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Chapter One

“It’s tough, always been the ‘alpha male,’ y’know?”

Craig was sitting on the steps, outside SteelBunz gym, sipping on a protein shake.

Square-jawed, ripped and muscular, the handsome jock looked like something out of a Men’s Health magazine spread – and there wasn’t a girl or guy who walked passed him, into the gym, that didn’t check him out (from either lust, or jealousy.)

Sitting next to him on the steps, housewife Dina felt practically invisible next to this muscular, tanned stud. She’d been training with him for six weeks now, and while the curvy, compact housewife was looking a lot fitter and trimmer than she had originally, she still felt monumentally ‘out of his league.’

But Craig didn’t talk to her like that.

“I’m dating all these hotties, right?” He sighed, running a hand through his sleek, brown hair. “Instagram models and fitspo pros… But all they’re interested in is posing, and preening, and it’s like.” He sighed. “It’s like I’ve got to pretend to be somebody else around them.”

Dina sucked her protein smoothie through a straw.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, it’s like…” He turned and looked at Dina shyly. “It’s like, I can never talk with them the way I talk with you.” 

Dina laughed.

“I’m not sure whether to be insulted or flattered by that.”

“You should be flattered,” Craig looked offended.

“Well, it’s just…” Dina shrugged. “You feel like that about me because I’m not some super-fit little hottie you’re trying to bang. I’m the dumpy housewife who pays you to hang out with her.”

“Not ‘hang out’,” Craig corrected. “You’re paying me to train you – and you’re doing great.” And then he added: “By the way. You’re not dumpy.”

“Still,” Dina snapped dismissively, “you only feel comfortable talking to me because I’m not available, and you’re not trying to impress me.”

Craig pursed his lips.

“I just feel like I can be myself around you.” And then he reached out and punched her playfully on the arm. “And, to be totally honest, that’s a lot sexier than a thigh gap and silicon boobs.”

Dina blushed.

“No, I’m serious,” Craig admitted. “It’s a pity you’re not available.” He winked. “Personally I’d love to fool around with somebody who makes me feel like you do.”

“Psshaw,” Dina waved her hand dismissively at him. “You’re laying it on a bit thick. I’m sure you’ve got better things to do than bang a curvy housewife on her couch, while her kids are in day care.”

Craig sucked down the rest of his shake thoughtfully.

“Actually, that’s kind of the point.”

“What do you mean,” Dina demanded.

“That’s what all these girls want… They want me to ‘bang them’ and throw them around and treat them like I’m some big, macho alpha male.” He bit his lip. “You want to know the truth?”

Dina shivered a little.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I think I do. This sounds interesting.”

“The truth is,” Craig whispered shyly, “I think I’m the one who’d like to be banged.”

Dina’s eyes opened wide.

“Yeah,” Craig nodded. “All these models and hotties expect me to take charge in the bedroom.” He took a deep breath. “Sometimes all I want is somebody who’ll take charge of me.”

Dina shivered again. She was suddenly feeling very squirmy in the crotch of her yoga pants.

“Go on…” she inquired, trying to play it cool.

“Well,” Craig whispered. “I’m all about lifting weights, and running races, and being the big, strong, macho dude.” He gulped. “What I’d really like – just once – is to have somebody take charge of me. Just make me do things… Be their plaything.” He shivered. “Just so I don’t have to think…”

Dina gulped. Her mouth was suddenly dry.

“W-well, look,” she admitted. “I am married… But there’s something about me you should know.”

Craig looked over, curious.

“My husband and I… Well, we’re kind of open-minded about that sort of thing. About all sorts of things, actually.” Her cheeks were turning pink. “If you were serious…”

Craig was looking at her wide-eyed.

“I-I am,” he stammered.

“Well,” Dina felt her nipples harden, and her panties grow moist. “If you were serious, I think that’s something I might actually be down for.”

Craig stared at her. His breathing was a little haggard.

With trembling fingers, he reached over and grabbed Dina’s slender wrist. Then he pulled her hand over, and placed it on the crotch of his sweat pants.

Dina’s eyes shot open wide.

There was no mistaking the thick, hard throbbing she was pressing her palm against.

“Feel that?” Craig asked.

Dina gulped dryly.

“Y-yes,” she nodded.

“That’s how serious I am.”

Dina reached out, and dumped her half-finished shake in the trash. Then she reached into her handbag, and pulled out her car keys.

Craig nodded, gulping.

“See you there in five minutes.”


Chapter Two

The door of Dina’s house crashed open, and she and Craig came staggering through it.

He was kissing her passionately, shoving her into the living room, and then straight over to the couch. They collapsed onto it in a tangle of arms and legs; Craig’s lean, muscular frame crushing the compact, curvy housewife into the cushions.

But then she pushed him away with a snarl, and slapped the handsome personal trainer hard across the face.

Slap!

Craig knelt there, stunned. His cheek turned pink. Hand trembling, he lifted his palm to his cheek and rubbed were it stung.

“You said you wanted somebody to take charge of you,” Dina growled, eyes flashing.

Craig nodded, looking at the intense look on the housewife’s beautiful face.

“Well, get the fuck off me, then.”

Shivering, Craig climbed off the couch, and stood looming over Dina in his sweat pants and t-shirt.

Dina adjusted her boobs, and brushed back her hair. Then she sat up, and looked at the gorgeous young stud standing submissively in her living room.

Craig was six feet tall, and built like an athlete. He had broad shoulders, beefy arms and muscular pecs you could bounce quarters off. With his floppy brown hair, and square, matinee-idol jaw, there was little reason why he wasn’t modelling for a living, instead of making curvy little housewives like her do crunches for $50 an hour.

But Dina wasn’t one to look a gift horse in the mouth – or, at least, the gift of somebody hung like a horse.

“So,” Dina purred, standing up and circling Craig menacingly. He was almost exactly a foot taller than her. “Are you sure you’re up for this?”

“I-I’m up for anything,” Craig nodded. “Just tell me what to do.” His voice cracked. “Please, just tell me what to do. I’m so tired of having to figure it out for myself.”

Dina shivered deliciously.

“Well, first thing’s first,” she purred. “Let’s get you out of those wet things.” It wasn’t just a funny line. After an hour’s intense personal training, Craig’s t-shirt and sweat-pants were damp with sweat.

Craig nodded. He kicked off his sneakers, and began pulling his sweaty t-shirt off over his head.

Dina watched, and uttered a low moan.

As the hem of Craig’s t-shirt went up, he exposed inch after inch of lean, muscular torso. A perfect six pack, delicious abs and those beautiful pecs.

Dina’s nipples hardened like bullets. Her pussy throbbed.

Oblivious to the reaction he was having on her, Craig threw his t-shirt onto the floor.

“And the pants too,” Dina tried to stop her voice from trembling.

Craig was a little more hesitant this time. As a good-looking guy, he was used to tearing his shirt off. His pants, on the other hand.

“Go on,” Dina snapped.

Fingers trembling, he looked directly ahead, and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweat pants. Then, bending over, he pulled them down.

His boxer shorts went too.

In a matter of moments, he’d yanked down his pants to reveal his pert, muscular ass, thick thighs and a long, thick cock which swung like a pendulum between his legs.

Dina’s mouth grew dry, and her pussy grew wet, as she watched the gorgeous young man kick off his sweat pants and stand there, utterly and shamelessly naked.

“Oh, my,” she gasped.

God, he was magnificent. Rippling muscle. Tanned skin. And that cock. 

Dina shuddered as she looked at it – eight inches of swinging meat, as wide as her wrist. Beneath it hung two heavy, egg-sized balls.

Clearly Craig hadn’t been using steroids to build his chiselled figure. His love muscle was as well-developed as the rest of his body.

Craig stood staring forward, but she could tell he was excited. As he stood there, trembling, his beautiful cock started to thicken and swell. Soon it was rising to attention, like a flag pole.

Dina shivered. God, her panties were soaked.

For a moment, she didn’t know what to do with this gorgeous man. He’d claimed he’d obey anything she asked him… But aside from pleasuring her with that big, thick cock, she couldn’t think of anything…

But she knew she’d regret it if she rushed straight to the good part – so Dina decided to play it cool.

“You stink,” she hissed, and watched Craig shiver at her harsh tone of voice. “You’re sweaty and disgusting – and so are your clothes.” And then a smile crossed Dina’s face. “Why don’t we wash them, and then get down to business.”

She clapped her hands, and watched Craig flinch as she did so.

“The washing machine is in the kitchen,” Dina purred. “Pick up your dirty clothes, and throw them in there.”

Craig turned, and started to bend over to scoop up his discarded t-shirt.

“No,” Dina snapped, and he froze.

The smile on her face widened.

“Get on your knees,” she ordered. “Pick them up with your teeth.”

Craig turned and looked at her uncertainly.

Dina looked cute and fierce, standing there in her tight little workout outfit, her luxurious black hair spilling over her beautiful face.

Craig liked what he saw.

Naked, he dropped to his hands and knees, and crawled over to his sweaty t-shirt. Then, wrinkling his nose at the smell, he picked it up between his teeth and began crawling across the hardwood floor towards the kitchen.

Dina stood there and watched him go – licking her lips as she studied his pert ass swaying from side to side as he crawled.

God, if somebody didn’t touch her clitoris soon, she swore she’d explode.

But as she saw Craig crawl into the kitchen, Dina took a deep breath and tried to restrain herself. There’d be plenty of time for that later.


Chapter Three

Kneeling naked on Dina’s kitchen floor, Craig pulled open the washing machine, and then spat his dirty t-shirt inside it.

“Your pants and boxers are here,” Dina called from the living room. “Come on then. Chop chop!”

Craig winced, and turned around.

The hardwood floor hurt his knees, and he crawled back into the living room towards the crumpled pile of clothing.

Bending down, like a dog, he sunk his teeth into his discarded sweat pants. Fortunately, his boxer shorts were entwined in them, because he’d pulled them both off together.

His sweaty man-scent assailed his nostrils, as he carried his pants to the kitchen, and spat them into the waiting washing machine.

Then, finished, the handsome personal trainer turned around, and looked up expectantly at the curvy housewife.

Dina loomed over him – which was pretty impressive, considering the 4’11” housewife had rarely loomed over anything in her life.

“You know what,” she purred – really started to get into this role. “My clothes are filthy too. Get up.” Nervously, Craig clambered from the floor. “Come over here and undress me.”

Craig gulped.

He stepped forward, and now it was his turn to tower over Dina.

Dina looked up, and shivered, as this naked hunk loomed over her. With trembling fingers, he reached forward and grabbed the hem of her tight, v-neck t-shirt.

“Go on, then,” Dina ordered.

And so Craig pulled it up.

The cotton was clammy and sweaty, and he struggled to pull the shirt up over Dina’s massive breasts, and then over her head. She giggled as he tried to pull it off around her neck. But finally, he had success – and the dirty t-shirt landed on the floor and Dina stood there in her sports bra.

Her cheeks burned self-consciously. After three kids, her body wasn’t what it used to be – but by the size and hardness of the erection Craig was sporting, the young stud apparently didn’t care.

“Continue,” Dina ordered.

Craig bit his lip, and reached for the clasp between Dina’s breasts. With a pop, her bra sprung open, and her round, ripe breasts sprung free.

Dina moaned in relief, as her tightly-clenched boobs were freed. Craig just moaned – cock throbbing at the proximity of Dina’s round, womanly breasts.

He pulled the rest of the her bra off, and Dina then stood there blissfully topless.

“Get on your knees,” she ordered. “Pants next.”

Craig nodded, and sunk to his knees. He soon found himself level with Dina’s crotch.

Still trembling nervously, Craig reached up and hooked his fingers into the waistband of Dina’s pants. He pulled them down.

He pulled the tight elastic over the generous curve of Dina’s round ass, and then down over her thighs. Inch by inch, he revealed more of her tanned flesh, until her yoga pants were around Dina’s ankles and she stepped out of them.

Craig tossed them aside.

Now the compact housewife stood in nothing but a pair of black boyshort panties. Craig reached up eagerly to pull them down, but Dina wagged her finger at him.

“Nuh, uh,” she warned – and then turned around.

Craig found himself staring at Dina’s round, ripe bottom – just inches from his face.

She wiggled it teasingly. Craig’s cock throbbed.

Nervously, he reached up, and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. And then, mouth dry, he started to pull them down.


Chapter Four

Dina gasped, as she felt the cool air-conditioning on her bare cheeks.

Craig was staring right at her ass as he pulled her panties down – right up until her plump cheeks popped out of the tight elastic, and he found himself pulling them down over her round thighs.

A moment later, Dina stepped out of her boyshorts, and stood gloriously naked in front of the kneeling young stud.

Craig gulped, looking at the round, delicious ass in his face.

“Kiss it,” Dina demanded, looking over her shoulder, down at the submissive young man.

Craig looked up eagerly, and nodded.

Leaning forward, he pressed his lips against her soft, supple flesh.

Dina moaned.

After giving her cheek a wet smack, Craig looked up expectantly.

Dina was shivering.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her round, brown nipples were hard as bullets. Between her thighs, her pussy was wet and quivering.

She needed release.

Stepping barefoot across the living room, Dina flopped onto the couch, rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

“Crawl on over here, Craig,” the curvy housewife demanded. “I need you.”

Kurts eyes flashed eagerly.

His throbbing cock swinging between his legs, the handsome stud crawled over to where Dina was sitting, and soon knelt between her legs.

She spread her thighs wider.

“You know what to do…”

And he did. 

Craig looked at Dina’s neatly waxed little pussy, and his cock swelled almost painfully hard. Neither of them had showered after working out, but it wasn’t sweat he could smell radiating from between her legs. It was the musky, hot scent of sex – and it made his mouth water.

“Come on, baby,” Dina murmured. “I need it.”

And Craig nodded.

Crawling forward, he pressed his lips against Dina’s inner thigh.

“Unnnngh,” she groaned, as he planted kisses on the soft flesh between her legs.

Craig was a tease. At first his kisses were just on her thighs. Then his hot breath bathed Dina’s quivering pussy. By the time he moved in for the kill, she was trembling with need, and her wetness was dribbling down the crack of her ass.

And then Craig’s thick, rough tongue slithered between the clenched lips of Dina’s pussy.

“Huuuuunnngh,” moaning in pleasure, Dina arched her back and thrust her pussy onto Craig’s tongue. He’d lapped at her like a pussycat, spreading the lips of Dina’s pussy like a blossoming flower.

“Unnnngh,” she lifted her fist to her mouth, and bit into it as Craig’s tongue swirled around her clitoris. Moments later, he’d slid two fingers into Dina’s eager pussy, and she practically flopped off the couch with pleasure.

Clawing at the couch cushions, Dina moaned and squirmed on the sofa as Craig pleasured her with his lips, tongue and fingers. Within minutes, Dina was panting – and soon she couldn’t hold off any longer.

Searching wildly with her free hand, Dina tried desperately to find her handbag. She shuddered as she found it, moaning as Craig continued to pleasure her.

She clumsily reached into her bag, and managed to pull out her phone.

Blindly, she stabbed in her husband’s number, and a simple message: “Come home.”

And then she tossed the phone across the couch, and threw her head back.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” Dina groaned, as she came wetly in Craig’s face.

As Dina shuddered in orgasm, Craig just kept licking – slurping and sucking at Dina’s clitoris and fucking her with his fingers until she came again, and then a third time. By the forth orgasm, she had to beg him to stop.

“God, no more,” she groaned, and pushed Craig’s face from between her legs. “Jesus, down boy.” Craig’s head reared from between her legs. His lips and chin were glistening with her wetness. Glancing down between his muscular thighs, Dina realized ‘down boy’ was an ironic thing to say – as his erection was rearing angrily upwards, throbbing and swelling.

She bit her lip sluttily.

“Get on the couch,” she ordered.

Nodding eagerly, Craig scrambled up, and flopped down onto the cushions.


Chapter Five

Craig was sitting naked on the couch – his magnificent cock rearing like a skewer from between his legs.

Skewer was actually an appropriate term – since that’s exactly what Dina intended to do with it.

Her pussy was eager and quivering. Her breath was ragged.

Climbing onto Craig’s lap, she straddled him, and shoved her large breasts right in his face.

“Uuuuungh,” Dina groaned, as Craig started to kiss them. He sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, and his teeth pressed gently into her flesh.

As she motorboated Craig, Dina reached down between them, and grabbed his thick, throbbing cock in her slender fingers.

“Oh, my God,” Craig groaned, his voice muffled by Dina’s tits.

She wrangled his hard cock into position, until the swollen tip was nuzzling between the wet lips of her eager pussy.

“I-I don’t have time to find a condom,” Dina groaned hotly into Craig’s ear, “and I’m not on the pill – so don’t you dare fucking cum in me.” And then, with a moan, she sunk down onto Craig’s throbbing cock.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he groaned, as he felt her wet, warm pussy envelope him.

“Huuungh,” Dina groaned, sinking her teeth into Craig’s shoulder as she felt his big cock stretch and fill her.

Within moments, he was buried inside her, all the way to the hilt. It felt amazing – and Dina moaned hotly as she began to rock back and forth in Craig’s lap.

“Mmmmph!” Craig groaned, face crushed between her breasts. “Mmmmph!”

Dina stroked his hair, and pressed her boobs into his face. Then, gripping to his shoulders tightly, she began to ride him.

It was delicious. Craig’s thick, satisfying dick slid wetly in and out of her, in all the right positions. As she ground her hips into his lap, she utterly controlled the speed and direction of his big dick, and like that she soon felt her body responding in all sorts of delicious ways.

“G-God,” Craig pulled his face from Dina’s boobs. “Y-you’ve got to slow down, or I’ll cum…”

Dina laughed, and shoved his face back between her breasts.

“You’d better not,” she warned. “Don’t you fucking dare!”

But she didn’t stop grinding her hips into his lap. In fact, her orgasm was getting closer and closer, and she sunk faster, and deeper, and harder onto that big, delicious cock as she coaxed herself closer and closer to climax.

“Huuungh,” squeezing shut her eyes, Dina wrapped her arms around Craig’s heard and hugged him close. “Oh, God, yes…”

And then she came; groaning and shuddering as yet another orgasm rolled over her.

But the moment her pussy tightened in ecstasy, Craig groaned beneath her. She continued riding him, milking out that last few sweet tremors of orgasm, and then groaned hotly as she felt his dick swell, and throb inside her.

She felt herself flooded.

“Oh, you fucker,” Dina groaned, as Craig emptied his balls into her. “I’m not on the pill, you idiot.” But she still kept grinding back and forth in his lap, and surrendered to another delicious orgasm as she imagined Craig’s hot, potent cum spilling into her eager, fertile cunt.

Soon, Craig moaned in surrender, and Dina felt his cock softening inside her. She mewled in disappointment, and continued grinding in his lap until it was absolutely useless, and his dick flopped wetly out of her.

“I-I’m sorry,” Craig groaned, absolutely drained.

Dina clambered off his lap. She stood there, and felt his cum gush hotly down her inner thigh.

“I should fucking hope so!” She snapped, reaching down to scoop up a dribble with her finger.

It glistened wetly on her fingertip, gleaming like pearlescent silver.

“Here,” Dina offered him her finger. “Lick it off.”

“W-what?” Craig blinked.

“Lick it off,” she repeated. “Oh, come on… Don’t pretend you haven’t tasted your own cum before.”

Craig blushed.

Nervously, he leaned forward, and sucked Dina’s finger into his mouth. She moaned as she felt his lips sucking her finger clean.

“Talented mouth you have there.”

Craig blushed again.

“Well, you little fucker,” Dina purred, “Since you went and made a mess in me, I think you need a little punishment.” She clapped her hands together sharply. “Get to the bedroom. Go!”


Chapter Six

Craig went staggering into the bedroom.

Dina and her husband had a beautiful, big bedroom with an ornate, wrought iron bed. 

“Look underneath it,” she ordered, as she followed Craig in. 

Craig looked at her uncertainly for a second, but then nodded and dropped to his knees. A moment later, he was pulling out a wooden chest from beneath the bed.

He opened it nervously.

And gasped.

Inside was a veritable armory of sex toys. Butt plugs, vibrators, dildos and floggers.

“Get out the rope,” Dina ordered. Hands trembling, Craig pulled out a bundle of red, silk rope. “Now the blindfold.” He did as he was asked. “Now… Pick yourself a butt plug.”

“W-what?”

“You heard me. You can see them right there.”

“Wait… I’ve never… In my ass, I mean.”

Dina tutted.

Crossing the room, she looked down at Craig, kneeling naked in front of her, and then slapped him hard across the face.

He gasped, rubbing his stinging cheek.

“You told me you wanted somebody to tell you what to do,” Dina explained. “Now, I’m telling you to pick a fucking butt plug.”

Craig nodded, grinning eagerly.

Nervously, he grabbed the smallest plug he could find – a modest little silicon nub.

“No,” Dina purred. “Not that one. The one next to it.”

“Y-you can’t…”

“Do it,” she snapped.

Fingers trembling, he picked a much, much larger one – with a silver button on the base.

“Now get on your knees on the bed,” Dina snapped. “Butt in the air.”

Gulping, Craig clambered onto the bed.

Dina breathed deeply. God, what a sexy little boy-toy he was. That pert little ass. Those rippling abs. Despite a litany of orgasms – and Craig’s hot load dribbling down her thighs – Dina was hungry for more.

She reached over and ran her hand down the firm curve of Craig’s back, and then squeezed one of his muscular ass cheeks. Craig shuddered as he felt her fingernails dig gently into his skin.

“Close your eyes,” Dina ordered.

Nervously, Craig squeezed shut his eyes.

Breathing raggedly, Dina reached for the blindfold and stretched it over Craig’s head, blocking his view beneath black lace and satin.

Then she reached for a couple of pillows, and shoved them under his taut, tight belly. 

Slap! 

Her palm left a stinging red handprint on Craig’s tight ass cheek. He yelped, and lurched forward; until he was bent over the pillows with his head on the mattress, and his ass sticking up into the air.

“Perfect,” Dina giggled.

Then she grabbed her red rope, and gently curled it around Craig’s wrists.

He moaned softly.

Looping it around his wrist, Dina then curled the other end through the wrought iron of her bed-post, and then looped the rest around the other end of the bed head, and tied Craig’s other wrist.

And then she pulled the rope tight.

“Huuungh,” Craig gasped, as his arms were stretched out tautly ahead of him.

Giggling, Dina walked around the the other end of the bed, and repeated the exercise with his ankles; pulling her red rope tight until Craig’s legs were stretched out as well. 

He lay in a bent-over X shape, ass raised in the air.

“Oh, baby,” Dina licked her lips. “You look perfect.”

“W-what are you going to do with me?” Craig stammered, lifting his head and looking around blindly.

“Well,” Dina sighed. “Since you were all naughty and blew your load, I have to wait for you to recharge.” And, as she said that, Dina reached over and reached between Craig’s thighs. He groaned, as her fingers curled around his sticky, drained cock.

She gently pulled it out from beneath him, so his cock lay splayed openly on the pillows beneath him. It was already growing thicker.

“Until then, though,” Dina grinned wickedly, “you can entertain me.”

And as Craig lay helpless on the bed, Dina bent down, and rummaged in her box of sex toys.


Chapter Seven

Craig heard the click of a bottle cap, and then a squelch as Dina squirted something into her palm.

A moment later, she slapped a cold, wet hand right between his upturned ass-cheeks.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Craig groaned.

Dina laughed, rubbing slick lube up and down the crack of Craig’s tautly-muscled ass. She poked at his tightly-clenched asshole with her thumb and Craig would have jumped a foot off the bed – if he hadn’t been tied to it.

“Relax, honey,” Dina purred, and her slick hands slid lower, to curl around his cock. “We’ve got plenty of time for that later.” And then she started stroking his cock with her oiled-up hands; and Craig groaned at the unbelievably slick, delicious sensation.

Soon he was sporting another impressive erection, and Dina slithered her hands up between his cheeks again.

This time, it was one of her lubed-up fingers pressing against the wrinkled knot of Craig’s ass.

“Huuunngh,” he groaned, as she pressed harder, and harder, until there was a ‘pop’ and her finger sunk inside.

“Oh, fuck,” Craig groaned.

“Wow, what a tight little tush you have,” Dina purred, as she sunk her finger deeper into his until-then-virginal ass. “This your first time back there?”

“I-I’ve never…” Craig groaned. “T-that would be g-gay.”

“Awww,” Dina grinned, easing her finger in and out of Craig’s ass, and delighting in his squirming and writhing. “Liking a little something up your ass isn’t gay…”

And then she added a second finger.

“Fuuuuck,” Craig arched his back, and groaned.

Dina’s fingers were fully inside him now, and she slid them in and out slickly.

“Feel that?” And Craig’s moans indicated that he did. “That’s your prostate, baby. It’s like the g-spot for guys.” Dina watched, delighted, as a dribble of precum emerged from Craig’s rigid cock. “I could make you cum right now, just with my fingers in your ass…”

But she had other plans.

From the comforter, she pulled her tools.

With a sharp ‘snap’ Craig felt something tight around the base of his balls and cock.

“W-what the?”

“It’s a silicone cock ring,” Dina purred, stroking his ass with one hand, as she fucked him with two fingers of the other. “Make that nice, big dick of yours all hard and swollen.”

“Huuungh,” Craig felt his cock throb, and swell.

“And now, there’s this.”

And with a wet schlurp, she pulled her fingers from his ass, and replaced them instead with the cold, hard point of the butt plug he’d selected earlier.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Craig groaned. “It’s too big!”

But Dina pressed the slick, rubbery point against his asshole, and his wrinkled pucker opened up eagerly to accept it. After an inch or so, Craig groaned as his ass resisted – but Dina kept the pressure up until there was a ‘pop’ and his tight little tush closed over the bulge.

Only the black flange remained, sticking out from between Craig’s ass cheeks, with a button on the top of it. Dina pressed it.

With a low, grumbling buzz the butt plug started throbbing and vibrating in Craig’s ass.

“Fuuuuck!” He arched his back. It was the most intense feeling of Craig’s life – not painful, but definitely weird, and uncomfortable, and…

And…. Fuck… Very, very erotic.

“Oh, shiiiit,” he groaned, as his cock swelled to veiny fullness, and his ass throbbed excruciatingly.

Dina looked down at him with a wry smile.

“Perfect,” she grinned. “Well, almost.”

And then she clambered onto the bed, and flopped down at the head of it, thighs spread either side of Craig’s blindfolded face.

“Here,” she lifted his head in her hands, and guided it between her legs. Scooching forward, she pressed her freshly-fucked pussy against his lips. “You filled me with cum, you little fucker,” Dina purred. “Now you’d better eat it out of me, so I don’t get knocked up.”


Chapter Eight

Craig’s face was buried in Dina’s warm, wet folds.

Her pussy was smooth and familiar – but this time Dina’s tangy scent was matched by something else. Something slick, and salty, with a curious oyster taste.

Craig realized his face was buried in Dina’s cum-filled pussy.

“Go on, you little slut,” Dina reached down, and ran her fingers through Craig’s hair. “Eat it all up. You don’t want my husband to come home and find me all knocked up, do you?” She giggled. “I’m not sure whether he’d take that out on my ass, or yours.”

Craig shuddered when he heard that.

Opening his mouth, he eagerly slithered his tongue between the folds of Dina’s freshly-fucked pussy, and was rewarded with a gush of salty wetness. Whether it was her arousal, or his own cum, Craig couldn’t tell – but he eagerly swallowed it down.

“Oh, fuuuuck, yes,” Dina groaned, flopping back on the bed as Craig devoured her pussy.

His tongue slid between the folds of her pussy. He eagerly sucked at her throbbing clitoris. Hands tied to the bed, he only had his mouth free to work with – but that was all he needed to have Dina gasping, and groaning, and grinding her pussy on his face.

“Oh, God, that’s it,” she moaned. “Eat that cum out of me. Swallow it, like a good little slut.”

“Mmmmph,” Craig responded eagerly, gulping down the stringy strands he’d pumped into her pussy earlier. “Mmmmph!”

Within minutes, Dina was squeezing shut her eyes, and gripping onto the wrought iron bedhead as Craig drove her closer and closer to the brink of orgasm.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” she groaned, bracing herself against the bed head with one hand, and curling the fingers of the other through Craig’s hair. “Shiiiit.”

And then she came.

“Huuuungh!”

Arching her back, Dina shuddered as a wave of pleasure crashed over her. Craig kept licking furiously, and that drove Dina into an almost giddy state of ecstasy; until she flopped down on the pillows, panting and gasping.

Reluctantly, she pulled Craig’s head from between her legs.

His lips and chin were glistening with her wetness, and his own cum. He looked like a sticky, eager boy-slut and Dina moaned with arousal as she watched him look around blindly, eyes hidden beneath the blindfold.

“That was nice,” Dina ruffled his hair. “How are you feeling?”

“Uuuuungh,” Craig moaned.

Truth be told, he was a mess. His ass was throbbing, swollen and full from the buzzing butt plug. His cock was straining and almost painfully hard – all red and veiny from the cock ring around the base.

Precum was dribbling from the head, onto the pillows that supported his hips – and Craig feared that just one touch of his swollen dick would send it spurting uselessly onto the covers.

“Aww, baby,” Dina stroked Craig’s cheek. “We’re not done with you yet.” And with that, she clambered off the bed, and Craig heard her pad, barefoot, over to her chest of sex toys.

He shivered, as he heard the sound of buckles and straps being tightened.

And then the bed rocked, as Dina climbed back onto it.

But this time, she wasn’t lying back. No, she was kneeling – right in front of Craig’s blindfolded face. 

Gently, Dina took his head in her hands, and lifted it.

“You did such a good job on my pussy, baby,” Dina purred. “Let’s see how you do with this.”

And then Craig felt something cold, and firm, and fleshy press against his lips.

“Open up,” Dina ordered – and when Craig hesitated, she slapped him hard across the cheek. “Open your fucking mouth.”

Nervously, Craig did as he was told – and found himself being fed a thick, hard, flesh-like shaft.

“Mpppph?” As his mouth was filled, he felt Dina stroke his cheek. “Mmmmph?”

“Aww, baby,” she purred. “You look so pretty with a big cock in your mouth.” And then Craig realized what it was – a strap on! “Suck my cock, baby. Suck it good.”

And with that, Dina started gently moving her hips – moving that big, rubbery cock in and out of Craig’s mouth. 

His head reeled. The kink and submissiveness was thrilling – but sucking a cock? Even a fake one. That was gay.

But as gay as it felt, his cock was painfully hard, and his mouth was watering.

“In a few minutes, baby,” Dina cooed, “I’m going to fuck you in your tight little ass with this baby… So get it good and wet.” She stroked his cheek. “Believe me, your ass will thank me.”

“Mmmmph!”

But before Craig’s mumbled protest had even died on his cock-stretched lips, a new noise disturbed him.

The sound of the front door, downstairs, being opened. 

Then a cry of “Dina?”

And then thundering footsteps on the stairs.

“Ooooh, baby,” Dina giggled. “What a treat. My husband’s home.”

And then Craig heard the door to the bedroom crash open, and a crisp British voice demand: “Well, well, well… What’s going on in here?”


Chapter Nine

Craig froze when he heard a man’s voice in the bedroom.

This hadn’t been part of the arrangement!

He struggled against the tight ropes, cheeks burning with embarrassment. Dina’s husband was watching him suck a fake cock! And lie there with a big plug up his ass!

Shit, if word of this got out at the gym…

“There, there,” Dina stroked Craig’s cheek, never letting the cock slip from his stretched mouth. “There’s nothing to worry about.” And then she paused, addressing her husband. “Is there, baby?”

“No, no,” Dina’s husband replied, and Craig heard the sound of a belt buckle being opened, and the rustle of clothes hitting the floor. “This is just our little secret.” And then Craig shivered, as the bed rocked and he realized Dina’s husband had crawled onto it. “Just yours, and ours.”

And then Craig felt a warm, hot hand stroke his naked back, and run down to squeeze one of his ass cheeks.

Fuck! He was being felt up by Dina’s husband.

“Look at this nice little treat I have for you, Marcus, dear,” Dina purred. “Isn’t he cute?”

“You know I love seeing you bring home little boy-toys,” Marcus purred. He squeezed Craig’s ass-cheek affectionaly. “Normally I just sit back with a martini, and watch what she does to them.” He chuckled. “My wife rides ‘em hard and puts ‘em away wet.”

But then his fingers tightened on Craig’s ass cheek.

“But it just so happens that today, I’ve had a very stressful day in the office, and I have a lot of… ahem… pent up aggression.” And then Marcus’s fingers slid between Craig’s thighs, and curled around the younger man’s raging hard-on. “And I need a nice little slut to take it out on.”

“Mmmph!” Craig protested. He shook his head, trying to dislodge the big rubbery cock in his mouth. “Mmmmph!”

“Oh, come on, baby,” slowly, Dina pulled the strap-on from Craig’s maw, and it emerged gleaming and dripping with his saliva. “What’s the difference between sucking this big cock and my husband’s real one?”

Craig drooled out a long string of saliva, and gasped: “B-because I’m not gay.”

“Awww, baby,” Dina pulled the blindfold away, and Craig blinked in the brightness. He was staring up at Dina as she loomed over him – a big, black, silicone cock bobbing up and down in front of his face. “There’s no such thing as straight or gay when you’re sufficiently turned on.”

“Yeah,” Marcus nodded, stroking Craig’s cock with delicious tenderness. Craig moaned, as Marcus continued: “Just relax, and we’ll have you begging to suck my cock before you know it.”

“Unnnngh,” Craig squirmed against the ropes.

“Watch and learn,” Dina stroked his face. Then, on her knees, she shuffled around to the other side of the bed – behind Craig’s upturned bottom.

At the same time, Marcus crawled to where Dina been kneeling, and flopped down with his legs either side of Craig’s face.

The poor kid immediately had a close-up view of Marcus’s immense, pale hard-on and his heavy, egg-sized balls.

He wrinkled his nose, and turned his face away.

Marcus looked down at him, and chuckled.

“Five minutes,” he grinned. “Five minutes, and you’ll be begging to suck my cock.”

Craig squeezed shut his eyes. That was impossible.

But almost immediately, he began to question that belief – because Dina was kneeling behind him, stroking his oiled-up cock and balls with her fingers.

“Fuuuuuck,” it took every ounce of self control for Craig not to spurt in her hands.

“Aww, baby. Look how big and hard you are.”  She bent her head, and licked his shaft. Craig groaned hotly. Dina continued: “If you’re a good little slut, and suck my husband’s cock, just imagine how good I can make you feel.”

And then she lowered her head between Craig’s splayed thighs, and licked from his taint, to the swollen top of his drooling cock.

“Oh, shiiiiiiit,” Craig moaned.

He opened his eyes, and looked at Marcus’s big cock – bobbing up and down in front of him. Suddenly he found his mouth watering.

Meanwhile, Dina continued her work.

She was curling her fingers around the base of the butt plug, buzzing away in Craig’s not-so-tight-anymore ass. With a ‘pop’ she pulled it out; and the landed with a thump beside the bed.

“Fuuuuuuck,” Craig groaned, as his distended ass ached in both relief, and disappointment. 

But that relief was short-lived.

Suddenly he felt Dina’s warm, soft body against his thighs and ass, and then the rubbery head of that strap-on she wore against his asshole.

She teased the tip against his puckered little knot.

“You want me to fuck you, Craig?”

“Huuungh,” he groaned. His brain was crying: “No, no, no!” But his ass was needy, and his cock was throbbing, and he needed something to replace that big, buzzing plug in his ass.

“Open your mouth, baby,” Dina purred, pressing the tip of her cock against Craig’s ass. “Give my hubby a nice, sloppy blowjob.” And then she eased an inch of dick into Craig’s ass, and he clawed at the sheets and cried at the sensation. 

“O-okay,” Craig groaned, pushing his ass back, skewering himself on Dina’s rubbery cock. “O-okay.”

But when he looked up, Marcus was glaring down at him.

“I told you you’d beg,” he grinned, grabbing the root of his swollen cock, and keeping it just out of reach of Craig’s lips. “So beg for it, boy. Beg to suck my cock.”

And just then, Dina eased her cock even deeper into Craig’s ass; until it pressed against his prostate, and a clear dribble of pre-cum gushed out of the tip of his straining cock.

“O-okay,…” Writhing and groaning, Craig begged: “P-please… Please let me suck your cock.”


Chapter Nine

With a triumphant grin, Marcus bent his cock down, and offered it to Craig.

Without even thinking about it, the formerly-straight personal trainer opened his mouth, and engulfed the warm, hard head between his lips.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Marcus groaned, as he felt Craig’s warm, wet mouth envelop him. “That’s good…”

Craig’s mind raced. Holy shit, what was he doing? 

He was straight… And yet here he was, sucking another man’s cock!

But it all was disturbingly natural to him. Craig was a big fan of getting blowjobs (c’mon, what guy isn’t?) and that meant he intrinsically knew what to do with his mouth to make Marcus feel good.

He sucked gently, and swirled his tongue around the swollen head of Marcus’s cock, and squeezed shut his eyes and tried to drown out everything except the avalanche of erotica sensations overwhelming him.

Because even as he sucked Marcus’s big cock, Dina was easing more and more of that big, silicone cock into Craig’s upturned ass – and as she did so, her soft, hot skin pressed against his, and he felt her round breasts squashed up against his back.

“Mmmph,” he groaned, voice muffled by the thick cock in his mouth.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Dina purred, as she finally bottomed out inside Craig’s ass, and her soft hips pressed against his pert cheeks.

She began to fuck him.

“Mmmmph!” Craig’s eyes rolled upwards, as he found himself spit-roasted between Dina and her husband. “Mmmmpph!”

As Dina thrust that big cock inside him, Craig lurched forward. That forced more of Marcus’s dick into his mouth, and Craig drooled down his chin as he tried to accommodate it all. 

Then, as Dina backed off, Craig sunk back and was able to gasp a desperate breath of air, before Dina thrust inside him once again. 

Back and forth he went, skewered front and back by big, hard cocks. And every time Dina thrust, that big rubbery cock of hers would press deliciously against Craig’s prostate; until his hard cock was drooling pre-cum down the pillow.

“Mmmmmph,” Craig groaned, squeezing shut his eyes as the intensity almost became too much for him. “Mmmmmmmmmphhh!”

But before Dina had him spurting uselessly onto the pillows, the curvy housewife collapsed across Craig’s back; her body glistening in sweat.

“Phew,” she gasped. “Talk about a core workout.” With a squelch, she pulled her rubbery cock from Craig’s plundered ass, flopped back onto the bed. “I-I don’t think I can keep that up.”

“Practice makes perfect, honey,” Marcus grinned, watching his wife panting on the bed, the glistening strap on sticking up angrily from between her legs. “Maybe you should make this a regular play date. Use that strap-on twice a day until you’ve got rock hard abs.”

“Mmmmph!” Craig mumbled, and nobody was sure whether he was accepting or rejecting the idea.

One thing Craig was certain of, though… With that thick, rubbery cock out of his ass, he felt empty. And, more than that, he was now losing his mind with a desperate, yearning need to climax.

“I need his mouth,” Dina announced, as she unbuckled the strap on and let it fall to the floor. “I’m so fucking turned on…”

“So am I,” Marcus panted, looking down at Craig as the handsome personal trainer slavishly sucked his dick. “I’m about ready to feed this little boy-slut my load.”

“Well, let’s swap,” Dina purred. “His ass is all buttered up for you.”

Grabbing a fistful of Craig’s hair, Marcus wrenched the trainer’s mouth from his cock. Marcus’s thick hard-on slapped Craig across the cheek as it popped from his mouth.

“You heard the lady,” Marcus grinned, reaching for the rope around Craig’s wrist. “It’s time to mix things up a little.”

And, with that, Marcus undid the knots binding Craig’s wrists, and freed him from the bed.


Chapter Ten

Even as Craig groaned in relief, he found Dina and Marcus man-handling him. Dina grabbed his ankles, Marcus grabbed his wrists, and like flipping a mattress they tossed Craig from his front, onto his back.

Dina even positioned the pillows, to make sure they lifted Craig’s hips into the air.

And even as he lay there – his caged cock and balls red, and angrily pointing upwards – Dina crawled around to the head of the bed, and Marcus shuffled to the end of it.

Dina lifted one thigh, and straddled Craig’s face.

“Make me cum, baby,” she ordered.

Instinctively, Craig began feasting on the sweet, wet pussy crushed against his mouth. Dina tasted amazing… She was practically gushing into his mouth.

But what Craig hadn’t been prepared for was Marcus grabbing his ankles, and hoisting the personal trainer’s legs into the air.

“Man, my balls are about ready to burst,” Marcus groaned, shuffling in between Craig’s muscular thighs. “I’m going to blow such a big load in this slut’s tight little ass, he’ll taste it when he burps.

“Mmmmph!” Craig groaned, voice muffled by Dina’s pussy. She was leaning forward now, crushing him to the bed. “Mmmmmmph!”

His cries grew more intense, as he suddenly felt something hard, and hot nuzzle between the cheeks of his ass.

Holy shit! Marcus was about to fuck him!

“Mmmmph!”

“Easy, baby,” Dina felt him struggle beneath her. “I promise we’ll make it feel real good for you.” And then she leaned forward, until her curvy body was laid over his, and her face was level with his crotch.

She stroked his red, veiny erection, and Craig moaned between her thighs.

“Marcus’s going to fuck you, honey,” Dina purred, stroking his cock and watching it swell. “And you’re going to love it.” 

And, with that, she opened her mouth wide and closed her lips around the head of Craig’s straining cock.

“Mmmmmph!” Craig’s whole body went limp, as he felt the delicious warm, wet sensation of Dina’s lips and tongue on his dick. It was heavenly. 

But even as he struggled to process that incredible experience, something else had him moaning hotly between Dina’s thighs. Marcus’s hard, spit-slick cock was pressing inexorably against his lubed-up, freshly-fucked asshole – and with a ‘pop’ his tight little butt opened up to accept Marcus’s thick, hard cock.

“Fuuuuck,” Marcus groaned, as he felt Craig’s ass open up to accept him. He sunk himself in inch after inch, and the trainer’s tight little tush was deliciously snug and sensual.

“Mmmmph!” Craig moaned, as Marcus finally bottomed-out inside his ass, and Dina’s husband’s hips were pressed against Craig’s balls and taint.

Marcus started to fuck him.

“Mmmmph!” Craig was nearly delirious with pleasure. Dina’s mouth was warm, and wet, and amazing. She was giving him the best blowjob he’d ever got in his life.  At the same time, his ass was being plundered by Marcus’s thick, hard cock – but it was a totally different sensation to the strap-on Dina had been using.

Marcus’s cock was throbbing, and managed to be both harder, yet softer, at the same time. As Marcus sunk all the way into Craig’s ass, it was like a finger pressing against his prostate, urging him to cum.

And that was becoming inevitable now… But it was Marcus who reached the tipping point first.

“Your ass is fucking perfect,” Marcus groaned, sinking inside Craig’s tight little tush as deeply as he could go. “Oh, man… I can’t hold out any longer…”

And he didn’t. Craig moaned as he felt Marcus’s cock swell, and throb inside of him, and then felt his ass flooded by powerful spurts of cum.

As Marcus emptied his balls inside of Craig, the personal trainer reached overload. His own cock throbbed, and Dina’s eyes shot open as she felt hot, salty spurts fill her mouth. She swallowed eagerly.

And even as she did that, Craig’s slurping tongue and sucking lips tipped her into an orgasm of her own, and she shuddered and squirmed on Craig’s face; riding his tongue until the cresting wave of climax crashed over her.

And then, slowly, all three of them collapsed into a quivering heap.


Chapter Eleven

Craig was silent as he got dressed.

He didn’t know what to say. Who to look at. He was quivering with post-orgasmic pleasure, but also felt deeply ashamed at the wild and crazy things he’d done, all in the spur of the moment.

He was straight – and yet he’d sucked Dina’s husband’s dick, and then let him fuck him in the ass. Even as he pulled his boxer shorts on, standing in their living room, he felt Marcus’s hot cum dribble down his thigh.

The part that disturbed him? That he’d enjoyed it.

He’d loved it. It had been one of the wildest sexual experiences of his life.

But he couldn’t look at Dina. He definitely couldn’t look at her husband. 

Oh, God, what would happen if anybody at the gym found out?

But even as he stared at the floor, and pulled on his sweat pants awkwardly, Dina came over and squeezed Craig’s hand.

Nervously he looked over at her. She smiled at him. Normally she was just curvy and cute – but when she smiled, she was beautiful.

“That was fun,” Dina giggled. “But our little secret, right?”

“Yeah,” Marcus called over from the other side of the room, where he was pulling on his pants. “I don’t think any of us would be thrilled to have this sort of… diversion advertised.”

Craig breathed a huge sigh of relief.

Dina looked up at Craig.

“So… How was it? Better than those Instagram hotties?”

Craig’s cheeks burned red.

“I… I’ve never experienced anything like it.”

Dina reached up on her tip-toes, and kissed Craig on the lips.

“Well, if you’re free tomorrow afternoon – you can experience it again.”

And even though he’d drained it twice, in less than an hour, Craig’s cock throbbed at the very thought of it.

“Just one thing,” he demanded.

Dina and Marcus looked up at him expectantly.

“Just because you went to town on my ass today,” Craig allowed himself to smile. “Don’t think I’m going to go lightly on your ass in our training session tomorrow.”

Dina’s blushed.

She reached down, and squeezed Craig’s stiffening cock through his sweat pants.

“Bust my ass in the gym, sweetheart,” she promised, “and I’ll bust your ass afterwards.” And then she rubbed his cock gently. “And I’ll make it hurt so sweet, you’ll bust your nut doing it.”

Craig’s cock was fully hard again now. He glanced up uncertainly at Marcus, as Dina’s husband watched his wife giving this handsome personal trainer a hand-job through his sweat pants.

He nodded, And Craig eagerly pulled down his pants.

Eight inches of semi-hard cockmeat flopped out.

“I don’t need to be back at the gym for an hour,” he grinned. “So maybe we could start with that ass-busting a little early.”

Dina giggled, and got down on her knees. Before she curled her lips around Craig’s stiffening shaft, she giggled: “You personal trainers sure do know how to make a girl sweat.”

And Craig soon proved her right about that.

The End
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