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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. 
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