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Carla Morales brushed her long, dark hair.
She watched in the vanity’s mirror as her husband, Don, got ready
for work. She yawned and stretched her arms overhead, lifting up
her full, lush breasts. He didn’t even look up at her as he pulled
on his slacks and hunted for a matching pair of socks.

She frowned at the mirror. After five happy
years of marriage, things had been getting… stale. A day without
sex had once been odd. Then sex once or twice a week had become
normal. And for the last three weeks? Nothing. Not so much as a
quickie before Don had to dash out the door. Certainly nothing like
the first year, when they’d been too horny to make it to the
bedroom, and Don had roughly pushed up her skirt and fucked her
right there on the stairs in front of the open backyard blinds,
where any of their neighbors could’ve seen…

Carla felt her pussy get wet. She imagined
Don somehow knowing, muscling her up, throwing her against the
vanity and taking her right there in front of the mirror, so she
could watch as he shoved his big, thick cock into her cunt over and
over, his muscles bunching, his fingers leaving prints on her ass
as he pulled her back onto his dick.  “Sit on it like the
dirty little slut you are,” he’d growl.

“Have you seen my blue tie?”

She cleared her throat. Carla whirled around,
revealing her body naked under her untied blue dressing gown. She
had a wicked thought. “I’m having trouble remembering. Maybe if you
did something to jog my memory…” She winked at him.

Don sighed. His broad shoulders sagged. “Can
we not do this now, please?” he said quietly. “There’s nothing I
can do about the overtime. We’re swamped.”

“I know that.” Carla lowered her eyes as she
tied her dressing gown. She wasn’t sure what she’d expected, but
the rejection still stung.

“I’d love nothing more than to spend Saturday
morning with you, believe me. You’re much more attractive than
Spalding.” Don came up behind her, encircled her with his arms, and
rested his head on her shoulder. “It’s not going to be this way
forever. You know that, right? Once the busy season is over, I’ll
be able to breathe again. Maybe we can go away for a couple of
days? A trip?” He smiled into the mirror.

Laugh lines crinkled at the corners of his
eyes. They reminded her of how much more he’d used to laugh. She
thought about telling him again that they didn’t have to try for a
baby yet, that he could quit, they could ditch the house, he could
look for another, better job while she went back to teaching and
supported them, that she didn’t need a vacation, just him – but she
didn’t want to start another fight. She inhaled his familiar scent
and felt a deep, unanswered longing. She forced a smile and nodded.
“Yeah. Maybe we need some sun.”

Don kissed her temple. “And we’ll get it,
too. But not right now. Have you seen my blue tie?”

“It’s in the hall closet,” Carla said.

“You’re a lifesaver, you know that, right?”
Don called as he went after it.

Carla sighed and shook her head.

“Don’t forget – the new yard guy is supposed
to be coming by later! He shouldn’t need anything from you, but I
told him you’d be here if he had any questions. Thanks, honey!” Don
called up the stairs. A moment later, the front door opened and
shut.

Carla sighed. She delved beneath her robe and
gave her clit an experimental rub, then stopped. Her body was on,
but her head just wasn’t in the game anymore.

 


*****

 


Barely half the morning had passed before she
was well and truly bored. Nothing on TV, she’d gotten in a good
workout yesterday, and she had to hang around for the new yard guy.
The house they’d purchased last year had had a string of unreliable
landscapers – this was one Don had found.

“Probably won’t even show up today.” Carla
poured herself a glass of red wine and sipped as she floated from
room to room and cleaned up – shoes on the rack, dishes in the
dishwasher, junk mail in the garbage. The house had been Don’s
idea. New promotion, new job, new city--big, beautiful house they
could just barely afford. And without Don around to enjoy it with
her, it seemed more and more a big, beautiful boat anchor that
needed constant cleaning and upkeep.

There was more cleaning to do than she’d
expected. An hour and another glass of wine later, she decided to
give the house a good scrub, top to bottom. Carla grabbed the
duster and went to work.

In the dining room, she went over the china
cabinet, swishing away dust with a flick here, a flick there. Dust
bunnies, away! It was fun. And the third glass of wine certainly
helped.

By the time it was finished, Carla had worked
her way to the front hall. She carefully maneuvered her feather
duster over the sideboard. Since she’d known him, Don had loved
ships in bottles. He kept most of the big ones he’d made upstairs,
but she’d seen him work painstakingly on the small one decorating
the sideboard. She picked the small glass bottle up off its stand
to dust underneath it.

Plink!

The bottle slipped and struck the sideboard.
It rolled along the wooden surface, toward the back edge and over.
“No!” Carla grabbed for it. She managed to stop it by wedging her
fingers between it and the wall, trapping the smooth bottle against
the sideboard—and, coincidentally, herself.

Carla frowned as she tugged. The big wooden
sideboard hit her at waist height; she’d had to bend over until she
stood on her tiptoes to stop the bottle from falling behind it. Now
her right hand was just as wedged as the bottle. She tried tugging
on the sideboard, but the big piece of wood furniture wouldn’t
move. She remembered five movers sweating to wrestle it into the
house in the first place. “Oh, no. This isn’t good.” She tried
tugging again – her hand only stuck faster. “Ow.”

She didn’t have her phone on her, and Don
wouldn’t be back for hours. He might not even be back until late
that night. The sideboard’s drawers held only some table linens and
holiday decorations. Nothing that would help. She was stuck. She
fought for several more minutes to free herself.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

Carla’s eyes widened. She couldn’t see the
door behind her while she was stretched over the sideboard. “Oh,
no,” she whispered. She was not exactly in a position to receive
guests. But then, she might be stuck there all day without
help.

The knock came again.

Practicality won out. “Um, hello?” she called
loudly. “Person at the door? Yard guy? Or—or whoever it is?” She
wasn’t sure how to delicately say it. “Could you...? I need
help!”

Quiet. Carla panicked. Had they understood
her? What if the person had left? “Hello? Could you help me,
please?” Was the door locked? Don forgot to do it fairly often—

The knob quietly squeaked as it turned.

“Oh, good.” Carla let out a breath. “Hi.
Sorry about this. I know it must look strange to you. I’ve—see, I
was dusting, and this bottle rolled behind the—you know, it’s not
important. My hand is stuck. Could you help me?” She paused.

Quiet. A soft footstep.

“Hello? Hi. I’m Carla. Are you—are you
there?”

The front door closed. Another step.

Carla swallowed. “Hi, what’s your name?” More
quiet. She thought she could hear the person breathing. “Sorry, can
you help me?” The quiet stretched on for a few nerve-wracking
moments. “If you can’t, that’s okay, but could you just bring me my
phone—”

A hand palmed her ass.

A very big, male hand.

“Oh, shit,” Carla whimpered. She was totally
defenseless, caught this way. “Look, thanks for trying to help, but
if you could just—”

The hand squeezed her left ass cheek, feeling
the full, toned weight of it.

Carla had a sudden, strange flash of Don
cupping her the same way. Then it was gone. But her pussy fluttered
at the memory and the touch. “I’m married,” she gasped.

A second hand joined the first. He kneaded
her ass through the silky-soft dressing gown.

“Look, I’m sorry, but I can’t—“ Carla swatted
at her assailant with her free hand. “Maybe it looked like I was
inviting something, but I’m not—”

 

A hand grabbed her wrist and forced it to the
surface of the sideboard. Carla felt the warm, heavy weight of a
body against her lower back, legs, and ass. She shivered. Her
breaths came light and fast. “Okay, listen.”

But the words on her lips died as the
stranger pulled back, and she heard a zipper.

“Listen,” she said. But she had nothing else.
The hand holding her wrist down wasn’t like Don’s—this one was
bigger and tanned, and felt much stronger. She tried to lift her
arm; she might as well have been pushing against a wall.
 “Please,” she gasped.

“Don’t move,” a gruff voice whispered.

Carla swallowed. She let her hand relax, her
palm press flat against the sideboard. The man let her go.

“Good,” the man growled, almost
fond-sounding, and flipped up her dressing gown.

She felt goosebumps rise on her lower thighs
and ass as the cool air hit her. The man’s big hands palmed her
taut buttocks. He grabbed her cheeks, one in each broad hand, and
parted them.

“Look at that pussy,” he whispered.

Carla’s breath came fast. Who was he? The
yard guy? Someone else? “Don?” But as she asked, she knew it hadn’t
been his voice. Some--some pervert was in her house touching her
bare behind! Getting a full view of her goods. This couldn’t be
happening. But it didn’t seem as if she had much choice.

The man groaned softly. “I want to taste that
so bad...”

Instinctively, Carla’s muscles clenched. It
had been so, so long since she’d been touched. Vibrators just
weren’t the same. You know, if you don’t have a choice, a
naughty little voice in her head added, it can’t really be your
fault, can it?

“Oh, that’s wrong,” Carla said aloud.

The man behind her chuckled.

She felt his warm breath on her cheeks, and a
puff of air dance against her sensitive pussy lips. Carla closed
her eyes. She wouldn’t arch up, she wouldn’t... “Ohhh, fuck
me.”

The man held her open as his tongue delved
into her already dripping-wet cunt. He teased her lips with small,
eager licks.

Carla slapped the wood surface of the
sideboard. She struggled to keep her head. But her pussy was on
fire. She felt her muscles involuntarily clenched as his long
tongue penetrated her, lapping up her sticky, musky juice. She felt
herself arching up into his mouth, her body begging for more of
that hot tongue.

A hand smacked her ass, sending a shock of
pleasure up her spine. Carla whimpered as the man’s tongue slid
from her pussy down to her hard clit. Her toes curled. The man’s
tongue licked her mercilessly, swirling around her joy button until
her thighs shook. He sucked greedily. Loud slurps filling the foyer
with obscene sounds.

“I can’t,” Carla panted, sweat beading on her
forehead. She leaned against the sideboard, imagining that it was
Don, Don eating her out like the dirty little whore she was.

Suddenly, the tongue was gone.

No, she thought, her ass waving
needily in the air. It had been so long! Her orgasm hovered just
out of reach. Carla squeezed her pussy muscles. She wanted to be
filled, fucked--”Fuck me,” she said.

The man was quiet.

“Please?” Carla begged. “Please, fuck me. I
need it. I need it so badly.” Her voice shook. “Please?” She forced
herself to hold still. “I need to come.”

“Poor thing,” the man whispered. His palms
squeezed her ass. “All alone in this big house, nobody to fuck
you...”

Carla nodded. She felt desperate. “Please.
Give me your cock. I’m all wet, I’m so wet, I’m about to come, I
can feel it, please, let me come all over your cock. Please, fuck
m--” She yelped as the man smacked her bottom.

“Shh.”

She dropped her forehead onto the sideboard
and concentrated on breathing. Suddenly, she heard the
click-click-click of a zipper being lowered. And then, the hot,
hard length of a cock pressed flush against her quivering pussy
lips.

Carla’s pussy spasmed, trying instinctively
to draw that hard cock inside her. Slowly, the man rubbed his shaft
along her slit. The heat from his cock made her shiver. The head
found her hole, parted her lips, and then the stranger’s blunt cock
slid inside.

“Ngh! Oh, fuck, fuck!” Carla panted. Her
pussy clenched around his dick. Her hard nipples brushed the
sideboard as he slid out and inside her again, rocking her onto her
toes. Her hips canted upward, begging for more of his thick
erection, and he gave it to her, pumping in and out of her grasping
pussy with a punishing speed.

“Yeah. Who’s a good whore?” he whispered.

Carla slapped her palm against the sideboard.
She bit her lip. His cock pushed in and out, deeper with every
stroke. She rocked up on her toes as his balls slapped against her
clit. She felt a tingling deep in her belly. The sensation built as
he steadily fucked her. “Me,” she cried, “I’m a good whore!”

“Good whores beg for it,” the man said.

Carla shook her head. This couldn’t be
happening, but she couldn’t deny her body’s lust. Her pussy
clenched as he drove his wood deeper, harder, faster, his grip on
her hips hard almost to the point of pain. “Please! Please fuck my
poor little cunt. Ride my dirty little pussy. Punish me for being
such a filthy goddamn slut--”

“Yes,” he hissed, missing a beat only to
smack her tight ass. “You’ve got me so hard. Now you know what I’m
gonna do? I’m going to come in your pretty hole.”

Carla gulped. She thought of Don, and of how
foolish it was to gamble her unprotected pussy. They were trying
for a baby. She should fight! She should resist! She should tell
him no, offer her mouth, her ass, anything but that.

But as his strokes grew even faster and he
grunted from the effort, Carla imagined his balls tightening up,
spraying her cunt full of his hot spunk. She imagined him holding
his cock there until his come dripped from her greedy, grasping
hole. She imagined him leaving her trapped there while he took a
break, then coming back for another round. She pictured being
upstairs in her and Don’s brand-new bed, bound and blindfolded,
getting fucked into the mattress. And then she imagined Don walking
in and finding her saturated cunt, and being so turned on that he’d
fuck her, too. “Oh, yes!” she cried.

The man reached up and slid two fingers into
her mouth. She sucked them and imagined she was blowing Don while
the stranger fucked her, getting passed back and forth and being
used like the good little whore she was.

Carla’s fingernails scratched against the
sideboard as her pussy tensed. She felt her desire building,
building, her whole body quivering with the need to explode as he
drove his hammering cock inside her.

The man bent down over her and whispered,
“Come for me.”

“Fuck!” she squealed, and as if on command a
bolt of pleasure overwhelmed her. She came hard, her whole body
convulsing as her cunt spasmed around his tool. She moaned as the
stranger reached forward to maul her tits.

“Yeah, I love it when slutty little whores
come all over my dick. You ready for me? You ready?”

“Yes!” Carla screamed. She threw her head
back and rode out the waves of pleasure.

The stranger shoved her forward into the
sideboard, grunted, and thrust his dick deep inside her. “Take it,
you horny bitch!”

Carla felt him come. His dick pulsed inside
her hot pussy as he injected her with gush after gush of his hot
seed. Her traitorous pussy quivered with aftershocks of own orgasm.
She shook and collapsed against the sideboard, totally spent, just
aware enough to notice the stranger’s thumb lightly tracing her
asshole.

After a few moments, the man pulled away. She
heard a zipper. The stranger made a small, appreciative noise and
patted her behind. He grabbed her blue dressing gown and lowered
it, covering her with the silky material. “Close your eyes,” he
said.

Carla did. She felt the man’s warmth next to
her and flashed on him sliding his hard, dirty cock into the back
of her throat until she gagged. She felt an answering twinge in her
pussy.

With a heave, he wrenched the sideboard away
from the wall.

Carla let go of the bottle. It clinked on the
floor. She grabbed onto the sideboard for extra balance, unsure
that her legs would hold her.

“Thanks,” the stranger said. “It’s been a
real pleasure doing business with you, Mrs. Morales. Maybe we’ll
run into each other again sometime...?” He left the question open.
Footsteps sounded on the wood floor.

She heard the front door open and close.
Carla finally opened her eyes. She pushed herself to her feet and
flexed her trapped hand. She stood on unsteady legs and looked
around.

A spot of the stranger’s come dripped from
her pussy to the floor. After a long moment, she reached into her
dressing gown and slid two fingers into her wetness. She drew them
out; they glistened with a mixture of her own juices and the
stranger’s come.

She licked her fingers clean ...and wondered
how much lawn service they could afford.
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