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“Lacey, your makeup looks amazing, but is there any reason you spent that long on it when we’re just going out for a jog?” Amber asked.

I smiled warmly and waved a hand dismissively, “Oh, it only takes me a few minutes. Besides, when I go anywhere with you, I want to look half as good as you do.”

Amber giggled and gave me a pat on the arm, “I don’t know if Dusty would appreciate you getting all dolled up for me. You know how he gets.”

Being fair to my husband, he had a damn good reason to worry about me trying hard for someone else. It wouldn’t be the first time I cheated on him with a woman, and being honest with myself, it wasn’t going to be the last. Dusty asked me to marry him fresh out of high school and while it wasn’t the worst decision of my life, I didn’t get to explore my sexual side nearly as much as I wanted to.

He slipped up one time early in our marriage and I caught him with my sister and that was all the excuse I needed to start getting a little promiscuous. It wasn’t like he could do anything to me for it. His parents adored me and made it clear that if we were to divorce, they’d support me when it came to giving me the house and the car.

Maybe it was a little unfair for them to only know about his cheating, but then again, I wasn’t playing fair.

I caught Amber’s blue eyes in my gaze and smirked, “I know exactly how he gets. Then again, you’ve been a part of our lives for almost ten years now. If he can’t trust me with his best friend, then what kind of husband is he?”

She gave a half-hearted laugh and nodded, “Yeah, I just don’t want to make things awkward for you two.”

“And how on earth would you do that?” I asked, stepping ahead of her on the pavement. Bending forward at the waist, I put my hands on my ankles and took my sweet time ‘stretching’. When I initially thought about having sex with Amber, I wasn’t even sure if she was interested in women. A few conversations with my husband while he was drinking quickly led to him telling me something he probably shouldn’t have. Amber had a cock. An impressive one.

My sexual interest in women was one thing, but if there was anything my husband had that kept me around, it was his dick. Finding out that his sweet-natured best friend was a transwoman with a body to die for with the perk of having a cock… Well, even I couldn’t blame myself for wanting to see how far I could get Amber to go with me.

The hitch in Amber’s breathing was audible and I slowly ran my hands back up my smooth, toned legs as I looked back at her, “Something wrong?”

“Ah, no, I just didn’t know you were that flexible, it’s pretty impressive,” she said as she avoided making eye contact with me again.

I spread my legs wider and bent over to my right side first. In reality, I wanted to stretch, but I also wasn’t going to pull my short running shorts down. Not that I made too much of a habit of looking at myself in the mirror in slutty positions, but I knew that I was definitely revealing more of myself to her than she might have expected.

She moved beside me and started stretching as well, though her hips were angled just slightly away from me. She must not have known that I was already aware of what she had.

When we finished, she reached behind her head to tighten her blonde ponytail and smiled, “How long did you want to run?”

“Maybe a mile, maybe two. I really just wanted to get out of the house for a little while,” I said.

She nodded, “Lead on then.”

With that, we were off, jogging down the street as the sun slowly dipped further into the horizon. I preferred this time of day, when it was still warm enough to not need anything more than my shorts and a tank top, but also not dark enough to have to bring a light. Even with my nefarious plans in motion, it was still nice to spend some time with Amber.

My husband didn’t want me spending much alone time with anyone, but he compromised since we were going for a run, as long as I would be back within an hour. Just about ten minutes into our jog and just shy of the halfway point, I slowed to a walk and Amber fell into pace beside me.

“Whew, not so bad for me being out of shape, huh?” she asked, her heavy breathing showing just how worn out she was.

“Not bad at all, and we’re just about halfway done. But I don’t think you’re out of shape at all,” I said.

She shrugged, “I’ve got nothing on you, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah, well when I’m not allowed to leave the house without Dusty starting a fight, I’ve got to have some kind of hobby. I just fell in love with online fitness. I’ve got a group that video calls and we keep each other accountable, it’s honestly really nice,” I said.

Amber stopped walking and put her hand on my shoulder, “What did you say?”

“That I have an online group?” I asked.

She shook her head, “No, about Dusty.”

“He doesn’t like when I leave the house without him. It usually leads to him telling me that I’m cheating on him and that I’m ungrateful,” I said quietly.

That part wasn’t a lie. Dusty and I weren’t a perfect couple, but the lack of positive attention from him led me down this road. I didn’t want to be a cheating wife, I never thought I’d ever want to be unfaithful. But when all I got from him was hatred that boiled just under the surface, it was hard to not lash out any way I could.

Amber’s jaw tensed, “You shouldn’t live like that, Lacey. I don’t care if he’s got every reason in the world to not trust you, he shouldn’t make you feel like you’re trapped.”

“What do you mean, he has every reason to not trust me?” I asked.

She sighed and started walking slowly, “Well, he told me about some of your marital problems. How you’ve been sleeping around with women…”

I nodded, “And did he tell you why I started doing that?”

“Because he wouldn’t let you have a threeway with him?” she asked as much as said.

“Oh god, is that what he told you?” a chuckle escaped me. The balls on him, if he was going to spill our problems to his friend, he should have told her the full picture. “No, I started fucking other people because I caught him in bed with my sister. He claimed to be drunk and he thought it was me, but I was at the same cookout that he was. Dusty had two beers. That’s it.”

She lifted a hand to cover her mouth. After a moment, she spoke quietly, “I didn’t know that, but I know he wouldn’t get drunk from two. Maybe two six packs, but not two. I’m sorry to hear that, Lacey, but I still don’t know if that makes it okay for you to cheat on him.”

“It really doesn’t. I don’t need it to be okay though, I don’t love him. How can I? All he does is want me to blow him while he watches football,” I said angrily. “If it wasn’t for his parents, I would have divorced him so long ago.”

“Yeah, you’ve talked fondly about them in the past. But, uh…” her voice drifted off and she went quiet.

“But what?” I asked.

She stopped again and looked at me, “Why am I out here with you, then?”

“Honestly?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Because I want to have sex with you. He told me about your secret and I’d be lying if I didn’t say that it turned me on. I want to know what it’s like to be with a woman that is so sweet but also has something that other women would die for if they knew,” I mumbled.

Amber chuckled, “If it isn’t that much of an issue for you, I don’t want to say I haven’t looked at you before. I just don’t know if I can do that to Dusty. If what you’re saying about him is true, and I have no reason to believe it isn’t, then he’s been lying about a lot of his problems. Knowing him, it wouldn’t surprise me if he wanted me to do something with him.”

I laughed and nodded, “That sounds about like him. He asked me to peg him recently and I just wasn’t interested in that. It’s hard enough to look at him while he’s flopping around on top of me.”

“So, let’s say I was willing to go through with this. What would that do to your relationship with him? I don’t even want to see him again tonight,” she said.

If the moment wasn’t so tense, I would have probably danced a little in celebration. Hearing that she was at least somewhat interested in me was enough for me, even if nothing else happened tonight.

“Our relationship is bullshit. I don’t love him and I’m sure he only loves my pussy at this point. There isn’t anything worth going home to aside from the air conditioner,” I said in a flat tone.

“So why not just jog back to my place? I’ll send Dusty a text and let him know you rolled your ankle and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. If you want, that is,” she said.

I smiled at her, “As a friend or did you want to take care of some of my other needs?”

“You practically invited me out here for sex, Lacey. You already know about my secret and if I’m honest, I’ve fantasized about you for years.”

“Then I’ll race you back to your house?” I said playfully.

She giggled, “You’re on, I know I’m going to lose the race, but I’m going to consider watching your ass bounce a win.”

The answer was all I needed to hear. While I wasn’t fond of what this would do to their friendship, Dusty earned his position as the local scum lord. Sure, I was unfaithful, but I wasn’t the only one and I couldn’t bring myself to care about what steps I took to enjoy the life I led. Whatever I was doing with Dusty sure as hell wasn’t working…

It was a little over a half mile from Amber’s house from where we were at and I was thankful by the time I saw her modest two-bedroom home. My lungs burned from the effort it took to leave her in my dust. The sweat in my hair left it damp and a little nasty, but as I heard Amber’s feet pounding the pavement behind me, I felt a surge of pride. Being a little sweaty was worth it.

She skidded to a stop behind me, but either she overshot or she intended to have her hips crash into mine. If not for her hands firmly grasping my hips, I would have ended up toppling over!

Amber giggled and ground her crotch into my ass for a second before she gave me a gentle slap on the behind and stepped around me, “Shower first?”

“That depends on you, I can’t promise I’ll be as wild as I would be now,” I said, mostly teasing.

“Oh, is that so?” she asked, leading the way into her house. I shut the front door behind me and locked it before crouching down as her adorable black cat ran over to me. “Hey little buddy! Is she treating you well, Salem? Is your mommy being good to you?”

“He’s probably thinking you’re insane,” she said and disappeared into her kitchen. A moment later, she came back with two bottles of water and looked down at me, “In all seriousness, don’t bring sex into this at all. Lacey, do you feel safe at your house?”

I took in a deep breath before taking the bottle of water she offered me. Standing up, I looked her in the eye and spoke solemnly, “No. I don’t. I don’t know when Dusty is going to decide that he’s had enough of me. He’s not above getting physical and while it’s been a long time since he’s raised a hand at me, it just feels like a matter of time.”

“Then I don’t know if I can let you go back to him. I’m not saying you have to stay here, but I’ve got an extra bedroom,” she said before putting her hand on the side of my neck. “You’re a good person, Lacey. I can’t say that I know you perfectly, but for almost ten years, you’ve been nothing but helpful and supportive of me. I really do appreciate that, and I’m going to do everything I can to make sure you’re safe.”

I smiled at her and leaned in closer, pressing my lips to hers for the slightest of moments, “Even if that means letting a cheating whore sleep under your roof?”

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head, “Don’t call yourself a whore. Ever. What you’re doing is being a whore, it’s not like you’re with a different person every week. Why do you think that wanting a little validation and attention makes you a whore?”

“Because I have a husband?”

“A husband that doesn’t know what he’s got in front of him,” she let out a deep sigh. “It’s not only your sister he’s seeing. He occasionally brags about the people he has sex with while we’re out at a job site.”

“N-No,” I groaned. Of course, I’d thought about what he might be doing while they’re out working on someone’s house. But it wasn’t even that he was cheating on me with strangers that bothered me. She said he was seeing my sister.

“He’s still visiting Irena?”

Amber bit her lower lip and looked away from me. I put my hand on her chin and gently tugged, “Please, just be honest with me.”

“He never stopped seeing her. That kid isn’t Kyle’s.”

The words took the breath from me. As many times as I’d asked him to consider having a child with me, he’d always refused. Thinking of my sister’s nine-year-old, it made a lot more sense to me. The fucker already had a kid…

A rage slowly started building within me. I wasn’t mad at Amber, there was no reason to be. While I could have blamed her for not telling me the truth, she was working with limited information as well.

She took a step back and spoke softly, “If you’d like me to give you some space, I understand. I know how hard this must be for you.”

I shook my head as an anger-induced tear trickled down my cheek, “I wanted you to fuck me when I left the house and I want you to fuck me now. I didn’t say have sex with me. I didn’t ask you to make love with me. I just want you to slam your cock into me as hard as you can. I want you to hurt me with it. Break my fucking hips, just…”

A deep sigh escaped me and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. The cool water bottle pressed against my arm as she whispered, “You don’t want me to hurt you. You just want to feel something. I’ve been there, Lacey. If you want to have sex, I can do that. But I need you to promise me that you’re not just going to use me for your emotional release and throw me to the side when you’re done.”

After a few moments, I hugged her back and let the tears start flowing, “I don’t want to use you and be done with you. This is just something I need right now, Amber. Our marriage failing was one thing, but having him treat me like I’m the problem when he’s been sleeping around on me for so long…”

“It hurts, I get that. But the way he made things sound, you’d been doing the same to him. I hate that I never asked you before, but how do you have a conversation like this?” she asked. Amber kissed the crown of my head and continued, “But I can promise you one thing. I won’t treat you like you’re nothing, Lacey. And I damn sure won’t have anything else to do with him.”

I pulled back and looked at her, “You make it sound like you want to date me.”

“I was going to give it some time before I asked or anything,” she mumbled.

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to hers and gently ground my hips against her. Sure, I could have been pissed at her for not telling me the truth sooner, but she was right. How could I have expected her to have this conversation with me, especially if she thought that Dusty was the one getting revenge?

It was a hard spot for her to be in, but right now, the only hard spot I wanted to think about was between her legs.

She let out a soft moan and quickly broke the kiss, “Are you absolutely sure you want this?”

I nodded, “We both knew I wanted you to fuck me when we went for our run. The emotional stuff, that wasn’t something I expected, but you don’t seem like the kind of woman that would just want to hurt me for the sake of it. So why don’t we just take care of the physical stuff for now? After I’ve had a little more time to process the rest of this, we can talk about the emotional stuff?”

“That sounds wonderful, Lacey. If you want me to stop at any point, all you have to do is say so, okay?”

It was heartwarming to have her care so much about what I wanted. If Dusty was in her shoes right now, he would have just taken me for the sake of it and not given a damn about what I wanted. And I knew that I’d let him. It wasn’t a healthy relationship and that was becoming more apparent by the second. It wasn’t something I should just live with and hope it would get better. Fuck him!

Amber pulled away from me and uncapped her water. As she led the way to her bedroom, she took a healthy swallow from it and I quickly did the same. As horny as I was, I couldn’t pretend that my body didn’t crave some kind of break. The mile and a half run was good for me, but it didn’t feel like it at the moment.

She put her water down on the dresser across from her bed and sheepishly smiled as she hooked her thumbs into her shorts and panties. In one quick motion, she pushed them down her thighs and showed me the impressive cock between her thighs. While there was a light musk coming from her, it was nothing that didn’t ignite the fire of my lust.

That thick, low-hanging cock was far more than I could have ever expected a woman to pack and she spoke softly, “I promise, it’s not that small when I’m hard.”

“What the fuck do you mean it’s not that small? That thing is already bigger than Dusty!” I cried.

She grinned and shrugged her shoulders, “I’ve never been with a woman. Uh, speaking of… I don’t have any condoms.”

“It’ll be fine, just pull out before you’re about to finish,” I said, quickly stripping out of my clothes. There was no reason to show off every inch of my body in a slow tease to her, not when we both knew what we wanted right now. If I had to seduce her, maybe I would have taken things slower, just to make her crave my pussy even more. But that wasn’t the case. In my eyes, Lacey deserved to enjoy my body without having to be strung through the silly games I usually played with the women I cheated with.

This time was different. It didn’t feel like I was doing this just to get off and being honest, I wasn’t trying to get a woman to spread her legs for me. This time, I wanted Amber to enjoy me because she’d earned it. Sure, earlier this afternoon, I would have made this a lot harder for her. Things changed.

She let out a quiet groan and asked, “How did you want to do this?”

I smiled at her and walked over to her bed to join her. Laying down on my back, I shuffled my hips until they were just over the edge of her bed. Spreading my legs and bringing them closer towards my shoulders, I hooked my elbows under my knees and showed her just how flexible I was, “I usually can’t stand the thought of looking at someone on top of me, but I’d love to be able to see your face while we enjoy one another.”

She nodded and stood up, positioning herself between my legs. Instead of her thick cock at my entrance, she pressed two fingers into my pussy, “Uh, so if I’m not the best, you won’t make fun of me, right?”

I let out a low moan as her fingers curled within my inner walls, exploring me while also causing my pussy to get even wetter. “Why the hell would I make fun of you. As long as you’re having a good time and that massive cock is in me, I’m sure we’ll both get what we want out of tonight. I’m not asking you to make me squirt, Amber. I just want to feel you inside me and feel your cum spray across my chest when you’re done.”

Her pale cheeks flushed red as she nodded, “I think I can make that happen.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” I asked as I watched her fingers continued to slowly pump into my slit.

This was a position I’d only been in by myself when I used toys, so this was a slightly new experience for me as well. Amber slowly pulled her fingers from my pussy and she spoke quietly, “I’m just scared of hurting you and ruining tonight.”

My eyes locked with hers and I spoke firmly, “Damn it, girl. I want you to fuck me! I don’t care if you’re some kind of sex goddess!”

She groaned and quickly pressed the head of her cock against my slit. With a single, rough push, she forced half her cock inside me. I clenched my jaw and pressed my shoulders against her bed as her massive girth spread me like Dusty never could. There was a brief moment when I thought I might scream from how huge she was, but I bit my cheek and let her continue to sink further into me.

If I did anything that made her feel like she was hurting me, she would probably stop. Amber was a sweetheart and while I loved that about her, I needed to be fucked tonight.

As her warm hips pressed against my core, she let out a quiet gasp and her head hung limp for a moment, “F-Fucking hell, it feels so good.”

“S-See what you’ve been missing?” I purred.

She pulled back a few inches before pumping into me again, softly pressing against my hips again. While her cock inside me felt better than I could have imagined, she wasn’t being nearly as forceful as I needed her to be. If I was going to have any more fun tonight, I’d need her to stop worrying so much about me.

“Amber?”

“Hmm?” she hummed.

“I don’t want to make you feel like I’m asking you to hurt me, but you can be a lot more rough with me. Matter of fact, I really, really need you to fuck me hard and fast.”

She nodded and leaned forward over me, her hands gripping the bed beside my head. Amber’s shoulders pushed my legs back even further. Her soft blue eyes gazed into mine, “Can I have a kiss first?”

I giggled and lifted my head as far as I could to meet her halfway. Our lips locked for a moment and I pressed my tongue against her lips. She moaned and opened her mouth so that our tongues could dance for just a few moments before she pulled away from me.

Amber straightened her arms and relieved most of the pressure she was putting on my legs while still keeping her arms on the bed. Without so much as a word, she pulled her hips back and then slammed into me. The loud slap of our hips colliding filled the room and was followed by an even louder moan from me.

She once again bit her lower lip and pulled back. Amber pumped into me again, drawing forth another moan from me. Without as much of a delay this time, she pounded into me again. And again. Soon, she’d found her rhythm and while her strokes weren’t as hard as the first two, she was building into a more blissful pattern.

Each time her cock delved deep into my pussy, I could see my tight stomach bulge slightly. I’d never had something so large inside me and now that I’d experienced it, I couldn’t imagine ever going back to my husband.

Every time her warm body pressed against mine, a loud moan ripped forth from me. I wasn’t the only one moaning with each stroke, though. Amber’s soft moans and gasps slowly transitioned into primal grunts as she rutted her hips into mine.

I could feel the heat in my pussy building and my stomach tightened as she continued to drill into me. My eyes met with hers before I collapsed back onto the bed. Her cock sank deep into me, causing my stomach to distend once again. It was too much to take. I couldn’t hold back the burning ecstasy that coursed through me any longer!

My hips writhed and bucked as she continued to hammer into me, seemingly unaware that I was about to soak her with my orgasm. I wasn’t complaining, having that massive shaft spread me like I was nothing more than a toy felt amazing. Amber cared about me. I knew that and I could hold onto that thought as she hammered into my pussy.

For someone that claimed to have never been with a woman before, she could fuck like no other!

I let out a loud cry and my nails dug into my legs as my juices gushed forth, spraying onto her. She let out a long groan before slamming into me one last time. Her misty eyes met with mine and just as I felt her cock throb within me, her eyes widened with realization.

Before she could pull away from me, I moaned, “Leave it in.”

“B-But—”

“I said leave it in!”

She didn’t argue with me, her eyes rolled back slightly as she sank into me again. That bulge in my stomach bounced ever-so-slightly with each torrent of cum that she pumped deep into my pussy. If I had the energy left, I would have reached down and massaged my clit while I watched that beautiful sight, but I couldn’t even keep my head off the bed.

Amber’s soft moans faded away and all that was left was our heavy breathing. She slowly pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed. I weakly pushed myself further up the bed until I was able to kiss her again.

It was barely more than a peck but it was still the most intimate kiss of my life. If only I’d found her before I found Dusty, this could have possibly been my life for the past ten years.

Then again, why couldn’t I try to make it that way for the rest of my life?

I broke the kiss and whispered, “I don’t want to sleep in another bed tonight.”

She panted, “Good, I really didn’t know how to ask you to stay.”

Four months passed and the divorce was still in progress, but I didn’t even bother fighting for any of Dusty’s belongings. I didn’t want them. Anything that was even related to him deserved to be burned to the ground.

I had a new lover now, one that respected me and did things for me that he would never.

A hand ran over the slight bulge in my stomach and Amber whispered into my ear, “I can’t wait to buy you some maternity pants, baby.”

“I bet you can’t,” I purred as she pressed herself into my back. “But I can’t wait to move.”

“The house is going up for sale in a month, don’t worry, we’re going to get as far away from Dusty you want to be,” she said.

“Good… I wouldn’t want to start our family with him within a thousand miles, baby,” I said.

Truly, the night I went for a run with my husband’s best friend turned out to be the best decision I’d ever made.
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