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Chapter One

The best part of working from home is the freedom to wear whatever I want. Some people are more comfortable in pajama pants or a bathrobe, it just so happens that I wander around the house in a tight tank top and booty shorts.

It makes for interesting interactions when the Jehovah’s Witness boys stop by. Their eyes always lock onto my ample tits, spilling out the top of my tiny shirts. No bra, of course. What self-respecting woman wears a bra in her own home?

The highlight of my week is when we get packages delivered. I might just put on a little extra makeup. Maybe I like being admired by strangers at my doorstep. Besides, David is hardly a stranger anymore. With all the online shopping I do, he’s at the house more days than not, and the sexy way he drinks me in always leaves me wet and horny.

I hear a car in the driveway and my heart starts to flutter. I abandon my laptop, fluff my hair in the mirror, push my tits together, and straighten the hem of my pajama shorts. My ass has a tendency to eat the fabric, revealing far more of my peach than it hides. Perfect.

I scurry to the hallway, not wanting to appear too eager before he even approaches the door. I peek my head around the corner, watching the broad shape through the frosted glass. I can’t even remember what I ordered. The thrill is in the delivery.

So why does my stomach sink when keys scrape in the lock? My husband pushes the door open, raising his eyebrows when he sees me in my tiny clothes, hovering in the entryway.

“Rick! You’re home early.” I bite my lip, feeling a little foolish. My thighs rub together self consciously as I lean against the wall. Very casual.

“Don’t you look gorgeous! Expecting someone?” It’s a joke, judging by the cute tilt to the corner of his mouth, but it hits a little too close to home.

“Of course not. Just working comfortably…” I mumble, moving in to distract him with a kiss. I wrap my arms around his neck and squish my rack against his chest. That usually does the trick. “What are you doing home?”

He grins, tucking an escaped blonde ringlet behind my ear. “Can’t a man come home early to see his beautiful wife for no reason at all?”

“Of course you can.” I kiss him again and the slow sweep of his tongue gives me butterflies. Just when he’s about to lead me upstairs, there’s a knock at the door. “I’ll get it!” I chirp, flying from his arms.

“Hello, Mrs. Ruben. Two packages today. If I could just get you to sign…?” David looks good enough to eat in his khaki uniform. He passes me the tablet and I hold it with both hands, pressing my breasts tightly together as I take my time signing my name. The moment stretches, dragging out as his deep blue eyes take in every inch of me.

“Doing alright today?” I ask, feeling less than eloquent with my husband standing just behind me. The hairs on my neck are standing up and my nipples are hard little points poking through my thin shirt.

“Always better when I see you.” He winks. He probably says that to every beautiful woman on his route, but it still makes my pussy pulse. I wonder if Rick heard.

“Who is it, honey?” He asks, and before I can fully brace myself, he pulls the door open wide. “Oh, hello. More packages?” He rolls his eyes playing the long-suffering husband, but takes the boxes from David’s strong, muscled arms.

“Thank you.” My cheeks bloom pink and my teeth sink into my bottom lip. David’s body language cools down by several degrees and his spine straightens as he meets my husband’s eyes. It feels like I’m about to get caught in the middle of a dick measuring contest and I don’t completely hate it.

“Of course. Enjoy.” He nods curtly then takes the tablet back, eyes carefully avoiding my chest and hips. Disappointment sours in my gut.

Nothing was ever going to happen with the delivery guy, but the fantasy has kept me going for months. Now that he knows I’m married, it might all be ruined.

I watch his tight ass recede until he jumps back in his truck and shuts the door firmly.

“Want to tell me what that was all about?” Rick smirks. “Do you always open the door for strange men dressed like that?”

My heart pounds. “He’s not a strange man. He’s just delivering my packages.”

“Oh, I saw his package when he got a good look at you.” He tucks his hand under my chin and forces me to meet his eyes. “Does my wife have a little crush?”

I swat his hand away and roll my eyes, trying to push past him and get back to work on my laptop. “It’s nothing. You know I’m addicted to shopping.”

“He’s handsome,” Rick taunts, refusing to move. Instead, he reaches out and pinches one of the taut buds visible through my tank top. My mouth drops open with a sharp gasp as he rolls his thumb over the swollen nipple. “How much would you be willing to bet that your pussy is dripping wet right now? Were you waiting for him?”

“I was waiting for my packages,” I insist. He’s right, but I’m way too embarrassed to admit it. I don’t want him to get the wrong idea. David’s cute, but I would never do anything to jeopardize my marriage.

“Then let me see.” He boxes me in with his big body, trapping me against the wall. He towers over me, making me feel small and fragile, and dumping lust into my veins.

I look up at him defiantly, my core burning hot as he kneads one of my breasts, pushing them out of my top to leave me exposed.

“Ever think about answering the door like this? I think our poor delivery driver might just cum in his pants.” He bends down to suck one peak into his hot mouth and desire floods my shorts. They’re too tiny to wear any panties underneath, and the smell of my arousal tickles my nose.

It should be humiliating, but Rick’s clearly turned on by the idea of showing me off a little, so I relax into his strong arms.

“Let’s see what my wife thinks of him,” he says, dropping to his knees, leaving a burning trail of kisses down my stomach to my thighs. When he reaches my center, he takes a deep sniff. “Such a little slut, aren’t you? What’s his name?”

“Rick, don’t be an ass. I’ve got to get back to work.” I make a half-hearted attempt to wriggle out of his grip, but he holds my thighs firmly open and presses me back against the wall.

“I deserve to know the name of the man who makes my wife wet while she’s supposed to be home alone.” His expression is stern, but I can hear the teasing in his voice. He’s not really upset, but shouldn’t he be? I do look forward to seeing him…

He presses his lips to the wet patch growing on my booty shorts. Using his nose, he teases my slit, pushing against my tight bundle of nerves through the fabric. Pleasure jolts through my body, but not nearly enough. His fingers play with my waistband, promising to pull them down and expose my pussy, but only if I play fair.

“Fine. His name is David, but seriously Rick, he just delivers the stuff. It’s probably Pavlovian. Dopamine. That kind of—” I trail off as he bares my cunt, dragging my shorts down to my knees and dipping his tongue between my folds.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp, my fingers tightening in his hair. I spread my legs wider and pull him closer, chasing the pleasure as it licks down my limbs.

He groans, his tongue making sloppy wet noises against my flesh. He tears my shorts all the way down, frees one ankle, then props that leg over his shoulder.

“Do you ever think of David when you’re fucking me?” he asks before plunging back into my pussy.

The comfortable lie sits on the tip of my tongue, but I kind of like how aggressive Rick’s being. He seems almost into the idea and it’s making the fantasy even sexier for me. Maybe we’re both feeling a little naughty.

“Yes,” I whisper. He grunts, rubbing his growing erection through his slacks, then tugs my clit between his lips. When he flicks his tongue over my pleasure center, I lose control. My legs go weak and he holds me up, one hand gripping my ass, the other stroking his cock.

I grind against his face, bucking my hips and riding out the waves of bliss. I’ve imagined David just like this, pleasuring me in between deliveries, heading back to work with his face dripping in my juices.

As I come back down, Rick slowly lowers my leg and finds my mouth, filling my taste buds with the sweet musk of my own arousal. I moan around his thick tongue in my mouth as he presses his hard steel against me.

“Who knew my wife was such a little whore? I’ve never seen you dress like this for me.” He smacks my ass, groping his long fingers through my dripping snatch. I wish he’d do it harder. I’ve been very bad.

“It just adds a little excitement to the day,” I confess, blushing again.

“You like the attention.” It’s not a question; we both know it’s true. I bury my face in his chest and grind against his thigh, spreading my wetness on his work clothes. “Eager little slut, aren’t you?”

He grabs me by my hair and pulls my head back until I’m forced to meet his eyes again.

“But you know who you belong to, right?”

God, his eyes are penetrating. My chest flutters with lust and just the tiniest bit of fear. My nipples are hard as rocks, still squeezed out of my top. My pussy is dripping down my thighs, staining his clothes. Power radiates from him, still fully-clothed while he plays with me.

“Always.” I reassure him.

“Good girl.” He releases me and hot pleasure tingles over my scalp. “Now get upstairs so I can remind you whose cock gets to claim you.”

“Yes sir.” He spanks me again, a little harder, and I squeal before ducking under his arm and scurrying up the stairs.

I love when he’s dominant. I even kind of like making him jealous. It probably means a harder, more intense fucking for me. Maybe this all worked out for the best—my crush on the delivery driver is harmless, after all.


Chapter Two

When we finish fucking, I think I’m finally off the hook. I’m still lying in bed, tingling with my post-orgasmic glow, when he pushes up onto his elbow and narrows his eyes at me.

“So you and the delivery guy, huh?”

My heart starts racing. “There’s really nothing going on, hon. I might flirt with him a little…”

“What if I told you I already know?”

That shouldn’t make me so nervous but my mouth still goes dry. I may have fucked him a thousand times in my head, but I’ve never crossed the line. I love my husband. I must take too long to answer because he keeps going.

“I’ve seen you on the cameras, Kelly. Biting your lip, pushing your tits at him. You’re teasing the poor guy. You should put him out of his misery.”

The door cam. Of course. My chest and face grow hot with embarrassment but he won’t let me look away. “It’s a silly fantasy,” I mumble. “I’m a happily married woman. It’s just fun.”

“What if I wanted you to do it?”

I don’t know what to say to that. Something shifts deep in my belly and my pussy starts to pulse again. “Why would you want that?” I finally manage.

“It turns me on, thinking of you with another man. I like watching you whore yourself out in your tiny little outfits.” He rolls my nipple between his fingers and just like that, I want him again. “I’d just want to hear every dirty detail when I get home.”

Heat licks at my insides. I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Sleep with another man? I thought that ship had sailed the day we got married. His fingers are still working my breasts and I shift so that my leg is draped around his hip. He can probably feel my folds growing slick with desire.

“You want to hear about me sucking another man’s cock?”

He growls with approval and pulls me closer with one big hand tangled in my curls. My wet pussy grinds against his thigh.

“You want me to get my pussy pounded then crawl back into bed with you?”

“Fuck yes,” he grunts, claiming me with his mouth. His kiss is so fierce, it feels like a brand. His facial hair scrapes my jaw and leaves me tingling. “Then you’ll spread your legs open and let me remind you who you belong to.”

His intensity takes my breath away. He’s not just saying this because he caught me flirting—he really wants it.

A world of possibility opens before me as I consider the new rules of our relationship. “Just David, or any man?” I clarify.

His laugh sounds wicked. “Does my little slut wife need more cocks to satisfy her?” He doesn’t wait for my answer, just nips at my bottom lip with his teeth. “You can have any man you want as long as you’re coming home to me. I want to hear everything. I want to know what you do with this filthy whore’s mouth.” He traces my lips with his thumb. “I want to hear about every cock that stuffs these holes.”

His hand slides down past my leaking pussy and he circles the rim of my tight back entrance. It makes my body go taut and rigid, pressed up against him, all my focus narrowed down to that small ring of flesh.

Would David, the delivery guy, want to fuck my ass? What hot-blooded man could resist? But still, I can just imagine how that conversation would go.

“Get out of your head, princess,” Rick murmurs, pressing a kiss to my forehead. The moment his finger moves away from my asshole, the tension is broken. “Do whatever feels comfortable to you. You have my blessing.”

“I’ll have to think about it,” I demur, feeling shy. “You’re more than enough man for me as it is.”

“I think you could handle much, much more.” He makes the words sound wicked. I just got off multiple times but I’m still so turned on. I reach for his cock, but he’s only half-hard. Maybe he’s right, maybe I could handle more.

“I love you, you dirty old perv.” I kiss him through my smile.

“And I love you, my shameless slut. Now, I’m starving.” He rolls to the edge of the edge of the bed, but I beat him there.

“Don’t you dare move! I’ll heat you up something. You’re home from work early. You should relax.”

He settles back onto the pillows with a comfortable sigh, giving my ass a little pinch.

“How did I get so lucky?” He muses.

I’m thinking the exact same thing.


Chapter Three

I don’t have another package coming for a week. I can’t possibly wait that long, so some shopping is in order.

I feel naughty this morning, scrolling through lingerie while I fantasize about a man who is not my husband.

I’m wet and achy just thinking about the deal we made—nothing is off limits as long as I tell him everything. But still, I wonder how he’d feel about this craving, the desperate yearning for a younger, fitter man. I’d do anything to get him here today.

I pay extra for overnight delivery with Rick’s credit card. My belly flutters with anticipation as the confirmation appears.

Tomorrow will change everything, if I survive that long. When I ride Rick in bed that night, he doesn’t have to prompt me to imagine it’s David between my legs instead.

The next day is a struggle to act normal. I can’t focus on anything, pacing through the house enough to wear a hole in the floor. I chose a cornflower blue sundress today. The halter makes my tits look amazing, drawing the eye to my deep, freckled cleavage. The fabric feels light and breezy, anything thicker and I think I might just crawl out of my skin; my nerves are making me way over-sensitive.

Finally, mercifully, the doorbell rings. I glance in the mirror and remind myself that I am one gorgeous motherfucker. Of course he’ll want me. I pinch my cheeks to give them a rosy glow, then do the same to my nipples so that they visibly harden beneath the pale blue.

“David! Hey!” I hope my voice isn’t as squeaky as it sounds to me. I lean on the doorframe and rub my foot over my freshly-shaved calf.

“Hey Kelly.” His nostrils flare as his eyes drop exactly where I hoped. His Adam’s apple bobs beneath a gold chain and I have to resist the urge to lean forward and lick it.

“Got three boxes in the truck for you, but I’ll need your autograph first.” He winks and I take the tablet from him, scribbling something blindly as I watch his cute butt walking away. Something about those khaki shorts just does it for me.

I’m nervous, but excited. I wonder if Rick knows he’s here—is he watching us on the door cam right now? Can he tell how nervous I am? I have a few ideas for the future if today goes well.

For now, I’ll stick to the plan. My pussy throbs and my stomach fills with butterflies as he jogs back up the steps. I can barely see his face behind the stack of boxes—I might’ve gone a little overboard with the credit card—but his biceps bulge impressively.

“Those look heavy. Do you think you could set them down on the counter for me?” I step back, making room for him to pass. To his credit, he doesn’t hesitate to cross that invisible boundary, but the moment he passes the threshold to my home, everything feels more real.

“Just through here?” I follow him through the hall, heart pounding. His masculine cologne mixes with the light sheen of sweat glistening on the back of his neck, and fills my living room with the irresistible scent of a man who is not my husband.

“Thank you so much.” When he turns around, I’m right behind him. His hands shoot to my waist, instinctively steadying us both in his surprise.

“Kelly?” There’s a question in his eyes. We’ve never been this close. His blue eyes are soft and warm and his chin is dusted with blonde and ginger stubble. How would it feel against my face? My inner thighs?

“I’ve always found you very attractive.” I can hardly hear myself over the pounding of my heart. He takes a small step back, but his fingers tighten on my hips.

“But you’re married. I shook his hand—” I fill the gap between us, backing him against the counter and slotting his thigh between my legs.

“He gave me a hall pass. He knows how much I…” I swallow and try to wet my throat, “want you.”

He laughs and shakes his head. “Why would he do that? Look at you, you’re perfect.” He traces my lips with his thumb and the slow drag of his finger feels directly tied to my clit. It drives me wild. The effort of holding himself back looks painful too. “Is this something you do a lot?”

I’m so swollen with need that it’s hard to think, but if he leaves now, I’ll regret it forever.

“No. I want you to be my first bull. If you want.” I shrug like I couldn’t care less, but the slow grind against his thigh says otherwise. A tent forms in his khakis, beneath his belt, and my hands start moving on their own. “May I?”

He clears his throat and nods. Permission granted, I tug his buckle open and sink to my knees, unleashing his hard cock. I lick my lips. I was parched, but now I’m almost drooling as I admire his sizable length and the heft of him in my fist.

The slit on his tip is leaking a pearly drop of pre-cum. I swipe it with my thumb then lick it off. I haven’t seen another man’s cock since I met Rick, but there’s no question that David’s is spectacular. Even better than I dreamed.

I circle my fingers around his shaft and hold his gaze as I wrap my lips around him and slowly sink down.

“Oh shit.” He claws at the counter, shifting his weight.

I move up and down, tasting and slurping. I make it messy and loud and I’m rewarded with wordless groaning and fingers tightening in my hair. When he starts to gently fuck my throat, hips rocking, my arousal drips down my leg.

“Fuck Kelly,” he rasps, pulling out and thwacking my face with his throbbing, wet cock. I smile up at him, cheeks and chin probably shining with spit. It’s so wrong, but I can’t wait to tell Rick all about it. It makes me want to be even sluttier.

“Will you fuck me? Please?” I pout my lips then stick out my tongue and slap his cock against it. He shoves it back down my throat and I moan around his shaft, cupping his balls. He’s much bigger than Rick and I’m struggling to take him all, but I love the challenge.

“You want me to fuck that married pussy?” He cups my jaw, sliding in and out of my throat as he waits for my answer. I groan my approval around a mouthful of cock and try not to gag. He pulls out abruptly, leaving me gasping, and helps me up off the floor. His earlier hesitation is gone, replaced by a cool command: “Bend over the couch.”

I do as he says, excitement and lust fizzing in my blood like champagne. He kicks my legs open wider and folds the dress up over my waist. He traces my ass with both hands so I give him a little shake and moan appreciatively at the resulting smack. This man knows how to deliver a spanking.

He tugs at the knot near my neck and my tits tumble out of the dress, hanging heavily beneath me. His wet cock bobs against my ass, stretching impossibly long next to my spine as he fondles my breasts.

“You’re goddamned beautiful. I don’t know if your husband is lucky or just an idiot.”

“He just loves me,” I say, feeling the words deeply. “And he trusts me. Now fuck me already.”

“Greedy little thing, aren’t you?” His open hand cracks against my ass again and this time I cry out. The sting hasn’t faded when he slides rough fingers through my dripping folds. He finds my clit and twists, the pain intertwining with intense pleasure in a delicate balance. I wiggle again, hoping he’ll get the message.

“Naughty girl,” he chuckles darkly, then spanks me twice more on each cheek. My backside is pink and burning when he lines himself up with my aching entrance and thrusts inside.

I have to brace myself on the back of the couch as his balls hit my clit. He gives me half a second to adjust to his size, then he’s plunging back in, taking my breath away. He’s huge compared to my husband, stretching my pussy to the limit, but I love how foreign and full it feels.

I’m teetering around on my tiptoes until David takes pity on me and brings us down to the floor. On my hands and knees in our living room, the delivery driver pounds my pussy until I’m about to erupt.

“You’re gonna make me cum!” I cry out, meeting him thrust for thrust. He reaches one hand around to tease my clit and my pussy clenches around him. My head drops to the floor, inviting him even deeper, until he’s slamming into my inner walls. My orgasm sears through me, burning hot and white, and wiping away all coherent thought.

Just as I’m coming back down, his hand slides around to rim the tight ring of muscle between my abused cheeks. He can’t be thinking of taking me there—-he won’t be able to fit! But the thought of trying to stuff him in—letting this man stretch and train my asshole while my husband is at work—has me soaring over the edge again.

“I always knew you’d be a filthy whore.” He hums appreciatively and gives me another teasing slap. I love it when men talk dirty to me. “Where do you want it, beautiful?”

Oh fuck. He isn’t wearing a condom. Rick and I probably should’ve discussed this in detail, but it’s too late now.

“On my face,” I blurt out. He groans his approval and tears out of me savagely, leaving my eager pussy clenching on air. He spins me around by the shoulder and I push up to my knees, sticking my tongue out.

His aim isn’t great, or maybe there was just too much of it. David jerks his cock, painting me with his hot, sticky release for a full minute. When he’s done, I’m dripping from my eyebrows to my chest.

I wipe my eyes and suck my fingers, loving the carnal look in his eye. He’s so proud of the mess he made.

“Can you do me a favor?” I ask, smiling up at him despite my dripping facial.

“A towel?” He smirks.

“A picture,” I correct. “For my husband.”

He doesn’t have a cocky comeback for that. He finds my phone on the counter and snaps a few photos before I clean myself up.

“I’ve got to go. I’m really behind schedule now. But that was—” He shakes his head wistfully. For a moment, I think he might take me in his arms and kiss me, but he closes his hands into tight fists and walks away like every step is costing him something. I’m not cruel enough to call him back when he’s got other places to be, plus I need a minute to accept the fact that that actually happened. I just fucked the delivery driver.

I wipe another streak of stray cum off my neck and re-tie my halter. Should I send Rick the pictures now, or wait until I can see his face?


Chapter Four

I decide to wait, and I’m so glad I do. When I hear the door open, I call out from the bedroom: “Baby, come meet me upstairs!”

He races up to greet me, maybe guessing what I want to share, but nothing could prepare him for the sight of me lounging in my new lingerie, guarding the filthy pictures of his loyal wife against my chest.

“Welcome home,” I purr as he climbs on top of me, kissing my face and neck. I can’t stop thinking about his lips touching the same spots where David left his mark.

“Do you have something to tell me?” he growls and cants his hips so I can feel his growing erection pressing against my panties.

“Even better. I want to show you.” My stomach flips with nerves, but I trust him to know what he wants. I hand him my phone with the photo pulled up. It’s a close up of me dripping and grinning, arms folded under my breasts, sticky with another man’s seed.

He gasps, grabbing the phone with both hands as I make quick work of his pants.

“You dirty slut. Did you suck his cock?”

“Yes.” I bite my lip and pull him free of his clothes. His familiar shape fits so much better in my hands.

“Did you let him fuck you?” His eyes are still glued to the image as I begin stroking.

“Yes.” I force my voice to remain steady and his cock jerks in my hands.

“Tell me everything,” he sighs, so I do.

He sends himself the photos then pushes me back against the pillows. After admiring my pretty purple underwear set, he tears it off me, baring my naked body before him. He’s my husband, we’ve done this a thousand times, but tonight I feel exposed and raw. It makes everything more intense and exciting.

He licks my pussy while I tell him about getting on my knees for the delivery driver. I tell him how big his dick was, how my lips barely fit around him, and how much I liked it when he took charge and fucked my face.

“Then he bent me over the couch.” Pleasure spreads through my chest as Rick laps at my clit. I’m warming up to the story now, spurred on by his eager noises.

“You spread your legs for him,” he rasps, then returns to licking.

I nod. “I wanted it so bad. My pussy was begging to be fucked. He spanked me.” I purse my lips while he laughs, the low sound rumbling through my folds.

“I know you liked that.” His fingers clench around my butt, like he might be able to feel the bruises David left.

“I loved it. I was soaking wet. I couldn’t wait for you to get home and tell you what a slut I’d been.”

“I wish I could’ve seen it. I bet you looked so pretty getting speared on his cock.” He adds two fingers to the delicious sensation building between my thighs.

“Would you want to?” I ask, chewing my bottom lip again. “Watch?”

“I think so. Those pictures are incredible. I want to see you happy and glowing like that. Did he make you cum?”

“God yes. I came so hard. And he asked where he should finish. I didn’t know—”

He stills, his hand buried to the knuckles inside me. “Did you use a condom?”

My stomach goes tight, but I would never lie to him. “No. I didn’t think—”

“Good.” He resumes his pumping and slips my clit between his lips. My head rolls back and I can’t move or breathe or think until he releases me. “Next time you let him cum inside you. I’ll lick you clean before I take you again.”

That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever heard. There’s so much to unpack in that sentence, I don’t know where to begin. “Next time”, “cum inside”, “lick me clean”...

Rick climbs up my body, pausing to suck and nibble at my tits while his cock bobs against my slick thighs. I reach for him greedily, needing my husband to fill me, to claim me, to plant his flag in the pussy that belongs to him and no one else.

“I love you,” I whisper as his puffy lips find mine, shiny with my juices. “So fucking much.”

“I love you too.” He sinks inside me, slotting home like my missing puzzle piece. “My sexy, slutty hotwife.”

I groan as he picks up the pace, fucking me harder and deeper, as if to erase the other man from my memory. But he wants me to do it again. He wants to come home to find his loving wife already stuffed with cum.

I shatter again, dragging my nails down his back with a desperate cry. Knowing that my little crush turns my husband on so much makes me feel invincible. Who else could I fuck? How many cocks could I stuff in my holes?

I remember David’s fingers teasing my backdoor and a shiver rolls down my spine.

“How did he fuck you?” Rick grunts. “Like this?”

“From behind.” He turns me around and I bury my face in the pillow as he plunges my depths.

“I can see his handprint on your ass. God that’s hot. You must’ve been very bad—or very, very good.”

A little of both, I think, but I don’t have the breath to answer before he’s shuddering behind me, spraying my walls with his release.

“Rick,” I groan into the pillows.

“You can take it, baby. I know you can.”

I’ve already gotten off so many times today, I’m not sure I believe him. He pulls out and works his fingers through my swollen folds, using his cream to bring me right back to the edge. “Get this cunt nice and sloppy for me next time. Promise?”

“Yes! Yes!” I scream, twisting and writhing in the sheets as he wrenches another orgasm from my sore, aching clit. “No more,” I beg as he licks his fingers clean.

“Soon,” he says, leaving me limp on the bed as he goes off to shower.


Chapter Five

Rick must have been even more excited than I realized. I’m not expecting another package for a few days, but the doorbell rings right on schedule in mid-afternoon.

My pussy starts drooling like she knows exactly what’s waiting on the other side of that door. I don’t bother to check the cameras, but maybe this is my chance to show off a little, just in case we have an eager audience today.

“Good afternoon, Kelly.” His crooked smile makes my stomach start doing backflips. He’s not overly forward, considering he was balls-deep inside me just yesterday, but the arch in his brow seems to hint that he’s thinking the same thing I am.

“Hey David. I didn’t know I had anything coming today.” I twirl a strand of hair around my finger. Is there a chance that he stopped by purely for extra-curricular activities? Maybe one taste wasn’t enough.

“Looks like two packages for Rick.” My husband’s name sounds foreign in his mouth. He looks visibly uncomfortable, cheeks turning faintly pink, and it’s stupidly adorable.

I move closer, leaning my head on his shoulder to share the tablet screen. I can feel his eyes dropping to my bulging cleavage and his breathing deepens. Is he remembering our little photo shoot yesterday?

“Hm, you wouldn’t mind bringing them inside again, would you? I’m feeling a little sore today.” I put my hands on my hips and arch my back, cracking my spine and grazing my breasts across his upper arm.

“Yes ma’am. I think I could do that.” He nods and licks his lips. I can see his shorts beginning to bulge.

When he turns back to the van, I throw a cheeky glance back at the camera and throw caution to the wind. Our front porch is pretty private, and I can’t think of a reason to resist my slutty urges when they’ve brought such good things so far. I pull my tank top over my head and toss it back into the house.

David jogs back up the steps with the boxes and his jaw drops open at my bare tits in all their glory. I’m surprised his grip doesn’t slip.

“I really enjoyed our time together yesterday,” I purr, rubbing my hands over my chest. When I tug on my nipple, he swallows and I watch the bob of his throat. “My husband had a special request today.”

“Oh yeah?” He gulps again, adjusting his grip on the packages. I take them from him and set them down on the porch. With his hands free, he gropes me right in front of the door cam. His eyes even flick toward it, aware of who might be watching, but when his thumbs start circling my hard nubs, I don’t care about that anymore.

“He loved the pictures.” His strong fingers make me squirm, my pussy steadily spreading a wet patch on my shorts. I lace my hands around his neck and he takes the hint, ducking his head to suckle my breasts. The slide of his tongue over my flesh in broad daylight is intoxicating. I hope Rick is watching. “But tonight, he’s craving a creampie.”

His groan of longing is muffled but unmistakable. He releases my nipple with a wet pop and his pupils are blown wide. I reach for his crotch and find him rock hard. My nervous butterflies morph into a ravenous hunger as he seems to forget his shyness.

“I think I could help with that.” He pulls me close, hands squeezing my ass like he owns it. Even one layer between us is too much. I need him closer.

“Then come on in.” I grin. It’s an effort to step away from him, but I lead him upstairs by the hand, the boxes forgotten.

Taking him to our bedroom makes my heart race. It feels even more forbidden, knowing he’s about to fuck my brains out in the bed I share with my husband every night. Heat rolls off his big body as he follows behind me.

I plop onto the duvet and scramble out of my shorts, exposing my freshly-shaved and juicy pussy.

“Look at you,” he growls, spreading my legs wide and inspecting his prize. He drags his thumb from my core to my clit and hums his satisfaction. “Such a dirty slut. Already so wet for me. You want this cock?” He fists himself through his clothes.

I whimper, suddenly feeling vulnerable and exposed, splayed out for him while he towers over me in his uniform. “Yes please.”

“Didn’t get enough yesterday, even with your pretty facial?”

“I need more.” I’m not above begging. I’m empty and aching and I don’t want to wait another second.

He reads the desperation in my eyes and I think the power goes to his head a little, but I don’t mind at all. He takes his time with his belt, pulling the zipper down with exaggerated slowness until my tongue is practically hanging out. My arousal drips down my thighs as I wait for his massive cock to finally spring free.

“Suck it,” he commands, and I’m more than happy to obey.

I move eagerly, flipping onto my belly and dropping my mouth open so he can thrust right in. I thought yesterday prepared me, but he’s less careful this time, shoving his length back like he knows I can take it. I want to please him so badly, even if I gag and drool in the process.

He bends over me and I’m not sure what to expect until his hand meets my ass with a loud crack. I cry out as he spanks me again and again, and he takes the opportunity to slide deeper down my throat.

My eyes start to water but the last thing I want is for him to stop. He slaps my ass until it’s burning, my pussy clenched and leaking, and my bare feet kick out instinctively. Spit starts flying from the corners of my lips as he punishes my tender flesh, keeping my mouth stuffed full so I can’t shout out loud.

When he finally pulls out, I’m gasping for breath. He lifts my chin and forces me to meet his eyes even though I know I’m a mess of tears and slobber.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Kelly. I was late for all of my deliveries yesterday because of you. Then I was up all night thinking of this perfect ass and the delicious little sounds you made when I spanked it. Did you like that?”

“Yes,” I whisper through quivering, swollen lips. My ass is on fire, but there’s no question that I love his firm hand.

“Then shouldn’t you be thanking me?” His face is hard and unyielding. I can’t help the shiver that rolls down my spine at his display of dominance.

“Thank you,” I murmur, but I can already tell it’s too late.

“Turn around.” He circles his finger through the air and I obediently follow directions, getting back on my hands and knees. When he sees my pink cheeks he clucks his tongue in sympathy. “Sluts have to be taught a lesson, right? If you want this cock?”

He slides it into my crack, down to my dripping folds, then back up, smearing my sloppy arousal all over.

“Yes,” I tremble. “Yes please.”

He lays his palm flat on my burning skin and the sting makes me hiss. “How will your husband feel about another man punishing his slut wife?”

“He’ll love it,” I squeak out. I’m fucking loving it too—the perfect mix of pleasure and pain. I’ve always been a glutton for punishment but Rick is too much of a softy to give me what I need.

“Then he should thank me too,” he says, then lays another hard slap on the same abused flesh.

“Thank you,” I groan between gritted teeth. Then four more times until I’m not sure I can take any more.

“Still want this cock, baby?” It’s teasing my entrance, coated with my freely-flowing juices. “Tell me how much you want it.”

I’ll tell him anything he wants if he’ll just put it inside me. Just the tip. Anything, please.

“Please David, please.” I groan, shifting on my knees to relieve the burn and the ache. “I’m a greedy, married slut and I need your cock, please. I’m desperate.”

“So fucking perfect. Do you know how many times I’ve dreamed of having you bent over, just like this?”

He’s still not fucking me. I think I’ll go mad if he doesn’t fuck me soon.

“David,” I sniffle. “I need it.”

With those words, he yanks my hips back and buries himself to the hilt. I moan, a guttural, primal sound as he rearranges my insides with his massive cock. Each thrust makes an obscene, wet squelch as he pounds my drenched folds.

“Fuck, you loved that.” He’s breathless with surprise. He pushes me flat on the bed and drills me deeper into the mattress. Each smack of his flesh against my raw, burning backside makes me sob with pleasurable pain. But I’m so wet, he’s starting to slip out, and his cock keeps sliding toward the wrong hole—

“I bet you I could just—” He cuts off with a deep, satisfied groan as he pushes right past my tightest entry.

I gasp, my chest rising off the bed, but he pushes me back down, shushing and coaxing me as my virgin asshole adjusts to his size.

“So fucking wet. So fucking tight. Such a good little slut for me, Kelly.” His praise relaxes my clenched muscles and I catch my breath, slowly loosening my body’s death grip around his fat cock. He slides in another inch and I feel stuffed completely and utterly full. I can feel his balls pulsing against my folds. I’ve never been used or stretched like this and it feels… well, it feels completely fucking incredible.

But he hasn’t pulled out yet. He’s still giving me time to adjust or to tap out. Instead, I push my ass back against him and cry, “Fuck my slutty virgin ass, David!”

He doesn’t hold back. The slide in and out is excruciating but it builds into a pleasure so intense that I want to scream. Stars flash behind my eyes. I clench down around him as my body hits its limit.

“That’s right,” he coaxes, pumping my ass full. “Your husband never fucked you this good.” When his cock starts to spurt, he jerks his hips, filling me completely. Before he’s done, he pulls out and rams himself home in my aching core, leaving me dripping from both holes.

I’m still floating somewhere in my mental bliss when he gives my sore, punished ass a little jiggle.

“He’s going to fucking eat this up. Where’s your phone, love?”

I wave lazily in the general direction and his weight shifts off the bed. Everything is dripping and throbbing and pulsing with heat. I can’t wait to tell Rick. I hope he won’t be jealous that a man with a bigger cock took my ass first.

David reappears, pushing me gently back up to my knees so he can snap some pictures of my gaping asshole stuffed with cream. He rolls me over onto my back and kisses my forehead before taking some more photos of my swollen pussy.

“Was that really your first time taking it up the ass?” he asks, licking his lips as he admires his handiwork.

I nod, too exhausted to speak.

“You’re a fucking natural. I could feel you cumming over and over.” He coughs and shakes his head as if to clear out the memory. As he pulls his shorts back on, all I can think is how much I wish Rick was here.

“Hey, if you ever want to send me some of those pics, I’d guard them with my life.” He stops by the door and looks back at me one last time, as if taking a mental picture. I’m still sprawled out on the bed recovering from the best fuck of my life. “Tell your husband I hope he enjoys his gift. I’m available any time. I can even make a special delivery after hours.”

He winks and leaves me alone again, wondering how I’m supposed to wait for Rick to get home. 


Chapter Six

Less than five minutes later, hurried footsteps pound up the stairs.

“How are you here?” I ask my husband, eyes wide but chest cracking open with love for him.

“I watched you on the camera,” he says, breathing hard. “I waited around the block. He gave me a thumbs up as he walked out and I rushed in… Look at you, baby.”

The look he gives me is completely feral. I imagine him sitting in the car, wondering what I was doing alone with David. Did he touch himself? I can see he’s rock hard already. My whole body twinges at the thought.

Rick falls to his knees beside the bed and pulls me toward him. He kisses me from my toes to my inner thighs. I moan with wanton need for him as his tongue cleans my sensitive skin. When he spreads my legs wider, he gasps.

“Baby…”

“He came in my ass. Look at this.” I flip over and his sharp intake of breath makes my pussy clench. “I was such a good girl.”

“I know you were.” His lips on my stinging backside are as soft as a butterfly’s wings, but when he spreads my cheeks and sees my dripping holes, his tongue is much less gentle. My husband licks and slurps me while I writhe beneath him. He tongue fucks me, thick and wet in my stretched out holes. It feels so fucking good. I don’t know what I did to deserve this.

“Did you like it?” he asks, when he’s had his fill. I’m on my back again and when he kisses my clit, the over-stimulation makes me snap my legs shut. He chuckles as he climbs up my spent body, lying beside me on the pillows.

“It was so big,” I confess, snuggling close to my favorite person in the world. “But I was so turned on, it just slid right in.”

Rick reaches to squeeze my ass but I squeal before he can touch me. He grins apologetically. “Sorry, I almost forgot. How was your spanking?”

“It was so fucking good.” Just thinking about it makes my voice all dreamy. “The submissive headspace it put me in, the desperate desire to please him, it all made the sex even more intense.”

“I’m very proud of you,” he says, running his hand through my hair.

“Really? You aren’t jealous?” That little crumb of doubt is still needling me, or maybe I just like when he reassures me.

“I love seeing you happy—” He kisses my lips. “And satisfied—” Another kiss. “And well fucked.” Again. “I couldn’t wait to come home and see you. I want to hear about all your adventures.”

“You’d want to do this again?” I ask. I don’t mean to sound so eager but I can’t imagine never getting to see David again after today. I wouldn’t, if my husband asked me not to, but it would hurt to give him up now. Even sore and stretched I’m already dreaming of the next time he can stuff me full.

“My insatiable little slut.” His tongue slowly slides through my mouth. How can I possibly be getting turned on again? “I think the very next cock you fuck should be mine.” He jerks his hips and the hard rubbery tip slides up my belly. “But after that, you should do whatever you like. You know my only requirement.”

“You want to know everything?” My voice comes out soft and breathy as he sucks on my neck.

“That’s right.” He pulls back and grins at me, admiring my flushed face and my nipples that have hardened into points again. “Now, I was trying to be a gentleman and let you get some rest after your brutal fucking.”

“Screw that!” I pull him closer, wrapping my hand around his velvety shaft. “I’m all yours.”

“You’re mine,” he sighs as he sinks inside me. My arms wrap around his neck and I’m careful not to put too much weight on my sore backside as I lose myself in my husband again.
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