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Let me just start by saying that none of this was my fault. My hand was forced. I was all out of options and I was sick of waiting for things to change. They were never going to change because he was never going to change.

My husband, Chris, was a worthless man. Eventually, I had to accept that fact after years and years of living in denial. In fact, he wasn’t a man at all. He was a little boy. A pathetic, immature wimp who never grew up. And I suffered the consequences.

The blame for what I’m about to tell you, lays squarely on his shoulders. Not mine. What happened was only a natural consequence of his actions and had he taken the time to consider the outcomes, I’m not even sure if he would have done anything differently.

Simply put, Chris neglected me.

He didn’t pay attention to what I needed. He ignored me most of the time. And he was hardly home to begin with. He spent long hours working and traveling for work. The thing was, he didn’t have to travel or work so much either. He was rich. He was powerful. He could have hired people to do those things for him or at least take some things off his plate. But he didn’t. Because he relished it. He relished the time away from me and our kids. I’ve practically raised them myself.

After fifteen years of a loveless and sexless marriage, I’d finally had enough. I honestly couldn’t tell you the last time Chris and I were even remotely intimate with each other. And it’s not for lack of trying on my part. He could barely get an erection these days anyway. He always blamed me, but we both knew the truth: he watched too much porn, cheated with high-priced call girls, and just led an unhealthy lifestyle. He was getting old and he was out of shape.

I was not the problem. Even at forty-years old and after two kids, I was as sexy and vibrant as I’d ever been in my life. With all due modesty, I was (and still am) a knock out. Through hard work and determination I’d manage to not only maintain but actually enhance my model good looks. I’d even had my breasts augmented (on Chris’s dime of course) and he barely even noticed. That was the last straw.

Meanwhile, his hair continues to recede as his gut protrudes further and further over his waistline. The only reason, and I mean the only reason, I’m still with him is his money. I know that the financial security his bank account provides me and our kids is something I cannot afford to lose.

But eventually I decided if he can’t be bothered to appreciate me or the hot body I’ve managed to keep for him all these years, I’ll just have to find someone who can. I was sexually frustrated and seething with rage. I was ready to teach Chris a lesson. I’d get his attention in a big way and maybe, just maybe, he’d learn to show his family a little more appreciation from time to time.

That’s where our nextdoor neighbor, Blake, came in. Blake was a single parent and former S.E.A.L. He was tall and handsome with the most beautiful black skin I’d ever seen. He ran a successful business from the comfort of his own home and was a self-made multi-millionaire. He was a little younger than me, but his muscular, powerful frame and alpha mentality were just what I was looking for.

The window of our bedroom had a perfect view into Blake’s backyard and more specifically, the pool area. In the summertime I’d watch him from the window as he lay in the sun or swam laps. One morning, just as the sun was coming up, I’d looked out to find him swimming naked. I stood transfixed as he got out of the pool, his big, black cock dangling between his legs, the water droplets shimmering in the early-morning sun.

After that, I often fantasized and masturbated to the idea of Blake having his way with me. I thought of seducing him one day when my husband wasn’t home. Eventually, I grew so obsessed with the fantasy, I could no longer allow it to live only in my mind. I had to make it a reality.

So, when my husband jetted off to Chicago for a week-long business trip, I decided it was finally time to make my move. The kids were away at camp for a few weeks and I had the house all to myself. It was the opportunity I’d been waiting for and I wasn’t going to let it slip through my fingers.

I made a fresh batch of margaritas and put on my sexiest, most revealing bikini. I poured myself a glass and went out to sit by the pool. Eventually, I figured Blake would venture out to swim or something since his kids were also away at camp. I knew he was alone and I was ready to pounce.

I took a sip from my glass, the sweet tartness of the margarita was refreshing and invigorating. I smiled to myself as I placed the pitcher down on the table next to me. There was no way Blake was going to be able to resist me. I was going to have that thick, dark meat between my legs in no time. And it was going to feel so, so good.

A tingle went down my spine as I thought about what it would feel like and I could feel my bikini bottoms getting moist from all my excitement. I slipped one finger inside and then another, as I fantasized once more about Blake in the hot summer sun.
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The sun was creeping higher and higher in the sky. It was the hottest day of the summer so far and I watched as beads of sweat trickled down my chin and between my soft, supple breasts and down across the ripples of my abs before finally settling in my shimmering belly button. I was about two and half margaritas deep at this point and was feeling a nice buzz. But I found myself growing impatient. Where the hell was Blake? He was usually outside several times by this point during the course of a normal day.

When I couldn’t take the heat any more, I downed the last of my margarita and decided to go for a dip to cool off. I dove in head first and relished the crisp, cool feeling of the water on my hot skin as the somewhat frigid temperature sobered me up a bit. I swam for a bit before surfacing in the shallow end where I treaded water and gazed up at the sun high overhead. I guessed it was probably approaching one o’clock.

I turned around to face Blake’s yard and sure enough, there he was.

Finally.

He was skimming some bugs out of the pool and if he had noticed me swimming and splashing around, he was doing a good job of pretending he hadn’t. He appeared contemplative and lost in thought as I watched his bulging biceps command the skimmer with power and precision.

Intent on grabbing his attention, I pulled myself out of the pool and jogged a little towards the lounge chair where my towel was so that my breasts would bounce up and down.

“Hi there, Blake,” I called as I trotted over, smiling and waving at him.

Blake looked up from what he was doing and smiled at me. It was a gorgeous smile. He could have been a model I thought. Maybe he was for all I knew.

“Hi there, Mrs. Cooper,” he said, waving back.

I put my hands on my hips and leaned forward.

“Now how many times do I have to tell you, Demi. Not Mrs. Cooper. You’re making me feel old,” I said with a mock pouty face.

He smiled and shook his head. He was too polite for his own good.

“Sorry, Demi. Just a habit of mine from the military I guess.”

“That’s ok, Blake,” I picked up the half-empty pitcher of margaritas and held it up. “Want one? Really helps cool you off on a day like this.”

Blake smiled and I already knew a polite refutation was on the way.

“No thank you,” he said, “I’ll have to take a rain check.”

“Alright, well don’t judge me for drinking midday during the week like this. But Chris is out of town on business and the girls are away at camp, so I’m letting loose a little bit.”

“Hey, no judgments here. Got the house to myself as well. I’ll definitely be cracking a cold one later, just gotta finish up some chores,” he said, his brilliant smile still shining in the afternoon sun.

I raised my glass in salute.

“Well, hey...I’ll be here all afternoon if you want to come over and join me when you’re finished,” I said.

For the first time Blake let his gaze drift away from my face and down my body. It was only a split second, but I could tell. He quickly shot his eyes back up to my face and I smirked at him. I knew he was looking and he knew I’d caught him.

“Don’t worry, there’s no harm in enjoying the view,” I said, too low for him to hear.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Nothing, I just said I have some beer in the fridge too. You know, if you decide to come over for a drink.”

He smiled and nodded his head.

“Thanks, Demi. I’ll keep that in mind.”

He went back to cleaning the pool and I was suddenly panicking. Was I blowing it? Was there any chance he’d come back out later and come over for a drink? I doubted it. He was just being polite. I had to think of something quickly to keep the conversation going so I didn’t lose him.

I glanced over to the table and saw my sunscreen lotion sitting there. Shit. I’d forgotten to lotion up and was probably going to burn a little. But then an idea popped into my head just then and I smiled to myself.

“Hey, Blake?” I called over.

“Yes, Demi?” he replied, not looking up from the pool.

“Could I ask you a favor?”

That got his attention and he finally looked back up and over at me.

“Sure, what can I do for you?”

“Well, Chris is away - in Chicago - like I said and well, this is a little embarrassing but I tweaked something at pilates the other day and I can’t quite reach my back,” I held up the bottle of lotion. “Do you think you could maybe help me out here?”

Blake stopped and hesitated for a moment. I could tell he was trying to decide how inappropriate it would be to say yes to my request. So I tried a different angle.

“My sister just got diagnosed with skin cancer and, thankfully they caught it early, but you know. Don’t wanna risk it. You never can be too careful these days,” I said, really laying it on thick. How could he say ‘no’ now?

Blake shrugged his shoulders and seemed to realize he had no choice. He started to walk over towards our yard and onto our pool deck.

“Oh, you can finish what you’re doing. There’s no rush,” I said.

“No, that’s alright. I don’t mind. Besides, you can’t be too careful like you said, right?” He smiled at me and took the bottle of lotion from my hand and shook it up. I watched his massive hand shake the bottle and thought about how those powerful, manly paws were going to be on me. Touching and rubbing my body. A shudder went through my body as my heart raced and I tried to keep it all together.

He squirted some lotion into his hands and rubbed them together to warm it up.

“Hold on, let me roll over onto my stomach to make it easier for you,” I said. I sneakily undid the tie on my top as well so he could get to back easier and well, I didn’t want tan lines, you know? Plus, I had a nice surprise in mind for him when I turned over after he was finished.

My body quivered in anticipation as Blake’s hands hovered just over my shoulder blades. I could feel the power and warmth emanating from them. Then he gently pressed them to my skin and began to rub the luke-warm lotion on my skin. I let out a soft moan. I couldn’t help it, even his rubbing motion with no pressure at all felt oh so good.

“Mmm,” I said. He chuckled nervously but continued on. Eventually he finished and I heard him put the cap back on the bottle and wipe his hands on his shorts.

“There you go, all set,” he finally said.

“Thank you so much, Blake,” I said, eyes still shut tight. My pussy was getting so wet and I could hardly keep it together. I was worried if I turned over he might even be able to tell. Or smell my wetness, if that was a thing.

“No problem, Demi. Don’t want you to get skin cancer, right?” Shit. I thought then he might be on to me. But he wasn’t running away and so I decided to press my luck.

“Well, now that you mention it...would you mind getting the backs of my legs too? They aren’t the easiest for me to reach either.”

Blake paused for a moment and I thought he might make up some excuse to cut bait and get the hell out of there. But that moment passed and I heard him open the bottle back up and squirt some more lotion into his hands and warm it up once more.

Then he silently went to work on my legs. I could tell he was trying to be as light and as delicate as possible, but once more even his light touch was enough to send shivers down my spine and tingles all over my body. I was broken out in goose flesh as he started on my calves and worked his way further up.

I shut my eyes tighter and fantasized about his hands slowly creeping up towards my soaking wet pussy and then ripping my bottoms right off with his muscular hands. I wanted him to take me right then and there, next to the pool, in broad daylight. I didn’t care who saw.

The sound of the lotion bottle closing once more brought me out of my fantasy.

“Alright. Anything else, Demi?” He asked. I thought there might be a trace of annoyance in his voice but no matter. Now was the time. I was ready to make the first move.

So, I pushed myself up on my arms and turned over. But my top was nowhere to be seen, at least not on me. I’d purposely left it untied so that when I turned around my lovely ladies were out and right in his face.

“I’m sorry, Blake. Just one more thing before you go, remember I mentioned my shoulder was bothering me? Do you think you could give me a quick massage? I just have a knot back there that won’t seem to go away. I think it really might help with the healing process.”

Blake was staring back at me, mouth agape. I guess to be clear, he wasn’t staring at me so much as he was staring at my tits which were now just inches away from where he stood over top of me.

“Uhh, Demi…” he stammered, not quite able to get words out just yet. So instead he just pointed.

I looked down and gasped, feigning embarrassment. But I wasn’t embarrassed in the least. I was proud of my body and happy to show it off.

I half-heartedly tried to cover them up and apologized profusely.

“No, no. It’s alright. Just an accident. It happens,” he said, trying to reassure me and probably himself.

I turned back over and laid my head down.

“So, can you help me with that knot or what?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t know Demi. I don’t think that’s appropriate...why don’t you ask Chris when he gets home or go see a professional. I have a guy I could recommend.”

“Nonsense. Chris won’t mind and I can’t wait to see someone, that could take days. I need relief now. Please, it’s been killing me all week.”

Blake let out a heavy sigh.

“Alright, but I gotta be quick. I need to get back.”

He placed a firm hand on my shoulder blade and began to work the muscle. It felt like heaven.

“Mmm, thank you so much,” I moaned. I was almost drooling. It felt so relaxing.

He began to work it with his other hand at the same time.

“Mmm, a little lower,” I said.

His hands crept down my back.

“A little more,” I said.

They crept lower still.

“Lower,” I purred.

He hesitated, but then relented and his hands were now on the small of my back.

“Mmm, that’s nice. But I think a little lower still.”

This time he didn’t hesitate as much and he placed his two hands firmly on my butt cheeks. I let out a soft gasp.

“Are you sure?” he asked, keeping them perfectly still.

“Oh, absolutely,” I said, practically moaning.

I decided to take a risk and steal a glance behind me. I pushed up on my elbow and turned my head slightly back. I watched his powerful hands go to work on my buttocks, loosening me up. And I hoped it wasn’t the only way he’d be loosening me up that day.

Then I saw it.

The bulge in his shorts was massive. And it was growing. There was no mistaking it.

Oh my god, I mouthed to myself.

I couldn’t help what I did next. It was like I was a passenger in my own body, my baser instincts taking over the controls.

My trembling hand reached out towards the bulge and touched it lightly at first and then rubbed up and down. I don’t know if he even noticed.

But then when I wrapped my tiny fingers around it and squeezed a little, well, he definitely noticed. He quickly looked down and then back up at me. He was frozen in place for the moment.

I smiled at him.

“Oh my, Blake, what is this we have here?”

He pulled away from me finally and backed away in horror.

“It’s alright, baby. It’s a perfectly natural response,” I said, trying to reassure him and calm him down. “No need to be embarrassed. Come back here.”

I turned and got up onto my knees, tits out, and beckoned him back with a finger.

“Come on, Blake. I showed you mine. I wanna see that thing. I don’t give a fuck about Chris. I just want you.”

I licked my lips. Despite his best efforts, his bulge continued to grow and soon he was rock hard. There was no hiding it. He wanted me. I just had to convince him to take what was his.

But then he backed away some more, tripped over a chair, steadied himself and was soon back in his yard.

“I’m sorry, Demi. I can’t. I just can’t. Wouldn’t be right,” he called over his shoulder.

And with that, he disappeared back into his house and left me there all hot and bothered. But I was more determined than ever. I wasn’t going to give up just yet.

I poured myself another drink and then went inside to cool off and reformulate a plan.

This time, he wouldn’t be able to say no.
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I paced around the kitchen with my pool towel wrapped tight and cinched around my waist. I was starting to feel the sting of rejection just then and began to wonder how the hell he managed to control himself and back away. Not to brag, but I was a hot little piece. He was single and free and I was practically throwing myself at him. And he was so...hard. And big. So, so big. My pussy began to get wet once more as I thought of Blake dominating me with his big, black dick and I couldn’t help myself.

Soon, my hand crept under my towel and slid my bottoms to the side. In slipped one finger, then a second, and then...a third? Holy shit. I could never fit three inside me. I was very tight after all. I was turned on and so wet that it practically fell right in with no resistance. Perhaps it was my body subconsciously preparing to live out all the lurid fantasies I’d been feeding it.

But then my mind wandered back to the events just minutes ago and I felt that sting once more. I even found myself getting a little angry. How could a man resist this?

Not that I’d ever tried before, but I imagined with my looks it would be a cakewalk if I ever decided to stray. Sure, I thought about it often. Fantasized and maybe even obsessed over it. But prior to that day with Blake, I’d never once gone behind Chris’s back and as I mentioned before, I would have been perfectly justified if I had.

My ego was bruised a little. But I wasn’t going to throw in the towel just yet. He wanted to fuck me. I could see it raging in his pants. That much was clear. But for some reason he felt he couldn’t. Perhaps it was social convention, respect for my husband? But they had no bond. I wasn’t even sure if they’d ever spoken to each other. Chris was never home. No, Blake was just too shy and too much of a gentleman for his own good. That’s what it was. It had to be.

Feeling a little tipsy and suddenly much more confident, I decided to give it another try. I was going to attack it from a slightly different angle this time and I was sure this way was going to work. He wouldn’t be able to say no twice.

Soon, I was going to be climbing him like a tree and riding that big, sexy cock of his to the most intense and satisfying orgasm of my life.

The plan was not at all creative and more than a tad childish in his concoction. But it didn’t matter. I only needed to get him over to the house. My body would take care of the rest.

I took out my phone and called Blake’s house.

On the third ring he picked up.

“Hi, Blake? It’s Demi -- no, no I’m the one who should be apologizing. Put it out of your mind, it’s all my fault. I just, lost my head a little, that's all.”

I paused for a minute while he still tripped over himself to apologize and reassure me. He was “kind of seeing someone” and blah, blah, blah. Seeing someone, eh? Well, we’ll see about that mister.

“Listen, the reason I’m calling is....well, it’s terribly embarrassing. But one of our mouse traps went off in the basement and well...I’m just so squeamish when it comes to that and I don’t want it to sit there and start to smell up the house until Chris gets back. Do you think you could maybe...”

I paused for a moment and then my face lit up.

“Oh you will? Thank you so, so much! I really appreciate it. Thank you, Blake,” I said. I was suddenly flustered and nervous.

I hung up and hurried around the house to get ready. I tore off my towel and threw it in the laundry. I wanted to be wearing as little as possible when he arrived. I toyed with the idea of going topless and...well, off came the top. He’d already seen them anyway, what difference did it make.

I went and unlocked the front door so he could walk right in. I raced back into the kitchen and anxiously waited for Blake to arrive. I was wearing nothing but my bikini thong, my wet hair down around my shoulders, sipping on another margarita.

My heart was racing and my pussy was aching. I could almost feel his dick inside me. I needed it so bad. I was wetter than I’d ever been in my life. I could not wait to finally fulfill this dark fantasy of mine and teach my worthless husband a lesson in the process. A smile curled onto my lips as I remembered the other part of my plan. Not only was I going to get some good dick, I was going to make sure Chris heard all about it.
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I heard a firm knocking on the front door and my heart skipped a beat. I tousled my hair and took a deep breath.

“Come in,” I called. “It’s open.”

After a second or two, I heard the door swing open, creaking slightly on its hinges. Then I heard it softly click shut. Footsteps echoed on the hardwood of the foyer.

“Demi?” a voice called. It was Blake. He’s deep, baritone voice with just the right amount of hoarseness sent shivers down my spine. God, he was so sexy.

“In here,” I replied. “In the kitchen.”

Blake rounded the corner and I watched his jaw drop as he laid eyes on my naked torso.

“Hi big boy,” I said. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

I stood up off the stool and walked towards his paralyzed body. He seemed scared to move but he couldn’t take his eyes off me. I walked right up to him and kissed him hard on his big, soft lips. They were wet and warm. I put my hand on his cock and felt the blood rushing in to fill his long shaft.

I pulled back from my kiss and stared directly into his eyes. He looked back at me. He seemed confused at first, but then I saw it. He finally couldn’t hold back any more. He could no longer resist the temptation of my siren call. He was mine. And he finally gave in.

Blake leaned down and kissed me back. It was soft at first, no tongue. And then I parted my lips and let him slip his silky tongue inside to explore me. Soon we were kissing hard. Wet and sloppy. Hands groping up and down each other’s bodies, exploring the foreign figure we each had longed to hold in our arms and finally were.

It was thrilling and exciting and for a moment I totally forgot Chris. I forgot almost everything about myself and was lost in the warm embrace of his body. The sweet, minty flavor of his breath. And those bulging muscles that wrapped me up and squeezed me just right.

Blake began to kiss my neck, nibbling on my ear. And eventually he worked his way down to my breasts. He gripped them with both hands and squeezed, admiring them.

“Fuck, I can’t stop thinking about you either, Demi. These have been on my mind all day.”

“Well, I’m glad someone can appreciate them. Chris hardly notices.”

He shook his head in dismay.

“Hey, if he can’t appreciate this bangin’ body, he doesn’t deserve it. I’m happy to take it from him,” he said with a wicked smile. I got so wet just then I felt the juices trickling down the inside of my legs. I grabbed his hand and placed it on the mound of my pussy.

“Feel how wet you’re making me,” I whispered.

He slipped one finger inside me and tickled my insides.

I groped fiendishly at his cock from outside his shorts as he brought me closer to an orgasm with a single finger than my husband ever had with any part of his worthless, pasty, soft body.

I exhaled deeply, trying to keep it together as my body worked itself into a frenzy.

“I’ve been thinking about this big dick all afternoon,” I said.

“You have?” he asked with a smile. “Do you want to see it?”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded.

“Get on your knees then,” he commanded and I loved him taking control. I wanted to be dominated and controlled by him.

Blake reached into his shorts and hauled out his cock. My eyes went wide with excitement as he slipped his shorts down to his ankles and held his half-hard piece of meat in his hands. It was thick and long and coursing with veins.

“Wow,” I whispered, reaching up to touch it. I carefully examined it as I wrapped my tiny fingers around it. The contrast of his dark shaft against my creamy skin was almost too hot to handle. I was so hot and bothered for a moment I thought I might pass out.

“Can I suck it?” I asked.

He nodded and as I opened my mouth, Blake grabbed the back of my head, palming it with just one hand, and slowly but firmly pressed my head down onto his cock until it touched the back of my throat.

It felt so good and so naughty forcing his big, black cock down my slutty little throat. After a while, I couldn’t take it anymore and began to choke and gag on his dick. But I loved how it felt as he pressed my head down further until I had to pull off for air.

I gasped and took a huge breath as I grabbed his cock with my left hand and stroked it. My saliva coated the whole thing and worked as a nice lubricant while I jacked him off and stared longingly at his big, black stick.

“Fuck, I want this in me,” I whispered.

“Want want in you?” he asked, smiling down at me.

“I want this big, black cock in me. Let’s go upstairs.”

“In the bed you share with your husband?” he asked. But he didn’t sound unsure, it sounded like the idea excited him.

“Yes, fuck my husband.”

“Fuck your husband,” he said with a smile. Then he picked me up and slung me over his shoulder. I almost came right then and there. He was so big and strong and powerful and I felt so tiny and sexy in his arms.

He carried me up the stairs like it was nothing and walked me down the hallway.

When we got into our bedroom, he tossed me down on the bed and then pounced on top of me. He put himself between my legs and let his cock rest on top of my pussy. The tip reached all the way up past my belly button and as I stared down between my legs at it, I bit my bottom lip and savored that last moment of tension and anticipation before I would finally have it inside me.

“Fuck me,” I hissed. “I want it, put that big, black dick inside my tight little pussy.”

Blake picked his cock up and slapped it against the skin of my tummy, teasing me.

“You got a condom?” he asked.

“No, I want you raw,” I said.

Then he smiled and shoved himself inside me.
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I sucked in air as his huge, throbbing cock filled my insides like nothing I’d ever felt before. His dick was so deep inside I thought that if he pressed any deeper it was going to come out of my throat.

Finally, the breath returned to my legs and I moaned like a dirty whore as he began to work himself in and out of my hot cunt.

“Oh my god, that feels so good. You’re so fucking huge. I’ve never felt like this before,” I grabbed hold of the sheets and opened my eyes for the first time since he’d entered me and I picked my head up to look down between my legs.

The sight of his big, black cock disappearing inside me was, at last, too much to handle and I gave in. I came so hard and so loud that I thought, for the second time, I might pass out from the intensity of the feeling. My body had never felt so good before. It was euphoric.

I was instantly hooked.

“That’s it baby, let it go. Cum for me. That’s it, be a good girl and cum for daddy,” Blake said as he leaned down and whispered in my ear. It sent shivers down my spine and made my skin break out in goosebumps all over.

“Oh Blake, oh Blake,” I moaned back, unable to think straight or say much of anything else.

“What? You’re husband doesn’t make you feel like that?” he said with a teasing smile.

“Not even close, not even close. Fuck yes! Harder! Pound this little married pussy with that big, fat cock!” I was screaming now and Blake happily obliged my begging.

He began to thrust deeper, harder, and faster and soon a second, even more powerful orgasm washed over my body and had my eyes rolling back in my head as my body quivered and shook from the sensations.

After the orgasm subsided, he flipped me over on my stomach and entered me in the prone position. His dick reached even deeper from that angle and soon a third orgasm was building inside me and I could tell it was going to be even more powerful than the last.

“You’re so deep...you’re so deep,” I whispered.

“What’s so deep?”

“Your big, black cock. I fucking love it, you’re gonna make me cum again…”

“Then cum, bitch,” he whispered in my ear. “Go ahead and cum. Nut all over my dick.”

And that was all I needed to hear. And again I came. Hard and fast. It was nirvana.

I could tell that Blake was getting close to an orgasm himself and I decided I knew right where I wanted him to plant his seed: deep, deep inside me.

“Fuck,” he grunted, “You’re gonna make me cum soon, that tight wet pussy, mmmm.”

“Good, I want that cum, Blake. Give it to me,” I said.

He reached down and grabbed a handful of hair and pulled my head back close to his mouth.

“Where do you want it?” he whispered in my ear. I smiled.

“Put it in me. Cum in me, fill this pussy up with that nut.”

He began to thrust even harder and even faster when I said that and soon I felt it coming. His shaft was throbbing and pulsing inside me as I clenched my pussy down on his cock and tried to suck the cum right out of it.

“Oh fuck, here it comes,” he screamed. And then I felt the first globs spray out of the tip. It was so hot and sexy, the warmth of his seed filled up my womb and made me feel whole. Then more and more shot out of his big dick and a fourth orgasm erupted out of me as he filled me up.

I felt his shuddering, trembling body over top of mine and leaned up to kiss him as he held his cock inside me, the last of his seed dripping out into my belly.

“Holy shit, Demi. Holy shit,” he kept whispering into my ear as he finally pulled out and collapsed on the bed beside me and took me into his arms.

“So, when can we do this again?” I asked.

Blake looked at his watch.

“Give me five minutes,” he said.

“Really?” I asked.

He looked down at his cock and it was already getting hard again.

“Mmm, that’s so sexy,” I said, grabbing it in my hand and slowly caressing it as we started to make out again.

His semen was trickling out of me and onto our bed sheets and I felt so naughty and sexy as we got ready for round two.

Blake didn’t last as long the second time, but he shot another load deep inside me. And then the third time? Well, I can’t remember but we fucked five times total that afternoon and he put his cum all over my body that day.

. . .

Throughout the week Chris was in New York, we fucked at least twenty times and he put so much of his seed in my belly I’m surprised he didn’t get me pregnant.

Sure, I was a little too old for that technically speaking, but secretly I think some part of me hoped that maybe his seed was so potent it would take and then Chris would really learn a lesson.

But unfortunately, I had to settle for simply telling him all about when he got home. And boy, did his reaction shocked me.

Instead of getting mad, he got hard as a rock and asked me to tell him all about it while I jerked him off. Turns out, I wasn’t the only one who fantasized about me fucking Blake. Chris confessed to me that he often thought about me and Blake together, but was afraid to ever tell me.

His tiny, fleshy dick looked so pathetic in my hand after spending a week with Blake and his massive member, but to be honest, it kind of turned me on too. I liked having control over him.

He pays attention to me now. In fact, in a weird way, our marriage has never been stronger. Chris still lets me fuck Blake whenever I want and sometimes, I even let him watch.

I never would have guessed I could turn my husband into such a submissive cuckold, but here we are.

And I love it.

Isn’t life funny sometimes?

THE END


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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