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“I personally prefer fantasy when I read,” Clara said as she read the spines of the books.

My eyes drifted down to her tight ass when she leaned forward to pull a book down, “I don’t read as much as I used to, but I think that starting a book club isn’t a bad idea.”

She giggled, “Would two members really constitute it being called a club, Robin? I don’t know, sounds like two nerds bonding over things that others consider a waste of time.”

“Reading certainly isn’t a waste of time,” I mumbled.

Clara had been a good friend of mine for a while, but recently, she made it clear that she was concerned for my well-being. I didn’t see being a reclusive individual as a bad thing. Then again, I wasn’t going to complain. She was sweet, good-natured, and I wasn’t even going to pretend that she wasn’t eye candy. Her husband was a lucky man.

She read over the back of the book and then handed it to me, “Tell me what you think.”

The blurb on the back seemed interesting, but I wasn’t sure if I was in the mood for something of a thriller within fantasy. Not my personal preference, but if Clara wanted to read it, I wouldn’t tell her that!

“Looks pretty good to me, is this what you want?” I asked.

“I’m sure there are plenty other options that would be good, but this is where we’re starting. So, did you want to get two copies of the book or do you want to be cheap and just read it together?” she asked.

I shrugged a shoulder, “Personally, I’d rather be cheap. If this is something we enjoy doing, we’ll have to start buying two copies of course. Supporting authors is a good thing, after all.”

She smiled and gently elbowed me in the side, “I’ll eventually get my book written.”

“That wasn’t a dig at you, but I would love to read it when you do finish it,” I said.

I bought the book and she bought dinner. After we had a chat about being excited about reading the book, she texted her husband and let him know that we were going to be reading at my house tonight. He didn’t seem to mind.

If he knew how I thought about his wife, he would certainly have wanted her to come home already. But he didn’t know. Neither did she…

Since I moved here, things had been difficult with her. She was my type down to the clothes she chose to wear. Clara’s husband had my dream girl and I hated him for that, even if it wasn’t fair to him.

Her long brown hair hung down past her petite breasts and nearly matched the color of her brown eyes. The few times I went to the gym with her made me feel slightly more self-conscious. Clara’s body was firm everywhere it needed to be, yet she still had enough jiggle to her ass and chest to make my cock hard.

I wanted to tell her about my feelings, but she probably wouldn’t take it well. Even if she did, what was I expecting to happen? She had a husband and from what I could tell, they were happy together.

The car ride to my house didn’t take long and when we finally arrived, she grabbed the book and hurried to the door. The cold, winter air bit at us and I almost felt bad for Clara. That petite frame of hers didn’t have enough fat on her to even try and keep her warm.

I rushed to the door to let her inside and she burst inside and let out a shivering groan, “Fuck it’s cold out there.”

“That’s why I stay inside. If we spent so long perfecting indoor conditions, why bother going outside?” I teased.

She chuckled and nodded towards the living room, “I don’t know if you’ve ever read a book with someone before, but I’m going to assume that one of us is sitting in the other’s lap. Is that a problem for you?”

My heart stalled in my chest for a moment. There was no way in hell that she wouldn’t feel my bulge pressing against her. Not to mention that her sweet little ass in my lap would inevitably turn me on.

I knew that I should just tell her to go home, but I veered down the selfish path. Friend or not, she was the one that wanted to make me spend more time with people in general.

“I’m fine with that, just don’t be too upset if I wiggle a bit,” I said.

She smiled and nodded towards the recliner in my living room, “By all means, wiggle away.”

I sat and let her get in my lap before I kicked out the leg rest. We leaned back and I clicked on the lamp on the table beside the recliner to make sure the soft light illuminated the pages of the novel we’d bought.

My breasts pressed against her back and I could already feel my bulge growing as she occasionally shifted about to get more comfortable. As obvious as it had to be, Clara wasn’t making a big deal of it. After the first chapter, she lifted her hips away from mine and unbuttoned her pants before laying back down on me, “Sorry, they were starting to pinch.”

“You’re fine. Is it okay so far?” I asked.

She turned her head and looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling, “I’m loving it so far. There is a little mystery involved, but overall, the pacing seems fine and I really would enjoy knowing what happens next.”

Her vague answer to my vague question left little doubt in my mind. Clara knew exactly what she was doing to me right now and there was no denying that she had to be able to feel my cock pressing against her. She started reading again, but I struggled to keep my eyes on the pages. The white waistband of her panties peeked through the opening of her jeans and I couldn’t stop fantasizing about seeing the rest of her.

I kept up as best I could with the book, but she finally let out a deep breath, “It’s hard to focus with these damn jeans. I know this is completely unladylike, but can I take them off?”

My cock throbbed in my jeans she let out a quiet groan. I slid my hands onto her sides and lifted her slightly off me, “Go ahead, as long as you’re comfortable, I don’t mind what you do.”

She hurried to unzip her pants and worked them down her thighs. The white waistband of her panties transitioned into black lace around the crotch and rear. Clara kicked off her shoes and then her pants finally came free and tumbled away.

I couldn’t help but moan quietly at the sight of her thigh gap and for a moment, I thought I could see the outline of her delicious lower lips.

“Careful with what you say, Robin. I’d hate to end up naked in your lap. As warm as I’m getting from your body heat, I might just take you up on what makes me comfortable,” she said as she grabbed the book.

Clara’s painful teasing had the bulge in my panties ready to explode but I knew that I couldn’t just outright ask her to let me fuck her. This was a game for her right now and if I wanted to win, I needed to let her make her move. If not tonight, then another night, but Clara was obviously interested in playing with me. Even if she wasn’t willing to go all the way, I wasn’t going to complain about having her nearly naked ass pressing against my crotch.

As we continued through the second and third chapter of the book, I felt her grinding herself into me. With each turn of a page, she gave her hips a little shake and when we finally finished with the third chapter, she looked at me. “This is a little wrong to ask of you, but the button of your pants is digging into my butt.”

“Is that the only thing digging into you?” I asked.

She giggled and nodded, “I don’t mind your chest against my back. My husband complains about my lack of boobs and I’m starting to see why, they’re so comfortable to lay on!”

Clara rolled off me and stood and nodded towards my pants. I undid my jeans and slid them down my thighs. Now that the jeans weren’t pinning my cock to my hips, the upper half of my cock burst free from my panties, but Clara said nothing about it.

She helped me pull my jeans down and then sat back down on my lap, “That’s so much better. Don’t you think reading is much more pleasant when you’re comfortable?”

Her ass had my cock pinned against my shirt. As she wiggled and writhed to get into position, I couldn’t help but let out a pathetic moan.

“Something wrong?” she asked.

“N-No, I feel pretty damn right,” I mumbled.

“Good, so, how are you feeling about chapter four?”

I let out a deep breath and mumbled, “I don’t know, chapter three felt like a cock tease. The main character being led into a cave by a seemingly positive hero character that seems like they’re just trying to fuck them over… It really did need to be expanded upon in chapter three, but it does make me want to keep reading.”

Clara smiled at me and before I could react, her lips pressed against mine for the briefest of moments and she pulled away and lifted the book back up, “Maybe the author is just trying to make sure she has the full attention of her audience.”

The wet bead of precum that drooled from my cock was wiped away by her panties as she wiggled one last time and went still as she started reading. I couldn’t even pretend I was reading anymore. My hands wrapped around her waist and I gently kissed along her neck as she continued to read. The story wasn’t bad, it really wasn’t. But no matter what story that the author was trying to tell, I was more interested in the scene happening in my living room right now.

Even as she turned the page, her wedding ring caught the light of the lamp and reminded me just how wrong what we were doing was. I couldn’t bring myself to care. Jared wasn’t a bad person, but damn, his wife was all I wanted from him. I didn’t even force the matter, if anything, Clara literally came onto me.

I teased my fingers along the waistband of her panties and she whispered quietly, “If you tell my husband about what we’re doing, we’re never going to read together again. You understand that, right?”

“Clara, I love reading with you, if your husband knew what kind of stories we were reading, he wouldn’t want us to keep meeting up. Reading is a healthy escape, isn’t it? So why don’t we just enjoy the story as it unfolds?” I asked as I slid my fingers into her panties and started rubbing her sensitive bead.

Her breath hitched and she spoke softly, “Go slow. I want to at least finish this chapter before I turn around and ride your cock like I’ve been wanting to for an hour.”

Even though she was literally teasing me for the past eternity, it still made my heart skip a beat to hear her admit what she wanted. I didn’t bother trying to get her off just yet, she told me to go slow, so I did. My fingers dipped further down her slit and collected some of her wetness to rub onto her clit to keep from making it too sensitive.

I couldn’t imagine why Clara was interested in me, but I wasn’t going to complain about it. Sure, I made good money, but she didn’t know what I did for a living. All she knew about me was that I was a bit of a loner. Then again, maybe she just really wanted to cheat on her husband. Maybe she came over here with the expectation of exploring her sexuality with another woman?

If that was the case, she didn’t seem disappointed to find out that I was packing quite the surprise in my panties.

She finally closed the book and turned to look at me, “Okay, so far, good book. I think we need to have a little talk before we do this. No bullshit from here on, okay?”

“Okay, Clara,” I said.

“I want to be fucked, badly. Jared is a good guy, but he’s so… Average? He doesn’t want anything but missionary sex and that isn’t exactly a bad thing, but he’s average in more than a few ways. Not that bad of a thing, but it’s the issue that he doesn’t know what he’s doing,” she said.

I nodded my head, “So you want me—”

“I want to be able to fuck like I used to in college. I’m not interested in sleeping with as many people as I used to, but damn, I’d love to be able to just do what I want, when I want,” she said.

“So you’re using me?” I asked in a joking tone.

She smiled and got off my lap, “Do you feel used? If you do, just let me know and I can go sit on my sofa and finish my book by myself.”

I slid my panties down my legs and wrapped a hand around my cock and stroked it slowly, “Does it look like I mind being a little used?”

Whatever Jared was doing to cause his wife to cheat on him, he needed to keep it up. If Clara was willing to let me be her outlet, I would happily let her climb on top of me and ride to her heart’s content. Our reading sessions would have to be varied though, I couldn’t imagine being ridden every time we got together. Clara’s body too tempting to see bent over eventually…

“I would certainly hope not,” she purred as took off her panties.

Her tight pussy glistened with her excitement and a smile crossed my lips. I patted my thighs and she smirked at me as she climbed onto the recliner. Her hips positioned over mine and she pushed against the back of the recliner to force it to lean back. Once I was nearly flat, she giggled and whispered, “What do you think about meeting three times a week for our club, Robin?”

A drop of Clara’s wetness fell onto my cock and I let out a quiet moan. “W-Why are you toying with me? I’ve been turned on since you’ve been in my lap. Three times a week, seven, fifty, I don’t mind how many times you want to see me. I’ll be here for you.”

She smiled and reached down to hold onto my cock. Her hips ground back and forth along my shaft, “I love how you sound when you’re so worked up. But if you’re going to moan when I’m just playing with you, I’m curious how you’ll sound when I do,” she positioned my cock at her entrance and dropped herself onto me, “this.”

I gasped and let out a hissing moan as her warm pussy surrounded my crown. Before I could recover from the initial sensation, Clara lowered herself further onto me. Inch after inch disappeared into her and she let out a satisfied groan when her ass pressed against my crotch.

“Fuck that’s nice, Robin. Try not to cum too soon, okay?” she asked.

Clara didn’t give me a chance to respond. Her hips pulled away from my cock and she dropped herself back down onto me again. And again. And again.

Moments ago, I wanted her to stop teasing me, but now that she was on top, I just wanted a moment to soak in the situation. She wasn’t joking around earlier. She wanted to fuck me how she wanted, when she wanted. Bending her over might not be an option. If she could make it this hard to breathe by riding me, I might just have to concede any semblance of dominance.

She reached down and grabbed my hands and pulled them to her perky breasts, “Pinch. Twist. I don’t care. Just touch me!”

Her lust surprised me, but as she leaned forward and worked her hips faster on my cock, I tried to obey her demand. I slid my hands under her shirt and pushed her bra up so that I could have access to her hard nipples. Most times I’d been with a woman, I could see what I was doing and take things at my own pace, but Clara was having none of that.

I was her dildo right now. That wasn’t something I ever expected to be… But I loved it.

My fingers pinched and tugged at her nipples and she let out quiet cries as her hips worked in a frenzy. Clara’s juices soaked my hips and thighs but I hadn’t felt her tighten up yet. I could only hope she would reward me with her warm juices spraying onto me soon.

The warmth of her pussy was fleeting as she rode me, but her tight, squeezing walls kept my shaft company. Clara’s head tilted forward and she stammered, “I’m so c-close.”

I dropped my hands to her waist and did my best to pump into her as she dropped herself onto me. The loud smack of our bodies colliding filled my living room. My balls tightened up and I let out a whimpering moan as her hands fell to my wrists. Her hands squeezed tightly and I felt her inner walls grip my cock.

Clara’s eyes met with mine for the briefest of moments before she leaned forward and kissed me. I closed my eyes as a warm rush of her juices sprayed onto my hips. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and my cock throbbed within her depths. The ecstasy that had built within me shot out in thick, creamy ropes deep into her core.

A wave of panic washed over me, but it was hard to focus on the fear. She rolled her hips in slow, controlled motions. Each time she moved, I felt her pussy clenching my cock as she pulled away, then she relaxed her entrance and dropped back onto me. When my cock finally softened to the point that she couldn’t ride me any longer, she broke our kiss and let out a deep breath.

Without a word, she turned over onto her back and grabbed the book off the table beside us and cracked it open.

She might not be worried about what just happened, but I couldn’t ignore it. “Clara?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you on birth control?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Nope.”

My heart stalled in my chest, “And if you get pregnant?”

“Rephrase that. When I get pregnant,” she said.

“When you get pregnant,” I mumbled quietly before going silent.

She put her finger between the pages of the book and closed it, “When I get pregnant, what?”

“Your husband is going to know about us,” I said.

“No, he’s going to be happy that I’m finally pregnant. Look, Robin, you’re going to be my neighbor for a long, long time. As much as you moaned and whined when I was riding you, I know that you haven’t had pussy like mine before. So you’re my best friend. Jared doesn’t know you’ve got a cock and he’s not going to know. If he did, then he would start wondering what we’ve been up to. Since a pussy can’t magically get another pussy pregnant, even if he does suspect I’ve been cheating on him, he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it,” she said.

As she cracked the book open, I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sounds like you’ve got this all planned out.”

She laughed and turned to give me a peck on the cheek before pressing her ass firmly against my softened cock, “The first three chapters of this book were thinking about how I could make Jared think you were innocent. The fourth was just because I wanted to tease you.”

Her finger tapped against the bold print of the fifth chapter heading, “This chapter is just because you’re going to have to get hard again. I like reading, but I don’t care about doing that over here. Your cock is about all I want out of our reading sessions.”

I smiled and kissed her shoulder softly, “Then keep wiggling. I’m looking forward to Jared thinking that he’s a dad. Slight admittance, I’ve wanted to do this since I first moved here. Jared just looks like the kind of guy that needs a cheating wife.”

“Tell me about it. I’m just lucky that the first person I decided to fuck was hung. If you’re a good girl, I might not even try to find a second person,” she purred.
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