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My hands gripped the barbell tightly as I squatted down. In the mirror, I could see more than a few guys looking at my ass, but I didn’t really care about them. I couldn’t even judge them for being predatory. If anything, it was nice to hear a few of them murmuring about the “MILF’s thick ass,”. Being fair to them, I couldn’t even be mad. I was doing the same thing to another woman. The only difference? I was looking at the thick bulge in her shorts as she jogged. My husband would have been pissed if he saw me staring at her, but I couldn’t bring myself to really care. If he gave a fuck about my needs, I wouldn’t be fantasizing about them being met by a stranger.

Her perky chest bounced slightly with each motion, her exposed core tensing and relaxing as her legs carried her effortlessly onward. From where I was standing, I couldn’t see her ass, but I could imagine it was just as toned as the rest of her body. To put it simply, she was a petite woman with a cock that didn’t seem to match her proportions.

I finished out my set and hurriedly wiped down the bar before grabbing my phone and keys. The twenty-something redhead I’d been gawking at for the past ten minutes finally got off her treadmill and I didn’t hesitate to approach her. As desperately as I wanted to ask her to come back to my place and fuck me until I couldn’t walk with my husband in the next room, the only thing I could get out was, “Hey, I’m Donna. Would you mind if I joined you? It’s a bit of a sausage fest in here and I’d love to have another woman to hang out with.”

The woman smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders. “Taylor. I was wrapping up in here, I don’t really like coming to the gym, but it’s a little hot outside to go for a run. You might have to find someone else to help you out with your workout.”

I couldn’t hide the slight frown that took my lips. Her rejection stung more than it should have. Then again, I didn’t really let her know what I really wanted from her. I couldn’t expect everyone I met to want to fuck me, but at the same time, I wasn’t oblivious to the fact that I was definitely a MILF. You can only hear so many people whispering about you behind your back before you caught on to something like that. “Oh, well, would you want to grab a bite to eat or something else?” I asked softly.

She chuckled and ran a hand through her damp hair. “I don’t know if you noticed, but I’m not like most of the women here, I have a—”

“I noticed, I just don’t care about what you’ve got down there.” I could feel my cheeks warming as I glanced down at her cock for a second, “Well, I do care, but I don’t know if it’s polite for me to say anything about why I care.”

The woman smirked at me, then gestured to my wedding ring. “How about you just give me your number and we can talk about what you really want after I’ve had a shower? Maybe talk it over with your partner?”

I bit my lower lip. There were quite a few times that I wanted to have sex with a stranger, but this was different. As much as I hated to admit that I wanted to try something new, I’d never been with a transwoman. I would have happily approached her even if she didn’t have a bulge in her tight-fitting shorts, but she just happened to have something extra that I needed tonight.

If there was any way for us to get together and spend a little quality time, that would be everything I could want from a night like this. It wasn’t every day that I found someone that I considered worth cheating with, I wasn’t a saint. My husband refused to satisfy most of my base needs, so that left it up to me to find someone else that could fill that gap.

“How about we leave my husband out of it?” I asked softly.

“Donna, I’m not going to be the reason you ruin your marriage. Been there, done that, not a fun time,” she muttered. “I’m not a whore. I get that I’m wearing something revealing, but most guys leave me the fuck alone when they realize that I’ve got a bigger cock than they do.”

I pouted and lowered my head, “Sorry. I’m not sure what has gotten into me.”

She reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. “I just wouldn’t want you to feel guilty and end up saying something to him. You’re an attractive woman and all, but I don’t think you’d want to do what I’d want to do.”

“I wouldn’t feel guilty. If he wanted to make sure I didn’t have these kinds of moments, he should have listened when I told him what I needed from him,” I muttered.

Taylor smiled weakly at me and put her hands on my waist for a second, “If we did anything, I’d just fuck you and leave. I’m not looking for love.”

I looked into her dark blue eyes as I spoke quietly, “Did you think I wanted something other than that?”

She let out a soft groan and pulled away from me. “Then I don’t even want your number. Meet me at the lake around seven. I’ll be near the picnic area. If you’re not going to show up, say so now. I don’t want to waste my time.”

I nodded. The lake was definitely not my first choice of places to be, but if she was willing to scratch my itch, then fuck it. I could be there in a heartbeat. “I’ll be there. Do you want anything special brought with me?”

“Wear a skirt or a short dress, no panties.”

“Done deal.”

We went out separate ways and I couldn’t help but feel a slight flutter in my heart as I drove home. My husband wasn’t home at the moment, but by the time I finished in the shower, he had arrived.

I stepped into the living room and he didn’t even acknowledge my presence. I wished I could blame it on not wearing something eye-catching enough, but I was in a short white dress that barely covered my ass. Maybe if he noticed me and was willing to have sex, I might not have wanted to go meet Taylor tonight. Instead, the sports channel was on and was transfixed to the TV.

“Greg, I’m going over to Mandy’s tonight,” I called out.

“You going to be back before dinner?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes, but he didn’t wasn’t paying any attention to me anyway. He never did. I couldn’t help but think of when we first met one another. Things were different back then, there was still a spark between us. We met in quite a similar way to how I met Taylor, but when the lust between us faded, there was little love. But we’d already spent almost ten years together, divorce didn’t feel right. It would have been the best move, but that also meant I’d have to uproot my life and figure out where to go from there. It just wasn’t worth it. There wasn’t any love in this house, but it was still a house I could sleep in.

“I’ll make you something to eat before I leave, don’t worry,” I mumbled.

He didn’t respond to me.

I went into the kitchen and made dinner. The entire time I was working, I couldn’t get my mind off the petite redhead that was going to rock my world. Even if the sex was bad, at least I could feel like I was worth something to someone. Being wanted for my pussy wasn’t what I craved, but at the same time, after four months of not having sex, even I was wanting someone for the sake of having sex. I wasn’t looking to elope with Taylor and ride off into the sunset. I just wanted to ride her until the sun set.

By the time I finished with dinner, it was close to 6:30. I made my husband a plate and left it on the counter without even bothering to let him know it was finished. If I said something, I was pretty sure he would have ignored me anyway. I was sick of being ignored.

I slid on a pair of sandals and hopped in my car. As excited as I was to be dressed like a slut for this random woman, there was no denying that it was slightly embarrassing to have a dress so short that it showed my pussy when I sat down. I was a little curvier than when I bought the dress, fuck, that was the entire reason I went to the gym in the first place. My weight wasn’t out of control by any means, but my husband at least seemed to pay more attention to me when I was thinner.

That was probably part of why I occasionally sought out other people. People that made me feel like I was still sexy. I was only thirty-three, I didn’t deserve to be made to feel like I wasn’t worth my husband’s time. If he couldn’t appreciate what he had, other people sure as fuck would. With renewed confidence, I leaned back in my seat and spread my legs slightly. If someone in a tall truck drove by, they could have an eyeful if they wanted it.

When I arrived at the park, the parking area was nearly empty. There were three other cars, but only one of them had Taylor leaning against it. She was dressed in a t-shirt and a pair of short shorts that didn’t hide her bulge in the slightest. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that she intended to leave our clothes on while we fucked.

I was a couple minutes early, but so was she. I parked and got out of my car, but not before I caught Taylor gawking at my shaven pussy. A warm smile crested my lips and I glanced around to make sure no one was around before calling out, “Do you like what you see?”

“Lay down in the back seat,” she commanded.

I opened the rear door of my car and sat down on the seat before leaning back. The boldness of her words shocked me, but a part of me craved more. There was something to be said for someone as young as her telling someone my age what to do. My husband slowly chipped away at my self-confidence, but once upon a time, Taylor’s approach to sex was very similar to my own. There was a reason my husband put a ring on my finger, after all. He liked what he got, but when he got bored, everything went downhill. But tonight wasn’t about him. Tonight was about me.

Taylor crossed the distance between us quickly and reached down between my legs. Without so much as a whisper, she cupped her hand over my pussy and let two fingers slide up and down between my lips, “Tell me what I can’t do with you.”

“N-No anal if you didn’t bring lube,” I whispered.

She chuckled, “Is that really all you’re taking off the table?” The two fingers slid down to my entrance and she pushed them slowly into me.

I gasped at the sudden insertion. It was exactly what I wanted, but I imagined that she would be more hesitant. After how she talked at the gym, I thought that she would have been concerned about the morality of what we were doing. But if Taylor wasn’t worried about it, I wasn’t going to bring it up. “T-That’s it.”

“So if I wanted to fuck you bareback and cum inside you, you’d be fine with that?” she asked sarcastically.

My inner walls clenched around her fingers as a flash of heat burned through me. Of all the people I’d slept with during my marriage, I never even thought about letting someone cum inside me that wasn’t my husband. While I willingly claimed the title of MILF, I’d never even been pregnant. But I’d also never been with someone as bold as Taylor. If it would make the night better for her, I didn’t see the harm in it. Even if I did get pregnant, I wouldn’t mind the fallout. Worst case scenario, I’d divorce my husband and fight for the ownership of our house. It was a low blow, but fuck it, I wouldn’t feel like that if he’d just show me some kind of attention. “Whatever you want, Taylor,” I whispered.

Taylor chuckled and pushed her fingers fully into my drenched pussy, “Are you that desperate, Donna?”

A ripple of shame stole some of the pleasure away from me as I muttered, “Yes.”

“Then you’re in good company,” she purred. Taylor pumped her fingers into me for a moment as she sank to her knees. Her fingers pulled out of me, but her warm, slick tongue immediately replaced one pleasure with another.

I clamped my hand over my mouth as her tongue explored my pussy. She alternated between quick flicks of her tongue tip against my clit and long strokes from my entrance all the way back to my clit. My thighs quivered and occasionally tried to snap shut, but Taylor wouldn’t let them. Those dark blue eyes glanced up at me occasionally as she continued to work her magic on my slit.

I couldn’t remember the last time someone had eaten me out. Taylor might not have wanted me to love her, but there was a stupid portion of my mind that did, if only for the moment. I didn’t want her to stick around in my life until the end of days, but god damn, I wasn’t looking forward to tonight ending. Luckily for me, it was just getting started.

Taylor pushed her tongue into my entrance and snaked her hand around my thigh so that she could reach my clit with her fingers. Within seconds, her tongue was twisting and writhing within me as she rocked my clit back and forth furiously.

There was no hiding from the orgasm that she drew out of me. Each time her tongue would graze against my g-spot, my hips would buck upwards.

Taylor responded by using her fingers to press against my clit to force me back down on the seat while furthering my pleasure.

When I would whimper in an attempt to keep from being too loud, she would moan quietly into my pussy and send a wave of ecstatic vibrations through my sensitive slit.

I reached down and put my hands on the back of her head and pulled her as deep into me as I could get her. Everything she could offer me wouldn’t be enough in that moment, but it was everything I needed. The expectations I had coming into this night were low, but she was making me feel like no one had in years. My toes curled and I ground myself against her mouth as my core spasmed.

Taylor’s muffled moans as I rode her mouth were icing on the cake. A high-pitched cry ripped out of my throat as my temporary lover’s mouth was filled with my sweet nectar. Jolt after electric jolt tore through me, leaving my mind a wasteland of pleasured fantasies and desperate cravings. I wanted more of her. I needed all of her…

When my thighs finally stopped clenching her head, she slowly pulled away from me and stood up. Where previously was a bulge, Taylor’s thick cock had worked itself free by sliding out of the left side of her shorts.

I was breathless, but if I could have moaned, I would have. Her thick, veined shaft throbbed with desire and a glistening bead of precum trickled out of her cock’s head. I didn’t wait for her to slide it into me. Instead, I did what any grateful partner would have done. I shuffled around in my car to get on my hands and knees on the back seat. Anyone behind me would have easily been able to see my soaked pussy from under my dress. The damn thing was up around my lower back and I just didn’t care. Let the world see…

I didn’t hesitate to take Taylor’s cock into my mouth. There was no debating on what I should do for her, it was simple. Give her the best blowjob that I knew how, and after years of satisfying an ungrateful husband, I knew my way around a blowjob. I leaned onto my left hand and used my right hand to gently grasp the base of her shaft. As I took her cock deeper into my mouth, I let my tongue glide along the thick vein underneath her wonderful cock.

Even though it was her turn to be pleasured, I couldn’t deny the burning heat in my core building again. It was one thing to imagine how her cock would feel in my throat, pussy, and possibly my ass, but it was another to actually be able to handle such a perfect cock. Her thick crown spilled the most delicious precum I’d ever tasted, its sweet flavor washed over my tongue and drew a succulent moan from me. As amazing as her cock was, Taylor’s moans were what really coaxed me on.

Those low, soft moans poured out of her like honey as I took her deep into my throat. All the while, I stroked her cock with my hand to ensure that not even a single inch of her length went unnoticed. If she was going to do me the favor of helping me cheat on my husband, the least I could do was show her that I wanted her to enjoy herself too.

Taylor’s hand fell to the back of my head and she groaned, “Stop. I’m not wasting my cum by shooting it down your throat.”

I begrudgingly pulled away from her delicious cock. “What do you want, then?”

Taylor took a step away from my car, bringing her face back into view. Her eyes locked with mine and she spoke in a sultry whisper, “I want you to bend over your car and take my cock.”

I licked my lips. There was nothing I wanted more in the world right now than to be filled with her long, thick cock. I hurried out of the back seat of my car and closed the door behind me. After glancing around to see if anyone was watching, I hurried over to the back of my car and bent over. “I can’t believe we’re doing this here.”

Taylor didn’t waste any time. She stepped behind me and pressed her saliva-soaked cock against my pussy and pushed into me until her thick crown slipped inside me. “You wanted to fuck. What’s the point of fucking if we pretend that we care who sees us do what? I could have taken you to a hotel room, but that’s too personal. I just want your pussy, baby.”

Her cock’s girth stretched me like I’d never been before. It wasn’t exactly painful, but there was no denying that I’d never get to have a cock like hers again. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity that I wasn’t going to pass up. “Then shut up and fuck me if you want me so badly.”

Taylor slapped my ass hard enough to make it jiggle. “You’re the one that wanted me. Don’t forget that,” she growled.

A gasp escaped me before I let out a low moan and pushed my hands against my car, forcing her cock deeper into me. Inch after inch pushed into me almost effortlessly with how much of my slick juices were coating her cock until I felt her hips press against my ass. “But you’re the one that ate me out. Don’t act like you don’t want me too,” I shot back.

A low groan fell from Taylor’s lips as she pulled back and then slammed herself forcefully into me. “Fuck, you’re as tight as you are desperate.”

I crossed my arms in front of me and rested my head on them. I couldn’t tell if Taylor was trying to assert some kind of dominance over me or not, but if she was going to fuck me that hard, I wasn’t going to complain. “And you’re as hung as you are cocky,” I purred.

Taylor’s hands fell to my ass and she spread my cheeks as she started pounding into me. “I’ll take that as a compliment, but I ate your pussy for a reason, Donna. You’re doing me a favor by letting me cum in your juicy pussy, so let me have what I came here for without all the talking, yeah?”

I nodded my head as she continued hammering into me. Each stroke forced my hips to grind against the back of my car, but it didn’t hurt bad enough to even think about asking Taylor to stop. Of all the times I’d had sex, I never let myself be so exposed to anyone. We were outside at the park where anyone could see us, but she didn’t even make it seem like it mattered. Some of my friends could have come by. Some of the people that were driving across the dam could have easily seen us. I didn’t care. I just wanted her to flood my pussy with her cum so long as it made her happy.

The slap of her hips against my ass grew louder and louder as she continued to build her pace. Streams of moans flowed out of both of us, drifting into the steadily darkening night. Echoes of our passion sounded out and there was no hiding what we were doing. From across the parking lot, I could see a man staring right at us. He wasn’t approaching, he just stood there with his hand rubbing the bulge in his pants.

I didn’t care if he watched. Fuck, I wouldn’t have cared if Taylor was streaming what was happening life to a million people. So long as she didn’t stop, I didn’t care.

Taylor’s hands slid up my back and she put her hands on my shoulders and pulled me towards her, forcing me to arch my back. Her moans took on a more desperate tone, almost matching my own. Taylor’s thrusts became less predictable, losing any sense of rhythm as she came over closer to her orgasm.

Loud cried poured out of me as she fucked me hard enough to bruise my hips. Each heavy impact of her body against mine drove me into my car hard enough to form small dents where my hip bones were. I didn’t care about the fucking car, all I wanted was her to fuck me like she hated me. And she did until she couldn’t.

Taylor’s lustful voice rumbled out, “You want my cum, don’t you, baby?”

I nodded furiously. “F-Fucking breed me!”

Her hands slid down from my shoulders to my hips where she held me tightly. “That’s a good girl,” she snarled as she slammed into me one final time.

My hand shot down between my legs and I brutally rocked my clit back and forth as her hot cum shot deep into my fertile depths. I was too close to my second orgasm to let it fade.

Taylor’s moans rolled out of her, but she wasn’t completely out of it. A hand moved from my hip and I felt a finger pressing into my ass. Without so much as a word, she pumped it into my tight pucker.

I loved anal, but I didn’t even think to ask her for help with my second orgasm. My pussy clenched around her thick cock as it continued to spew its thick cum into me and another wave of my sticky juices burst from my slit. Trails of my wetness trickled down my thighs, but those weren’t the only juices that spilled. Thicker globs of her cum overflowed from my pussy and dripped down my legs, and yet, she kept unloading within me.

If there was any doubt in my mind about getting pregnant before, that was only because I didn’t know Taylor could cum gallons. Whether that was literal or not was up for debate, but by the time she finally pulled out of my wrecked pussy, I knew that I wouldn’t be seeing another period for nine months.

Taylor let out a deep groan and gave my ass another rough slap before pulling my dress down. “Is that what you wanted, Donna?”

It took me a little longer than her to catch my breath, but when I did, I panted, “F-Fuck yes it was.”

“Good. I want your number. Maybe we could do this again sometime?” she asked.

A soft giggle flowed out of me and I nodded my head. I hobbled over and opened my car door to bend over and reach in to grab my phone. A finger slid into my abused pussy and swirled around for the briefest of seconds before it quickly pulled out of me. I let out a whimpering moan and stood back up and turned to face her.

Taylor pushed her finger into my mouth, which was covered in both of our juices. She locked eyes with me as she took my phone with her free hand.

I didn’t fight her. I didn’t want to. My tongue danced around her finger and I happily sucked it clean of our sweet, salty mess. Taylor didn’t seem to mind making me do whatever she wanted, but that only served to make me look forward to our next encounter even more. Some people might have hated being treated like a walking sex toy, but the fact that a woman as beautiful as her was turned on enough by me to do anything made me feel like my husband couldn’t. I felt wanted.

Taylor put her number in my phone and then slowly pulled the finger out of my mouth. I expected her to walk away, but she leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips before muttering, “Next time, I’m bringing lube. I want a piece of that ass of yours.” She didn’t wait for me to tell her that I would bring the lube. Instead, she walked back to her car and got in. Within moments, she was gone.

I didn’t linger, the guy that was practically jerking off was started to pace slowly in my direction. I might have looked like some kind of cheap whore, but so long as I had Taylor, I didn’t feel like I needed anyone else to satisfy my urges. I certainly didn’t need my piece of shit husband…
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