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Taken By My Trainer


First Time Interracial Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




Ilooked at myself in the mirror, running my hands over the curve of my breasts in the tight sports bra. It squashed them across my chest, making them look large and firm. The neckline plunged low, very low, providing a great view of my cleavage, my long dark hair hanging down to frame it. The hem was just above my belly button, letting everyone see my toned stomach. I’d had my belly button pierced a few weeks ago and wore a little jeweled bar that I thought looked very sexy.

My fingers traced my curves down lower, over the swell of my hips. The tight gym shorts were very short, revealing most of my thighs. Between my legs, they were so tight there was a hint of camel toe. I turned and checked my ass over my shoulder. It was just large enough to draw admiring looks whenever I went out dressed like this. Without being big-headed, I felt pretty desirable.

Just then, my husband, James, came out of the ensuite shower. He was naked, drying himself with a towel as he strolled in. We were both in our early thirties, but he was just as fit, finding time to go to the gym three times a week. The only thing he couldn’t find time for was fucking me. His cock, a decent size, swung limply between his legs.

I took a step back, blocking his path, and he looked up at me. “Hi sexy,” I purred. I ran my hand along his side, trailing it down to his firm ass, giving it a playful squeeze as I pulled him closer. Standing on tiptoes, I kissed his neck, my lips lingering on his warm skin.

“Lauren,” he said, his tone impatient as he tried to sidestep me. “I don’t have time for this. I need to get ready for work.”

It was always the same story. He never had time. Never had time to touch me, to fuck me, to even notice how much effort I put into staying hot for him. The fire burning inside me felt like it would consume me if I didn’t do something.

I stepped in front of him again, refusing to let him brush me off. My hand slipped lower, wrapping around his soft cock. “You’ve got a few minutes,” I teased, giving him a gentle squeeze. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

His cock twitched slightly in my hand, but his eyes darted to the clock. “Lauren, seriously,” he said, exasperated.

Recently, I’d been taking it in the ass from my affair partners, and I wondered if it was something James would be interested in. We’d never tried it or even mentioned it before. I leaned close to his ear. “You can fuck me in the ass if you want,” I whispered, my hand working his dick.

His face screwed up in disgust. “God no,” he said. “What’s wrong with you lately, Lauren. That’s disgusting.”

I was suddenly angry. “Fuck you then,” I said, pulling away and grabbing my gym bag off the bed. “I’m going to the gym with Dani. And if you won’t fuck me, maybe I’ll fuck the gym instructor.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic,” laughed James, pulling on his boxers.

I stalked out of the bedroom, tying my hair up in a ponytail as I went. I’d teach him to laugh at me.

I adjusted her gym bag on my shoulder as I walked into the sleek, modern gym. This place was seriously expensive, but Dani could afford it. So could I, for that matter; James made a lot of money as a company director. He made so much that I didn’t have to work, although I had a part-time job at the city library just to get out of the house.

Dani was already waiting near the front desk, leaning against the counter in her impossibly tight leggings and a cropped top that barely contained her cleavage. Her blonde hair was tied in a high ponytail, and her lips broke into a wide smile as she spotted me.

“Finally!” Dani teased, pulling me into a quick hug. “You’re going to love this. My personal trainer, Jack, is amazing. And I mean amazing.” She emphasized the word with a wink, leaving little doubt about what she was implying. At her garden party last week, I’d ended up fucking both Dani and her husband, and I knew she shared my insatiable desires.

“Hello Dani,” I greeted her. “Where is he then?”

“Follow me, I’ll introduce you,” Dani said, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the weight area.

Jack was hard to miss. He was by far the most striking man in the gym. African American and towering over most of the other patrons, his broad shoulders and chiseled arms stretched the fabric of his tank top. His skin was dark, and his black hair was short and effortlessly messy. As we approached, he was wiping down a bench press, his muscles flexing with every movement.

“Jack!” Dani called out. He turned, flashing a wide smile with perfect teeth that made my stomach flutter. Up close, he was even more intimidatingly handsome. His eyes, a dark brown, settled on me.

“Ah, this must be Lauren,” he grinned, his eyes taking my body in from top to bottom. Did he linger a moment on my chest?

“That’s right, my new gym buddy. Be nice to her, it’s her first time here.”

Jack extended his hand, and I shook it, feeling the strength in his grip, his hand so big that it swamped mine.

“Nice to meet you, Lauren,” he said. “Let’s get you inducted. Dani told me you’re not new to strength training?”

I nodded, “I normally go to a gym in the city,” I said, feeling myself flushing for no reason other than he was so… masculine.

“Perfect,” Jack said, motioning for us to follow him. “I’ll show you the equipment we have here.”

When he said “equipment”, Dani let out a little snort of laughter and glanced at his crotch. I followed her gaze and almost gasped out loud. His shorts were so tight that the outline of his cock was clearly visible. And holy fuck, it was big, curving down one leg in a long, thick arc. I felt my pussy start to ache with desire.

Jack took me through the safety information on each piece of equipment, his strong hands guiding me when necessary. Every time he touched me, it wasn’t inappropriate, but it sent bolts of lightning to my pussy. When I bent over, I imagined him looking at my mound in my tight gym shorts, or looking down my top, but I never caught him staring. By the end of the induction, I was so horny I could barely concentrate.

“Right then,” said Jack. “Time for your workout.”

An hour later, I was drenched with sweat. Dark patches had appeared on my back and under my arms, and there was a river of sweat running down my cleavage. I wiped my face with the towel Jack handed me. My muscles were burning, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Jack stood nearby, arms crossed, his shirt clinging to his sculpted chest in a way that made it hard to look anywhere else.

“You did really well today, Lauren,” he said, “You both did.” Dani looked just as sweaty and exhausted as me.

“Thanks. I’m going to be sore tomorrow, though,” I replied.

“That’s a good thing. Means you pushed yourself.”

I couldn’t help but notice the way he was looking at me. My stomach did a little flip, and I quickly busied myself with the towel, dabbing at the sweat on my chest. Dani sauntered over, completely unfazed by the grueling workout. Her ponytail swung as she grinned at me. “See? Told you he was the best.”


Chapter Two




We all paused to catch our breath. Jack stood with his hands on his hips, his tank top clinging to his sweat-slicked chest, his muscular frame rising and falling as he cooled down. Dani wiped her face with a towel, her cheeks flushed with effort.

“So, Jack,” she said casually, draping the towel over her shoulder, “how long till your next class?”

He glanced at the clock mounted on the wall. “About ten minutes. Why?”

Dani smirked. “Plenty of time.”

Before he could respond, she grabbed his hand and led him to a corner of the studio, tucked behind some unused mats and just out of sight of the glass doors. She turned to me, her smirk widening. “Coming, Lauren?”

My heart raced as I followed them. Jack seemed momentarily surprised but didn’t resist, leaning against the wall with an amused expression as Dani stepped closer. Dani dropped to her knees in front of him and peeled down his tight shorts, freeing his cock. It was big and black, semi-hard already, thick and glistening with sweat. It also had a slight downward curve. Dani gripped him firmly, stroking him as she licked her lips.

I hesitated, the sheer boldness of the situation making my pulse quicken. Dani turned to look at me. “Don’t be shy,” she said.

I knelt beside her, the wooden floor cool against my knees. Together, we worked on him, our hands and tongues exploring every inch of his length. Dani started at the tip, swirling her tongue around the head, while I kissed and licked along the shaft, tasting the saltiness of his sweat. His cock throbbed until it was rock hard, thick veins running down each side.

Jack groaned, his hands tangling in our hair as we alternated, Dani taking him into her mouth while I massaged his balls and kissed the base of his cock.

“Fuck, you two are something else,” Jack grinned.

Dani took him deep into her mouth, trying to get him in her throat. But he was too thick, and she gagged on it, spit running down her chin and onto her cleavage.

“Let me see your tits,” groaned Jack.

Dani reached up and pulled the stretchy material of her top down, her tits popping out. The neckline on mine was too small to do that, so I lifted my top, letting my heavy tits drop down.

Jack’s eyes lit up as he took in the sight of both of us, our big, sweaty tits exposed and bouncing slightly as we adjusted ourselves. “Fuck, you’re both perfect,” he said, his hands reaching down to grope us. His large hands cupped Dani’s breasts first, kneading them roughly as she continued to work his cock. She moaned around him, sending vibrations through his shaft. Then he shifted his attention to me, his fingers teasing my nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Dani pulled back with a gasp, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “Your turn,” she said.

I leaned in, wrapping my lips around the swollen head, tasting the salty precum that had begun to drip. He was so thick that it stretched my jaw, but I was determined to take as much as I could. Slowly, I slid down his length, feeling the heat and the firmness of him pressing against the back of my throat.

Jack groaned, his hand tangling in my hair as he gently guided me. “That’s it, Lauren. Fuck, you’re so good at this.”

I gagged slightly as he hit my throat, pulling back to catch my breath before trying again. Dani giggled, running her hands over my back. “He’s a big one, isn’t he, babe?”

Switching places, Dani took over again, attempting to deep-throat him once more. She managed to get him a bit deeper this time, her throat working around him as Jack groaned loudly. He held her head, guiding her movements as she bobbed up and down.

I watched fascinated, aware that my arousal was pooling in my panties, before leaning in to lick and kiss his balls while Dani focused on his shaft. Jack’s hips moved slightly as he tried to fuck her mouth, his groans becoming more desperate.

“You two are going to make me come,” he panted.

We both leaned in, our tongues and lips working in unison along his length. One of us would take the tip into our mouths while the other kissed and licked along the shaft, our hands stroking the base in rhythm. Jack’s hands roamed over our bodies, squeezing our tits, caressing our shoulders, and occasionally pulling at our hair as we drove him closer to the edge.

Jack's groans deepened, his hips starting to jerk as he reached the edge. “Fuck, I’m coming,” Jack growled.

Dani pulled back just as the first spurt shot out, catching it on her cheek and the corner of her lips.

Jack took control, gripping his thick shaft and aiming it downward. The next hot stream splashed across Dani's breasts, glistening against her flushed skin. Then he shifted, guiding the pulsing head towards me. I held my tits up, pressing them together, and gasped as he painted my chest with his release.

He sprayed load after load onto our breasts, alternating between us. I couldn’t believe how much cum there was. "God, you’re both incredible," Jack groaned, his cock twitching as the last few drops dripped onto my cleavage. He gave a few more strokes, and Dani reached out with her tongue to lick up the last drops.

Sitting back on her heels, Dani laughed, running a finger through the warm mess on her chest before licking it clean. "Well, that’s one way to end a workout," she said.

I glanced down at myself, my breasts slick and glistening with his cum, and couldn’t help but laugh too. "Best gym session ever," I giggled, wiping a bit off and tasting it myself.

Jack leaned back against the wall, catching his breath. "You two are dangerous together," he smirked.

As we packed up our things and headed for the changing rooms, Dani leaned in close to me. “What do you think of Jack?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the music thumping in the background.

“He’s... amazing,” I said, trying to sound casual.

Dani smirked. She pushed open the doors to the changing rooms and we went inside. “You know I’ve fucked him?”

“No?” I said, although I had suspected as much after what happened in the studio.

“He’s so good,” she purred, “He likes it rough and hard. You should give him a try.”

I desperately wanted to, and I was feeling incredibly horny. The changing rooms were open, and a few naked women stood around chatting or getting dressed. Dani gripped the hem of her top and pulled it off over her head, letting her huge breasts bounce free. I felt another rush of arousal between my sweaty thighs.

Dani dropped her shorts and panties to the floor, revealing her blonde bush without a care in the world. I decided to be brave too and stripped naked as well.

“Come on,” Dani said. “Let’s share a shower.”

She grabbed her towel, and I followed her, feeling both nervous and excited. The shower cubicles were private, each one large and paneled in wood, giving them a luxurious feeling. Dani chose one and pulled me inside with her, locking the door behind us.

She turned on the water and stepped under the spray. Warm droplets cascaded over her skin, glistening as they slid down her beautiful curves. She reached for me, pulling me under the water. Her fingers were firm yet gentle as she massaged the knots out of my muscles, and I felt myself relax under her touch. The steam surrounded us, and the space between us seemed to shrink. I couldn’t deny how good it felt to have her hands on me, the intimacy of it all sending shivers down my spine.

She squeezed some shower gel onto her fingers and started to wash the sweat away, her hands moving all over my body. They slid lower, over the curve of my hips, and then she pressed herself against me. Her lips found my neck, kissing softly at first, then with more urgency.

“You looked so hot during the workout,” she breathed against my ear, her hand cupping my breast, her thumb teasing my nipple. I gasped, my head tilting back as her fingers moved expertly, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

Then she pushed me aggressively up against the wall, her hand moving between my legs. She pushed two fingers deep inside me. I grabbed her ass, squeezing it tightly as waves of pleasure rushed through me. We kissed again, and she started to fuck my with her fingers. It wasn’t long before my climax hit me hard, a rush of heat and ecstasy that left me trembling. Dani held me as I came, her lips brushing against mine as I gasped for breath.

“Fuck,” I said, panting. “I needed that. Okay, your turn.”

She grinned, leaning back against the wall, her body glistening under the water. I dropped to my knees, my hands trailing up her thighs as I looked up at her. Her blonde curls were slicked back, and her blue eyes were dark with desire.

I kissed her inner thighs, my hands spreading her open, and she let out a soft sigh as my tongue found her. I loved the taste of her, and I lost myself in her pleasure, determined to make her feel as good as she had made me.

Her hands tangled in my wet hair, her hips moving against my mouth as her breath turned to moans. When she came, her cries filled the small cubicle, her body shaking as she leaned against the wall for support.

We finished washing each other, and then reluctantly stepped out of the shower, drying off and getting dressed. As I fastened up my bra, I quizzed Dani about Jack.

“So when do you… do it with him?” I asked.

“I have a weekly booking with him at my house,” she replied with a smirk. “It’s supposed to be an hour workout, but it’s usually a twenty-minute workout and forty minutes of him railing me.”

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling myself getting wet again at the thought, “That sounds amazing. I’m going to have to book a private session too.”

“You should, he’s expensive, but he’ll blow your mind,” she said. “Tell you what, though, you can gatecrash my session this week, it’s tomorrow, first thing. Trust me, he won’t mind.”

“Wow, you’re such a good friend,” I said gratefully.

“Yeah, well, I’ve got an ulterior motive,” she smirked.

“Oh?”

“I want to watch him take you,” she said bluntly, her words sending a shiver down my spine.


Chapter Three




The next morning, I arrived at Dani’s house feeling equal parts nervous and excited. Her home was stunning, with a spacious open-plan living area that led out to a sunlit patio with a pool, where Jack was already setting up some equipment. He wore a tight-fitting vest and even tighter shorts, his muscular body on full display. I could see the outline of his massive cock through the fabric, and my cheeks flushed as I tried not to stare.

“Right on time!” Dani greeted me, already dressed in a sports bra and shorts that left very little to the imagination. “Jack’s ready to put us through our paces.”

I nodded, trying to steady my breathing as we walked outside. Jack turned to face us, his smile both professional and flirtatious.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said. “Ready for a tough session?”

“Oh, we can handle it,” Dani replied with a smirk, glancing at me.

We started with some warm-ups, Jack guiding us through stretches and light cardio. His hands were all over us, adjusting our form under the guise of instruction. Dani and I were both loving it, pressing ourselves back against him whenever he touched us.

Then we did some cardio, with Jack once again driving us hard. Soon we were both sweating again, and I could feel the beads of sweat dripping down my chest between my breasts. At one point, Jack’s hand lingered on Dani’s hip, and she gave him a cheeky smile, reaching back to stroke him through his shorts. He smiled and paused, allowing her to touch him. I saw his cock start to twitch and grow even bigger.

Dani caught my gaze and winked. “Come here, Lauren,” she said. “Come and feel his ‘equipment.’”

I moved over to them and reached out, running my hand slowly over the outline of his giant dick. It twitched beneath my hand, semi-erect now. Dani knelt in front of him and pulled his shorts and underwear down in one go. His cock sprang free, quickly getting harder. It was so long and thick, uncut and with veins running down each side. Dani and I both wrapped a hand around it and stroked him together until he was rock hard.

I knelt beside Dani, our shoulders brushing as we both leaned in. I ran my tongue along his length, tasting him, while Dani took the tip into her mouth again. Jack groaned, his hands tangling in our hair as we worked together, our tongues and lips exploring every inch of his lovely cock.

My tongue flicked out to trace one of the thick veins running along his length, and I couldn’t help but let out a small moan as I tasted him. Beside me, Dani took him into her mouth again, her lips sliding over his swollen head. She bobbed her head back and forth, trying to get him as deep as possible, but he was just too large. I took a turn too, but couldn’t do any better.

“Right then,” said Dani, standing up, her hand still wrapped around his shaft. “I want to watch you take Lauren.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, caught between the overwhelming heat of the moment and my own insecurities. I became hyper-aware of the sweat dripping down my back, the dampness between my thighs, and the sheen on my skin from the intense workout. “I… maybe I should shower first,” I said, standing and pulling back slightly.

Jack gave me a look. “No,” he said, his voice commanding. “I like you like this.”

My cheeks flushed, but the way he said it, the intensity in his eyes, sent a jolt of arousal through me. He reached for the hem of my top, tugging it over my head in one swift motion. My sports bra followed, leaving my chest bare and my heavy breasts exposed. His gaze swept over me, appreciative and hungry.

He leaned in, his lips brushing against the sweat-slick skin of my collarbone. His tongue darted out, licking a bead of sweat as it trickled between my breasts. The sensation made me shiver, my nipples hardening instantly.

“Fuck, you taste amazing,” Jack growled, trailing kisses down to the valley of my breasts. His tongue traced the curve of one, then the other, lapping at the salty moisture. Dani watched, and I saw her slip a hand into her own gym shorts.

Jack’s mouth moved over my nipple, his tongue flicking out. He gave my breast a little nibble before sliding under my arm. I gasped as he licked the sensitive skin there, his hands holding me firmly in place. I’d never experienced anything like it, and it sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between my legs.

“See?” Dani said, laughing softly. “Told you he’s into everything.”

Jack pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “I want you, Lauren. Right now.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

Dani grinned and stepped back, settling herself on the sunbed to watch. “I want a front-row seat for this.”

Jack slid his hands over my hips, his palms warm and firm as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts. Slowly, he tugged them down, letting them cling to my damp skin for just a moment before peeling them away.

His eyes roamed over my exposed body, lingering on the sheen of sweat on my inner thighs and the way my slick underwear clung to me. He leaned in, his lips pressing against the skin just above my waistband, then lower, tasting the salty moisture as he kissed down to the edge of my panties.

“You’re perfect,” Jack murmured. He pulled my soaked panties down, the fabric sticking slightly before coming free. His hands were everywhere, gripping my thighs, spreading me wide open. Dani sat back on the sunbed, her legs apart, and her hand was already moving between her legs, watching us intently.

I lay back on the workout bench, and he moved closer, his face inches from my skin. I expected him to go straight for my pussy, but instead, his tongue flicked out, running along the crease of my inner thigh where sweat had pooled. The sensation was electric, sending shivers through my entire body.

“God, you taste so fucking good,” he growled, his tongue tracing patterns up my thigh. His mouth found every drop of sweat, lapping it up as if he couldn’t get enough. When he reached the apex of my thighs, his breath was hot against my slick folds.

I moaned softly, my hands gripping the edge of the bench for support. He spread me wide open with his thumbs, his tongue diving in to taste me properly. The way he worked me, slow and deliberate, made me feel completely unraveled.

“She’s loving it, Jack,” Dani purred from her seat as she peeled off her own shorts and panties. Then she lay back, plunging two fingers deep inside herself.

Jack didn’t respond; he was too focused on devouring me. His tongue flicked over my clit, then dipped lower, exploring every inch of me. My thighs trembled around his head, and my hands moved to his strong shoulders, gripping them for stability. His mouth wrapped around my clit, and he sucked, sending pulses of pleasure through my whole body. I threw my head back, moaning loudly as he sucked and licked at me.

Suddenly, I was coming, gripping my own breasts tightly as waves of pleasure flowed through me, making my whole body shake with ecstasy.

“Now take her,” said Dani.

Jack moved between my legs, his big, black cock hovering over me before he guided it between my folds. I felt him spread me open, and then he thrust inside, stretching me more than I ever had been before.

Jack started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, letting me adjust to his size. His hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back to meet him with every stroke.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he groaned. “You’re so tight.”

I moaned in response, unable to form words as pleasure consumed me. Behind us, Dani was frantically fingering herself. Jack’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming deeper and more forceful. He put his hand on my chest, almost around my neck, to hold me down. The sound of our bodies colliding drifted through the air. God, he was fucking me so hard, I could hardly catch my breath. My back arched instinctively, my body surrendering completely to him as he filled me over and over. Each stroke stretched me to my limits, sending shocks of pleasure rippling through me.

“Fuck, Jack!” I gasped, my fingers clawing at the edge of the bench.

Behind us, Dani’s moans grew louder, her movements frantic as she worked herself to the edge. I glanced over to see her kneeling on the floor, her fingers buried deep inside herself while her other hand pinched her nipple. Her eyes locked on where Jack and I were joined, her expression pure lust.

“You’re fucking her so good,” Dani purred. “Don’t stop, Jack. Make her scream.”

My thighs shook, and I could feel the pressure building deep inside me, threatening to spill over. I couldn’t hold back any longer. My climax hit me like a wave, crashing over me in intense, shuddering bursts. I cried out, my body clenching around Jack as the pleasure consumed me.

When my orgasm finally finished, Jack pulled out, leaving me gaping. “Turn over,” he ordered.

I did as I was told, getting on my hands and knees, my ass raised and exposed to him. His hands spread me wide, and his cock stretched me open once again as he slid it slowly inside. He started to fuck me, making me moan with every movement.

And then I felt his thumb brush against my rear entrance. Slowly, he pressed it inside my ass, his cock still thrusting into my cunt. His thumb was thick, and it stretched my ass open. I could feel the friction against his cock through my walls. It felt amazing, and I knew another orgasm wasn’t far away.

Then his other hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back just enough to feel a burst of pain. But it was good pain, and it only made me more aroused. Jack’s grip on my hair tightened, pulling my head back until my back arched.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his thrusts deep and steady, each one making me moan louder.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “God, yes!”

His thrusts quickened, his hips slamming against me as his thumb continued to stretch me, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

“She’s taking your big cock so well, Jack,” Dani purred. “Make her come again.”

He pulled harder on my hair, lifting me so he could whisper in my ear. “Come for me,” he said.

His words, combined with the relentless pace of his thrusts and the way his thumb penetrated my tight rear entrance, sent me spiraling over the edge again. My orgasm ripped through me, even more intense than before, my entire body shaking as I screamed his name.

Jack pulled out of my trembling cunt, leaving me panting and limp. I barely had time to catch my breath before he spread my ass open with his fingers.

“You ready for this, Lauren?” he smirked.

I nodded, biting my lip, still dazed from the relentless pleasure he’d already given me. “Yes,” I whispered.

He leaned over me, one hand braced on the small of my back, the other guiding his thick cock to my tightest opening. I felt him spit on my ass, and then the blunt head of his dick pressed against me, stretching me inch by inch as he pushed forward. It hurt a little, but not unbearably; the pressure was intense but somehow deliciously satisfying.

“Relax,” said Dani, appearing at my side and stroking my back.

I exhaled deeply, trying to relax as Jack continued his careful entry, his cock filling me completely.

Finally, he was fully inside, his hips flush against my ass. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips to steady me.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight,” he groaned.

“That’s because your dick is so big, stupid,” laughed Dani.

When he began to move, it was slow and deliberate, each thrust making me moan as my body gradually accommodated him. The initial sting gave way to an intense, throbbing pleasure, each deep stroke sending shivers up my spine.

Jack’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more confident, and I couldn’t hold back my cries of pleasure. His cock stretched me completely, the curve of him hitting places I didn’t know could feel so good.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” Jack growled, his hand returning to my hair and pulling me back so my body arched. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, and I whimpered, my hands clawing at the bench for support.

Dani slid onto the bench in front of me, her thighs spread. She reached out and grabbed my face, guiding me down to her pussy. I buried my face in it, savoring the sweaty scent and taste as Jack continued to take me hard from behind.

“He’s going to ruin you with his big cock, and you’re going to love it,” Dani purred. I sucked hard on her clit, and she moaned with pleasure.

Jack’s thrusts became harder. I couldn’t believe I was taking such a huge dick in my ass. The pleasure built rapidly again, and I felt myself spiraling towards another orgasm, my entire body trembling under his control.

The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, a raw, primal release that shook me to my core. My body convulsed around him, every muscle tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My vision blurred, my mind blank except for the sensation of him filling me, taking me so completely. At the same time, I squirted, my release gushing out onto the bench as he fucked me through it.

Jack groaned behind me, his movements becoming erratic as my spasms milked his cock. I was a trembling, incoherent mess beneath him. Jack slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt as his own climax overtook him. I felt the heat of him spilling inside me, his cock throbbing as he filled me. His hand loosened in my hair, and he gently eased me down onto the bench, his body still trembling from the force of his release.

I lay there panting, my limbs heavy and useless, completely overwhelmed by what had just happened. Dani stroked my back soothingly, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over my sweat-slicked skin.

“Wow,” she said with satisfaction. “I knew you’d love it.”

Jack pulled out slowly, and I winced at the emptiness that followed. He helped me up, his strong arms steadying me as I wobbled on shaky legs, and cum poured out and down my thighs.

Dani grinned, wrapping her arms around both of us. “Best workout ever, Lauren?”

THE END


Railed By The Realtor


Very Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




James and I drove through the big, iron gates and parked the car in one of the many spaces in front of the house. The place was massive, with wide steps leading up to a grand entrance flanked by tall columns. The grounds were expansive, with a stretch of woodland beyond the house and no other properties in sight.

"Wow," I said, taking it all in. "It’s as big as Dani’s house."

"Yep," James grinned. "And with my promotion, this is the kind of place we should be living in."

I placed my hand on his thigh, my mind wandering. Maybe all we needed was a change of scenery, a bigger house, and maybe, just maybe, he’d start sleeping with me more than once a month.

"I wonder what the bedrooms are like," I purred, rubbing his leg.

"We’ll find out when the realtor gets here," he replied, deliberately brushing off my flirting.

I tried to keep the mood light, leaning closer to him as I spoke, letting my fingers lightly trace the inside of his thigh. "I bet the bedrooms are huge. I’m imagining a big, comfortable bed, a mirror on the ceiling…”

James glanced at me, but his expression was distant, his eyes turned back to the house. “Why would you want a mirror on the ceiling? That’s just weird.”

“Dani and Chad have one,” I said. I pulled my hand away, feeling a little disappointed. He was always so focused on work and the next big thing, never really giving me the attention I needed.

“How do you know that?” he asked, looking my way again and narrowing his eyes.

I knew because I’d fucked them both in their bedroom at the same time, watching myself in the mirror above the bed as Chad had thrust his huge cock into me and Dani had sucked my nipples. But I couldn’t tell James that, obviously.

“Dani told me,” I shrugged.

“Well, she’s a slut,” he said dismissively.

“James!” I said, annoyed. “Don’t talk about my friend like that.”

I sat back in the car, crossing my arms and watching the time tick by. James was on his phone, no doubt handling work emails, completely oblivious to me. I let out a sigh, trying to ignore the frustration building inside me.

Finally, a sleek black car rolled up next to us, its engine purring as it came to a stop. The door opened, and out stepped a man. He was tall, well-built, his blonde hair slicked back, and a thick beard framed his strong jawline. He had a Scandinavian vibe, and I was instantly attracted to him. His sharp features were just rugged enough to be interesting, yet his tailored suit hinted at wealth and refinement. He looked like the kind of man who knew what he wanted and probably got it.

James got out of the car to shake his hand, introducing himself, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the realtor. He turned to me, his eyes scanning me with an assessing look. “Lauren, right?” he said smoothly, extending a hand. “I’m Magnus.”

I felt a flush rise to my cheeks as I shook it, the warmth of his hand and the firm grip sending an unexpected thrill through me. “Yes,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Nice to meet you.”

As the conversation continued, I noticed the way he glanced at me, just long enough for me to catch the interest in his eyes before he turned back to James. It was subtle, but it was enough to make my heart race just a little faster. I found myself straightening my glasses and checking if my ponytail was straight. I was dressed for work and wished I’d made more of an effort on my appearance today.

"So, what do you do, Lauren?" he asked as we walked up the steps to the house.

"I’m a librarian," I said with a small smile. "I love books. It's only part-time, but it gets me out of the house. I wouldn't trade it for anything."

"I had a feeling it would be something clever," he said as he unlocked the front door.

I couldn't help but blush at his comment, feeling the warmth spread across my face. It was a compliment that came with an undertone of flirting.

James, however, was looking around the entranceway, oblivious to the sexual tension. "This is great," he said absently.

As we moved through the living spaces, I couldn’t help but be drawn to the beauty of each room. The light poured in through large windows, bathing the polished wood floors in a warm glow.

"This place is massive," I murmured, admiring the kitchen as we passed. "I can already imagine cooking meals here."

James shot me a dismissive glance. "Yeah, sure, if you actually ever cooked instead of ordering take-out."

I frowned, but Magnus, walking ahead, gave me a reassuring smile.

We continued the tour, heading up the grand staircase to the master suite. The bedroom was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows and an expansive view of the grounds. But it was the ensuite bathroom that caught my attention. It was jaw-droppingly huge, tiled with marble, and featuring a deep freestanding tub. There was also a walk-in shower that looked big enough to host a small party.

I walked over to the shower, running my fingers along the smooth marble tiles. “This is amazing,” I said softly, feeling the excitement bubble inside me. “It’s big enough that the two of us could shower together.”

“And have to wait for you to spend ten minutes washing your hair?” said James. “I don’t think so.” His dismissiveness stung, but I didn’t let it show. Instead, I turned to Magnus with a smile.

"What do you think?" I asked.

Magnus’ eyes briefly flickered to James before focusing on me. "I think it's perfect for two," he said.

I blushed at his words, feeling a flutter in my chest. James, still unbothered, wandered off to look at something else in the bedroom, leaving me alone with Magnus.

“Any man would be crazy not to want to shower with you,” said Magnus quietly. Then, raising his voice so James could hear, he said. "We’ll head to the guest rooms next."

We finished looking at the house, and Magnus walked us to the car.

“Well, Lauren,” he said, “It’s been a pleasure showing you the house.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Magnus. It really is an amazing house. I’ll chat to James and let you know if we’re interested.”

He reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a sleek business card. “This is my personal cell phone number,” he said, keeping his voice low enough that only I could hear. “If you want to discuss anything, feel free to call me anytime. I’d be happy to help.”

I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I knew exactly what he meant.

James, still oblivious, walked over to the car, already heading for the driver’s seat. “Let’s go, Lauren,” he called, not sparing a glance in our direction.

I looked back at Magnus, who was still smiling at me. “Thanks again for everything,” I said, looking at him through my eyelashes.

“Of course,” he replied. His voice was soft but confident. “I meant it. Don’t hesitate to reach out. I look forward to hearing from you.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about Magnus. As soon as we got home, James went to his home office to go through his work emails. I decided to take a bath, but it soon turned into an hour-long masturbation session as I worked my way through all my toys, thinking first about the feeling of Magnus’s beard against my thighs as his tongue pleasured me, and then his big, hard cock as he railed me in every room of the house we’d seen.

When I finally put the toys down, my pussy was swollen and sore, and my legs were shaking and weak. I reached over to my purse by the side of the bath and pulled out Magnus’s card. I turned it over in my hands. There was no point in waiting. I picked up my phone and texted the number on the card. “Thanks for showing us the house, especially the shower for two.” I hesitated for a second and then added a wink emoji.

Almost immediately, he replied. “If you want to take another look, maybe try out the shower, let me know.”

My heart racing, I typed. “I’m actually in the bath right now.” Was that too forward? I deleted it. Then I typed it in again and hit send.

A second later, he replied. “Oh? I bet that’s a beautiful sight!” That was exactly what I had been hoping to hear. My heart pounding, I teased my nipples until they were hard again. Then I held my phone up at arm's length, pulled a sultry look, and snapped a photo of myself. I checked it; my large, full breasts were clearly exposed. Feeling sexy, I hit send before I could change my mind.

Magnus replied with “Wow” and loads of fire emojis.

I texted back, suggesting that I could have another look at the house tomorrow morning without my husband. Magnus set an appointment for ten.


Chapter Two




The next morning, I parked outside the sprawling house, my heart pounding. James had left for work early, leaving me free to meet Magnus without any explanations. Magnus was waiting by the front door, his broad frame looking impossibly confident in a tailored navy shirt and dark trousers. His beard was neatly groomed, and his warm smile greeted me like we’d known each other forever.

"Lauren," he said. "I’m glad you called. Come on in."

The house was just as impressive as I remembered, but it felt different without James trailing behind, offering his opinions. Magnus led me into the living area, where sunlight poured in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow on the polished wood floors.

“This space has so much potential,” Magnus said, gesturing to the high ceilings and open layout. “It could be perfect for entertaining or just… relaxing.”

I nodded, pretending to focus on the room, but my attention was entirely on him. His presence was magnetic, confident without being arrogant. He turned to face me, stepping closer. “But I’m guessing you didn’t just come back to look at the layout,” he said with a smile.

I felt a blush creep up my neck, but I forced myself to hold his gaze. “I wanted to see you,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous.

Magnus’s eyes darkened. He stepped closer, closing the distance between us in an instant. His hand cupped my jaw gently, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. He leaned in until his lips touched mine. The kiss was firm, unyielding, and it left no room for doubt. His other hand slid to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I melted into him, my body responding instinctively to the intensity of his touch.

Magnus’s hand moved to my hair, gripping gently as he angled my head, deepening the kiss. I felt a strong rush of heat between my legs. My knees felt weak, and I clung to his shoulders to steady myself, his strength the only thing keeping me upright.

When he finally broke the kiss, I was breathless, my lips tingling. “Magnus…” I whispered, unsure of what I was going to say next. But he didn’t let me finish.

“Come here,” he said, his voice still low, as he guided me toward the sofa. His hand never left my lower back, steering me with quiet authority. His hands slid to my thighs, gripping them firmly as he guided me to sit back on the sofa, my body sinking into the plush cushions. His touch sent shivers through me, every nerve alive with anticipation.

He knelt between my legs, his strong hands sliding up to my knees and gently spreading them apart. My pulse quickened as he moved to the hem of my dress, slowly pushing it up. The fabric slid higher, exposing more of my skin to his gaze. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of my knee, then another slightly higher. Each one sent a jolt of heat straight through me.

His kisses continued up the inside of my thighs, each one deliberate and unhurried, as if he was savoring every moment. By the time he reached the apex, I was trembling beneath him.

He hooked his fingers into my panties, his eyes flicking up to meet mine. I raised my hips so he could slide the fabric down and off, and I felt the cool air against my bare skin. Magnus leaned in, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me open as his tongue found me. I gasped, my back arching at the first stroke. His mouth was warm and skillful, moving in slow, teasing circles that left me breathless. He knew exactly what he was doing, each movement building the tension inside me until it was almost unbearable.

“God,” I moaned, my fingers threading through his hair, holding him closer. He responded by increasing the pressure, his tongue exploring me in ways that made my head spin. One of his hands slid up to my stomach, holding me in place as I writhed beneath him, completely at his mercy.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured between kisses. His lips and tongue returned to their work, and it wasn’t long before I felt the pressure building deep inside, threatening to overwhelm me.

“Magnus,” I gasped, my thighs trembling as the pleasure intensified.

I came. My body tensed, then shattered as the climax tore through me, leaving me gasping and shuddering beneath him. Magnus didn’t stop, drawing out every last wave until I was spent, my body limp and trembling in the aftermath.

He spread me open wider with his fingers, admiring how swollen and wet I was. Then he moved up to kiss me, but at the same time, he slid two fingers deep inside me. I gasped with pleasure into his mouth as his fingers curled upward, pressing firmly against my G-spot before releasing, then repeating the motion with deliberate precision. Each stroke sent a jolt of ecstasy coursing through me, my hips instinctively lifting to meet his touch. His body pinned me to the sofa, his tongue in my mouth, and his fingers building up a rhythm inside of me.

He shifted slightly, his thumb brushing over my clit in time with the thrusts of his fingers. The added sensation was almost too much; I could feel an intense pressure building in my core. My thighs shook, my breathing became shallow, and I clung to him, desperate for release.

“You’re going to squirt,” Magnus said in a low, commanding voice. “Let go for me. Don’t hold back.”

The way he spoke, the control in his voice, sent me teetering on the edge. His fingers moved faster now, his thumb circling my clit with just the right pressure. My body arched, every nerve on fire, as the pressure inside me reached a breaking point. His fingers started making a loud and obscene wet noise in my pussy.

Then it happened. The tension snapped, and I cried out as the most intense climax tore through me. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, and suddenly, a gush of wetness erupted from me, soaking his hand and the sofa beneath us. I was mortified for a split second, but Magnus’s grin only widened.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice full of awe. He didn’t stop, his fingers pounding against me, drawing out release after release of clear fluid. “You’re perfect, Lauren. Absolutely perfect,” he said as I sprayed all over his arm.

Finally, I collapsed back onto the cushions, utterly spent. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, my body tingling from the aftershocks of my climax. The leather beneath me was damp from my release, but Magnus didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps he simply didn’t care.

He stood up in front of me and, without a word, he reached for his belt, his movements slow and controlled. The soft clink of metal filled the air as he unbuckled it.

I sat up slightly, my pulse quickening again. My eyes followed his every movement as he unbuttoned his trousers, then slid the zipper down with a deliberate slowness that made my mouth go dry. He wasn’t rushing, almost teasing me.

When he pushed his trousers and boxers down over his hips, his cock sprang free. It was very thick, hard, and commanding attention. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it, so long and veined. It was even more perfect than I had imagined.

He stepped closer, towering over me as I remained sprawled on the sofa, completely at his mercy.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

I obeyed without question, sliding off the sofa and onto my knees in front of him.

He brushed his hand against my cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle as his thumb traced my bottom lip.

“Open,” he commanded softly, and I parted my lips.

Magnus guided his cock to my mouth, pressing the thick tip against my tongue. I took him in slowly, stretching my lips around his girth. His fingers threaded into my hair, tightening just enough to hold me in place.

“Good girl,” he said with approval. “Take your time. Show me how eager you are.”

Encouraged by his words, I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, stroking him as I began to move my mouth along his length. I started slowly, savoring the way his cock filled me, my tongue tracing the ridges and veins. Magnus let out a low groan of satisfaction, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair.

“Deeper,” he said.

I adjusted, angling my head and pushing further, taking more of him into my mouth. When I gagged slightly, he didn’t pull back, simply held me steady, letting me adjust to his size.

“That’s it,” he praised, his grip in my hair firm but controlled. “You can take it.”

The sound of his voice sent a thrill through me, and I tried harder, relaxing my throat as much as I could. His hips began to move in a slow rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan in response.

Eventually, I had his whole cock in my mouth, my lips touching his body. My eyes were wide and watering, looking up at him.

“Good girl,” he said. “I knew you could do it.”

Suddenly, it was too much and I pulled away, gagging. Spit ran down my chin, and a long string of it connected me to his cock. I found I was panting, my cunt aching at the intensity of it.

Magnus pulled me up and then pushed me roughly back onto the sofa. I sprawled there, opening my legs for him and letting him see my dripping cunt.

He stood over me for a moment, his gaze running over my body. His cock, still hard and glistening from my mouth, twitched as his eyes settled on my pussy. He moved between my legs, pinning my arms above my head against the back of the sofa. He pressed his cock against my entrance, letting the thick head nudge inside. My body arched up to meet him, desperate for him to fill me.

“Wait,” he commanded, his grip tightening to hold me in place. “I want to hear you beg.”

“Magnus, please,” I murmured, my voice trembling. My cunt was physically aching for him.

“Louder,” he demanded, his cock pressing just a little further, not enough to satisfy but enough to drive me mad. “I want to know how badly you want it.”

“Please,” I begged, my voice more insistent this time. “I need you. I need you inside me.”

He smiled, but he didn’t relent. Instead, he pushed forward slightly, just enough for me to feel the stretch, and then pulled back. My body ached, every nerve on edge as he continued to toy with me.

“Beg properly,” he growled. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I cried out, my voice desperate now. “Please, Magnus, fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

“Good girl,” he growled.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming, and I moaned loudly, my hips moving to meet him as he buried himself all the way inside me in one smooth movement.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

He began to move, his strokes slow and deliberate at first, pulling out almost completely before thrusting back in. Each movement was calculated, designed to make me feel every inch of him. Magnus picked up his pace, his hips snapping forward with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed in the room, mingling with my cries of pleasure. The feeling of my wrists pinned above my head, his strength holding me firmly in place, only made the feelings more intense as he fucked me harder.

Suddenly, I screamed with ecstasy as my orgasm crashed over me. My body tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and he didn’t slow, riding out every wave of my release. It seemed to last forever, pleasure pulsing through my whole body.

He slowed slightly, his hands letting go of my wrists. His hand moved to my throat, not choking me but applying just enough pressure to make me feel utterly controlled by him. His other hand slipped between us, his thumb finding my sensitive clit and circling it.

“Again,” he commanded. “I want to feel you come around me again.”

My body obeyed, the combination of his cock filling me and his thumb working my clit quickly pushing me to the brink once more. My thighs trembled, my nails clawing at his shoulders as I tumbled into another orgasm, this one even more intense than the first. I felt my cunt contracting around his shaft, and he groaned with pleasure.

Magnus pulled back, his cock sliding out of me, leaving me swollen and gaping. He helped me onto my knees, turning me around so I was facing the back of the sofa. His hands were firm but careful as he guided me into position, my body draped over the cushions with my ass in the air.

He moved behind me, his large hands spreading my cheeks as he admired the view. “You’re absolutely perfect,” he murmured, his fingers tracing along my wet folds. The praise sent a flush of heat through my body, and I arched my back further, offering myself up to him.

He pressed the thick head of his cock against my entrance again, this time pushing forward with more intent. I moaned loudly as he entered me, inch by inch, stretching me deliciously. The angle felt deeper, more intense, and I clawed at the sofa cushions, my body trembling with the overwhelming sensation.

“Fuck, your cunt is so tight,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips firmly as he began to thrust.

I pushed back against him, desperate for more, and he laughed. “You want it harder, don’t you?” he asked, his voice teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus, harder.”

He obliged, his grip on my hips tightening as he drove into me with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. One of his hands slid up my back, tracing my spine before tangling in my hair. He gave it a firm tug, pulling my head back so I was arched beneath him.

Magnus groaned, his rhythm quickening as he fucked me harder, and I felt my climax building quickly. “Magnus, I’m going to…” I couldn’t even finish the sentence as the climax tore through me. My body shook violently, my walls clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

He didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless, prolonging my orgasm until I was gasping and moaning incoherently. Finally, he slowed, leaning over me, his lips brushing against my neck. “I’m going to come on your pretty face,” he told me. There was no argument. The way he was taking control was driving me wild, and I would have done absolutely anything.

He pulled out, and I spun around, kneeling before him on the wood floor. I looked up at him, my mouth open and my eyes wide with lust. He gave his cock a couple of long strokes and suddenly he erupted over my face and hair, covering me in stream after stream of warm, white cum. I closed my eyes tightly, feeling it splattering all over me.

When he finally finished, he helped me to the sofa and gave me some tissues. Gently, he helped me clean up my face so I could open my eyes.

“I think we’ll need to try that shower,” he smirked.


Chapter Three




Magnus took my hand, his grip firm but unhurried, and led me through the house. My legs still felt unsteady from everything that had just happened. We climbed the wide staircase to the master suite, and he led me into the ensuite bathroom.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said.

I stood there as he approached, his hands brushing over my shoulders. Slowly, he began to undress me, his fingers sliding under the hem of my top and pulling it up and over my head. My ponytail caught briefly on the fabric, and I reached up to free it, my long, dark hair spilling down my back.

When his hands moved to the clasp of my bra, he paused, meeting my eyes. He unhooked it, letting the straps slide down my arms. My breasts spilled free, full and heavy, my nipples still hard with arousal.

“Beautiful,” he said. He cupped one breast in his hand, his thumb brushing lightly over the sensitive peak. “I’ve been wanting to see these since the moment I met you.”

He reached down and slipped my skirt over my hips. I was fully naked now, and his eyes dropped to the dark, neatly trimmed patch of hair between my legs. He moved to the shower and turned the water on, adjusting it until steam began to rise. He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter.

I stepped under the spray, letting the warm water cascade over my body. I tilted my head back, soaking my hair and running my fingers through it. Magnus stood just outside the glass enclosure, watching me. I could feel his eyes on every inch of my body, the way his gaze traced the curves of my hips, the swell of my breasts.

When I reached for the bottle of shampoo, he stopped me with a raised hand. “Let me,” he said, stepping back to loosen his tie. I stood still as he slowly undid the knot, sliding the silky fabric free from his collar. He folded it neatly and placed it on the counter before unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a chest that was just as impressive as I had imagined, broad, firm, and covered with hair.

By the time he’d kicked off his shoes and removed his trousers, my breath had quickened. When he finally slid off his briefs, his cock, still semi-hard, hung heavily between his thighs, making my pussy clench in anticipation.

Magnus stepped into the shower, the steam curling around his body as he reached for me. His hands slid over my wet skin, his touch firm yet gentle. “Turn around,” he said softly.

I obeyed, and he gathered my hair in his hands, lifting it away from my neck. He worked the shampoo into my scalp, his fingers massaging in slow, methodical circles. It was intimate in a way I hadn’t expected, and I found myself leaning into his touch, my eyes fluttering closed.

I let out a soft hum of pleasure as his hands slid down, rinsing the suds from my hair. Then he moved to my body, his palms gliding over my shoulders, down my arms, and along my sides. He reached my breasts, his fingers lingering as he soaped me up.

“Every inch of you is perfect,” he said, sending a shiver down my spine.

I wanted to wash him, too. Slowly, I lathered the shower gel between my hands and reached out, my fingers grazing his chest. I worked the soap across his shoulders, down his arms, and over his torso, marveling at the firmness of his muscles. My hands trembled slightly as I moved lower, tracing the lines of his abdomen until I reached his cock.

I slid my hands up and down his length, spreading the lather and feeling him grow harder with each stroke. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hands, hot and rigid, and the sight of his desire for me made my own arousal spike. My breathing quickened, and I pressed my thighs together, desperate for relief. He pushed my legs apart with his knee, his hand sliding between my thighs to find me aching and ready.

“Do you want me, Lauren?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus.”

He turned me to face away from him. With one hand braced on my hip and the other guiding his cock, he pushed into me slowly, stretching me inch by inch. I moaned loudly, my forehead resting against the tiles as he filled me completely.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned.

He gave me a moment to adjust, his fingers gripping my hips to hold me in place. Then he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, each one sending waves of pleasure through my body. The sound of water splashing around us mixed with my soft cries.

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. The pressure inside me built rapidly, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge. Magnus seemed to know exactly what I needed, angling his hips to hit just the right spot with every stroke.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

With a cry, I shattered around him, my body convulsing as pleasure overwhelmed me. Magnus didn’t stop, his thrusts carrying me through the waves of my climax.

He turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel to quickly dry himself. Then he reached for another, wrapping it around me and pulling me close.

“Come,” he said simply, leading me out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom.

The massive bed dominated the room with its plush white duvet and soft, inviting pillows. Magnus pulled the towel from my body, letting it drop to the floor. His eyes roamed over me appreciatively, lingering on my flushed skin, my heavy breasts, and the curve of my hips.

“Get on the bed face down,” he told me.

I obeyed without question, climbing onto the bed and stretching out face down against the cool sheets. My skin prickled with anticipation as I felt the mattress shift under Magnus’s weight. He moved behind me, his strong hands gripping my ankles and spreading my legs wide.

Magnus positioned himself behind me, his cock teasing my entrance as he ran the tip along my folds. He slid in slowly, filling me inch by inch until he was completely filling me. I let out a low moan, clutching the sheets as he began to move. His hands gripped my hips, guiding my body back onto him with each thrust. The angle was perfect, and I could feel him hitting that spot deep inside me with every stroke.

His movements grew faster, more intense, and I could feel the bed shift under us as he drove into me. One of his hands slid up my back, tangling in my damp hair and pulling gently, lifting my head off the pillow. He took me hard for a while until I came again, screaming his name.

Then he pulled out and moved his cock up to my rear entrance. I knew what he wanted. “Yes,” I panted, “Fuck me in the ass.”

The head of his cock pressed against me, and I exhaled deeply, trying to relax enough to take his impressively thick cock. He applied just enough pressure for me to open up, my muscles gripping him tightly as he slipped inside. With infinite care, Magnus began to move, each stroke deliberate, as though he wanted me to feel every inch of him.

“Good girl,” he said softly in my ear.

The sensations were overwhelming. I gasped into the pillow, my fingers clutching at the sheets as Magnus set the rhythm. Every nerve in my body felt alive, and I surrendered completely, letting the pleasure consume me. Magnus was unrelenting, guiding me through wave after wave, until I was trembling beneath him. I came, my ass clenching around his cock, but he didn’t stop.

I came three times with him in my ass, my cries louder each time. The third time, he slammed into me hard and held it there. I felt his wet release, flooding my insides as his cock throbbed. He collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, before rolling off exhausted.

I lay there, sprawled out on the bed, every inch of me buzzing. My body felt deliciously sore in the best way, my muscles spent from the intensity of it all. Magnus turned his head toward me, his face softened. His hand reached out, his fingers brushing lightly over my back, tracing patterns that sent gentle shivers down my spine.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured.

I smiled, turning my face toward him but not quite finding the energy to move. “I think you did most of the work.”

He laughed. “I couldn’t have done it without the perfect inspiration.”

Magnus reached for the duvet, pulling it up over both of us as he settled back into the bed. His arm wrapped around me, drawing me close to him, and I found myself melting into his embrace.

“This feels nice,” I said quietly, my cheek resting against his chest.

“It does,” he replied, his fingers idly stroking my arm. “I think I could get used to this.”

I tilted my head up to look at him. “Used to what?”

“Fucking you,” he said with a smile.

My heart skipped a beat, but I didn’t say anything. I desperately want this to be a regular thing.


Epilogue




Over the next few months, Magnus and I became experts at slipping into unoccupied houses together. Each meeting felt like stepping into a bubble where time didn’t exist, where the world outside didn’t matter.

The routine became thrillingly familiar. He’d text me an address, always a house that was empty, waiting for new owners or undergoing renovation. These homes, with their silent rooms and untouched spaces, became our secret sanctuaries.

The first time after that day in the house James and I went on to buy, we met one evening in a modern townhouse with floor-to-ceiling windows. Magnus had me pressed against the cool glass, the city lights twinkling behind me as he took me from behind.

Another time, it was a sprawling countryside estate, the scent of fresh paint still lingering in the air. We christened the marble countertops in the kitchen and the table in the breakfast room.

Every house was different, but the way he looked at me never changed, like I was the most captivating thing he’d ever seen. He was always so controlled, so deliberate, his dominance woven into every touch and every whispered command, always in control. And yet, there was something about the way he’d kiss me after, that hinted at more than just lust.

James, of course, had no clue. He was still wrapped up in his work, barely noticing when I left the house. If he did, he didn’t ask questions. But every time I said goodbye to Magnus, I’d feel a pang of longing, even though I knew another text would come soon. Another address. Another house. Another chance to lose myself in him all over again.

THE END


Teased At The Tennis Club


Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




The sun was blazing as Dani and I volleyed back and forth across the pristine clay court, our laughter mixing with the rhythmic sound of tennis balls meeting rackets. The tennis club was as exclusive as the rest of the neighborhood, and I still wasn’t entirely sure I fit in here, even a month after we had moved in.

Dani, of course, looked incredible. Her toned legs flexed as she darted effortlessly across the court, her short pleated skirt bouncing with every step, teasing glimpses of her white panties underneath. Her tight, sleeveless top clung to her chest, accentuating her big breasts, which jiggled with every jump or swing. Her golden ponytail swished with her movements, making her look like she belonged on a billboard advertising the club.

I, on the other hand, was struggling to keep up. My own skirt rode high on my thighs as I sprinted after another one of Dani’s perfectly placed shots, and I knew my own panties were on full display every time I bent down to retrieve the ball. My top was damp with sweat, clinging to my skin and outlining my full breasts as they bounced heavily in my inadequate sports bra. I could feel the heat creeping up my cheeks, not just from exertion but from the sheer embarrassment of how bad I was at this.

As usual, the topic of conversation was my husband, James. “I just don’t get it,” I said, collecting a ball from the net, “we’ve only made love once in the last month, and that only lasted five minutes. Am I just not that attractive anymore?”

“Of course you are, babe,” said Dani. “Maybe he’s got another woman?”

I walked back to the service line, bouncing the ball. “I don’t think so, he doesn’t seem interested in sex at all,” I said. Unlike me. I had quite a few affair partners now, my week’s calendar full of steamy appointments. It was lucky I only worked part-time at the library; otherwise, I’d never fit them all in. I threw the ball in the air and hit it over the net to Dani.

Dani returned the service, smashing the ball past me with ease, her grin wide as she walked to the net, twirling her racket in one hand. “Game, set, match,” she declared, barely out of breath, while I stood panting on the other side.

“Ugh, you’re too good,” I groaned, wiping the sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. “I don’t think I got more than two points the whole time. I’m so embarrassed.”

Dani laughed, leaning casually on the net. “Don’t be. You just need some practice, babe. You’ve got potential. Hey, why don’t you book a lesson with the club coach? He’s great, very patient and… fucking hot.”

“Coach?” I asked, following her gaze as she nodded toward a man on the far court. He was helping a slightly overweight, older lady with her swing.

“That’s him,” Dani said, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “His name’s Luca… something. He’s Italian. Well, sort of. Isn’t he gorgeous?”

I had to admit, he was. Tall and broad-shouldered with dark Mediterranean skin, Luca’s fitted polo shirt stretched over his muscular chest, and his tan legs looked strong under his white tennis shorts. His forearms were thick and covered in tattoos. He had short, dark hair, perfectly styled despite the heat, and a chiseled jawline covered in a hint of stubble. When he turned our way, I imagined I could make out the shape of his long cock in his shorts.

“Wow,” I murmured.

“Yeah, wow,” Dani agreed, smirking. “And he’s an amazing coach. Super hands-on, if you know what I mean.” She shot me a cheeky look.

“You haven’t?” I said, pretending to be scandalized. Although I wasn’t surprised. Dani and her husband were very open sexually, as I knew only too well, and Dani seemed to lurch from one sexual adventure to the next.

“I fucking have,” she said with a smirk. “There’s a reason all the women at the club book private lessons. And I’m not just talking about his coaching techniques.”

My cheeks flushed, and I couldn’t help but glance back at Luca. He had finished his lesson and was collecting tennis balls from the court now, his shorts stretching taut over his perfect ass as he bent down. It had been weeks since I had found a new affair partner, and I was suddenly feeling very horny.

“Come on,” Dani said, hooking her arm through mine. “Let’s shower.”

Laughing, I let her guide me toward the clubhouse. The changing rooms were spacious and brightly lit, with lockers lining the walls and benches running down the middle. Dani wasted no time stripping off her tennis gear, tugging her top over her head, and revealing a tight, white sports bra. Her breasts, full and heavy, looked amazing in it, but it didn’t stay on long. She pulled it off over her head, and her tits bounced out, sending a rush of arousal between my legs.

“Come on,” she said, already shimmying out of her skirt and knickers in one smooth motion. She stood there, unabashedly naked, her toned body on full display. As I stood there staring at her perfectly shaved mound, she tossed me a cheeky grin. “What are you waiting for?”.

I hesitated for a moment, although we were the only ones in the changing rooms, I was suddenly self-conscious that someone might come in. I freed my dark hair from its ponytail and slowly pulled off my top. My own bra followed, my breasts every bit as full and bouncy as Dani’s. Then I peeled down my skirt and knickers, exposing my dark, trimmed bush..

“Let’s go,” Dani said, grabbing a towel and heading toward the communal showers. “I’ll wash your back.”

The showers were open-plan, with no cubicles or dividers, just rows of silver shower heads lining the tiled walls. I reflected that sometimes, the more expensive the establishment, the more basic they seemed to make the facilities. Dani stepped under one and turned the tap, letting the hot water cascade over her, plastering her blonde hair to her back. Her body glistened, water running down her curves, and she sighed contentedly.

I stepped under the showerhead next to her, the warm water washing away the sweat and leaving me feeling refreshed. My hair hung in wet tendrils, and I tilted my head back, letting the water cascade over my face. Dani squeezed out some body wash and lathered it up, then she started to massage it over my back.

“You’ve got such a great figure,” Dani said casually, her hands running over the curve of my ass.

“Dani!” I laughed, “What if someone comes in?”

“What?” she said innocently, turning me around and washing my breasts, her soapy fingers focusing on my nipples and making them hard and pointed. Dani had a way of making everything seem like a harmless bit of fun, even when she was being outrageously dirty.

Her hand slipped between my legs, and I let out a loud gasp, a mixture of surprise and pleasure. She pulled me closer, her mouth finding mine and her tongue forcing open my lips. A surge of desire flooded through me, setting every nerve alight. Her fingers circled my clit with just the right pressure, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. My breath grew shallow, and I clung to her, overwhelmed by the sensation.

I couldn’t hold back a soft moan as my legs trembled beneath her touch, my body responding to her with a desperate, unspoken need. Her fingers moved with a steady rhythm as she coaxed my body closer to the edge. My breath came in shallow gasps, and I clung to her, my hands gripping her ass and my tongue in her mouth.

The intensity grew, the pleasure tightening into a hot coil deep within me. A cry escaped me as the coil finally snapped, pleasure crashing over me in wave after wave. My body tensed, then melted against her, my legs trembling uncontrollably as the release coursed through me. I would have fallen to the shower floor if she hadn’t been holding me up. Her fingers slowed to a gentle caress, prolonging the sensation as my body shuddered in her arms. I buried my face in her shoulder, overcome and breathless.

When I had recovered, she passed me the shower gel. “Now you can wash me,” she said.

I lathered up the gel in my hands, working it into a soft, fragrant foam before gliding my hands over her stunning curves. My fingers caressed her full, firm breasts, kneading the soft skin as I massaged the suds into her. Her nipples hardened under my touch, drawing a satisfied groan from her lips.

As I moved lower, my hands found the smooth curve of her hips and the perfect swell of her ass. I lingered there, my fingers exploring every inch before I knelt down, the warm water cascading over both of us. With slow, deliberate motions, I rubbed the soap up and down her long, shapely legs, appreciating the taut muscles beneath her soft skin.

Her fingers slipped into my damp hair, gently tugging until I looked up at her. She lifted one leg and used her free hand to spread the glistening lips of her shaved pussy. I leaned forward, letting my tongue flick lightly over her swollen clit as she gasped sharply above me. Encouraged by her reaction, I pressed in closer, flattening my tongue against her and swirling it in slow, deliberate circles.

Her grip on my hair tightened, and her hips began to move, grinding gently against my mouth as I focused on her pleasure. I slid my hands up to her thighs, holding her steady as I varied the pressure and speed, teasing her with quick flicks and deep, lingering strokes.

“Fuck, Lauren,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her body trembled under my hands, and her moans grew louder, filling the steamy air around us. I could feel the tension building in her, the way her muscles tensed and her breathing quickened. I wrapped my lips around her clit, sucking gently as my tongue flicked against it, and her cries of pleasure turned into desperate, breathless gasps.

Her entire body shuddered as her climax hit, and she threw her head back, water running over her as she surrendered completely. I held her steady, savoring every moment as she rode the waves of her orgasm, her grip on my hair softening as the intensity began to fade.

Finally, she looked down at me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. A satisfied smile spread across her face. “Wow, that was amazing,” she murmured, pulling me to my feet and wrapping her arms around me, our wet breasts pressing together.


Chapter Two




When we came out of the changing rooms, with glowing pink skin and damp hair, we almost bumped into Luca heading to the men’s changing rooms.

“Ladies,” he greeted us. He didn’t sound Italian, although he did look the part. His gaze flicked between the two of us, lingering on Dani’s knowing smirk before meeting my eyes. “Good game out there. You looked like you were giving it your all.”

“More like giving all the points to Dani,” I joked.

“She’s not bad for a rookie, though, is she?” Dani interjected, leaning casually against the doorframe. “Maybe she just needs a few… tips.”

Luca smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. “And practice, of course.” His eyes drifted to me again. “If you want to book a lesson, just let me know. I’d be happy to help you improve.”

“She might take you up on that,” purred Dani. “Maybe you could help her the way you’ve helped me.” I rolled my eyes at how blatant she was being, but Luca just smirked, his eyes roving over our tight tops. Now I was so close to him, my pussy was throbbing at the thought of having sex with him. I decided to go for it.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll have a lesson. When are you free?”

Early the next morning, I arrived at the tennis club for my first lesson with Luca. The sun was still low in the sky, casting long shadows across the court, and the crisp air carried the faint scent of freshly cut grass. I felt a flutter of nervous anticipation in my stomach as I spotted him waiting by the net.

“Morning, Lauren,” Luca greeted with a warm smile, his dark eyes sweeping over me in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. “Ready to improve your game?”

I laughed, tucking a strand of hair that had escaped my ponytail behind my ear. “I hope so. I don’t think I could embarrass myself more than I did against Dani.”

“You’re too hard on yourself. You’ve got potential, I can see it.”

The way he said it made me blush, and I was grateful for the cool morning air to mask the heat rising in my cheeks. “Well, I’m all yours,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

After a warm-up up knocking balls back and forth over the net, he took me through various practice sessions, working me hard. Soon I was sweating and panting. Eventually, he came over to my side of the court and started explaining the mechanics of a proper forehand stroke. “Relax your grip a little,” he said, moving to stand behind me.

I felt his hands on my hips as he adjusted my stance, his touch firm yet gentle. Then his arms came around me, his chest brushing lightly against my back as he guided my grip on the racket.

“See? Like this,” he murmured, his breath warm against my ear. I was acutely aware of the heat radiating from his body.

I leaned into him slightly, looking back over my shoulder. “Is this how you teach all your students?” I teased.

“Only the ones I like,” he said.

As he guided me through the motion of the stroke, my ass brushed against him and I felt his bulge against me. My heart started racing as I shifted back slightly, deliberately this time, and confirmed what I’d felt; he was big and semi-hard.

“Mmm,” he whispered in my ear. “Is that the game you want to play?”

I looked back at him, my pulse racing as I moved my hand behind me and let my fingers trail along his length through the fabric of his shorts. God, he was big; the feel of him sent a shiver through my spine. I gripped his cock more firmly, feeling it stiffen even more as I stroked it.

His hand slipped from my hip, fingers grazing the soft skin of my thigh. The touch was deliberate, teasing, and every nerve in my body seemed to spark to life under his fingertips. He didn’t rush, his hand moving in lazy, featherlight circles that edged closer and closer to where I ached for him.

“Do you often touch strange men’s cocks?” he asked with a smirk.

“Quite often, lately,” I giggled. “I can’t seem to get enough of them.”

His fingers pressed a fraction higher up my skirt, against my inner thigh, not quite where I wanted, but close enough to make my knees weaken.

“So you think you can handle mine?” he whispered in my ear.

I rubbed his cock even more firmly. “Why don’t we find out?”

His fingers brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, and I let out a gasp as the pleasure flooded out from my core.

“Co-oe!” called a voice from behind us, making us jump and pull our hands away from each other. I turned to see two impeccably dressed older women strolling onto the court next to us with their expensive tennis outfits and matching visors.

They waved at Luca. “We’re a little early for our lesson,” said one. “We’ll just knock up on this court.”

“Good morning, ladies,” he called out smoothly. “Just give me a moment to finish up this lesson.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to step away and adjust my grip on the racket. The two women didn’t seem to notice anything out of the ordinary as they walked over to the far end of the court.

“I guess that’s my cue to leave,” I said softly, feeling the ache of frustration settling in my chest.

“Well, I hope I’ll see you again,” he said, his dark eyes boring into me. “We’ve made some great progress today, but I think there’s a lot more we could work on.” His meaning was clear.

I hurried to the changing rooms, getting undressed and slipping under the warm water of the shower. There was no one else around, and I soon found one hand was between my legs and the other pulling on a nipple. I closed my eyes, tipping my head back under the water as I imagined Luca’s huge cock sliding into my pussy.

I gasped as the pleasure from my clit spread out through my body. I began to touch myself more firmly, circling quicker and quicker. Soon, I was moaning loudly as the pressure built inside me. And then I came, having to put one hand on the tiles to steady myself as my legs shook and I went light-headed. The orgasm washed over me in waves as I tried to prolong it with my fingers.

Eventually, it was over, leaving me panting and dizzy. I quickly finished up in the shower and got dressed.


Chapter Three




Later in the afternoon, I found myself in the club’s boutique, leisurely browsing through the racks of sporty, high-end clothing. The shop was quiet, the soft hum of air conditioning the only sound as I fingered the fabric of a sleek, white sports bra.

“Looking for something new?” a voice asked behind me. I turned to see Luca standing there, his smile easy and charming as ever.

“I might be,” I said, holding up the bra. “I could use something with better support. Do you think this one would suit me?”

His eyes flickered to the item in my hand and then, boldly, to my chest. “It would look great,” he said with a teasing smirk, “but you should try it on to be sure.”

“Well,” I said, half-joking but testing the waters, “maybe I need a second opinion.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t back down. “I’d be happy to help.”

I led him into the changing room area, my heart pounding in anticipation. Once inside, I locked the door. I reached for the buttons of my blouse, undoing them one by one with slow, deliberate movements. Luca didn’t move, but I could feel his presence, the weight of his gaze as I revealed the soft lace of my bra beneath. My pulse pounded in my ears, a mixture of nerves and something far more thrilling.

“I might need a little help,” I teased, turning away and glancing over my shoulder at him as I slipped the blouse off my shoulders and placed it on the bench.

He reached for the clasp on my bra, unhooking it. I shrugged my shoulders, and it fell away. I turned back to him, my heavy breasts fully exposed. “I think you look better without it,” he said.

He moved closer, his mouth meeting mine as his hands grabbed my breasts. He pushed me back against the wall, squeezing my tits and teasing the nipples with his thumbs. His hot tongue was in my mouth, and I melted into him, letting out a little moan.

My nipples were rock hard as he trailed kisses down my neck, then he took a nipple in his mouth, sucking it hard before switching to the other one. His kisses continued their descent, trailing over my stomach until he sank to his knees in front of me. He reached up under my skirt and slipped my panties down over my thighs. I felt them slide down my legs and pool around my feet.

He parted my legs gently with his strong hands, and I put one leg up on the bench, opening myself up to him. Leaning in, he pressed a lingering kiss against my mound, his lips soft but insistent. Then his tongue parted my folds, finding my swollen clit and making me cry out. He started with slow, teasing flicks, building the pressure, each stroke drawing another gasp or moan from my lips.

His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place while his mouth worked me over. His tongue was relentless, alternating between circling my clit and sucking it gently, then harder, the pressure driving me wild. My hips moved instinctively, seeking more, and he responded by slipping a finger inside me.

“Fuck, Luca,” I gasped, my voice trembling as his finger curled, pressing against that spot deep inside me that made me groan with pleasure. He added a second finger, his movements in time with his tongue, building a rhythm that sent me hurtling toward the edge. I was lost in the sensations, the heat pooling low in my belly, the tension building with every thrust of his fingers and every flick of his tongue. I could hear how wet I was on his fingers.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I whispered, hoping that there was no one outside in the shop.

He didn’t stop. His pace quickened, his fingers plunging deeper, his tongue unrelenting on my clit. My body tensed, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until it exploded in a powerful climax. My legs shook, and I shoved my hand in my mouth to muffle my cries as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

He slowed his movements, his fingers and tongue easing me through the aftershocks until I was left trembling, leaning heavily against the wall for support. He stood up and kissed me, and I could taste myself on his lips.

Now I wanted to return the favor. I knelt in front of him and tugged his shorts down slowly, my fingers brushing against him as I freed his hard cock. It sprang up, the sight of it making my mouth water. It was impressively thick and long, with thick veins running down the side. He was uncircumcised, and I wrapped my hand around it, pulling back to expose the head. I ran my tongue around it, hearing him murmur his approval.

Encouraged by his reaction, I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, stroking him as I took him into my mouth. I started slowly, letting my lips and tongue explore him, learning what made him twitch and groan. His hands found their way to my hair, his fingers tangling gently in the strands as I worked him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he groaned. I set to work, bobbing my head back and forth, taking him deeper into my mouth and stroking the base of the shaft with my hand. My free hand cupped his balls, massaging them lightly. I looked up at him, meeting his eyes as I quickened my pace, my hand and mouth working together to bring him closer to the edge. His breathing grew faster, his grip on my hair tightening as his control began to slip.

I moaned softly around him, the vibration pushing him even further. I could feel the tension building in his body, the way his thighs quivered and his cock pulsed against my lips. With one final thrust, he groaned loudly, his release spilling into my mouth in hot, salty bursts.

I swallowed eagerly, not wanting to waste a drop, but there was too much. It overflowed my mouth, running down my chin and dripping onto my exposed tits. When I finally pulled back, I licked my lips and looked up at him, a satisfied smile on my face.

“Fuck,” he said in approval, “That was one hell of a blowjob.”


Chapter Four




My next tennis lesson wasn’t until the following week. I was desperate to see Luca… well, desperate to fuck him. I took to hanging around the tennis club whenever I could, arranging coffee dates with my friends in the cafe there, hoping to bump into him.

But he always seemed to be coaching. A few times, I went to watch from the spectator area, admiring his strong arms as he demonstrated techniques. One time, he was teaching a couple of college students who looked about nineteen. They were all over him, touching his ass, stroking his chest. I saw one of them lean in and reach for his cock, giving it a firm stroke through his shorts just like I had. It turned me on no end to see him like this.

I imagined him fucking them both together, pulling his cock out of one of their wet holes and thrusting it straight into the other. I was so overcome with the fantasy that I had to go to the bathroom and get myself off. When I came back, all three of them had disappeared. I wondered if he was actually screwing them somewhere. I hoped he was.

Even my husband, James, noticed I was going to the tennis club a lot, and he hardly ever took note of what I was doing or showed any interest in my activities.

Finally, the morning of my lesson arrived. I got up extra early to get ready, putting on my tightest, cutest sports top that made my breasts look huge. My short tennis skirt barely covered the tiny black thong, completely inappropriate for playing sports in. As I admired myself in the mirror, James walked past on the way to the bathroom.

“Do you think I look cute?” I asked him, swirling round so the skirt rose up.

He barely glanced at me. “Mmm,” he murmured, closing the bathroom door behind him. Fuck him.

My lesson started badly and got worse. Not wanting to get sweaty, I was putting in minimal effort, but Luca wasn’t having any of it. He got tough with me, making me run as much as possible until sweat was beading down my cleavage. Eventually, I just threw my racket down and panted heavily.

“Come on, Lauren,” Luca said, jogging over to where I stood, hands on my hips and glaring at him. “You’re not going to improve by standing still. Let’s go again.”

I scowled at him, but obliged, taking my position for the next volley. I gave it my all this time, sprinting toward the net to return a shot, but my foot landed awkwardly, and a sharp pain shot through my ankle. I let out a cry, stumbling and dropping my racket as I grabbed onto the net for support.

“Lauren!” Luca was at my side in an instant. His strong hands gripped my arm and waist, steadying me as I winced in pain. “What happened?”

“My ankle,” I groaned, trying to put weight on it but failing miserably.

“Alright, let’s get you looked at,” he said. Without waiting for an answer, he put my arm around his shoulder and supported me as I hobbled toward the clubhouse.

“Luca, I’m sure it will be fine,” I protested, though I secretly appreciated his concern and being so close to him.

Inside the clubhouse, he led me to the first aid room and set me down gently on the padded medical bed. He crouched down to examine my ankle, untying my trainer and carefully easing it off.

“It’s swelling,” he said, his fingers lightly probing the area. “I’ll grab some ice.”

He disappeared for a moment and returned with an ice pack, wrapping it around my ankle with expert care. “You’ll need to keep off it for a bit,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said softly. I was sitting on the bed, one leg up and one leg on the floor, the ice pack pressed firmly against my swollen ankle. I was also conscious that he could easily see up my skirt, my mound barely covered by the thin fabric of the thong. I could see him taking swift glances between my legs, and it was making me very aroused.

“Do you know what would make it feel better?” I purred.

“No?”

“An orgasm,” I smirked, holding his gaze.

His eyes lit up with a smile. “I’m not a doctor, but I think that’s something I could arrange.”

He opened my legs wider and leaned down, planting soft kisses on my inner thigh. He moved higher, the anticipation building as he moved under my skirt. When his lips brushed against the fabric of my panties, I let out a soft, involuntary gasp, the thin barrier only amplifying the sensitivity of his touch. His breath was warm against me as he nuzzled against my mound, teasing me through the delicate fabric.

He hooked a finger around the edge of my thong and slid it to the side, exposing me completely. His tongue flicked lightly over my sensitive clit, the sensation sharp and electric, making my back arch slightly against the bed. The pleasure was immediate, flooding through my body in waves that left me breathless. Luca didn’t rush; he alternated between soft, teasing flicks and longer, more purposeful strokes, each movement drawing little gasps and sighs from me. His hands gripped my thighs, keeping me steady as my body reacted to him, the growing tension inside me building quickly.

My breaths came faster, broken and shallow, as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable height. My hands gripped the edge of the bed, desperate for something to ground me as my hips arched off the bed toward him.

“Luca…” I moaned softly. He responded by increasing his pace, his tongue moving in time with the mounting waves inside me. His hands slid up, spreading me open just a little more as his lips closed around my clit, sending a sharp, euphoric jolt through my body.

The coil finally snapped, and the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. A cry escaped my lips as my thighs clenched around his head, my entire body trembling with the force of it. My vision blurred, my body arching off the bed as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through me.

He didn’t stop immediately, his tongue gently coaxing me through the aftershocks, drawing out every last ripple of pleasure until I was left breathless. He looked up at me, his lips wet. “Better?” he asked.

Yes,” I gasped. “But now I need your big cock inside me.”

He stared at me with lust in his eyes. Then he reached for my hips, his grip firm, and in one smooth motion, he swung me around so that I was sitting sideways on the bed, my legs dangling over the edge.

Luca stepped closer, positioning himself between my thighs. Then he slipped his shorts and underwear down over his hips, his large, erect cock springing free. He moved between my legs, and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him in for a kiss. I felt his erection pressing against my mound. He reached down, guiding himself to my entrance, teasing me with just the tip. The head of his cock brushed against my slick folds, and I let out a gasp, my body arching toward him instinctively.

He pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, stretching me as he entered.

I threw my head back, a deep moan escaping my lips as he filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect mix of pressure and pleasure that left me breathless. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, before pulling back slightly and thrusting forward again, harder this time.

He started to fuck me, each movement deep and powerful as he drove into me. My body moved with his, my legs wrapping around his waist and my arms around his neck to pull him even closer. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he screwed me, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body.

I couldn’t hold back the sounds escaping me, each moan growing louder as he brought me closer to the edge. The air in the room was thick and hot, and I was sweating again, but Luca didn’t care. He fucked me with an animalistic passion, unable to hold back. My fingers dug into his shoulder, holding on as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

The pressure between my legs was building steadily, each thrust driving me closer to the inevitable. His cock was so big, it stretched me open, my lips and walls gripping him tightly. And it was so long, I could feel it right up inside me, as deep as it could go. My breaths came faster, each one punctuated by a gasp or a whimper as I teetered on the edge of release.

“Luca,” I moaned, right on the edge of climax, desperate and pleading.

His lips brushed against my ear. “Not yet,” he whispered. His pace slowed for just a moment, the change in rhythm making me ache with need. He still penetrated me deeply, but not with enough speed to push me over the edge. He knew exactly what he was doing, keeping me right on the limit, stoking the fire inside me even higher.

I whimpered in frustration, my hands moving to his arms, the muscles beneath my fingers taut and flexing with every motion. My nails dug into his skin, silently begging him to keep going, to give me what I was so desperately craving.

“Please,” I whispered. “Stop teasing me.”

“Not yet,” he repeated, still thrusting slowly and deliberately inside me. I could feel my aching cunt literally dripping with arousal. I was panting heavily, torturously close to the pure bliss I craved.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

“... to come,” I gasped.

“Tell me.”

“I want to come… please, let me come,” I begged.

He grabbed the back of my neck, pulling my face to his, his tongue opening my lips and kissing me intensely. At the same moment, he pulled out and thrust deep and hard into me. Again and again he thrust into me, going as hard and fast as he could now. It didn’t take long to tip me over the edge, and I came hard. So hard that my fingers raked across his back, scratching the skin. My legs clamped around him, and I let out a long, low moan that went on and on as the waves of ecstasy flowed through me. My cunt throbbed and pulsed, massaging his cock as he continued to pound into me.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, it was over, my body spent and gasping for air. I let him go, and his cock came out of my pussy. Just at that moment, he came too. His cock throbbed, and a huge load of cum came out, covering my bush. The second load lay a long line up my thong, which was still pulled to the side.

While he was still releasing cum, he pushed his cock back inside me, flooding my cunt with the last of his load. He pushed inside slowly, both of us savoring the feeling of the end of his orgasm inside me. Moaning happily, we embraced, our tongues dancing as we kissed, his cock still filling me.

That wasn’t the end of me and Luca; it was only the beginning. I became another one of the many women at the tennis club that was regularly screwing. But I didn’t care about that, I just wanted his big cock. And I was sleeping around too, desperate for the attention that my husband never gave me.

I never did get any good at tennis, though.

THE END


Devoured By The Doctor


Very Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




Ilay in bed, listening to the sound of running water in the ensuite as the soft glow from the bathroom spilled into the dark room. My pajamas were on the floor; I was completely naked under the covers. I slid my hand over my stomach, feeling the smoothness of my bare skin. My fingers brushed the soft, trimmed hair on my mound and between my folds, touching lightly over my clit and making me gasp. I was so horny, so desperate for my husband to come to bed and make love to me.

James walked in, wearing just a pair of tight briefs, rubbing a towel over his face, his hair damp from the shower. I watched him as he moved around the room, my pulse picking up. When he finally climbed into bed, I reached for him, letting my fingers skim over the bulge in his underwear. “Come here,” I murmured, tilting my head up toward him.

He pressed a quick kiss to my forehead. “I’m shattered, babe. Long day,” he said, as he turned onto his side, pulling the duvet up around him.

“I’m soaking wet for you,” I whispered, trying to hide my disappointment.

“Uh-huh,” he said, uninterested. “Maybe tomorrow.”

For a moment, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, waiting to see if he’d change his mind. But his breathing slowed, steady and deep. He was already drifting off. I exhaled sharply, then threw back the covers, grabbing the soft blanket from the end of the bed. My chest ached, not just from the rejection but from how normal it had started to feel.

Slipping out of the room, I padded down the hall to the spare bedroom. It was cooler in here, the sheets unfamiliar, but at least I didn’t have to lie next to someone who wouldn’t touch me. I wrapped myself in the blanket, curled up on my side, and stared into the darkness.

The next morning, I was in the library, stacking books onto a cart when Rebecca strolled over, a couple of takeaway coffees in her hands and a smirk on her lips. Rebecca was a beautiful woman in her twenties. She was tall and thin, with very short, cropped dark hair. Her large breasts sagged noticeably beneath her tight-fitting tops, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest, and she never wore a bra. Her nose piercing and clever eyes gave her a striking, rather than pretty, look.

"You look like you need this," she said, handing me the cup.

I sighed dramatically and took a grateful sip. "You have no idea."

Rebecca leaned against the desk, eyeing me over the rim of her own cup. "James still uninterested in giving you the hard fucking you deserve?" she asked, direct as ever.

I groaned. "Worse. Last night, I literally lay there naked waiting for him, and he just rolled over and went to sleep. So I took my blanket and went to the spare room like some rejected Victorian wife."

Rebecca winced. "Oof. That’s bleak."

"Tell me about it," I muttered, flipping through the stack of returned books. “I need to find another lover.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Another one?” She was right, I’d had quite a few already.

I shrugged, blowing on my coffee. “Yeah. I need some fresh excitement. Someone different.”

Rebecca smirked. “Any particular type in mind? Or just anyone with a working cock and the ability to stay awake past nine?”

I snorted. “Preferably someone older, dominant, and who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

Rebecca opened her mouth to reply, but her gaze flicked past me, and she let out a low, appreciative hum.

“Well, well,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Maybe the universe is already answering your request.”

I followed her gaze and spotted a man striding into the library. He was older, forties, maybe early fifties, and carried himself with a quiet authority. His tailored navy suit fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and his silver-streaked hair was neatly styled.

He didn’t glance around or hesitate. He walked with purpose, heading straight to the back of the library where we kept the more academic texts.

Rebecca nudged me with her elbow. “That’s a man who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

I sipped my coffee, watching him over the rim of my cup. “Maybe he’s a professor,” I mused.

“Or a CEO,” Rebecca countered. “Or a very well-dressed criminal.”

I laughed. “Mysterious.” But she was right, there was something commanding about the way he moved, the way he carried himself. Perhaps he would be that decisive in the bedroom, too.

Rebecca leaned in conspiratorially. “Bet you wouldn’t dare go talk to him.”

I looked at her, feeling the first flicker of excitement in my stomach. “Oh, you think I won’t?”

She grinned. “Prove me wrong.”

I set my coffee down, adjusted my white blouse to show more cleavage, and smoothed my skirt. “Watch me.”


Chapter Two




Ifound him standing by one of the tall bookshelves, flipping through a heavy medical textbook with an air of quiet confidence. Up close, he was even more impressive, strong jawline, a hint of stubble, and piercing grey eyes that flicked to me as I approached.

“Finding what you need?” I asked, keeping my tone light and playful.

He looked at me, taking his time to reply as his gaze swept my body. Then he smiled. “That depends on what I’m looking for.” His voice was deep, smooth, and obviously flirty. The kind of voice that sent a rush of electricity between my legs.

I tilted my head, meeting his gaze. “Well, you’re in the reference section, so I’m guessing something complicated.”

“Medical research,” he confirmed, shutting the book with one hand. “Not all of the old cases are online yet. I’m a doctor.”

That got my attention. A doctor. That explained the expensive suit, the air of quiet authority.

“Impressive,” I said, letting my eyes linger on him just a little longer than necessary. “What kind?”

“Surgeon,” he replied, slipping the book back onto the shelf.

Oh. A man who literally held people’s lives in his hands. No wonder he carried himself like he owned the room.

“That sounds… intense. Hard work.”

His mouth curved into a smile. “It is. But I also find time to… play hard, too.” Was he hitting on me? I hoped he was.

I leaned against the opposite shelf, crossing my arms under my chest in a way I knew would make my blouse gape open and emphasize my full chest. “You must be very good with your hands, then.”

“I like to think so,” he said. He stepped closer, into my personal space, and I felt another bolt of arousal through my pussy. I didn’t move away. He was so close I could feel the heat of his body. I smiled, slow and deliberate. “Maybe you could show me sometime.”

“Maybe,” he murmured. “But I usually require a full consultation before any hands-on work.”

I laughed softly. “And what exactly would that involve?”

His smile deepened. “A proper introduction, for starters.”

I held out my hand. “Lauren.”

He took it, his grip firm, warm, just the right amount of pressure. “Dr. Elliot Cole,” he said. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“Well, Dr. Cole, a pleasure to meet you,” I said. Feeling brave and trying to keep my voice steady, I took a chance. “Now we’ve been introduced, perhaps you could examine me in one of the private reading rooms.”

He nodded, a filthy smile on his face. He followed me through the rows of shelves until we reached the door. I opened the door and stepped inside, my pulse quickening as he shut it behind us. The room was small, lined with old wooden bookshelves and a sturdy desk at the center.

Dr. Cole leaned casually against the desk, his sharp eyes studying me. “So, tell me, Lauren… what seems to be the issue?”

“Well, doctor,” I began in a flirty tone, “my husband won’t go near my vagina. I’m worried there might be something wrong with it.” I turned red, wondering how I could say something so cringey.

But he seemed to be enjoying the game. “Can you lay on the desk for me?” he said.

I lifted myself up onto the desk. He moved closer, laying me gently back onto the hardwood surface. Gently, he slid my skirt higher until he could see my sexy red panties. I had decided to wear nice lingerie this morning, to spite my husband, and now I was glad I had. My pussy was aching with anticipation and desire as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of the panties and slipped them off over my thighs.

I lifted my legs up and opened them. I was fully exposed to him, and I could feel the cool air of the air conditioning blowing over my soaking wet opening. I felt his warm hands on my inner thighs, opening me up even more, his fingers finding my folds and parting them. I was throbbing with arousal now, desperate for him to touch me where I needed it most.

“You’re already so wet,” he murmured, his tone teasing. “Tell me, Lauren… when was the last time someone took care of you properly?”

I swallowed hard, my hips shifting involuntarily towards his touch. “Too long,” I said. Although in truth I’d fucked the coach at the tennis club only yesterday.

His finger circled my opening, collecting up my essence that had leaked out and spreading it over my lips. His touch was firm, authoritative, like he already owned me. When he brushed against my clit I let out a loud moan, my hips lifting off the table, as the pleasure flooded through me.

“Very responsive,” he said. “I like that.”

He circled my clit a few more times, driving me wild with pleasure. I gripped the edge of the desk, my knuckles white as I squirmed with ecstasy.

But then… “Everything seems in order,” he said, moving away slightly.

The bastard was teasing me. I was so desperate for his touch. “What about the taste, doctor?” I hinted desperately.

He laughed, pausing before leaning in. I felt his tongue around my wet opening, and then he pushed inside me, exploring me. I groaned with pleasure, feeling his breath on my clit as he tasted my insides.

“Please, doctor,” I begged.

A strangled gasp escaped my lips as his tongue flicked against my clit, slow, deliberate, the perfect mix of softness and pressure. My thighs trembled, but his strong hands kept me open, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

“You taste fucking perfect,” he groaned against me before diving back in, his tongue working me with a precision that left no doubt; he knew exactly what he was doing. Pleasure coiled hot and tight in my core as he alternated between deep strokes and teasing flicks, his fingers pressing inside me, moving in sync with his tongue. My body arched, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. He growled against me, sending vibrations straight through my core, his pace quickening. I was close, so fucking close, my body tightening, my hips moving against his mouth.

Suddenly, I went over the edge. My climax crashed through me, strong and overwhelming, my thighs trembling as waves of pleasure rolled through my body. He didn’t stop, drawing out every last shudder until I was breathless and spent, slumped against the desk.

“Fuck me,” I begged, breathing heavily. “Please, fuck me, Dr Cole.”

But he stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. “Everything seems to be in working order,” he smirked. “And I’m afraid I have to go now, I have a heart bypass at one.”

“No,” I whimpered, my cunt throbbing with desperation.

He handed me a card as I lay dripping onto the desk. “Here’s the number of my office,” he said. “Make an appointment with my secretary.”

Then he turned and headed to the door. He glanced back at me one last time, his gaze lingering on my bare thighs and my gaping, swollen pussy as I sprawled out on the desk. The door closed behind him, and I groaned with frustration. When I finally sat up, I discovered he had taken my panties with him.


Chapter Three




Istraightened my skirt and ran a hand through my hair, trying to compose myself before heading back to the main desk. My legs still felt shaky, my skin still tingled from Dr Cole’s touch, and I was very aware that I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

When I reached the main desk, Rebecca looked up from her magazine. She was chewing gum, twirling a pen between her fingers, completely oblivious to the fact that I’d just been taken to heaven with a surgeon’s mouth in the private reading room.

“Did you speak to that hot man?” she asked, flipping a page.

“Oh, we did more than speak,” I giggled, enjoying the flash of surprise and jealousy on her face. “He’s a doctor, by the way.” I held up the business card. “I need to make an appointment.”

I reached for my mobile and dialed the number on the card.

It rang twice before a woman’s voice answered, sharp and professional. “Dr Cole’s office. How may I help you?”

I cleared my throat, forcing my voice to stay steady. “Hi, I’d like to book an appointment. My name is… er… Lauren Smith,” I said, deciding not to give my real name at the last moment.

“Certainly. What’s the reason for the visit?”

My cheeks flushed hot. I highly doubted Dr Cole gave me the best orgasm of my life and then left me desperate for more was an acceptable reason for a consultation.

“Uh… just a personal matter,” I said, voice tight.

There was a pause, like she was debating whether to ask for more details. Then she said, “Dr Cole has a few openings this week. Are you available Monday morning?”

Monday? My stomach tightened at the thought. I wasn’t sure I could wait that long. I swallowed, gripping the phone tighter. “That works.”

“Eight o’clock. You’ll receive a text confirmation shortly.”

“Thank you, see you at eight o’clock,” I said, hanging up.

Rebecca was watching me. “I’m so jealous, you bitch,” she laughed.

It was a long, torturous weekend, but finally Monday arrived. The waiting room of Dr Cole’s private practice was sleek, all glass and dark wood, with low lighting that made the place feel more like an exclusive club than a medical office.

The receptionist, who I assumed was the woman I’d spoken to on the phone, sat behind a polished desk, typing with perfectly manicured nails.

She barely looked up as I approached. “Name?”

“Lauren, er… Smith,” I said, trying to sound composed despite the way my pulse was already racing.

She scanned a screen and gave a curt nod. “Ah, Lauren. Er. Smith. You’re expected. Take a seat. Dr Cole will be with you shortly.”

After a few minutes, she led me to his office. I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me. From behind the large desk, Dr Elliot Cole looked up. The moment our eyes met, I felt my stomach flip and my heart race.

Dr Cole rose from his chair, moving around the desk with slow, deliberate steps. He was dressed impeccably again, dark tailored trousers, a crisp white shirt with the top button undone, just enough to hint at the strong lines beneath.

“You seemed… dissatisfied with your last consultation,” he murmured, his eyes scanning my body. “I thought a more thorough examination might be necessary.”

I swallowed, trying to ignore the way my body responded to just the sound of his voice. “And what exactly does that involve?”

He gestured toward the sleek black examination bed in the corner of the room, the kind you’d expect in any expensive doctor’s office. Except this didn’t feel clinical. Not with the way he was looking at me.

“I need you to remove all your clothing,” he said smoothly. “Then lie down.” I felt myself getting wet at his command.

I hesitated only a second before reaching for the buttons of my blouse. His eyes darkened as I slowly undid them, one by one, letting the fabric slide from my shoulders. My skirt followed, then my bra, my panties, until I was standing before him completely naked.

Dr Cole let out a low murmur of approval, his gaze drinking me in.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The praise sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

“Now, on the bed, please,” he ordered.

I climbed onto the bed, stretching out on my back, my skin flushed under his intense scrutiny. The cool leather sent a shiver up my spine, contrasting with the heat building inside me.

He touched me, his fingertips ghosting over my stomach before sliding up to cup one of my breasts. I gasped as his thumb brushed over my nipple, teasing it into a tight peak.

“Sensitive,” he murmured, rolling it between his fingers. The slight pinch sent a jolt of pleasure through my whole body. I bit my lip as he repeated the motion on my other breast, kneading the soft flesh, tugging and teasing until both nipples were stiff and aching. My breath came faster, my body reacting shamelessly to his touch.

He leaned over, sucking each nipple firmly in turn and sending pulses of bliss through me. “You respond so beautifully,” he said. “I could play with these for hours.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand drifted down over my stomach, his palm warm, firm. His touch was confident, unrushed, sliding lower, parting my thighs with gentle insistence. His fingers brushed over my swollen folds, finding me already drenched. He let out a quiet hum, amused. “So wet for me, again,” he murmured.

I whimpered as he stroked me, slow, deliberate, his fingers slick with my arousal. He explored me with practiced ease, circling my clit with just the right amount of pressure. My hips lifted off the bed, seeking more, but he held me still with his other hand.

“Patience,” he warned, pressing down slightly on my stomach, keeping me in place. “Let me do my job properly.”

His fingers dipped lower, sliding inside me, curling just right, stroking that perfect spot. My thighs trembled as pleasure coiled tight inside me. I reached for him, my hand finding the thick bulge straining against his trousers. He let out a sharp breath as I squeezed, feeling how hard he was beneath the fabric.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his movements faltering just for a second before he regained control.

I grinned, emboldened, rubbing him through the expensive material. He groaned low in his throat, but his fingers didn’t stop, plunging deeper, faster, his thumb circling my clit with precision. My body tightened, the pleasure unbearable, building higher and higher. I gasped, my fingers squeezing his cock as I moved against his hand.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Come for me, Lauren.”

The command sent me over the edge. I shattered around his fingers, my body shaking as waves of bliss tore through me. My grip on his cock tightened as I cried out, my walls pulsing around him. He had a dark grin on his face, clearly enjoying himself as he watched me come undone beneath him.

As my body slowly relaxed, he withdrew his fingers, smirking as he brought them to his lips.

“Mmm,” he murmured, sucking them clean. “That’s the sweetest thing I’ve had all day. I have to confess, I’m yet to find any reason that would prevent your husband from performing his duties. It’s a complete mystery to me.”


Chapter Four




“Now, sit on the edge of the bed, please.” Dr Cole ordered.

I did as I was told, shifting to the edge of the examination bed, my legs dangling over the side. My body was still thrumming from my last orgasm, but the way he was looking at me, hungry, focused, told me he wasn’t done. He stepped between my parted thighs, his hands firm on my hips as he pulled me closer. Then, he dropped to his knees in front of me.

His fingers slid up the insides of my thighs, spreading me wider. “You have the most beautiful cunt,” he murmured from between my legs. “I could spend all fucking day right here.”

The filthy words sent another rush of arousal through me. My hands gripped the edge of the bed as I felt his warm breath ghost over my already soaked folds. Then, without warning, his tongue flicked against my clit.

I gasped, my hips jerking, but his hands held me firmly in place. He licked me again, slower this time, dragging the flat of his tongue up through my folds before circling my clit with a deliberate, maddening rhythm.

“Dr Cole…” I moaned, already spiraling back toward the edge.

His tongue worked me with perfect precision. I could feel the heat pooling deep inside me, winding tighter and tighter. My fingers threaded into his dark hair, gripping as I ground against his mouth, chasing that delicious high. He let me, groaning as he devoured me, his tongue pressing, stroking, circling exactly where I needed.

I was close. So close. My thighs tensed around his head, my body trembling, my climax just seconds away…

And then he stopped.

I let out a strangled cry of frustration, my body screaming in protest.

Elliot wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smirking up at me. “Patience, Lauren.”

I stared at him, breathless, desperate. “Please…” I whispered.

But he was already standing, his eyes dark with pure lust. His fingers moved to his belt, undoing it slowly, deliberately, his smile widening as he watched my eyes drop to his hands. Then he unbuttoned his pants with an infuriating slowness. My breath caught as he slid them down just enough to free his cock. Fuck it was big; thick, hard, already leaking at the tip.

I swallowed hard, my body aching with need. He stroked himself once, watching me. Then he grabbed my hips, pulling me flush against him.

“I think we’re going to need a deeper examination,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.

In one movement, he slid his cock deep inside me, stretching me open around his thick shaft and making me gasp as intense waves of pleasure rushed out from my core. He kept going, deep inside me, my walls clenching around him. My nails dug into his shoulders, my body clinging to him as he fucked me.

“Fuck, Lauren. You feel even better than I imagined,” he groaned as he thrust into me.

I whimpered, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper. His pace was controlled at first, measured thrusts that had me gasping, my breasts pressed against the smooth fabric of his shirt.

But then I moved against him, rolling my hips to meet each thrust. Elliot growled, gripping my ass tighter as he started to fuck me in earnest. His hips slammed against my thighs, his cock driving into me with deep, desperate strokes. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, along with my breathless moans. His mouth found my neck, biting and sucking, leaving marks I knew I’d feel tomorrow. I was falling apart beneath him, the pleasure overwhelming, his cock hitting just the right spot with every brutal thrust.

I was clinging to him, barely able to form words. “Elliot… fuck… I’m…”

His hand slipped between us, fingers finding my swollen clit. He rubbed tight, ruthless circles, pushing me right to the edge.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

I shattered around him, my whole body locking up as I came hard, my walls squeezing his cock. My orgasm tore through me, wave after wave of pleasure that had me crying out, nails raking down his back. I buried my face in his neck, trying to muffle my cries from the receptionist outside.

“Good girl,” he said.

When I came down from my high, he pulled out, leaving me gaping and dripping. “Stand up and turn around,” he ordered.

I stood on the floor and bent over the bed.

“Legs apart,” he said.

I obeyed, spreading myself for him, feeling the slick evidence of my arousal trickling down my inner thighs.

Elliot gripped my hips, his thumbs pressing into my skin as he lined himself up behind me. The blunt head of his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my soaking wet folds, pressing just enough to make me whimper.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growled. “Let’s see if there are any problems from this angle.” With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me again, stretching me open around his cock. I moaned loudly, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed as he set a relentless pace, slamming into me with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, filthy and raw. My breasts bounced with every thrust, sweat slicking my skin as he pounded into me from behind.

His hands roamed my body, gripping my hips, sliding up my chest, and groping my heavy breasts.

“Such a good little slut,” he murmured against my ear.

I clenched around him, my body tightening, pleasure coiling deep inside me again. He felt it, groaning as he fucked me harder, his grip bruising, his thrusts erratic.

“Fuck, Lauren…”

His hips snapped against mine one last time, his cock buried deep as he came with a long, low moan. I felt the heat of him spilling inside me, his body shuddering against mine as he gave in to his own release.

For a moment, neither of us moved, both of us breathless, tangled in the aftermath.

Then, finally, he pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs. He gave me a firm slap on the ass. “That concludes our examination,” he said. “Please book a follow-up appointment with my receptionist for next week, and we can discuss the results.”

“I hope she didn’t hear us,” I giggled, looking around for my panties, which seemed to have vanished again.

“Oh, don’t worry about Sarah,” laughed the doctor, “She’s used to my private appointments. And to having her own consultations.”


Chapter Five




Iarrived at Dr Cole’s office the following week, my pulse already racing as I stepped into the sleek, dimly lit reception. The anticipation had been building for days, and now, standing there, I could feel the arousal between my thighs just thinking about what he had planned for me.

Sarah, the receptionist, gave me a knowing smile as she led me down the familiar corridor. My heart pounded as she opened the door to his office. Dr Cole was already waiting, leaning against his desk, looking devastatingly composed in his tailored suit. When our eyes met, a slow smile spread across his lips.

“Lauren,” he murmured, pushing off the desk and striding toward me. “Right on time.”

I swallowed hard as he came to stand in front of me, his piercing grey eyes checking over my body like he was already undressing me in his mind.

“I trust you’ve been behaving yourself this week?” he asked, sending a shiver down my spine.

I licked my lips. “Mostly.” In truth, I’d been uncontrollably horny all week and had met up with several other affair partners.

“Good. Because today, I plan to give you a much more thorough examination.” My breath caught. The way he said it, low, deliberate, full of promise, sent a rush of arousal straight to my pussy.

“Strip,” he ordered, stepping back and watching me with that unwavering, dominant gaze.

I obeyed, peeling off my clothes one by one, feeling the weight of his stare on every inch of exposed skin. My nipples hardened under his scrutiny, my body already responding to the sheer authority in his voice.

“Kneel down,” he said once I was completely naked.

I knelt on the floor, and he unbuckled his belt. I swallowed hard, my mouth watering as he lowered his zip. He pulled his cock out of his underwear, already hard. His fingers traced my jaw before he gripped my chin, tilting my face up.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now let’s see if everything is working with that pretty little mouth.”

He slid his cock deep into my mouth, almost making me gag. I stuck my tongue out, licking the underside of his dick and making him groan with appreciation. He held the back of my head, guiding me gently as I bobbed my head back and forth, trying to take him as deep as I could and feeling the weight of him in my mouth.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating a tight, wet suction as I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his thick length. He groaned again. Encouraged, I pressed my tongue flat against him as I slid down again, taking him as deep as I could until he hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Lauren…” he moaned.

His grip tightened in my hair as I continued to take him right into my throat with slow, deep strokes. I wanted to push him further, to make him lose that carefully composed control. So I sucked harder, letting my saliva coat him, making every glide smooth and effortless as I worked him deeper still.

Suddenly, he pulled away, gasping for air. His cock throbbed up and down, twitching. He was right on the edge. “Fuck,” he said again. “You almost made me come. But there’s something I want to do first. Get on the bed.” He gestured to the examination bed. “Face down.”

I climbed up onto the cool surface, stretching out, my arms resting above my head. The position left me feeling vulnerable, exposed, completely at his mercy. Dr Cole’s hands skimmed down my spine, slow and teasing. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of my lower back before gripping my hips. He spread my legs slightly, his touch firm, possessive.

I let out a soft gasp as he pressed a kiss between my shoulder blades, then lower, his lips trailing a slow, burning path down my back. His hands massaged my thighs, parting them further, his breath warm as he worked his way lower.

Then I felt it, his mouth, pressing soft, teasing kisses against the curve of my ass. My entire body tensed in anticipation, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Relax,” he murmured against my skin. I tried, but the moment I felt the first flick of his tongue against the most intimate part of me, a sharp gasp came from my throat. His grip tightened as he spread me wider. His tongue was hot, wet, circling, teasing, then pressing deeper. I moaned into the bed, my body trembling as he worked me open with slow, deliberate strokes to my tight asshole. The sensation was overwhelming, filthy, and intense. He was relentless, alternating between firm, demanding licks and soft, teasing flicks that had me panting, gripping the sheets. I could feel the heat building again, my body melting under his expert touch.

“Elliot…” I gasped, my legs shaking, desperate for more.

When his fingers entered my cunt, I came so hard I nearly passed out. I felt my ass and pussy contracting as each wave washed over me.

And then he pulled away. “Stand on the floor and bend over the bed,” he ordered. “I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

My heart pounded as I pushed myself up on unsteady legs, my body still quivering. I turned, pressing my hands to the mattress as I bent forward, presenting myself to him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. His warm hands traced over my hips, squeezing, possessive. “Now, hold yourself open while I conduct the next part of the examination.”

A fresh wave of heat rolled through me. Slowly, I slid my hands behind me, gripping my cheeks and spreading myself wide. I felt the cool air against my most intimate places, my rear entrance still slick with his saliva, throbbing as he examined me.

Dr Cole groaned softly, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin he had just tasted. “Perfect,” he murmured, his touch teasing, testing. “So obedient.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand slid lower, fingers running through my wetness before pressing against my swollen clit. My body shivered, a needy whimper slipping from my lips.

He laughed. “Still so sensitive.”

His other hand gripped my hip as he stepped closer. I felt the head of his heavy cock pressing against my pussy. He teased me, dragging the thick head through my slick folds, coating himself in my arousal.

“Are you ready for the final part of your examination, Lauren?” he asked. I could hear the amusement in his voice.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please.”

With one slow, powerful thrust, he pushed inside my ass, stretching me around his cock. A desperate moan tore from my throat as he filled me completely, the deep, overwhelming pressure making my legs tremble.

Dr Cole groaned, gripping my hips tightly. “Fuck. You’re so tight. Your husband should really be servicing this regularly. I must have a word with him.”

He withdrew almost completely before slamming back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had me gasping, my fingers gripping the bed. The sound of skin against skin filled the room. He was relentless, fucking me deep and hard, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back as his other hand slid around to rub tight circles against my clit. The pleasure was unbearable, coiling tight in my core, my whole body on fire.

“Come for me,” he growled.

I shattered, my orgasm tearing through me, my walls clenching around him as my vision blurred. My whole body trembled, my moans breaking into gasps as the pleasure crashed over me.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his thrusts turning frantic as he chased his own release. I knew he was already past the point of no return. With one final, deep thrust, his cock pulsed and he spilled inside me. I felt the warm wetness as he released load after load in my tight ass.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting heavily. Then, finally, he carefully pulled out, his cum pouring out of my ass and down my pussy.

Dr Cole smirked, running a lazy hand over my ass before stepping back. “That was a very thorough examination, and I’m pleased to tell you that everything is working perfectly. However, I think we need a regular appointment just to keep on top of things. Please organize that with my secretary.”

THE END


Filled By The Firefighters


Very Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




My husband, James, lay in bed, scrolling through his phone, barely looking up as I slipped off my robe and let it pool at my feet. I stood there in nothing but transparent lace lingerie, a set I’d bought weeks ago, waiting for the right moment to surprise him. My nipples, visible through the lace, were hard from where I’d tweaked them in the bathroom.

I cleared my throat. “Hey, stranger.” I push my long, dark hair back over one shoulder in what I hoped was a sexy way.

He glanced up briefly, his expression neutral. “Hey.” His eyes flicked back to his screen, thumb still scrolling. Annoyance pricked at me, but I pushed past it. I climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs, letting my hands rest on his chest. My trimmed, dark bush was visible through the sheer material of my panties, and I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing myself against the bulge in his pajamas.

I leaned down, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to his neck, my lips trailing up to his ear to give it a little flick with my tongue. “I thought maybe we could have a little fun tonight…”

He sighed, leaning around me to keep looking at his phone. “Lauren, not tonight. I’m exhausted.”

Frustration curled in my stomach, but I forced a smile. “Come on, babe… I can make it easy for you.” I rocked my hips against him. “You just lie there and enjoy it.”

Nothing.

James lifted his phone higher as if that would block me out. “I’ve got an early start tomorrow.”

I sat back on my heels, swallowing the familiar knot of rejection that was growing inside me.

“Right,” I said quietly. “Of course.”

Sliding off him, I pulled the covers up over my body, turning onto my side, tears stinging at my eyes. That was it. I was wearing this lingerie to work tomorrow, and I was damn well going to find someone to appreciate it.

I arrived at the city library still simmering with frustration over last night. James hadn’t so much as glanced at me after turning me down, rolling over like I was just another piece of furniture in the room. I hadn’t slept much, lying there, staring at the ceiling, wondering when exactly my husband had stopped wanting me.

Pushing the thought away, I grabbed my bag from the passenger seat and stepped out of the car, only to stop short at the sight of a bright red fire truck parked at the edge of the lot. Its polished surface gleamed under the morning sun, the gold lettering bold against the paintwork.

Inside the library, Rebecca was already at the front desk, one leg propped up on the chair beside her, flipping through a magazine. She sipped her coffee lazily, glancing up as I walked in.

“Morning, babe,” she greeted me with a smile.

I dropped my bag onto the desk and adjusted my glasses. “Morning. What’s with the fire truck outside?”

“Oh, that.” She leaned forward, setting her coffee down. “Apparently, the fire service is doing some community thing today, trying to recruit people or something. They're setting up a stall out front.”

I raised an eyebrow. “At the library? Who’s coming in here looking to be a firefighter? Our regulars are mostly seniors and exhausted moms trying to keep their toddlers from climbing the bookshelves.”

Rebecca smirked. “Who cares? I saw a couple of them earlier. Big, strong, covered in soot… well, not really, but in my mind, they were.” She fanned herself dramatically. “I swear, if I don’t pull one by the end of the day, I’ll be devastated.”

I laughed, but my pulse quickened. Rebecca had a point; firefighters were hot, and I was wearing my new lingerie under my sensible blouse and skirt. I tucked a loose strand of hair back into my ponytail, smoothing down the front of my blouse.

“Might have to give you some competition, then.” I leaned against the desk, grinning.

Rebecca let out a filthy laugh. “I knew you’d be all over them, you slut.”

I shrugged. “Why not? My husband isn’t interested, and it’s been weeks since I found a new affair partner.”

Rebecca gave me a filthy look. “Seriously, let’s see who can fuck one first.”

“One?” I laughed. But it wasn’t a joke; I was already planning to fuck more than one.


Chapter Two




Iwas still laughing with Rebecca when the library doors swung open, and in walked one of the firefighters. He was black and huge, easily over six feet, broad-shouldered, thick with muscle in a way that made my mouth go dry. His dark skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights, and his fire department T-shirt stretched tight over his chest.

I heard Rebecca exhale beside me. “Holy fuck,” she muttered under her breath.

The firefighter stopped at the desk, flashing us both a polite smile. “Hey,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth. “Any chance I could get some hot water? We’re set up outside, and I was gonna make some tea.”

I moved before Rebecca could even open her mouth. “Of course,” I said quickly, stepping forward with a sweet smile. “I can show you to the staff kitchen.”

Rebecca shot me a playful you bitch look, but I ignored her, already stepping out from behind the desk.

“Thanks,” the firefighter said, his eyes flicking to my chest with obvious interest. “I’m Saul, by the way.”

“Lauren.” I turned, leading him through the quiet aisles, making sure to sway my hips just a little more than usual and popping open the top button on my blouse when he wasn’t looking.

The staff kitchen was a small, functional space with a sink, a kettle, and a cluttered counter. I stepped inside, grabbed the kettle, and turned to him with an innocent smile. “So, Saul… do firefighters drink a lot of tea?”

He leaned casually against the counter, arms folding across his massive chest. “We drink a lot of things. But I like tea. Strong. No sugar.”

I bit my lip. “I like strong things.” Eugh, I made myself cringe sometimes.

But his eyes flickered with amusement. “Do you, now?”

I filled the kettle, setting it to boil, acutely aware of how close he was. My skin tingled just being near him.

“Have you been a firefighter long?” I asked, leaning back against the counter, pushing my chest forward, and hoping he would notice.

His eyes dipped, lingering on my ample cleavage.

“Yeah,” he said. “Been on the job ten years. Love it.”

I smiled, letting my tongue peek out to wet my lips. “I bet you get all the women throwing themselves at you,” I said. I was breathing quite heavily now. Fuck, my pussy was aching.

“It does happen,” he replied with a smirk.

It was pretty obvious it was happening now, so I decided to just go for it. I reached up and slowly unhooked another button on my blouse. Then another, and another, until it slipped off my shoulders.

He looked down at my hard, dark nipples showing clearly through the sheer fabric of my bra. “Do librarians always wear such sexy underwear?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I stepped forward and kissed him, my lips touching his before my tongue forced its way into his mouth. He pressed his body against me, his hand slipping inside the cup of my bra, and his strong fingers roughly rubbing my nipple. I could feel his cock start to stiffen against my leg.

Then his hand was between my thighs, sliding up under my skirt. I gasped, the thrill of being touched racing through my whole body. His fingers brushed over my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, sending waves of pleasure through me and making me weak at the knees.

Saul’s touch became firmer, circling my clit, pressing against me, and making me moan into his mouth. He was so strong, so sexy, that I felt right on the edge already, my arousal already making me soaking wet. He knew exactly what he was doing, working me steadily, building the momentum until I was moaning so much I could no longer kiss him. My hand clenched around the bulge in his pants. His cock was huge, and I squeezed and rubbed it, the sensations in my fingers adding to the waves of pleasure that were washing over me.

He pulled my panties aside and thrust two thick fingers up inside me, his palm still working my clit as he fingered me. Suddenly, I was coming hard. My legs would have given out if he hadn’t had me pinned to the counter as wave after wave of pleasure flooded my brain.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, as he guided me through the climax, my cunt clenching tight around his fingers and my release running down his fingers.

Finally, I was through it, panting and gasping for breath. Eager to return the favor, I slipped down to my knees and unbuckled his belt, then the buttons on his pants. They dropped away, leaving him standing in his tight gray briefs. The bulge of his cock was huge, arcing down one side. I traced it with my fingers, feeling how hard it was through the fabric.

Hooking my fingers into the waistband, I pulled his underwear down. His cock sprang free. Fuck, it was big; long, thick, and dark. I ran my tongue all the way up it from the balls to the tip, feeling the heat and weight of it. I took it in my mouth, having to open my mouth wide just to get it in.

“Mmm, you’re a good little slut librarian,” Saul murmured in a low voice.

He let out a low groan of pleasure, and I felt his hand on my ponytail, gripping me and guiding me back and forth. I tried to take him in my throat, but he was too thick and I gagged, saliva dripping down my chin. I wrapped one hand around his shaft and massaged his balls with the other. He groaned again, starting to actively fuck my mouth as he held me in place by my hair.

“Yeah, baby, suck that cock,” he growled, thrusting harder.

I could tell he wasn’t going to last long; his cock was throbbing and rock hard. He started to buck his hips, desperate to get his dick further down my throat. I relaxed as much as I could, taking him more than I thought possible, his hand still holding my ponytail and pushing me deeper. It was rough and dirty, and it was turning me on so much.

“Fuck,” he grunted, and I felt his cock twitch in my mouth. The first load of thick, warm cum filled my mouth. I tried to swallow, but the next load was already flooding out, and it ran down my chin, dripping and pooling in my cleavage. He unloaded more and more cum into my mouth, holding himself in me until he was finally done.

I pulled back, gasping for breath and covered in cum.

“What do you say, little slut?” he asked with a smirk.

“Thank you, sir,” I panted, still out of breath.

He pulled me to my feet, scooping up some of the cum from my cleavage and making me suck it off his fingers. “Come and see me in the parking lot at lunchtime. I’ll show you the fire truck.”

“Yes, please,” I breathed. I knew it wasn’t the fire truck he wanted to show me.


Chapter Three




Ispent the rest of the morning in a daze, barely able to concentrate, my mind constantly drifting back to Saul. The heat of his body, the weight of him in my mouth, the way his deep voice had made my thighs clench. Every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the ache between my legs, a constant reminder of how badly I wanted more.

By the time late morning rolled around, I was already counting down to lunch, hoping for another encounter. That was when the front doors swished open again.

I looked up, expecting to see Saul, but instead, another firefighter walked in, carrying the empty flask for hot water. This one was younger, lanky, fresh-faced, with floppy brown hair that made him look more like a nervous college student than a firefighter. His uniform was slightly loose, hanging off his frame like he hadn’t quite grown into it yet.

He hesitated before the desk, eyes darting around like he wasn’t sure he was supposed to be here. “Hi, I’m Jake,” he mumbled, looking at the floor. “My boss… told me to get… that is… please could we have some… hot water.” He stumbled to a stop.

Rebecca stood up, smoothing down her skirt. “I think I’ll handle this one,” she said, casting me a filthy grin. “Follow me,” she told him.

Five minutes passed. Then ten.

Leaving the desk unattended, I slipped through the back of the library and into the staff corridor. As I crept closer, I saw that the kitchen door was slightly ajar, light spilling into the dim hallway. Then I heard it, the unmistakable sound of moaning.

I edged forward, heart pounding, and finally peeked inside.

Rebecca was standing at the counter, hands braced on the surface, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Her panties were stretched between her thighs, and behind her, Jake had his trousers and underwear shoved down to his knees. His pale, skinny ass pumped back and forth at a frantic pace as he drove into her, gripping her hips like his life depended on it.

Rebecca’s tits were also out, sagging down low. With every firm thrust, they bounced and jiggled, and she let out a loud moan of pleasure, her face twisted in pleasure. They both glanced at me standing in the doorway, but ignored me. Fuck, the filthy display of raw fucking sent a bolt of lightning between my legs. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen Rebecca getting fucked, and it was a sight that always made me gush with arousal.

I leaned on the door frame and slipped my fingers into my panties, feeling the slickness between my folds and rubbing it over my clit.

“Oh god, fuck me harder,” moaned Rebecca.

I didn’t think he’d be able to go any harder, but he did. Rebecca clawed at the worktop, her whole body shaking as she tensed. “Oh, fuck…”

She let out a long, shameless moan as her orgasm ripped through her, her back arching as she ground against him. Jake’s thrusts became erratic, and finally he slammed into her, unloading his cum deep in her pussy. Already on the edge, I upped my own pace with my fingers and felt the waves of pleasure wash over me as I slumped against the door frame, panting heavily.

When I had recovered enough to walk, I left the other two cleaning themselves up and made my way back to the front desk, just in time to deal with an impatient old woman who wanted to check out a stack of smutty romance novels.


Chapter Four




Finally, lunchtime arrived. I touched up my makeup in the bathroom, straightened my glasses, and pumped up my cleavage. Then I headed to the parking lot. The firefighters were all standing around, a few of them chatting to members of the public. Saul saw me right away and gestured for me to follow him to the truck.

He opened the door and helped me up into the cab with ease, his big hands gripping my waist. I shivered at the strength in his touch, already imagining what those hands were going to do to me.

"Go on," he said, nodding to the controls. "Flip that switch."

I reached out and flicked it, and instantly the blue lights above us flashed to life, casting the parking lot in a pulsing blue glow. A thrill ran through me.

Saul leaned in slightly, his deep brown eyes locked on mine. “Was there anything else you wanted to see?” he asked.

The air between us thickened, charged with electricity. I swallowed, feeling the heat pooling between my legs. "Bet you get a lot of girls wanting a ride," I purred.

He smiled. "I do, but not like you."

That was all I needed to hear. I reached for him, my hands running over his broad chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his uniform. He pulled me closer, his grip firm as he lifted me onto his lap, my skirt riding up as I straddled him.

The steering wheel pressed against my back, but I barely noticed. My whole body was buzzing as Saul’s hands moved down, gripping my hips as I rocked them back and forth. I could feel him, thick and hard beneath me, and it sent a jolt of arousal straight through me.

"Fuck," I whispered, grinding against him.

Saul’s big hands slid up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher until it was bunched around my waist. His fingers pressed into my flesh, rough and possessive.

“You've been thinking about this all morning, huh?” he murmured.

I bit my lip, still grinding myself on him, feeling just how big and hard he was beneath me. I was practically coming just from the friction through our clothes. “You have no idea,” I breathed.

He let out a low laugh, gripping my ass and pulling me tighter against him. He leaned in, his breath hot against my neck as he kissed just below my ear, making me squirm. I reached between us, my fingers brushing against the bulge in his uniform trousers. He was thick, solid, and I wanted him inside me so badly I could barely think straight.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, reaching for his belt.

He shifted me up so he could undo his pants. My heart pounded as I felt him free his huge length, hot and heavy against my thigh. With one hand, he guided me down, his cock pressing between my folds. As I sank onto him, a moan escaped my lips. He stretched me perfectly, filling me inch by inch, and I gripped his shoulders, my nails digging into his t-shirt as pleasure rippled through me.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Saul groaned, his hands tightening on my ass, spreading me open as he penetrated me deeper and deeper.

I was too lost in the sensation to respond, the slow, torturous way he made me take every inch. My glasses had slipped down my nose, and my ponytail was coming loose, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the way he was filling me so completely.

I started to move, rocking my hips, grinding down onto his thick cock until it was fully inside me, my clit rubbing against his body. The thrill of riding him right here, in the fire truck, where anyone could walk past, sent an extra rush of arousal through me. I picked up the pace, bouncing on his cock, my skirt still bunched around my waist, my breasts straining against my blouse.

Saul tugged at the buttons, popping a couple open before shoving my bra down and taking one of my nipples into his mouth. The heat of it made me cry out, my fingers twisting into his short hair as his tongue flicked over the sensitive peak.

“God, Saul…” I gasped, grinding harder, desperate for more.

He groaned against my skin, thrusting up into me, stretching me, filling me so perfectly that I could barely hold back. My moans turned into desperate little whimpers as the pressure coiled tighter in my core. I felt his fingers straying closer to my rear entrance.

He pushed one of his thick fingers in my ass. “Come for me,” he commanded, slamming into me harder.

That was all it took. My orgasm ripped through me, my walls clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I buried my face against his neck, my whole body shuddering as I came hard, my nails digging into his skin. I closed my eyes as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, my cunt gripping his cock tightly.

My body was still trembling from the orgasm, but Saul wasn’t finished with me. With a deep growl, he wrapped his arms around me and shifted, flipping me onto my back across the wide seat. I barely had time to gasp before he spread my thighs and lined himself up again. His thick cock, still slick from my climax, pushed deep into me with one hard stroke.

“Fuck,” I cried out, my back arching as he filled me all over again.

Saul didn’t hold back. He gripped my wrists, pinning me in place as he drove into me, each thrust deep and powerful. The weight of his body over mine, the sheer strength of him, made me dizzy with pleasure. His muscles flexed as he fucked me, his dark skin glistening with sweat, his jaw clenched in concentration.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his eyes locked on my face. “All spread out for me like a good little slut.”

I moaned in response, squirming as he pinned me down, feeling my body surrender to the intensity of it. His thick cock stretched me just right, hitting that perfect spot over and over. Every deep thrust sent another wave of pleasure rolling through me, winding me up all over again.

Saul leaned down, capturing my lips in a rough kiss. His tongue pushed into my mouth, just as his cock was inside me, making me whimper against him. One of his hands dropped to my breast, groping it roughly, his thumb rubbing firmly over my sensitive nipple.

He could feel I was on the edge. He knew. His thrusts became even harder, his grip tighter. “That’s it, baby,” he growled against my lips. “Come for me again.”

I couldn’t hold back. My body tensed, my legs wrapping around his waist as the pleasure tore through me like wildfire. I cried out as my pussy clenched around him, milking his cock with every pulse of my release as I practically passed out from pleasure.

Saul let out a deep, guttural groan, his pace faltering for just a second before he slammed into me one last time, burying himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me, hot and thick, and I felt every spurt of his release as he emptied himself completely.

For a moment, we just lay there, tangled together in the front seat of the fire truck, our heavy breathing echoing around the cab. When he pulled out, leaving me gaping, cum poured out of me onto the leather seat.

I staggered back into the library, my hair messy, my make-up smudged, and a bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

“Jesus, Lauren. What the fuck happened to you?” smirked Rebecca.

“Saul gave me a tour of the fire truck,” I said faintly, collapsing into one of the chairs.

“I bet he did, you slut,” she laughed. “Hey, I’m going for a drink with Jake after work. Do you want to ask Saul? Make it a double date.”


Chapter Five




After work, Rebecca and I headed to a low-lit bar a few blocks down from the library. It was the kind of place with sticky floors, cheap drinks, and just the right level of privacy. Saul and Jake were already there, lounging in a booth near the back, drinks in hand.

Saul caught my eye immediately, his grin lazy and confident, like a man who knew exactly what he’d done to me earlier. A shiver ran through me at the memory, the dull ache between my legs making itself known as I slid into the booth beside him. Rebecca, never one for subtlety, practically threw herself onto Jake’s lap, making no secret of her intentions as she pressed her lips to his. He went bright red but didn’t hesitate to kiss her back, his hands sliding up her sides to touch the edge of her breasts.

“Lauren looked exhausted after your ‘tour’ earlier,” she teased Saul, as I tried to get the attention of a waitress to order drinks.

Saul smirked. “Did she? Must have been the excitement of turning on the blue lights.” His hand brushed against my thigh under the table, sliding up my skirt and making me ache even more.

A few drinks in, the teasing got filthier, the flirting bolder. Rebecca and I were flirting heavily with each other, knowing that we were turning the guys on.

“Have you two ever kissed each other before?” Saul asked.

Rebecca and I exchanged glances. We had. In fact, we’d had a threesome with our boss before. Rebecca smirked. “What do you say, babe? Should we give them a show?”

I grinned. “Why not?”

Rebecca came and sat on my lap. The second our lips met, I felt a rush of blood between my legs. Her tongue flicking against mine in a slow, dirty kiss that had both guys groaning. I melted into it, gripping her waist, pressing our bodies together. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she deepened the kiss.

“Fuck,” Saul muttered, shifting beside me.

Rebecca finally pulled away, licking her lips as she glanced at the guys. “You know… we could take this party somewhere more private.”

“My place isn’t far,” Saul said, his fingers trailing lazily up my inner thigh.

I didn’t even have to think about it. “Let’s go.”

On the way, I called my husband. “I’m sorry, Rebecca’s having man trouble. I’m going to have to stay with her tonight,” I told James. He didn’t seem very interested.

Saul’s apartment was small but tidy. We knew why we were there, so the moment the door shut behind us, Saul led us all to the bedroom, and things escalated fast.

“Is there another bedroom?” asked Jake, looking around nervously.

“Babe, it’s more cozy if we’re all together,” purred Rebecca, dragging him down onto the bed and kissing him.

Saul led me to the bed too, and soon we were all squashed up on it, making out. He didn’t waste any time taking off my top and then my bra. His mouth found my nipple, sucking hard on it and making me gasp. When that one was hard and erect, he moved to the other, licking and sucking it until they were both puckered and pointy.

I glanced over at Rebecca and Jake. She was already down to her panties, kissing Jake with her hand in his pants.

Saul laid a trail of kisses down my stomach until he reached the waistband of my skirt, then he tugged it down with my panties and threw them on the floor. He continued down my naked body, kissing my mound and then opening my legs. He buried his face between my thighs, his rough tongue lapping and licking at me, making me arch my back and moan loudly.

Next to me, Rebecca was removing Jake’s clothes too. Soon, he was naked, his cock hard and erect. It was an impressive size, hardly any smaller than Saul’s. Rebecca wrapped her hand around it and lavished it with attention, licking up and down it and taking it into her mouth. Jake was squirming like crazy next to me, groaning with pleasure like he’d never had a blowjob before.

I leaned over to him, pulling his face towards me and putting my tongue in his mouth as we both moaned with pleasure at the oral delights we were experiencing. He kissed me back, surprisingly forcefully, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me towards him. The sensation of one tongue in my mouth and another in my pussy sent me over the edge, and I screamed with pleasure as an intense orgasm washed over me.

When I was done, Saul sat up, his face soaked with my release. “Why don’t you ride him?” he told me, more as an order than a question.

Jake’s eyes went wide, but he seemed happy enough as I swung my leg over him and rubbed my clit up and down his long shaft. Rebecca reached between my legs, holding his cock and guiding it between my wet folds. I sank down onto him, feeling the delicious stretch as his thick cock opened me up and filled me.

I started to fuck him, slowly and carefully at first, but gradually getting him deeper and moving faster. Soon, I was riding him so hard my tits were bouncing everywhere. Saul grabbed one, sucking hard on the nipple as Rebecca did the same on the other.

She looked up at me, a filthy glint in her eyes. “You could take them both at once,” she said.

“No way,” I said instinctively, “Saul’s too big to fuck my ass.”

I reached out, stroking his long cock as I rode Jake. I was already changing my mind.

“Do you have any lube?” I asked him.

He nodded, going to fetch some from a drawer.

“I knew you’d do it, you slut,” giggled Rebecca.

“You’re going next,” I told her, wiping the smirk off her face.

Saul returned, climbing on the bed behind me as he smothered his dick in the lube. I slowed, leaning forward so my tits were pressed against Jake’s chest. “Take it slowly,” I begged.

I felt the fat head of his cock against my spread rear entrance. I tried to relax, taking deep breaths as he pressed gently against me. I could feel myself opening up, but he was so thick. More and more he stretched me, and then… suddenly he was inside me. The initial burn turned to pleasure as he pressed deeper inside. I let out a long, low moan.

Saul was big anyway, but he felt even bigger with Jake’s cock filling my cunt. The two men stretched me like I’d never been stretched before, gradually thrusting into me. They were slightly out of sync, their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls. It was driving me crazy. Unable to speak, all I could do was moan with pleasure.

I came… and hard. My fingers clawed at Jake’s chest as my vision went black and waves of pleasure flooded my body. I could feel my cunt and ass contracting on their cocks, milking them as they continued to fuck me through it. I pushed them away, collapsing on the bed, my body shaking, my legs vibrating, and my thighs clenching. My pussy was so sensitive and swollen that I couldn’t even touch it.

“Your turn,” I managed to pant at Rebecca.

She climbed eagerly onto Jake’s cock, and Saul thrust his big dick into her ass. She groaned, her eyes rolling up in her head as she took them both. They took her hard, making her moan so loudly I expected the neighbors to come and complain. Over and over they thrust into her, fucking her like she’d never been fucked before. When she came, it was even louder.

And then Saul came to me, moving between my legs and sinking his cock deep into my swollen cunt. We kissed as he took me passionately, fucking face to face, as Jake and Rebecca did the same. After a while, the men switched, and Jake fucked me. He was less rough, but went at it faster, his cock hitting a perfect spot inside me that soon had me squirming as I came beneath him.

After a while, Saul took control again. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded.

Obediently, Rebecca and I knelt on the bed, faces pressed against the sheets and asses lifted high in the air. Saul spread me with his big hands. I shivered as he ran a thick finger along my drenched folds, admiring how gaping and swollen I was, my pussy flushed and sore from the relentless fucking.

“Look at this,” he murmured to Jake. “This cunt’s been stretched wide open, and she still wants more.”

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as he slid his huge length all the way inside me in one motion. He paused for a moment, letting me feel every inch of his thick cock pulsing inside me before he started to move, pounding me hard and deep. Beside me, Rebecca was getting the same treatment, her moans mixing with the wet slap of Jake’s thrusts. The room was filled with the sound of skin on skin, the filthy noises of panting, grunts, and the creak of the bed beneath us.

But the men were close now. Their thrusts grew erratic, their grips tighter. I could feel the tension in Saul’s body as he fought for control.

“We’re going to come on your faces, sluts,” he growled. “Get on the floor.”

Rebecca and I scrambled down, kneeling side by side. We wrapped our arms around each other, our naked bodies pressing together, tits heaving as we looked up at them. From this angle, their cocks looked even bigger, throbbing, slick with our wetness, and ready to explode. We stuck out our tongues, lifting our chests to them in invitation.

Jake lost it first. With a strangled groan, his cock jerked in his fist, and thick ropes of cum shot across our faces. It splattered over my glasses, dripping down my cheek, while Rebecca let out a giggle, wiping at her eye as she got caught in the spray. Seconds later, Saul came with a loud groan, pumping load after load of cum across our faces and onto our tits.

We sat there together, messy, breathless, and utterly fucked. I glanced at Rebecca, who had cum streaked across her cheek and a wicked smile on her lips.

“Well,” she panted, licking a drop from her lips. “That was one hell of a double date.”

I grinned, pushing my cum-covered glasses up my nose. “Yeah. We should do it again sometime.”

Saul laughed. “You know where to find us, ladies.”

Rebecca and I exchanged a look. Oh, we’d be back.

THE END
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