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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.

np

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. 

Parts I and III available now in the series or as part of the Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I. Links below...

Check out my Author Page on Amazon.com for my latest releases.

Thanks for reading!
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