer would be watching her like some sort of perverted voyeur.

Maybe… maybe she wanted him to watch. Like she’d watched him.

Would it be so bad? He’d seen much more.

The fantasy took hold quickly. Head against Ben’s shoulder, eyes on the camera, she moved so her legs were open and more clearly exposed and visible to the little red light. Her fingers moved up and down, along her lips and between them, pressing her finger against the suit and into her hole just slightly, making her suck in a breath. Then she moved up to her clit, circling it slowly, the sensations of the material, the oil, the water, and her own sexual juices and pressure from her fingers was almost too much. An orgasm was already speeding it’s way through her nervous system. But she didn’t want to burst so quickly.

Licking her lips, she moved her fingers away from her clit and framed her mound between her two middle fingers, puffing it up with the suit straining against herself, wiggling her puffy slit and then letting go and giving herself a quick, sharp slap. She arched, gasped at her own self treatment. Her head rubbed against Ben and he groaned softly as she moved against him. Penny slapped her pussy again. Again. Each time she took in a hissing breath.

Once upon a time Spencer had done that. Had her bent over the sink in the bathroom, face pressed to the mirror, breath fogging it up as he spread her legs open and slapped her cunt repeatedly, making her squeal.

“Fucking cunt. Fucking little whore cunt! You like that? You like your little college girl pussy getting spanked for opening up to an old man? Huh?”

Slap slap slap!

She was crying against the mirror, tears slipping down her cheeks and the glass. “YES! OH FUCK YES!”

She’d screamed and begged and then he’d lifted her up, onto her toes, pressing her more against the counter and mirror and rammed his cock inside her, pulling her hair and driving into her like a bullet train.

Penny remembered cumming so hard her eyes rolled up. She came. Came hard. Squirted all over Spencer and felt him spasming inside her, the condom filling up with his pumping spunk.

After that they’d showered together and he’d held her up in the air impaling her over and over under the burning spray.

Eyes closed, she moved her hand back between her legs and moved the suit aside enough to let her fingers circle around her opening. Pressing her finger in just slightly before removing it quickly, making her muscles contract and grip against her finger before it could completely leave. She teased herself like that for several seconds. Seconds that seemed like minutes. Minutes that seemed like hours.

Penny let herself lay back, hand massaging and pinching her nipple as she finally let her finger dip into her warmth and sink further and further, a soft warm slick sound emanating from between her thighs. “Ohhhhh.” It came out soft and needy, her lips wet as she licked them, feeling her heat and moisture rising, her tunnel gripping her finger as she moved it in and out.

“Yesss….” She sighed. Her body trembled. Sweat was slick all over her, and not just from the sun. Everything about her was burning, inside and out. Penny was panting as she moved her finger in time with her rapid heartbeat. Inoutinoutinout. It was making the need to burst rise faster and faster. It wouldn’t be long before she couldn’t hold back.

She pushed her finger in to the second knuckle and gasped, lips opening wide.

The fantasy of Ben with her had morphed. Now he was holding her and Spencer was plunging himself into her again. Deep and firm. His eyes on her, burning red with lust. Her feelings were twisted and boiling. Everything began to shake. Her breaths were coming faster through her nose. Her lips were squeezing down on her finger.

She fell back, slipping down so her head was now resting in Ben’s lap, mouth open and loudly gasping as her orgasm began to rain down upon her. “Yes…yes…fuck ohhhhh….” She grit her teeth at the intensity, her muscles tensing and every nerve-ending on fire. Penny let herself relax as the orgasm moved through her and began to dissipate slowly. Hand still between her thighs, panting from the exertion of her orgasm, she let her eyes open and met Ben’s sleepy gaze.

“Hey there.” He muttered, rubbing the heel of his hand to dispel the sleep crust from his eyes. “Should I be flattered or did I miss out on something?”

Penny stared up at Ben. Love burned in her chest, but lust was blazing between her thighs as her fingers traced her lips. “Sorry…” she breathed and tried to smile innocently. “Just… couldn’t resist… you are so sexy when you sleep.”

Ben chuckled and brought one of his hands to rest against Penny’s slick stomach. “You could have woken me up.”

“You were pretty much dead to the world.” She muttered, moving her hand away from her sex and slipping her fingers through his.

“Kinda kinky to be getting off out here. You know my dad could have come out at any second.” He scratched at his cheek and looked over at the doors.

Penny shook her head. “He’s making lunch. I made sure… uh, to say behind you. So he wouldn’t see.” She blushed. Hoping the excuse would work. Maybe she hoped it was true. If she was lucky, the camera was just for show. She’d just had a fun little fantasy, and that was all. No harm, no foul. 

Ben shrugged. “Alright.” He grinned at her and squeezed her hand. “Wanna… I don’t know… finish… oh… oh geez is that what you went swimming in?” Suddenly Ben was looking over Penny’s body and how her suit was essentially see-through tissue paper.

She shrugged and smiled up at him. “It was supposed to be a surprise for you.”

“Well… I’m definitely surprised.” He chuckled and leaned down, giving her a firm and warm kiss. “But I’d prefer to see you out of it. Come on, I think we can sneak back up to the room.” Penny felt Ben’s stiff erection under her head and giggled.

As quietly as they could, like two teenagers trying to sneak back in after curfew, they made their way past the kitchen where Spencer was busy making fried chicken, and up to their room. Penny tried not to think about the camera. About how Spencer had groped her, and she’d let him. How good it had felt. And how she’d fantasized not just about Ben watching her, but of his dad fucking her while he watched. It was sending bolts of arousal all through her system even as they closed the bedroom door and jumped onto the bed together. Ben quickly enjoying her oily slick body and burning cunt.

She’d have to face these fantasies at some point. But for now…

They made love for the next half hour before Spencer finally called out that lunch was ready. It was the sound of his voice that made Penny cum. Even as Ben was ejaculating inside her, she was still picturing his dad's eyes and the blinking red light of the camera.


Penny’s Predicament

Part 3

Saturday Evening

Penny was curled up on the couch, wearing a pair of sleep shorts and a t-shirt, quietly sipping her tea and trying desperately not to think about…

Her eyes moved over to Spencer, sitting in his armchair next to the fireplace. It was too warm to start a fire, but the quiet aesthetic of the living room, all the furniture oriented to look towards the hearth with a large television mounted above it, was calming. It lulled Penny into a false sense of security.

A beer in his hand, gently rocking back and forth, Spencer had this air of… not necessarily danger, but more of an undeniable authority. She remembered it from spring break. That sense of… presence. Spencer may have been quiet, but there was no doubt he was in the room. You couldn’t ignore him.

Penny couldn’t ignore him.

And she really didn’t want to.

Sipping from her mug, trying not to flinch when she burnt her tongue, she moved her eyes away from the man and tried to give her attention where it belonged. Her boyfriend.

Ben was next to her, one hand on her bare feet, gently rubbing them. She could feel the gentle love in that touch and it sent a little shiver up her spine. Her feelings and emotions may have been everywhere at the moment, but there was no doubt in her heart that she loved Ben. It made a sort of sense that she would be attracted to Ben’s father. Ben was a part of him. Never mind that Spencer hand fucked her brains out and left a mental mark on her that could never be erased.

She put a hand over his and smiled warmly at him. Ben met her eyes and gave a droopy smile. He was on his third beer after they’d had dinner and already looked a little tipsy and tired. It was cute. Penny had opted out of drinking, not trusting herself at the moment considering all the memories that continued to assault her. She’d already allowed herself to get a little out of control that afternoon when she’d masturbated on the patio.

Penny still wasn’t sure if Spencer had watched her. Had he been watching the cameras? Had the footage been archived? Would he look back at it and see? Or would she be lucky and it would get erased before he ever had a chance to see her performance? And why did she feel disappointed at the idea that he may never see it?

Holding tight to Ben’s hand she turned her attention back to Spencer and tried to continue the conversation they’d been casually having since dinner had wrapped up. “I still say that even people who love action movies would love Pride and Prejudice. It has tension. It has men being real men and not just big burly boys strong arming and shooting things.”

Spencer looked back from the dark fireplace, tipping up his beer to his lips. His eyes met Penny’s, eyebrow raising. “So you’re saying you don’t like a man that can… throw someone around?”

Her cheeks went pink, and she squeezed Ben’s hand tight for a second before ripping her gaze away from Spencer. “I didn’t say that. I think… I think that sort of activity… ahem… action has its place. But there’s something to be said for a quiet, polite gentleman.”

A smirk spread across Spencer’s face. “I suppose you’re right. A gentle man isn’t a bad thing. And movies like that are definitely nice. A quiet, slow sort of pace. It can be pleasing. But you can’t deny the pulse pounding excitement that comes with those action flicks. The hot-blooded feeling of watching men doing impossible feats. All that sweat and grit. Power.”

Penny might have imagined it, but it looked like Spencer was flexing his bicep, causing it to stretch his shirt sleeve. It made her stomach flutter. She knew what those arms were capable of.

“Well, I like the more…” Ben rubbed at his eyes, trying to stave off what was clearly a drunken stupor trying to overtake him. “I like old detective movies. Not the more modern ones where there’s some big action scene, but the kinda quiet ones where the mystery is solved with intellect.”

Penny leaned into Ben with a smile. She loved him so much. His intelligence. How he wanted to solve things and figure things out. It’s what made him so good at geopolitics, searching for an impossible solution among all the twists and turns and roadblocks that different societies and cultures often came up against.

Spencer nodded. “Those sorts of films make you think. We could definitely use some more of that in this day and age. Can get in trouble when you just go with your gut… or maybe thinking with your genitals.” Again his eyes met Penny’s and there was a fire there. A fire that could have ignited the cold logs in the fireplace. It sparked something deep in Penny’s belly… migrating down lower.

Ben nodded, mumbling agreement as he rested his head against Penny’s shoulder. Usually he didn’t get this sleepy while drinking, but considering how hard they had gone at it before lunch and then once again before dinner, Penny had worn Ben out. But she was still wide awake. Insatiable. And she hadn’t felt that way in a long time… about two years to be exact.

“Yeah.” Penny muttered, sipping at her tea. “We definitely need to think with our heads. Don’t want to make a mistake…” She kept her eyes on Ben’s dad.

If he picked up on her suggestion… though Penny wasn’t even sure what she was suggesting or not suggesting… oh geez, she was going around in circles and making herself dizzy. She didn’t even need alcohol to make her judgement impaired. Just looking at Spencer… it was fanning a flame inside her that she’d been trying to stamp down since she’d first seen him when they’d arrived.

The way he was looking at her wasn’t helping. It was that predatory look he’d had that entire week after they’d first hooked up. Possessive. Hungry. And fuck did she long to be devoured.

“Depends on what you mean by mistakes.” Spencer said, taping his fingers against his beer bottle. “Sometimes… the choices we make aren’t by accident. Even if we think we are making them in secret. It’s not a mistake. It’s intentional. Maybe you even want to be caught. To be seen when you make your… mistake.”

Penny’s cheeks reddened. It was way too obvious that they weren’t talking about movies anymore. Her eyes darted to Ben… he was sound asleep. Breathing softly as he leaned against her shoulder. Looking content and safe and cute. But Penny was feeling nervous, unprotected. She turned her attention back to Spencer, who had turned in his chair now to fully face her. “We… aren’t um… talking about movies… are we?”

Spencer glanced at his son, observing his quiet rhythmic breathing for a moment and then shifted his attention back to Penny. “I don’t think we’ve been talking about movies for a while now Penelope.” The sound of her full name made Penny shiver, her hands shaking and making the cup clink against the saucer, forcing her to set it down on the side table. 

“I um…” She stammered, unsure how to respond.

“That was quite a show you put on.” There was no more dancing around it seemed. Spencer was looking at Penny sternly, expecting her full attention and she couldn’t deny him. She felt it in her core. Just like during spring break. Spencer had a magnetism to him that she’d found irresistible, and had felt a little aching loss when she’d had to go back to school. It was something she’d been able to ignore, believing she’d never see him again. But now he was less than ten feet away and that gravity he exuded was pulling her. Had been pulling her the past two days.

“I… well…” She brushed back her blonde hair and glanced away. “I’m glad you… um, enjoyed the performance. It wasn’t planned. I’ve been working on my improv skills.” Her efforts to make the situation lighter were pathetic and she knew it.

Spencer smirked. “Well, I’d say you’re making great strides. My son’s a lucky man to have a girl like you. Someone that will put on a show for him… or maybe you only put on a show for cameras? Looking to start a career on OnlyFans, maybe?”

Penny’s eyes widened. “Oh! Oh no! I mean, not that there’s anything wrong with that sort of thing, but I’m not…” She was shaking her head.

Spencer chuckled and swiveled the armchair so he was now fully facing Penny. “Well that’s a shame. You’d make a killing. Though, solo talent only goes so far. You’d probably have to bring in some male talent.” He scratched at his trimmed beard. “Think Ben would be up for it? Or would you need to look elsewhere for a co-star?”

Breath hitching in her chest, Penny couldn’t stop her mind from spiraling into the possibilities. Not that she actually, or ever would, make a cam show. But… no, Ben would never go for it. He was camera shy even at the best of times for selfies and the like. Being on camera so exposed and doing such intimate things would never happen.

But Penny could tell Spencer didn’t believe his son would ever fuck in front of a camera for strangers. He probably didn’t even believe that Penny would do that. However, she had performed for him… a private little video, secret… taboo…

“If you have trouble finding a candidate… I think I know someone who’s proven they know how to handle you properly. Could get a lot of views. Lots of attention. And you wouldn’t even have to pay him…” Spencer’s grin was wolfish.

Penny bit her lip, hands folding in her lap as she felt the heat in her belly boiling and moving down like lava to her crotch. “No? What would be in it for him?” She asked breathily.

Spencer leaned forward slightly and his hand went to his belt, starting to unbuckle. “Your complete submission. The ability to do exactly what he wants with you. The privilege of making you cum. Over and over. I think that’s reward enough don’t you?” He slipped his belt off and stood up, setting his beer aside and coming close, towering over Penny.

“I… Mr. Galloway…” Penny was shaking… with need. Want. She could see the burning arousal and desire in Spencer’s eyes.

“Sir.” He grumbled gently and it instantly made her nipples hard, pressing against her bra, warmth flooding her panties.

“S…sir…” She glanced over at Ben who was softly snoring, shifting his position slightly so he was half leaning on her shoulder and half on the back of the couch.

“Tell me you want me to stop.” Spencer’s eyes were boring into her. “I’ll stop right now. But I don’t think you want me to. Do you Penelope?”

She looked from Spencer to Ben. Unsure. Afraid. Confused. She couldn’t think clearly. What was happening? Was this really happening? Her little masturbation show was just… it was a tease. Fun. Nothing was supposed to…

Spencer loomed closer, taking his belt and gently wrapping it around Penny’s neck. Her eyes widened as he looped it through the buckle and tightened it just enough to make her gasp from the restriction around her throat. Holding the end of the belt, he pulled just hard enough to make Penny lean forward, moaning from the pressure. Ben slipped off her shoulder and leaned back on the couch.

“Well?” Spencer asked.

Penny swallowed, feeling the belt constrict around her throat… making her blood burn and heart pound. Her panties were soaked. Nipples rubbing painfully against her bra. “S…sir…wh…I…” She was stammering. But it seemed just the usage of the term ‘sir’ was enough confirmation for him.

“Take out my cock Penelope. I know you’ve been wanting it since you spied on me last night.”

She was trembling. “I didn’t…wasn’t… spying…”

He smirked. “Whatever you need to tell yourself. Now…” He leaned down a little, enough she could smell the bitter smell of the beer on his breath. “Take. My. Cock. Out.”

Penny whimpered, but her hands moved to his jeans and began to unbutton and unzip. Fingers shaking. But she wasn’t afraid. Nothing in her was scared. She was excited. Something inside had burst to life at Spencer’s words. His forwardness. The belt around her neck, reminding her of some of the things she’d done with him years ago and how she’d secretly longed to experience it again.

Her hands pulled open his jeans and then reached in, pulling down his boxers to allow his cock to spring free. As vivid as Penny’s memories were of Spencer’s sizable member, not just from spring break but from last night too, it was a whole different experience having it right in front of her again. She could smell the musky sweat of it, of him. It was easily the size of her face, thick and swollen. Engorged to the point of making his throbbing head purple and already leaking glistening precum.

“Been a while hasn’t it.” Spencer grinned.

Biting her lip, Penny continued to admire the specimen before her. Remembering all that it could do. All that it had done to her in the past. What it might do to her now…

“Go ahead. Touch it. I’d be lying if I said it hadn’t missed you.” Spencer’s chuckle was warm, playful, and filled with so much more.

Penny swallowed, gasping slightly from the tightness of the belt around her neck, and reached out putting her hands around the thick member. The feeling of his warm, taut skin made her nipples like spikes, the burning between her thighs moistening. Spencer groaned at the contact.

Ben stirred next to Penny, making her breath hitch. She glanced at her boyfriend, sleeping soundly on the couch. A peaceful look on his face. Love swelled in her heart just at the sight of his innocence… and then Spencer pulled on the belt, bringing her attention back to the cock in front of her face.

“Don’t worry about him. He sleeps like a log. You know that by now I’m sure.” The tug of the belt brought Penny closer, closer. “Now… let’s see if you’ve gotten better since the last time we met… hm?”

With a shuddering groan of weakness and desire, Penny closed the gap between herself and Spencer’s penis, tilting her head and pressing her warm lips against the underside of his throbbing shaft.

“Yeah…” Spencer muttered softly. “Good girl.”

Penny began to slowly kiss down along the length, along the hard pulsing vein making Spencer’s manhood erect. She drifted down to his base, licking around it, letting her nose rub and press. The smell of him filling her senses, bringing back all the memories she’d been fighting against since she’d gotten here, as well as bringing up some that she’d forgotten or had gotten lost in the shuffle of that wild week.

“Lower dear.” Spencer grumbled.

There was no hesitation. Penny wanted this. Fuck… how had she been resisting it this whole time? Moving lower, her lips began to suck at the wrinkled skin of Spencer’s balls. The hair was kinky and poked at her cheeks, her lips, her tongue, as she sucked, pulling at them gently. She moved even lower, under them, licking the salty warm sweat that had accumulated beneath the hanging genitals. Penny allowed herself to languish in the taste and smell and feel before moving back up, licking with the tip of her tongue all the way to Spencer’s tip, then pressed her tongue into his glistening slit making him suck in a breath.

She liked when she could surprise him. Make him loose just a little bit of that commanding control. She’d been able to do it several times before, and to know that she was still able to get that rise out of him made her chest fill with a sort of satisfaction that she hadn’t felt in ages.

“Good…fuck that’s good… mmmm, worship it… I know you’ve missed it.”

Penny nodded, letting her nose rub against him. “So much. God I’ve had dreams.” Her words were muffled and soft as she continued to kiss all around, letting her saliva gather along his skin making his pulsing cock glisten.

“I hope you’ve been giving my son this sort of attention.” Spencer’s dark gaze met Penny’s. “If not… if you’ve been holding back… I might have to punish you. My son deserves the best.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” Penny breathed, kissing Spencer’s frenulum, making his cock twitch.

“Good.” He leaned closer, pulling the belt and making Penny gasp. “Now put my cock in your mouth.”

All she could do was nod helplessly, opening her mouth and letting Spencer’s cock slide inside. She swallowed half the tip. Pulling back and kissing it, then sliding back down to swallow the whole of the mushroom. Dragging her lips and tongue back and then swallowing more. Up and down. Slow and steady. Warm and wet.

Spencer watched her carefully, breath coming in deep through his nose as he observed his son’s girlfriend servicing him. Their groans, gasps, mumbling moans and the slick sounds of lips and tongue slobbering all over his member filled the living room. Ben stirred slightly next to Penny, but didn’t wake. Penny’s hand found his and squeezed as she got all of his father’s cock into her throat. Balls pressed to her chin and nose buried in his pubic hair.

“Fuuuuuck.” Spencer moaned. “God I’ve missed you.” His hand found her hair, gripping tightly, and began to move her slowly up and down.

Penny remembered this from spring break and allowed Spencer to move her the way he wanted. Simply letting her throat open for him to use. Breathing heavily through her nostrils. His musky, manly scent filled her head, intoxicating her like a drug.

“Just like that.” He groaned, keeping her moving at a steady pace. Her spit and saliva began to gather, to drip down his balls and her chin. “God your throat is amazing… fuuuuck I’ve needed this.”

Inside, Penny knew she wanted it too. It was one thing if she’d never met Spencer again. She could live with that. Having had an amazing week and then going back to regular life. But now that she knew Spencer was going to be in her life… maybe permanently if she and Ben got married, which she wanted more and more with each passing day in their relationship, she wasn’t going to be able to resist. She wanted Spencer’s cock. Needed it.

After a long few minutes of sucking, Spencer finally pulled Penny off of him. She gasped, spit and precum dripped from her lips and chin as she took deep gulping breaths and looked up at the man in control of her.

“You’re on birth control, right?” He asked seriously.

Penny nodded hurriedly, understanding immediately what was going to happen and she didn’t have a single second of hesitation. In the moment she’d forgotten that it wasn’t exactly safe since she’d recently changed her prescription. She hadn’t even let Ben cum inside her this weekend… but now… there was no way she was saying no.

“Good.” Spencer let go of Penny’s hair. Let go of the belt that was still tight around her throat, and reached down, grabbing her and lifting her up. Her legs immediately wrapped around Spencer’s waist. “I’m fixed anyway.” He grinned.

Penny giggled and then glanced back at Ben. “Are… um…”

Spencer’s grip on Penny’s ass tightened. “I love my son. I’m not stealing you.” He looked deep into Penny’s eyes. “But I’m not going to go without you either.”

Everything inside Penny was on fire. She was a bubble ready to burst. A volcano ready to erupt.

“Say no and I’ll put you down. But if you don’t…” His eyes grew heavy, dark, and predatory. “I’m going to do everything I’ve been dying to do since we parted.”

There was no hesitation. Penny wrapped her arms around Spencer’s neck and kissed him with a kind of lustful passion she didn’t even know she had. 

Ben dreamed.

Penny was writhing. Moaning. He was familiar with those sounds.

They were together in bed. Ben was watching as she lay next to him, moving, sliding and touching herself under silk sheets.

“Yessss.” She hissed like the snake from the garden, tempting Ben to come closer. To touch and to taste.

“Fuck! Oh god…” Her words came in gasps and moans of utter delight.

Hands of silk emerged from the sheets, the bed, touching, caressing, gripping and groping at Penny’s skin, flesh, tits, ass. “I want it.” She moaned. “More. More. Like that…”

Silk fingers slid into Penny’s sex. Ben watched as those familiar folds opened up, swallowing the soft red sheets. The rouge of desire. Moistening the material. “Ohhhh so deeeep…”

Ben wanted to touch her, but every time he reached out it was as if she was too far away. Reaching. But never getting closer. Her voice, her noises, they were loud and carried through the cavern of his dreams, but he couldn’t touch. All he could do was watch and listen.

She opened her legs wide, the red hands made from sexual dreamy silk pulled them wider, gliding along her skin. Touching every part of her. Her breath was coming in gasps, gulps of air that was full of need.

“I need more! Fuck me! Please… harder! Harder!”

The sound of grunts, manly and firm, deep and rumbling, filled the space. Sounds of sex. Skin slapping, smacking, sticking and peeling apart over and over.

Ben could feel his own arousal within the dream, his floating consciousness still connected to his body. Mirroring the feelings. He could feel the stiffness of his cock. Bubbling cum wanting to explode.

In the dream he was all around Penny, watching from every angle as she was overcome by pure lust from unknown hands and touches.

“GOOOOOOOODDDDDD!” She screamed….

Penny’s legs were on either side of Spencer’s lap, straight out behind him on the bed. He sat on the edge, his cock buried balls deep inside her, holding her arms behind her back and forcing her to arch, her head almost upside down, hair falling and swaying freely, breasts out and nipples pointing to the ceiling.

They were covered in sweat. Spencer’s other hand was on Penny’s hip to help grip and steady her as he pistoned his hips into the young college girl. Slap slap slapslapslap! His thighs met her ass over and over turning it red. His cock was stretching her and pounding deep and relentlessly.

“Fuck! OH god!” Penny cried. The position was all at once confining, thrilling, painful and causing Spencer’s cock to rub up inside her over and over again, against her g-spot. She couldn’t come down from the orgasm that was raging through her. Her tits were bouncing and swaying and swirling around as Spencer kept up the rhythm like he was some sort of machine.

“That’s it. That’s fucking it. Take my fucking cock! Squeeze it you fucking cunt! Come on! Show me you’ve still got that tight little pussy I used back on spring break!” Spencer growled, his balls slapping and smacking against Penny’s already sore ass cheeks.

“Please! God, please S…Spencer! Oh god I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” She whimpered, tears dripping down her cheeks.

“Cum for me. Cum on my cock. Oh fucking god I love the feel of you. Your pussy is like fucking burning velvet.” He rammed extra hard and Penny screeched in pain, but couldn’t bring herself to tell him to stop.

“You love it!” His hand moved from her hip to her breasts and roughly squeezed it and pinched her nipple. “Tell me you love it. Say it!”

“I… I…ohhhh fucking god…oh god I love it…yes… I love your cock… fuck me more…more!” She was out of her mind with lust. Every nerve ending was on fire. Her cunt was slick with her arousal and from cumming multiple times already and yet she still squeezed him tight and firm like a fist.

Spencer finally slowed down. Panting. Out of breath. Slick with sweat all over his sweaty chest. He let go of her arms, allowing Penny to straighten up and put her hands on his shoulders. She was gulping for air. Both of them took a brief moment to gather themselves. Penny could feel her juices dripping down, coating Spencer's balls and thighs. She was still in need. She wanted to be broken.

Scooting back on the bed, keeping hold of Penny as he did, Sencer moved back and lay down with a grunt. “Ride me.” He ordered, giving her firm young ass a hard spank that made her whimper.

Penny shifted her position so she was kneeling, straddling him and lowered herself back onto his cock, slow at first, feeling sore and tight. She grimaced, the pain of her muscles contracting around his thickness just igniting even more flames in her belly. “God fucking damnit Spencer… oh fucking god it’s like you got bigger.”

His large hands gripped her little ass. “No Penelope. You just got tighter. Now… fucking ride this dick. I’m getting close and I wanna look in your eyes when I fill you with my cum.”

She couldn’t say no. She didn’t want to. Hands firmly placed on Spencer’s chest, fingers tangling in his chest hair, she looked right into his eyes and began to move up and down along his thick length. She felt every movement, every pull and grip of her sore and swollen lips along his shaft.

They looked into each other’s eyes, deep and concentrating as she moved steadily. Up and down. In and out. The sound of slick flesh and skin and juices filled the room along with their pants and moans. 

“I…” Penny groaned, feeling how deep Spencer was getting. “I love…your…your son.” She gasped. There was a deep need to say it. To tell this man that was owning her body that her heart belonged to someone else.

Spencer gripped her hips, helping her to grind as she moved up and down. “I know. I can tell.” He breathed heavily, gritting his teeth, his body starting to tense. “And I’m not gonna steal you… at least I’m not going to steal your heart, Penelope.” The smile he gave her was rueful and almost wicked. “I never wanted your heart. I just want your holes.”

Penny blushed as he pulled her down hard on him and thrust upward to meet her, making her sit up straight and gasp with another rushing orgasm.

“Now…no more talk… unless it’s dirty.” Like a toy, Spencer began to move Penny up and down on him, gliding in and out with ease even as her labia stretched and sucked at him as he entered and exited her body.

They moved with one another. Moaning. Grunting. Gasping. The bed squeaked as they rocked it with their efforts.

“OH fuck I’m close…” Spencer finally began to grunt, picking up the pace.

“Yes! Yes Spencer please… please baby, I wanna feel it.” Penny whined.

“Yeah? You wanna feel my cum inside you? Hm? You fucking wanna sleep next to my son with my cum dripping in this little fucking cunt?” He rammed up hard, making her whole body bounce and tense.

“Please! Please, I want it. I’ve been wanting it for so long.”

Spencer leaned up and grabbed Penny’s hair, pulling her into a hard kiss. “I’m never wearing condoms with you again.” He growled harsh and deep as he started thrusting his hips, making her bounce on his cock.

“Never…never…” Penny agreed as her voice bounced along with her body.

Spencer fell back. “Oh fucking god yes! Yes. Feel it…I’m gonna….oh fucking hell, take it Penny, take every fucking drop!”

Penny’s eyes went wide as Spencer’s nails dug into her hips and she felt the white hot spurts of spewing cum inside her. Deep in her belly. Boiling and burning. Spencer’s bursting cum shot inside her, coating every little spot, nook, cranny, and crevice. He spurted in her, balls contracting. Cum began to leak out from around her lips and his cock that was buried to the hilt.

“God! OH my god!” Penny gasped, feeling it like a burning shot of fire, a flamethrower of sticky warmth.

“Fuuuuuuck take it all….” Spencer groaned, pushing deeper and shooting more, emptying himself out into his son’s girlfriend.

Penny was overcome with another orgasm, the feeling of the sticky warmth inside sending her nerves into free fall. Snapping. Sparking. Shooting off signals that clouded her brain and made her body hot then cold then sweaty.

They were frozen there, Spencer on his back and Penny atop him arching back as they came together harder than either of them ever had in their lives.

And then… everything went blank…

Ben woke up with a start. Groggy and slightly dizzy. Maybe it was from the beer, or maybe it was because half of his blood was in his raging erection instead of his brain. He wasn’t sure. But it hardly mattered which. It was an effort to get up and not fall over. The living room was empty.

Where had Penny gone? Where was his dad?

Pushing off the questions for later, Ben went to the kitchen and grabbed a glass, filling it with water and gulping it down. The coolness of it helped wake him up and cleared his mind enough that he could begin to think straight. Outside it was dark. The clock on the stove said it was close to midnight. He’d fallen asleep, obviously.

Penny must not have wanted to wake him so she’d gone to bed on her own. No doubt his dad was in bed as well.

Some soft sounds came down the far hall where the bedrooms were. Ben took another deep drink of his water, further clearing his head. His dad must still be up. Or maybe he was getting up to go to the bathroom. Or maybe it was Penny.

Ben put the glass in the sink and quietly made his way to the far side of the living room and down the hall towards the bedrooms. The soft sounds of pattering feet, whispers, sheats shifting and moving filled the silence, making Ben stop at the far side of the hallway, in a dark corner.

Spencer’s door opened, dim light flooding into the hall. Penny slipped out of the room, her clothes bundled in her arms. The only thing she was still wearing was her panties, a cute blue thong she’d gotten at Victoria’s Secret one day when they’d gone shopping in the mall together and she’d modeled a few things for him for fun.

Penny quietly shut the door, wincing when it clicked and seemed to echo in the empty hallway. She quickly turned away and headed towards the bedroom she and Ben were sharing. The room that Ben was only a few feet away from, barely hidden in the small alcove at the end of the hall. Penny didn’t bother looking around. She was treading lightly, but not sneaking. With a gentle twist she opened the bedroom door, slipped inside and shut it behind her.

For a few minutes, Ben simply stood there in the shadows, trying to figure out what was going on. Why had Penny been in his father’s room? And why naked… or at least, why only in her panties? As hard as he tried to come up with some sort of rational explanation, nothing made sense. Nothing except…

He shook his head. No. That couldn’t be right. Why would Penny… why would his father… why?

As hard as he tried, there was no getting around the fact that… he’d just watched his girlfriend do the walk of shame. From his father’s bedroom.

Penny had slept with his dad.

Ben’s throat tightened, stomach churned… and his cock exploded. He hadn’t realized he still had a raging hardon this whole time. It was pulsing and pleading to finally have release. And the thought of his beautiful girlfriend spreading her legs for his father. Of his dad’s cock entering her…

He put a hand on the wall to steady himself as his balls unloaded in his pants, staining them and causing a sticky mess in his boxers and against his crotch and thighs. Biting his lip he held back the groan of twisted pain and pleasure.

It took a minute to recover. To steady himself. Once he was able to walk again, Ben made his way to the bathroom, quickly pulled off his soiled clothes and tossed them into the hamper. Luckily he’d left his pj bottoms from the night before in the bathroom and they hadn’t gotten thrown in with the wash. After cleaning himself up, he slipped them on and then went to his bedroom. He entered quietly, peeking in first to see if Penny was…

Well… was she cleaning herself up? What would she be doing after fucking his dad?

The only thing Ben saw was Penny laying in bed, the covers pulled up over her shoulders. She was quietly snoring. Sound asleep as if nothing strange had just happened.

Ben closed the door behind him and watched Penny for a moment, waiting to see if she was actually asleep or just pretending. When she let out a grunting snort and gasp, he knew she was out like a light.

He went and sat on the bed next to her, watching her as she rested. She was beautiful. And he loved her so much. But what did it mean that… maybe there was an explanation. Stranger things had happened. Maybe…

But still he couldn’t think of an excuse. Penny had slept with his father.

He should feel outraged. Betrayed. Disgusted. And somewhere deep down he did. It was a tight, ugly ball in the pit of his stomach. But something about it… it had his cock stirring. Confusing him even further.

The clothes that Penny had been carrying were piled at the foot of the bed. Ben went over to them, looking at the mess until he saw the panties that she’d been wearing just a few minutes before. Crouching down he looked closer and in the dim light from outside their window, he saw a thick white stain smeared all along the crotch of the panties. They were half hidden under her discarded t-shirt. But it was clear what that stain was. And damn there was a lot of it.

Ben stood back up and went to his side of the bed, slipped under the covers and moved closely to hold Penny against him. With natural ease, Penny shifted, nuzzling into the crook of Ben’s neck. Her arm moved and rested on his chest.

“Love you…” She whispered in her sleep.

The words sent Ben’s heart racing. Maybe something had happened with his father… but that didn’t stop her from loving him.

He’d have to deal with this at some point. Or, maybe he could just ignore it. Forget what he saw. They were only here for the weekend. Tomorrow they would be going home. Who knew when they’d be coming back to visit.

Tangling his fingers through her hair, Ben kissed Penny’s forehead and settled down into bed with her. Closing his eyes.

Whatever was going on, it could wait until morning.

Ben slid into sleep quickly and easily, and the dream from before continued… but this time, instead of the dark formless silk sheets touching Penny, it was the looming figure of his father.


Eliza Sharp Wants More

The club buzzed with hypnotic rhythm. A primal beat that everyone on the crowded dance floor moved to in some way. Some were more in tune with the notes and the tones. Others did their best but it didn’t matter if they were jerking and jumping and pumping at all the wrong beats. It was more about being a part of the group. A part of the new sort of whole organism that had been created, if only for just a few minutes.

In the midst of all the bodies moving and swaying and jumping, sweating and shaking, was what most people would have clocked as a stunner. She was tall, slim but with curves in all the right places. Heavenly hips, a tight behind, a midsized chest that was perky and helped fill out the dark green dress that was practically poured onto her. Her dark brunette hair flew around her angelic face as she shook and shouted and sang with the pounding music, though most people could hardly hear the actual lyrics to the song playing. She wore two inch green heels and dark black stockings that gave her shapely legs a further definition in the contrast of the flashing bright lights.

She was an easy 10. No question on anyone’s mind. The look of her was like a model, hell, they wouldn’t have even blinked to hear that she was one. Eliza Sharp was in actuality a lingerie model for an upscale boutique lingerie company. Some of these men had more than likely seen her in the catalogs and websites and had their own private jerk session, fantasizing what she’d be like in bed. Seeing her out in the real world was the last thing anyone would have expected. It was like most people thought models were actual fantasies rather than real people.

But there Eliza was in the flesh. Dancing near the center of the party, a drink held up high in her hand, dark emerald painted nails tapping on the glass before she brought the amber liquid to her ruby lips and took a long swallow. Just the image of her throat gulping down the beer made nearly every man in a twenty foot radius get the beginning of an erection. She was with a few other women who seemed to be staying close to each other, like a gaggle of girlfriends.

Every one of the girls was a stunner but Eliza stood out above the rest. Many eyes were constantly on her. Men and women alike. She felt the eyes, but ignored them. Instead she focused on the buzz from the beer and the beats.

After a good half hour or more of straight dancing, Eliza finally needed a breather. Breaking away from her friends, she moved through the crowds with skill and ease, often having people part for her as if she were royalty. She made her way to the bar at the back of the club, empty glass in her hand still swaying her hips and headed to the newest song playing “Beautiful Nothing” by Sheppard. Even when she got to the bar, leaning on her elbows she swung the glass with a big playful grin at the bartender, a heavily tattooed woman who couldn’t keep a chuckle from bubbling up as she took the glass.

“Surprise me!” She called to the woman with a wink, her amber eyes sparkling in the flashing pulsing lights.

With a grin and a laugh, the bartender gave her a wink and went off to fill the glass.

“Not often you see a girl like you drinking draft.”

The voice was close to Eliza’s ear. The smell of beer and breath spray thick and pungent. When she looked to her left, a handsome man with slicked dark hair, fashionable stubble and leering eyes was mere inches away from where Eliza was leaning against the bar. He was almost as tall as her, and that was saying something since she was six foot and some change. His silk button down was open enough to show some of the rugged hair on his chest, a light sheen of sweat adding to the manly musk that was already emanating from him.

He was a fine specimen of a man. One a fair amount of women had been eyeing and grinding against on the dance floor. He’d even already received a few phone numbers, many of them stuffed in his pockets, written on napkins in lipstick. Of course, they weren’t just trying to give him their digits. They were also trying to cop a feel and he let them. Let them feel how large he was even though he was soft. His slacks weren’t too tight, but they were tailored to fit just right so his dangling appendage was noticeable when he moved in specific ways.

Leaning closer, his hand finding its way to Eliza’s lower back, he gave her a grin. “I like a girl that can hold her own, doesn’t just go for the flowery drinks or martini’s.”

“My dad raised me to be a draft beer girl. Drink what’s on tap baby girl, fruity and frilly and fancy are show off drinks. And you don’t need to show off.” Eliza said flatly, her eyebrow raising when his hand pressed to her lower back, perhaps an inch or two too close to her ass. But she didn’t stop him.

The man laughed. “I love it. And your pops was right. You don’t have to show anything off. You’ve got a beauty and light all your own darlin’.”

Eliza narrowed her gaze at him, a bit perturbed at his familiar way of talking to her. She had been stunningly beautiful all her life and so had been fed every line in the dating book. All the plays. The tricks and treats that various men tried, hoping to get close and maybe get some action. But Eliza had brains as well as beauty. A combination that was far more common than most men thought. She’d long since figured out that men thought because of her looks she’d been given everything she’d ever wanted. Flash a little leg here, some cleavage there, and everyone would bow before her. And it was true, there were plenty of times in Eliza’s life that she’d gotten treated unfairly, and to her benefit.

But she’d worked hard. Her father had never ever let her use her beauty as a crutch. It was an asset, just like someone that was naturally athletic or mathematically inclined. He’d hounded her to keep to her studies. To not jump into the beauty pageant type mentality that so many girls with her looks did. Darren Sharp had been gruff and ruff. A contractor. Constantly dirty and gritty and sweaty. But he’d never been afraid to play with dolls. To have his scruffy long beard braided by his daughter while she sat in his lap and he watched a football game. He even let her put make up on that constantly grizzled angry looking face. One of her favorite pictures that she had up in her home office was of her grinning wide, a couple front teeth missing, her daddy’s face pressed against hers as they took the selfie. Dark pink blush, purple lipstick, blueberry eyeshadow and a heaping helping of white powder all in his course dark hair. He was glaring at the camera. But that was his default. Eliza knew the subtleties of her fathers faces and that one was of pure happiness, even if he looked pissed enough to snap someone's neck.

This man was a charmer. He knew he looked good. He probably made a fair amount of money judging by the quality of his clothes and the very expensive swiss watch on his wrist. His prowess in bed was probably talked about in several circles and by many of the girls in the club. This was Eliza’s first time there so to this night prowler, she was fresh and new. Ripe for the picking.

In short. This man was an ass and Eliza could see right through him.

Her flat stare must have caught him off guard. The charming flattery he’d given her usually made a girl giggle and blush but she was looking at him as if waiting to be told how she could save money by switching to AT&T.

“I’m Charles.” He said, widening his grin, flashing the brilliant white teeth he’d paid several thousand for.

“Eliza.” She answered back, glancing towards the bartender as she came back with a foaming dark amber filled glass. The beer looked strong, something you’d expect a grizzled barrel chested german or viking to swill and belched after downing. Eliza took the glass, raising it towards the bartender with a grin of thanks and then took several deep gulps.

Charles watched her with wide eyes, his grin growing. This girl was downing her drinks fast. That would probably make his efforts all the more easy once the alcohol got to her head. All he needed to do was stay close, put some charm on and get her dancing so he could rub against her. Get her going. Let her feel what he was packing and then she’d be putty. Eliza was by far the hottest woman he’d ever laid eyes on, at least in a place like this. He was dying to know what she looked like naked, especially writhing under him while he drilled his nine inches into her cunt. She was probably as tight as a glove. 

He let his eyes wander over her body, her beautiful breasts pushed tightly into the dress. The material clinging to her lovely curves. Her ass a bouncy handful. And legs that went for days. He was going to love conquering that body. Even better, she was wearing a simple diamond wedding ring. Nothing overly flashy which was surprising. Usually women of her beauty and caliber would have giant diamonds. The one on her finger maybe cost five hundred? And that was a conservative estimate. Maybe it was just a cover, a ploy to keep the more simple creeps away.

But Charles was a professional seducer. A ring, real or fake, wasn’t going to stop him and he knew sooner or later she’d be sucking his cock, worshiping it and swallowing his load. Those red lips pressing against the beer glass were going to look amazing stretched around him.

With half the beer already gone, Eliza almost slammed the glass down on the bar with a satisfied sigh and looked back towards the bartender. “Perfect!” She called out and gave the woman a thumbs up before turning back to Charles, expertly slipping away from his lingering hand that was trying to slide further down her back and cop a feel of her ass.

“So Charles, what do you want?” The question was blunt and again threw Charles off a bit. Usually the women were starting to swoon. Playing the flirt game. Batting eyelashes. Maybe playing a little hard to get but ultimately participating in the little flirtatious game that would end with some hot and heavy action.

“I’m in Finance. Mergers and Acquisitions.” Again that flashy grin. Those titles and terms always got a girl fascinated. They knew enough that it meant he was highly paid.

“Sounds boring.” She answered, sipping from her glass, her eyes on his unwavering and unimpressed.

This girl was going to be much harder to crack. But Charles loved a challenge. Those were the ones that paid off the most. They were wild in bed. A bronco that was broken and he was the one busting into her. He took a half step closer, as if the club were too loud and he wanted to make sure she could hear him.

Eliza didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Didn’t blush. She just drank her beer and eyed Charles like he was a bug in a glass case she was trying to classify.

“Not to be too forward. But I saw you dancing out there and you’ve got some amazing moves.” A little half grin, a raised eyebrow and he made sure his shirt was open just a bit to show her his chiseled chest.

“I’m a shit dancer.” She replied with an almost wicked grin. “But I’m sure you don’t actually care about that. What you mean to say is you like how I shook my ass and liked how my tits bounced. I’m sure you didn’t even look at my face.”

Charles swallowed hard. She’d pegged him hard. Fast. And her no nonsense stare was starting to unnerve him. This one was feisty. Man it was going to be fun fucking her raw and making her scream all night. Wiping that wicked grin off her face and making it contort into her O face. Spanking that rambunctious ass was going to be heaven.

Her glass was nearly empty. “Want me to get you a refill?” He asked, reaching for the glass. It was important to show some authority, some dominance. She was challenging him. Which was fine. Easy girls could be a blast but the ones that made him work for it were always much more fun.

She pulled the glass away from him, holding it out towards the bar as if signalling the bartender. The woman grabbed the glass without a word or any indication that Eliza wanted a refill. But she went and topped the glass off and then handed it back to Eliza as if it were some well rehearsed dance.

“Rule one when you go to a bar. Don’t let someone else handle your drink. Period.” Eliza said almost cruelly as she took a sip, not even looking at the newly filled glass. Her eyes were still hard and unrelenting and fixed on Charles.

“Uh… guess that’s a good rule.” The implication that he might try to drop something in her drink made him a bit pissed. He wasn’t one of those guys that needed to ruffy a girl to get her to spread her legs and ass cheeks. His charm and wit and money and cock were all he needed. But Eliza didn’t seem to be bending for any of it. Was she a dominant? Maybe she liked being in control. Charles had been with a few of those women over the years and they were definitely a different sort of flavor when it came to bedroom antics. Maybe she was wearing some leather under that dress.

Eliza just nodded and smirked.

“So… if you’re a bad dancer… maybe I could teach you a few things. Believe it or not I’ve been in a few dance competitions. I’m pretty light on my feet.” He leaned in closer. Even if Eliza was one of those women that liked to be in control, they still liked to be pursued and wooed.

“Oh yeah? Are you really wanting to give me some dance lessons? Or maybe you want to iron out some details for mergers and acquisitions with me.” That smirk… he wasn’t sure if he loved it or hated it.

“Well… I’m not gonna lie. I think we could make a pretty good deal…” Charles leaned in getting closer. His face only a foot from hers now. Her lips were glistening ruby red with traces of the beer she was drinking. What would those lips taste like? He was about to find out…

Eliza lifted the glass between them, gulping down the rest of her drink and then placing it down on the bar with a sense of finality. “I think it’s time to go.” She grinned like a sly cat.

“Oh. I’m game. Lead the way.” Charles put his hand on her back and pushed himself up against her arm. Maybe his charms had been working after all and she was just playing hard to get. Giving him a little push seeing if he was determined enough…

The woman twisted away from him, swatting his hand away from her waist. “No thank you. There’s nowhere to lead.” She turned and began to make her way towards the door.

Charles stood flabbergasted for a moment, unsure what had just happened. The sway of Eliza’s hips made his cock stir. This woman really was playing hard to get. But those hips told him she wanted him to follow. This was a test and he wasn’t going to fail.

Stepping out of the club into the muggy city night, Eliza stretched and sighed, then pulled out her phone from her clutch and sent a quick text before ordering an Uber. She stepped over to the curb side and began to wait patiently for her ride.

Charles stepped up next to her with his smug grin. “Why are you headed out so early? It’s only ten.” He was standing close, his arm almost brushing against hers.

Eliza ignored him, or rather didn’t turn to look at him as she spoke. “It’s been a long day. I just wanted to unwind a little before I headed home to my husband.”

Ahh. So she was married. Or she was still playing the game, maybe trying to see how hard he’d push. How charming he could be. “Well, he’s a lucky man. Though if you were my wife I definitely wouldn’t be letting you go out alone. There are far too many men that would try to sweep you off your feet and back to their place.”

“Never gonna happen.” She said simply, this time turning to look at Charles full in the face and smiling with that same sly seductive, no nonsense smile.

“Oh? Is that so? Well in my experience, a woman that needs to go clubbing to relax is doing more than just unwinding from a long day. She’s maybe dodging a boring night at home with a stuck in his ways husband. She’s looking for a little excitement.” He was edging closer now, facing her and his hand touching her lower back, just an inch above the swell of her ass.

“Oh? And you think I need some excitement? Where would I find something that could entertain me?” She was stiff and unmoving. Cheeks still pale without a single dot of blush or evidence of arousal. This was new for Charles. But maybe this woman really was in control of herself and it was going to take a really good pounding to make her expression change. He was certainly up to that challenge.

“I’ve been known to be very entertaining.” He moved so that the space between them was practically nonexistent. The swell of his cock down his legs rubbed against Eliza. His mouth was just inches from hers. His hand moved down to her ass and gave it a firm squeeze pulling her towards him.

For a single second, it was all coming together. Eliza closed her eyes and sucked in a breath. That was his signal. She was his. All this bravado was a show. She wanted him to take her, but she just didn’t want to make it easy. He could appreciate that. Women that just gave it away were a bit suspect. Not that he’d shoot them down if they threw themselves at him.

He brought his mouth to hers…

Eliza’s knee connected with Charles’s hardening cock and he doubled over, falling backward with a yelp like he was a puppy that had just been kicked.

“You’re right. That was very entertaining.” Eliza laughed loudly. It was with her full chest and she was nearly doubled over as Charles rolled on the ground holding his hands between his legs trying to catch his breath.

A car pulled up to the curb, the passenger window rolled down. “Eliza? Uh… are you okay?” The driver, a middle aged gentleman with thinning silver hair, eyed the man writhing on the sidewalk and then shifted his gaze to her, worry written all over his wrinkled features.

“I’m fine.” Eliza laughed, opening the back door and slipping into the car. “Just saying goodnight to someone who was being a bit too forward.” She shut the door with a wide grin.

The driver smiled at her. “Well, bravo dear.” He chuckled and turned back to the front, pulling away from the curb and out onto the street while Eliza sat back with a satisfied sigh and waited patiently to get home.

Eliza slipped in through the front door as quietly as she could. It was quiet in the house. Most of the lights were off except for the kitchen and when she peeked down the hall, a glow came from the partially open door to the small home office. Taking off her heels, she padded her stockinged feet down the hall and peaked into the office.

Sitting in a puffy leather armchair, Cody was slumped down with his feet up on the ottoman with a book in hand. This time it was a rather thick fantasy novel that she couldn’t make out the title of. He was dressed in raggedy old gray sweats and a t-shirt that was so faded it was hard to tell what the image used to be, though Cody had long since told her it was his favorite Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles shirt from when he was in highschool. Wireframed glasses sat high on the bridge of his nose and his shaggy blonde hair looked damp from a recent shower.

Cody Sharp was the perfect picture of calm and content.

Eliza allowed herself to watch him as he silently read, turning the page of his book, eyes scanning slowly. He was a slow reader. Eliza could have finished a book like that in a couple of days if she was being conservative. It would take Cody the better part of a month. She let her gaze linger on him with a soft smile on her face before finally turning and quickly tiptoeing to their bedroom.

Quickly shedding her dress she grabbed her sleep clothes and went into the bathroom to freshen up. She tossed her nightwear on the counter and took herself in, looking in the mirror. The lacy green bra and thong were high end and sexy as hell. One of the perks of being a lingerie model was that she often got to go home with the things she wore for the various shoots. Eliza admired how it held her breasts tightly, how the panties clung to her bald sex. Turning she admired her perky ass. Her hands moved to her waist, to her stomach as she turned back facing the mirror with a large grin. Both hands on her stomach imagining it swelling.

Shaking herself from the thought, Eliza quickly shed the lingerie and slipped on a Sailormoon t-shirt that went to just above her naval and pulled on her plain slightly sheer stretchy cotton bikini panties. Compared to the lingerie she’d just tossed into the corner, this ensemble was something a poor college student might have worn in her dorm (at least in a nerd’s fantasies).

She splashed some water on her face. Brushed her teeth. And put on a little light pink lip gloss to make her mouth shine. Gave herself another quick look and then with a nod and a wide mischievous grin grabbed her phone, opened up her notes and started a new log. Eliza had always been organized. Maybe even to a fault. Documenting her day to day life in planners and journals even when the day was as boring as a slice of buttered white bread. (funny enough, her dad often had that as a snack).

Tonight was going to be no different. This was the beginning of more. Of something exciting. She quickly typed in: Day One:, and then put the phone down, gave her dazzling cheeks a couple quick slaps to psych herself up and then quietly made her way back down the hall to the office.

Cody was still reading. Lost in the world of words. Gnawing at his lip and brow furrowed as he was reading a particularly intense fight scene. Eliza pushed the door open and leaned against the door frame with a wide, beautiful and dangerous smile. The sound of the hinges creaking made Cody jolt and he almost dropped the book. Instead he caught it but it closed without a bookmark, making him curse before he looked up and his eyes lit up, the book forgotten.

“Oh! Hey! I didn’t know you were back.” He put the book aside, his eyes struggling to stay on his wife’s face. But he was never very good about that, especially when she was dressed in that tight Sailormoon shirt and those amazingly sexy cotton panties. They were extra tight tonight. Or at least he imagined they were.

“I’m sneaky like that. I didn’t wanna wake you up if you were already in bed. But since you’re up…” She took a slow seductive step into the room, tongue licking her glossy lips and eyes burning darkly with desire.

Cody’s face lit up and cheeks turned red with embarrassment. Or maybe it was just a flushed arousal and confusion as to how a woman like Eliza, a clear top ten body and beauty was walking towards him barely clothed. It never ceased to amaze him. Not in the last five years since they’d gotten married. Not in the two before that where they were friends and dated. This woman was far far out of his league. But here she was.

Eliza skipped quickly over, leaning in with a hand on either side gripping the arms of the chair and planted a soft kiss on Cody’s lips as she smiled and rubbed her nose against his. “You’re not too tired are you?” Her voice was a soft, hopeful whisper as her brilliant eyes looked deep into his.

“No. I’m pretty wired.” He tapped an empty mug of coffee sitting on the end table next to the chair.

Eliza grinned wider and chuckled. “Waiting up for me?”

He shrugged, cheeks flushing. “Maybe.”

She cupped a hand against his cheek, keeping her gaze on his and pouring love and sweetness into him. “Well. I’m glad. Tonight was great. Me and the girls had a lot of fun dancing.”

“Have to fend off any suitors?” Cody cringed a little at his question. This was always a sore subject for him. Probably for any man that had a beautiful wife or girlfriend. And considering how absolutely angelically stunning Eliza was, it was fair that he might be worried about men hitting on her.

The snort of laughter made Cody blink and smile. It was always so funny that this goddess snorted when she laughed sometimes. Her breasts jiggled in the t-shirt as she stood back up and crossed her arms, perking them up, nipples pressed against the thin fabric. “Oh, there were a few guys that gave me a line or two. But there was one in particular. Real charmer. Or at least he thought so.” She sat down on Cody’s lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and snuggling in. 

Cody was a somewhat small man, about a foot shorter than Eliza but still built sturdy enough. He’d even been visiting the gym more often, Eliza accompanying him. He wasn’t out to get buff, just stay healthy since most of the time he was parked in front of a computer for work. But regardless of his size and shape, he was cuddly.

“This guy… geez. I can’t tell you the pompous arrogance he had. He really thought he had me pegged.” She kept her head on Cody’s shoulder, his arm wrapping around her and hand in her hair gently twisting and twirling the gorgeous brunette locks.

“Brainless bimbo?” He asked with a grin.

Eliza smacked his shoulder lightly. “Yes. But you don’t have to be so blunt.” She chuckled. “Thought he was god’s gift to women. That I’d be lucky to let him have a taste. Probably thought failure wasn’t a possibility.” She rolled her eyes.

“Well… can’t blame those guys. They usually get their way. I’ve seen it enough.” Cody muttered, leaning back in the chair.

Her lips found his ear and gave it a soft kiss. “Well, you don’t have to worry about that.” The grin she gave him was sweet, playful, and warm.

He grinned. “Yeah. Guess not. No more bar crawling for me.”

Eliza laughed. “Oh my gosh! I’d love to have seen that. Have you ever even been to a night club?” She sat up smiling at him. “Would you have actually dressed up or just come in a D&D shirt and jeans.” The tease in her voice and the light touch of her fingers on his cheeks made him shiver.

Cody shrugged and gave a shy grin. “Probably.”

She snuggled close again. “I would love to see that.”

“Well… don’t get your hopes up too high.” 

“You know I could make you do it.” She let her hand rest on his chest and sighed. “But I won’t. That’s not your thing. Heck, it’s not my thing anymore either.”

“Really? Tonight was really your last hurrah? I thought you were just saying that.”

She shook her head against him, hair rubbing against his neck and chin and cheek. “Nope. Tonight was the last one. At least for a long while.”

They were quiet for a moment before Eliza picked up her story. “So anyway, this guy… seriously. Good looking for sure so I get why the ladies would be flocking to him. But he had his sights on me. Probably thought I was an easy mark.”

Cody shook his head. “Nothing easy about you Eliza, well… unless you’re talking about easy on the eyes.”

They chuckled. “Well, was I really that hard to charm Cody?” She looked up at him with a smirk.

“Are you kidding? Terrified. That’s what I felt even talking to you.”

Eliza remembered that first time. Meeting Cody. How fateful it now seemed and how happy she was that she’d gotten the urge to take a break and find something to read. Leaving her book at home that day was the best mistake she ever made.

The photo shoot was being held in a studio on the second floor of an upscale shopping center. This was before she was contracted by Elegant Intimates and was doing various freelance shoots. They were taking a break for lunch and Eliza didn’t want to hang around the studio and eat from the selection of deli sandwiches and other catering foods. Usually she would grab something light and then find a place where she could have some relative privacy and read. But she’d forgotten the novel she was reading that morning when she’d been in a rush to get to the shoot.

Now she was left with nothing to do. She might have been able to read something on her phone but she much preferred the physical book in her hands. Phones could be too distracting. Too tempting to jump to another app. Luckily, there was a bookstore on the first floor down from the studio. Between The Pages. It was a medium sized indie store with large windows filled with shelves of bestsellers and posters and kitschy little nick nacks to complete the bookish esthetic.

Having tossed on a pair of sweats and a zip up hoodie over the lingerie she was wearing, she went down to the store, stepped in and breathed in the smell of strong coffee, books, and incense. The place was wall to wall shelves chalk full of books and other various accessories. Stuffing her hands into her hoodie pockets, she began to stroll through the rows, a smile on her face feeling relaxed for the first time all day.

She got herself a coffee at the cafe that was on the far right side of the store and continued walking through looking for something that would keep her attention when she had breaks. Maybe she wouldn’t even buy anything. Sometimes it was just nice to be surrounded by books and stroll through them like walking through a museum and admiring the masterpieces. It was when she turned the corner and began to walk down the Fantasy aisle, she was confronted by what would inevitably change her life.

Cody was standing in the aisle, a pile of books in one hand, carefully shelving them. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. A bright yellow apron with the bookstores logo on the front over his clothes. Humming to himself, glasses slipping down his nose, he was in a world of his own as he was putting books into their rightful places.

Eliza paused for a moment watching him. There was no interest in that first glance. She was just surprised to see him in the aisle, the store mostly empty of customers at this time of the afternoon. Cody was cute in a very nerdy way, fitting right into the bookish aesthetic of the store.

“Can I help you?” Cody asked without looking over at her. It was as if he just sensed a customer was lingering and instincts kicked in.

“Oh. Uh. Well. I guess I’m looking for a book.” Eliza shrugged.

Cody chuckled, still not looking at her as he put up the last couple books. “Well you’re definitely in the right place. We’ve got plenty of those. But are you looking for something specific or…uh…oh…” He’d finally turned and was looking at her for the first time.

Eliza was more than familiar with people's reaction to seeing her, even when she was dressed so casually. Beauty was part of her identity. People were always struck by it. Sometimes it was momentary. Sometimes it seemed to strike them dumb. And other times it painted a target on her, suddenly becoming someone people wanted to capture.

Cody wasn’t any of them. That’s what struck her the first time. He was dazzled. Bewitched. She could feel the way he was looking at her wasn’t objective, but as if he were getting the privilege of looking at a prized piece of art that was reserved for only the most important people. It made her blush. That was the first time ever in her entire life the look from a boy made her blush. She was as girly as any other woman despite her upbringing by a gruff grumbly father and a mother who worked in a warehouse boxing shit. Boys had fawned over her for as long as she could remember and never once did she blush or feel butterflies.

But the way Cody looked at her that first minute… It made her fingertips tingle. Her toes wiggle. And a smile plastered across her face without even thinking.

The rest of their interaction was simple. Professional. She asked for a recommendation and without any sort of judgement or assumptions about what she might like (meaning most people assumed she was either looking for fashion magazines or smutty/trashy romances), he led her to a section in the fantasy aisle and pulled down The Furies of Calderon. The first in a fantasy series that the author said was a combination between pokemon and the roman legion.

Eliza was impressed by his selection and professionalism. How he didn’t try to flirt and seemed genuinely shy and nervous around her which she found endearing. Others had been awkward around her but in a creepy, weird sort of way that made her cringe and want to walk away from them, maybe take a spray bottle to them like they were a pup needing to be trained.

She left with the book and a curious interest in the book associate. The next day when she returned to the studio, she went back to the bookstore even though she remembered her book this time. Cody was there. And when he saw her he was instantly struck with the cute awkwardness.

“I wanted to thank you for your suggestion. I’m enjoying the book so far. Have any other suggestions?” She kept a respectable distance from him as she engaged him, but felt the strange urge to take a step closer. Cody was sweet looking and something about his disposition was just open and friendly. Too many people were closed off around her. Always trying to impress or attract. She could tell Cody was attracted to her, that was obvious by the way his cheeks turned red at the first sight of her, but he didn’t try to talk himself up or flatter her. He did his job. He was friendly.

It quickly became routine for her to come in during lunch and breaks. Every time she found Cody and engaged him in conversation. It was strange, her being the one to pursue someone. She was used to people following after her. But now the tables were turned. Not that she was interested in a relationship. No. That wasn’t it. Not at all. It was just that something about Cody was comfortable. And friendly. Eliza didn’t have many real friends, at least not ones that were the sort of friends you read about or saw in the movies.

But that’s what Cody became. They went from casual interactions of customer and worker to him taking his breaks when she came in so they could sit and have coffee and discuss the books they were reading. When he learned she was a model he became even more cutely awkward just making her double her efforts to push past that shyness to find the root of this person she just felt something drawing her in.

For an entire year, even after her contract with the studio had ended, she visited. She found ways to make it to the store between various shoots and contracts. Thankfully most of the photo studios were located in the general area so she never had to go too far. Though it did eat into her time with Cody which bothered her for some odd reason. It was just because he was a friend. She wanted to spend time with her new friend. A friend that was becoming more and more important.

They got comfortable. Even if Cody wasn’t working that day, they’d meet at the cafe and talk. He never seemed put off that she always showed up in sweats. There was no sense in getting dressed during her breaks when she was just going to have to get undressed again. So sweats and hoodies were her typical outfit when meeting Cody. It was nice that he never asked why she didn’t dress prettier. Or smile more. She got enough of the smile comment from her managers and the photographers. Cody accepted her as she was.

Sometimes they’d even go for short walked around the shopping center. Coffee’s in hand they’d stroll and window shop. Of course, Eliza didn’t need to just admire things in the windows. She was making a lot of money and could pretty much afford whatever she wanted. Cody on the other hand was a minimum wage worker, so looking in the windows of the expensive shops was as far as he could go, not that he wanted anything. He was a fairly frugal person and that was just another thing Eliza liked about him.

It was one day in December as they walked outside, breath puffing and snow gently falling that Eliza finally grew tired of Cody’s shyness. He was the sweetest man she’d ever met but he had such a problem being bold.

“Cody?” They stopped next to a fountain that during the spring and summer was constantly flowing, but during the winter was shut off. There was frost and the little bit of water that was left had frozen over.

Cody stopped and turned to her, his face flushed pink from the cold. Hair a mess. He was bundled up in a black wool coat and dark green scarf. “Yeah?” His breath was a cloud of freezing mist.

“When are you going to ask me out?” Eliza turned to him, trying not to look down even though he was almost a foot shorter than her. She was dressed equally warm, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. This was one of the rare times she wasn’t working and visiting on a break. She’d made the trip to see him on his lunch break.

His eyes went as wide as saucers. “I…w…what?”

She put a hand on her hip and looked at him sternly holding her steaming pumpkin latte. “Ask me out. We’ve been friends for a year now, Cody. And I love that. But I want more. And if you’re honest, I think you do too.”

He grit his teeth and looked away, his cheeks a darker read with embarrassment now. “I… I mean… I’d be lying if I said… If I said I didn’t.”

Her smile was wide. “Then why not ask?”

Cody swallowed hard. “I… Eliza… look at you. You’re… amazing. I mean. Everything about you screams… I don’t know. But it screams. And, I mean… look at me. I’m a book seller. You’re a lingerie model. I still don’t even know why you want to hang out with me. At first I thought it was out of pity or maybe some sort of weird attempt to make yourself feel down to earth.” His hands came up immediately stopping Eliza’s protests. “I don’t think that now. That thought process didn’t last long. So… cool it.” His grin nearly melted her.

‘Well, if you’re genuinely curious, then I’ll tell you.” She took a step closer and took a slow steadying breath. “You’re sweet Cody. You treat me like a person. My profession hardly matters. It’s a job. I’m good at it. You’re a bookseller right now. You’re good at it. How much we make doesn’t matter and certainly doesn’t define a person. My mom and dad taught me that. I’m not some spoiled girl and you know it.”

She’d told him all about her family and he’d told her about his. There were no surprises or secrets between them. In the truest sense they were friends and knew each other absurdly well.

“I want to hang out with you because you’re kind and sweet and funny and relaxing. You make me feel like me. And I want more of that. I want it all the time. So… Cody… are you going to ask me out?”

He was biting his lip, clearly nervous and unsure.

Eliza sighed and shook her head then took hold of Cody’s scarf, leaned in and gave his lips the softest kiss she could manage. She wanted to smash her lips to his, but she knew that would scare him and that’s the last thing she wanted.

Their misty breath mingled and swirled around their faces as she pulled back. “Cody. Would you like to go to dinner with me tonight?”

He blinked. “I…I thought you wanted me to ask?”

She grinned. “I was giving you the opportunity, but I’m tired of waiting.”

His chuckle was so nervous it made her smile grow. “I…uh… okay…”

That date was perfect. I nice dinner at a quiet italian restaurant. It was the first time Cody saw Eliza out of casual sweats. She wore a satin green dress that when to the knee. Hair done to perfects and falling aroun dher shoulders. Instead of heels she opted for flats. She was already taller than Cody and didn’t want to add on more inches.

Cody came in simple black slacks and blue button down and jacket. He looked handsome.

They got looks as they sat and ate and enjoyed wine and laughed. Eliza knew people were wondering why a girl like her was with a boy like Cody. She was even sure that some people thought she was a prostitute. Why else would a beauty like her be with a nerdy boy like Cody. Well screw them. They had no idea what a catch Cody was. But Eliza knew, and she wasn’t about to let him go.

And she never did.

They began dating regularly on top of their almost daily meetings. A month in, Eliza finally got Cody to come to bed with her. It didn’t take much of course. He was clearly attracted to her and always had been. Eliza was no stranger to sex, though she was a bit picky about her partners over the years. But by far Cody was the best. It wasn’t about the physical things. The size or shape or any of that. Those things were mostly superficial. It was the connection. Looking into Cody’s eyes as he slid inside her that first time, bringing tears to her eyes as she saw the awe and pleasure and… love… so much love on his face.

It was slow and passionate. He tried to last but the excitement was too great. And Eliza loved it. Loved his eagerness and inability to hold back because of how aroused she made him. Feeling him inside, pulsing and filling her… it was magic. They spent the whole night cuddling and loving. Kissing and touching. Exploring and feeling each other.

In the moring he was making coffee when she walked out in one of his t-shirts she’d found discarded on the floor. It didn’t even reach her hips. She didn’t bother with panties, allowing Cody to see her breasts pressing against the shirt and her pale bald pussy exposed to him. As far as she was concerned, it was his. She was his.

They enjoyed their coffee and then as they sat across from each other Cody surprised her for the first time ever. He was antsy, sitting in his pj pants and zip up hoodie. “E…Eliza…” He messed with his mug, turning it and biting at his lip.

She reached out and touched his hand. “What is it?” A part of her thought he was worried about his performance last night. Which of course was ridiculous because she’d never enjoyed herself more and her orgasms were the best she’d ever had.

“I…I know we’ve only been dating a little while. But…we’ve known each other for a long time now.” He was breathing hard and fast. “I… you know how I feel.”

Eliza smiled. They’d said it several times last night for the first time. I love you. Over and over in the midst of love making and when they were just laying with each other. “I feel the same.” It made her heart flutter and stomach bubble with butterflies thinking about how she felt about Cody.

Cody reached into his hoodie pocket and pulled out a small black velvet box. Eliza nearly dropped her mug. “Oh…oh my god…” She gasped.

Cody paused holding it and looking to her. “It…I’m sorry, it’s too soon isn’t it. Shit I…I just…”

Eliza grabbed his hand and the box held in it. “No! NO! Ask… Ask Cody!” She was panting and her beautiful eyes were wide and she was grinning from ear to ear.

His grin was shy and nervous but excited. Opening the box there was a simple beautiful diamond ring inside. “Eliza… would you… I mean… I love you. Please… I’d love nothing more than to… Uh, you’re my best friend. I can’t imagine my life without you. Would you do me the… the honor of marrying me?” It came out breathy and stuttering and Eliza loved it. Loved him. It was perfect!

She lunged across the table nearly spilling their drinks and kissed him deep and hard. “Yes! Fuck yes! A million times!” She was crying and laughing, looking down as Cody pulled the ring out of the box and slipped it on her finger. The ring hasn’t left her finger even once since that day.

The memories faded back as Eliza looked up at Cody, curling in his lap and starting to feel his erection stirring beneath her ass. “Is someone getting excited hearing about how other men wanna bed their wife?” She was chuckling and gave his cheek a kiss and he blushed deeper.

“N…no… not… like that…” He stammered

Laughing Eliza took her husband’s cheeks in her hands. “You’re the only one for me, Cody Sharp. But don’t be ashamed if you like something or get aroused by something. No secrets, remember? Be honest. You wouldn’t be the first guy to get off knowing his wife was attractive and hit on by other men.”

He chuckled. “True.” His hands wrapped around Eliza and held her tight. “And I love that everyone can see how beautiful you are. But, I guess I’m selfish. I wanna know you’re all mine.”

Eliza hummed softly and leaned in kissing his lips softly. “All yours and more.” She pressed her ass against his lap and moved her hips, grinding into him.

Cody sucked in a breath.

Giggling, Eliza turned so her back was against him and she continued to grind her shapely ass against his growing errection. Her soft groan filled the room mixing with Cody’s heavy breaths as she moved skillfully like a smooth tumultuous snake. The thin material of her panties rubbed against her sex, getting damp as her arousal rushed through her like a bullet train.

“Mmm honey, does that feel good?” She looked over her shoulder, giving him the most sultry, lustful gaze.

“Eliza…” He breathed, hands finding her hips.

For a minute, Eliza simply moved against him, making his erection grow to the point it was pressing into the valley of her ass and tenting his pajama pants uncomfortably. Finally she slipped off his lap and went to her knees, hand moving up his thighs to his waistband, pulling the pants down slowly, playfully as she looked up at Cody. His face was twisted in awe and unbiddled desire.

His cock bounced into view, a modest six inches and slightly thick, dribbling thick precum. “Mmm fuck there’s you are… so excited for me.” She giggled and brought her hand up and took him into her grip making him groan.

Pumping slowly, letting the sticky warm precum coat her hand, making it easier to stroke, Eliza leaned closer, blowing her hot breath onto his leaking head. “Mmmm, so excited. So hard for me.”

“F…fuck Eliza…” He gripped the arms of his chair watching her.

She smiled wide and gave his cock a soft kiss, a clear glistening string of precum connecting her lips and his cock. “Mmm I love this cock so much. I love you so much.” Her tongue darted and slowly licked the underside of his head making him whimper. God she loved hearing him when she gave him pleasure. How she could make him squirm and throb and moan. It was utterly thrilling.

“Normally…” She whispered, giving his cock another kiss. “I’d play with you. Lick and kiss and make you get so close to the edge you’d beg.” She was giggling and he was grinning but playfully glaring at her. “But not tonight.”

Eliza stood up. She cupped her breasts in the shirt and then trailed her hands down along her body, her sides, her stomach and then gripped the hem of her panties and slowly pulled them down. Her smooth cunt came into view, a tight pink line with just a hint of her lips poking out from her arousal. The panties fell to the floor and she stepped out.

“I want more tonight.” She was breathing heavy now. Her heart racing with anticipation and hope. Moving close, Eliza straddled Cody’s lap in the chair, her hand reaching between them to take hold of his shaft and guide him towards her opening. “I want more Cody. I want a baby… I’m ready.”

Cody’s eyes widened, his hands finding her wasit and holding her delicately as his tip rubbed against her clit making her pant. “R…really? You…you’re sure?” He was shaking, his face glowing with eager hope.

Eliza chuckled, smile warm and so full of love she thought she’d conceive right then and there without even getting her husband balls deep. “Yes.” She breath, leaning in and kissing him deeply. “Tonight was my last night out. No more dancing and clubs, at least for a while, probably eighteen years… maybe more if we have more than one.”

They were both starting to breathlessly laugh as they held each other close. His cock poised to enter her but held at bay for the moment.

“I want so much more, Cody. I want a family. Our family. Your babies.” She kissed him again, her tongue pressing into him mouth. The grip of his fingers dug into her hips and pulled her down lightly, his cock starting to push between her lips and open her tunnel.

“F…fuck…” He grunted as he began to sink into the burning liquid warmth of Eliza’s pussy. “God, Eliza… are you sure?” He asked again. Always so nervous and anxious.

She knew that normally girls like her didn’t marry or even associate with men like Cody. A short nerdy man. A lucious lingerie model. That just didn’t seem like it would happen.

But Eliza saw past the outer looks that Cody had. Of course he was cute. Handsome even. But his mind and heart and soul were beyond beautiful. The love he gave her was better than anything some rich, ‘good looking’ asshole could have hoped to show her.

With a deep groan, Eliza pushed herself down slowly until Cody was completely inside her. “Ohhhh god…” She panted and pressed her lips against his again. “Yes I’m sure. More sure than ever before.” Her teeth scrapped his lips. “Fuck me Cody. Put a baby in me.” Sitting up, she grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts, starting to move. Up and down. In and out. The slick lubrication of her pussy and his precum allowing her to glide smoothly.

All that remained was their heavy breaths, pants and groans as Eliza rode her husband slow and steady. Each stroke of his cock going deep. His balls pressing against her ass. It was gentle, deep, intimate. Their skin became slick with sweat. Cody had stamina. Staying power. He’d developed it over the years of being married to Eliza. She had a somewhat insatiable sex drive, at least when it came to her husband. She couldn’t get enough of him and denied him nothing. He’d had everything. Her pussy. Her ass. Her mouth. Tits. he’d coated every inch of her in his cum.

She’d let him tie her up and pound her. Made her scream. She’d dressed up for him in costumes and lingerie. At one point he’d coated her skin in honey and licked her clean. They never got enough of each other.

Now she was appreciative of all that exploratory fun. Soon enough they would have a little one running around, demanding their attention and energy and probably wouldn’t have much time for sex. But they’d find time. It would be simple. Probably a few minutes in bed before they fell asleep. Eliza had been dreaming of that. Of putting a little bundle of joy down to sleep and then slipping into bed, exhausted, cuddling with her husband and allowing him to slip into her, pumping slow and hurried and needy as they fought fatigue until they both had a small, pleasant orgasm and then fell into much needed rest.

All her dreams for the last weeks had been like that. She had baby fever. A longing to have a little part of Cody inside her and then to see that combination of her and him become something new.

Eliza bounced faster. “Cody…” She panted. “Honey… oh god honey please… I want your babies. I love you so much. So much. Let’s make a family.” She was whimpering as he gripped her breasts and she took hold of his hands, pushing them tighter to squeeze. Pussy lips clenched. Cody grunted.

“Fuck. Fuck Eliza…god I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes. Yes honey! Fill me up please!” She was crying, feeling overwhelmed by the emotion and the physical pleasure of his cock so deep inside her bounding, rubbing all the right places and making her feel like a truely loved woman.

Together they reached their peak. Crying out and grinding against each other as Cody began to shoot thick amounts of semen deep into Eliza’s fertile pussy. She stiffened on top of him, letting herself feel the was of cum and her own orgasm rushing through her until she collapsed against Cody, arms wrapping around him tightly.

She kissed his neck softly. His hands were in her hair. They kissed slowly, delicately, eyes closed and just feeling each other as Cody’s cock stayed hard inside her, keeping the cum from dripping out.

“Mmm, fuck…” Eliza giggled. “That was a good start.” Licking her lips she looked down at her husband’s smiling face and kissed his nose. “But this wanna be momma wants more. Think you can keep up?”

With a wide grin, Cody wrapped his arms around her and with surprising skill stood up. His cock still inside her, Eliza wrapped her legs around him laughing. “Oh, I think I can keep up.” Cody laughed and carried her to the bedroom as she squealed with delight.


Just A Look
“Do you really want to see?” Emma asked.
You nod. The couch you’re sitting on is suddenly uncomfortable. Your best friend is standing in front of you, but this time is different. She’s draped in a fuzzy robe, and you know underneath she’s wearing nothing but her underwear. It’s not the first time you’ve seen her in her robe walking around the apartment you share.
But today is different. Usually she's in her robe in the morning, getting coffee and making breakfast. Today, it’s because her boyfriend Jordan just left. There was no question that they’d been having sex for the last hour. Emma’s chestnut hair is damp, face flushed, skin slick with sweat. She also has that look in her eyes, the one that women get after they’ve had several orgasms.
“Yes.” You finally squeak out. Throat constricted, stomach twisting, you stare up at her from your seat. Her lithe form is still clearly visible in the flowing robe. It’s barely closed and you can see her creamy skin. The swell of her apple sized breasts contained in her purple satin bra.
Emma’s cheeks flush. “I…” She stammers for a moment taking a deep breath. “Okay.”
Hands trembling, she undoes the tie of her robe. It opens revealing her smooth stomach. Her panties are tight. Satin purple like her bra. Widening her stance, she reaches down, pushing the robe open around her hips and hooking her thumbs into the front of her panties. “You’re sure?” The raising of her eyebrow and nervous look on her face tells you how worried she is.
You’ve been best friends for years. This might be crossing some line. Not that you’ve ever been shy talking about sex. You’ve shared your fantasies and dreams with each other. You know hers. She knows yours. And she knows… that this is one of them. But until now you’ve never had the courage to speak up.
Emma takes a deep breath and slowly begins to peel her panties down. You stare, seeing her vulva for the first time. Smooth, slightly puffy and pink from the fucking she’d just taken from her boyfriend. Thick sticky strings of white cum are smeared all over her skin, dripping spiderwebs of semen cling and fall between her skin and her panties. She pulls them open and down just enough so you see her sex in its full glory up close. A beautiful line of femininity covered in male masculinity.
There was no way that the pool of dripping cum falling from her lips was just one load. You’d heard soft moans over the last hour or so. How many times had Jordan cum inside your best friend? How much? How big were that man’s loads.
She’s blushing a deep, heavy crimson. More embarrassed than she’s ever been and it’s clear by the look on her face as she bites her lip.
You stare at the sight before you. The thick white pooled in the gusset of her panties. Easily a tall shot glass worth. Creamy. And there was more dripping from her bald lips that were slightly puffy. You can’t tell if she’s aroused or not. Maybe it’s just the lingering effects of her session with Jordan.
Sliding forward, you get a closer look. The thick white is sticky and covers her mons. Strings falling as she holds her panties open. Then, still keeping them pulled away, she gently peels her lips open and more cum, slick and glistening over her folds, oozes out of her pussy in thick globs.
Her chest begins to rise and fall with panting breaths. Eyes closing, you watch as she moves a finger and presses it inside herself. The soft squelch of wet arousal and cum thick and overwhelming.
Your cock jumps and presses hard against your jeans, leaking your own juices.
Emma sighs as she fingers herself slow and steady for just a few agonizing moments. Heavy cream coats her finger as she pulls it free, little strings dripping into the puddle in her panties. She groans, looking at her finger, then she carefully pulls her panties back into place and smears the concoction from her finger onto the front of her panties. A white swath of spunk.
“So?” She asks, cheeks on fire.
You sit back on the couch, your whole body vibrating and blood pumping furiously. Cock pressing against your jeans it suddenly releases. Cum spills into your boxers, sticky and thick as you fill your underwear with spunk just like hers.
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