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Author's Note




The stories herein contain explicit content and is intended for adults only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18 and not related by blood. All sex is consensual.


My Best Friend’s Wife




I came to on the couch, hearing goings on in the kitchen. “Oh fuck,” I groaned and rubbed my eyes, regretting the last few beers from the night before. I had no idea exactly what time it was, but I could tell from the light in the window it was likely sometime mid-morning.  I sat up and gathered my senses before walking into the kitchen. Janet was cleaning up.

“Danny at work?” I asked, heading straight for the coffee maker.

“Yup.” Janet turned and smiled her big, sweet smile at me. “Well good morning, sleepyhead.”

Janet was a sweet girl. She was a preacher’s daughter. For some inexplicable reason, she had decided to marry my friend Danny straight out of high school. I partly blamed myself. I’m the one who introduced them. When Janet came to me expressing her interest in Danny, I warned her outright that he was a wild child. I wasn’t lying.

Sometime during the summer after graduating high school, Danny spent a whole day telling me how much he loved Janet and how he was going to marry her. He went on and on. Later that night, he and I were drinking at a friend’s house. There was a new girl in town there with an admittedly amazing set of tits.  After some beers and a few tequila shots, I almost couldn’t blame Danny for taking her back to one of the bedrooms. Janet was my friend, though. And I considered her an innocent. Plus, I was pretty sure Danny would regret cheating on Janet when he sobered up.  So, I did what I thought was the honorable thing at the time and marched back to the bedroom. I pulled Danny off one of the nicest set of breasts I’d ever seen. Danny, to say the least, was displeased. He launched at me with a drunken right hook. We exchanged a few blows before winding up on the floor. I managed to get Danny in a headlock and was wailing on one of his kidneys our rather large friend who lived there yanked me off Danny and tossed me aside. He then proceeded to throw Danny over his shoulder and march him out of the house, dumping him on the hood of his car.

“Get the fuck out of my house!” he ordered.

And that was that. The next day, Danny showed a great deal of humility and called me to apologize. Danny was an asshole, but he had some redeeming qualities. He thanked me for keeping him from going any further with that girl and told that he had already called to confess to Janet.  Later that day, Janet drove to my house to thank me in person. Janet and I had always had a mutual respect and at least for my part, some attraction. But from that day forward, she treated me differently. I was elevated or promoted. Or something. And in true Janet fashion, she forgave Danny. They were married later that Fall.

I went off to college while they stayed behind and played house.  I came back to town once or twice a month to see old friends, Danny and Janet included.  A lot of the time, I would crash at their place to avoid all that goes along with staying at one’s parents’ house.  And that’s why I found myself and Danny and Janet’s house that fateful morning.

While I was savoring my first cup of coffee, Janet offered to fix me some breakfast.  Thinking she was probably offering some microwave oatmeal or cold cereal, I took her up on her offer. But what I forgot is that Janet was a sweet, southern girl that adored me for always looking out for her. That meant no cold cereal for me. Janet went to the fridge and pulled out some bacon and eggs. She got the bacon started and then pulled some pancake mix out of the pantry. I took over watching the bacon while she stirred the pancake batter. In my clumsy, hungover state, I accidentally bumped the handle of the frying pan, knocking it upward and sending scalding hot grease in the air. A small shower of bacon grease landed on my torso, just below my navel and dangerously close to my man business. 

“Fuck!” I screamed and ripped my shirt off. Janet grabbed a towel and ran to me as I unbuttoned my jeans in a panic to mitigate the damage. Without hesitation, Janet wiped the grease away the best she could. My skin still felt like it was burning. She pulled an ice cube from the freezer and sat in a chair in front of me, running the ice along where it was turning red from the burn. 

“Oh, that feels good,” I sighed, my panic subsiding.

“Does it still hurt?” Janet asked as she started to blow on my wet skin to help cool it.

“Yeah. Not as bad. That feels good, though,” I said, referring to her breath. 

Janet dutifully kept running the ice along my crotch and blowing.  Fortunately, I had manscaped recently and didn’t have a mess of hair obscuring the injury.  As I looked down, I realized that the root of my cock was showing and was mere inches from Janet’s mouth. The thought made my cock start to grow.  I don’t know if it was because she saw me getting an erection, but Janet got up to get some more ice. I took the opportunity to adjust myself so my growing hard-on would find its way down my pant leg. 

Janet sat back down in the chair in front of me and spread her legs, making room for me to stand in front of her. I couldn’t help but notice her tan legs. They were almost fully on display in her little grey shorts.  That only made my cock harder. Janet put the fresh piece of ice to my skin, making me flinch.

“Hold still, you big wuss,” she teased. She grabbed me by the back of my thigh with one hand and held me steady. “Does it hurt anywhere else?”

I looked down at her. Janet was a very pretty girl. Brown hair. Ice blue eyes. Tan skin. I knew that she and I never would have worked as a couple, but that had never kept me from fantasizing about her over the years. I felt like I had a pretty good idea that she had thought about it, too. My cock was raging by that point. I couldn’t help myself. “Just a little lower,” I said.

Janet moved the ice lower, brushing it against the base of my cock and blowing on it as she went. I slowly lowered my pants and underwear just a bit more, exposing the first few inches of my shaft. Janet didn’t look up. She ran the ice along the base of my cock and continued blowing. I let a few more inches of my cock show. There was no longer any possibility of mistaking what I had on my mind. Janet seemed reticent, but after a moment – what seemed like forever to me – she continued moving the ice lower, running it along my cock. I went for broke and eased my pants down until my cock sprang up, coming to rest free at a forty-five-degree angle directly in front of Janet’s face. She peered up at me with a shocked look on her face. Having been friends with Danny for a long time, I knew that my cock was significantly bigger than his. It was significantly bigger than most guys. Years of repressed sexual tension hung in the air. I held my breath, waiting to see if Janet would succumb.

Janet took what little was left of the ice cube and ran along the underside of my shaft, from the base to the tip. My cock twitched. “You poor thing,” she said quietly just before licking along the same path, gathering the water on her tongue that the ice had left behind. We locked eyes, both of us panting, Janet looking almost angry with desire. Then, that sweet, little, churchgoing, married preacher’s daughter plunged onto my cock like a wanton whore. Another thing about Janet was that she had an uncommonly small mouth. She had full lips, but her mouth was just narrower than your average woman. The combination of my big cock, her small mouth, and her full lips worked together to engineer the single greatest blowjob I had ever had. It wasn’t just our physical attributes that made it so good, though. I could feel every bit of gratitude, every bit of kindness, and every bit of caged desire she and I had between us since we had known each other. I was almost about to explode in her mouth when my phone rang. 

“Dammit,” I groaned. I looked at the caller ID. “It’s Danny,” I informed Janet, who seemed unfettered by the phone call.

“Answer it,” she challenged before immediately taking my cock back in her mouth.

“Hey bud,” I answered.

“Hey, man. Is Janet there? She’s not answering her phone.”

I held the phone down for Janet. “He wants to talk to you.”

Janet took the phone from my hand. “Hello,” she said, stroking my cock. “Sorry. It’s on vibrate in the other room.” She took my cock back in her mouth, quietly sucking and licking it between responses. “Drinking coffee…mmhmm…sure…okay…okay…love you, too…okay…bye.”

Janet handed me back my phone and went back to work on my dick. After about thirty seconds, she looked up at me. By the look on her face, I couldn’t tell if she wanted to kill me or have my babies. Maybe both.  She stood up and bent over the kitchen table, whipping down her shorts and panties in one swift motion. I licked my finger and tested her pussy. She was soaking wet. I squared up behind her and bent my knees, leveling my cock at her entrance. A quick wave of guilt washed over me, and I thought about asking, "Are you sure?" But I didn’t. The sight of her perfect little ass bent over in front of me, inviting me to fuck her, made it an easy decision. I would live with the guilt later.

I pushed forward, easing the first several inches of my cock inside. Janet moaned loudly. I could tell that she hadn’t had a cock as large as mine inside of her in a long time, if ever. I steadily fucked her with the first half of my cock, purposefully giving her a false sense of comfort. Soon I could tell she was getting close to an orgasm, almost chanting “yes” but not allowing herself.  I kept her there for another minute. Then, when I knew she was on the precipice I thrust myself all the way inside of her in one stroke. “Hooooooo!” she screamed. I grabbed her by her arms, pulling them back as I started furiously pumping my cock in and out of her.  Once she got the feel for being taken so harshly, she started bucking back against my cock. I looked down and watched her sweet, little ass hammering on my dick.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned, anxious to see where she was going to take my load.

She just kept bucking as hard as she could back against my cock. “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!” she whimpered.

My legs started shaking uncontrollably. I nearly lost my balance and had to shift my grip back to her hips to stay upright. “Oh fuck!” I moaned as I started coming inside of her.

“Yes! Yes!” she screamed back, reaching back to feel my ass, trying to somehow pull me deeper inside of her.

I knew it wasn’t the case, but it felt like I came for a solid minute before collapsing onto her back. We both laid there for a few minutes, catching our breath. Not a word was spoken.  Finally, I slowly eased myself out of her and stepped back to pull my clothes back on. Janet pulled her shorts up before lifting herself from the tabletop. She turned around to face my direction, her head down. Without looking me in the eye, she kissed me on the cheek and walked to her bedroom, closing the door behind her. I gathered my things and left.

Later that day, I texted her.

Sorry.

She texted back almost immediately.

It’s okay. So am I.

I left it at that. I didn’t go back to visit for several months after that. I kept in touch with Danny, but I told him I had a girlfriend at school keeping me busy.

“Got tired of trying to fuck my wife, huh?” he would joke.

“I never tried to fuck your wife, Danny,” I would reply. In my mind I thought, “I did fuck your wife and it was amazing.”

I managed to get away with a quick token appearance over Christmas break, but eventually Danny’s birthday rolled around, and a trip home was unavoidable. It was typically cold in February, so every year on his birthday Danny built a nice campfire and invited friends over for food and booze. Danny grilled, but Janet did the lion’s share of the work as usual.  It was good to see everyone. Janet and I had a few brief awkward exchanges, but she was usually busy in the kitchen or picking up after all of us scoundrels and fending off the flirtations of the rest of Danny’s drunk friends. 

As it got late and people started tapering off, I offered my goodbyes, but Danny insisted on me staying. “Dude, I never see you anymore. You can’t leave. Stay and have another beer.” I relented and ended up being the last guest at the party. One beer turned into three or four and I found myself too drunk to drive. Danny had been drinking mostly liquor all night and passed out in his lawn chair in front of the fire. That was pretty much the status quo for Danny on the weekend, but there was no way I was going to sleep out in the cold when I knew there was a nice warm, cozy couch inside.

I made my way inside as quietly as I could. Most of the lights were out except for a small lamp in the living room. The kitchen was dark. Beyond that I could see a dim light coming from the bedroom. I snuck through the kitchen and peeked through the half-open bedroom door. Janet was in bed with her back to me, reading a book in the lamplight. Danny and I had always teased her about reading romance novels. A few years back, I thumbed through one. It turns out it was porn. Plot-heavy porn, but porn, nonetheless. Like a creep, I stood there watching. It was subtle, but I could see some activity underneath the covers. I waited and watched some more. I’m not sure I knew exactly what I was doing at the time, but I did know that I desperately wanted some kind of confirmation that she was masturbating. As the seconds ticked by, I got my wish. It became more and more obvious that Janet was playing with herself. My cock had been growing harder with anticipation and by the time I was sure that I was witnessing Janet playing with herself, I was at full mast.

Very slowly and very quietly, I stripped down to my boxer briefs. With Janet’s back still to me I tiptoed to the bed. I pulled back the covers and eased my way in.

“Are you finally done?” she asked. I could tell by her tone that she was mildly to moderately irritated with the party going on so late.

I just grunted in reply and scooted closer to her.

“Don’t even think about it, mister. You’re drunk. You won’t be able to get it up anyway.” Janet hastily put her book on the nightstand and turned out the light. “Just go to sleep. Goodnight.”

Janet pulled the covers up higher and hunched down on her pillow. I reached over placed my hand on her hip. I felt the smooth, silkiness of her nightgown. I knew from spending so many nights at their house that Janet always slept in a thigh-length white nightgown and nothing else. On countless occasions I had seen her go from the bedroom to the kitchen at night, backlit by the light coming from the bedroom. I could see the outline of her body perfectly. Not once did she have any underwear on.

At feeling my hand on her hip, Janet chided “It’s three in the morning. Your birthday is over. Go to sleep!” Janet pushed my hand from her hip. As she did, I grasped her hand firmly and placed it on the bulge in my underwear. She froze and held her breath.

“Danny?” she whispered.

“No,” I whispered back, wondering if she would recognize my voice.

She slowly withdrew her hand. “William?”

“Yes,” I whispered again. “Danny’s passed out by the fire.”

“As usual,” Janet scoffed.

I did my best to sound sympathetic. “I didn’t want to sleep outside.” I placed my hand on her hip again. She didn’t push it away.

“You shouldn’t be in here.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m married. That’s why.”

“That didn’t stop us last time.” I ran my hand from her hip down the side of her leg and back. I could tell by the way she inhaled that she liked it.

“That was wrong. We should have done that.”

I didn’t speak. I ran my hand back down her leg. As I moved it back up to her hip, I let my fingers catch the bottom of her nightgown, pulling it up. Then I gently slid my hand along her bare leg, to the back of her thigh. On my return, I gently cupped her backside.

“You have to stop,” Janet whispered, her breathing getting deeper.

I continued grazing my hand along her skin, getting more and more intimate. “I don’t want to stop.” I leaned up on my elbow, giving my other arm a longer reach. I ran my hand down to the back of Janet’s knee and pushed it forward, forcing her leg to bend. I traced the back of her thigh all the way up until I felt the warmth of her sex against my fingers.

“We can’t,” Janet exhaled.

“If you want me to stop, I promise I will. I would never hurt you.” I found her clit with my finger and gently brushed it. “Tell me you don’t want to, and I’ll stop.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to. We just can’t. I’m married. It’s wrong. It’s a sin.”

“What’s a sin is wasting so much beauty on a little whiskey dick that’s passed out in a plastic lawn chair.” Janet’s body rose as I dipped my finger inside of her. “Tell me you don’t want to.”

“Oh, I want to. I really want to. But I told you, it’s wrong. We need to stop it.” Janet was becoming increasingly breathless but obviously doing her best to stand firm. 

I took my hand away and used it to pull my underwear down just enough to free my cock.  I took her hand and put on my hard cock.

“Oh, god,” she sighed.

I sat up and used my grip on her hand to guide her to her back. I lifted her leg and placed it on my shoulder. I kissed the inside of her leg as I used my thumb to rub her mound.

“We can’t. It goes against God,” Janet protested, yet did nothing to take my hand away from her pussy.

I leaned forward, bringing my crotch closer to her sex. I started teasing her with the head of my cock in the same fashion I had been using my thumb. “It goes against God to waste this beautiful body.”

“Mmmm,” Janet cooed.

I knew I was getting close, but if I tried to fuck her right then she would likely buck me off. I kissed her leg slowly further and further down, sliding my body down to the mattress until my head was between her legs.

“Oh, god,” she whimpered in anticipation.

And then she felt my tongue make contact. “Mmmmmm,” she whimpered some more.

I patiently licked and kissed and sucked and fingered, edging Janet to the brink of orgasm, but never letting her come. Finally, she grabbed my head and pulled it upward. I slid up her body, letting my hard length press against her folds.

“Please?” she begged.

I slid my cock slowly back and forth against her wet pussy.

“Please what,” I teased. I pressed just a little harder as I continued sliding against her swollen mound.

“Please fuck me, William,” Janet whispered begrudgingly.

“You want my big cock?” I teased some more.

“Yes,” she relented, desire and irritation both growing in her voice.

“Put me inside you,” I ordered.

Janet reached down and took my cock, placing at her entrance. I eased forward, teasing her with just the first few inches.

“Fuck! Please stop teasing me!” Janet whined.

I started fucking her slowly, taunting her by never giving her more.

“You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“You want my big cock?”

“Yes.”

“You want me to fuck your married pussy?” Immediately after saying this, I gave her one long stroke with my full length.

“Fuck…..yes….” she panted.

I teased her some more, denying her what she wanted.

“Say it,” I demanded.

“Please…”

For the first time, I kissed Janet. Even though we had fucked like animals in her kitchen those months ago, we had never kissed. I kissed her gently, easing my tongue into her mouth. She kissed me back, matching my tenderness.

I repeated my demand. “Say it.”

“Please. Fuck. My. Married. Pussy. With. Your. Big. Hard. Cock. Just do it. Please fuck me.”

With that, I began steadily giving Janet more and more of my cock, fucking her harder and harder. But it wasn’t enough for her. She wrapped her legs tightly around me and rolled us over, putting herself on top. Janet pulled her nightgown over her head and started grinding on my cock like a madwoman, balancing herself with her hands on my torso and rocking back and forth as fast as she was physically able.

“Yes! Yes!.......Fuck me!......Give me that big, fucking cock!”

I just held on for dear life while my formerly mild-mannered Christian friend went wild. I took a chance and spanked her ass. Hard, but not too hard. Her response surprised me.

“Yes. Fucking harder. Harder!!!”

I spanked her again, harder but afraid to go too far.

“Fuck! Harder!” she growled.

I spanked her again and then again.

“Fucking yes! Yes! Yes!” Janet panted until she came with a long moan and collapsed onto my chest, completely out of breath. 

When she had somewhat caught her breath, Janet looked up at me and slid her body down my torso. 

“I suppose you want my hand with my wedding ring wrapped around your cock? And I suppose you want my married mouth on your cock now, too?” she asked rhetorically.

I just nodded my head, wondering what had come over my innocent friend. She went down on me with wanton abandon, just like she had ridden my cock. She deepthroated me, gagging on my cock until her face turned red. “Is this what you want?” she taunted. “You want me to be your little married Christian whore? You want me to gag on your cock until you come down my throat?”

Janet immediately plunged back down on my cock, giving me the dirtiest, sloppiest blowjob I’ve ever had to this day. Somewhere along the way, I noticed that Janet had a hand between her legs and was getting herself of while she sucked my cock.  Watching her whimper with my cock in her mouth while she brought herself to another orgasm sent me over the edge and I exploded into her mouth. Janet locked her mouth on the head of my cock and stroked my shaft, squeezing it mercilessly, milking every bit of come from me. When I had finished, Janet raised her head and looked me in the eyes, opening her mouth letting my come drip out. 

“Holy fuck,” I gasped in open-mouthed awe.

“Is that what you came in here for?” Janet challenged with a cockiness I had never seen in her before.

Befuddled, I replied, “Something like that.”

Janet gave me a peck on the lips and laid down beside me.

“I don’t know what to say, Janet.” I was at a loss for words. “Have you ever fucked Danny like that?”

“I’ve never fucked ANYONE like that,” she confessed.

“I don’t know, man. I think I’m kind of proud of you.” That got a little chuckle.

“I’m going to hell,” Janet lamented.

“No, you’re not,” I argued. “And besides, even if you are, I’ll be there too, and we can fuck our brains out.”

I don’t know if Janet and I are going to hell. But I do know, that we fucked on a regular basis for the next few years until she and Danny started a family.  We still look at each other a certain a way when we see each other at various gatherings. I’m pretty sure we’re going to end up fucking again. 


The Australians

Based on a true story…

Brad went quiet all the sudden. “Shh!” he demanded. I stopped talking and tried to follow his eye. It was late. We were outside on the screened-in porch smoking a cigarette before going to bed. “Did you see that?” he asked. I could barely see anything. There was only a little bit of light coming from the glass panels in the kitchen door and it didn’t do much to illuminate the driveway. The moon was out, but it wasn’t full. “There’s something in the back of the truck. Is it a racoon?” He paused for a few seconds. Then we both saw something. “That’s a fucking head!” Brad walked out the screen door and shouted at the person crouched in the bed of his truck, “Hey! What the fuck are you doing?”

The figure abandoned hope of hiding and slowly climbed out of the back of the truck. “Sorry, mate! Sorry!” He held his hands up. “Sorry!” he repeated emphatically. From his accent, I could tell he was Australian. What the fuck was an Australian doing in the bed of Brad’s truck at one in the morning?

“What are you doing, man?” Brad demanded. Brad wasn’t the biggest guy on the planet. In fact, he was kind of a nerd. I was proud of him for being so bold with an intruder in the middle of the night. I was also a little worried he was about to get his ass kicked.

“I’m sorry. I’m renting a house with some mates for the Masters. I was drinking downtown and took a taxi, but I’m so fucking hammered I couldn’t remember which house, only the street.  I had the driver drop me off at the end of the street and I’ve been wandering around trying to find my way home. I was trying to walk next door when I saw you guys come out. I got scared and hid. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry, mate.” He couldn’t have sounded more sincere. His story made sense as he was obviously so drunk he had to lean against the truck to keep himself steady.

Brad’s stance dropped from a red alert to yellow. “Alright, man. But Jesus, you scared the hell out of me. You’re lucky I didn’t run inside and grab my gun.”

Just as the stranger was apologizing again, another figure appeared from the yard next door. “Bill, what the fuck are you doing?” Another Aussie.

He gave the short version to his friend. “I couldn’t find my way home and scared these nice people.”

The second man introduced himself, “Hi, I’m Andrew. We’re staying next door for Masters week. Sorry about Bill. He’s fucking hammered. We should have brought him home with us, but he wanted to stay at the bar.”

“Hi,” I smiled. “I’m Renee. This is my husband, Brad.”

We briefly finished exchanging pleasantries, then Andrew helped Bill make his way next door. Brad and I went inside and had a laugh before going to sleep, relieved that we didn’t have to deal with a rabid racoon or an axe murder.  “Fucking golfers,” we lamented.

We thought the matter was settled until the next morning around eleven the doorbell rang. I opened the door to see Bill standing on the doorstep holding a bouquet of flowers. “Oh my God!” I grinned. “That’s so sweet!”

“I just wanted to apologize again for last night. I feel absolutely terrible for scaring you.” In the daylight, I could see that Bill was a good-looking man. He was probably in his forties, making him twenty years older than me. He was tan and a little stocky, but well built. He was subtly checking me out as well. As I was assessing my Australian visitor, Brad walked in to see what was going on. There was a change in the atmosphere.

Andrew stepped extended his hand. “Hey, mate. Just wanted to stop by and apologize again for last night.”

“That’s alright, man. It’s all good.” Brad shook Andrew’s hand and then Andrew was on his way. I got the sense that if Brad hadn’t walked in, Andrew would have stayed longer.  I was intrigued. I had always found an Australian accent incredibly sexy.  Brad knew me pretty well and could tell my curiosity was piqued.

“Looks like someone has a crush,” he teased.

I played coy. “He’s just being nice. That’s all.” I went and put the flowers in a vase. Brad went back to his home office to get back to work.  He was in graduate school and working two jobs. Even when he was home, like that morning, he was usually in his office studying or writing a paper. That’s one of the reasons I married him. He was going places.

We also came from very different worlds. Brad grew up middle class in a nice neighborhood. I grew up in a trailer park a hundred miles north from where I was living now.  Because of my childhood, I was a little rough around the edges and didn’t always fit so well in Brad’s world.  I knew that the reason Brad married me was that I was the best sex he’d ever had. I was an itty-bitty thing at five-foot-two and a hundred pounds soaking wet. I was a little bit pretty and a lot sexy. A lot of it had to do with the way I carried myself. Most of it though, had to do with how good I could fuck. I was, to put it simply, a slut. I always have been. I was proud of the well-earned skills I had developed. Brad knew I had a past, but I never let him know the extent of it. My body count was astronomical. I fucked men. I fucked women. On multiple occasions, more than one at a time.  On some occasions, several more than one at a time.

Even though I truly loved Brad, I was cheating on him. I had cheated on every boyfriend I ever had. I promised myself I would stop after I got married, but I just couldn’t. Within a month, I fucked one of my old boyfriends Brad and I were still friends with. William just had one of the biggest cocks I had ever fucked. Even though we broke up a long time ago, we still fucked several times a year.  At that point, I also had a guy named Chad on the hook.  Brad was gone more than twelve hours a day, five days a week.  Chad and I fucked multiple times a week.  I was very open about spending time with Chad and called Brad to let him know when I was and make sure he was okay with it. I didn’t want the appearance of impropriety. I just wanted the impropriety. One of my favorite things to do was call Brad and check in with him while I was sucking Chad’s cock. I would speak, and then while listening to Brad’s reply, I would be stuffing my mouth with Chad’s hard-on. Something about cheating just made sex better.

After Bill brought over the flowers and I heard his accent again, I knew what I wanted.  While Brad toiled away in his office, I put on a cute little yellow sundress that highlighted my legs and subtle hips. I decided going out in the front yard to pick weeds would be the best way to spy on the goings on next door. I knew there were at least two of them.  I wanted to see if there were more. I knew that there was no way I could do anything that day, but I was hoping for a little interaction to help lay some groundwork. And I knew Brad would be out of the house the next day.

I wasn’t out in the yard for long before I got my wish. A car pulled in the driveway next door and three men got out. I recognized Andrew and Bill. The third was a big, tall brute of a man. I stood up from my weed-picking stance and waved my gloved hands at the trio as they walked to their front door. “Hey, y’all,” I smiled.

The three Aussies waved and smiled back. I got butterflies when I saw them change course and head in my direction. I took off my gloves and met them at the property line.

“Hello, Renee. You look lovely today,” Bill smiled.

“Thank you. You’re sweet.” I’m pretty sure I was blushing. Damn that Australian accent!

“You remember Andrew. And this is Davie.” Bill motioned to the giant.

“Hi,” I smiled and shook his hand. “Good Lord, you’re tall!” He had to be almost a foot-and-a-half taller than me.

“Doing some yard work?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah. Spring has sprung. And that means weeds. I’m gonna be on my knees all week.” I was hoping at least. “How long are y’all in town for?”

“The rest of the week,” Bill replied.

I was hoping to pump them for some more information, but Andrew interjected. “It was good to see you, but we’ve got to get inside. We’re on a schedule.”

We said our goodbyes and I pretended to work in the yard for a while longer. I did my best to give some good angles and upskirts in case anyone was looking at me out the window. 

The next morning, Brad was gone before I woke up. I texted Chad, who usually came over and fucked me around then, that I wasn’t feeling well. Then I got to work. The only other thing besides fucking that I’m good at is cooking.  I got busy in the kitchen making a peach cobbler that was one of my specialties. Once I had it cooling on the stove, I took a quick shower. Then I put on a little bit of makeup, some white lace panties, cut-off jean shorts, and a tiny little V-neck t-shirt that let my perky little nipples make their presence known.  When I was satisfied with my presentation, I grabbed the cobbler and sauntered next door, barefoot like a good southern girl.

Bill answered my knock. “Hello, Renee. How are you? Come in. Come in.” He stepped aside and let me through the door, closing it behind me. “We’re just in the kitchen watching the telly.”

I followed Bill to where Andrew was sitting at a large island in the kitchen watching a small tv on the counter.

“Renee!” he smiled. “What’s that?” he asked nodding at the peach cobbler.

I gave my best southern girl grin. “I brought y’all a cobbler.” I noticed a small jar sitting on the countertop. “Is that vegemite?”

“Yeah. Have you ever had any?” Bill asked.

“No. I’ve always wanted to try it.” I knew it was bad manners, but as a means to an end, I dipped my finger directly in the jar and scooped out a bit of the thick spread. I held my finger to my mouth and cautiously licked it. I didn’t lick it in an overtly sexual way, but there were overtones. Once I had a sense of the taste and the attention of my audience, I started cleaning my finger by sucking and licking it the way I would a spent cock.  “God, that’s salty!” I proclaimed.

“Do you not like it?” Bill asked, staring at my mouth.

“No, I like it. Salty is good.” I finished cleaning my finger.

Andrew reached over and lifted the sleeve of my t-shirt. “I like your tattoo.”

I expected this to come up. I have several tattoos. And they were going to be my way into bagging an Australian. “Thank you. I have a bunch.  I have this one on my shoulder…” I turned to show my other arm. “I have this one on my arm…” I extended my leg. “I have this one on my calf…”

Bill pulled his sleeve up all the way to his shoulder. I could see a bit of a tribal pattern peeking out under his sleeve. “I’ve got one covering my shoulder and half my chest.”

Jackpot. “Well, don’t be shy. Let me see it.”

Bill lifted his shirt over his head. He was pretty muscular for a forty-something. Just like he said, he had a tribal tattoo covering half his chest, his shoulder, and part of his back.

I ran my fingers along the pattern, looking at the detail.  “That’s really cool. Mine’s kind of similar.” I took a step back, and lifted my t-shirt above my belly button so Bill and Andrew could see my tribal tattoo peeking out from my waistline. It starts just below my navel and extends all the way down to just above my labia, covering pretty much my entire pubis.

With my cutoffs on, all you could see was the very top of it. I grabbed the sides of my shorts and acted like I was trying to wiggle them down a bit, as though they were too tight.  They might actually have been. I used that as an excuse to unbutton them and slide the zipper down just a bit, wiggling my ass and pushing them down a bit along with my panties. About half of my tattoo was showing along with my little white lace panties. “See. Look how similar they are.” 

Bill and Andrew weren’t shy about looking. “See that line on yours?” I pointed to Bill’s chest. “I’ve got one pretty much just like it.” I pointed out a line on mine that extended below what was currently visible.

“I like yours better,” Andrew joked. We giggled.

“The only thing about it is I had some kind of skin reaction to the ink and my skin is raised along the pattern. It’s kind of weird.” I grabbed Bill’s hand and guided it to my skin, just below my belly button.

“That’s crazy,” Bill agreed, running his fingers gently along my skin.

Andrew apparently felt left out. “I want to feel it, too.”

He stood along the other side of me, and I guided his hand like I had Bill’s. “See?” I asked.

“Whoa. That is weird,” Bill agreed. They both kept running their fingers gently along my tattooed crotch, flirting with the top of my panties. The game was afoot, and I was getting wet. “Does it go all the way down to your thighs?” Bill asked.

“No,” I answered calmly and gripped my shorts again. “It just goes….” I eased my pants and my panties down slowly. “…almost all the way down.” I kept sliding them down tiny bit by tiny bit until my tattoo was fully in view along with the very top of my labia. If Bill and Andrew had any doubts at all about what I was up to, they had to have been quashed at that point. They eased their fingers lower, grazing the very top of my folds.

I looked at Bill, to my right and pursed my lips and exhaled slowly. My breathing deepened with anticipation. I didn’t have to wait long. While I was giving Bill “fuck me” eyes, Andrew dipped his finger into my wetness and dragged it gently up to my clit. I turned my head to him and let out a sexy coo, “Oooooooo.” Andrew slid his hand back down between my legs and started working a finger in while Bill found my clit. I lifted my shirt to expose my nipples.  Bill and Andrew turned to face me so they could each take a nipple in their mouth while still playing with my pussy.

“Oh my god, I’m in heaven,” I exhaled. I reached for their respective crotches, probing for their cocks and rubbing them through their pants. We carried on like this for a bit longer. I felt their dicks getting harder and my pussy being primed to get fucked. I sank to my knees and pulled off my shirt before reaching to free Bill’s cock.  His dick looked like he looked. It was stocky – not very long, but thick and meaty. I always like to pay a man a compliment when I see his dick for the first time. “Nice,” I smiled at Bill, stroking his cock in front of my face. I turned to look at Andrew, who already had his cock out. I reached and grabbed it with my other hand. “Damn,” I grinned at Andrew. “I’m a lucky girl.”

I started taking turns sucking each of their cocks. I was completely in my element. I was never more confident than when I was working a cock, whether it was with my mouth, with my hand, or with my pussy. My goal with Andrew and Bill was the same as with any man I fuck for the first time: to be the absolute best fuck they’ve ever had. I wanted them going back to Australia comparing every woman they have ever had or ever will have sex with to me.

My approach to blowjobs is equally simple. I don’t stare up at them like a lost soul looking for validation, “Am I doing a good job?” No. I focus on the cock like it’s my favorite thing to do in the world and I am desperate to have that man’s cock in my mouth. It makes the man feel desired and confident and like he is with a woman who wants absolutely nothing more than to experience is amazing, powerful dick. I had practiced that approach so much that for all intents and purposes had become true. I could damn near orgasm just from sucking dick. 

Andrew and Bill stared down at me servicing their cocks in turn. I had pulled them closer together so that I could alternate back and forth with ease – licking, sucking, gagging, slurping until their cocks and my face were soaking wet.  I did this for several minutes, never letting either of them come, until I was desperate to get fucked.  I stood up, bent over, and sucked Bills cock while presenting my ass to Andrew. I pulled my shorts and panties down to my thighs. “Fuck me,” I demanded of Andrew. He quickly lined up behind me and slid inside of me with ease. He gave me a few slow, deep strokes before quickly escalating to deep, pounding thrusts. The sound of our skin clapping together echoed in the kitchen. I came quickly, having been so worked up from sucking their dicks. I didn’t want Andrew coming yet, so I interrupted the festivities. “So, do you guys have a bed around here or what?”

Bill and Andrew chuckled. I wasn’t in on the joke. Bill picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder like it was nothing. It was really fucking hot. I decided I was going to reward him with my pussy as soon as we made it to wherever he was carrying me.  Andrew led the way, with Bill and I following behind.  He led us into a bedroom. I was looking backward as Bill carried me, so I couldn’t see much of anything.

“Wake up, Davie! We’ve got company!” Andrew announced loudly as Bill tossed me onto the bed next to Davie.  He jerked awaked, stunned by the activity.

“What the fuck?” he exclaimed.

“We’ve got company,” Bill repeated as he practically dove into the bed, burying his head between my legs. Bonus points for Bill.  He went right to work with his tongue as Andrew watched and Davie got his bearings. Andrew walked alongside the bed and dangled his cock in my face, using the headboard to hold himself up. I took his cock in my mouth as Bill edged me closer to orgasm. Having Davie as a spectator only added to my excitement. Every now and then, I would take Andrew out of my mouth and look over my shoulder to Davie. I could see he was playing with himself under the covers.

Bill was getting me very close to coming, so I abandoned Andrew and grabbed Bill by the head. “Oh fuck, yes! I’m gonna come! Make me come! Make me come!” Bill licked me dutifully through my orgasm and looked up at me proudly. Then he flipped me over like a ragdoll and positioned me sideways on the bed, so my head was over Davie’s crotch. He lined up behind me and started fucking me.

Davie still had the covers over him, but he was obviously jerking his cock.  I looked at him while Bill fucked me with his beer can dick.  “Let me see,” I said to Davie. He looked hesitant. “Let me see,” I repeated and started pulling the covers back myself. For a split second, he held onto them but quickly relented. I pulled the sheet back like a magician revealing a trick and sent it to the floor. Right in front of me, and by no small measure, was the biggest cock I had ever seen. “Whoa,” I exclaimed unfiltered. Bill and Andrew laughed. I grabbed it and held it next to my forearm, marveling at its size. “That’s fucking amazing.”

Bill started fucking me again as I stroked Davie’s impressive length, trying to get a feel for how I was going to manage it. At first, I just licked it and stroked it, trying to gain my confidence. It had been years since I was intimidated by a cock. I wasn’t even sure I would be able to fit it in my mouth. I started kissing the head, feeling it out.  Then I got mad at myself for being such a wimp. I took Davie’s hand and put it on the back of my head, signaling him to give me the nudge I needed. As he pushed my head down, I opened my mouth wider than I ever thought possible. His cock quickly filled my mouth and gagged me. It was pollen season, so my nose wasn’t at its best and I found myself unable to breath. Davie felt me straining against his hand at let me back up for air. I caught my breath and smiled proudly at Davie before taking him back in my mouth of my own accord.

“Fuck!” Davie groaned. “Where did you find her?” Andrew, who hadn’t had any attention in a while, nudged Bill aside to take a turn fucking me. I was so focused on the monster in front of me that I barely noticed. Davie looked at me kindly and said, “It’s okay if you don’t want to fuck me.”

“Oh, no. I’m GONNA fuck you,” I replied defiantly. “If for no other reason than to have a story to tell my grandchildren!” That got a laugh from everyone.

Andrew stepped back and vacated my pussy. “Alright. Let’s see it then,” he challenged.

I was never one to back down from a challenge. I straddled Davie, leaning to one side.  I lined his cock up between my legs. It looked unnatural, his huge erection at the entrance to my small frame. I didn’t let that phase me and started lowering myself, spreading my lips and taking just the first fraction of an inch inside. Immediately, I knew this was going to be a singular experience. I lowered myself some more, taking a few more inches. My abs reflexively clenched, forcing my face to turn red and the veins in my neck to show. I let out a very unsexy, guttural grunt.

Bill and Andrew were watching intently, so caught up in the suspense they weren’t even stroking their cocks. “Easy now,” Bill advised.

As gently as I could, I worked only the first few inches, letting my body adapt to this new phenomenon. I did my best to relax into the experience, which helped tremendously. It still wasn’t easy, but it was no longer only jarring. I started to feel some pleasure along with the pain. Ever so gradually, I started taking more. I managed to get enough of it inside of me to level myself on top of him. To do that, however, I had to lean forward to keep from taking more of Davie’s cock than I could handle at that point. This both gave Davie more control over how much dick I was taking and then with my face close to his, made the situation far more intimate.

Thankfully, Davie was a gentle giant. He knew he could absolutely wreck me if he wasn’t careful. He slowly worked his cock ever so slightly deeper and deeper inside of me. The feeling of his cock spreading me and the pressure against my walls was intense, but inside of that intensity was immense pleasure. I closed my eyes and got lost in it, relinquishing control, letting Davie take me. My lips found their way to his and we started kissing passionately. When I first imagined what it would be like with the Australians, I thought it would be a straight up gangbang – a rowdy cumfest. But I found myself wrapped up in this gentle hulk of a man, making love to him. Davie was so patient and gentle that eventually, he managed to work nearly his entire length into me. The sensation was overwhelming. At one point, I couldn’t tell if I was having multiple orgasms or just one long one that waxed and waned. I whimpered almost constantly as he fucked with intermittent whispers of “yes” scattered here and there. 

Davie wrapped his arm around my lower back and turned me over, keeping his cock inside of me the whole time. I spread my legs as wide as I could and rested my feet on his hips. I looked down to watch him moving in and out of me. The sight was unbelievable. He was so big and I was so small, the act looked almost alien to me. “Holy shit,” I exhaled in disbelief. I reached down to play with my clit. Davie started fucking me harder. I felt a massive wave starting to build. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” I chanted over and over and over, furiously rubbing my nub, watching Davie fuck me harder and harder. My body started shaking uncontrollably. Every muscle of my body clenched. “Hooooooooooooo,” I screamed as I came. It wasn’t just the biggest orgasm I’d ever had, but a different kind altogether. I can’t even describe it. It was so powerful that honestly, I’m grateful I didn’t lose control of my bodily functions. Davie slowed his pace as my orgasm slowly resolved, giving me long, slow, strokes. Once I recovered the power of speech, I begged him stop for a moment. “Stop. Stop. Stop. Stop. Please.” I looked over at Bill and Andrew, who I had completely forgotten about. They were standing there, cocks in hand, jaws dropped. I couldn’t help but smile and chuckle a little. “Oh my god, that was un-be-lieve-able,” I gushed.

I squirmed out from under Davie and got on all fours with my head at the foot of the bed. “Come here, boys,” I ordered Bill and Andrew. I looked back over my shoulder at Davie, wiggled my ass, and smiled. I lurched forward into Bill’s crotch as Davie put his cock back inside of me. “Oh fuck,” I whinnied. I put Bill’s cock in my mouth and started moaning onto it as I got fucked. Andrew announced he was going to come and pushed his cock closer to my face. I flicked my tongue on the head of his dick while he jerked his load onto my face. When he finished coming, I sucked his cockhead until he couldn’t stand it anymore and pulled away. I grabbed Bill’s cock again and used it to wipe the come from my face and then started licking it from his cock. The sight of me being such a whore set him off and he started coming, covering my face like Andrew had just a minute before. As I had with Andrew, I sucked his tip clean until the sensation was too overwhelming and he was forced to step back.

Now that Bill and Andrew were spent, that left only Davie and I putting on a show. He steadily fucked me from behind. I felt his hands move from my hips to my shoulders. I braced myself for the fucking of a lifetime. My head lurched up and my back arched. I could feel Bill and Andrew’s come dangling from my chin. I must have been a sight to see. I was taking Davie’s cock like a champ now and loving it. “Fuck me, baby!” I yelled. “Yes! Give me that big fucking cock.”

I heard Davie’s baritone voice behind me. “I’m gonna come soon. Where do you want it?”

“Anywhere you want, baby!” I cried.

Davie picked up his pace and it became clear that he was intent on coming inside of me. Normally, I was adamantly opposed to this as I had a phobia of getting pregnant by anyone besides my husband. On this occasion, however, I couldn’t think of much anything I wanted more. “Yes! Come inside me, baby!”

The thought of this huge man filling me with his seed sent me spiraling toward another orgasm. Davie was giving me his whole cock now, his body slapping against my ass as he fucked me. I just held on for the ride, my back arched, my head bouncing back and forth like a bobblehead doll in time with Davie’s thrusts. My body started clenching again with another powerful orgasm. Tears started falling from my eyes from the intensity of the experience. Soon Davie was shaking, too. His thrusts changed to hard, slow bursts as he came inside of me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I whimpered as I felt his warm load.

Davie collapsed to the bed. I managed to turn around and face him before doing the same. I took his cock in my hand and cleaned it lazily with my tongue and mouth. “Oh my god, thank you,” I whispered to him. Andrew and Bill were still standing there watching us. They started clapping, facetiously praising our performance. Davie and I nodded our appreciation of their appreciation and had a good laugh. “So anyway, the skin under my tattoo is a little raised,” I said nonchalantly, jokingly reminding everyone how our little tryst had begun. We had another good laugh. “But seriously, I’m gonna miss you guys.”

“We still have the rest of the week,” Andrew reminded.

“And we’ll be back in a year,” Bill grinned.

“I’ll be waiting,” I grinned back.

We fucked like animals all week long and sure enough, a year later the Australians returned with a few reinforcements. Only this time, Brad and I had a three-month-old little boy. And I had no idea if he was going to be five-foot-ten or six-foot-six. That didn’t stop the boys from bringing me flowers, though. And it didn’t stop me from giving them another peach cobbler. That was the first time I ever had to pay a babysitter so I could get gangbanged.


Heartless

I’ve cheated on every boyfriend I’ve ever had. Every. Single. One. I’m pretty sure I’m a sociopath.  I’ve never been in love. I’ve never aspired to be. I’ve never been afraid of losing someone. I’ve never really been afraid of much anything, really. I don’t have much of an emotional life at all. I have things I like, and I have things I don’t like. That’s pretty much it. Absent an emotional life, physical pleasure is very important to me. I like food. I like sex. I also like violence. I watch MMA, boxing, football, hockey. I also get off on manipulating people to see what I can make them do. I hate like having to work, especially on someone else’s schedule.  Historically, I’ve used men to finance most of my life. I can’t stand children. I don’t like other sociopaths, either. We spot each other pretty easily, but usually avoid one another. Early on, when I was still figuring out what I was, I compared notes with a few others. Once I understood I wasn’t the only one and that it’s just something that happens – bad wiring I guess - I no longer felt any need to bother with them.

Looking back, I don’t know why I thought it would be a good idea to get married. I guess I got tired of having to work so hard to get yet another guy to take care of me. At any rate, I never had any intentions of staying faithful to John to begin with. I fucked at least a dozen guys while we were dating and didn’t slow down after we got married. He has never had a clue. I am the very definition of a heartless, cheating wife. John is a computer engineer and is way better with machines than people which might be why he is attracted to me. John has a lot of trouble reading people and understanding why they do what they do. I did at first, too, but I’ve become quite practiced at reading people the same way John can read computer code.  It’s just math, really.

At some point, my marriage became so mind-numbingly tedious that I just couldn’t stand it anymore. I made the decision to end things with John. But I don’t just like to end things. I like to have some fun with it when I can.  I’ve ended nearly every relationship I’ve been in with a bang.  Pun intended. In John’s case, I decided it was going to be his brother, David.  He was a few years younger than John and couldn’t be much more different. He was a jock and a pretty boy growing up, but had nowhere near the same size brainpan as John.  David worked as a plumber. He made an okay living, but a good bit less than my husband. Otherwise, I would have probably married him instead. 

I started things off by clogging my kitchen drain with hair from the salon where I got my hair done. I gave them some bullshit excuse about using the hair for my hobby of making dolls. I complained to John about the sink and he, as predicted, told me to call his brother.  David agreed to come over the next morning just after John left for work.

When David arrived, I made him ring the doorbell several times before I answered. I made it look like I had just finished showering. My hair was slicked back. I had just enough makeup on. My skin was freshly oiled. I wore a white satin robe that contrasted nicely with my dark hair and tan skin.  I didn’t want to be too obvious, so I wore panties. I had perky little tits, so I often went without a bra anyway.  I answered the door, toweling my hair.

“Oh, God! David! I’m so sorry! I forgot you were coming.” My plan was already working. David couldn’t help but subtly look me over as he stepped through the door.

“That’s okay. Do you need a minute?” David was an agreeable sort, which would work in my favor.

“No, it’s fine,” I smiled. “Here. Let me show you where the problem is.”  I ushered David to the kitchen sink. He opened the cabinet and got on the floor to take a look.

“Should be an easy fix,” he assessed and opened his toolbox.  I stood next to the sink, giving him an opportunity to get a good look at my oily legs glistening in the morning sun coming through the window.  I took the opportunity to check him out as well. He was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and leather boots.  David was so much more manly than his brother. He’d gained a few pounds since his high school football days, but he looked strong.  His hands were rough. He worked for a living.

“Can I get you anything?” I offered.

“Nope. I’m good,” he answered, going about his work.  I could tell he was trying to get this out of the way quickly so he could get to work. He had no idea his morning was about to get much more interesting.

“Well, I’m gonna go in back and finish getting ready.  Just come get me when you’re done, okay?” I walked back to the bedroom, swaying my ass just a little in case he was watching.

I went to the bedroom and sat on the end of the bed. I opened my robe just enough to make it possible to look down and see my breasts from the right angle. I hiked the robe up just a little bit to show nearly all of my leg but still keep my panties barely hidden. When it sounded like David was wrapping things up, I made myself start to cry.  It was a handy little talent to have. I mean, who would think you’re a sociopath if you cried now and again?

Sure enough, when David tapped on the half open bedroom door and pushed it forward, he found his sister-in-law half-naked and oiled on the end of the bed crying. He fell right into my trap. “What’s wrong, Allie? Are you okay?”

“I’m sorry, David.  I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for you to see me like this.” I looked down, pretending to be ashamed.  David sat next to me on the bed and put his arm around my shoulder. I leaned into his chest and cried into his shirt, angling myself so part of my breast was exposed. 

David seemed very concerned and confused. Right where I wanted him. “What’s wrong? What happened?”

“I don’t know,” I whined as I wiped the tears from my eyes.  “It’s just John. You know how he is.” David looked confused. “I’m just so lonely. It’s like living with a robot.”

“Yeah, he can be a bit distant,” David agreed.

“I mean, he never wants to….you know. He hardly even looks at me anymore.” I looked up desperately at David. “Look at me. I’m pretty, aren’t I?” I delivered the line perfectly, starting to cry harder just as I barely got the sentence out. I sounded completely insecure and defeated.

“God yes!” David said adamantly. “You’re gorgeous.”

I stood up and sauntered across the room to get a tissue.  I nudged the box, so it fell to the floor. I bent over and picked it up, giving David a glimpse of my thong. I did it quickly so it wouldn’t seem intentional. I turned back around facing David. He stood up from the bed. My breasts were still covered, but my robe was now open down to my midriff. I carefully dabbed my tears and carried on with my manipulation.

“I don’t know what else to do. I try to dress sexy. I keep in shape.  I send him dirty pictures. I send dirty texts, telling him I want to suck his cock and fuck him when he gets home. I tell him he can do whatever he wants to me. I even told him he could bring another woman to bed if he wanted. Hell, I offered to find one for him!”

“Jesus, Allie. I had no idea. I’m sorry.” Poor David just stood there, having no idea what to do.

I grabbed my phone from the nightstand and pulled up the picture gallery, escalating my tirade. “I mean, look at this!” I held the phone in front of David’s face. On it was a picture of me sitting up in bed with my back against the wall, fully nude, my legs spread with my hands between my legs barely covering my pussy. You could tell in the photo that I was probably shaved. It was an incredibly sexy photo, if I do say so myself. “What the hell, man? Why would someone not want to fuck that?” I flipped to the next picture of me, fellating a very lifelike dildo. “Look at that! I’m reduced to sucking off a fucking dildo trying to get my husband interested in me!”

David shook his head with a questioning, exasperated expression. In my tirade, I had managed to make my robe come loose.  It was open now, exposing my tummy, my panties, and one of my breasts.

David awkwardly gestured to me “Your, uh…”

I looked down at myself.  I was hot and I knew it. “I’m sorry, David.” I tightened my robe back around myself. “I don’t guess it matters, anyway. You’ve seen pretty much everything at this point anyway,” I said facetiously. I took a quick look at David’s crotch.  There was a decidedly noticeable bulge.

“I mean, it’s okay,” David said awkwardly.

“Jesus Christ, David,” I said apologetically. “I’m so sorry. You came over to fix my sink and I just go nuts on you. Bet you never thought you’d start the day looking at pictures of me sucking off a dildo,” I said defeatedly.

David tried to lighten the mood. “Hey, I’m a plumber. I promise you. Watching you suck off a dildo will be the highlight of my day.”

We both chuckled. I walked over to him and put my arms around his neck. “Thank you, David. You’ve been so sweet. I’m sorry I’m such a mess. You must think I’m nuts.”

“It’s okay,” he reassured. “Really.” He let out a jokingly exasperated sigh.  The sexual tension was starting to build.

“I have more pictures. Would you like to see some? At least someone should enjoy them.” I knew he would refuse at first. But why would you?

“No, I really shouldn’t.”

“It’s okay. Come on.” I pulled him down to sit next to me on the bed like before and started nonchalantly scrolling through my photos. “I like that one,” I said as I pointed out a tasteful black and white selfie of my face and breasts.

“Nice,” Dave said, politely restraining himself.

I kept scrolling.

“Oops, another one of me sucking the dildo. Isn’t that ridiculous?”

…and scrolling…

“Oh, I like this one…”

…and scrolling…

“Oh, God. Do want to see something really pathetic?”  I didn’t wait for his response. “I watered down some yogurt and put it on my face to try to make it look like come. Jesus, what’s wrong with me?”

I looked down at David’s crotch again, letting him see me look. His cock had made its way down his pant leg. There was a wet spot where the head was.

“Sorry,” he said meekly.

“That’s okay,” I smiled. “At least someone likes them. I’m flattered” I let the tension hang in the air for a minute. “So, which one did it for you?”

David kept his polite stance. “They’re all nice.”

“Come on,” I nudged him. “There’s got to be a favorite. Please? I want to know. I’m dyin’ here. I need to feel sexy.”

“The ones with the dildo.” He was obviously embarrassed.

“Really?” I acted surprised. “Do you want to see it?” I stood up and walked to the dresser before he could say anything. I opened the drawer and took out the dildo.  “Look familiar?” I teased. I sat back down next to David. “You probably need to do something about that,” I said, looking down at the outline of his hard-on. “It’s okay.”  I started licking the dildo, watching David watch me. “It’s okay,” I reassured him again. “You can watch me and jerk off.” I twirled my tongue around the rubber dick. David squeezed his cock through his pants.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned. “We really shouldn’t.”

“Take it out,” I whispered, putting the dildo in my mouth. “Please. I need this. I need to be wanted.”

“This is so fucking wrong,” David shook his head as he unclasped his belt and unzipped his pants. He leaned back on his elbow and took his cock out with his other hand. I pursed my lips and let out a sigh at the sight of it.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered hungrily. “That’s a nice cock.” It was actually pretty nice. It was on the upper end of average as far as length goes.  Maybe a little thicker than most.  But certainly not the most impressive I’ve ever seen. In the moment, though, I was playing a sex-starved housewife in need of some attention. And I needed him to feel confident.

I stared at his cock and mimicked fellating the dildo while David watched me intently, slowly stroking his cock. I looked over at him and cooed as I slid a hand between my legs. I masturbated with him for a moment before untying my robe and dropping it from my shoulders, letting David take in my body. I pinched my nipples and rubbed my pussy through my panties.

“Oh, God,” I panted. “Your cock is so hard for me.” I looked David in the eyes and leaned back on the bed. I let him see in my eyes the decision to remove by panties, just before I slid them slowly down my thighs and to the floor. He watched my every move. I started sucking the dildo again with two fingers buried inside of me and stared at his cock, moaning in pleasure. David was fully invested in my show, steadily stroking his cock. I could tell he was savoring the moment, not wanting to come too soon. 

I pulled the dildo from my mouth and looked at David. His eyes followed the dildo as I lowered it between my legs and guided it into my pussy. “Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly and leaned all the way back on the bed. From my new angle, my view of David’s cock was blocked by his torso. I grabbed his shoulder and pushed him sideways to tilt towards me. “Please? Let me see. I need to see your cock,” I whimpered desperately. When his cock came back into view, I let out a big sigh. “Ooohh, fuck yes!” I fucked myself with the dildo in one hand. With the other, I alternated sucking my fingers and fingering my clit. I put on a wonderful show.  As I neared orgasm, I egged David on some more.

“Oh fuck, David……you’re cock….let me see….stroke it…”

I turned the dildo upside and pushed it deep inside me, so the rubber balls pressed against my clit as I shook and gyrated the shaft inside of me.

“Oh fuck…..oh fuck…”

I grabbed David’s thigh with one hand, digging my fingers in, still almost violently shaking the rubber dick inside of me. I made myself stay on the precipice of orgasm, wanting to see if I could make him come with me.

“Let me see…stroke it…fuck…I’m gonna come…”

The huge wave of an orgasm started washing over me. I let go of David’s thigh and grabbed his cock, squeezing it and shaking it in time with the dildo inside of me. David had no choice but to let me. “Ffffuuuucccckkk…” my voice shook, my orgasm peaking. As it reached the downhill slope, David still had not come. I pulled the dildo out of my pussy and started sucking it clean, the way I knew he liked seeing. At the same time, I stroked the full length of his cock, squeezing the head just a little more. Soon David’s body started shaking as he shot his load, covering his shirt in semen. I looked at David and then back down at his cock. I lunged my head at his crotch, sucking the last bit from him. To my surprise, David stayed hard as I sucked him despite having just come.

“Oh my God, you’re still hard,” I marveled. I repositioned myself on the floor between his legs and started giving him a proper blowjob. The only thing I knew for sure about David was that he liked seeing me with a dick in my mouth, so I was going to use that to my advantage. 

“God, David. You have such a nice dick,” I cooed. I sucked him some more. “I know it’s wrong, but I just…I just can’t help it.” I sucked him some more.  I watched him become more and more entranced. “It’s been so long.” I put one hand between my legs and started working my clit.  I moaned with his cock in my mouth, letting him see me gradually escalate.  I held his cock in front of my face and licked it like an ice cream cone, looking him deep in the eyes, letting him see how badly I wanted to be fucked. I started to climb on top of him. He tried to push me away.

‘No, Allie. We can’t. No…”

“Please,” I begged and kept pushing forward to straddle him, David being reluctant to be too rough with me. “Please? Please?” I made my way to hover over his cock. “Please, David. I need you.” David was powerless to stop me as I lowered myself onto his shaft. “Ooohhhhhh,” moaned loudly as I took him all the way inside. I started grinding my clit against him.

“Fuck yes, David! Fuck me!” I whimpered.

David grabbed my hips and held on for dear life, doing his best to match my rhythm.  I grabbed one of his hands and pulled it to my breast. He pinched my nipple, edging me closer to climax.

But David was going to beat me to it. “I’m gonna come,” he warned.

“Come inside me,” I ordered. “It’s okay.  Don’t stop.” I changed tack, and started riding him, running his shaft in and out of me. The sound of our bodies clapping together filled the room.

“Make me come! Make me come! Make me come!” I chanted.

David started groaning and then shot his load inside of me.  I rubbed my clit frantically, making myself come as he was finishing. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” I cried before collapsing onto his chest with him still inside of me. We laid there catching our breath for a few moments. I slid off of him and lowered myself down to his crotch. I gently kissed and licked the head of his dick as it finally began refracting. I scooted back up to lay next to David.

I broke the silence. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah,” David concurred. “But Allie, we can’t do this. John’s my brother.”

It was time for the jedi mind fuck. “I know. I know. It’s wrong. I fucked up. It’s all my fault, David. But dammit, I needed that so bad. And you’ve got to admit, that was really fucking hot.”

“Yeah, it was pretty hot,” David nodded in agreement.

We both giggled nervously. I started recalling the play-by-play. “I mean fuck! The way your cock felt in my hand when I was coming that first time. Jesus that was hot! And I can’t believe you stayed hard! Holy shit! How did you do that?”

David shrugged humbly. “You know, I just...”

“You liked watching me suck your cock, didn’t you?” I teased.

“It didn’t hurt,” he joked. We both giggled a little.

“Seriously, dude, I haven’t been fucked like that in…hell, I can’t remember. Your cock is amazing.” I reached down and grasped it, shaking it gently to emphasize my point.

David continued with the humility. “I haven’t had any complaints so far.”

“I’m sorry I put you in this position, David. I promise John will never know. Ever.” I gave him my best “sociopath does sincere” look.

“It’s just that he’s my brother,” David lamented.

We agreed that should be it for our libidinous relations. It was late morning by that point. I insisted on fixing David a meal before he left in exchange for fixing the sink as though making him come twice wasn’t enough. What he didn’t know was that I was biding time. Although John, in typical John fashion, had failed to mention it to me, I knew that he was coming home at lunchtime that day.  I’d had his email hacked since about the third week of our relationship. They needed to do some kind of maintenance in their office, so everyone was supposed to work from home for the second part of the day.

I fixed David a nice brunch, parading around sans panties in my robe. I took my time. I needed David to have enough time to recover from our earlier dalliance and it wasn’t time for John to get home yet. David and I ended up talking about John, comparing notes on how aloof and outright strange he could be sometimes. Neither of us meant it in a mean way. At least he didn’t. Besides, it worked well to bring David further into my web. I could tell that he was starting to feel normal again and not so focused on feeling guilty about fucking his brother’s wife. 

I managed to time things well so that David was ready to leave roughly fifteen minutes before John would likely get home. I walked with John to the door and reached up to give him a hug before letting him leave. I gave him a gentle peck on the lips. “Thank you for fixing the sink,” I smiled.

“You’re welcome, Allie.” David didn’t break my embrace. I could tell he didn’t really want to leave, even though he knew he should. 

I lowered myself down from the hug and stood in front of David. “Um, hey David…I know we agreed we shouldn’t…you know…do anything…but um, considering what’s already happened today do think, maybe, we could just…you know…do it one more time before you go? I mean, where’s the harm in that?”

David looked tempted but reluctant. 

“Please?” I stepped closer and put a hand on his chest. “I’ll do anything you want.” I raised up on my tiptoes and kissed his neck. I felt him take a deep breath. I slid my hand down to his crotch and whispered in his ear, “Do you want me to suck your cock again?” He exhaled deeply and I felt his cock shift under his pants. I licked his neck just below his ear and nibbled his earlobe. “Do you want to come on my face?” I rubbed his growing erection through his pants.  “I’ll do anything you want…just please fuck me…just one more time.”

I slid down to my knees in front of him and started undoing David’s pants. He stared down at me. I knew I had him. I could tell he was imagining all the things he wanted to do to me. I freed his cock and took it in my mouth. “Fuck, I’m gonna miss this thing,” I bemoaned. “Jesus, it even tastes good.” 

Once I had his cock at full attention, I led David over to the kitchen divider. I bent over and offered myself to him. There were cabinets hanging from the ceiling above the counter. From that angle, I could see out the window to the driveway. David’s view, however, was blocked by the cabinets. As he started fucking me, I thought about how soon I would be free from John. A suitcase full of clothes and twenty-thousand dollars I had pilfered over the last few years was waiting for me in the trunk of my car.

I don’t know if it was the thoughts of freedom or just the sex on its own, but I found myself enjoying David’s fucking more than I counted on.  I had to force myself to keep an eye on the window. Something about our anatomies lined up from that position that felt uncommonly good. I had to hand it to David. He’d already come twice that morning and was giving me quite an ambitious encore. 

“Jesus Christ, David!” I praised. “You’re fucking me so good!”

“Yeah, you like that?” he grunted, gripping me by the waist and slamming into me over and over. It was going to be hard for him to come a third time and he was really working for it.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I grunted back.  “Your cock feels so good!”

David was really fucking the hell out of me and I barely noticed when John’s car pulled in the driveway.  I started taunting David, trying to get him to come.

“Are you gonna come for me, David?” I panted. “Are you gonna come on my face. Let me taste your come.”

David pulled out and started jerking his cock for all it was worth.  I dropped to my knees and put the tip of his cock in my mouth while he jerked the base. He was desperately trying to come. His leg started shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes! Come for me, baby!” I cheered. Just as David came, I heard the knob of the kitchen door open. The angle couldn’t have been more perfect. I turned to let John see me with his brother’s come covering my lips and chin. We made eye contact. In that moment, I let him see me for who I really am. I let him see my heartless eyes as I took his brother’s spent cock in my mouth and sucked off the last bit of his load.

“What the fuck?” John yelled and launched at his brother. David had barely managed to get his pants pulled up before John tackled him to the floor, wailing punch after punch at David’s head.  David didn’t fight back, only did his best to cover up.

“I’ll fucking kill you, you son of a bitch!” John screamed, still pummeling David.

I watched for a moment, taking in the scene, and then tried to pull John off. I paid for my attempt with an accidental elbow to the face from John. Little did I know at that moment that a neighbor was walking her dog, heard John screaming death threats, and called the police. Thirty minutes later, John - the only one without any visible signs of injury - was sitting in the back of a police car on his way to jail while David and I held ice packs on our faces. I hadn’t anticipated John being so aggressive. If I felt things, I think I would have felt proud of him. Regardless, it ended up working in my favor.  I still got rid of John. And even though I fucked his brother (not to mention the multitude of others he knew nothing of) as well as pilfered thousands of dollars from our account, I got everything in the divorce. Talk about going out with a bang. 


Taken by My Husband’s Boss - Part 1




“How did I get here?” I thought to myself.  “How did you end up on an island, on your knees, in front of the richest man you’ve ever met?”  As I peered up at Hudson starting to unbuckle his belt, the events of the last month played in rapid fire through my mind. 

My husband, Chris, and I had been married for almost four years.  Together for seven.  We met in college.  He comes from a middle-class family but had his eye on bigger things.  He was first in his class in the Business Finance program and had worked hard to put himself in a position to meet several of the more prominent businesspeople in town.  Prior to Chris, I had always dated for the promise of love. But after being cheated on or otherwise disappointed repeatedly I remembered something someone told me years before: “You can marry a rich one just as easily as you can marry a poor one.”  I didn’t marry Chris just because of the likelihood that he was going to make lots of money, but it didn’t hurt.  I’m a pretty girl who likes nice things.  I wanted the dream.  I wanted a big house with nice things in a prestigious neighborhood.  I wanted vacations to nice places.  I wanted to drive a nice car. I wanted to win life.  Chris was my ticket to that life.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband.  Chris is a good man.  He’s six feet tall and good looking enough that I don’t feel like I’m settling. He works hard and he’s a hit at dinner parties.  What more could a girl want.  Especially a girl like me that grew up just one rung up on the ladder above white trash.  When I was a freshman in high school, a friend’s mom sat me down. She told me, “Anna, you’re a pretty girl and you’ve good a good head on your shoulders.  You need to go to college and find yourself a good man. Get the hell out of this town.” That’s just what I did, and I have zero regrets.  I have a great life with Chris.

One of my goals, the one I wanted most, was to have my dream house before going home for my ten-year high school reunion. I wanted to put those bitches who used to call me white trash in their place. When Chris and I started planning, the math worked out.  But inflation and mortgage rates were both rising, putting our house just out of reach.  To say I was getting frustrated was an understatement.  But Chris was up for a promotion at the office.  If he could get it, we could still make the math work.

Part of the screening process for the promotion was dinner with the boss.  Mr. King was aptly named. He practically was just that. He started the firm where my husband worked when he was just twenty-nine years old and made it a huge success.   He was still only in his early forties and rumored to be on the verge of becoming a billionaire.  The prospect of our house riding on a dinner with Mr. King was intimidating to say the least.  Chris and I rehearsed, trying to think of all the questions he could possibly ask.  We practiced charming anecdotes to try to seem like the perfect, together couple.  We planned everything, right down to what socks Chris would wear. 

When the night came, we arrived just a few minutes early to make sure we wouldn’t be late but also wouldn’t seem too keen.  We had scouted the restaurant ahead of time so we would be familiar with the landscape.  It had a much more laid-back vibe than we expected. There were definitely snootier restaurants in town. Chris dressed smart casual – slacks and a sport coat sans tie.  I wore a simple black dress that showed off my subtle curves but was not tight enough to be called sexy. It came down to just a few inches above the knee, showing just a touch of leg. 

Mr. King had already arrived and greeted us, insisting we call him Hudson.  He was very gracious and seemingly well-practiced at putting people at ease.  It’s not every day you sit down to dine with the richest man you’re probably ever going to meet.  I had only ever seen him before in pictures.  In addition to being a financial genius, Hudson was lucky in the looks department.  He stood at about six-foot-four, with broad shoulders, and a strong build.  My guess was that he probably had a personal trainer to keep him looking that good. Taller, darker, and more handsome than my husband, who in most rooms was no slouch.

Hudson ordered wine for the table.  After a few drinks, our dinner arrived, and we had relaxed into the evening.  Hudson was much less intimidating than we had anticipated.  We peppered in some of our anecdotes, but things generally unfolded organically.  After dinner Chris excused himself to go to the restroom, leaving me alone with his boss. 

Hudson looked at me intently and took a sip of his wine.  “Anna, I must say, you look stunning tonight.  That dress is amazing.  I mean it, you’re just absolutely beautiful. People have been staring all night.”

I felt myself blushing.  “I’m pretty sure they’re looking at you Hudson,” I replied dismissively.  I knew I looked good, but there are a lot more pretty girls out there than there are billionaires.

“Not like that they don’t,” Hudson refuted.  “So, tell me more about this house.”

The house was my favorite thing to talk about.  I blathered off all the details to Hudson.  I had to stop myself from progressing to straight up babbling. It was obvious how in love with the house I was. Hudson listened intently, making suggestions about tile, color schemes, and lighting.  He knew his stuff. 

“It’s a tough time to be buying a house,” Hudson noted.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “The math is definitely moving against us right now.”   

Chris returned from the restroom.  I excused myself to go to the ladies’ room and collect myself.  I was worried that the wine and casual atmosphere had let Hudson smell the desperation on me.  When I returned to the table, the boys were talking shop.  I politely sipped my wine and let them talk. I listened while Hudson explained his plans for the direction of the firm and what that would require from everyone.  Chris did a decent job of contributing.  All in all, the night seemed to be a success.  Hudson didn’t offer Chris the job or anything. We hadn’t expected him to.  But I felt confident that we hadn’t at least made any horrible missteps. 

On our way out the door, Chris excused himself to return to the restroom again.

“Is he okay?” Hudson asked. 

“He’s fine,” smirked.  “For all his many strong suits, my husband has the bladder the size of a thimble,” I quipped.

Hudson gave a polite laugh. “You are an exceptional woman, Anna.” His eyes met mine with an intensity they did not have during dinner.  “This is my personal number.” He displayed a business card in his hand before tucking it in the pocket of my clutch.  “Give me a call if you would like to talk about your husband’s position at the firm.” 

My heart started racing.  Did Hudson just proposition me? I think I managed to nod politely before Chris returned from the bathroom.

“Chris!” Hudson smiled and shook Chris’ hand.  “It was great talking with you.  And thank you for bringing Anna.  She was the best part of the evening.” 

“Agreed. Thank you for a wonderful evening, Hudson” Chris replied.

With that, the dinner was over.  I knew better than to tell Chris what had just happened.  He might get angry and blow the whole thing, or worse. 

~~~~~~~

A few days later, my heart was sinking as I was watched the financial news.  Mortgage rates were going up again.  My dream house was quickly falling out of reach.  “Dammit!” I screamed and threw the remote into the couch.  When Chris got home, I started in on him right away.  “Have you heard anything yet?”

He wasn’t even finished taking of his coat. “No. The talk around the office is that it’s pretty close.  Some people are saying that Darren is probably going to get it. I’m still in the running, though.”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” I demanded.  “Anything?”

“Anna, if there was something more I could do, I would have done it already.”  Chris exhaled and gently held me by my shoulders. He was obviously over my frustration. “Maybe we just have to wait a few more years.  Interest rates will go back down and by then we’ll have more money saved for a down payment.”

“No! It has to be now!” I stormed off.  I dodged Chris for the rest of the evening and was pretending to be asleep when he came to bed.  Once he was out, I laid awake thinking about that card in my purse.  I was woman of pragmatism, but I had always sworn I would be a faithful wife. I desperately wanted my house, but I also didn’t want to be the trailer park whore. 

After Chris left in the morning, I got the card from my purse and stared at it, holding the phone in my hand.  I hadn’t slept a wink.  “Fuck!” I cursed to myself before dialing the number.

I expected either to talk to an assistant or leave a message, but Hudson answered himself. “Hello?”

“Hi, Hudson.  It’s Anna, Chris’ wife. How are you?” I had rehearsed what I was going to say multiple times in the wee hours. 

“Anna! It’s so good to hear from you.  What can I do for you?” He sounded just as charming as he did three drinks in at dinner.

“You said I should call you if I wanted to discuss my husband’s place in the firm.” Hudson was busy. I was going to be direct and not waste his valuable time with childish bullshit hedging.

Hudson’s tone changed.  “Yes.  I’m going to my place in Georgia this weekend.  Why don’t you join me, and we can see if we can work something out?”

I was taken aback for a moment.  Georgia?  I wasn’t expecting that.  But I had already made the decision in my mind to do what it took.  “That sounds lovely,” I replied.

“Excellent.  I’ll have someone call you with the details.  Don’t worry, everything will be taken care of.  And Anna..”

“Yes?”

“Not a word to your husband.  I want him focused on his work.  He’s going to be very busy this weekend.” 

The connection ended.  Less than fifteen minutes later the phone rang and someone with a Hispanic accent named Hector gave me my instructions.  I told Chris that my boss asked me to go to Atlanta to scout an up-and-coming painter.  I worked at a gallery, and it wasn’t uncommon for me to travel for a few days every now and then looking for new pieces. 

~~~~~~~

I left in the morning on Friday.  Everything was first class.  And by first class, I don’t mean first class seating on the plane.  I mean limousine to a private airport to a private jet to another private airport to another limousine to a beautiful house on an island kind of first class.  Hector greeted me at the door with a polite smile.  He was an older man, balding, but well put together.  He informed me that “Mr. King” wouldn’t be joining me until dinner and that I was free to get settled and explore the property.  I did just that.  The house was surprisingly not huge, but large enough and everything about it was immaculate.  I counted five bedrooms.  There were guest quarters to one side and a pool in back.  Beyond the landscaping by the pool was the Atlantic ocean. 

I was in my room when Hector informed me that Hudson had arrived, and dinner was ready.  I wore a dress similar to before, only white and more casual. And a bit sexier. Hudson was surprisingly dressed in jeans and a t-shirt.  He was charming during dinner.  We avoided any talk of my husband or work and stuck to topics like music and art.  He excused Hector and the private chef for the evening before ushering me to the living room where music was already playing.  It was some of the music we had been discussing over dinner.  “Hector,” I thought to myself. 

Hudson took my hand and led me to the middle of the room to dance.  As he held me, closer than a friend but not as close as a lover, I became nervous. “I don’t know how this works,” I confessed, letting my shame and embarrassment show.  I was hoping Hudson would feel sorry for me and make it easy on me somehow. “Am I just supposed to get on my knees or something?” I half-joked, trying to ease my tension. Hudson seemed perfectly relaxed.

“Yes,” he said flatly, looking me directly in the eye. 

I inhaled deeply and then let the air leave my lungs.  Even more nervous than before, I slowly sank to my knees and looked up subserviently.  Hudson began unbuckling his belt.  I sat on my heels, my hands in my lap, wondering how I arrived at this moment.  Hudson freed his manhood, already erect.  It wasn’t the biggest I’d ever seen, but it was up there.  It was definitely a size or two up from my husband’s.  I looked up at it hovering over me.  I couldn’t bring myself to look past it into Hudson’s gaze. 

“Here we go, Anna.  Think of the house,” I coached myself in my mind.  I reached up and took the base of Hudson’s cock in my hand, not quite able to circumnavigate it with my fingers.  I held myself steady by holding onto his leg with the other.  I wet my lips before licking his shaft from the base to the tip.  I circled the spongy head with my tongue, tasting the salty precum forming at the tip.  I licked the top of the shaft a few more times.  “You can do this, Anna!” I urged myself mentally.  I opened my mouth and took the head inside, pressing against the underside with my tongue as I eased it out before taking it again into my mouth, further this time.

Hudson reached down with his hand and gently lifted my chin.  I knew I had to finally look at him. He looked down at me, peering up at him with his cock deep in my mouth.  “God, you’re beautiful.”  I wish his compliment didn’t impact me as much as it did, but having a handsome maybe-billionaire tell me how attractive I was while I was sucking his dick did something for me.  I sighed and refocused my efforts on his cock.  Hudson moaned and moved his hand from my chin to the back of my head, using it to guide my efforts.  I thought he was going to come soon when he moaned, “Oh fuck, Anna,” but he didn’t.  Instead, he ordered me to stand up.  He zipped his pants back up and led me to my bedroom. 

I stood at the foot of the bed, Hudson standing directly in front of me five feet away.  “Take off your dress,” he instructed.  I lifted the dress over my head and tossed it to the floor.  Hudson’s hands were in his pockets.  I could see him grasping his cock in his pants as he watched me.  “Now the bra.” I reached behind me and unclasped my bra, letting it drop slowly in front of me. Hudson was the first man other than my husband to see my breasts since my freshman year of college. He nodded in approval seeing my small, perky nipples center on my 34C’s.  Hudson lifted his shirt over his head.  He was in excellent shape for a man well into his forties. “Now your panties.”  I turned to the side and arched my back, lowering my panties slowly down my thighs, making a show of it.  Hudson stepped out of his jeans.  “Sit on the bed.”

Hudson stepped forward and took me by the back of the head again, guiding my mouth back to his cock.  He used both hands to bob my head up and down his shaft, pushing himself deeper forcing me to fight my gag reflex.  “Fuck yes,” he groaned, seeing how I struggled to meet his demands.  After a few more minutes of manhandling my mouth on his cock, Hudson dropped to his knees and gently pushed me to lie down on the bed.  He kissed and licked his way up my thighs, taking his time.  “Goddamn you’re sexy,” he whispered, coming ever closer to my sex. My breathing steadily increased in anticipation.  By the time his tongue reached my folds, I was already wet.  Being honest, I had already started getting wet when he forced me to gag on his cock. 

Hudson was skilled at cunnilingus.  I wasn’t nervous any longer, but I was conflicted.  I fought the temptation to give in and let myself enjoy this man too much.  As surreal as this situation was, I was a married woman and determined to be as faithful to my husband as I could be in this situation.  I know it sounds strange, but to me that meant not letting myself enjoy whoring my body out for my husband’s benefit.  Despite my attempt at a moral high ground, Hudson’s skilled tongue brought me closer and closer to climax without having to fake a thing.  I muffled my moans as I came against his mouth. 

While still trying to wrap my head around that fact that another man had just made me come, I felt Hudson’s cock at my wetness.  I wanted to plead my case for a moment to collect myself, but before I could, he was inside me.  I was still sensitive from just having orgasmed and couldn’t help moaning out loud as he entered me.  I hadn’t had a cock that big in me in a long time.  I looked down and watched it moving in and out of me, more and more of it with each stroke until I was very soon taking its full length. 

Hudson reached under my legs and forcefully positioned me for a better angle. He fucked me harder. “Fuck, you’re big!” I blurted out, trying to adapt to his size. At one point, Hudson tried to kiss me.  I turned my head, not being able to bring myself to be so intimate.  I relegated him to my breasts.  He circled them with his tongue in turn, then took a nipple in his mouth, biting it lightly, just the way I like. “How could he possibly know?” I wondered. 

Hudson pulled his cock out and grabbed my head again, pulling my mouth to his shaft and forcing me to clean it.  “Fuck yes!” he groaned.  Then he pushed me further up the bed, grabbed me by the hips and turned me over. There was nothing gentle about the way he put me where he wanted. I steadied myself on all fours and he entered me again with one firm stroke.  He fucked me steadily, holding me by the hips at first then moving one hand to my shoulder, using it to pull me back on his cock even harder. 

I gave up the moral high ground and gave into the pleasure.  Chris never fucked me like that.  Physical attributes aside, I don’t think Chris had it in him to manhandle me like that.  I was being taken.  And I liked it. Hudson moved both hands to my shoulders, fucking me harder and harder.  The sound of our bodies slamming together filled the room.  “Fuck!” I screamed. “I’m gonna come!”

Hudson grabbed me by the hair with one hand and forced my head into the mattress.  “Your husband’s a smart guy,” he growled through his exertion.  “He’s a hard worker.  But he doesn’t have that killer instinct.  That’s why he’d never know you needed to be fucked like this!”

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!” I grunted angrily at Hudson’s words.  I didn’t know if I was angry at him or at myself, but I knew there was truth in his words.  “Fuck me!” I screamed. Hudson slapped my ass.  Hard. I screamed again. “Ugh!” He pulled my head back by my hair, forcing me to support myself on my hands again, my back arched as far as it could go.  He spanked my ass again, harder this time.  “Fuck!” I yelled. And again. “Yes!” I screamed. My body started literally jerking in time with our thrusts. “I’m gonna come!” I whimpered again, almost crying this time.

Hudson fucked me through my orgasm, slapping my ass again as I came.  I nearly blacked out as he let go of my hair and unleashed his load inside of me, keeping me on his cock by grasping my hips and pulling me hard against him.  When he was spent, he let me go and I slid down to the mattress on my belly.  I just laid there, panting in repose.  Hudson unceremoniously made his way off the bed and started putting his clothes on.  “You okay?” he asked. I didn’t speak or even turn to look at him.  I just nodded that I was.  “Get some rest.  If you need anything, let Hector know.  Just pick up the phone and dial ‘one’.  I’ll see you in the morning. Goodnight, Anna.” I nodded again.  And then Hudson left, closing the door quietly behind him.  I suppose it was a good thing that my brain had more or less shut down.  I managed to get to sleep quickly.  In fact, I slept better than I had in a very long time. 

I didn’t wake until the sun had been up for a few hours.  I found Hudson having breakfast by the pool.  The house was a flurry of activity.  Hudson was on the phone.  A personal trainer was packing up to leave.  The chef from the night before was clearing plates from the table.  Hector was on the phone as well.  Hudson motioned for me to sit across from him.

The chef turned his attention to me. “Can I get you anything?  Something to drink? Would you like some food?”

“Coffee?” I politely requested. “And what do you have available for breakfast?”

“Whatever you would like, Ma’am,” he replied, smiling dutifully.

Hudson finished his call as the chef was walking away, leaving us alone. “Sleep well?” he asked.

“Really well.  Thanks.” In my mind I worried that it just sounded like I was giving him credit for fucking me so well that I slept better than I had in weeks.  That was the case, but I would have preferred he didn’t know that.

“I have a busy morning and afternoon.  I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve arranged a massage for you this morning.  In the afternoon, feel free to explore the island.  Hector will drive you anywhere you’d like to go.  And, of course, there’s always the beach. I’ll meet you again for dinner around six.”  Had it been Chris, he would have apologized for having to be absent and would have asked if the plans he’d made were all okay with me. But Hudson just wiped his mouth with his napkin as he stood up, smiled, and walked away into the house. 

Again, everything was first class. I ate a perfect breakfast poolside with a view of the ocean. I had the best massage of my life.  The masseuse was polite and didn’t comment on the handprints on my backside.  I wondered how many women like me she at seen at Hudson’s. In the afternoon, after another amazing meal for lunch, Hector showed me around the island.  He was a charming man and didn’t treat me like anything less than a lady, even though I was essentially there to be Hudson’s whore. When Hector learned of my interest in art, he took me to a small part of the island where descendants of the early West African residents of the island lived.  I fell immediately in love with their art and culture.  I bought several pieces to take back with me to the gallery. Hector had to tear me away to get me back to the house in time for dinner.

~~~~~~~

I sat at the dining table, picking at my food. “You’re barely eating,” Hudson noticed.

I reassured him I was fine.  “I had a big breakfast and a big lunch.  Both wonderful, by the way.  Thank you.” It was true I had eaten a good bit earlier in the day, but more than my appetite, I was concerned with not filling up too much in anticipation of what was coming. 

“Glad you enjoyed it.  Did everything else go okay?”

I filled Hudson in on the day’s activities.  When I told him about the art I had discovered, he told me he had never been to that part of the island.  He was always working.  We had a nice dinner.  We both opened up more about our pasts.  I minimized the white trash part.  He said he was proud of me for getting so far with such humble beginnings.  I don’t think anyone had ever told me they were proud of me before.  It never really occurred to me before he said it, how much I needed to hear that. That evening, I felt much more like a girlfriend or a date than I had the night before when I felt essentially like a concubine. 

After dinner, I was ready to be led back to one of the bedrooms and ravaged.  I was secretly even looking forward to it.  But Hudson led me outside and then down the narrow path to the beach.  It was dark out, but the moon was rising and near full making it a perfect romantically lit night.  In the sand, a large blanket – as big as a bed – was staked in the sand.  The tide was rising and coming within a dozen feet or so of the blanket. 

Hudson led me to the foot of the blanket and pulled me close to him.  He didn’t try to kiss me on the lips as he had the night before when he was manhandling me.  Instead, he began slowly kissing my neck and gently caressing my body.  The scene was incredibly romantic.  As he continued on my neck, he unzipped the back of my dressing letting it fall at my feet.  I wasn’t wearing a bra, only a thong.  I discretely scouted up and down the beach.  There was no one to be seen on the beach and although there were some houses in view, I doubt they could see much even if they happened to be looking in our direction.  I relaxed into Hudson’s web.  His lips and tongue made their way to my breasts, his hands to my ass.  Where he was fairly brutal the night before, he was equally gentle this time. 

I reached down and lifted his shirt above his head.  I sank to my knees, still in the sand and worked his belt loose.  I unbuttoned his pants and reached for his cock, pulling it directly to my mouth.  Hudson craned his head back as I pleasured him.  Looking back down, he gathered my hair in his hands.  He gingerly held my hair back, both saving it from the wind and giving him an unrestricted view of my head bobbing up and down on him.  “I wish you could see yourself in this light.  You’re so beautiful, Anna.”  I slowly finished undressing him.

He tried to lay me down on the blanket, but I led him closer to the waves.  I pulled him down to the sand where my feet would be tickled by the ocean as he went down on me. He pulled my panties off and tossed them into the ocean behind him before nestling his mouth between my legs. The sound of the waves combined with the pleasure of Hudson worshipping my body was intoxicating.  I came in a matter of just a few minutes, pressing Hudson’s head into me as I moaned with pleasure. Soon he was on top of me, fondling my breasts and gently nibbling on my nipples.  “How did he know?” I wondered again. 

I reached down for his cock and guided it into me.  He teased me with it, never giving me all of it as he moved slowly inside of me.  He kissed my neck slowly working his way to my chin.  As he buried himself deeper inside of me, he gently bit my lower lip.  I opened my mouth in response. He kissed me.  I kissed back, putting my tongue forward ever so slightly.  I exhaled slowly as he pushed his whole length inside of me.  We kissed deeply and made in the sand. 

“Oh God, Hudson,” I purred in his ear.  I felt the waves reaching my body as I felt an orgasm rising.  “Yes, Hudson…yes,” I whispered for more.  He followed my breathing and guided me to orgasm just as the waves were reaching my bottom.  I pushed Hudson over, steering him onto his back.  I turned and straddled his face, leaning over to take him in my mouth, the ocean in the foreground. The waves began splashing over Hudson’s thigh as I sucked him.  A few drops of saltwater would mix with our juices in my mouth with each wave.  Before the waves could reach too high, I scooted forward and presented myself on all fours for him to take me. My hands sank into the wet sand, as did my knees as the waves rolled under me and then back again. 

The ocean would soon be upon us.  The reflection of the moonlight danced off the water in front of me as he took me.  Hudson built to a crescendo and finished inside of me, collapsing onto my back just as the waves started to engulf us.  I pulled Hudson further into the water with me until he was chest high.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck.  We kissed tenderly and passionately in ocean under the moonlight for what seemed like eternity.  It was the most romantic moment of my life.  I didn’t want it to end.  It had to, though.  Hudson took me inside.  We showered together, washing the salt from our bodies.  While I waited for my hair to dry, he fed me ice cream in the kitchen, talking and laughing the whole time.  Then he took me to bed and made love to me again before we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.

~~~~~~~

When we woke up, it was time to leave.  I packed my bag while Hector helped Hudson gather his things.  We were flying back together this time.  I was unaware of it before, but the back of the plane had a small bedroom.  I suppose I was too nervous before, but I noticed it this time as we were getting seated.  Hector, Hudson, the flight attendant, and I were in the main seating area as the plane took off.  Once we reached altitude, I got out of my seat and silently took Hudson by the hand.  I guided him to the bedroom and closed the door, locking it behind us. 

“Thank you, Hudson,” I whispered as I tiptoed up to kiss him, my arms reaching around his neck.  I sat on the bed and took his hand in mine.  I moved it to the back of my head and looked up at him.  “Fuck me, Hudson.  Fuck me like you did the first time.”

I felt his hand grip my hair tightly and pull my head back.  “Yeah?” he grimaced. “You want to get fucked?”

“Yes,” I breathed in anticipation.  “Fuck me. Fuck me the way you know I need to be fucked.”

Together we freed his growing erection.  Hudson slapped me repeatedly in the face, his cock growing harder.  I felt its heaviness. “You want my cock?” Slap. Slap. Slap.

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

I stared ferally into his eyes. “Fuck my mouth with your cock!”

Hudson grabbed my head with both hands and penetrated my mouth. He fucked my face as I willingly gagged and sputtered.  Periodically, he would take his cock out and slap me in the face some more. “Do you want some more?” It was the perfect mix of brutality and compassion.

“Yes,” I would pant.  Then he fucked my face some more. When I looked like I couldn’t handle any more, Hudson pushed me to the bed and flipped me over.  He lifted my sundress and tore my panties from my body. 

“Yeah,” I grunted, panting like a bitch in heat.  I was already soaking wet, without Hudson even touching my pussy.  He quickly remedied that and ran the tip of his cock along my folds, spreading my juices. 

“You want to get fucked?”

“Yes!”

With one stroke, Hudson buried his entire cock inside of me, jutting me forward.  He grabbed me by the hair like he had two nights before, forcing my back to arch as he fucked me.  I felt a sharp sting as he spanked my ass.  “Ugh!” I moaned.  And again. And again.  “Yes!” Hudson pushed me down flat on the bed and pinned my arms behind my back with one hand. With the other, he alternated spanking me and furiously rubbing my sex. Thwap! The sound of Hudson spanking me filled the room, probably next room as well.  Thwap! “More!” I begged. Thwap. I lifted my ass as much as I could while still being pinned, inviting Hudson to fuck me some more. 

“Please,” I begged.

“Please what?” he replied.

“Please fuck me.”

“You don’t want to save anything for your husband?”

“No. I want you to fuck me.”

“He’s already getting the job, Anna.”

“I still want you to fuck me.”

“You’re a very naughty girl, Anna.”

Thwap!

“Ugh!”

Thwap! “The next time you’re with Chris, I want you to think about how good I fucked you.”

“Yes!”

Hudson slid himself back inside of me.  He fucked me relentlessly, my arms held behind my back, ass raised, head pinned to the mattress.  I could see my makeup smeared into the sheets and still feel the sting of his hand on my ass. 

“Your husband is never going to be able to satisfy you again.” Thwap.

“Ugh!”

“You’re going to think of me every time he fucks you.” Thwap.

“Yes!”

“You’re going to crave my cock…and my hand.” Thwap!

“I’m coming! Don’t stop! Spank me harder!”

Thwap! Thwap!

Hudson kept pounding me until I had come.  I went limp from exhaustion. He turned me over and brought me up to my knees on the bed.  He grabbed my hair and led me to his cock.  It didn’t take long before I could tell he was ready to come.  He held my head firmly and pointed it upward.  I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and glared submissively at him.  Hudson jerked his cock until he unloaded on me, scattering his come across my tongue, face, and tits. I knelt there, covered, spent, and entirely sexually satiated.  I was a mess.

In the corner of the cabin, there was a tiny sink and some hand towels.  Hudson wet a towel and used it to wipe my face and breasts. He laid me down on my stomach again, this time placing a cool cloth along my red cheeks. I looked at him in wonder. Two weeks ago, I knew nothing but his name.  Two days before, I reluctantly submitted to him so I could have my dream house.  In that moment, I would have let him do anything he wanted to me.  Dreamhouse or no.  I wouldn’t have just been willing to submit, I wanted to. As he sat on the bed tending to me, I gazed at him curiously, like an oddity. “What have you done to me?” He just smiled knowingly.

We didn’t speak anymore during the flight.  I hid in the bedroom as the plane landed. I was too embarrassed to see Hector. Other than the pilot, I was the last to debark and get in the limousine.  Hector rode up front with the driver. Hudson and I rode in the back of the limousine to the parking lot where I left my car just over forty-eight hours before.  We pulled up behind my car.  Hector stepped out to open the door for me.  Hudson took my hand and kissed it.  “Thank you, Anna, for a wonderful weekend.” He looked me deep in the eyes. “I will never forget our time together.” I could see the sincerity in his eyes. 

I didn’t know what else to say other than, “Thank you, Hudson. For everything.”

Hector took my other hand and helped me from the car.  The chauffeur transferred by bags as Hector took my keys and led me to my car.  He opened the door for me, handing me the keys.  “Goodbye, Hector,” I smiled and kissed him on the cheek. 

“Goodbye, Anna,” he smiled gently before handing me my keys.  Sixty seconds later, I was sitting alone in my car.  It felt like returning from a trip to the moon.  Chris didn’t get home from work until that evening.  I was in bed, feigning an illness.  I slept all night and well into the morning until I was awakened by my phone. It was Chris.

“I got the job!!!”


Taken by My Husband’s Boss - Part II




With Chris’ promotion and a generous bonus from Hudson, we were able to secure financing finally buy my dream home. I was over the moon. It also helped me keep my mind off what I did to make it happen. On one hand, I felt incredibly guilty for having fucked Hudson. Not even so much that I let him fuck me as much as how much I enjoyed it. I had become what I swore I would never be—an unfaithful wife like so many of the trailer trash whores I grew up around. On the other hand, I had a hard time not thinking about Hudson. He took me to a level of sexual gratification that I had never known before. Never before had I been so taken with or taken by a man in all my life. The things he said to me on the plane echoed in my mind every day.

"Your husband is never going to be able to satisfy you again."

"You’re going to think of me every time he fucks you."

He wasn’t wrong. Every time I was with Chris, I relived being with Hudson in the ocean or feeling the sting of his palm on my ass as he took me in the back of the plane. One time in bed with Chris, some of my hair got accidentally tangled in his watch and it yanked my hair. The sensation immediately took me back to Hudson pulling my head back by my hair as he ravaged me. I was immediately turned on, but my libido crashed just as quickly when Chris fell all over himself apologizing. Hudson was right about my husband. He lacked a killer instinct. He lacked bravado. I wanted my hair pulled sometimes.  Not all the time, but sometimes. And not by Chris. He would have to be told to do it. And if he ever did do it, there would be a meekness to it. That would defeat the purpose. Hudson always seemed to know what I wanted. And he always seemed to know just how far he could take it. That’s what made him so damn sexy. But I did my best to keep those things from my mind. I had a good life with Chris. He was a good man and with a little help from yours truly, had provided me a home worthy of making those catty bitches back home wilt with jealousy. 

But my satisfaction wasn’t to last for long. We had only been in our new home for a few weeks. I was still unpacking boxes and waiting for furniture to be delivered. On a Wednesday night while I was fumbling around in a still unfamiliar kitchen, Chris came home late and a little drunk.

"I fucked up," he said, his head hanging low.

"What are you talking about?" I could tell Chris was stressed. He was almost crying.

"I fucked up really bad,” he repeated.

He was obviously trying to muster the courage to tell me whatever the hell it was that he did. I went to the kitchen and poured him a scotch. I’m guessing he’d had several already. Chris sat on the couch, his elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. He took the scotch from my hand and downed it in one gulp. You shouldn’t gulp scotch anyway, but you certainly should gulp scotch that good.

Chris finally started telling me what the hell was going on. "I screwed up big time. I was running my damn mouth and bragging about a deal I was closing for the firm. I let slip some information that I shouldn’t have. Another firm heard about it, swooped in, and snaked the deal.”

It sounded bad. "Just how bad is it?"

Chris got up to fix himself another drink. "Bad, Anna. I'm pretty sure I’m going to get fired."

"Hudson wouldn’t fire you, would he?"

Chris scoffed. "Anna, the guy didn't become a billionaire by letting deals like this to fall through."

What I wanted to say was, "Well, you don’t know everything about Hudson!" Instead, I said firmly, "It’s going to be okay. You’re going to fix this. We’re going to do whatever we need to do to fix this. You need to stop with the drinking, pull your shit together, and get busy making this right." I hated Chris when he was like this.  He was such a whiny little pussy sometimes.

Chris nodded his head. “You’re right. You’re right. I’ll just go in there tomorrow and figure out how to make this right.”  Chris went and took a shower and mercifully passed out.  Even though I was the one keeping it together, inside I was mad as hell.  And scared. Adding to the soup of negative emotions was the fact that I didn’t have a whole lot of confidence in my husband’s ability to handle this situation. I knew what I had to do. I knew it the second he said he had fucked up at work.

I got my phone and texted Hudson.

What do I need to do to fix this?

I’ll come around tomorrow evening and we can talk about it.

Chris will be home.

No.  He won’t.

I felt butterflies in my stomach.  Hudson was coming to my house tomorrow.  I knew there was no way I wasn’t getting fucked.

~~~~~~~

Sure enough, Chris called and said he was going to be working most of the night. I had the day off work, so I tried to keep myself busy most of the day with finishing off the unpacking and cleaning the house.  As evening approached, I took three hours getting ready and choosing what to wear.  In the end, I decided it was ridiculous to pretend that whatever I wore wasn’t going to be on the floor in a matter of minutes.  When the doorbell rang, I was wearing a loosely tied, white silk robe that only came down to my upper thigh.  Nothing else. 
“Hello, Anna.” Hudson looked me over. “It’s nice to see you again.”
“Hello, Hudson. Do come in.” I stepped aside to let Hudson in and closed the door behind him.  I sauntered my way to the bedroom, Hudson slowly following me. I noticed during my time on the island that he never moved quickly.  He seemed deliberate in everything he did. As I crossed the threshold to the master suite, I dropped the robe to the floor without breaking stride and continued to the bed. I ambled up onto all fours. I pressed my head to the mattress, lifted my naked backside, and waited for Hudson to do with me as he wished.
Hudson didn’t speak a word.  He walked over and stood behind me, and placed his hands on my bottom, running his palms lightly across my skin. I had missed his touch. I took a deep breath, not knowing what was coming next. From what I had seen, there were two distinct sides to the man. One was dominating and forceful.  The other gentle and caring.  I liked them both, but I didn’t know which one I was about to get. I knew which one I wanted, though.
I felt Hudson’s hand slide between my legs to feel my wetness. I was wet before he even arrived. “Oooo,” I cooed at his touch. Gentle Hudson it was, then.  I felt a little disappointed.
“Looks like you’ve missed me,” Hudson bragged. Thwap! I felt the sting on his palm on my ass.
“Ugh!” I yelped. “So much for gentle Hudson,” I thought to myself. 
“Someone has to be punished for this fiasco,” he taunted. Thwap!
“Oh, fuck!” I moaned. I tried to sneak a finger between my legs, reaching for my aching clitoris.
Hudson stopped me. “No!” he scorned.
I nodded my understanding. I waited for the next spanking, but it didn’t come. “More,” I whispered.
Hudson ignored my request and began undressing. He snapped his finger and pointed at the floor in front of him. I followed his orders and knelt at his feet. He grabbed me roughly by the hair as he undid his pants, freeing his already erect cock.
“Your husband has a big mouth.”
He pushed my head down, his cock penetrating my mouth until the tip pushed against the back of my throat. I gagged.  He pulled me back off and repeated the process over and over until his shaft, my face, and most of my torso were all wet and glistening. Adrenaline and endorphins flooded my system.  While he manhandled me, I snuck a hand between my legs. I don’t know if he didn’t notice or didn’t care, but in either case, he didn’t deny me pleasuring myself as he fucked my face.
“God, I missed you,” I panted looking up at him. He glared at me hungrily. My face was a complete mess. My mascara was running, my lipstick smeared, saliva and precum everywhere. I took over, licking, slurping, jerking, and sucking his cock as wildly as I could.  Just as I could sense Hudson was on the verge of coming, he pulled me off his dick. He pushed me down to the floor on my hands and knees.
Thwap!
“Umph! Fuck yes!”
Hudson buried his cock inside of me.
Thwap! Thwap!
In one jerk, he pulled my hair back, forcing me to arch my back just the way he liked.   He rode me hard, using my hair as the reins. He pulled my head back so hard that my hands left the floor, and my body was suspended at a forty-five-degree angle. 
“Yes! Fucking use me!” I cried.
Another slap to my ass sent me over the edge, and I came hard while he fucked me.  The room was still sparce with little to soak up the sounds of my bellows as they echoed through the room. Hudson put me back on my knees in front of him.  Again, he pushed his cock down my throat. I gagged and sucked and jerked. Finally, I felt him unload in my mouth. I looked up at him with a satisfying glare, letting his salty come drip from my mouth. I knew that in that moment, the messier the better.
“Don’t move,” Hudson instructed. He stared at me as he got dressed. I sat there obediently on my heels, completely disheveled and covered in our juices.  Hudson took a picture with his phone. “Gorgeous.”
“A week from tomorrow, you’re coming to the island.  There will be a surprise waiting for you. Don’t be afraid to start without me. Hector will call you with the arrangements.”
I nodded obediently but didn’t speak. A surprise? Is there going to be some kind of toy?  A dildo? Butt plug? Whatever it was, I would do it. I wanted to please him.  Not just for the sake of my husband’s job. I just wanted to do whatever this man told me.  That was one of his gifts – making other people want to please him.
“You may get cleaned up, but you are not to rinse your mouth, brush your teeth, eat, or drink anything. When Chris gets home, give him a kiss on that big mouth of his.”
And with that, Hudson walked out the door. Two minutes later, Chris texted to tell me he was leaving work.
~~~~~~~
Hector called as promised with the arrangements. Everything the same as last time except Hector joined me for the flight. He was a sweet, soft-spoken, gentle man. I really liked him.  I got the sense that he liked me, too.  Not in a sexual way. More like in a granddaughter sort of way. The flight could not have been more different than the last one I took on that plane.  Looking at the door to the bedroom in the back of the plane, I couldn’t help but reminisce. I got hot and bothered just thinking about it. 
Once we made it to the island, for obvious reasons I had a sense of familiarity and comfort I didn’t when I arrived last time.  The only thing nagging at me was wondering what surprise Hudson had in store for me. Once in the door, I went straight to my room to freshen up and start unpacking.  I heard some noise out by the pool.  Walking out into the living room, I looked out to the pool and saw a man and woman swimming. “Hector, who are they?”
“I don’t know, ma’am. I was told you would know,” he replied.
“Hector, for the millionth time, please don’t call me ma’am. I’m Anna.” I kissed him on the cheek.  I never knew any of my grandparents. Maybe I was pretending a little bit.
My curiosity was piqued. Who in the hell would I know that would be on the island.  And if I did know them, they really shouldn’t know that was there. I was supposed to be very busy in Atlanta not fucking my husband’s boss.  I peeked out the window, hiding myself from view. They looked very familiar, but I couldn’t place them.  I racked my brain until…Holy Shit! It was Rosa and Alejandro! I didn’t know them, but I sure as hell knew who they were. Chris and I sometimes watched porn together.  We both agreed on this one particular Spanish couple.  She was absolutely gorgeous with long brown hair, doe eyes, and amazing body.  And Alejandro, although good-looking, was much more well-known for having one of, if not the, thickest cock in porn.  “Holy shit!” I thought to myself. “How the hell did Hudson know? Did he hack us? What the fuck?”
I was a little disturbed that Hudson somehow had a window that deep into my personal life. But I was starting to get used to what sometimes seemed like his psychic abilities. He knew I liked my nipples nibbled on. He knew I would respond to being spanked and fucked damn near brutally.  He knew it before I knew it. Regardless of how Hudson knew about Rosa and Alejandro, I was comfortable that my secret was safe and curious to meet a man and woman that I had seen in just about every sexual situation possible. I strolled out to the pool.
“Hola! Hello,” Rosa smiled, speaking in a very pleasant Spanish accent.
“Hello,” I smiled back.
“I am Rosa. This is my husband, Alejandro.”
I nodded, trying not to look at his crotch. Alejandro nodded back, not bothering to hide the fact that he was looking me up and down.
“You are so beautiful!” Rosa grinned. “He didn’t tell us you would be so pretty.”
I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I responded in kind. “No, YOU are beautiful. I’m such a fan…of both of you.” It was strange indeed, conveying to people that you have never met just how much you like watching them have sex. 
“Thank you,” Rosa beamed coyly.  “Come. Let’s go inside and have some drinks.”
Forty-five minutes later, I was buzzing nicely.  I didn’t have the courage to ask Alejandro and Rosa directly exactly what they were doing there, but I wondered the whole time talked.  We didn’t talk about why they were there.  We didn’t talk about Hudson.  We didn’t talk about porn.  It was all very casual and polite and topical.  Rosa seemed to be glancing at the clock over my shoulder from time to time adding to my curiosity about exactly what the hell was going on.  Whatever it was seemed to be on a schedule. As it neared 4:00 p.m., Hector announced he would be retiring to his quarters and to call him if we needed anything.  Before he left, he said something to Alejandro and Rosa in Spanish that I didn’t understand.  I took German in college.  Not that it mattered.  I barely understood German, either.
Alejandro and Rosa sat on a couch opposite the one in which I was sitting.  We continued with our conversation and our wine, but as we did, I Rosa snuggled up closer to her husband.  Her hands drifted across his chest.  Scenes of them pleasuring each other in so many ways ran through my mind. My daydream was interrupted by a notification on my phone. A text. From Hudson.
Go ahead. It’s okay.
I remembered what he said before he left me on my knees in my bedroom the week prior.
“Don’t be afraid to start without me.”
When I looked up from my phone, Rosa’s hand had made it down to her husband’s lap and her head to his chest.  I could see a bulge growing in Alejandro’s shorts.  Rosa unbuttoned them and freed his cock.  I had seen it countless times before onscreen. It was even more impressive in person.  More alive.
Rosa curled up on her side next to Alejandro, her head in his lap.  She looked me directly in the eye as she took his cock in her mouth.  It was meaty, veiny, and thick.  Rosa could only get an inch or two past the head with her mouth and used her hand to play with the rest.  I had watched this scene before, but in person it took on another level of eroticism.  My breathing deepened.  Rosa smiled at me and licked Alejandro’s length.
“It’s okay, Anna.  You can come closer.” She wave me toward her.
I stood up, nervous and unsure on my legs, and walked across the rug separating us. Anna held up her hand and offered it to me. She guided me down between Alejandro’s legs, mere inches away from his cock.
“You can have a front row seat,” she smiled before returning her focus to the task at hand.  She put on quite a show, masterfully pleasuring her husband. I’m sure she could make him come, or not, at will. I felt myself getting wet. My mouth watered.  I had never seen someone give a blowjob in person before much less just inches away.
Alejandro moaned. “Si…mas.”
“Do you like it?” Rosa asked me, smiling wickedly and licking her husband’s monster.
I nodded. “It’s so thick,” I marveled.
Rosa reached for my hand and pulled it to Alejandro’s shaft. “Feel it.”
I wrapped my hand around the base. “Oh my God,” I whispered. My fingers came nowhere near being able to reach all the way around it. Rosa took the head back in her mouth. As she bobbed up and down, she grabbed my hand and guided me to stroke the shaft.  When I obliged, she took her hand away.  It was almost like being inside a porn video.  I stroked her husband as she sucked him.
Rosa looked at me. “You want to suck it, don’t you?”
I nodded. I did. I wanted to suck his cock.
“It’s okay.” She pushed the tip in my direction. “Here. Go ahead. I want to see.”
I took Alejandro in my mouth. I could feel him looking at me, but I looked at Rosa. She smiled and held my hair as I opened my mouth wide and struggled to get much more than the head in my mouth. 
“You look so sexy,” Rosa hummed. She moved her head forward and took a turn sucking the tip. I licked the shaft as she did. Rosa soon joined me, and I found myself licking and kissing the tip with Rosa.  First, our tongues met, and then our lips as we shared her husband’s cock.  I had never kissed a woman before. But Rosa was so sexy, any reservations I might have had were lost in the moment.
Alejandro stood up and ushered us into their room.  Rosa and I stood face to face kissing.  Her lips were so soft and tender.  It was different than kissing a man.  I liked it. Rosa and Alejandro slowly undressed me, caressing my body as they did.  I felt Alejandro’s erection in my back. I helped Rosa undress. She pulled me closer and kissed me, our breasts pressing together.  Rosa kissed my neck as I felt her husband gently rubbing my hips and thighs.  She made her way to my breast, taking my nipple in her mouth.  Like Hudson, she somehow knew how I liked them nibbled and sucked.  I felt Alejandro’s hand reach between my legs and start slowly teasing me with his finger.  Rosa kissed her way down my abdomen, going lower and lower until she was on her knees in front of me. She looked up at me as though to ask permission. I stared back down, my chest rising and falling with anticipation. Alejandro’s hands ran up my body to clutch my breasts.  Rosa broke her gaze and pressed her mouth to my folds. 
I had never experienced a woman’s tongue before. Rosa’s touch was exquisite. I instinctively reached down to cradle her head. Alejandro guided me down to the bed, laying me on my back. With Rosa’s head between my legs, Alejandro brought his cock to my mouth.  I did my best to lick it and suck the tip as he stroked himself, but Rosa’s mouth was quickly bringing me to orgasm.
“Oh God, I’m gonna come!” I whimpered, Alejandro’s cock in front of my mouth like I was announcing my pending climax into a microphone.
Rosa licked me through my orgasm, knowing just what to do to drag it out.  When she was done, I guided her up to the bed with me and kissed her. Then, to my surprise, I felt the urge to pull her even farther up the bed so that she was hovering over my mouth. Rosa lowered herself to me and I tasted another woman for the first time.  I knew I wouldn’t be able to please her as well as she had just pleased me, but I wanted to try.  As I licked Rosa’s pussy, Alejandro lined his cock up with mine. Even with just a few inches inside of me, his girth was jarring. I winced at his effort.
“Alejandro!” Rosa scolded. “Be gentle!”
Rosa turned around in the other direction, returning her pussy to my mouth and allowing her to guide Alejandro’s cock.  She rubbed my clit as she slowly led Alejandro deeper inside of me. I couldn’t focus on Rosa’s clit anymore. “I want to see,” I begged.
Rosa eased herself off my face allowing me to raise up on my elbows and look down. “Oh my God!” I exclaimed, looking at Rosa and then back at the monster between my legs. Rosa laid down next to me, still teasing my clit with her finger.
“Does that feel good?” she whispered in my ear. “Do you like my husband’s big dick?”
I nodded, panting. Rosa kissed me. We explored each other’s tongues. “Do you want him to fuck you?”
“Yes,” I exhaled, Alejandro’s cock spreading me wider.
Rosa continued whispering in my ear. “Do you want to feel what I feel when you watch me?”
I thought of all the times Chris and I watched her screaming and moaning in ecstasy as she took Alejandro’s famous cock. “Yes,” I whispered quietly, my breathing growing deeper and deeper as Alejandro worked his way deeper and deeper inside of me.
“Tell him what you want, Anna,” Rosa encouraged. “I have trained him well.”
“I want to be on top,” I said, unsure of myself. But Alejandro obeyed and laid down on the bed for me. 
I moved to straddle her Alejandro.
“Face me, querida. Trust me,” Rosa smiled.
I hovered over Alejandro’s cock, my back to him and facing Rosa. She reached down and lubricated her husband with her mouth. Holding his pole steady, Rosa helped me ease down to his cock. I took the first few inches inside of me.  It felt better than before, having known what to expect.  With Alejandro inside me now, I let myself down further and leaned back.  He was mostly inside me now and starting to fuck me steadily. Rosa leaned forward and put her tongue to my clitoris. Pleasure radiated through my body. The feeling of being fucked while a woman licked me was new and unparalleled. I couldn’t get enough of watching Alejandro’s huge cock pumping in and out of me while his wife lapped the both of us. I finally had to close my eyes when Alejandro started fucking me fuller and harder.  The sensation was too overwhelming. I closed my eyes and just let it happen.  I came again, harder this time. Rosa showed no mercy, rolling her tongue forcefully on my clit.
Alejandro rolled me over and then pulled me back on top of him, facing him this time. He quickly put himself back inside of me. As I rode him, Rosa started pouring oil on my body.  She rubbed it all over me, first my back, then my chest.  The oil dripped down my body onto Alejandro, down the crack of my ass, and onto the bed. For a brief second, I worried about ruining the linens, but I quickly reminded myself that Hudson could easily afford to replace the whole bed if he needed to.  “Where is he?” I wondered.
I was brought back into the moment by Rosa’s finger rubbing my asshole. “Ooooo,” I cooed with a hesitant tone.
“It’s okay, sweetheart,” she whispered. “Relax.”
Rosa gently pushed me forward onto Alejandro’s chest, making my ass spread wider. She continued tracing my rosebud while her husband fucked me slowly. I felt more oil run down my cheeks just before Rosa teased her finger inside my ass. I whimpered a little and looked over my shoulder. And there was Hudson, naked and stroking himself. He walked closer to the bed.
“Hello, Anna.”
“How did you know?” I asked whispered loudly, having difficulty concentrating as Rosa continued working my ass.
“Your husband has a big mouth, remember?” He leaned down and put his tongue in my mouth, kissing me forcefully. “Have you been enjoying your surprise?”
I nodded. Rosa was coaching my ass wider and wider.
“Your husband likes to talk a lot, Anna. Do you know what else I heard?” he taunted.
I shook my head.
“Apparently….every year…on his birthday…you let him fuck you in the ass.”
“That fucking prick,” I thought to myself.
“Guess what?”
“Wh-a-a-t?” I grunted. Rosa had worked two fingers deep in my ass.
“Today is my birthday,” Hudson smiled.
Rosa stepped aside, making room for Hudson.  I felt his cock line up at asshole.
I started to panic a little. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!”
“It’s okay, baby,” Rosa whispered in my ear. “Just relax.” She kissed me sweetly and then cradled my face. “You’re going to love it!” she smiled.
Thwap! I felt the sharp sting of Hudson’s hand slap my ass. “I’m gonna fuck your sweet little ass, Anna.” Thwap!
The sting of Hudson spanking me got my adrenaline pumping. My body went into fight mode. “Bring it on!” I thought to myself.
Thwap!
“Do it!” I grimaced. “Fuck my ass!”
Despite my bravado, Hudson took his time working his cock into my ass. Alejandro rested inside of me, only fucking me enough to keep himself stimulated while I adjusted to having Hudson working his way in my back door. Hudson gradually built a rhythm, going deeper and deeper. Alejandro followed suit, matching Hudson’s pace. The feeling of having two men, well-endowed men at that, inside of me was beyond words. It was more than intense. It was uncharted territory. I moaned and grimaced and grunted in both pain and pleasure. Rosa was in one ear, guiding me through the rollercoaster of physical and emotional experiences. Hudson was in the other ear, taunting me and urging me to unleash all of my hidden desires.
“Yes, baby,” Rosa purred. “Ride it like a wave. Let them take you.”
“Do you like being a whore?” Hudson sneered. “Do you like being punished for your husband’s transgressions?”
Rosa was unwavering in her support, “It’s okay to tell them what you want, Anna.”
My adrenaline was peaking. “More!” I barked.
My demand was met with a slap on the ass. Thwap!
“Ugh! Fuck yes!” I cried.
Hudson pulled my hair back.
“Yes!” I moaned.
Rosa whispered in my ear and caressed my body, “You are so beautiful right now, Anna. So sexy.” I felt her lips press against mine. The contrast between Rosa’s tenderness and the two cocks pumping relentlessly inside of me sent me over the edge. I screamed loudly as I came. Rosa kissed my neck and pinched my nipples, only adding to my pleasure.  Hudson released my hair and I collapsed to Alejandro’s chest.
Rosa brushed my hair out of my face and over my ear. “Amazing, isn’t it?”
All I could muster was a small nod.
Alejandro worked his way out from under me. Hudson lifted me to my knees, my head pressed in Alejandro’s crotch. I lifted my ass as high as I could, inviting Hudson to take me again.
Thwap!
The spanking woke me up again, putting me back in the game. “Yeah! Do it! Fuck me in the ass!”
Hudson smacked my ass again before putting his back cock inside me.  Rosa and I started sharing Alejandro’s cock and kissing each other passionately as Hudson fucked me. Rosa and I were both fingering our own clits while the boys got their jollies. 
Thwap!
“Yeah! Fuck me harder, Hudson! Can’t you fuck any harder than that?”
Hudson squatted over me and grabbed my hips for balance.  Alejandro started to cum in Rosa’s hand.  We both flicked the tip of his cock with our tongues as he finally came. We lapped up the mess in a slutty display of wantonness, kissing each other and tasting her husband’s saltiness on each other’s tongues. This was too much for Hudson, who then unloaded in my ass, twitching like he was almost on the verge of a seizure as he came.
Rosa and I kept kissing after the boys were taken care of. I had never really considered be with a woman before, but I was thoroughly enjoying Rosa’s touch.  It occurred to me that Rosa was the only person in the room who at not come yet.
“Thank you,” I whispered to Rosa and smiled. I kissed my way down her neck. Then her nipples. Looking up at her, I eased my way down her abdomen until I was between her legs. I did my best to pleasure her, doing the things I knew pleased me. 
“Oh, si,” she moaned.  I gradually upped my pace, led by her breathing and moans. “Yes, baby! Yes! I’m going to come.” I flicked my finger on her g-spot as quickly as I could while pressing my tongue hard against her button.  Rosa pulled my head tight against her and clasped her legs around my head. Rosa shook and moaned as I made her come.  Eventually, she released me.  I couldn’t help but giggle as I was able to breathe again, thinking of all the times I had nearly suffocated men between my legs. I crawled up to kiss Rosa’s mouth. We smiled and giggled like old girlfriends.
After loafing in bed for a while, we all ate dinner together and took a dip in the pool.  We spent the rest of the night fucking.  Hudson only fucked me, though. He and Rosa never touched each other. I fucked all of them. I lost count of how many times I came. When Hudson and Alejandro were recharging, Rosa and I were at each other. I wanted as much of Alejandro and Rosa as I could get. I knew they were leaving the next day.
~~~~~~~


Rosa and Alejandro left the next morning. Hudson and I spent most of the day napping. After dinner, we made love on the beach like we did the last time I was on the island.  Gentle Hudson. This time, however, it was even more intimate. As we snuggled in bed that night before going to sleep, I knew I was falling for him.

“How do you decide, Hudson?  Whether you’re going to be gentle or, well, not gentle?”

“I don’t. You do.”

“What?”

“I read people, Anna.  I didn’t get this rich by being a good businessman.  That’s math.  Tons of people can do the math.  My gift is being able to read people. I know what they want.  I know if they’re lying. That’s the secret.”

“So is Chris off the hook…now that you’ve taken his wife and done things with me I’ve never even come close to doing with him?”

“Your husband didn’t leak the deal, Anna.  I did.  It was a shit deal.  I wanted the other guys to take it off my hands.  That company has a piss poor management. They’re hot now, but in three to five years, they’ll have run things into the ground and be selling again at a tenth what they’re getting for it now.  Then I’ll buy them, replace management, and make a killing. But Chris was running his mouth and needed to be taught a lesson.  And besides, I wanted to see you again.”

“Geez, Hudson. You could have just called.” Even though I said it as a joke, as soon as the words were out of my mouth, I understood the deeper level of Hudson’s plan.  He wanted to see me again, but he didn’t want to call me.  He wanted to make me call him.  Fucking genius.


Taken by My Husband’s Boss - Part III




On the surface, it looked like I had everything I ever wanted.  I had a rich, good-looking husband. I had a beautiful home in a vibrant city far away from the small-town trailer park life of my childhood.  I had my dream job working for a gallery. No reasonable woman wouldn't be satisfied with the life I had acquired.

The only problem was that I couldn’t keep Hudson out of my mind. Several weeks had passed since I was last with Hudson on the island. I couldn’t stop thinking about being manhandled by him. I couldn't stop craving the tender moments either.  I went through the motions with Chris. I tried to get him to somehow be more dominating. He played along, but he just didn’t have it in him.  I inevitably found myself waiting for Chris to fall asleep so I could finish myself off thinking of Hudson spanking me on the plane or of him shoving his cock down my throat when gave myself to him to save Chris’ job.  I kept telling myself it was a stupid schoolgirl crush and that a one in ten million guy like Hudson would never really be interested in a trailer trash girl like me. I knew that, to him, I was probably just another whore. I was sure had several others on his roster.

And then he texted me…

I’d like to pay you for your services.

I’m not a prostitute, Hudson.

I’d like to invest in some artwork.

Oops.

Can you come to the office tomorrow at noon?

What about Chris?

I’ve already told him I would be contacting you.

I’ll be there.

Good girl.

My heart was pounding in my chest.  “Good girl,’ he said. I don’t know why, but that made me weak in the knees. I could justify everything I had done with Hudson to that point. I could say that I slept with him to get Chris a promotion and then again to save his job. The fact that I enjoyed it was just biological. But I knew if I did anything more with Hudson, it would just be because I wanted to. It would be flat out cheating. No excuses. No justifications. No rationalizations. Pure betrayal. I tried to pretend that I didn’t want Hudson to take me again. But I knew deep down I was lying to myself.  Despite my internal debate, I promised myself that even if Hudson did proposition me again, I wouldn’t let anything happen. Even if the animal part of my brain wanted Hudson to ravage me again, the rational part of my brain knew that I had a future with Chris, not some billionaire who probably had a different girl for every day of the week. 

I agonized over what to wear to my meeting with Hudson. I wanted to look professional which to me, meant a pants suit.  But quite frankly, I was worried that I would soak right through the pants. I opted for a skirt, but a more conservative one that came below the knee. It was loose fitting which meant less professional, but it would be more comfortable and not to hug my curves. I wanted to look good, but not too sexy.

When I arrived at the office, I stopped by Chris’ desk to say hello first.  He reintroduced me to his coworkers.  There were four of them in the “bullpen” as they called it. He wished me luck and I gave him a quick kiss before going to meet with Hudson. I was a bundle of nerves.

The meeting with Hudson started off well. He was very professional.  He had a ballpark idea of what kind of pieces he wanted to acquire. His knowledge of art history surprised me. I was excited to hear that my job would entail travelling to France and Italy and perhaps a few other places. I briefly became distracted when my mind wandered to our time on his plane. I quickly put it out of my mind and reminded myself why I was there. I fiddled with my wedding ring as well, keeping my vows and my promise to myself in mind. It was difficult, though. Hudson was so confident and commanding.  I felt instinctively subservient to him.  I couldn’t help but want him.  It felt like I crossed and uncrossed my legs a hundred times, fighting the urges I felt being so close to him again. I was glad I had chosen a skirt. I told myself to stay strong and waited for the meeting to be over.

As it was wrapping up, Hudson walked to his desk and fiddled with his computer. “Anna, come here. I want to show you something.”

I assumed he was going to show me some pieces that interested him, but when his screen came into view, I saw a live feed of my husband’s office. 

“Look at him.”

“What about him?”

“Your husband is an affable man, Anna. But that’s as far as he’s ever likely to go. He’ll never run his own company.  He’ll never even have his own office. He doesn’t have what it takes.”

I felt the urge to defend Chris. For all his flaws, he wasn’t a bad guy and he sure as hell was ten times better than I could have done in the trailer park. “So?” I refuted. “Not everyone can be a billionaire, Hudson. He’s been good to me.”

Hudson stepped closer to me, placing his hands on my hips as he stood behind me. “I want you to leave him, Anna.”

My heart started pounding like it was going to jump out of my chest. “I can’t! He loves me. He’s my husband!” I was so caught off guard by Hudson’s proposition that at first, I didn’t notice he had begun gathering my skirt in his hands, handful by handful, my skirt rising inch by inch. “Are you going to fire him?” I asked. “If I don’t have sex with you.”

“No,” Hudson whispered in my ear. My skirt was over my ass, exposing my wet panties to the cool air. Hudson reached between my legs and palmed my swollen mound.

I took a deep breath in. “No,” I protested with a meek little whisper.

“You might be his wife,” Hudson slipped under my panties, “but I think we can agree that your body wants me now.”

Hudson grasped my ponytail tightly and pushed my head to the desk. I didn’t resist. I didn’t want to. In my mind I told myself that I would fuck him just this one last time and then stay away to save my marriage. Hudson tugged my panties down to my thighs and pulled harder on my hair, yanking my head back the way I had learned to crave. I whimpered cravenly as he slid himself inside of me.

“Oh fuck,” I exhaled.

“Don’t you want to come live with me, Anna? We can have this everyday.”

“No,” I managed to moan out between Hudson’s slow, steady strokes. “I won’t leave Chris. You’ll just throw me away when you’re done. Get one of your other whores.”

Hudson fucked me harder. “I understand your concern,” he grunted. Hudson pulled me nearly upright by my hair, bringing his mouth to my ear. “Leave your husband. I know what you want. He can’t give it to you.”

“No,” I grunted back, resisting his offer, but not his girth inside of me. Hudson reached his hand around and fingered my clit. “Oh fuck,” I cried, bucking my hips back against him doing my best to fuck his dick while he fingered me.

Hudson grabbed my hand and pushed it to my pussy as he pushed my head back to his desktop with his other hand. He then grabbed my hips and thrust his cock in me as deep and hard as he could. I felt the sting of his hand as he spanked me.

“Yes!” I tried to muffle my scream.

“My office is soundproof. You can let go.” Thwap!

“Yes! Fuck me!” I screamed.

Hudson grabbed my ponytail again and pointed my head toward his computer screen.

“Look at him, Anna! He can’t make you feel like this!”

All I could do was grunt as Hudson fucked me. He wasn’t wrong. Chris could never fuck me as good as Hudson was fucking me in that moment.

“Your pussy is already mine. I want the rest of you. Leave your husband, Anna.”

I shook my head the best I could with Hudson still gripping me by my hair.  Suddenly, he stopped his relentless pumping. With one slow, deep stroke he grunted, “Five.”  Then another, “Million.” And another, “Dollars.”

Before I could comprehend the weight of what Hudson had just said I felt his sting again. Thwap!

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled. Hudson started fucking me relentlessly again, spanking my ass as I begged him for more. “Please! Fuck me! I’m gonna come!” I bucked back against his cock. Hudson dug his fingernails into my ass as I came. When he sensed my orgasm resolving, he smacked my ass again, giving me one last quick peak before I settled. Chris never in his life could even come close to making me come that hard. Masterful.

Hudson continued fucking me slowly, massaging more pleasure from me. “What do you say, Anna?”

I did the only thing I could do. I answered him honestly. “Yes.”

“Excellent,” Hudson grinned as he stepped back.

He took my hand and stood me back up from the desk, my skirt falling back to the floor. I’m sure I was a little disheveled, but confident that with a quick touchup, Chris would have no idea that Hudson had just fucked the daylights out of his wife. Hudson smiled in a way I had not seen before. He seemed genuinely happy. He looked deep in my eyes and cradled my face, kissing me gently on the lips. I smiled back, equally surprised by my own contentment with my decision.

Before I could bask in the moment, Hudson gently but firmly pushed me down to my knees in front of him.  I had been so caught up in the magnitude of what just happened that I didn’t realize Hudson hadn’t come yet. I looked up at him and gave him a wicked grin as I took his cock in my mouth. Five million dollars will make you suck a dick like you’ve never sucked one before. “Good girl,” he praised. That only made me want to please him more. I licked his cock clean of my juices before sucking and stroking him until he filled my mouth with his salty load.  I managed to swallow it all except for just a little bit that dripped down to my blouse.

While putting myself together, I started thinking out loud. “What do I do now? How does this even work? Do I just march out there and dump my husband?” The reality of my decision was starting to sink in. I didn’t regret it, but I felt bad for Chris. I also realized very quickly just how much a means to an end Chris had been. It was obvious to me then that so much of my attachment to him was tied up in what kind of life he could provide for me. Now that I didn’t need him for that, I was a little appalled with myself at how little I was concerned about leaving our marriage.

“I’ll leave that up to you.  You can take a few days if you want to figure it out.  I suggest being as quick as you can about it. Hector will be in contact with you regarding the financial details. He’ll also help you with moving if you need.”

It sounded all very business-like.  Just what every girl dreams of. Hudson stepped closer and put his arms around my waist. “You won’t regret it, Anna. I can give you a life like you never dreamed.”

I nodded my head, still disoriented. I had expected Hudson to make a move, maybe even hoped he would. I just didn’t expect anything like that. Or my reaction to it.  I wandered out into the bullpen to see Chris before I left.  I had a hard time looking at him.  He noticed I had “spilled something” on my blouse. Poor bastard. He had no idea what was about to happen.  It took a few days for it to settle in with me, too. I decided the thing to do was have all my stuff moved out while Chris was at work on a Friday.  When he got home, I told him I was leaving.  I didn’t tell him anything about Hudson.  I just told him that I loved him but I needed more.  I reassured him that he hadn’t done anything wrong, that he was a good guy, and that he would someday find the perfect woman for him.  All of it was true, in some sense. We both cried.  I kissed him and walked out the door, leaving him broken-hearted and lost. 

It took a few months to finally settle into my new life with Hudson.  I quickly learned how much he worked. He slowed down a little on the weekends, but not by much. He still took me to dinner, concerts, the theater and so on, but my role was largely to be on call to meet his sexual needs.  And he was a machine. It was routine for me to be summoned to fuck him at the office. I always took a back entrance to avoid being seen my Chris. As far as I knew, he still had no idea I was with Hudson.  Sometimes Hudson and I would meet for lunch, and I would suck his cock in the car on his way back to work. I don’t know exactly how he did it, but I started craving his praise more and more. “Good girl” became my favorite phrase. 

Eventually, Christmas rolled around.  I couldn’t help but think of Chris.  This would be our first Christmas apart.  Even though Chris and I had been separated for several months, we weren’t technically even divorced yet.  The courts were backed up and we were waiting on a date to finalize it.  I asked for nothing. I could do that much at least.

Christmas also meant the annual office Christmas party. Girlfriends, wives, and children were all invited and expected to attend.  There was a Santa Claus and gifts for the children. Hudson was generous with food and drink. I knew Chris would be there. I also knew I had no choice but to attend.

Hudson made it a point to be the last to arrive at the party.  When I walked in with him, all eyes turned to us.  Chris’ jaw dropped and he looked like he had been gut punched. To his credit, he didn’t leave.  He did his duty and stuck around for most of the party.  We both did an impressive job of avoiding each other.  I must have excused myself and gone to the bathroom half a dozen times. Anyone paying attention would have probably thought I had a drug problem. 

Finally, the night came to a merciful close.  As Hector was driving us out of the parking lot, Hudson spotted Chris.  His car hood was up, and he was poking around the engine.  Chris was good at most things, but he knew next to nothing about cars. Hudson directed Hector to pull alongside Chris.

Hudson rolled his window down. “Car trouble?”

You could see the humiliation in Chris’ eyes.  “Yeah,” he replied, looking like he wished he could somehow shrink down until he was invisible.

“Come on, get in. We’ll give you a ride,” Hudson ordered and pushed open the door.

“That’s okay. I’ll be fine.”

“I insist.  Get in.” It was clear from Hudson’s tone that he was pulling rank.  Chris relented and climbed inside, sitting opposite me and Hudson.

I managed a small smile for Chris. In my head I was chanting, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” This was my worst nightmare.  I had gotten to know Hudson well enough to be pretty sure that this was no accident.

Hudson opened with some small talk. “Did you enjoy the party?”

Chris was obviously as uncomfortable as I was. “It was very nice. Thank you.”

The tension in the air was palpable.  Hudson seemed to revel in it.  “You know, Chris, I appreciate the work you’ve done for me.  We had a hiccup or two along the way, but by and large, you’ve done a good job.”

“Thank you, Hudson. I appreciate that,” Chris responded dutifully.

Hudson fingered a button on the console and raised the partition between us and Hector. He put his mouth to my ear and whispered, “Suck my cock.” I looked back at him in shock. I couldn’t understand the cruelty of making Chris watch me go down on him.  Hudson leaned back in. “Trust me. He needs this.” I shook my head. Again, he leaned in. “Five…Million…Dollars.” For legal reasons, we had agreed to hold off on putting any money in my account until after my divorce was finalized. I had been living the high life on Hudson’s dime for several months, but I had yet to see a dime of the five million dollars.

Hudson didn’t wait for a reply. He just started unbuttoning his pants. He took his cock out. It was already hard. He held the base in his hand and looked at me. “It’s okay,” he said. I couldn’t help but glance at Chris. He just looked at me dumbfounded, mouth agape.  I looked back at Hudson. I knew there was no refusing him.  I adjusted myself on the seat and lowered my head to his lap. I peeked at Chris as I took Hudson in my mouth. I saw the look of utter disbelief in his eyes before I focused my attention to Hudson’s cock.  I set my mind with a singleness of purpose to make Hudson come as quickly as I possibly could.  I think my eager mouth was a surprise to Hudson. “Oh, fuck,” he grunted involuntarily when I nibbled his tip. 

“I know this seems cruel, Chris. But I’m doing you the biggest favor anyone has ever done for you.” Hudson slid his hand down my ass and pulled up my skirt. He continued his monologue while he played with my pussy.  “I am about to take away everything you thought you wanted. But I’m also going to give you something you need. The thing you lack.  The thing that you need more than all of the things I’m taking away from you.” Hudson slid two fingers inside of me and went to work on my g-spot.  I couldn’t help but moan on his cock.  “It’s kill or be killed in our world, Chris.  You have to take what you want or have it taken from you. Look at your wife, Chris. She’s a remarkable woman. I decided I wanted her.  So I took her.” 

I looked at Chris.  He was staring at me, watching me with Hudson’s cock in my mouth, saliva and precum on my chin and my cheeks.  His hand was in his lap, trying to cover the bulge in his pants.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” Hudson assessed. “No one’s stopping you, but you.”

I didn’t dare look up, but I could feel Chris staring at me.  I wanted him to fuck me.  Not because I wanted to get fucked by him, but because I wanted him to have the balls to do it.  Like I was rooting for the underdog. I started making a show of sucking Hudson’s cock.  I licked it slowly from base to tip, circling the tip with my tongue, stroking it as I rubbed it across my face. I worshiped Hudson’s cock in front of my husband.

“What’s it gonna be, Chris?” Hudson challenged.

Chris moved behind me and eased my panties down. Then I felt the familiar feeling of him parting my lips with his tip before easing himself inside of me.

“There you go,” Hudson encouraged. “Now Anna, why don’t you tell Chris how he got his promotion?”

I knew what Hudson was up to. I knew how to play along. And like Hudson, I knew it would be best for Chris in the end. I craned my head back to make sure Chris could hear me and also make sure that he could see Hudson’s cock in my face as I spoke. “I fucked him. I fucked him to get your promotion. I fucked him so we could get the house.” Chris dug his fingers into my hips and slammed his cock into me.

“There you go,” Hudson encouraged.

“Yes!” I whimpered.

“Tell him how you saved his job, Anna,” Hudson prompted.

“He came over while you were at work. He fucked me again. He fucked me in our bed, Chris. He fucked me so good.” I started bucking back against Chris’ thrusts.

“I think she needs to be punished, don’t you Chris?” Hudson smacked my ass hard. Thwap!

“Ugh,” I whinnied.  I looked back at Chris with the most wanton fuck me eyes I could muster.

“Go ahead,” Hudson urged. “She wants you to punish her.”

Chris slapped my ass. It wasn’t that hard, but I felt it and exhaled loudly. It felt so good. It felt cathartic.  Hudson was right.  I needed Chris to punish me.  Chris needed it, too. “Harder,” I begged.

Thwap! I welcomed the sting of Chris’ hand.  “Yes!” I cried.

Hudson pushed my head back onto his dick. He held up his phone in front of Chris’ face. “I took this in your bedroom Chris.” It was the picture he had taken of me naked on my knees, covered in spit and come.  “Did she ever look like that for you?”

Thwap! “Fucking bitch!” Chris sounded like he was on the verge of crying.

I wanted more. I needed more to assuage my guilt. I reached my hands back and pulled my cheeks apart, gaping my ass, inviting him to take it.

“Do it!” I panted. Chris spanked me again before pushing his cock into my ass. “Oooo,” I cooed as he slid himself deeper. I reached between my legs and found my clit and tried to relax into having my ass fucked. Once I found my equilibrium, I went back to work on Hudson’s cock.

Hudson wasn’t done instigating. “Do you remember that day she came to the office, Chris? I fucked her then, too. Tell him why, Anna.”

“I wanted to. I missed his cock. He fucks me so good.” Chris slapped my ass again, hard. Thwap! My stomach muscles clenched and my face strained red as I came; Hudson’s cock in my mouth, Chris’ dick in my ass, and my finger pressed to my nub. If Chris had fucked me like that before, I might have never left him.  “Oh fuck,” I panted, regaining my senses.

Hudson continued his lesson, his voice rising in a crescendo. “You can’t just let life happen to you, Chris. You have decide what you want and take it. Then, you have to keep it. You can’t be complacent, Chris! You can’t be satisfied!”

“I can’t believe you fucked him!” Chris groaned, giving me his best.

Hudson held my hair back, making sure Chris could see me sucking him. “There you go, bud. Let it out.”

“I gave you everything!” Chris yelled. Thwap.

“Yes!” I yelped.

“And you just threw me out like garbage!” Thwap!

“I’m sorry,” I cried, Hudson’s cock muffling my speech. I took my mouth off his cock. “Do it! Fuck me harder!”

Chris became entranced, fixated on Hudson’s shaft in my mouth.  Then he did something I don’t think any of us expected. He pulled out of me and sat back across from me and Hudson. Stroking his cock, he stared down Hudson. Suddenly, he seemed in charge. “Fuck her,” he demanded.

“Attaboy,” Hudson smiled wickedly. He pulled me up by my hair and bent me over in front of him. With my hands resting on Chris’ knees, Hudson guided me down onto his cock. 

“Is this what you want, Chris?” I panted. “You want to watch him fuck me?”

“Yeah. I want to see just how much of a whore you are.” With that, Chris grabbed the back of my head and pushed me down to his cock. He kept pushing until I gagged on his cock. In all our years together, he had never made me gag. Chris pulled my hair and fucked my mouth as Hudson fucked me to another orgasm with Chris telling me to fuck Hudson harder. Between begin fucked, spanked, and gagged to hell and back on top of coming so hard again, I went limp onto the floor of the limousine. My ass was red and stinging from my punishment. My top was ripped down and my tits were hanging out. My face was glistening and wet with precum and saliva.

Hudson and Chris stared at me and jerked their cocks until Chris spoke up. “Finish him off,” he said coldly.

I climbed back up on the seat and laid down in Hudson’s lap. I jerked and licked and sucked Hudson’s cock, never breaking eye contact with Chris.

“Was he the only one?” Chris asked.

I shook my head and circled the head of Hudson’s cock with my tongue. “Do you remember Alejandro and Rosa?” Chris shook his head, confused. “Hudson flew them in. Alejandro’s even bigger in person, Chris. I could barely fit his cock in my mouth. He fucked me so good.” Chris let out a moan. “Then Hudson joined us. They both fucked me. At the same time. The four of us fucked all night. I even went down on Rosa. You should have seen us. It was so fucking hot.”

The memory must have gotten to Hudson because I could feel him getting ready to come. “He’s gonna come, Chris. Watch me make him come.” I steadily stroked Hudson’s length while I flicked my tongue on his glans. As he started shooting his load, I aimed it directly at my face, making the biggest mess I could. I rubbed his spent cock all along my cheeks and mouth before licking him clean. Then I kneeled between Chris’ legs, looking up at him as he stroked himself. “This is the last time you get to have me,” I said. “What do you want to do?”

Chris grabbed me by the hair and pushed my head down to his cock. Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth and made me gag until he came. I let his load flow out of my mouth, adding to the mess, doing my best to look as slutty as possible for him.

“Take a picture,” I heard Hudson say.

Chris reached for his phone. I looked at him, sitting on my knees on the floor of the limousine, covered in both his and Hudson’s come. He snapped the photo. Everything went quiet. Chris took a moment to get his suit back together. Just as he finished, Hector opened the door from the outside. We had apparently been in my old driveway for quite a while by that point. Chris started climbing out.

I broke the silence. “Chris,” I said with as much kindness and sorrow as I could muster. “I’m sorry.”

He looked back at me, still a mess, and gave reluctant nod. I could tell by the look on his face that he was completely done with me. And I was proud of him for that.

“Chris,” Hudson interjected. “You no longer work for me. On Monday, you’ll find a very generous severance in your bank account. Quit fucking around. Be a man and go do something with it. Things don’t just happen on their own.”

Hector handed Chris what looked like some kind of automobile part, before closing the door.

Hudson handed me a handkerchief from his coat pocket. “You’re a mess, darlin’.”

That was the last time I saw Chris. A week later, I flew to my high school reunion in a private jet.


Tutoring the Neighbor - Part 1




My husband waited until our son graduated high school and left for college to accept a promotion at work that required us to move.  Rather than becoming “empty nesters” at forty-years-old we chose a fresh start and called ourselves “just plain nesters.”  It took some time to find a house and do everything else associated with moving, so we spent one more holiday season in our old house before prepping for our move after the new year.  

I’d been a high school English teacher for the last ten years, but since we were moving in the middle of the school year, we decided that I should work to get our new home set up rather than bother trying to find a job until the next school year. Sean was expecting to put in lots of extra hours at work until he got up to speed with his new responsibilities.  Within a few weeks of our move, I met several of our new neighbors.  Most I met while out on my daily walks.  The couple next door, however, came over to introduce themselves.  The Wilsons were a very attractive black couple around the same age as Sean and me.   They even had a son just a year older than ours.  Unlike our son, however, he opted to stay home to attend college.  Mrs. Wilson, Keeley, invited Sean and I to come to dinner once we felt settled in.  I gratefully accepted their invitation.

A few weeks later, Sean and I joined the Wilsons in their home for dinner.  The food was amazing.  Keeley and Robert were wonderful hosts.  Their son, Jesse, didn’t get home until we were all sipping wine in the living room after dinner.  He apologized for being late, explaining that he was struggling in one of his classes and lost track of time studying at the library. 

“What class?” Keeley asked.

“English,” Jesse replied.  “Shakespeare is not my friend.”

“My specialty!” I interjected.

“Jesse, Mrs. Everett is an English teacher,” Keely explained.

“Please.  Call me Amanda,” I insisted.  “Maybe I could help you?  I’m not working right now.  I have tons of time on my hands.”

Jesse looked relieved.  “That would be amazing,” he sighed gratefully.

I gave Jesse my number and told him to text me later in the week to set up a time.  We finished our evening with the Wilsons and headed home.  I was grateful to have made some friends.  Our old neighborhood was a little on the snobby side.  I was also grateful that I was hopefully going to have a little project helping Jesse with the finer points of seventeenth century English literature.  I was starting to get bored trying to keep busy around the house.

The following weekend, Keeley was gracious enough to take me on a tour of the best clothing stores in town.  We had a blast shopping and I felt like we were really becoming friends.  I was disappointed that she worked full-time so that couldn’t spend more time with her.  I would likely be working in the Fall anyway, though, so I knew that until then I would just have to find other ways to fill my time.  Before parting ways, I casually reminded Keeley that I hadn’t heard from Jesse yet.  She told me she’d try to “light a fire under that boy.”

A few days later, the weather was particularly warm for early Spring.  I was so grateful.  I grew up in the Southwest as a sunworshipper and after nearly twenty years in a colder climate, I was grateful to see more of the sun again.   I decided to take advantage of the weather and get an early start on my tan.  I was also eager to try out some of the new bikinis I bought on my shopping jaunt with Keeley.  Even though I was officially in my forties now, I was no longer shy about displaying my body like I was in the years after my son was born.  Once he started driving, I found I had some extra time on my hands.  I used it to get myself back in shape.  After almost four years of dedicated work, I was proud of how good I looked.  I was still bigger than I was in my twenties, but I had a flat belly and everything else was firm and round in all the right places.  Men had started looking at me again instead of through me.  Even the younger men looked me over.  It felt good. I took to wearing more form fitting clothes that showed off my curves and my cleavage. 

I wished that Sean had taken a similar interest in exercise.  He looked every bit our age.  His hair was graying, and his once sexy abs were long a memory.  On the rare occasion we did have sex, Sean had trouble keeping it up without pharmaceutical assistance and sounded like he’d just run a mile when were finished.  It seemed like as my sex drive increased, his went in the opposite direction.  Sean was the only man I had ever been with and even though lots of attractive men had hit on me over the years, I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else - even in his current state.  Aside from our lackadaisical sex life, we were great as a couple and had a wonderful life together. I was hoping that once I got a good tan and Sean was able to get a good look at me in some of my new swimsuits, he’d get a little more interested in his hot wife and maybe pay me some more attention. 

After checking myself out in the mirror for a bit, I grabbed a drink, the tanning oil, and a towel before heading to the back yard.  One of the reasons we bought our house was because it had a large patio/garden area in the back yard that saw a lot of sun.  I adjusted my sunlounger to line up with the sun’s angle and got busy relaxing in its warmth.  After thirty minutes or so, a beep on my phone interrupted my playlist.  It was Jesse.

Can you still help me with my English class?  If I fail, I won’t be able to play football.

Of course. My schedule is pretty open.  When do you want to get together?

How about now?

I’m sunbathing right now.  45 minutes?

k.  Should I come over there?

Sure. Just come in the front door when you get here.  No need to knock. 

k

I gave myself another twenty minutes in the sun before going inside to take a quick shower.  I was still naked and toweling off when I heard Jesse’s voice. He was early.

“Hello?” he called.

“I’ll be out in just a minute,” I called back.  I put on my after-sun lotion and dressed quickly in a pair of cotton shorts and a V-neck.  I sauntered out to the main room, my skin still glistening from the lotion. Jesse did that thing men do when they check you out and then immediately try to hide the fact that they just checked you out.  Even though it was maybe a little inappropriate, I loved it. 

“Hi Mrs. Everett,” he smiled.

“Call me Amanda,” I insisted.  “Are you ready to get started?”

I fixed us some snacks before getting to work on Shakespeare.  I could tell that Jesse was an intelligent young man, he was just having trouble finding his way through the language.  While we sat in the living room going back and forth discussing the text, I started realizing just how good-looking Jesse was.  He had a handsome face and was much more muscular than I was able to see under his jacket the night we met.  And even though he was only wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, he was put together meticulously – not a wrinkle on him.  “This kid has his act together,” I thought to myself.  I married young and missed the youthful party years that most girls have in their twenties.  If I had a chance to do it all over again, I could have easily seen myself going for someone like Jesse. I had always been secretly attracted to black men.

With a little help, Jesse was starting catch on to the ins and outs of Shakespeare. “Oh! So, when he says he’s ‘too much in the sun’ he means that he’s pissed off about how his mom’s been acting!”

“Exactly!” I praised.

“Hey, even moms gotta get some, you know?” he joked.

“Jesse!” I scolded playfully and slapped his arm.  “But…yeah.”  I said joked back.  “So what are you guys working on next in class?”

“The Taming of the Shrew,” Jesse answered.

We agreed to meet again the following week. I offered to come to him this time.  Over the next few days, I found myself thinking more about Jesse than I probably should have.  Part of me was wishing I was young and single.  I would be lying if I said I didn’t have any regrets about getting married and starting a family so young.  I wondered if I should see a therapist like I had during a bout of postpartum depression.  I decided I was just bored and that my mindset would improve once I got back to work in the Fall. 

A few days prior to my tutoring appointment with Jesse, I was laying out in the back yard again when something occurred to me.  I realized that despite our privacy fence, you could easily see directly into our back yard from the upstairs of at least two of our neighbors’ houses including the Wilson’s.  As I was on my stomach, I opened the selfie camera on my phone and angled it to see if there was any activity visible in the windows from the Wilson’s house.  After a few minutes, I noticed some movement from one of the rooms.  I knew it had to be Jesse.  No one else would have been home at that hour.  It was difficult to tell, but I thought I could make out a figure standing at the edge of the window. Was Jesse watching me while I was tanning?  Was he watching me that first day he texted me? I quickly hatched a plan.  I texted Jesse.

How’s Taming coming?

I watched the window intently from my camera.  Sure enough, the figure moved across the window and deeper in the room.

It’s hard.  I’m gonna need some help.

Keep at it.  I’ll show you the finer strokes in a few days.

k

The figure then returned to the side of the window.  He WAS watching me!  After the initial shock, I was surprised at just how much I was thoroughly enjoying that fact that a hot nineteen-year-old was spying on me.  Against my better judgment, I decided to have a little fun with it.  I turned over onto my back and made a show of putting on more oil.  I started with my legs.  When I reached my bikini bottoms, I pretended to look around to see if anyone was looking before I cinched them narrower, exposing my shaved mound and barely covering anything else.  I moved the oil across my flat stomach and upon reaching my top I again cinched the material, first one side and then the other, exposing most of my breasts. My nipples, though covered, were poking through the material of my top and were growing harder by the second.  I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting showing off my body. I started imagining Jesse stroking his cock watching me.  I fought the urge to look to the window.  I focused on continuing the show of massaging the oil along my body before laying back and letting him gaze at my almost completely nude body. 

After about ten minutes of my pussy throbbing at the thought of Jesse watching me, I couldn’t stand it any longer.  I gathered my things and marched into the house.  I went straight to the shower and buried my hand between my legs.  Using a combination of my fingers and the shower head, I brought myself to climax imagining Jesse was standing outside the shower watching me masturbate.  After drying off, I used aloe vera lotion to recreate the scene of covering myself in oil for Jesse.  This time, I imagined being totally naked for him.  I masturbated again.  I desperately wanted to be fucked.  My plan was to seduce my husband when he got home.  Instead, I got yet another text from him saying he was working late. 

The next day, I decided to give a repeat performance in my back yard.  I waited for Jesse’s car to be in the driveway before going out.  I resisted the urge to text him again.  I was just going to have to trust that he would be watching.  This time, as I was on my stomach, I untied my bikini top.  The bottoms on this particular swimsuit didn’t have ties.  Reaching both hands down, I lifted my ass from the lounger just enough to push the bottoms down my thighs.  To finish removing them, I had to turn to my side a bit, exposing my breasts briefly as I did.  I spread a little extra oil across my naked backside and between my thighs, grazing my pussy in the process.  I was wet.  It was a challenge not to start pleasuring myself right there in the back yard.  For all intents and purposes, I was now completely naked, lying on my stomach, in full view of Jesse’s window.  My phone beeped.  It was Keeley.  My heart dropped.  Did she know? Was she home?

Hey! Do you want to go shopping again and maybe catch a movie? I can’t this weekend, but how about next weekend?

I exhaled deeply with relief.  My hands were shaking. 

Definitely! 

How’s it going with Jesse?

Good.  He’s a smart young man.

He says he’s doing better in his class.  He really seems to like you.

Good.  I like him, too.

Gotta get back to work.  See you next weekend!

I knew it was absolutely terrible, but texting with Keeley somehow made the thought of Jesse watching me even hotter.  I very nearly turned over to fully expose myself, but something in me made me opt to put my bikini back on.  I did, however, give another peek of my tits as I pulled up my bottoms.  Once all my bits were covered again, I turned over and repeated the previous day’s show.  I lingered near my pussy when spreading the oil, desperately wanting to touch myself.  Sean was either going to have to fuck me soon or I was going to have to, for the first time in my life, get a dildo. 

When our scheduled day arrived and it was time to go to Jesse’s house for his tutoring session, I was dripping wet.  I masturbated before leaving, like they say men do sometimes before dates.  It helped a little, but it still left me wanting.  “Maybe you do need to see a shrink, Amanda,” I whispered to myself. I reminded myself that I was a married woman and twice the age of the young man I found myself constantly fantasizing about.  I texted Jesse before walking out the door.

Headed your way.

Just come on in.  I’m upstairs.  First door on the left.

I was nervous as I climbed the stairs. “Hello?” I knocked on his bedroom door.

“Come on in,” Jesse voice greeted.  “Listen, I just got back from the gym.  Would you mind if I took a real quick shower first?” 

“Can I join you?” the voice in my head asked.  “Sure.  No problem,” my actual voice replied.

Jesse gathered some things before starting across the hall to the shower.

I saw Jesse’s phone resting on his nightstand.  “Hey Jesse, can I borrow your phone to call my husband?  I left my phone at my house.” It was true that I left my phone at home.  However, I had no need to call my husband. 

“Sure.”  He hurried back into his room and unlocked his phone before handing it to me.  Just as I hoped, he headed back across the hall leaving me alone with his unlocked phone.  I thought about just pretending to call my husband, but I decided to actually call my husband and put him on speaker to make sure it was believable.  Plus, it felt naughtier, given that I was about to snoop on Jesse’s phone while talking to my husband.

“Hi honey, it’s me.”

“Hey, babe.  What’s up?” My husband answered.

“What time are you coming home tonight?”   I started scrolling through Jesse’s phone. 

Sean sounded apologetic. “It’s gonna be late again. There’s just so much to do.  Are you mad?”

“No, that’s fine.  I’m just trying to figure out what to do with myself.”  I opened Jesse’s image gallery.  The first pictures to come up were of me baring nearly all, taken from his window. I scrolled some more.  He had multiple pictures of me, not just from the past two days, but from even before that from times when I was randomly in the back yard.  My husband’s voice seemed to taper off into the distance as I scrolled.  And then I saw it; a picture of a beautiful black cock.  It was thick and long with a large vein running along the top of the shaft. I was instantly wet again. 

“Okay,” I said into the phone. “Listen, I gotta run.  I’ll see you when you get home.”  Sean and I hung up.  I continued scrolling, looking at selfies of Jesse in various states of undress.  His body was amazing.  His abs put my husband’s to shame even on his best day.  Jesse was an impressive young man, indeed.  Realizing I probably didn’t have much time left, I cleared the screen and put Jesse’s phone down.  I wandered over to the window and looked out on my back yard. 

Just a moment later, Jesse came back.  “Hey listen, I didn’t get a chance to finish the reading.  I’m really sorry.” 

“Well, how far did you get?” I asked.

“Only about halfway,” he replied.

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. “Tell you what. Why don’t you come over to my house.  I want to get some sun.  You can hang out with me on the patio and ask me any questions you have while you finish reading. How does that sound?”

“Sounds great,” he smiled.

When we got to my house, I situated a chair next to my sunlounger and told Jesse to get started while I changed clothes.  I went inside, befuddled by the fact that I was about to willfully and shamelessly show off as much of my body as I could for a nineteen-year-old college football player while my husband was at work.  There was no question that I was blatantly seeking some attention.  To that end, I chose one of the skimpier bikinis I had not worn yet.  Both the top and bottom tied with strings.  The material was thin, allowing my hard nipples to make themselves known.  “What are you doing?” I scolded myself as I walked out the door.

“I’m back,” I announced.

“Damn,” Jesse exclaimed.

“Not bad for an old lady, huh?” I bragged.  I wasn’t going to be shy.  I already knew he liked looking at me. 

“Shut up,” Jesse scoffed.  “You’re not old.”

I got situated in the lounger and started oiling up.  Jesse continued reading, but I could see him look up to catch a peek at me from time to time.  When I was good and shiny, I laid back facing him, giving him a full and perfect view of my bikini-clad body.  I put my sunglasses on so that I could watch him without him knowing.  And more importantly, what I really wanted was to watch him watching me. 

“Just let me know if you have any questions, okay sweetie?”  For the next several minutes, I laid there and watched Jesse sneak longer and longer peaks at me.  I soaked up the attention as much as I did the sun.  After a while, Jesse said he was hot and asked if it would be okay for him to take his shirt off. 

“Sure,” I replied.

Jesse stood up and lifted his shirt over his head.  As he did, I noticed a bulge in his gym shorts.  I knew that he must have become at least semi-erect looking at me.  I tried not to stare at his chiseled body, but I think Jesse caught me looking before he sat back down.  A few minutes later, I turned over on my stomach and rested on my elbows.

Looking back at Jesse over my shoulder I asked him, “Would it be weird to ask you to do my back?”  I wanted to tease him so badly. 

“No, no problem.”  Jess put his book down and knelt beside the lounger.  He put an ample amount of oil in his hand and rubbed them together before beginning to spread the oil along my back.

“Oh, hold on,” I interrupted.  I reached behind my back and pulled the strings from my top loose.  “There.”

Jesse continued rubbing oil into my back.

“Your hands are so strong,” I almost moaned.

“Am I hurting you?” Jesse asked.

“No. It feels good.  Keep going.  If all else fails, you could become a masseur.”

Jesse kept massaging oil into my back, working his way lower and lower.  When he reached my lower back, just above my ass, I moaned.  “Oh, that’s it. Right there.” 

“Yeah?  Does your back hurt?” he asked.

“Sometimes.  I walk so much that sometimes my back, my glutes, and my hamstrings give me trouble.”  I wasn’t lying.  They did bother me sometimes, but not enough to justify what I was about to have Jesse do.  “You can go lower and work on my legs if you don’t feel too weird about it.”

Jesse didn’t reply, but he resumed rubbing my lower back.  Before long, he worked his way lower, just under the waistline of my bikini.  Although I didn’t resist, he didn’t linger long under my suit.  He moved his hands from my back to my hips and the sides of my bottom. “That feels good,” I encouraged.  Jesse continued moving further down until he reached my legs.  He rubbed each hamstring in turn.  I sighed my approval.  I was in heaven.  Then with one hand on each leg, Jesse moved northward, reaching the lower part of my ass. 

“Hmm,” I hummed. “My glutes are pretty sore.”

Jesse shifted himself to put his knees between my legs on the lounger so that he was directly behind me.  He squeezed more oil into his palms and returned his hands to my lower back, rubbing his thumbs under my suit again. 

“Hmm, here,” I whispered as I reached down and pushed my bikini down a bit, exposing the top of my ass.  It also had the effect of loosening the suit around my body, making the rest of my bottom easily accessible under the suit.  Jesse began massaging more and more of my glutes.  Eventually, he began running his hands from my thighs upwards under my suit and across my cheeks, enveloping them in his large hands, squeezing and massaging as he went.  My breathing deepened.  I wondered if my suit was still obscuring Jesse’s view or if he was able to see my dripping wet pussy. 

“Ooo, that feels so good,” I whispered over my shoulder. Jesse became even bolder, rubbing deeper into my thighs, nearly grazing my folds.  I instinctively raised my ass just slightly, inviting his touch.  “What are you doing, Amanda? This is so wrong.  You’re married, for fuck’s sake!” I thought to myself. Jesse squeezed my ass and spread my cheeks as he massaged me, his touch becoming even bolder.  My breathing quickened and became undeniably sexual. As his hands reached between my thighs again, I lifted my ass some more and pushed back against him, his thumbs only a millimeter from my lips.  It was everything I could do not to reach down and start rubbing my clitoris. 

Then there was a pause just before I felt the strings on my bikini bottoms give way.  I felt Jesse’s cock rub across my folds for a brief second and before I knew what was happening, I felt his shaft inside me.  I gasped and came almost instantly.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, a mixture of pleasure and surprise.

Jesse fucked me steadily through my orgasm. I moaned and grunted.  And I fucked him back.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing.  In a sudden moment of clarity, I realized that it was possible for the neighbors to see us.

Reaching back and pushing against Jesse’s abs to stop him I demanded, “Take me inside.” 

He pulled his shorts up and I wrapped the towel around me as we marched inside.  In those few moments, I was able to gather some sense.  I knew I had already gone way too far, but I could stop it from going any further. Once in the door, Jesse came at me.  I put my hand forward, blocking him like a running back would. 

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I panted.  “I’m married.  I’m friends with your mother for God’s sake!”

“You can’t leave me hanging like this, Amanda” he gestured to the massive tent in his shorts.  “Please?” 

I looked at his gorgeous body and huge cock straining against his shorts.  “Fine.”

I dropped to my knees in front if him and yanked his shorts down.  I grabbed his cock in one hand and guided it into my mouth.  It was awkward at first.  Sean’s cock, the only one I’d ever sucked, was considerably smaller.  Jesse didn’t seem to mind my awkwardness, though.

“God, this is so fucking wrong,” I cursed as I licked along his shaft. My plan was to suck him off as fast as possible and send him on his way.  But something about sucking his cock was making me unmercifully horny.   I gave Sean blowjobs every now and then as a kindness, but they weren’t exactly my favorite thing and I they never really turned me on.  But something about sucking Jesse’s big, black cock was thrilling. 

“You’re fucking beautiful,” he moaned as I sucked him.  I was ashamed of myself for how much I loved hearing that from him.  I moaned onto his cock in turn. 

Jesse pulled me up from my knees and guided me to the couch.  He spread my legs and began devouring my pussy.  I rested my feet on his back and held his head with my hands, helping guide him.  I came hard from his tongue, but the two fingers he had inside of me only made me want his cock again.  Still holding his head in my hands, I lifted his gaze to mine.  “Fuck me.”

Jesse climbed up between my legs and positioned me on the couch beneath him.  I spread my legs as far as I could. His cock was so much bigger than Sean’s. Jesse kissed me and pinned my knees back. I gently bit his lip as he entered me again.  We kissed passionately as he fucked me.  I wrapped my legs around him and tried to pull him deeper, feeling his girth against my walls, his muscular ass in my hands.  Jesse moved his mouth to my breast, sucking and nibbling on my nipple while massaging my other breast with his hand.  I came on his dick again, whimpering into his neck as I did.  I could feel Jesse getting closer to orgasm.  “Not inside me,” I whispered into his ear. Jesse pulled his cock out and towered over me.  I leaned up on my elbows and gently squeezed his balls as he stroked his cock until I was practically covered in his come.  Jesse laid back down on top of me, both of us catching our breath. 

The realization of what I had done started setting in.  I don’t know exactly what I had planned, but it wasn’t this.  “You’d better go.  I don’t know when Sean is coming home.”  We both knew that was a lie, but Jesse was smart enough to go with it. 

Jesse could see the look of shock at what just happened on my face. “It’s okay, Amanda,” he encouraged as he put his shorts back on.  “I’ll text you later.” With a sweet boyish smile, he was out the door.  I nodded my head, still bewildered.  Jesse walked to the back yard and gathered the rest of his things before returning home.  After cleaning myself up, I opened a bottle of wine and tried to wrap my head around what had just happened.  I was passed out by the time Sean got home.  Over the next few days, I acclimated to the fact that I had broken my wedding vows.  I also struggled to get Jesse out of my mind.  Despite how wrong it was on so many levels, I had never been more attracted to anyone in my life and his touch had been even better than I had imagined. 

After nearly a week had passed and our regular tutoring appointment was approaching, my phone beeped.  It was Jesse.

You ok?

Yes, thank you.  I feel terrible about what happened.  I’m sorry.

I’m not.

We shouldn’t have done what we did.  It’s so wrong.

Who cares?  You want it. I want it.  No one will ever know.

Please understand.  We can’t. 

Don’t you want to?  It seemed like you liked it.

It was amazing!!!  But it doesn’t matter what I want.

Of course it matters what you want. And if it was so amazing, why can’t we do it again?

I’m MARRIED.  Plus, I’m going shopping with your MOTHER this weekend.

Tell me you don’t want to and I’ll leave you alone.

It’s not that I don’t want to.  It’s that I can’t!

I liked the way you bit my lip that time.

Jesse, that’s not fair.

Tell me.  What was your favorite part?

No.

Come on, please? 

I liked the way you took me in the back yard, from behind.

Did you cum?

Yes.

How many times?

I don’t know.  MULTIPLE.  It was really good.

Jesse’s next response was a picture of his cock with his smiling face in the background.

No fair!

All is fair in love and war, Amanda.

Haha. 

You have a picture of me.  Can I have one of you?

No.  What if someone sees it? 

They won’t. 

My face can’t be in it.
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I stripped naked and laid on my bed.  I snapped a selfie looking down at my body highlighting my breasts and with a hint of my mound further in the distance.  I sent it to Jesse.

You are so beautiful.

Thank you. So are you.

Jesse video called me.  I took a breath and answered. 

“I can’t stop thinking about you.”  Jesse lowered his phone to expose himself masturbating.  I exhaled. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

I watched him stroke his cock. My mouth watered. I reflexively licked my lips and swallowed.  “Sweetie, it’s wrong. I’m married and old enough to be your mother.”

Marcus moved his face back into frame.  “Tell me what you want me to do.  I’ll do anything you want.” 

I paused.  I hadn’t realized it, but I had been gently rubbing my mound.  “Stroke it for me.”

Jesse repositioned his phone and continued masturbating for me.

“You have such a nice cock,” I cooed. 

“Show me,” he demanded.  I moved my phone so he could see my body with my hand between my legs. “I want to fuck you so bad,” he whispered.

I knew at this point that resisting further was futile. “You’d better hurry before I change my mind.”

The call promptly ended.  I put my phone down and used both hands to play with myself.  I positioned myself so that Jesse would see me with my legs spread open and waiting for him as he walked through the bedroom door.  I realized that I was resting my head on my husband’s pillow.  For some awful and terrible reason, it made me even hotter to think about fucking Jesse in my marital bed with my head on my husband’s pillow.  Before long, I heard the front door open and footsteps marching toward the bedrooms.  Jesse hadn’t been in this part of the house before, but it didn’t take long for him to find me.  My fingers were deep inside when he walked through the door.  “Fuck me,” I panted.  Jesse dropped his shorts and practically leapt into the bed.  I grabbed his cock and guided it inside of me.

“Oh god!” I cried.

Jesse started pumping furiously inside of me. 

“Yes!  Fuck me, baby!”  I was nearing orgasm, but I wanted control.  I pushed him over and mounted him.  Taking his entire length inside of me, I rubbed my clitoris against him as I rocked steadily back and forth on his cock.  I pressed my hands into Jesse’s perfect stomach as I pleasured myself with his body.  I caught our reflection in the mirror.  We looked as sexy as any video I had ever seen.  I kept watching myself fuck Jesse in the mirror until I came.  I collapsed onto Jesse’s chest with him still inside of me.  He began thrusting in and out of me.

“Fuck,” I moaned as he took my nipple in his mouth.  His hands grasped my ass and pulled my cheeks apart as he had when he massaged me in the back yard. 

“I’m gonna come,” he moaned. 

I quickly ambled myself down, bringing my head between his legs.  I locked my lips around the tip of Jesse’s cock as he stroked himself.  I started bobbing my head up and down on his dick, taking as much of it as I could in my mouth.  He moved his hands to my head.  I grabbed the base of his cock and stroked it with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.  This was all Jesse could bare.  I swallowed as much come as I could, leaving the rest to spill out down my chin.  Even his come tasted good to me.

“This is so fucking wrong,” I said, cleaning his cock.  My tone had changed, though.  It was almost giddy.  “So fucking wrong,” I smiled.  I sucked his glans, still hypersensitive from his orgasm.  Jesse quivered and forced my mouth off him.  I crawled up and kissed him.  “So wrong,” I smiled again.  Jesse smiled back. 

“I’m gonna fuck you every day,” he declared as I rested my head on his chest.

“Promise?” I smiled.  I looked down at his perfect torso and his glorious cock I held gently in my hand.  Something had changed inside of me.  The regret and guilt I had been feeling was gone. Excitement and wanton desire took their place.  “This is gonna be fun,” I thought to myself. 

“What about your husband?”

I pondered for a moment.  “He left me alone too long.” 

Jesse grunted his understanding.

“And it appears I’ve developed a taste for young black men.”  I ran my hands across his chest and abdomen, taking in his youthful beauty.

Jesse gave a cocky smile.  I snuggled with him a few more minutes.  Then I went down on him to get his cock back up and fucked him again before sending him on his way.  I needed time to get myself cleaned up and the sheets in the washing machine before Sean got home.  I was strangely calm about the whole thing, even after Jesse left and I was alone with my thoughts.  I suspected, though, that would change once Sean got home and reality set in.  When he finally did get home, I gave him a sweet kiss before setting dinner out.  I felt a tingle between my legs.  Looking at Sean across the dinner table and  knowing that less than two hours ago another man was inside of me in our marital bed didn’t fill me with regret, though.  It didn’t make me sad.  It didn’t make me afraid of ruining my marriage.  It made me wet.  I wanted more.  And it wasn’t just that I wanted to fuck Jesse again.  I wanted to cheat again. 


Tutoring the Neighbor - Part II




Jesse was true to his word when he said he was going to fuck me every day.  Holy shit.  I had never been so sexually satiated in my whole life.  I reveled in it.  And I reveled in the cheating.  It was so strange.  I wasn’t angry at my husband.  I still loved him dearly.  I didn’t want a divorce.  I still enjoyed being with him.  But I absolutely fucking loved cheating on him.  I mean, it didn’t hurt that I was screwing a nineteen-year-old black stud.  But Jesse’s physical attributes aside, I got off on the excitement of sneaking around and having this big secret from the world.  I felt like a superhero with a secret identity.  Except instead of fighting crime, I was fucking my brains out. I had discovered a gloriously sinister side to myself I had never known was there.

The weekend after Jesse and I started our affair, I was shopping with his mother.  I was constantly thinking terribly naughty thoughts in my head while externally carrying on a normal conversation with Keeley.

“Oh, I love this top,” I would say.  “I bet your son would love to tear it off of me,” I would think.

“These panties are maybe a little TOO sexy for my taste,” I would demur.  “Maybe I’ll come back later and get them so I can leave them on while your son fucks me,” I would think. 

I really liked Keeley and enjoyed being around her.  My husband, too, for that matter. But I was absolutely giddy about being around them knowing what I was doing in secret.  I almost enjoyed it as much as the actual sex with Jesse. I felt like what I imagined criminals or adrenaline junkies must feel like, chasing that thrill.  That’s why when Jesse mentioned that some other members of the football team might like to be “tutored”, I didn’t recoil.

“Have you told them about us?” I asked.

“Not that we’re fucking,” he replied.  “I showed them your picture and bragged about how hot my tutor is. They totally agreed.”

“Oh really?” I teased. “Naughty boy.”

Jesse retorted, “In my defense, I also told them about how much my grade has improved.  Some of them legit need help in school.”

“Which ones?” I asked.

Jesse took out his phone and scrolled through pictures, showing me photos of his teammates.  I noticed there were photos of girls as well.  I didn’t get jealous, though.  I was married for goodness sake.  I certainly wasn’t expecting Jesse not to be with other people.  I was getting turned on looking at the pictures of my potential “students.” 

“You wouldn’t get jealous?” I asked, running my finger along his chest. “Sharing me with your teammates?”

“I didn’t say you had to fuck them,” he replied.

“What if I did?” I challenged.  “Would that make you mad?”

Without warning, Jesse flipped over on top of me and pulled me by my legs closer to him.  His speed and strength to manhandle me was intoxicating.  My husband would have thrown his back out attempting that maneuver.  “Not as long as I still get mine,” Jesse ruled.

We had only been fucking for a few weeks, but he had already learned how to please me quite well.  He was confident.  And now, he was staking his claim.

“Just remember whose pussy this is,” he demanded.

I stared back at him as he rubbed his shaft along my clit, my pussy getting wetter.  “Oh really?” I challenged. Jesse put himself inside of me.  There was such a contrast between the feeling of my husband’s cock and Jesse’s. “Really,” he replied confidently. 

Jesse expertly brought me to the precipice of orgasm and pulled back.  “Whose pussy is this?” he paused, demanding an answer before letting me come.

“Yours,” I relented.

“Say it,” he demanded, still withholding his shaft.

“Jesse,” I replied, breathing heavily.  “This is Jesse’s pussy. Fuck your girl, Jesse.” 

Jesse started giving me his full length again, bringing me back to the edge.  “Damn right.  You’re my bitch. I don’t care if you fuck those other guys, but you leave your sloppy seconds for those punks and your husband.”  Jesse’s words got louder as fucked me harder.  “Take that dick!” he shouted.

“Fuck!” I yelled back, getting off on his newfound dominance and the thought of being such a whore for those other boys.  “Fuck me!”

Jesse pounded me until I came.   Soon after, he pulled his cock out and sprayed my body with his come.  I massaged it into my skin.

“So should I pass along your number to my boys?” Jesse asked.

I reached out my hand. “Let me see your phone again.”  Jesse handed me his phone and I scrolled through the photos of his teammates again.   “What about him?” I asked, pointing at a particularly tall, well built young man.  “Does he need some help in school?” 

“That’s Darius.  I’m sure he could use whatever help you’re willing to give him,” Jesse smirked.

A few days later, I answered a call from a number I didn’t recognize.  “Mrs. Everett?” the voice asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“My name is Darius.  I’m a friend of Jesse’s.”

“Oh, hi Darius.  Jesse said you might be calling.  He said you could use some help in school.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Darius and I arranged to meet later in the week.  I texted Jesse.

Darius is coming over on Thursday.  Does he know?

Nope.

Good.  Let’s keep it that way for now.
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I was so excited for Thursday to arrive.  Sean was actually home at dinner time Wednesday night and I shared the news.

“I picked up another student to tutor.  He’s going to come tomorrow. I’m hoping to have a few more eventually as well.”  My word choice was intentional.

“Oh, that’s good.  You’re becoming quite popular. I’m sure they don’t mind being tutored by such a gorgeous woman.”  If only Sean knew.

“Aw, you’re sweet,” I smiled.  My pussy was getting wet, knowing how unaware Sean was. 

We’d been married for twenty years, so I could easily tell by the way he was acting that he was hoping to get a little action.  While we were cleaning up dinner, Sean started flirting.  Rather than letting him take me to the bedroom, I led him to the couch.  I wanted to fuck him where I planned to play with Darius the next day. 

I put Sean on the couch and started slowly removing my clothes for him.  I stripped down to just my bra and panties, letting him take in my body.  I could see that his cock was already hard in his pants.  “He must have taken a pill,” I thought. I got on all fours and crawled between Sean’s legs, reaching for his belt.  I freed his cock and swiftly took him in my mouth.  Little did Sean know; in less than twenty-four hours I would hopefully be sucking another cock in that exact same spot. 

“What’s gotten into you?” Sean grinned, looking down at me slobbering on his dick.

“A big black cock,” I thought to myself.  “Nothing,” I said.  “I’ve just missed you.”  With that I stood up and turned around, bending over and making a show of removing my panties.

“Fuck!” Sean gasped. “I wish you missed me more often.”

I turned around and made another show of removing my bra before mounting my husband. I grabbed his shaft and guided it into my pussy. Between thinking about Darius and the thrill of having such naughty secrets, I was already soaking wet. Sean took notice of that fact.  “Wow, you must have really missed me,” he bragged, thinking he had something to do with it.  Knowing that he was wrong only made it hotter for me.

The talking ended as I lowered myself onto his cock.  I closed my eyes and imagined Darius.  I had only seen the one photo, but I masturbated myself with Sean’s cock while I fantasized about what his body would look like.  I could hear my husband moaning with pleasure, but to me it was just background noise.  Even though Sean’s cock didn’t compare with Jesse’s, I was so horny thinking about the next day that I came quickly.  I could tell Sean was close, too.  I ambled off of his cock and got back on all fours.  I took his cock back in my mouth, tasting my juices; something I couldn’t recall if I had ever done with Sean in all our years together.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Sean moaned.  I nodded my head in affirmation, still locked onto his cock, sucking the tip and stroking the base intently.

“In your mouth?” Sean sounded astonished.  You could count on one hand the number of times I had let Sean come in my mouth. I nodded my head again without breaking the rhythm of my mouth and hands. 

Sean’s entire body clenched as he unloaded.  I swallowed every drop, noticing the subtle difference in taste from Jesse.  I was surprised how much I liked it now, considering I had always avoided it before.  I licked Sean’s cock and sucked the tip, making sure I was thorough. 

“Oh my God,” he exhaled.  “What has gotten into you?” 

I smiled, leaned up, and gave Sean a peck on the lips.  I didn’t say a word. Then I sauntered away to the shower, leaving Sean to gather his senses. 

The next day, I was so horny I had to force myself not to masturbate before Darius arrived.  The doorbell finally rang.  I counted to ten before answering, not wanting to seem too keen. When I opened the door, I was caught off guard at the sight of not just Darius, but Jesse as well. 

“Hi boys,” I smiled. “I didn’t know you were going to come, too, Jesse.”

“You know it,” he grinned back. “And I’m gonna keep coming.”

I settled the boys on the couch and we got to work on the lesson.  I couldn’t get over how big Darius was.  He almost looked like a grownup sitting in a child’s seat. For his part, Jesse mostly just eyed me up and down, knowing what would soon happen.  I was wearing a pale-yellow sundress, with little flowers dotting the material.  It had about a six-inch elastic cinch around the waist, making the dress flare and accentuate my hips.  The top was fairly low cut with spaghetti straps going over my shoulders.  The skirt only reached down mid-thigh and showed off my tan legs.  What the boys didn’t know yet was that I wasn’t wearing any underwear. 

After nearly an hour of studying, Darius excused himself to go to the bathroom.  “Damn. You look fine today, Amanda.”

“Thank you, Baby.”  I walked to the couch and kneeled between Jesse’s legs. 

Jesse was surprised. “Oh, it’s on huh?” 

I responded by freeing his cock and getting in hard with my mouth.  By the time Darius walked back into the living room, my head was bobbing up and down on Jesse’s glistening hard cock. 

“Damn!” he exclaimed.

I looked over at Darius, Jesse’s cock in my face.  “Have a seat, Darius,” I motioned.  “You did well today.  Are you ready for your reward?”

He nodded and sat down where my husband had been the night before. “Yes, ma’am.”

I crawled to him on all fours, positioning myself between his legs.  I rested my elbows on his knees.  Darius grabbed the waistline of his pants and pushed them down, freeing what was easily the biggest cock I have ever seen. 

“Whoa!” I whispered. “You are a big boy, indeed.”  I grasped it in my hand, not even coming close to wrapping around its entire girth.  The pictures of Jesse’s teammates ran through my mind and for a moment, I questioned choosing Darius.  My anticipation of fucking him turned to, quite frankly, intimidation.  I wasn’t sure I would be able to handle cock that size and even if I could, it looked like it would hurt.  It was still incredibly hot, though.  I decided just to see where the moment took me. 

As I started stroking Darius with both hands and staring at his erection in awe, Jesse undressed himself and scooted underneath me on the floor.  I felt his warm breath on my thighs just before he began slowly kissing his way upward.

“Oh, Baby!” I moaned when he reached my folds, parting them with his tongue.  I took a hand from Darius’ cock and lifted my skirt so I could get a look.  “Ooooo,” I cooed as Jesse started flicking my clit with his tongue. 

I pulled Darius’ hard-on closer, close enough to spit on in.  Mixing it with his precum, I stroked Darius with one hand while I rested my head on his thigh.  I couldn’t do any more than that at the time.  My pussy had been aching all morning and now Jesse was giving me what I needed.  Darius didn’t seem to mind. 

“He’s gonna make me come, Darius,” I moaned.  Darius grabbed me by my hair and leaned down to kiss me.  I moaned into his mouth as I came on Jesse’s.  Darius released my hair, I collapsed momentarily back into his thigh, letting go of his cock as I recovered.  Jesse moved out from under me and got on his knees behind me.  He put the tip of his cock at my entrance, rubbing it up and down my slit.

I looked up at Darius, my face just below his sack.  His giant cock was resting on his stomach.  “He’s gonna fuck me, Darius,” I announced.  Jesse filled me in one stroke.  I grunted and lurched forward, my face bumping into Darius’ balls. I reached up with one hand and grabbed Darius’ cock by the base.  With the other, I took his hand and placed in on the back on my head.  He took the cue, gripping me forcefully by the hair and guiding my mouth to the head of his cock.  I could barely fit it in my mouth.  I did my best, but largely relied on stroking and licking.  I couldn’t suck much more than an inch or so past the head.  Darius watched eagerly, moaning his approval. 

Jesse fucked me hard, expressing his dominance.  I think he wanted Darius to know that even though he wasn’t as big as him, he had me first and I was his.  I had never been with two men at the same time, but I managed for the most part.  As Jesse neared us to orgasm, I had to give up on sucking Darius.  I just held on to Darius’ cock best I could, resting my face on it as Jesse pounded me relentlessly.  I felt so sexy, being claimed by this young man fucking me furiously while I held on to the biggest cock I’d ever seen.  

“Whose pussy is this?” he panted, nearing completion. 

“Yours, Baby,” I submitted.  “Don’t stop!”

“I’m gonna do whatever I want to this pussy!” he barked.

I was so turned on.  I wanted to submit to him.  “Do it!” I cried. We both knew what I meant.  With a few more hard, deliberate strokes Jesse exploded inside of me, filling my pussy with his load.  I could feel the warmth inside of me. “Fuck yes,” I groaned, coming again. 

We stayed still for a few moments, catching our breath.  I reached down between my legs and gathered some of our juices on my ring and middle fingers.  I intentionally used my left hand, the one with my wedding ring.  I couldn’t help but bring them to my mouth for a taste.  Formally a prude about such things, I had grown to enjoy the taste of Jesse’s semen.  I had also grown accustomed to tasting myself on his cock.  But this was the first time tasting the two of us together.

Darius just watched, stroking his length, wondering what was going to happen next. He pointed his cock forward, inviting me to suck it again.  I braced myself with my hands on his thighs.  I took the tip of his cock in my mouth and bobbed up and down on as much of it as I could while Darius’ stroked the base of his cock and massaged his balls.  After a few moments like this, I straightened up and stood on my knees between his legs.  I lifted my sundress over my head and tossed it aside.

I made my way up to the couch.  I crouched on one knee and the opposite foot, hovering over Darius’ pole.  I carefully lowered myself until the tip of his cock began parting my folds.  I paused, gathering my courage to start taking his length.  Then, my foot slipped and my body dropped with a jerk.  In a split second, I had most of Darius’ cock inside of me.  My entire body clenched in reaction to his girth.  It was almost like the experience of having dry heaves.  It didn’t hurt exactly, but it was intense.  I caught be breath and made an effort to relax into the experience.  I began slowly sliding up and down his monster.  “Oh, fuck,” I sighed, exasperated.

“You can do it,” Darius encouraged.  He held me firmly by my ass, supporting me but allowing me to set the pace.

I held onto his muscular shoulders to balance myself.  “I don’t think I can take it all, Darius.”

“We’ll see,” he smiled. 

I gradually rode him faster and faster, growing accustomed to his size.  I managed to accommodate some more of his length, but still not taking him balls deep.  Once I reached a depth that pushed my limit as far as I wanted to go, I found my pace.  I was soon well on my way to an intense orgasm.  I looked over to Jesse, sitting next to us on the couch.  He was hard again and stroking himself.  “He’s gonna make me come, Jesse,” I whimpered. Jesse licked his lips and squeezed his cock. 

My orgasm started building. “Ooooooooohhhhh,” I bellowed as my body clenched again, as it had when Darius first entered me.  I was almost crying as I came, stretched further than I ever had been before.  “Fuck!”  Unable to take any more, I rolled off of Darius and fell into Jesse’s lap as I was still coming. 

I felt Darius’ huge hands grab me by my hips.  He lifted me up like a ragdoll and propped me on all fours sideways on the couch with my head in Jesse’s lap.  I knew what was coming next.  “Oh God,” I managed to utter before Darius’ thrust himself inside of me.  He was kind enough to not go any further than he had before, but he fucked me hard.  Jesse grabbed the back of my head and pushed me onto his cock.  I wasn’t able to do much more than moan onto it as Darius’ fucked me. 

I had to take Jesse out of my mouth as Darius started working his cock even deeper.  “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I chanted.  The feeling was overwhelming. “Holy shit!”  I squeezed Darius’ cock almost brutally hard. 

“That’s right Mrs. Everett,” Darius boomed.  “You can do it.  You want it all now?”

“Fuck,” I grunted.  At this point, it was a challenge.  My Everest. “Do it!”

With a slow, steady stroke, I felt the rest of Darius’ cock slide into me.  I clenched again, my face straining and turning red and purple, my breathing paused before finally grunting a long exhale.  Darius started giving me slow full strokes, pulling his cock almost all of the way out before steadily pushing himself all the way back in.  I couldn’t think anymore.  I couldn’t process what was happening.  I just rode the sensations like surfer rides a wave.  I started moaning over and over as Darius had his way with me.  Jesse had given up on me by that point and was stroking his cock next to my face.  Darius fucked me harder and faster, testing my limits.  We had long ago passed what I thought were my limits.  I was deep in uncharted territory.  Just when I thought he couldn’t possibly fuck me any harder, I felt Darius’ grip me by my shoulders.  My head instinctively raised and my back arched in response to his grasp.  I felt a massive orgasm building as he took me.  “Fuck yes! I’m gonna come!” I screamed.  My legs started shaking and my muscles contracted.  I came hard on Darius’ cock, until I felt my legs start to go numb.  Completely spent, I had a difficult time supporting myself.  Darius kept one hand on my shoulder but brought the other back to my hip to help stabilize me while he continued fucking me relentlessly.  Finally, he started grunting as though he was about to come.  Darius’ didn’t ask if he could come inside me.  I think he just assumed he could since Jesse had.  He did just that, his strokes slowing and becoming more deliberate as he filled me.  His load was massive and started spilling out of me almost immediately.  When he was done he pulled his cock out and used it to slap me on the ass.

“Goddamn!” Jesse exclaimed.  “You okay, Amanda?”

I just nodded my head, still in his lap, as I started getting my senses back. 

“I told you that you could do it,” Darius praised.  He shook my ass cheek affectionately with his hand. “You just have to believe in yourself,” joked.

Still nonverbal, I smiled and chuckled a bit under my breath. 

“Let me see that,” Jesse told Darius. “I wanna watch that back.”

I had been completely oblivious to the fact that Darius and Jesse had taken turns recording me with Darius’ phone while he fucked me.  I could hear my moans as Jesse played back the video.

I was livid at first. “What the fuck! You guys were recording me?”

“Why are you so mad?  We can delete it.  No big deal,” Jesse countered, not taking his eyes from the screen.

I heard my moans grow louder and become more curious than angry.  I remembered how hot it was watching Jesse fuck me in my bedroom mirror.  “Lemme see,” I demanded.  My legs seemed to be working again and I moved to sit between my two black studs.  Jesse held the phone in front of me so that all three of us could watch.  “Oh my God, look at that.”  I couldn’t believe how big Darius’ cock looked slamming in and out of me.  The video was focused on my ass, but in the background you could see my face.  My eyes were closed, and my head was resting in Jesse’s lap while he masturbated.  I was moaning unconsciously as Darius fucked me.  I couldn’t help but admire my curves and my tan skin.  It was one of the hottest things I had ever seen.  I looked primal and submissive.  “Goddamn that’s hot!  If I do say so myself,” I bragged.

Jesse reached over and took my hand, placing it on his still-hard cock.  In all the fuss, I didn’t realize that he hadn’t come again yet.  I stroked his cock almost absentmindedly while we all continued watching the video.  At one point, I had to shoo Jesse’s hand away from my pussy.  Darius’ had fucked me out of commission for the day. 

When the video ended, Jesse still hadn’t come so I finished him off with my mouth feeling his now familiar and welcome taste in my mouth.  Before he left, I told Darius that he should come on Friday the following week.  I knew I would probably be needing a few days to recover.  Jesse stuck around after Darius left. 

“So how was that?” he grinned devilishly.

I looked him dead in the eye and with a resolute tone told him, “I want more.”

And that’s how it went.  I filled my weekdays with Jesse’s friends from the football team, one for each day.  Jesse almost always accompanied his pals, but usually not showing up until the tutoring session was over and always being the first to take me.  It was rare that I got fucked by just one of my students.  On the occasion Jesse couldn’t make it for one reason or another, it felt strange to have sex with just one other person in the room.  Yup, that’s how much of a slut I was becoming. My sweet, kind, gentle, loving husband had absolutely no clue.

And I was loving every minute of it. 


Tutoring the Neighbor - part III




The end of the Spring semester was rapidly approaching.  I had done such a good job tutoring Jesse and a half-dozen of his teammates during the offseason that the athletic department decided to honor me during their annual banquet.  When I told my husband, he was so proud of me.  He was a huge football fan. My pleasure in his reaction was amplified exponentially by the fact that I had been secretly doing way more than tutoring those young men. I still didn’t understand why being so deceitful to Sean made me so hot and giddy. 

Sean was, of course, planning on attending as my plus one. I was a little concerned about him meeting all of my “students.”  Even though I got off on sneaking around behind his back, I still didn’t want to ruin my marriage.  I loved my husband.  Dearly. We had raised a child together and been through all the ups and downs that life brings.  I had been telling myself that once this semester ended, I would stop “tutoring” and get a job at the high school in the Fall as planned.  This was just a little adventure, and its time was coming to a close. 

The Friday night of the banquet arrived.  I decided on a simple black dress.  It showed just the tiniest bit of cleavage and was just above knee length.  I was a good girl and wore underwear.  Upon arriving in the banquet hall, we immediately bumped into Darius.  I introduced him to Sean.  Darius towered over us as he and Sean shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. I still hadn’t got quite used to how tall he was. My mouth started watering and I felt a tingle between my legs as I thought about all the times Darius had fucked me with his huge cock.  He was by far the biggest stallion in my stable.  It was a challenge dealing with his size at first but once I got used to it, when I was in the right mood only Darius would do.  I was getting very horny very quickly and I realized it was going to be a long night.  At least I would make Sean a very happy man when we got home.

Sean and I sat with Jesse’s parents, Keeley and Robert.  I had gotten to know Keeley quite well.  We went to lunch and shopped together a few times a month.  I really enjoyed her company.  I have to admit that I was kind of proud of myself for having a black friend.  That’s not why I liked her, but I hadn’t been close with that many black people before.  Of course, the fact that I was fucking a small harem of young black men trumped my relationship with Keeley as far as all that goes. 

The evening went about as expected.  Sean had the fish.  I had the rubber chicken.  The athletic director gave a little speech.  Several awards were given out to players and coaches from various teams.  The football coach, who I had never met before that night, gave a very brief speech thanking me for helping his players with their academics and called me up to the stage to accept a “Certificate of Appreciation”.  As I shook the coach’s hand and smiled for the obligatory picture, my boys clapped loudly and whistled.  “Mrs. Everett!” one of them yelled.  I couldn’t tell who.  I had heard them all yell before, but they were never yelling “Mrs. Everett.” I heard a wolf whistle from the back of the room.  It drew dirty looks and laughter in equal measure from the audience.  I blushed and quickly returned to my seat, grateful to be done.  As I sat down, Sean joked quietly in my hear, “Sounds like somebody likes you.” 

The banquet ended shortly thereafter.  I hugged Keeley and Robert goodbye.  Jesse told them that he was going to a friend’s house and wouldn’t be home until late.  As the Wilsons were leaving, my other boys started gathering to congratulate me.  I could feel myself getting horny again, surrounded by all of them.  I had never been around all of them at the same time, and especially not in the presence of my husband. 

“Listen,” Jesse said. “We’re having a little party at Darius’ place.  You guys should come by.”

“Oh, that’s sweet.  But Sean and I should really get home.”  I really wanted to go, but I was with Sean.

“Come on,” Darius countered. “It’ll be fun.  I promise.  When’s the last time you guys partied?”

Sean was surprisingly up for it and added to the boys’ urging.  “Yeah, Amanda,” he teased. “Don’t be so lame.  Let’s go.” 

“Alright,” I agreed.  “Maybe for just a little bit.”  I was torn.  I wanted to go but I knew Sean would be there so it would be pure torture.  “Water, water, everywhere, nor any drop to drink,” I thought to myself. 

Sean and I followed Jesse to Darius’ house that he shared with some of the other players.  When we walked in, I was surprised to see half a dozen that I hadn’t met before.  I recognized some of them from their pictures.  I didn’t really have any reason to think that my boys were going to be the only ones there, I had just assumed.  The drinks were already flowing, so it was definitely a case of the more the merrier.  I did notice, however, a decided absence of other females that I thought was curious. 

Darius brought Sean and I drinks and quickly made a toast.  “To Amanda,” he spoke loudly over the music that was playing.  “Thank you for getting most of us through Spring semester.” Everyone raised their glasses and took a drink. 

Sean, a huge football fan, quickly assimilated in the crowd.  After about thirty minutes of being plied with mixed drinks and shots, Sean and I were both pretty buzzed.  Jesse pulled me to the center of the room to dance with him.  I obliged.  I noticed that Sean looked over but he didn’t seem to mind at all and turned his attention back to whatever he was embroiled in.  After Jesse, I danced with Will and then A.J.  I was getting hornier by the minute.  As I danced with each one, I thought about our sexual exploits together.  They all remained respectful in front of my husband, though, at most placing an occasional hand on my hips. 

After A.J.’s turn, Darius approached me.  “Hey Amanda, come here,” he motioned for me to follow him.  “I got something to show you.” 

I started following Darius, thinking it had to be innocent enough.  I didn’t imagine he would be brazen enough to try anything with my husband right there.  I looked into the living room as I followed Darius up the stairs.  Sean looked at me quizzically for a brief second, but quickly turned back again to his conversation. 

Darius led me into his bedroom.  It was very neat and organized with a large bed in the corner.  A few feet from the foot of the bed was a table with a big screen tv resting on it.  Darius ushered me to the foot of the bed.

“Darius,” I stopped him. “We can’t.” 

Darius ignored me and reached for the remote control. He turned the TV on and started fiddling with his phone. 

“Don’t get mad, okay. We made you something.”  My curiosity was piqued. Jesse pushed a button on his phone.  It became immediately clear that the guys had made a compilation video of our time together.  They had all at one point or another taken to making videos of our “study sessions.”  I had given up protesting after a while.  It’s just something their generation seems to do.  I made them all promise, however, under penalty of abstinence that they delete the videos.  They had obviously ignored me. 

“Darius!  Ya’ll were supposed to delete those!”  I was angry, mostly because I worried about the videos making their way to the Internet, to someone I knew, or worst of all, my husband. 

“I know.  I know,” he started to explain.  “But you know, we only get one day a week with you.  And we wanted some, you know, inspiration for the rest of the days in the week. We love you.”  He smiled sheepishly.  I was actually a little touched that they thought about me when I wasn’t around.  I just assumed I was a MILF they were fucking on the side. It turns out I was maybe more than that to them.  

I couldn’t help but continue watching the video.  The montage segued to a clip of Darius fucking me from behind.  “God, you have a big cock.  I can’t believe I let you fuck me with that thing,” I joked.

“And you didn’t think you could do it.” Darius leaned over and gently kissed my cheek with a smile. He was a sweet, gentle giant. 

The room got quiet as we watched the video.  The volume was turned low so as not to be heard downstairs.  I could hear both the music from the party continuing below and the moans of my pleasure coming from the television.  I crossed and uncrossed my legs, squeezing them together, trying to please myself without giving in to temptation.  Darius slid off the bed and positioned himself at my feet.

“No Darius,”  I refused.  “We can’t.  My husband is downstairs.”

“It’s okay,” he assured me as he gently put a hand on each of my knees.  “He’s taken care of.”

Darius started uncrossing my legs.  “What do you mean?  Is he okay?”

“He’s fine.”  Darius pulled my legs apart.  I didn’t resist.  I had been horny all night.  And now I was watching myself get fucked over and over and over on video.  I relented and helped Darius slide my panties off.

“This is it, though,” I said seriously.  I could rationalize to myself letting Darius get me off to ease my yearning before going home with Sean.  Darius smiled as his face disappeared below my skirt.  He wasted no time and went straight for the prize.  I exhaled with pleasure and relief at finally being touched.  I quickly lost myself in the sensation.  I was jerked from my trance, however, when the door opened just a few moments into Darius taking care of me.  It was Micah. 

“Are we good?” Darius asked, pulling his head out from under my dress. 

“Yeah,” Micah nodded.

Darius went back to eating my pussy.  Micah looked at me hungrily.  He sat on the bed next to me and squeezed my breast.  My head was leaned back, making my neck an easy target for Micah’s kisses. 

“You boys behave, now.”  I rubbed Micah’s muscular back as he fondled me.  “My husband is still downstairs.”  Neither of them replied. Soon I was lost again in the pleasure.  Darius had gone down on me before enough times to know what I like.  Adding Micah’s lips on my neck and his hands on my breasts was icing on the cake.  It was decadent. I was leaned back on one elbow.  With the opposite hand, I was feeling Micah’s back and ass.  Of all the players on my roster, Micah’s body was my favorite.  His caramel brown skin and perfect musculature were intoxicating to me.  And if I had to choose one cock for the rest of my life, it would be his.  It was perfect.  It was long, but not too long. It was thick, but not so thick that you needed a day or two off after getting fucked by it like I did with Darius.  As I thought about his cock, my hands started drifting from his back down to his thighs.  I couldn’t reach his cock the way I was sitting.

Micah read me like a book.  He raised up on his knees and removed his shirt.  My mouth watered at the sight.  I ran my fingers down his chest. I swear I could have literally eaten him he was so gorgeous.  He lowered himself, pushing me off my elbow and flat on my back.  He laid next to me, kissing me and fondling my body as Darius continued between my legs.  Both of my hands were free now to explore Micah’s body.  With my closest hand, I wasted no time and reached down into his pants.  He opened his jeans and let his cock free.  I pulled it toward me.  Micah took the cue and brought his cock to my mouth.  Sucking Micah brought me closer to orgasm.  I grabbed Darius’ head with my free hand and pushed him harder into my pussy.  I started grinding back against his rhythm.  I hummed onto Micah’s dick as Darius’ made me come.   My orgasm provided some relief, but I wanted more.  I wanted to get fucked. I needed to get fucked.

Looking down at Darius I ordered, “Go get Jesse.”  Darius got up and walked out the door, closing it behind him.  I pulled Micah to down to the bed and got on all fours between his legs, giving me a much better angle to go down on him.  My ass was pointed up, waiting. Darius soon returned, with Jessie in tow.  I straightened up, resting on my knees and pulled my dress over my head.  My bra was next.  I tossed the to the floor.  I looked at Jesse.  “You get me first, right?”  I bent back down, presenting my ass, and took Micah back in my mouth.  As an afterthought, I reminded them, “Just be quiet.  My husband is downstairs.”

Darius unbuttoned his pants and laid down on the bed, pushing Micah further to the other side.  “Make a hole, brother,” he demanded. My face was now at crotch level with both Micah and Darius, their cocks hard and awaiting my mouth.  It didn’t take Jesse long to rise to the occasion and I soon felt the familiar feeling him sliding inside of me.  I always thought of the first day all of this started with Jesse in the back yard every time he entered me.  “Ooohhhh. Fuck yes,” I sighed, finally getting a cock inside of me. 

I took turns sucking off Darius and Micah while Jesse pumped me from behind.  It didn’t take long for him to fill me with his come.  This had become Jesse’s modus operandi.  If he was there, he always got to fuck me first.  He wouldn’t waste any time getting himself off rather quickly, but he always came back for seconds after the other player had a turn with me. 

Now that Jesse had started me off, I was free to slide up Micah’s chest.  I took my time as I licked my way along his abs and chest until I met his lips with mine.  I slid his cock inside of me.  I generally tried not to show favorites among the boys, but if I’m being honest, Micah was the one I was most attracted to.  By far.  If I could take my husband and put him inside Micah’s body, he would be the perfect man.  I allowed myself to get lost in him for a moment, kissing him deeply pressing my body against his as he moved inside of me. Micah broke my spell when he held me firmly by my lower back and flipped us both over on the bed so that he was now on top of me.  He held me by my ankles and spread my legs wide, sitting on his knees and fucking me.  Darius put his cock back in my face.  It was nearly impossible to suck it at that angle, so I licked it and stroked it along my face while I took in Micah’s body as he fucked me.

Suddenly, there was another cock in my face from the other side.  It was A.J., not to be confused with R.J. who I had also been to the house for “tutoring.”  I hadn’t even heard him come into the room.  He was at a much better angle than Darius, so I gave him a turn in my mouth.  Darius, sweetheart that he was, turned his attention to gently squeezing and sucking my nipples.  I came again; Micah’s cock in my pussy, Darius on my tits, and A.J. in my mouth.  I had lost count of how many times I had been double-teamed in the previous few months, but this was my first time being taken by three men at the same time, not counting Jesse in that calculation. 

Micah announced that he was ready to come.  I knew he loved to come in my mouth, so I quickly made my way to his cock to finish him off.  I was on all fours sucking his cock when A.J. entered me from behind. I swallowed Micah’s load just as A.J. started pumping me.  Micah leaned down to kiss me.  “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered to him.  I ran my finger down his chest as he straightened back up before making his way off the bed.

I was now facing the tv again, getting doggystyled by A.J. while I watched myself on the television getting fucked by Will in the same position on my couch at home.  It was a surreal experience. Darius was making his way to the foot of the bed and Micah was pulling his pants up when the door opened.  It was my husband.  His jaw dropped when he saw me, getting fucked from behind by one young black man while another stood in front of me presenting his massive cock for me to suck. 

“Amanda!” he yelled and instinctively lurched forward arms outstretched.  Micah stepped to block Sean from coming further into the room.  Micah was easily twice as strong as Sean and held him steady with a hand on his chest.  Sean was obviously distraught.  His first assumption was apparently to think I had been coerced somehow into my current situation.  “Are you okay?”

I didn’t know until that exact moment how much I wanted to cuck my husband.  I knew I had been getting off on sneaking around behind his back, but somewhere deep in my psyche I had obviously been craving making my sweet gentle Sean watch as these young studs pleasured me in a way he would never be able to. 

Everyone froze at Sean’s exasperation.  The room fell silent except for the low volume of the tv emitting my previously recorded moans.  The sound drew Sean’s attention to the television on which I was sucking a big black cock. I didn’t even know whose. Just as Sean looked back at me in shock, A.J. buried his cock inside me.  The thrill of being caught and Sean watching combined with A.J.’s deep thrust inside of me made me come.  “Ooooooo’ I cooed, looking directly at my husband. I reached to grab Darius’ cock.  I licked it deliberately from the base to the tip, still looking Sean in the eye, my gaze not averting until I took Darius in my mouth.  I supported myself with both hands on the bed as Darius started face fucking me; as much as he could anyway.  His cock was just too damn big to fit very far into my mouth.  But there I was, being spit-roasted in front of my husband and making it obvious that I wanted it.  The other players must have heard the commotion with the door open and started filing in.  It wasn’t just the players on my roster.  The half dozen others that I hadn’t met until that night made their way upstairs, too.  The room was suddenly very crowded with ten football players plus my husband watching me with Darius and A.J. I felt sexier than I ever had before in my life.

I couldn’t take much more of Darius face fucking me.  I turned around and presented by pussy for him to fuck and started sucking A.J.  Darius started easing his cock inside.  No matter how many times he fucked me, it still took a minute to physically and mentally adjust.  I turned my head over my shoulder, to the side facing my husband.  I could see him standing behind two of the players, still watching, his eyes bulging.  “Oh fuck, Darius,” I moaned.

“Are you ready,” he asked.

I braced myself.  I knew what was coming next.  “Yes, Sweetie,” I nodded.  With one long, slow, deliberate push, Darius buried his cock balls deep inside of me.  We both liked it that way.  “Fuuucckkkk,” I sang loudly in pleasure, the side of my face pressing against A.J.’s crotch.  I adjusted to Darius’ girth fairly quickly.  We’d had lots of practice.  I then turned my mouth back to A.J. who had been stroking himself while waiting on me to recover my senses.  It didn’t take long before he was ready to come.  He grabbed me by the hair on the back of my head and pulled my mouth off his cock.  Knowing what he wanted, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.  A.J. jerked his cock until he covered my mouth and face with a huge load. 

Darius continued fucking me, ever so gradually building his pace.  I looked over at my husband, my face dripping with another man’s semen.  Sean’s expression had changed.  He didn’t look mad or shocked anymore. He was straining to see around the other men, trying to get a better look.  Several of the players had taken their cocks out and were jerking themselves off.  R.J. was already naked and stepped forward to take A.J.’s place on the bed in front of me.  Holding his cock, he used it to gather the come from my face.  When he spooned up all he could, he held his cock directly in front of me. 

I peered up at him with a slutty grin.  “Naughty boy,” I teased.  Hoping Sean had a good view, I made a show of licking R.J.’s cock clean before taking it in my mouth.  It was getting harder to focus on the dick in front of me as Darius started fucking me harder.  When a cock that big is fucking you that hard, it’s difficult to do anything else.  I felt Darius’ hands on my shoulders, and I knew he was getting close.  He fucked me deep and hard.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I screamed.  The sounds of my ass meeting his thrusts filled the room.  Thwap! Thwap! Thwap!  “I’m gonna come Darius!  I’m gonna come!” I screamed unintelligibly as I came.  Coming from a dick that big is a singular experience.  I knew I was going to remember Darius for the rest of my life. 

Darius didn’t break stride through my orgasm.  My body was shuddering, and maybe on the verge of convulsing when he finally came.  My arms collapsed and my torso fell to the bed as I felt the warmth from his load inside of me.  Darius took his cock out and slapped me on the ass with it.  He always did that.  I stayed frozen in that position for a moment.  R.J. slid down so that my head was between his legs. Momentarily fatigued though I was, I dutifully returned to sucking his cock. 

I felt another person enter me from behind.  I turned to look and see who it was.  It wasn’t one of the players from my roster.  I recognized his face from pictures, but I couldn’t remember his name.  And now this stranger was fucking me.  “Oooooo,” I moaned.  I knew that meant that I was going to be treating all the players at the party, not just the ones that I already knew. 

It didn’t take long for the new guy to come.  When he was finished with me, I mounted R.J. and started riding him.  He pulled my ass cheeks apart as I fucked him.  I knew he had a thing for my tits, so I leaned down and let him suck them while we fucked.  His hands pulled my cheeks apart more and more, his fingers moving closer to my asshole until he started lightly teasing it with his fingertips.  I was surprised at how good it felt. 

I felt something cool drip down the crack of my ass and a finger firmly press against my rosebud.  I looked back to see what was going on.  It was Jesse. With a wicked grin on his face, he was stroking his cock with one hand and teasing my asshole with the other. “I get you first. Remember?”

R.J. and Jesse eased their way into playing with my asshole.  “Just relax,” they instructed me.  Jesse started by teasing the outside before working one finger inside.  Over the course of several minutes, they trained my asshole open, slowly gaping me.  Finally, Jesse positioned himself behind me. R.J. was still inside me, but holding still as he held my cheeks apart for Jesse.  Just as I felt the tip of Jesse’s cock at my back door, I looked up and saw Sean watching from only a few feet away.  He was discretely but undeniably rubbing his cock through his khakis.  There was a wet spot where the tip of his dick was.  “He’s gonna fuck my ass, Sean,” I said with wantonness and trepidation in equal measure.  Sean’s lips pursed and he squeezed his dick.  He knew that I had never had a cock in my ass before. 

Jesse eased the first few inches inside of me.  “Oh fuck!” I grunted.  Jesse wasn’t as big as Darius, but he wasn’t small by any stretch of the imagination.  R.J. stayed still while Jesse eased is way into my ass.  Very gradually, he fucked me more and more.  Just as I was learning to navigate this new sensation, R.J. started fucking me again. The feeling was nearly overwhelming. 

I briefly opened my eyes and looked to the small crowd watching.  Several of the boys had their cell phones out, recording me.  Everyone was jerking off including Sean, who had his cock out now.  He looked at Jesse with a horny grimace. “Fuck her!” he grunted. 

“Yes!” I grunted back in agreement, looking Sean directly in the eyes.  “Fuck me!  Fuck my ass!”

Both R.J. and Jesse were fucking me hard now.  I held on for dear life and yelped as it went on until Jesse pulled his cock and jerked off onto my ass.  I fell onto R.J.’s chest briefly until he flipped me over and spread my legs just as Micah had earlier.  Only this time, R.J. slid is cock in my ass. While he was fucking me, one of the boys I didn’t know stepped forward and jerked off onto my face.  When he had spent his load, he pressed his cock against my mouth.  “Suck it,” he demanded.  I obliged, making his body jerk with pleasure.  R.J. reached his peak and shot his load across my stomach and tits.  One of the players from my roster, Will, took R.J.’s place between my legs.  “Hey Will,” I managed to smile before he started taking his turn on my ass.  He let go of one of my ankles and I braced my leg against the wall as he used that hand to flutter his hand across my pussy.  “Oh fuck,” I nodded rapidly in appreciation.  I learned quickly that it felt much better to have my clit rubbed while getting ass-fucked than getting ass-fucked alone.  Yet another player, new to me, made his way forward and shot his load on me.  This apparently inspired Will, who did the same not long after. 

No one else stepped forward immediately and a natural lull in the activity gave me the opportunity to catch my breath for a minute.  I held up my hand, still panting slowly.  “Give me just a minute,” I whispered.  Someone handed me a towel.  I looked down at my torso.  It glistened, reflecting the light of the television screen. “Jesus,” I uttered, a little stupefied by just how much come I had on me.  I did my best to wipe my face and body clean.  I looked around.  The crowd had thinned a bit, but there were still half a dozen naked football players stroking their cocks for me.  Sean was there, too, still stroking himself. As was Micah.  It was difficult trying not to stare at him too obviously.  I felt like a schoolgirl with a crush. 

Darius’ returned to the room, still naked, his giant flaccid cock swinging back and forth as he brought me a drink.  It was very unladylike, but I used it to gargle before swallowing.  The boys were generous in giving me some time to gather myself, but I could tell some of them were getting bored with the lack of action.  Just as I was getting ready to offer myself to the remaining players, one of them hurried toward the bed ready to come.  I met him at the edge of the bed just in time to finish him off with my mouth.  I took another sip of my drink, using it to clean my mouth again.  “Who’s next?” I challenged.

All five remaining, including Micah stepped forward, jutting their erections in my face. “Okay then,” I chuckled.  I sat on the bed as they took turns in my mouth.  Three of them came quickly, on my face, in my mouth, and down my throat.  I then turned all my attention to the fourth, intentionally leaving Micah for last. Sean was watching intently as I made show of sucking the stranger.  I could tell Sean was going to come soon.  I doubled my efforts, glaring at my husband as I finished the cock in my mouth, letting the come dribble out of my mouth.  I licked it clean as Sean came watching me, bracing himself on the nightstand as he quivered.  I used the towel to clean myself again and cleaned my mouth with the what was left of my drink. The room was empty now, except for Micah, Sean, and Myself.

“Amanda…” Sean started.

I cut him off.  “Shh,” I scorned. It wasn’t over just because he came, goddammit. 

I stood up for the first time in more than an hour.  My legs were like jelly.  I turned my attention to Micah.  I stepped to him and tip-toed up, putting my arms around his neck. “Hey, Baby,” I cooed.  Micah put his arms around my waist.  We kissed.  Gently, at first.  Then, more passionately as he pulled me closer.  I reached down between us and gently stroked his cock up and down.  He licked and sucked my nipples, squeezing my tits as he did.  I glanced to Sean before pulling Micah down to the bed with me, whispering “Come here, Baby.”

I spread my legs and watched as Micah guided himself inside me for the second time that evening.  “God, you’re so beautiful,” I uttered, marveling at his perfect form.  Wrapping my legs and arms around him, I pulled him closer.  “Go slow, Baby,” I pleaded.  I wanted to make love to Micah.  Doing so in front of my husband was just a bonus.  “I want to feel close to you.”

Micah obliged.  He held me close and kissed me sweetly as he fucked me slowly.  I heard Sean exhale deeply from only a few feet away as he stood over us, watching.  The man who had been relying on medication for recent memory was now hard without assistance and masturbating for the second time watching a twenty-year-old black man make love to his wife. 

“Oh God, yes, Baby,” I moaned so Sean could hear. “You feel so good inside of me.”  Micah moaned back. He made his way to my breasts with his mouth, sucking them tenderly.  “You’re so amazing,” I cooed. Micah rolled me over so I could ride him.  I straightened up on his cock, his hands on my hips.  I started grinding.   Sean was so close I could have reached out and touched him.  But I didn’t.  Instead, I taunted him.

Sean and I stared at each other.  “He fucks me so good, Sean.” Sean whimpered, still stroking himself.  I pressed my hands into Micah’s chiseled torso. “Just look at him.  He’s so gorgeous.  His cock feels so good inside of me.  It’s perfect.” I turned my gaze back to Micah.  “I love the way you fuck me, Baby. I love it so much.”  I lowered my body to kiss him.  “I love it,” I muttered between kisses.  Micah flipped me back over. “Yes! Take me!” I cried in response.  I wrapped myself around him again. My head was pushed into his chest. I sucked his nipple as he fucked me harder.  “Yes, Baby!  Make me come! Make me come!” 

Micah lowered his head and kissed me deeply as we fucked each other.  I cradled his face and stared into his brown eyes.  “Yes,” I whispered, nodding and nodding in affirmation.  “Yes.”

We came in unison, holding each other tightly.  I heard Sean’s moans mixed with ours as we climaxed.  Micah kissed me sweetly as we laid in repose.  For a moment, I forgot that Sean was there at all.  I looked up to see him still standing over the bed, his now flaccid cock spent.  Micah moved to slide off of me.  “No! Not yet,” I begged in a childish voice.  He smiled and begrudgingly settled back into my arms.  I ran my hands greedily along his body, not knowing when I would have the chance to again.  I whispered loudly into his ear as much for Sean’s benefit as anything, “Anytime you want me, I’m yours.  Anytime.”

That wouldn’t be the last time I was with Micah.  Nor would it be my last time with any of the other players, singly or en masse.  Not long after that night, the university offered me a job as a full-time tutor in the athletic department.  With benefits.


The Doctor

I didn’t start going to the doctor on a regular basis until around age forty-five. I was overweight. I was stressed. My cholesterol was off the charts. I smoked.  I felt like hell most of the time. I was a single dad to a young child. Life was difficult. I had crappy insurance, so I ended up going to a doctor’s office housed in a building that looked like it was built in 1950 and had been barely maintained since. There was one doctor and two nurse practitioners on staff, plus a few nurses and support staff. I wasn’t very thrilled about being there at first. The young woman at the front desk wasn’t particularly friendly. Then the older nurse who took my vitals seemed like a battle axe who was done with it all. The back part of the building was just as dated as the waiting room and the outside. It didn’t exactly inspire confidence. There seemed to be only three small exam rooms connected to the common room I was currently in. Nurse Ratched escorted me to the middle one and told me to wait for the doctor. Despite having what I assumed to be the first appointment of the day, I had to wait twenty minutes for the nurse practitioner. I was grateful we lived in the era of cell phones so I didn’t just have to stare at the walls like in the old days.

My mood changed when Katy walked in. "I’m so sorry you had to wait," she said with a genuine look of guilt on her face. I was immediately struck by how attractive she was.  Katy looked to be in her early thirties. She had auburn hair and pale blue eyes. Average height.  She wasn’t fat but wasn’t too skinny either.  It was difficult to get a read on her body.  She dressed kind of frumpy.  With her pleasant demeanor and beautiful face, I almost instantly had a little crush on her.  I didn’t take it seriously, of course.  I was quite a bit older than her and not at all at my best, to say the least.  I was in really good shape and quite handsome when I was younger, but life had taken its toll on me as of late.  Women just didn’t look at me anymore.  Katy and I hit it off really well from the beginning.  We had a lot in common.  She was married, but her husband was in the military and stationed overseas.  They had two young boys, so for her it was almost like being a single parent.  I was familiar with the military, having worked for them for many years before becoming a psychotherapist.

Over the next few months, I had a few follow up appointments to get the medications Katy put me on optimized.  After that, I saw her every three months to make sure the pills weren’t frying my liver.  We grew to be quite friendly.  After a year or so, our appointments ended up being more like having coffee with a friend than anything.  We used each other as a professional resource; her asking me questions about mental health treatment, me asking her about medications, screening for possible physical causes of mental illness, etc.  We knew the names of each other’s kids, where they went to school, and so on.  It got to the point where we talked about going out for coffee.

It took me a few years, but I finally got my health issues mostly in order.  I was still overweight, but my cholesterol was good and I had managed to quit smoking.  That only added to my weight problem, though. Every time I met with Katy, she politely suggested that I still needed to lose some weight.  Sweets were my downfall and Katy would listen sympathetically while I explained how sugar was the only vice I had left.  I hadn’t had a drink in almost twenty years.  I quit smoking.  I didn’t gamble.  I hadn’t been on a date with a woman since my son was little.  “Aw, you poor thing,” Katy would say.

I was approaching my fiftieth birthday. It was really starting to piss me off how out of shape I was.  I knew I really needed to fix that along with a few other things in my life.  I made the decision to stop fucking around and get in shape.  I got very strict about my diet, only allowing for a little bit of sugar once every few weeks.  I walked for hours each week. As the weight started coming off, I realized there really wasn’t much else under there.  I hated lifting weights, but I forced myself to do it three times a week. During my appointments with Katy, I would brag about having lost a little weight.  She would congratulate me, but my health matters were almost an aside at this point.  We spent most of our time chatting and enjoying each other’s company.   I was a bit disappointed, though, that she wasn’t more impressed with my progress. 

In the last six months before my fiftieth birthday, I really cracked down.  I had lost most of the weight I wanted to shed, so I focused more on lifting and eating lots of protein for muscle growth.  I really started to see results, so that spurred me on to work even harder.  I was sore pretty much always, but I didn’t mind looking in the mirror anymore.  In fact, I eventually started to look better than I had at twenty-five.  If it weren’t for the crow’s feet, you would have thought I was fifteen or even twenty years younger.  I had two appointments scheduled with Katy just after my birthday.  The first was my annual physical. The second, a week following, was my usual medication management appointment.

“Happy Birthday!” Katy smiled as she walked in the little exam room, closing the door behind her.

“Thank you,” I smiled back.  We exchanged pleasantries for a bit before moving onto the clinical stuff.

“You’re not going to stick your finger in my butt, are you?”  I joked.

“No,” she giggled.  “Why, do you want me to stick my finger in your butt?” 

I shook my head.  “No, please.”  I know some guys are into that and I hear it’s quite fun.  It’s just not for me.

Katy went over my numbers.  She was pleased that on paper, everything looked good.  As part of the annual physical, though, she had to be more thorough.  She checked my ears, nose, throat, and eyes.  She listened to my breathing and heartbeat with her stethoscope.  I always worried a little bit that she would be able to hear my heartbeat increase when she touched me.  Maybe it was just my perception, but it seemed that Katy was a little more handsy than she needed to be.  For example, while she placed her stethoscope on my back to listen to my lungs, she would press her other hand softly to my chest.  Again, maybe it was just me, but it seemed as much affectionate as clinical.  Regardless, I wasn’t complaining.  While she was examining me, I tilted my head down next to hers.  I’m sure she could feel my breath on her.  It felt quite intimate. It seemed like she took her time.  

“Is everything okay?” I asked softly, my head next to hers.

“Sounds good,” she replied and slowly scooted her stool back.  “Okay, up on the table.” 

I did as ordered.  Katy slid out the leg rest from the exam table so I could fully extend.  The head of the table was at a slight angle, so I wasn’t looking directly up at the ceiling. 

“I need to open your shirt.  Is that okay?”  Katy sounded very deliberately clinical. It was a different tone than we usually used.

I was wearing khakis and a long sleeve button down shirt.  The shirt was a holdover from before I trimmed down, so it hid my new physique.  I leaned up and unbuttoned the front of my shirt.  Rather than just leave it open, I careful removed my arms and placed the shirt on the table behind me to rest my head on.  I wanted Katy to see my biceps.

Katy looked down at my bare chest and arms.  I was ripped.  “Wow!” she quietly exclaimed.  It seemed to accidentally slip out of her mouth. 

“I told you I’ve been working out a lot.”  I loved the reaction I was getting.  Katy paused for a moment looking at my new body.  She hadn’t seen it in a year. 

“Jesus.  I was not expecting that,” she confessed.  “Sorry, that’s very unprofessional.”

I smirked at her. “That’s okay.  I think you know me well enough to know I’m not offended.  I kind of wanted to show off for you.  Aren’t you proud of me?”

“I am,” she agreed, still a little wide-eyed.  “You just caught me off guard.  How much are you lifting?” 

“Honestly, I don’t know exactly.  When it starts getting easy, I up the weight a little bit.  I pretty much stay sore,” I explained.

“Any sharp pain?”  she asked.

“Sometimes, but not too bad. I just chalk it up to be a hundred and six years old now,” I joked.

“Shut up,” she countered.  “You’re not that old.  You look great.  I mean just look at you.”

“Thanks.” I was basking in the attention.

“Alright. Lie still,” she ordered.  “I’m gonna check you for hernias and make sure you haven’t otherwise managed to hurt yourself.”

“Yes ma’am.”  I had never been more willing to lie still in my life.

Katy started pressing her hands against various places in my abdomen.  At first, she seemed fairly targeted, but that evolved to feeling nearly every part of my abdomen and parts of my chest.  I’m pretty sure she was just copping a feel at that point.  “Jeez. It’s like you have steel cables under there.  Have you thought about getting a massage every now and then?”

“It hadn’t really occurred to me.  That’s a good idea though.”  Her question brought me back into reality briefly.  I was in daze feeling her hands on me.  Kathy’s hands moved lower, brushing the top of my pants.  My cock had already been stirring since she started touching me.  Now it was starting to get unabashedly hard.  As my cock grew and started to bulge in my pants, Katy unbuckled my belt.  If she noticed my bulge, she didn’t say anything about it.  She opened my pants exposing my boxers.

She tugged my hips upward, “Lift up.”  As I raised my hips from the table, she pulled my khakis down around my thighs.  There was absolutely no hiding the tent in my boxers.  I was embarrassed.

“Sorry,” I grimaced.  I tried to ease my embarrassment with a joke, “It’s been a really, really long time.”

Katy smiled gently at me.  “It’s okay.”  She paused, “It’s just… I need to work around it.  Maybe you could make a little adjustment for me?”

I reached down into my boxers and gently grasped the head of my cock, feeling the precum that had started forming.  I couldn’t believe I was mostly naked on a table touching myself in front of Katy.  Granted, I wasn’t full on grabbling my dick and stroking it, but still.  I didn’t know where Katy needed access, so I asked “Uh, where do I go?” 

“I need to get right there,” she pointed to one side of my crotch.  I moved my cock to the other side and held it there, still gently grasping it by the head.  Katy reached inside my boxers and began pressing down along my crotch, asking me if it hurt as she went along.  As she did, it pushed my boxers down a bit and exposed the side of my cock. Her hand continued pressing further and further down, brushing my balls as she reached down to feel the top of my leg where it joined my pelvis.  I grunted.  “Does that hurt?”

“A little.” But only a very little.  I grunted because her wrist was pressed against my balls. I couldn’t help but squeeze the head of my cock. 

“Other side,” Katy directed.  I shifted my cock to the other side.  Katy reached down to repeat her exam on my right side.  My boxers were now down far enough on both sides that my entire cock and half of my balls were completely exposed.  I held my cock in place with one finger.  I wanted Katy to see.

“Sorry,” I said, reminding her of my hard-on. 

“It’s okay,” she smiled sympathetically. She reached to the top of my thigh as she had before on the opposite leg.  “Does that hurt?”

“No,” I quietly shook my head.  She reached with her hand to the opposite side.  Because of the angle, she was practically cupping my balls as she did.

“Does this side hurt?” she asked as she pressed fairly hard and rubbed the area.  I could feel her palm brushing back and forth on my balls.

“A little,” I grunted.  I instinctively arched my head back and exhaled. I squeezed the tip of my dick as she rubbed my inner thigh, in advertently tickling my sack.  She started moving back and forth from each side, apparently trying to compare the two. 

“You might have a bit of a muscle tear on your left side,” she noted quizzically.  Precum was visibly accumulating around my navel and on my fingers.  Katy continued rubbing the top insides of my thighs.  At one point I exhaled deeply, trying to not stroke my aching cock.  “Right there.  Do you feel that?” she asked.

All I managed was a nod. I was throbbing now. Katy noticed my predicament.  Whereas before she very noticeably looked away from my cock, she was now looking directly at it.  “You poor thing,” she frowned.  “Do you need to take care of that?”  She looked over her shoulder, I assumed to make sure the door was closed.  Her hands remained between my legs, touching my balls.

“Are you sure it’s okay,” I asked quietly.  Desperately.

“Just be quiet,” she whispered.

I grasped my cock fully with my hand and began stroking it, looking Katy in the eye to make sure she wasn’t horrified.  She returned my gaze.  I licked my hand and returned it to my shaft, shifting my gaze every few seconds from my cock to Katy.  I didn’t limit my gaze to her face. I wanted her to know I was looking to her for inspiration.  She was gorgeous.  Katy turned her gaze to my erection. 

“Oh fuck,” I moaned quietly.  Katy took my balls fully in her hand and began to massage them.  She lifted her other hand and began to run it firmly across my chest.  My breathing got heavier and heavier.  Katy lowered her hand from my chest to my abs.  Her hand was only an inch away from my cock.  She slid her hand further downward, rubbing my lower abdomen below my navel.  Her hand was underneath my cock now, brushing against my hand as I stroked myself.  I took my hand away, silently offering my cock to her.  She paused.  Looking at me sympathetically, she shook her head no.  She continued massaging my balls and rubbing my torso as I resumed pleasuring myself.  As I neared orgasm, I grabbed her wrist with my free hand and pressed her hand into my chest.  Katy and I locked eyes, her mouth was open.  She squeezed by balls as I came, dotting my body from my neck to my navel with come.  Katy rubbed my balls gently as I continued slowly stroking myself. 

“Feel better?” she smiled kindly.  I nodded, still breathing heavy.  She brushed my cock as she slid her hand off my sack to reach for a tissue.  Rather than handing it to me as I expected, Katy proceeded to wipe my body clean.  “I guess it has been a while,” she smiled, reaching for another tissue. I stayed still, letting her finish cleaning me up.  When she was done, she tucked the tissues in the pocket of her coat.  “Don’t want anyone finding these in the trash can, now do we?” 

“Guess not,” I replied.  I suddenly became very aware that I was lying naked on the table, with my now flaccid cock still in full view.  As least awkwardly as I could, I pulled my boxers and pants back up.  Katy made notes on the computer while I finished getting dressed.

“So, you’re back next week?” she asked.

“Yup,” I replied, feeling shocked and a little weird about what just happened. 

“Do me a favor.  Lay off the exercise for a week.  I want to check that muscle tear next week, see if there’s any change,” Katy said, looking back from her screen.

“Will do,” I agreed. 

“Okay.  See you next week.”  Katy smiled in a way that let me know she was just about as befuddled as I was by what had just happened.  I assumed it wasn’t every day that her patient jerks off in front of her and she cleans up the resulting mess. We awkwardly said our goodbyes and she left the room.

Per doctor’s orders, I refrained from exercising for the next week.  It left me with a good deal more free time than I was used to.  My thoughts inevitably turned to Katy.  I imagined how good it would feel to have her hands on me again.  I found myself jerking off at least twice at day thinking about her.  I made myself stop a few days before my next appointment.  I didn’t want my dick looking like I’d been destroying myself all week.

The day of my appointment finally arrived.  My cock was already hard as I sat in the examination room waiting for Katy.  I wore a tight fitting, but fairly long t-shirt that covered my bulge while I was sitting down.  I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it once she began examining me, nor did I want to, but at least it wouldn’t be the first thing she saw.

“Hello,” she said as she walked through the door. 

“Hello,” I replied, a bit nervously.  Kate rolled her stool in front of me and sat down. “So first,” she started, avoiding eye contact, “I would like to apologize for last time.  That was very unprofessional.  I know you and I have a certain rapport, but I still shouldn’t have…” Katy paused looking for the right word.  “Well, I shouldn’t have.  I know it’s been a long time for you.  It’s been a long time for me.  I shouldn’t have encouraged what happened to happen. And I’m married.” Katy turned her head away.  “Very married.”  She turned her gaze back to me. “I’m sorry.” 

“Katy.” I leaned forward pulling her gaze to mine.  “It’s okay.  I didn’t need any encouragement.  I had a beautiful woman touching me.  Like you said, it’s been a long time. I’m sorry if I…made a mess of things.”  I gave a little smile punctuating my joke.

Katy laughed a small sigh of relief.  “It was pretty messy,” she quipped back.

We discussed my medication briefly.  As always, she checked my breathing and heart rate.  My breathing deepened as she touched me and leaned in, her hands on my chest and back, our faces only inches from each other, my breath in her ear.  My cock was throbbing by this point. Then it was time to check my injury.  “Do you need me up on the table?” I asked.

“No.  Just stand up really quick and let me take a look.”  Katy sounded very professional.  I was worried how she would react to seeing that I was already hard and wet with precum.

I stood up, my t-shirt still hanging low and covering most of my crotch.  I reached under, unbuttoned my pants, lowered my zipper and dropped my pants halfway down my thighs.  I struggled with how to hold my shirt up and pull my boxers down while holding my cock back so it didn’t pop out directly at Katy.  I opted to take my shirt off.  While I could argue that it was the most pragmatic thing, the real reason I did it was to temp Katy.  I wanted her seeing my physique while she sat eye level with my cock.  Katy maintained her all-business composure as I pulled down my underwear, pinning my erection against my abdomen. 

“Sorry, Pavlov’s dog,” I said, addressing the elephant in the room.

“It’s okay,” Katy replied.  I couldn’t get a read on her tone.  I didn’t know if she was tempted as was my hope or irritated as was my fear.  She quickly reached to feel if my injury had improved.  I flinched at her cold hand’s touching my skin.  “Sorry, are my hands cold?”

“A little,” I said, looking down at her pretty face. 

Katy pulled back and rubbed her hands together to create some friction.  I caught her eyes turn toward my erection for split second.  She then reached more slowly between my legs to resume examining me.  “Better?” she asked.

My breathing was getting deeper as I squeezed the head of my cock.  I nodded my head.  As she felt back and forth, comparing each side of my thigh to the other, I started stroking my cock lightly.  At first, I grasped it like a handshake and was subtle about it.  The longer she lingered, and as the back of her hand brushed against my balls back and forth, I gripped my cock like a hammer and stroked it out in front of me, blatantly masturbating inches from her face.  I wanted it to be obvious.  I was testing my luck.  I wanted her to see.

“I think it’s going to get messy again,” I moaned in a whisper.

Katy glanced briefly at my cock as I stroked only inches from the side of her face. At first, I thought she looked angry.  But then she cupped my balls as she had before.  I moaned quietly as I stroked myself brazenly.  Katy, still holding my balls in her hand, wrapped her thumb and index finger around the base of my cock.  I took a few more strokes and then removed my hand, offering Katy my cock as I had the week before.  We made eye contact and froze in place.  Then, with her eyes still locked on mine, Katy began stroking my shaft.  I moaned and closed my eyes.  Katy turned her attention to my cock, tugging it directly in front of her face. I looked down, my mouth open in awe.  I couldn’t believe my gorgeous doctor was jerking me off.

Katy looked up at me with her beautiful eyes while she stroked me, my cock in front of her. “I’m married,” she muttered.

“I know,” I whispered as I gently grabbed the back of her head and pulled her mouth to my cock.  Katy opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my shaft.  She sucked it briefly before jerking me off some more.  I released my grasp, but a moment later, she took my cock back in her mouth of her own accord.  I gathered her hair in my hands and held it behind her head.  I wasn’t so much grabbing her by hair and guiding her as I was cradling her head and reveling in the feeling. 

I was in heaven.  It had been years since a woman had gone down on me.  Without warning, Katy rose up from her chair and looked at me.  To me, she still looked angry, but she also still had my cock in her hand.  She lurched forward and kissed me, stroking my cock and exploring my mouth with her tongue. 

“Fuck me.  Just fuck me.”  Katy sounded defeated. She unceremoniously turned around and whipped her pants down, leaning over the exam table.

I wasted no time stepped forward and lined up behind her.  Katy reached between her legs and guided me inside her.  She was already wet.  I grasped her by her full, rounded hips and began slowly fucking her.  Katy pushed back into me, making it clear that she wanted to be fucked harder.  We both did our best to be as quiet as possible as we quickened our pace. 

Katy bucked me away and turned to lie down on the exam table.  I think it surprised her a little when rather than moving to fuck her, I instead buried my head between her legs.  Using my fingers and tongue, I worked her to a silent orgasm while she gripped my head like a vice with her legs.  Immediately after she came, I stood back up.  Katy put me back inside her.  We stared into each other’s eyes as I rocked back and forth inside of her, and she rubbed her clitoris. 

I mouthed the words, “I’m gonna come.”  Katy nodded furiously back at me, grabbing my hips and pulling me into her.  I stared into her eyes as I filled her with my orgasm.  After basking for a moment, Katy sat up on the table.  She kissed me and teased the head of my cock.

“I made another mess,” I whispered. Katy laughed quietly and moved to start pulling tissues from the box.  We both got dressed and checked to make sure we were presentable.

“We really should go for coffee sometime,” I suggested. 

“I know, right?” she replied. 

A week or so later, I tried to contact Katy.  I was very discrete as the only contacts I had for her were at work.  I didn’t hear back and assumed she was having regrets.  When I arrived for my scheduled three-month medication check, the front desk informed me that had Katy joined her husband who had been restationed stateside at a base on the west coast.  They assigned me to another nurse practitioner.  Never did get that coffee. 


The Handyman

My friend Mike had just moved back into town after living on the west coast for the last seven years. His parents were getting older and starting to have a little difficulty in their day-to-day activities, so he decided he should be close by. All in all, Mike was a really good guy, with one exception: he was probably the horniest guy I knew. He was definitely a “trust him with your life, but not your money or your wife” kind of guy.  Mike was well known for bedding just about any woman he could get his hands on.  Women love confidence, and Mike was brimming with just that.  It was believable considering the size of his johnson. In the locker room, he was known as "the horse " or "the stallion."  I had never seen him hard before, but his dick was bigger flaccid than mine was at full glory – and I don’t have anything to be ashamed of.  It almost scared me to imagine what it was like when aroused. 

Mike worked as a contractor, so when Lacey and I decided to remodel the bathrooms in our 1950’s house, it was a no-brainer to have Mike do it. He had made enough money out west running a sizeable business to semi-retire, so since moving back he’d only been doing the occasional job to keep himself busy and make a little extra cash. Our little bathroom renovations were a layup for him, so he agreed to do them on the cheap.

Mike started by coming by one morning before I left for work. Lacey worked part-time from home, so she would be around to answer any questions. She was really the one driving this renovation train anyway. I introduced Mike to Lacey, and turned the operation over to them as I headed off to work.

Before walking out the door, I waited for Lacey to be out of earshot and joked to Mike, "You keep that fucking thing in your pants, you hear me?"

Mike laughed and retorted, “Not making any promises, bud!”

I wasn’t really worried, though. I completely trusted my wife.  Lacey carried a little extra weight, but was truly a stunning woman.  Her curves were in all the right places and she had a gorgeous face with beautiful eyes.  Probably her most remarkable feature was her hair.  It was thick, long, and luxurious.  It was uncommonly beautiful.  Everything about her worked together to make her an absolute stunner.  And that’s why I trusted her.  We had been together for five years.  She was undoubtedly hit on every day, and never even flirted with another guy.  I didn’t give it a second thought to leave her alone with Mike. 

Mike started demolition on the first bathroom that day.  Lacey looked after him, bringing him drinks and fixing him lunch.  Out of character for him, Mike behaved himself and didn’t shamelessly flirt as was his custom.  This carried on for the rest of the week as progress continued on the first bathroom.  Mike was a burly guy and she barely knew him, so being alone with him in the house was a little intimidating for Lacey at first.  But over the course of the week, they developed a comfortable rapport.  Comfortable enough for Lacey to get nosy. 

“So, Will tells me you’re quite the horn dog,” she joked bluntly.

Mike chuckled.  He was well aware of his reputation.  “Well, I have something that women want.”

“Yeah, and what’s that Mr. Man?” Lacey quipped, her tone belittling Mike’s arrogance.

“Nah, I’m not gonna go there.”  Mike continued working, making Lacey work for his secret.

“What do you mean?” Lily dug deeper.

“You don’t want to know,” Mike pushed back, kneeling down to measure for tile. 

“Well now I have to know.  Tell me! What’s your dark secret Mr. Man?” Lacey playfully stomped her foot like Mike was in trouble if he didn’t.

Mike straightened up and turned to face Lacey. Before she could fully realize what he was doing, Mike opened his jeans and took out his long, thick, flaccid cock.  Lacey’s jaw dropped.  Mike let her look for just a few seconds before putting it back in its cage.

“Sorry.  You asked,” Mike stated bluntly.

“You’re right.  Sorry.”  Lacey turned and walked away, more than a little flustered. 

Mike finished what he was doing and decided to leave early.  Before leaving, he stuck his head in Lacey’s office to let her know.  “Hey listen, I’m gonna head out.  I’m sorry about that just now.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“It’s okay.  I was just a little surprised, that’s all. I shouldn’t have pushed.”  Lacey was still processing what happened but didn’t want to be rude.  She also didn’t want to have to find someone else to finish the renovations.  Mike’s apology sounded sincere.  Between that and the fact that he didn’t actually hit on her helped ease Lacey’s mind about his intentions.  “You’re coming back tomorrow, right?” 

Mike was relieved.  “You bet.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

The awkwardness between Mike and Lacey gradually dissipated over the next few days.  Mike behaved himself and finished the hall bath before beginning work on the master bath.  Lacey fixed lunch and they ate together each day.  Lacey gave Mike an extra hand when he needed an assist. 

“Would it be okay if I showered here? I ran a little long today.  I have an appointment and won’t have time to run by the house.”  Mike was covered in drywall dust.

“An appointment, huh?  Sounds suspicious.  Who’s the lucky girl?” Lacey teased.

“Just an old friend,” Mike confessed.

“Does she know your secret?”  Lacey was surprised she brought it up.  It was like her to always go for the joke, though.

Mike chuckled like he did the day he showed Lacey his cock.  “Oh yeah. They’re old friends, too.”

“Alright.  As long as she knows what she’s getting into,” Lacey quipped.

"Or what’s getting into her?" Mike fired back.

Lacey laughed out loud. "Alright, stud.  You know where the shower is. "You built the damn thing." Lacey walked back to her office, shaking her head and smiling.

About ten minutes later, she heard Mike’s voice. "Lacey!"

Lacey walked to the door of the hall bathroom. "Yeah?"

"I need a towel." Mike stood naked in the shower, dripping wet with nothing to dry himself.

"Oops.  Sorry.  Hang on."  Lacey retrieved a towel and walked back to the bathroom. Over the past week, she had struggled unsuccessfully to get the image of Mike’s dick out of her mind. She wanted to see it again. Despite knowing she shouldn’t, she knocked on the door. "Can I come in?"

Mike stepped onto the bathmat, still fully naked, and faced the door. He knew she wanted another look. They always do. "Sure."

Lacey opened the door, half surprised to see Mike standing before her, still glistening from the shower. "Oh, sorry!" she said as she handed him the towel.

“It’s okay.  Nothing you haven’t seen before.”  Mike started drying his upper body slowly, making no effort to cover the object of Lacey’s curiosity.  Lacey stood in the doorway, unable to not stare.  Mike stood there, letting her.  After a few minutes, he broke the silence. “It’s something, huh?” 

“That’s a really big dick,” Lacey replied softly and with a little giggle, still staring.  She knew it was wrong to be staring and her husband’s friend, but she couldn’t pull herself away.

Mike reached down and started stroking himself.  “You want to see it hard, don’t you?”

Lacey didn’t reply.  But she didn’t walk away, either.  Mike’s cock started growing.  Thicker.  Longer.  Precum started forming at the tip.  Mike licked his hand and used it to spread it along his shaft. His breathing grew heavier.  Lacey unconsciously started salivating and tracing her lips with her tongue as she watched him. She shifted her weight uncomfortably as she stood in the doorway. Mike stepped closer and leaned in the doorway next to her.  Lacey didn’t move though she knew she should have.  He continued stroking himself slowly, pausing every now and then to model his cock for her from different angles.  Lacey’s mouth stayed open now as her breathing got deeper and slower. 

Lacey looked up into Mike’s eyes and then back down at his throbbing cock.  “It’s okay,” Mike whispered, and removed his hand from his cock.  He stood there, directly facing Lacey, his hard-on pointing up at her.  Lacy lifted her hand and grasped Mike’s cock around the shaft and squeezed, feeling his girth.  Her fingers couldn’t wrap fully around him.  She let go.  A moment later she grasped it again.  Lacey loved the feeling of power it gave her when Mike moaned as she touched him.  She started stroking him gently.  Mike stepped closer and put his arm around Lacey to help balance himself as she stroked him.

“Oh, that feels so good,” he whispered deeply in her ear.  Lacey raised her hand and licked it.  She tasted him in her hand.  She licked it again before reaching down to continue jerking him off.  “Oh, fuck,” Mike grunted. He moved to stand directly in front of Lacey again, but much closer this time. Close enough to place both of his hands on her waist.  He lowered his head, pressing his against her ear.  Lacey could feel his warm breath.  She continued stroking his cock – more and more confidently.  They were standing so closely now that it brushed against her shirt as she did.  Lacey could feel Tom’s breath in her ear, moving closer to her cheek.  Lacey leaned into it.  Mike’s lips found his way to hers.  His tongue penetrated Lacey’s open mouth.  .  Lacey lifted her shirt up to expose her abdomen.  She pressed Mike’s cock against her belly as they kissed. 

“It’s so fucking big,” Lacey panted as she held it against her.  Looking back up at Mike, she slowly lowered herself to her knees.  Mike’s cock was now directly in front of her face.  “This is so wrong,” she whimpered, continuing to stroke him.  Mike stood silently, knowingly – letting her find her way through her inner conflict.  He had been here before. 

Lacey repeated, “This is so fucking wrong.”  She rested Mike’s cock against the side of her face, measuring it, feeling its weight.  “It’s bigger than my fucking face.”  For a split second, she licked the side of Mike’s cock as she resumed masturbating him.  She held it alongside her face as she stroked him.  Lacey started intermittently running Mike’s cock along her tongue as she worked it.  In her mind, she rationalized that she was just helping lubricate it.  Mike gently brushed her hair back over her ears.  He stayed silent.  He could see her struggling with her desire. 

“Goddamit,” she whisper-moaned, licking his cock more and more – along the side, underneath from his balls to the tip. “Fuck! This is so fucking wrong!”  Mike brushed her long, beautiful hair back behind her ears again, this time holding both sides together in one hand.  Lacey felt his firm grasp on the back of her head.  She looked up at him.  Mike returned her gaze, his massive cock in front of her face.  Still holding her hair behind her head with one hand, he grasped his cock by the base with the other.  Lacey held Mike’s gaze as he guided her mouth onto his cock. She took it willingly, grateful to be led.  Relieved have surrendered, Lacey began sucking Mike wantonly.  Licking, sucking, slurping – fitting as much of him in her mouth as she could manage.

Lacey leaned back, circling the head of his cock with her thumb.  Looking back up at Mike she lamented, “This is so fucking wrong.  I’m a fucking terrible person.”  Mike said nothing.  Lacey could feel him building up to orgasm.  “Are you gonna come?”  Mike nodded his head. Lacey ushered Mike back into her mouth, aggressively stroking the base of his cock with both hands as she bobbed up and down on the head.  She wanted to give Mike’s masterpiece an equally masterful finish.

“Fuck!” Mike moaned as he came.  Lacey locked down on his cock with her lips, stroking his base firmly with one hand and gently squeezing his balls with the other.  Lacey struggled to swallow him as spasm after spasm filled her mouth.  Finally, she pulled back. Mike’s come dripped from her mouth, down her chin, and onto her shirt.  She looked up and swallowed the last bit that remained in her mouth, a look of pride on her face.  It turned her on so much to know she met the challenge of pleasing such a huge cock.  Lacey and Mike stayed as they were, breathing heavily, recovering. 

Soon, as the reality of what she had just done took hold, her pride was replaced by regret and fear. “This can never, ever, EVER happen again.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mike replied.  He’d been here before, too.  He let her storm off without argument. 

Lacey marched into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  She was disgusted with herself.  But while Mike got dressed and ready to leave, Lacey didn’t yet make moves to clean herself up.  Instead, she fell into bed and buried her fingers between her legs, secretly hoping that Mike would bust through the door and take her.  She did her best to muffle her moans, pressing her cum-soaked shirt to her face to get Mike’s scent as she made herself come long and hard. She masturbated again in the shower after Mike left and dried herself with Mike’s towel when she was done. 

The next morning, Mike hadn’t arrived before it was time for me to leave.  “Is Mike coming today?” I asked my wife.

“I don’t know.  He didn’t say he wasn’t,” she replied. 

“It seems like he’s been doing a good job.  Are you satisfied?”  I had no idea my words could have been interpreted in other ways given the previous day’s goings on. 

“Yeah, he’s done well.  It’s a big job.”  Lacey knew very well that her words could have been interpreted in other ways.

I realized how late I was running and rushed out the door.  Lacey was sitting at the kitchen table about an hour later when Mike finally arrived.

“I was starting to wonder if you were coming today,” Lacey said as she opened the door.

“I wanted to wait until your husband left.  Don’t need any drama.”  Mike closed the front door behind him as Lacey returned to her seat at the kitchen table.

“Don’t worry.  I didn’t tell him anything.  And you better fucking not, either.”  Lacey was stern and determined to keep this situation under control.  The last thing she wanted to do was ruin her marriage over some big-dicked asshole.

“No need to worry about that.”  Mike walked into the kitchen.

“How did your date go?” Lacey asked condescendingly.  What she wanted to say was, “How did your date go, you man-slut?”

“Didn’t go.  I already had my fun for the day.”  Mike smirked confidently.

“Well, I hope you scheduled a date for tonight, because if you’re thinking you’re getting anything here you are sorely mistaken.”  Firm.  Determined.

“Is that right?” Mike smirked again.

“That’s right.”  Again, firm and determined.

“You know, I could hear you in your bedroom yesterday.  I could hear you pleasuring yourself, thinking about me.”  Mike stepped closer to where Lacey was sitting. 

“No, you did not,” Lacey denied.  She couldn’t stop herself from looking at Mike’s crotch.  She just then realized that his cock was already hard, extended down the leg of his jeans. 

“So, you’re telling me that I didn’t hear you muffling your moans in a pillow?”  Mike stepped closer.  “Jerking yourself off while you were still covered in my come that you coaxed out of me?”  Mike unzipped his pants and reached in to pull his cock out.  “You’re telling me that you don’t want this?” 

Lacey’s breathing changed as Mike presented himself to her.  “Tell me you don’t want this,” he demanded.

“It’s wrong, Mike.  I’m a married woman!  It never should have happened.”  Firm.  Determined.

“You didn’t have to walk into that bathroom yesterday.  You’ve wanted it ever since you saw it.  All I’m trying to do is make you happy.  Your husband never has to know.”  Mike inched closer, his cock fully erect.

“That doesn’t matter!  It’s still wrong!”  Firm.  Determined.  Weakening.

“What’s wrong is you never getting to experience a cock like mine.  You’re still a young, beautiful woman in your prime.  But your chances are running out.”  Mike stepped closer.  He could tell Lacey was beginning to cave.  She was breathing heavier and unconsciously swallowing again. She licked her lips, unaware.  Mike lifted Lacey’s chin with his hand to bring her to his gaze.  “When in your life are you ever going to have another opportunity like this?”  Mike moved his hand to grasp Lacey’s hair as he had done the day before.  “It’s okay.  Your husband will never know. I promise.”  He pulled Lacey’s head toward his dick.  She resisted.  Mike relaxed his grip.  Lacey looked up at Mike and then back down at his cock staring at her.  With a sigh and of her own volition, she took him in her mouth again. 

“Fuck this is so wrong!” Lacey lamented.

“That’s part of what makes it feel so good,” Mike retorted and guided her back to his throbbing hard-on.  It was glorious watching this beautiful woman go down on him.  “I wish you could see yourself.  You look so sexy.”

Lacey moaned in reply.  She wished she could see it, too.

“I bet you don’t look this sexy with your husband’s cock in your mouth.”  Mike sensed he had gone too far. 

The realization of what she was doing hit Lacey hard.  She almost never gave me a blowjob.  Once, maybe twice a year if I was incredibly lucky and she was incredibly drunk.  The fact that she was craving another man’s cock in her mouth brought her guilt and shame to the forefront.  “Fuck!” Lacey shouted and stormed off to her bedroom.

Mike zipped up and waited a moment and then snuck down the hall, pressing his hear to the bedroom door.  Just like the day before, he could hear her muffled moans behind the door.  “I’m such a fucking whore!” she whispered loudly between moans. 

Mike eased the door open silently.  He watched as Lacey lay on the bed; eyes closed, naked from the waist down, legs spread, with one hand buried in her shaved pussy while she sucked the thumb of her other hand.  Mike unzipped his pants again and took his still hard dick back out.  He walked slowly to the foot of the bed in front of Lacey.

“Oh, fuck,” Lacey moaned, opening her eyes to see Mike stroking himself directly in front of her.  Without warning, Mike pulled her by her feet and slid her across the bed until he was between her legs. “No! We can’t!”  Her actions betrayed her, though.  Rather than pushing Mike away, she continued masturbating, staring at the cock between her legs.  She reached out played with the head of Mike’s cock with her thumb and fingers. “This is so fucking wrong.  I can’t do this!”   

Mike removed his hands from where they had been grasping Lacey’s legs.  Lacey still had Mike in her hand, holding him steady by his dick.  She stared into his eyes.  Slowly, she started jerking his cock again, pulling him closer to her.  When Mike reached her, he spun her around leaning her over the bed.  He leaned forward over Lacey’s back, his cock between her ass cheeks, and whispered in her ear.  “Tell me what you want, Lacey.”

“I can’t,” she whimpered back. 

Mike started sliding his cock back and forth between her cheeks.  “Tell me what you want.” 

Lacey said nothing, only rocking her hips to meet Mike’s pace as he ran his cock along her ass.  He leaned back gently and started rubbing the head of his cock against her wet folds.  Lacey’s head arched back with a moan.  Mike repeated, “Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me,” Lacey whimpered almost silently. 

“I couldn’t hear you.”  Mike pressed his cock deeper into her folds, teasing her.  “

“Fuck me,” she whispered louder this time.  “Please fuck me.”

Mike swiftly slid several inches of his thick, hard cock inside of Lacey.  “Fuuuucckckk!” she screamed.  Lacey had never experienced such girth before.  “Fuck you’re so big.  You’re so big. You’re so big.” 

Mike fucked her slowly, gradually working his way further inside of her.  Every now and then he would stop and repeat the refrain, “Do you want me to stop?  Do you want me to stop, Lacey?”

“No,” she inevitably whimpered.  “Keep fucking me. Please.”

Mike was taking her fully now.  He grabbed her long, thick, flowing hair and gently pulled it back forcing Lacey to lift her head and arch her back as he fucked her.

“Yes!” she exclaimed in response. “Take me.  Make me come. Make me come!”

Mike found Lacey’s rhythm, filling her in a way she had never experienced before.  “You feel so good, Lacey.  You’re so fucking sexy.  You are absolutely perfect right now.”

Lacey fed on the praise.  “Yes!  Yes! Make me come!  Make me come!”  she chanted as Mike plowed into her from behind. 

“Come on my cock!  Come on me!”  Mike urged.

“Fuucckkk!” Lacey moaned as she came harder that she ever had before.  Mike slowed his pace but made sure to fill her entirely as he drew out her orgasm the best he could.   He didn’t just have a huge cock, he was well practiced in using it.  Lacey was the beneficiary of that.  She would later describe it as a “whole new kind of orgasm” rather than just the biggest one she’d had up until that point. 

“Jesus Christ,” Lacey uttered as she sank into the bed.

Mike didn’t waste time with a response.  He turned her around and lifted her onto the bed.  He climbed up between her legs and began kissing her. 

“Put me inside of you,” he ordered.  Lacey, still in a daze from being singularly fucked, did as she was told.  Mike and Lacey kissed as he began steadily moving inside of her again.

“Oh, God,” Lacey moaned.

Mike teased her nipples with his tongue.  Then he lifted himself up so Lacey could see him penetrating her.  “Look.”

Lacey’s stared in wonder at the huge cock moving between her legs.  She couldn’t believe she could accommodate his size.  She reached down and began teasing her clitoris as Mike fucked her.  “Yes!  Fuck me, Baby!” 

Mike moaned at the sound of her calling him “Baby.”  “Tell me when.  Tell me when you want me to come.” 

Lacey loved the control.  It wasn’t long before she and Mike had mutually neared her to orgasm.  “Yes!  Come for me, Baby!”  Mike fucked Lacey furiously, bringing them both to climax.  Lacey’s thoughts turned to me as she came.  She was now incredibly turned on at the wickedness of letting Mike come inside of her, something she had never allowed me to do.  Not once. “Fuck yes!  Come inside of me!” she demanded.

Mike stayed inside of her as they lay in silent repose.  He kissed Lacey gently and joked before rolling to her side, “See, that wasn’t so bad.” 

Lacey laughed but said nothing as she stared at the ceiling.  She was still trying to grasp the enormity of what just happened.  The fact that she had just cheated on me was secondary to the tectonic shift in her understanding of sex.  She never knew anyone could be so horny or come so hard as she just had.

After laying in silence for a few more minutes, Lacey moved between Mike’s legs and took his flaccid cock in her mouth.  Without too much effort, she brought it back to life.  “Fuck me again,” she demanded as she moved up his body to mount him.  Firm.  Determined.  

About six months later, I was at work and not feeling well.  I had plenty of sick leave available, so I decided to head home early.  As I pulled into the driveway, I saw Mike’s truck parked behind Lacey’s car.  My heart sank.  The renovations were finished weeks ago.  He had no reason to be there.  I snuck in quietly.  Ironically, Mike had fixed all our squeaky doors while he was renovating the bathrooms.  As I tiptoed down the hall, I began hearing voices.  My worst fears were confirmed. 

I could hear Lacey’s voice.  “Yes, baby!  Fuck me!  Goddamn, you feel so good.”

Mike’s voice followed, “Yeah.  You like my big cock?”

“Fuck yes.  You’re so fucking thick.  You’re stretching me!” Lacey never talked like that when we were having sex.  “Fuck me.  Give me that huge cock.  Fuck my married pussy!”

“Yeah.  Whose pussy is this?”  Mike demanded.

“It’s your pussy baby.  I might be married, but you own my pussy.” 

I forgot all about not feeling well physically as my heart sank.  I couldn’t believe Lacey could betray me.  They must have been fucking for months.  I had paid this asshole to fuck my wife while he renovated our house.  But something else was going on.  My cock was hard as rock.  I was getting really turned on listening to my wife talk so dirty.  Slowly I opened the door.  At first, they didn’t notice me standing there.  Lacey was on all fours facing the foot of the bed, her head pressed to the mattress.  She was lifting her ass as high in the air as she could to meet Mike’s cock as he gripped her hips from behind and plowed into her. 

Mike noticed me first.  He glanced down at my crotch and saw the bulge in my khakis.  He smirked and didn’t miss a beat as he continued fucking Lacey.  “Do you like letting me fuck your married pussy?”

“Yes, Baby.  I love it when you fuck me,” Lacey replied, her eyes still closed.

“Does your husband make you come like I do?”  Mike was looking at me while he took my wife.

“No, Baby.  Only you can make me come so hard. You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had,” she volunteered, still unaware of my presence. 

“Do you ever suck your husband’s cock?”  Mike knew what he was doing.

“I only suck your cock, Baby.”  It was simultaneously breaking my heart and turning me on hearing my wife call Mike “Baby.”

“Do you ever let him come in your pussy?”  Mike was going to torture me.  He knew the questions I had rolling around in my brain.

“No baby, that’s just for you. Fuck, keep fucking me,” she moaned.

“When do I get to fuck you?” Mike continued.

“Whenever you want, Baby. Every fucking day.”  Lacey lifted herself back up on all fours and started bucking back against him.

“When do you fuck your husband?” Mike stared at me awaiting her response.

“Only when I have to,” she replied.  “You’re the only one I want to fuck, Baby.” 

Mike eased his way out of Lacey and started teasing her with his cock.  Stacey looked back over her shoulder, “Please?  Don’t tease me now.  Fuck me.”  As she turned her head back around she spotted me.  She gasped.  “Oh fuck!”

Mike slammed his cock back into her.  Lacey lurched forward with a grunt.  “It’s okay,” Mike said as he held Lacey firmly by her hips, holding her captive on his cock.  “He likes it.  Look.” 

Lacey couldn’t help but moan as Mike continued to fuck her despite my presence.  Her eyes fell to the bulge in my pants and the wet spot from precum soaking through. 

“Whose pussy is this?” Mike demanded. 

Lacey looked over her shoulder at Mike and then meekly, apologetically back at me.  I stared at her with a stunned look on my face.  My cock was raging, seeing my beautiful wife being taken by a hulk of a man.  I couldn’t resist reaching down and grasping my hard-on through my pants. 

“Whose pussy is this?” Mike repeated loudly, changing the mood in the room, claiming her.

Stacey looked back him. “It’s your pussy,” she muttered.

“Look at your husband and tell him.  He wants to hear it.  Tell him whose pussy this is.”  Mike spanked her ass as he continued to fuck her with longer and deeper strokes than I could have ever given her.  “Tell him!”

Lacey looked at me. “My pussy belongs to Mike.” 

“Watch me fuck her.  Watch me fuck your wife.” Mike sneered.  He gathered Lacey’s hair in his hands and pulled her head back, fucking her hard.

“Fuck yes!” Lacey moaned.

I reached down and unzipped my pants.  I took my cock out and started stroking it.

“See I told you!” Mike bragged.

Lacey, her head still forced upward by her hair being pulled, shifted her eyes to watch me masturbating.  “Fuck me, baby!  Make him watch!” she demanded.

“Tell him, Baby!  Tell him what you want him to know,” Mike ordered.  He let go of her hair so she could look directly at me.

“Watch him fuck me!  Watch him take your wife.  He fucks me so good.  Do you like it?  Do you like watching me get fucked by a real man?”  I nodded my head. 

“You should have never left me alone with him.  I tried to resist at first.  But I couldn’t.” 

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned listening to her.

“He fucks me every day while you’re at work.  I let him do things I never let you do.  Do you remember last month when we went to dinner with your parents, and I was late getting there?  I was sucking his cock in the parking lot.  I did it because he told me to.”

I moaned and nearly came. 

“Do you remember the party we had last month?  Tom caught me sucking Mike’s cock in my office in the middle of the party.  I sucked his cock while Mike fucked me, to convince him not to tell you. I’m such a slut.  Maybe I’m gonna let all your friends fuck me!”

I moaned again. 

“I let Mike come inside me.  The first time he fucked me, he came inside me.  I’m gonna let you you watch while he comes inside your pretty wife today.”

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned.

Mike, taking his cue, picked up the pace. 

“Yes!  Fuck me, Baby!  Come in this married pussy.  Make my husband watch!”

The sound of flesh slamming into flesh echoed in the room. 

“Fuck, yes.  I’m gonna come!” Mike groaned.

“Yes.  Come for me, Baby!” 

I came while I watched my wife get fucked by Mike’s huge cock. She arched her back and begged for more in a way I could have never believed before.  Mike slid out of Lacey and fell to the bed on his back.  Lacey turned and took his cock in her mouth, cleaning him.  I stood there, dick still in hand, stunned.  Lacey ambled out of the bed, her face glistening with sweat.  She walked over to me and kissed me on the cheek.  I could smell Mike on her.  “Let’s go have a chat.”  Lacey put on a robe and walked towards her office.  I fixed my pants and followed.  Then we had a conversation that changed the course of my life.  And I thought it was going to be just another Tuesday. 


The Boss’s Party

My wife, Gail, had been working as an office assistant at a construction company for a few years.  Bob, the guy who ran the place, was a real asshole.  Despite being our parents age, he hit on my wife constantly.  He was loud and brash with everyone.  Despite being so socially brutish, Bob had managed to carve out a very successful niche with his business.  His saving grace with his employees was that he paid extremely well; well enough for most people to put up with his bullshit.  I was grateful to be systems administrator.  I didn’t have to put up with people like Bob to make a decent living.  I told my wife multiple times, after she invariably came home complaining about Bob copping a feel, that I would be fine if she wanted to take a lower paying job to get away from him.  Gail always insisted that she just needed to vent and that she liked having the extra money.  She drove a nice car and we were saving to build our dream home.  I never pushed it.  If she was okay with it, so was I.

Every year on the Fourth of July, Bob threw a party as his house for his employees.  The one the previous year lasted all afternoon and into the evening.  He was generous with the booze and catered food.  The house was big, as you would expect, but surprisingly tasteful and had a nice-sized pool in the back yard.  Last year we were unaware Bob had a pool, so we missed out on swimming.  This year I wore my swim trunks.  Gail packed a swimsuit, towels, and sunscreen in her beach bag.

The party was in full swing by the time we arrived.  There were probably about fifty people there.  Most of them were young men that worked for Bob.  A few of them brought their girlfriends.  Gail’s coworker, Tina, was there with her husband.  She and her husband were the same age as Bob.  Tina had been working for Bob since the beginning. 

Gail and I grabbed some food and sat down at one of the tables in the back yard to eat.  My phone rang.  I was on call for work that weekend.  I managed to troubleshoot the problem over the phone with the people on site while I ate.  Gail finished eating before I was off the phone and went inside to change into her swimsuit.  I was glad to see that she had chosen a pretty conservative bikini to wear with all of those burly construction guys around.  Honestly, I thought it was ugly.  It had frilly things on each side of the bottoms that looked kind of silly to me.  They helped cover a bit more skin, but they made the suit look kind of ridiculous.  I understood why she chose it for an occasion like this, though.  Gail draped her towel over one of the trifold pool loungers and started putting on sunscreen.  James, one of Bob’s crew, helped apply some to her back. Gail had introduced me to him earlier.  He was a very friendly, slightly overweight, black guy.  Gail had mentioned him before.  James was always kind to her and helped run defense for Gail with Bob when he was around. 

I finished my call and joined Gail and James in the sun.  James and I chatted for a while.  I could see why Gail liked him.  He had a great sense of humor and seemed really nice.  After we baked in the sun for a while, Gail and I got in the pool to cool off.  Our apartment complex didn’t have a pool, so it felt great to cool off on a hot summer day.  When the sun started to set, Gail put on a crocheted white throw over her swimsuit, and we hit the open bar.  I just got a beer.  Since I was on-call I couldn’t get much of a buzz.  I had to drive anyway.  Gail got her favorite, a vodka collins with some soda mixed in to make it easier on the stomach.  Gail had been a quite a bit of a party girl when she was younger and still liked to get pretty drunk from time to time.  She cleaned up her act when we first started dating.  I was her opportunity to move a few rungs up the socioeconomic ladder and she knew I wasn’t a big fan of her partying all the time.  She cheated on me early on in our relationship and it could easily be blamed on drinking.  We managed to work things out with one of the stipulations being that she didn’t drink too much when I wasn’t around.  We had moved well past that since those days, but I knew I’d still probably need to keep an eye on her to make sure she didn’t drink herself sick.  I wanted to get laid, not hold my wife’s hair back while she prayed to the porcelain gods.   

This year, Bob sprang for a bit of a fireworks show.  Afterwards, the party started winding down pretty quickly.  Despite the free booze, I think most of the guys wanted to get away from the boss so they could get serious about their partying.  Bob was all about having a drink, but he looked down sloppy drunks.  I was thinking of asking Gail if she was ready to leave when my phone rang again.  I was going to have to drive into work this time to fix the problem.  I offered to drop Gail off by the house first, but she was still chatting with Tina and told me she’d be fine and could just catch a ride with her or get an Uber home. 

Once I got to work, it only took me about half an hour to get the system back running properly.  I decided I would just run back by Bob’s on the way home to see if Gail was still there.  There were only a few cars left when I pulled onto the property.  I walked into the back yard.  It was abandoned and dark except for the light of the moon and some coming through the windows from inside the house.  As I approached the back door to the house, I saw Gail through the big bay window.  The two smaller windows adjacent to the larger window were open.  I could hear slow R&B music playing in the background.  Gail was dancing with James.  They weren’t touching but they were close.  Gail’s arms were up in the air, one of them holding a red plastic cup.  She smiled at James as she swayed her hips to the music.  James was in a t-shirt and swim trunks.  Gail was barefoot and still in her throw, but it seemed innocent enough.  For some reason, I decided to just stand there in the dark and watch for a while instead of interrupting.

After a few minutes, I realized that the music was on a loop.  Gail turned her back to James and continued dancing.  He stepped closer and put a hand on her hip.  Then another guy came into view.  I remembered seeing him earlier in the day, but I didn’t know his name.  I remembered him because he was ripped.  The guy looked like a fitness model.  He danced into frame, wearing nothing but cut-up jean shorts.  He reached for Gail’s cup and swapped it out with a fresh one.  Gail smiled and took a sip as shirtless guy put her old one on a table. He danced back in front of Gail.  Both James and shirtless guy were about eight or ten inches taller than Gail.  She was now sandwiched between the two of them as they towered over her.  They weren’t touching, other than James’ hand on Gail’s hip, but they were close enough that I don’t know if Gail would knowingly do this in front of me.  Gail continued sipping from her cup as James moved closer, eventually placing both of his hands on her hips.  His crotch intermittently brushed against the crochet fabric of her throw.  She wasn’t touching shirtless guy at all, but I could see her eyes were fixated on his well-defined abs. 

You could see Gail’s deep tan through the pattern of holes in her throw.  It hid the ridiculous suit she was wearing underneath well enough to make her look incredibly sexy with her skin showing through.  Gail wasn’t a beanpole, but she was pretty thin.  She had a pert little ass, and her chest was nearly completely flat, but her skin and her face were remarkable.  Gail was a petite, beautiful, sexy, svelte woman.

Gail waved her cup at shirtless guy, who took it from her hand and placed it again next to the others on the table.  She waved off his offer of another.  Gail reached her arms high in the air and leaned back like she was stretching in bed after first waking up.  James pulled her closer and she leaned head back against his shoulder, closing her eyes.  Her long hair was in a top knot giving James access to nuzzle his face against her neck.  Things were starting to get a little more heated now.  I felt I should go in and make my presence known in case things escalated anymore.  But part of me wanted to see if my wife would go any further just out of curiosity.  And another part of me was getting hard watching my sexy wife dance with these two men. 

As I continued watching, James gently ushered Gail forward into shirtless guy.  She placed her hands on his bare chest.  As she kept swaying her hips, I watched James slide his hands lower, cupping the sides of her ass.  Gail turned her head to the side, appearing to notice his touch, but offered no resistance.  Shirtless guy kept his hands up in the air as he danced, just watching as Gail ran her hands along his chest, progressively moving them lower and lower to feel his abs. 

James pulled Gail back to him and nuzzled his face in her neck again, this time wrapping his arms around her tummy, holding her as they swayed.  Gail smiled sweetly and placed her hands on top of his.  Her head was tilted back against James’ shoulder, her eyes open only enough to continue gazing at shirtless guy’s body.  James gently kissed Gail’s neck.  Just a peck, testing the waters.  I could see Gail inhale deeply in response to his kiss.  I read James’ lips as he whispered, “sweet girl” in her ear.  She smiled. 

James again nudged Gail to shirtless guy.  Her face pressed against his chest as she wrapped her arms around his back.  Shirtless guy’s hands draped down her back and lightly held her ass as she swayed her hips.  Their dancing slowed and became more hypnotic, shirtless guy running his hands along my wife’s ass, hips, and thighs.  Gail brushed her face against his chest, mouth open, looking as though she was almost kissing his bare skin.

From behind, James untied Gail’s throw carefully and eased it off her shoulders.  He pulled her gently back to him.  The throw fell to the floor as she leaned back against James’ chest again.  His hands were on her hips again.  Shirtless guy moved closer, leaning his crotch forward a bit and leaning back, giving Gail free reign to pet his abs with her fingers over and over.  I could see a bulge in his shorts.  James kissed Gail’s neck again.  She closed her eyes and pressed her head back to his shoulder.  As she did, she stopped petting shirtless guy’s abs and tucked her fingers just a hair into the front of his shorts.  James was now running his hands along Gail’s tummy to her hips and back again as he softly kissed her neck.  Gail turned her head toward James’ and he kissed her gently on the lips.  She kissed him back briefly before returning her head to his shoulder.  She closed her eyes as he ran his hands atop her small breasts.  James returned to kissing her neck while shirtless guy moved even closer, massaging her hips and running his hands along the tops of her thighs.  He eased a step back and unbuttoned his shorts, letting them fall to the floor next to Gail’s throw.  His cock was hard and pointing straight up. 

James nudged Gail forward again into SG’s arms.  With her arms around his back, she licked his chest as his cock pressed against her tummy.  James stood behind Gail, undressing as shirtless guy squeezed Gail’s ass.  James untied Gail’s bikini top.  She pulled back from SG and lowered her arms, letting her top fall to the floor.  As she looked down, she saw his cock.  She stared; mouth open.  She looked up at SG, seeming to realize fully for the first time what was happening.  Just then, James gently untied both sides of her bikini bottom and let gravity take them down.  Gail stood naked between the two men.  Both James and shirtless guy maintained a respectable distance, realizing that Gail was processing.  In the moment, I strangely appreciated their respect for my wife’s autonomy.  Even if she was cheating on me. 

Gail stood for what seemed like an eternity, her mouth open, breathing deeply.  She stared at SG and his hard cock, then turned her head to the side seeming to contemplate that James was also behind her.  I think I was as torn as she seemed to be.  I was mortified watching as my wife was naked with two other men.  At the same time, it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and I desperately wanted to see her get fucked.

Gail looked down at the floor.  I think everyone held their breath.  Gail stepped to shirtless guy and began licking his chest.  She took his cock in her hand and began stroking it and rubbing it on her bare abdomen.  James licked his fingers, reached between Gail’s legs and began rubbing her pussy.  Gail moaned and turned her head to look back at James as he fingered her.  She resumed kissing shirtless guy’s chest this time moving lower, making her way down his abs.  Gail leaned down, holding SG’s hips to support herself as she moved lower and lower, finally making her way to his cock.  I stared in disbelief as I watched my wife take another man’s cock in her mouth.  James continued fingering her and rubbing her clitoris as she sucked SG wantonly.  Every now and then, she pursed her lips and moaned as James pleased her. 

In the background, I saw Bob walk in from the kitchen.  I had completely forgotten about him.  He popped a pill of some kind in his mouth and took a swig of his drink.  He stood in the entrance to the kitchen, watching my wife be treated like a slut.  She was oblivious to Bob’s presence.  James and SG seemed to notice him, but they didn’t show any signs of caring if they had. Bob moved to sit unobtrusively on the far corner of his huge sectional sofa.  SG lifted Gail from his cock and moved her to the other end of the sofa.  He placed her on her back, with her feet draped over the side.  James moved to stand between where Bob was sitting and where Gail was now lying down.  SG kneeled between my wife’s legs and began licking her clitoris and moving two fingers inside of her.  James kneeled down and guided Gail’s mouth to his dick.  I don’t know if my wife had ever been with a black man before, but she certainly didn’t seem to mind. I was at least proud of her for not being racist.  Even if she was cheating on me.

A minute later Gail crunched forward, gripping James’ cock against her face with one hand and pressing SG’s mouth between her legs with the other.  “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come.”  She sounded almost surprised.  Her lips pressed against James’ cock as she came. 

The guys sat her up on the sofa and stood in front of her.  Gail took both cocks in her hand.  As she moved to take SG back into her mouth, she saw Bob for the first time.  She froze, obviously not knowing what to do.  Bob just looked at her expressionless.  He nodded his head and motioned with his hand for her to carry on.  Again, everyone held their breath as they waited and gave Gail time to contemplate.  She looked up at her two suitors and down at the floor as she had before. Looking back up at SG, she whispered, “Fuck me!”.  Gail took James’ hand and guided him to the couch as she propped herself up on all fours.  SG moved behind Gail as she resumed sucking James off. 

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as SG entered her.  I gave in, reached in my pants, and started stroking my aching cock as I watched my wife get spit roasted.  James and SG took turns fucking Gail from behind, Bob watching everything.  Gail moved get on top of James.  She slid herself down his cock and began grinding back and forth. 

“Still think I’m a sweet girl?” she taunted James.  “Watch this sweet girl suck this guy’s cock.”  She took SG in her mouth as she pleasured herself on James’ cock.  It occurred to me that she didn’t know SG’s name any more than I did.  As the scene played out, Bob stood up and moved toward the threesome.  Bob was tall, tan, and wiry, barely an ounce of fat on him.  He kneeled down next to James to get a better look.  I was envious of his view as he watched my wife whore herself out.  Bob reached his hand and began to massage Gail’s tits.  She grabbed his hand sternly moved it away.  She didn’t say a word, but the look on her face made it clear that he was not allowed.  “That’s right, asshole!” I thought to myself. 

Gail got back to work on SG’s shaft.  “Fuck.  I’m gonna come!” he groaned.  My wife swiftly jerked the base of his cock and locked her lips around the tip until he exploded in her mouth.  She wiped her mouth and then unceremoniously turned her complete attention to James.  She placed both her hands on his belly to stabilize herself as she rocked hard against him.  Bob made another attempt to touch her, and she slapped his hand away.  It was pretty harsh. I almost felt bad for the guy.

Gail brought herself to another orgasm, grinding on James.  When she had settled, James pushed Gail up with his pelvis, lifting her off of him and moved her back on all fours.  Bob and SG watched as this pudgy black man took my wife on his couch.  I could tell Bob was getting irritated that he wasn’t allowed to be part of the action.

“Yes!  Fuck me!” she screamed, putting on a show.  “Fuck your sweet girl! Fuck me, James!”

Bob walked over to stand in front of Gail.  He didn’t touch her, he just stood in front of her with his crotch in her face and a drink in his hand.  Gail pushed him back. Bob tossed his drink a few feet away to the floor.  Gail looked furious. Bob reached down and undid the front of his shorts.  My wife’s expression changed when he pulled out the biggest, thickest, meatiest, manliest cock I had ever seen.

“What the fuck?” Gail gasped.  She looked at his monster and then back at him in disbelief.  Bob stepped forward and started stroking it in front of her face.  Gail again looked up at him and then back down at his cock, unaware she was licking her lips as she did.  And yet again, we all held our breath as we waited.  James, although technically still inside of her, was barely moving as we all stared and waited.  Watching the wheels turn in her head, James started fucking Gail with deep slow strokes, literally nudging her in Bob’s direction.

Bob started rubbing his cock along the side of her face. 

Gail’s expression was a mixture of disgust and desire.  I knew how much she hated that man, but it was also blatantly apparent that she was drawn to his cock despite how she felt about the man it was attached to.

“Goddammit,” she finally relented and fished with her mouth for the head of Bob’s cock.  She could barely fit more than the tip in her mouth.  James started fucking her hard again, turned on by watching my wife suck such a huge cock.  I was, too, and stroked my cock harder.   Lily started exploring Bob’s cock with her eyes, mouth, and tongue.  She was the horniest I’d ever seen her.  She was ravenous.

Even though James was fucking her as hard as he could now, nearing orgasm, her only utterances were about Bob’s cock. 

“Fuck!  It’s so big…Jesus Christ!” she moaned.  James announced he was going to come.  Gail lowered her ass making sure he knew not to come inside of her.  I knew full well how paranoid she was about getting pregnant.  James pulled out and came on her ass, exhausted from fucking her so hard. 

Gail continued sucking Bob without missing a beat.  Now that James had finished, she shifted to sit on the edge of the couch so that she could use her hands as well.  Bob motioned for SG and James to leave.  They dutifully gathered their things and quietly left, leaving only Bob and my wife.  And me, of course, standing in the dark, peering through the window with my hard cock in my hand.  I was dumbfounded as to how turned on I was.  I had just watched the woman I adore fuck and suck two of her coworkers.  Now she was sucking the biggest cock I’d ever seen that happened to be attached to the person she most despised in the world.

“That’s a good slut,” Bob sneered.  “Suck that hog.”

Gail looked up at him.  “You’re such a fucking asshole, Bob.”  If she had said that in any other circumstance to any other boss, she would have been fired straight away.  The disgust in her voice was palpable.  But she went straight back to sucking his cock. 

“But you love my cock, don’t you?” Bob challenged. 

“It’s fucking incredible,” she admitted.  “Now shut the fuck up and don’t ruin it.” I noticed Gail was now using one hand to play with herself while she worked Bob’s monster.  With his cock firmly in her hand and as far in her mouth as she could manage, Gail worked herself to orgasm, whimpering on Bob’s dick as she did. 

“That’s a good little whore,” Bob whispered. 

“Oh God,” she panted as she tried to recover.  Still gently playing with herself and smoothly stroking the full length of Bob’s shaft, she looked up at him hatefully.

“Fuck me, you fucking prick.”  Gail scooted back on the couch, leaned back, and spread her legs.  “Just fuck me.”

“I knew you’d come around,” Bob bragged.

“Shut the fuck up!” Gail barked. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Bob moved between her legs and aligned himself at her entrance.

“Go slow”, she ordered.

I think Bob was aware of the challenge his size posed.  Instead of making yet another snide remark, he gently started working his cock inside of my wife.

“Oh fuck!” Gail gasped.

“You okay?” Bob asked, strangely considerate.

Gail nodded.  Bob very patiently eased himself deeper and deeper.  When Gail gasped or cussed, he eased off, letting her take her time to adapt to his girth.  Finally, after several minutes, he built to a respectable rhythm with Gail taking most his shaft inside of her.

“It’s so big.  Oh my God, you’re filling me up!” Gail panted.

“Do you want me to stop?’ Bob teased.

Gail shook her head.  “Fuck me harder.”

Bob started fucking her harder and working more of himself in.  Gail whimpered and almost seem to be crying. “I can’t believe you’re fucking me, you fucking asshole.  Oh, fuck!”

“You ever been fucked like this before?” Bob already knew the answer.

Gail shook her head and whined.  Bob paused until he heard what he wanted.  “Don’t stop,” Gail begged.  “Please fuck me. Please fuck me.”

Bob resumed fucking her, gradually getting more aggressive.

“God yes!”  I’d never heard my wife scream that way before.  “I’m gonna come!  I’m gonna come on your fucking dick, Bob!”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she repeated like a mantra as Bob brought her to what seemed like an endless orgasm.  When her body finally relaxed, Bob moved his head down to her pussy and tasted my wife for the first time. 

“You ready for some more?” he looked up from between her legs. 

Gail nodded incredulously.  Bob helped her up.  He kissed her.  I could tell she didn’t want to kiss him at first, this older brute of a man.  But she relented, surrendering into his arms, probing his mouth with her tongue.  Bob placed her back on all fours. She reached through her legs and guided Bob inside of her.  He quickly built to a steady pace and had my wife moaning again in no time.

“You know,” I could tell he was getting to say something crass. “If I had known you were such a slut, I would have fucked you months ago.”

“You know,” Gail parroted, “if you weren’t such a fucking asshole, I might have let you.” 

Bob was pounding my wife now, giving her every inch. 

“You really can’t stand me can you?”

“You’re a fucking asshole, Bob!”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Fuck me, you fucking asshole!”

“Take that cock you fucking whore!”

“Yes!”

“Tell me how much you hate me.  Get it out!”

“You’re a fucking prick, Bob!  You treat me like shit!  I fucking hate you!”

“Do you want me to stop fucking you!”

“No! Fuck me!”

“I’m gonna fuck you every day!”

“Fuck yes!”

I watched my wife being turned into Bob’s property as he fucked her and taunted her. 

“Tell me you want to be my whore!”

“I want to be your whore!”

“What do you want?”

“I want your fucking cock!”

“Yeah.  Maybe we’ll pass you around at work.”

“Oh fuck!”  This really seemed to strike a nerve with my wife. “Yeah!”

“Maybe I’ll have to start calling meetings after work where me and the boys take turns on this pussy of yours!”

“Fuck!”

“But whose whore are you?”

“Yours!”

“Say it again!”

“I’m your whore!  Fuck me, Baby!”

“That’s right.  I’m gonna let everybody fuck you, but you’re my whore.”

“Yes! Yes!”

“But I’m the only one.”

Gail craned her neck back to look at Bob, not knowing what he meant.

Bob paused fucking her to look her in the eye.  “I’m the only one that gets to come in your sweet pussy!”

Bob thrust back into my wife and fucked her as hard as he could manage.

“Fuck!  You fucking asshole!”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Fuck.  Don’t stop!”

“Whose whore are you?”

“Yours!”

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours!”

“Damn right.  I oughta make your husband watch while I fuck you senseless!”

“Oh fuck, you’re gonna make me come again!”

“You want to make your husband watch while I make you my whore in front of him?”

“Fuck yes! Make him watch!”  My wife was crying in ecstasy now, having no idea I was, in fact, watching her get fucked by her asshole boss.

“He can’t fuck you like this, can he?”

Gail whimpered, “No.”

“What are you gonna let me do to you?”

“Anything!  Just keep fucking me! You can have me every day!  Pass me around!  I’ll do whatever you want!”

Bob started grunting. “I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!  Come with me, Baby!  Come inside me! Come inside me!”

Gail chanted, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” as Bob moaned, filling my wife while she bucked against him.

The pair ended up with Gail lying between Bob’s legs, resting her head on his chest. 

“Oh my, God. I can’t believe you finally fucked me, you asshole,” Gail said with a wicked giggle.

“Yeah,” Bob exhaled nodding his head.  “Listen.  I know I’m an asshole sometimes.  Maybe most of the time.  But I don’t mean anything by it.”

“I know,” Gail nodded. 

“I just know what I want and go after it,” he justified.

“But you’re secretly a nice guy, huh?” Gail asked facetiously.

“Maybe,” Bob replied disingenuously.  “You’re still gonna be my little whore though, right?”

Gail chuckled, “Yes, sir.”

“You know one of the reasons I give you such a hard time at work is that I’m trying to show you that you need a real man.  That husband of yours is a pussy.  How many times have you gone home and told him I asked for a blowjob or grabbed your ass?  Never, not once, has he confronted me.  If you were mine, I would have stormed up to the office the very first time and beat my ass.”  Gail stayed silent.  She couldn’t argue with his logic. 

Bob pulled her closer to him so he could kiss her.  Gail edged her way up his body, straddling his stomach, bending down to kiss him back.  Their kiss became more and more passionate.  Bob gently turned over and led Gail to rest on her back.  Their bodies intertwined as they kissed.  Bob’s cock came back to life, and he started sliding his shaft along Gail’s folds. 

“Yes,” she whispered. She reached down and guided him inside her.  Bob was gentle and slow.  There were no more taunts, no more calling Gail a whore.  They weren’t fucking anymore.  They were making love.  Gail cradled Bob’s face and they stared into each other’s eyes as he now took my wife’s heart in the same manner he had taken her body only minutes before.  He masterfully used his huge gift to guide my wife to climax repeatedly.  She moaned his name as he did.  “Yes, Bob!  Yes, Baby!”

I couldn’t tear myself away from the carnage.  Bob finally came again, my wife begging for him to stay inside her once more.  After making love for what seemed like forever, he and my wife lounged in his living room naked.  Bob fixed them some more drinks and they started heading out to the pool.  I had to think fast.  Fortunately, I was able to quickly amble behind the pool shed and still have a view as they waded into the shallow end.   

“Does this mean you’re my girlfriend now?” Bob asked, half joking.

“I guess so,” Gail quipped back leaning against his chest, her arms draped around his neck.

“What about your husband?”

“I don’t know.  I’ll have to figure that out.”

“I’ll leave that up to you. Let me know if you need anything.”

“For right now, all I need is this damn thing.”  Gail reached down and grabbed his cock.  “I’m not joking, Bob.  I will be your fucking whore.  I’ll let you do whatever you want to me.  But, in turn, this is my cock now. I’ll play your game, but if I catch you fucking some other whore, you’ll never see my pussy again.  I’m your whore and this is my cock.  Got it?”

“Prove it,” Bob ordered.  He hopped up and sat on the edge of the pool, his legs still in the water and leaned back. I couldn’t believe that, at his age, his cock was hard yet again.  I occurred to me that the pill he took earlier must have something to do with his stamina.  Gail waded through the water and stood between his legs, leaning her head down to start sucking his cock.  Bob started probing her willingness to submit to him.

“Are you gonna let me fuck you whenever I want?”

“MmHmm,” she nodded, his cock still between her lips.

“Are you gonna suck my cock on demand?”

“MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna let me come wherever I want?”

“MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna call me sir?”

She freed her mouth just long enough to reply, “Yes, sir.”

“Are you gonna let me fuck you in the ass?” Bob smirked, knowing this was a big demand. 

Gail, lifted her head.  “Maybe,” she said in a tone that didn’t inspire much confidence.  She went back to sucking him.

“Are you gonna let me watch while James fucks you in the ass?”

Gail exhaled on Bob’s dick.  “MmHmm.”

“Fuck,” Bob moaned.  “What about Ted?”

Gail paused.  “Who’s Ted?”

“The other guy you were fucking earlier.”

She moaned enthusiastically on Bob’s dick this time. “MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna let me fuck you in front of your husband?”

Gail nodded her head reluctantly but kept working her mouth along Bob’s shaft.

“I mean it.  I want to humiliate that fucker.  He deserves it.  He never stood up for you.  He thinks he’s better than me.  I want to show him what it’s like when a real man fucks his wife.”

Bob ambled up from the pool and reached down to pull Gail up by her wrists.  He led her over to the pool shed, just a few feet around the corner from where I was standing.  He pushed her against the wall like a cop getting ready to frisk a criminal, but instead he kneeled down and buried his face between her cheeks. 

“Mmmm,” Gail moaned. 

“Do you think he’s better than me?” Bob demanded returning to my wife’s pleasure.

“No,” she sighed. 

“And you said you’d do anything I want?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Come with me.”  Bob took Gail’s hand and started leading her back to the house.  I waited until they were inside and followed suit.  When I returned to my spot, I saw Bob had Gail sitting on the couch.  She was sucking his cock again.  He was holding his phone, filming while she put on a show. 

“Tell him whose cock you’re sucking.”

“I’m sucking Bob’s cock.”

“And who owns your pussy now?”

“Bob does.”

“And who fucks you better?  Me or your husband?”

“You do.”

“And what do you want me to do right now?”

“I want you to fuck me some more.”

Gail walked to the couch and presented herself on her hands and knees.  Bob filmed as he fucked her from behind.  After a little while, he paused.

“Hang on a second.” Bob started tapping on his phone.  A few moments later, my phone beeped loudly in my pocket.  Bob’s head turned in my direction.  I knew I was caught.  He left my wife on the couch and walked outside.  I didn’t make any attempt to run or hide.

“Hey Gail, guess who I found.”  He grabbed me by the arm and ushered me into the living room.  Gail was standing naked in the center of the room.  I couldn’t tell by her face if she was angry or sorry.  Bob let go of my arm and walked to Gail’s side.  “Your husband has been standing out there watching us this whole time.  Jerking himself silly, I bet.  Haven’t you bud?”

I just stood there.  Silent.  Meek.  Even though Gail is the one who had been cheating on me all evening, I felt like I was the one who had done something wrong. 

“Did you like it, Champ?”  Bob taunted me.  “Did you like watching me take your wife?”

I just stood there, staring at my wife.  She stared back.  Bob circled around and stood behind my wife.  “Anything?” he whispered in her ear.  She nodded, still looking me in the eye. She looked angry.  Somehow, she had cheated on me with three men and stood there as though I was the bad guy.  Bob turned her sideways and stood in front of her.  He kissed her and then he gently pushed her head downward.  Gail sank to her knees and took his cock in her mouth.  She looked at me as she pleasured her asshole boss.  I stood there with my mouth open, defeated.  And yet, my cock started getting hard again. 

“You always thought you were better than me, didn’t you?  Now look at you.  Standing there with your pathetic hard-on while your wife sucks my huge cock.” Gail sucked him harder at hearing those words.

Bob pointed to the couch and ordered me to sit down.  He took my wife by the hand and guided her to the couch.  Bob put her directly in front of me, straddling one of my legs, her face right next to mine. 

“Tell me what you want, Sweetheart?” he asked as he rubbed his cock along her ass. 

“I want you to fuck me and make my husband watch,” she replied, her lips inches from mine as though she was going to kiss me.  She leaned forward and gave my lips a dry, sexless, peck. 

Gail lurched forward with a groan as Bob entered her yet again.  She draped her arms around my shoulders to hold herself up.  Her breath lips brushed my ear.

“Take your cock out,” Bob ordered.  “I know you want to.” 

It was humiliating, but he wasn’t wrong.  I took my dick out, still hard.  I started masturbating while he fucked my wife, who for all intents and purposes was on top of me.  Gail started verbally degrading me while she took Bob deep inside of her.  “You’re such a pussy.  You never stood up for me once.  Now this asshole owns me.  I’m better off.  Did you see his cock?  He’s twice the man you are. You could never fuck me like he can.  I thought I could settle for a nice guy like you.  But Bob’s right.  I need a real man. I need a man that can take care of me.  I’m so tired of pretending I’m like you and all your nerdy friends.  Now I can finally be myself again.”

Bob pulled out and told Gail to stay put.  He walked around the back of the couch and his cock soon appeared over my shoulder.  My wife started sucking his cock just inches from my face.  Bob’s balls pressed against my shoulder.

“You’ve got to admit,” Gail whispered as she ran her tongue down his length.  “He’s got such a nice cock.” I continued stroking my own cock as Gail neared her new lover to yet another orgasm.  I had a front row seat to the hottest blowjob I’ve ever witnessed.

“It’s time to mark my territory,” Bob groaned.  He grabbed his cock and jerked himself off onto Gail’s willing face.  I quickly followed suit, coming on my stomach.

My wife looked at me, come scattered on her face and clinging to her chin.  “Take a good look,” she said.  She kissed me on the cheek, stood up and walked away.  As she disappeared down the hall, Bob followed.  “Now get the fuck out of my house!” he yelled, walking into the darkness. 

I sat on the couch for a few moments, stunned.  I looked to the floor and saw Gail’s swimsuit and throw.  I saw the cups still sitting on the table where SG put them.  I replayed the nights events quickly in my head.  It was honestly the hottest sexual experience of my life.  And I was only a spectator.  I went to the kitchen and grabbed some paper towels to clean myself up.  I grabbed a bottle of whisky that was sitting on the counter and took it with me on my way out the door. 

That was the end of my marriage.  The last time I saw my wife was when she strutted naked down the hall of her asshole boss’s house after she fucked three men including one she had supposedly despised only a few hours before.  I still have that video.  And get this, every now and then, Bob sends me another one.  Gail wasn’t lying.  She did anything he wanted her to do. 


My Black Neighbor

I never knew how much of a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a lousy apartment.  The pandemic hit my husband’s industry hard and instead of buckling down, he opted to drink himself numb on the government’s dime.  I damn near left him.  I ended up giving him a year to get his act together or find himself another wife. And in that crappy one-bedroom apartment is where we started that year. My only consolation was that at least we were on the second floor and wouldn’t have neighbors upstairs trampling around all day and night.  What I didn’t anticipate, however, would be the noise coming from downstairs. Our first night, as Dave and I laid in bed trying to go to sleep, we heard screaming coming from the apartment below. 

“Fuck!” the voice yelled.  It sounded like a woman in distress.  We listened closer.

“Fuck me!” she cried. “Yes!”

“Yeah, you like that?” a man’s voice replied. 

“Yes! Fuck me, Marcus!” she demanded.  “Fuck me with that big black cock!”

Dave and I could hear the bed rhythmically banging against the wall. 

“You like this black dick in your little white pussy?” the man demanded.

“Fuck!  I’m gonna come!” the girl yelled. 

The pounding continued until they both climaxed, and the room fell quiet again.

“Damn,” I said to Dave.  “I hope we don’t have to listen to that every night.”  He was drunk and already half asleep, noise or no noise.

“Fucking loser,” I whispered to myself and hunkered down to go to sleep.

My hopes that the noise wouldn’t be a regular thing were quickly dashed.  Nearly every night, our downstairs neighbor was at it.  It was always the same story – the girl screaming and begging for more.  Marcus, whoever he was – I had never laid eyes on him at that point, knew what he was doing by the sound of it.  Eventually, I started staying up and peeking out the window to watch as Marcus walked the girls to their cars when he was done with them.  Over the course of a few weeks, I figured out that he kept about three or four girls in rotation with different ones peppered in here and there - all of them white.

I’ve never been particularly attracted to black men.  That wasn’t really something that was considered the way I was raised. But I could see how Marcus pulled so many girls.  He was tall, with a shaved head, a handsome face, and a chiseled body. And I do mean chiseled.  He barely had an ounce of fat on him.  I wondered if he actually worked out or if he just got all of his exercise having sex.  A few times, Marcus caught me looking at him through the window.  He barely seemed to notice, much less care.  Despite my upbringing, I didn’t consider myself racist but for some reason I was scared of him.

One day, a few months into listening to Marcus pleasure his stable of women, I was climbing the stairs when one of my grocery bags broke and spilled its contents directly in front of Marcus’ door.  He must have heard the noise and opened his door.  For a split second, I almost ran up the stairs to hide in our apartment.  Instead, I just began apologizing profusely.  I was terrified to be alone with this man I had been spying on for the last few months.

“Sorry! I’m so sorry,” I said as I hurried back down the stairs. “My bag broke.”  I was obviously shaken. 

“It’s okay, Babygirl.”  Marcus looked perplexed by my overreaction.  “It’s no big deal.”

I reached my hand out to shake his. “I’m Holly.  I live upstairs from you.” 

“Marcus.” He shook my hand.  “You okay?”  he asked.  His tone was patronizing.  He saw me for the little white princess I was.  I think I started realizing it for the first time, too.

“I’m fine,” I reassured him.  I think he could also tell that I didn’t mean to be such a nervous, racist, little princess and decided to give me a pass. 

“Here, let me help you.”  Before I could decline, Marcus gathered my groceries from his stoop and started up the stairs.  I followed behind him.  He was wearing only a pair of basketball shorts and flip-flops.  I couldn’t help but notice the muscle definition in his back.  He wasn’t huge like a body builder, but he was incredibly muscular and manly.  I opened the door and Marcus followed me into the kitchen, placing my things on the counter.

“Thank you so much, Marcus.” I smiled.

“No problem.”  Marcus looked around. “You made this dump look pretty nice.” 

“Thank you.” I replied.

“For a while, I wondered if anybody was actually living here.  I never hear anything coming from up here.” Marcus wandered over to the living room window that looked out over the parking lot.  I wondered if this was his way of him letting me know he had seen me spying from that very spot.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I offered, still scared but trying to be a better person.

“I’ll take a beer if you got one,” he replied.

“That’s one thing we always have,” I said sarcastically.  That seemed to be my husband’s biggest priority these days.

“You sure your husband won’t miss it?”  I could tell by the way Marcus asked that he didn’t really care.  I didn’t care whether or not he did.

I handed Marcus the beer and opened one for myself.  We sat down and talked for a while.  I told him the story of my husband’s “misfortune” and how we had come to be his neighbors. Marcus didn’t reveal a lot about himself.  I found out he grew up in the area and helped take care of his mother who lived in another part of town.  In the end, Marcus wasn’t really that scary at all.  He was cocky, but kind of sweet.  Before he left, he invited Dave and I to come to a barbeque he was having that coming Saturday.

“It might get a little loud,” he joked.  “You’re gonna be hearin’ it anyway, so you might as well come and enjoy yourself.” 

I resisted saying anything about being loud and told him I’d mention it to Dave.

That night, I heard Marcus having his way with one of his girls.  It felt different this time, having met him.  I felt a little quiver in me as they got louder.  My breathing got deeper.  I could feel myself getting wet.  In a weird, twisted way, I was proud of myself for getting wet over a black man for the first time.  I reached between my legs.

“Oh, fuck!” the girl yelled.  “You fuck me so good!”

“Yes, Babygirl! Ride that dick!” his voice boomed back. I imagined a woman riding Marcus as I pinched my nipple and rubbed my clit, listening to them.  I heard a slap.  I shuddered.

“Yes!” the girl moaned loudly. 

Another slap.

“Fuck yes!” the girl yelled. “I’m gonna come!”

I fingered myself hard and faster, frightened my husband would wake up.  I put two fingers inside of me and started clapping my pussy.  I matched my pace to theirs and came hard onto my hand as their noise subsided. 

“Fuck,” I whispered through my labored breathing.  I got out of bed and went to the window to wait. My breathing remained deep in anticipation.  I didn’t know why, but I desperately wanted to lay my eyes on Marcus.  I heard the door downstairs open and close.  I watched Marcus walk the girl, a new one, to her car.  Again, he was wearing only gym shorts and flip-flops.  He kissed her goodnight.  As he walked back from the parking lot, he looked up and saw me in the window.  My mouth was open and my breathing still heavy.  He smiled at me.  Not a sweet, neighborly smile like the other day.  There was no question he knew that I had just been listening to him fuck.  Marcus was flirting with me.  It wasn’t until after I heard his door close, and I let the curtains fall back in place that I realized I had one hand still between my legs.  It was below the windowsill, but I obsessed for the next several minutes about whether or not Marcus would have been able to tell where my hand was.

Masturbating to the sounds coming from downstairs became the norm over the next few nights.  And I still couldn’t resist spying on Marcus as he escorted his conquests to their cars, albeit much more discretely.  I started to worry that I would become like Pavlov’s dog, craving sex every time I stood next to a window.  Dave was, of course, oblivious to all of this in his drunken haze.  He was working about sixty hours a week at his crappy job and when he wasn’t working, he was just moping around the house drinking.  I had already started scouting online for backups.  Dave still had most of his probation year left, but things weren’t looking good. 

The day of the barbeque rolled around.  Since moving into the apartment, I had always dressed conservatively outside of the house.  Now that I was feeling a little more comfortable with the neighbors, I wanted to try to fit in a little better.  I wore a pair of cut-off shorts that highlighted my tan legs and a plain white V-neck top.  Underneath, I wore a baby blue thong and a white bra that let my nipples poke through when hard.  I showed off my freshly done pedicure in a pair of sandals.  Dave wore his usual weekend yuppie uniform – a pair of khaki shorts, a polo shirt, and sandals. 

When we arrived, Marcus introduced us to the small crowd that was already assembled.  I was relieved to see that there were a few other white people.  Regardless, everyone was very welcoming.  I got a few dirty looks from some of the other girls, but I was used to that.  I knew I looked good, showing off my legs and a little bit of my cleavage in the V-neck.  Despite all of his flaws, I forgot how fun Dave could be.  He was like a Labrador.  He just loved playing with anyone.  He made the rounds, swapping stories and laughing, not a stranger in the room for him. 

Despite some of the cattiness in the room, some of the girls were very sweet and engaging.  I settled onto the couch with a girl named Kisha.  We talked for a good while and I eventually worked up the nerve to ask her what Marcus did for a living.  You know, besides bedding white women.

Kisha was obviously surprised by the question.  “You don’t know?”

“No,” I replied, pleading ignorance.

“Marcus played pro ball.  He hurt is knee his first year.  He ain’t rich, but he made enough money that he can afford this place and not have to work ever again if he don’t want to.  How did you think he was pulling all those white women?” Kisha asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied, embarrassed.  “I just thought he was handsome and probably had some game.” 

“Ooooooo, you think Marcus is handsome,” she teased. 

“Hush!” I giggled back.  I liked Kisha.

“You’re just his type.  I’m surprised he ain’t made a move on you yet,” she said.

I was starting to wonder the same thing.  Honestly, it made me feel a little insecure.  I was used to men hitting on me wherever I went, ring or no ring.  I was by nearly all standards pretty hot.  However, to save face, I lifted my hand and pointed my ring out to Kisha.

“Hmm, mmm,” Kisha hummed.  She wasn’t naïve enough to believe that married people didn’t fool around.  I didn’t argue, even though I had always been faithful to my husband.

Just then, Marcus came back in from outside.  He had been in and out of the apartment all afternoon, working the grill.  He was shirtless again and dripping sweat from the heat.

“Mmm. Marcus is fine, though,” Kisha sighed.

Marcus saw me and walked over to the couch.  “We probably need to do something about your boy.  He’s passed out in a chair outside.”

I shook my head.  “Dammit.  Okay.”

I followed Marcus out back by the grill where a small group was sitting in lawn chairs near the grill.  My husband was passed out in one of them.  I could feel the other men’s eyes looking me up and down.  If Marcus had not been there, I would have been terrified.  Instead, I kind of liked it. 

“You want me to get him upstairs?” Marcus asked.

“Yes, please.” I replied.  Under my breath I whispered, “Fucking loser.”

Marcus took Dave’s wrist in one hand, ducked down, and lifted him up like a fireman – carrying him on his shoulder leaving one of his hands free.  I was impressed at how easily he carried Dave up the stairs.  I unlocked the door and Marcus eased Dave onto the couch. Marcus grimaced when straightened up.

“Ow. Dammit!” he grunted.

It scared me.  “What’s wrong.”

“This damn knee.”  I could see underneath all of his machismo how much Marcus hated his injury and what it had cost him. It wasn’t just pain in his knee he felt.  It was the reminder of lost possibilities.   

I helped Marcus limp to the chair and got some ice for his knee.  Unsurprisingly, I had been a cheerleader in high school.  One of my boyfriends had a bad knee and I had learned how to massage it properly.  I returned from the kitchen and sat on the floor in front of Marcus.  I rested his leg on my shoulder and started massaging around his knee while he held the ice directly on it.

“You a nurse or something?” he asked.

I crinkled my nose.  “Cheerleader.”

“Should’ve known,” Marcus nodded with a smile.

I could feel my nipples getting hard as I massaged his leg.  I looked up at Marcus and he made no attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at my breasts.  “You know, I’ve seen you peeking at me through your window.”

I was glad I had a few drinks in me, otherwise I would’ve been mortified.  Instead, I volleyed back, “And I’ve heard you downstairs with all those girls.”

“Is that so?” he smirked. “And what exactly did you hear?”

“They just seem very happy to know you,” I replied coyly.

“Well, that’s because I have something every white woman secretly wants,” he smiled confidently.

“And what’s that, Mr. Man?” I replied reflexively before I realized I had left the door wide open for his next comment.

“A big black cock and the skill to use it,” he said flatly.

I was flustered.  “Oh my God!” I gasp, shocked and embarrassed.

“How come I never hear any noise coming from up here?” he teased.

I motioned over my shoulder to my husband, out cold on the couch. 

“So, what do you do for company?” Marcus asked.

“Listen to you,” I joked.

Marcus’ tone softened.  The mood changed. The room got quiet and I could hear the partygoers downstairs. I realized wasn’t massaging his knee anymore so much as I was just rubbing his leg rhythmically. Marcus had removed the ice pack without me realizing.  “And what do you like to hear?” he asked.

My breathing deepened.  I paused.  I couldn’t believe what I was about to say.  “I like it when they beg you to fuck them,” I whispered.

“Stand up,” Marcus ordered.  I did as I was told.

“Take off your shirt.”

I looked over my shoulder at my husband.

“He’s out cold.  Now take off your shirt.”

I eased the V-neck over my head, leaving my nipples straining against my white bra.

“Now the shorts.”

I did as he told.  Marcus told me to sit down.  I sat on my heels in my baby blue panties and bare feet.

“Good girl,” he said.  I exhaled.  There was something about the way he said it.  I wanted his approval. Marcus reached in his shorts and pulled out his cock.  It was exactly how I had pictured it every night of the last week.  Even before that, if I’m being honest.  It was so much bigger than my husbands.  Dark. Veiny.  Thick.  I almost grunted just looking at it.

“Do you like it?” he asked.  I slowly nodded my head, almost in a trance.  “Show me that little white pussy.”

I lifted myself up from my heels, still on my knees, and looked down.  My panties were soaked.  I started pulling them down.

“No.  Leave them on.  I like them.”  Marcus gestured with his hand for me to pull my panties aside.  I did as I was told.  “That’s what I love about you white girls.  Always shaved.” 

“Are you gonna fuck me, Marcus?  Like you do those other girls?” I spoked quietly, breathing deeply.

Marcus stood up and walked over to stand above me.  “Yes,” he whispered.  He gently grasped the back of my head through my blonde hair and guided my mouth to his cock. 

“Oh God,” I managed to whimper just before taking him into my mouth.  It sounded like someone jumping out from a plane and skydiving for the first time. 

It had been a long time since I had given a blowjob and even though I had made the rounds a bit before I met Dave, I’d had never had my hands on a cock quite as big as Marcus’. 

“Good girl,” he said again.  I moaned on his dick.  I couldn’t believe the change two months had made in my life.  I never would have imagined that I would be on my knees sucking a black dick with my husband passed out three feet away.  It felt naughty in the best possible way.  I sucked, licked, and slurped Marcus until his shaft and my face were sloppy wet like I had seen in videos. 

“Lay down,” Marcus ordered.  I laid back on the white carpet.  Marcus lowered himself to his stomach on the floor.  Reaching under my legs and grabbing me by the hips, he pulled me to his mouth.  Sliding my panties to one side, he began devouring my wet, aching pussy.  I moaned in ecstasy.  It seemed like it had been forever since I’d had a warm tongue on my clit. 

“Fuck yes!” I groaned.  Marcus licked and fingered me like an artist, purposefully bringing me to the brink of orgasm and then backing off, only to edge me some more.  No wonder his girls always begged him.  Sometime in the middle of this, I reached back and unclasped my bra.  Marcus reached up to play with my breasts. 

“Please, Marcus!  Make let me come!” I begged loudly.  Hearing my voice at that volume made me worry for a split second that I would wake Dave.  A combination of sexual desperation and marital apathy led to that thought’s quick dismissal.  I squeezed Marcus’ head as he finally gifted me a glorious orgasm.  That only made me want his cock more.

I grasped his head, still between my legs, with both hands.  “Please fuck me,” I panted.  “Please fuck me, Marcus.”

Bad knee or no, Marcus ambled up between my legs and rested his cock against my folds.  I looked down and watch as he used one hand to rub the tip of his erection around my entrance.

“Oh fuck,” I said as I dug my fingers into his thighs. 

“What do you want?” he asked sternly. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I grunted.

“Is that it?” he teased me.

“I want you to fuck my little white pussy!” I growled.

Marcus steadily slid himself inside of me, giving me most of his length in one stroke.  My body clenched in surprise and ecstasy.  It had been years since I’d had a big cock inside of me.  The fact that it was my first black one ever made it so much hotter.

“Yes!  Fuck me, Marcus! Fuck me with that big black cock!”  I begged.

Marcus began to find his rhythm.  I hadn’t lied.  He definitely knew what he was doing.  He read me like an open book. He brought me to orgasm within moments, fucked me through it, then slowed it down again to begin guiding me to another. 

“Fuck me, Marcus!” I begged louder and louder.

I had long stopped worrying about waking my husband, but I had also forgotten about the party downstairs.  Voices started coming from below mimicking me, “Fuck me, Marcus!  Fuck me, Marcus!”

Marcus lifted me from the floor and guided me towards the recliner.  He positioned me where I had been before when I was rubbing his leg.  I was now on my knees, my elbows resting on the cushion of the chair.  Marcus thrust his entire shaft in me from behind with one stroke, banging the chair against the wall.  He started fucking me hard, much harder than before.  I was being taken. At some point, he literally ripped my baby blue panties from my body. 

“Fuck! Yes!” I screamed.  Chants of “Yes! Yes! Yes!” started coming from the party below in time with the percussion of the chair meeting the wall.  Marcus was fucking me so hard that all I could do was whimper and grip the chair as he had his way with me.

“Are you ready?” he asked, gripping my shoulder with one hand and my hip with the other, pounding me relentlessly with his huge black cock. I turned my head and nodded in complete surrender.  Marcus slowed his pace just slightly but fucked me with even more force, practically lifting me from the floor.  He grunted like a wild animal as I felt him explode inside of me.  I moaned in unison.  The party cheered from below.

My head collapsed into the chair, my breathing heavy as if I had just sprinted a half-mile.  I couldn’t speak.  I was utterly spent and completely satiated.  Marcus stayed inside of me for a few moments feeling my walls pulse against him and holding me by the hips, recovering as I was.

“Good girl?” he praised, finally catching his breath.

I managed a little smile and nodded with a look of utter satisfaction on my face.  “Did I make the cut?” I joked.

He smiled back.  “Thursdays.  Nine o’clock. Get yourself another pair of those panties.  I like them.” 

Marcus gathered himself and headed back to the party.  Dave was still motionless on the couch.  The following Thursday, I told him that I was going to the movies with some friends.  When I got back from “the movie”, he said, “You missed it.  You should have heard the girl Marcus was fucking tonight.  A real screamer.”

“Sorry I missed that,” I giggled, pretending to go along with the joke.  But really, I was laughing at how oblivious he was.  “Fucking loser,” I whispered under my breath as I walked to the shower. 
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