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Filling In

Succumbing to One Night of Sexual Decadence




A year ago, I confessed to my workmate, Sally, that I had danced topless at a strip club for a few years during college. I wanted to avoid the nightmare of student loans and at twenty-one, I knew I had a killer body.  I didn’t seem the harm in it. I avoided the drugs often associated with that business and never did any special favors. I showed up, danced, made my money, and went home to study. I put it far behind me after I graduated. I almost never even think about it these days. That was twelve years ago. I’m married now with two kids in elementary school. Hell, I even drive a damn minivan. I’m about the farthest thing from a stripper there is now.

That’s why I was so surprised when Sally asked me if I could fill in at the last minute as a dancer for her son’s bachelor party. I immediately refused, but she kept begging and reassured me that I didn’t even need to take my top off. It wasn’t “that kind” of bachelor party, she said. Apparently, the woman they hired backed out at the last minute. There was a big golf tournament in town, and they couldn’t find a replacement. All she wanted me to do was strip down to some lingerie and take the money.

“Please, Melissa” she begged. “Allen is a good boy. He’s marrying a wonderful girl. It’s just tradition more than anything. And they’ll pay you five-hundred bucks!”

I exhaled through my nose in contemplation. “I don’t know. I’m a mother for Pete’s sake. And you’re his mother. Don’t you think it’s weird trying to find him a stripper?”

“It’s not stripping,” she argued. “It’s just dancing. You wouldn’t be showing off anything more than you would at the beach in a bikini. And besides, look at you! You’re gorgeous. Those boys should be so lucky!”

I have to admit I liked her telling me how attractive I was. Getting older and being married with kids is a surefire way to feel anything but sexy. “I don’t know,” I repeated. “Are you going to be there?”

“No. I don’t think Allen would appreciate that, even as well-behaved as he is. But I promise…I swear it’ll be fine. They’re good boys. Twenty-minutes. In and out. No problem.”

I thought about the thousand-dollar deductible my husband, Jake, and I were having to pay after he pulled out in front of someone and totaled one of our cars. Thankfully, no one was hurt, and we have good insurance, but a thousand dollars was a lot for us to cover at that point. “Okay,” I relented. “I’ll do it. But not a single word to anyone! If Jake finds out, he’ll kill me. And I’m not wearing lingerie. I’ll wear a bikini. Like you said.”

“Mum’s the word,” Sally promised, zipping her lips, locking them, and tossing the key.

I left the house wearing my jeans and a white t-shirt. My hair was up in a ponytail. I couldn’t very well leave my husband and kids looking like a stripper and I didn’t want to change in a gas station bathroom or anything like that. I was greeted at the door by one of the boys. He smiled, but I couldn’t help but sense a little disappointment in his face when he saw how old I was and how I was dressed. Conversely, I couldn’t help but notice how attractive he was. But I was absolutely stunned the second I walked into the living room. All five of the young men were gorgeous. They looked like they went to the gym every day and the tanning bed after that before reporting for their next modelling gig. I don’t know what I had been expecting, but it certainly wasn’t that. If I was nervous before, I was terrified after getting a look at my audience. They couldn’t have been nicer, though. Allen introduced himself and thanked me profusely for coming. He seemed embarrassed by the whole thing. He introduced me to the rest of the guys. They all shook my hand politely and introduced themselves. There were no catcalls, no lewd comments. I started to feel reassured that it was just like Sally described - a group of clean-cut young men following tradition. It was like some kind of alternate universe, though. Most guys I had ever known that good-looking were arrogant jerks.

Allen offered me a drink and I gratefully accepted. One drink to help with the nerves was just what the doctor ordered. I sat down on the couch between two of them. There was some music playing in the background. There was a movie on the TV. A regular movie. Not porn, like you would expect at a bachelor party. I came to learn that they were all seniors at my alma mater. It made me feel so old thinking about how long it had been since I graduated. I tried not to think about it. After a little more polite but awkward small talk, I finally said, “So, I guess I’m supposed to dance for you guys.” They all just nodded politely, fiddling with their drinks. “Do you have somewhere I can change?”

Allen directed me to the bathroom down the hall. Since they were all still in school, I had decided to go with the “naughty librarian” look. Glasses. A collared, white button-down shirt. A pleated mid-thigh black skirt that had enough of a flare to accommodate the strings on the side of my bikini bottoms. Black stockings. And black stilettoes. And, of course, underneath I wore my black string bikini. I hadn’t worn it in a long time, but it still fit. The bottoms were a little bigger than a thong, but still showed off my ass quite nicely. I was very proud of my ass. I think I must have done a million lunges in the previous five years. It took me about fifteen minutes to get dressed and put on a little more makeup to accentuate my lips and give my eyes a sexy, smoky look. Looking in the mirror, I had to admit, I felt sexier than I had in a very long time. I was in good shape for my age. I had a few little stretch marks, but they weren’t too visible, and my breasts weren’t as firm as they used to be, but they were still nice. I found myself actually hoping that the guys would get at least a little less docile than they seemed to be. I wasn’t nervous about taking my clothes off in front of them anymore. I was nervous that they’d be too polite to look at me.

I took one last look in the mirror and then sauntered back into the living room in full costume. “So, what do you think?”

“Wow, you look great!” Allen smiled.

“Gorgeous,” another one said.

“Thank you,” I smiled. “How about some music?”

George put on some danceable music. He joined Andrew on the couch. Nick and Greg each had a chair. Allen leaned against the wall with his arms crossed, drink in hand. I knew that at a typical bachelor party, the groom is put in a chair in the middle of the floor, but I was operating on what Sally told me about it just being “dancing.” I did just that. I danced around the room, never getting too close to any of the guys, but letting them look me over.

I was only planning on removing my shirt and my skirt, so I had to draw things out a little bit. I waited until the second song to saunter over to Allen and let him slide down the half zip on my skirt and let it drop to the floor. The length of my shirt still covered my panties. I toyed with my glasses as sexily as I could and occasionally flitted up my shirt to give them a quick preview of the boy shorts. They all watched intently but were much more tame and polite than the clientele I had been accustomed to at the club. I was a little surprised at how disappointed I was by that. It spurred me on to dance a little more seductively than I had originally planned. They were making me work for it.

During the third song, I unbuttoned my shirt, button by button, circling the room and getting closer to my audience. With my shirt gone, I wiggled my ass and bent over displaying my cleavage for each of them in turn. I could tell they were enjoying themselves, but still the most I got out of them was a polite smile. I saved Allen, still standing against the wall, for last. At the end of the song, I pulled his face into my chest and shook my breasts against his cheeks. The rest of the guys finally showed some emotion and cheered at their friend being motorboated. As the song ended, I gave Allen a big kiss on the cheek, my lipstick leaving a near-perfect outline of my lips. “Congratulations, sweetie,” I smiled. Allen feigned a heart attack, drawing laughter from the rest of us. All five applauded my performance. I smiled and took a dramatic bow before gathering my clothes and returning to the bathroom to change.

I changed back into my jeans and white V-neck, but I didn’t bother changing back to my granny panties and industrial strength melon harness. If you looked closely, you could see my bikini top through my shirt, but I wasn’t going anywhere other than home. The bikini was a little bulky under my jeans, but I’d done that a million times before. I stepped back into the living room. The guys were caught up in a conversation about football. Allen met me with an envelope in hand.

“You know, honestly, Melissa” he confessed, “I was just kind of humoring my mom with the whole thing. You know, tradition and all that. But I’m so glad you came. You’re really cool. And just absolutely gorgeous. My friends loved you. Please, stick around for a little while and have another drink if you want.”

I decided there wasn’t really any harm in having one more drink. I didn’t feel the slightest bit buzzed and other than the fact it made me feel old, I had really enjoyed hearing about what things were like on campus these days. It brought back a lot of great memories for me. I joined Allen and the gang. We started comparing tales of this bar and that bar. This sorority and that. Which professors were still around. One drink turned into two. Two turned into three. I was having more fun than I’d had in a long time.

And the guys were much more relaxed than they had been. I came to find out that my whole appearance was Sally’s idea and the boys had actually been dreading me coming.

“Seriously,” Nick admitted, “you were not what we were expecting. We had all agreed ahead of time that we would just smile and nod politely until it was over. Boy, were we wrong. You’re fuckin’ hot!”

“Thank you, Nick,” I blushed.

Greg raised his glass. “Melissa’s hot!” he declared.

“Melissa’s hot!” the rest echoed and drank.

I blushed some more.

“So, do all you boys have girlfriends?” I asked.

George answered for the group. “No one serious. Except Allen, over there.”

“That’s hard to believe. You’re all so handsome.”

“Well, the girls our age aren’t cool like you,” Nick lamented. “They’re mostly after older guys with money. They’re only interested in what you can buy them and where you can take them. Doesn’t matter much how handsome we are.”

“Oh, poor, baby,” I teased. “It must be tough being so young and gorgeous.”

“I wish I could find a girl like you,” Greg flirted. “Where do girls like you hang out?”

“You mean women?” I replied jokingly.

He smiled. “Yeah,” he nodded.

“You look amazing,” Allen interjected. “How do you stay in shape?”

“Diet and exercise, like everybody else. You guys are the ones in incredible shape. I should have had you strip for me instead.” That last part just slipped out.

“Okay,” Andrew said flatly.

Apparently, their fraternity had done some kind of strip show a while back as a joke. Allen put a chair in the middle of the room for me to sit in before joining the rest of the guys in one of the bedrooms. I could hear them talking, but I couldn’t’ make out what they were saying. I think they were trying to remind each other of how their little dance went.

Then the music changed, and they lined up in front of me. They did their best to remember their moves and get them in sync, constantly looking at what each other were doing. Pelvic thrusts and leg kicks were the meat and potatoes of the dance. I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. Neither could they. That is, until they whipped their shirts off. Every one of them were chiseled and tan. Their pants quickly followed, clumsily, making me laugh again. Soon, I was encircled by the five of them playfully thrusting their boxer-brief clad crotches at me. I mimicked a cat, clawing at their chests and abs, using the opportunity to cop a feel. I hooted and hollered a little, raising my arms in the air and dancing along with them. Then, to my disappointment, the music ended.

“You, know…Allen never really got a proper lap dance. I mean, being the groom and all,” George teased.

“That’s right, he didn’t,” Nick jokingly agreed.

Before I could say anything one way or another, they were ushering me out of the chair and putting Allen in my place.

“Melissa, Melissa, Melissa,” George started chanting, with the others soon chiming in. 

“Alright, alright, alright,” I relented. “So, you want a real dance, do you?”

They all nodded.

“Alright. I’ll give you a real dance, but I have two rules. First, I’m not getting naked.”

Mumblings of disappointment filled the room.

“Maybe I give you a little peek – if you’re good.”

Again, with the nodding.

“Second, you boys keep your guns in their holsters.”

“Yes, ma’am,” they agreed.

“These rules are non-negotiable. Written in stone. Nonretractable. Irrevocable. Am I clear?”

“So, what you’re saying is,” George joked, “you’re not getting naked.”

“Good. You understand,” I smiled and gently patted his cheek.

The guys took their seats. The same music I had danced to before came over the speakers.

“Okay, then. Are you boys ready?” I asked, letting my hair back down.

Always nodding, those boys.

I started by turning around in front of Allen. I bent over, putting my hands on my knees and rocked my ass back and forth. I unbuttoned my jeans and turned around, letting Allen lower my zipper as he had done with my skirt. Standing between his legs, I turned and bent over again, seductively sliding my jeans down over my ass. With my pants halfway down my thighs, I supported myself with my hands on Allen’s legs and rubbed my backside against his bare, muscular chest.

“God, your ass is perfect,” he whispered.

I arched my back just a little bit more and slowly lowered my butt to his crotch until I felt the stiffness of his cock pressing against me. I rolled my hips, teasing his erection. It had been a long time since I’d put this particular skillset to work. I felt Allen’s hand reach into his pants and reposition his cock, so it was pointing north. It settled against it with the length of his shaft in the crack of my ass as I continued lightly grinding on him. I could tell he was trying to behave himself, but Allen couldn’t help but push back against me a little.

I straightened up and turned around. I eased myself to the floor, seated in front of him, and kicked my legs like a dancer, my bare feet fluttering between his legs. Allen took the hint and grabbed my pant legs, pulling them the rest of the way off. He tossed the jeans at George.

I ambled up to my knees between Allen’s legs, running my hands up his thighs before lifting them over my head. “Do you want to help me out of this?” I asked him rhetorically. Allen lifted my t-shirt over my head, leaving me in nothing but my bikini. “Thank you, baby,” I smiled.

I dropped down to sit on my heels and looked up seductively. He looked back at me transfixed. “Remember your promise,” I said. Back in the day, I had done this on a regular basis, but never for a man who was naked except for his underwear.

Allen licked his lips and nodded, reaffirming his promise to keep himself covered.

I slid my hands up his thighs to his abs and slid forward until my hands were on his chest and my face was an inch from his crotch. I looked at him and licked the air a millimeter from his bulge.

“Oh, fuck,” he panted.

I lowered my hands to his hips and flipped my long, brown hair down in front of my face. I slowly turned my head back and forth, teasing the exposed skin of his thighs and abdomen. Then I gathered my hair, pulling the band from my wrist to pull it back into a ponytail. I continued turning my head back and forth, this time brushing his crotch with my face. I could smell his musky precum and feel the wetness of his underwear where it had soaked through. I looked back up at Allen, running my hands from his thigh, up along each side of his cock, grazing it as I moved my fingers upward to feel his abs.  I slid my tongue along the bulge of his cock and then to the far side of his lap, moving my tongue upward until I reached skin. There I traced his skin along the line of his waistband from one side to the other with my tongue.

“Fuck,” Allen groaned.

I began licking and kissing his well-defined abs, working my way up his chest. It wasn’t a chore. I made a show of it for everyone’s benefit. Allen’s torso was rising and falling quickly with his breath. He reached a hand into his underwear, no longer able to resist the urge to touch himself. He kept his promise, though, keeping it sheathed.

I stood up and turned around. Straddling one of his legs and sitting down on his thigh facing the room, I leaned backward and rested my head on his shoulder, my face next to his. It was an uncomfortable position to be sure, but I was well aware of how sexy it looked. Allen put his hands on my hips. I could feel the top of his leg pressing into my pussy. My hubris had caused me to underestimate how much it would turn me on to perform like this for Allen and his friends. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I resisted the urge to grind against his leg.

I took Allen’s hands in mine and ran them up my torso, placing them on my breasts and letting him squeeze them for a brief moment. Just enough to tease. Then I slid them down until they rested between my thighs, barely an inch from my pussy. I turned my head so Allen could feel my breath next to his, our lips almost touching. Allen extended his thumbs until he very nearly touched my sex. I slid his hands back up to my hips before standing up again.

I stood as close to Allen as the chair would allow. I put my chest directly in front of his face and slid the panels of my top apart, exposing my small, hard nipples. Technically, I wasn’t breaking my rules. My clothes were still on. And it may sound strange, but to me, I didn’t really think of it as cheating in my marriage if I had still had my clothes on. I was just giving the groom a little peek. I made sure Allen was the only one who could see. He exhaled deeply. I pulled his head to my sternum and forced him to look downward. I reached down and with my thumbs, pulled the front panel of my bikini bottom open and down, giving Allen an unobstructed view of my shaved mound and the top of my vulva. I let his gaze linger for just a moment before covering myself back up, both north and south of the equator. A few seconds later, the music ended. I put my finger under Allen’s chin and gave him a sweet little kiss on the lips. “Congratulations, baby,” I smiled.

“Thank you,” he grinned.

“There you go, boys. A proper dance. Satisfied?” I asked, knowing I had just put on quite a show.

George piped up eagerly, “We’ll give you a hundred dollars a piece for three songs each in the chair.”

I did the quick math in my mind. Another five hundred would completely cover the deductible for my Jake’s wreck. I still had no idea how I was going to explain the first five hundred. I was planning to figure that part out later. I stood there blank, trying to think. The money part was easy. What I was trying to decide was whether or not it would be a good idea considering my increasingly hungry libido.

Andrew sensed my trepidation. He jumped up and brought me a drink. “I promise. We’ll be good. Please?”

“One song each,” I negotiated.

“Two,” George countered.

“Okay, deal. But what are my rules?”

“You’re not getting naked and keep them in their holsters,” they chorused.

“Good boys.” I took a few more sips of my drink and mentally preparing myself before asking, “Okay, who’s first?”

“Me,” said Greg, stepping forward. I was surprised. He was the quietest one of the group.

The music started. As I put on my show, I noticed that they picked two of the longest songs you could probably think of. Sneaky buggers. I gave Greg the same treatment as I had Allen. As I danced, I noticed that they all had their hands buried in their underwear. I didn’t care, as long as they kept their promise. I liked it. I was getting hornier by the second, though, both from dancing and from watching them stroking themselves. I already knew I was going to have to masturbate in the car before getting home. I was loving the attention and the chance to put my hands and body all over such hot young men. But I was married. Very married. When Greg’s turn was done, Nick was next in line. I was counting the minutes until I could get out of there and tend to myself.

By this point, they had figured out my routine. When I started by grinding my ass into Nick’s crotch, he gripped me by the hips and started grinding his cock firmly back against me, blatantly masturbating himself with my ass. I should have stopped him, but I didn’t, and I found it more and more difficult to hide my arousal. As his cock brushed my folds, I could help but close my eyes and breathe deeply and loudly enough for the room to hear. I rushed through the part where I kissed my way up his thigh and torso for fear of losing control. When I went to unveil my nipples for him, he was ready and licked along my sternum and the sides of my breasts. I let myself slide in one direction long enough for his tongue to find a nipple. He quickly latched on, sucking it desperately. My breath betrayed me again, letting the room know I was enjoying it as much as Nick. Maybe more. I forced myself to pull away. “Very married,” I told myself in my head. I gave him the same sweet kiss goodbye. Then there were two.

“My turn,” Andrew smiled.

“I need another drink first, please,” I asked. I needed to buy some time to settle down.

Andrew hurried to oblige me. I had been looking forward to Andrew’s turn. He was the sweetest of the group and I had a soft spot for him. George, on the other hand, worried me. Not just because he was the most dominant, but because he was also the most attractive. While they all had great bodies, George’s was, in my estimation, perfect. And he was bold. I knew I was going to have to keep him in check. Myself, too. With Andrew, I only had to worry about controlling myself.

Andrew returned with my drink. I took a few big sips and prepared myself mentally. I was a throbbing mess of hormones but determined to get out of there without cheating on my husband and with a thousand dollars in my purse. Andrew took his place in the chair. I smiled at him. There was something about him that I just liked. Sweet boy. I gave him a little extra. When I licked up his thighs to his torso, I paused longer in his lap and nibbled his bulge. When I licked along his waistband, I slid my tongue a little into the garment. Had his cock been just a little bit bigger, my tongue would have brushed its head. I was close enough, however, that I got a sample of his precum that had spread along his skin. Unlike some girls I knew, I love the taste of it. When I reached the part where I leaned back and let him feel my breasts, I breathed, “You’re my favorite,” only loud enough for him to hear. And then, partly because I liked him and partly because I couldn’t stand it anymore, when I slid his hands between my legs, I put one of them on my pussy. Andrew pressed his finger against my clit and circled it. I let him linger longer than I planned, enjoying his touch, but still managed to keep it brief enough to call it a tease. Then finally, I let him suck both my tits before showing him the prize that everyone was wishing they could have. I lingered on his lips when I kissed him. I’m pretty sure Andrew nearly came in his underwear at one point during his turn.

The moment I had been both craving and dreading was approaching. I looked over at the couch where George was sitting. Aesthetically, he was the perfect man. Dark wavy hair. Tan, youthful skin. Chiseled jaw. Beautiful face. Perfect body. All he was wearing were his white boxer briefs with a black waistband. The white material was wet enough from precum that it clung to his cock, perfectly outlining it. It was almost translucent and left very little to the imagination. George’s cock was easily the largest of all of them. Strapped sideways along his crotch, it reached very nearly to his hip. He was teasing the tip through the cloth as we stared at each other. My breathing was labored. My pussy was throbbing. After dancing for four very good-looking young men, I was near my breaking point, and I knew it. I wanted to come so badly. “Only two more songs,” I told myself. “You can do it.”

George broke the silence. “Tell you what. I’ll give you another hundred if I can sit on the couch.”

I didn’t know what he was up to, exactly, but I knew he was up to something. “No,” I replied. Trusting my gut.

“Okay. An extra hundred dollars and only one song.”

I took a moment to analyze the situation. I honestly didn’t know if I could make it through two songs without somehow giving into one of the hottest men I had ever seen. The couch was a wildcard, but I felt I would be a lot more confident about walking out the door that night with my wedding vows intact if I only had to make it through one song. I could hurry my way out, and the second I was in the car I could bury my hand between my legs and finally get some relief.

“Okay,” I agreed. “One song.”

George moved himself to the middle of the couch. The music started. It was, of course, a long one. I started my routine. Despite how long the song was, I knew I would have to go at a quicker pace, both to be sure that George got what the others did, but also to make sure I didn’t linger too long in any of the more intimate moments and lose the battle that was raging within myself.

I started soon realized at least one of the reasons why George had wanted to be on the couch. When I turned around to grind against his crotch, I had to squat back at a different angle than before which meant more of his bulge would be grinding directly against my pussy. I immediately knew I was in trouble. My ache that was yearning to be touched, was being touched. When George had repositioned his cock for the moment, the first few inches of it rose up above his waistband. I could feel the bare skin of his cock brush against the top of my ass as I rolled my hips against his now only mostly covered shaft. It was thick and hard as a diamond. I felt his hands gripping my hips firmly as we rubbed our aches against each other. I flirted with the point of no return, where I wouldn’t be able to peel myself from him until I had made myself come. The sounds of my own whimpering brought me back into enough consciousness to pull away and onto the next move. I lowered myself to the floor and paused on my heels, catching my breath, and trying to remind myself of my husband. I thought of my wedding day.

I looked up at George. I could see the top of his dick jutting out of his boxer briefs. It was as gorgeous as he was with a perfect mushroom head. George looked back at me, both of us ravenous with desire. The room was silent other than the music in the background. The other four had lined up behind the couch at some point to get a better view.  I sat there for a long moment, staring at George’s body. And his cock. My mouth watered. “The clock is ticking,” someone reminded.

I released my hair from its ponytail and started grazing it along George’s crotch, my face barely missing his shaft. I could smell him. It was intoxicating. I put my hair back up and began kissing his thigh. His skin was perfect. I slid my hands up and tucked them into his waistband. I hadn’t done this with any of the others. God, how I wanted to pull his underwear down and lunge myself at his cock! But I didn’t. I did, however, intentionally or not, manage to expose another inch or so of George’s shaft as I worked my tongue upward, gently pulling on the elastic. I started licking along his crotch, tracing the still covered part of his dick.

I started rationalizing in my mind. “Jake will never find out…When will you ever get another chance to be with a perfect man…Most people cheat at some point during their marriage.” It was these thoughts that were running through my mind as I continued kissing and nibbling the base of his cock though his underwear. By the time I made my way to the far side of his lap, I could barely think. I started running my tongue along the waistline as I had with the others. But as I grew closer to the center of his lap, I knew I would have to contend with the three inches of perfect cock rising above his waistband. When I got there, I let myself slowly lick across the width of his dick. My tongue felt so good on his flesh. George exhaled forcefully at the sensation of my tongue on the bare underside of his cock. I continued along until I reach the other side of his lap. Instead of starting my way up his torso at that point like I had with the others, I paused. I knew damn well I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t resist the craving for another taste. I started licking back in the other direction, again following the waistband toward George’s cock. “A quick taste and then I’ll move on,” I silently rationalized. When I reached his dick, I licked up the entire length of his exposed shaft, savoring its saltiness. I felt his cock twitch when I reached his tip started kissing around his navel, beginning my ascent, my chin still grazing his dick. But I couldn’t make myself continue upward. Instead, I slowly kissed and tongued all around his cock as though I were kissing a lover deeply. Finally, I let myself return ever so slowly to his cock, until I was licking and kissing it over and over. I kissed it and tongued it from every angle until it was glistening from my saliva. George slid his thumb into his boxers and used it to leverage his cock up just enough for me to get my mouth around the tip. At first, I only took the head in my mouth, licking the salty tip before sucking it like a lollipop. I held his cock with my mouth and lifted it higher, giving me the angle to suck more of it. As I did, it forced his underwear to slide further down. I started bobbing up and down on the first half of his shaft.  I couldn’t believe I was outright sucking his cock. In front of an audience no less. I had never wanted to suck a cock so badly in my life. I started moaning as I devoured his dick with my mouth. Without thinking, I reached into my bikini and began to pleasure myself. At the same time, George grasped my ponytail gently and pushed me deeper on his cock until I felt it touch the back of my throat.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned.

In a split second, I had a moment of clarity and pushed myself back from George and his beautiful dick. Still grasping his shaft and hanging my head, I cursed myself out loud. “Dammit, Melissa!” I looked up at George, shaking my head. “I’m sorry. I can’t. I’m married.” No one had the nerve to say anything.

The song was nearly over. I let go of his cock and ambled up to the couch to quickly finish my routine and hopefully get the hell out of there. The reason George wanted the couch now became very clear. In order to get my chest close to his face, I was going to have to straddle him. I did so carefully. His cock was now almost completely free with at least seven inches in full view with more below. I rested on my knees as tall as I could. I was able to hover safely almost a foot above George’s lap as I pulled back the front panels of my top to give him his peek.

Unlike his predecessors, George didn’t attack my breasts ravenously. He took his time and slowly teased my nipple with his tongue. Then he sucked it and nibbled it gently. It sent the most exotic shiver through my body watching that beautiful man at my breast. My head collapsed next to his. George wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him, still latched to my breast. I leaned back and let him lick and kiss his way to my other breast, my hands around the back of his neck. As George kissed and sucked my breast, he grasped my hips and pushed them gently downward. I resisted at first, but quickly gave in and soon I felt his cock lightly brushing against my pussy through my bikini. I let myself drop completely into his lap, his cock pressing firmly into me. I leaned further back still, moving one hand to support myself on his knee while keeping the other on the back of his neck to keep me from falling backward. George was pinching my nipple in one hand and holding me by the hip with the other. I started slowly grinding my bikini bottoms directly against the bare shaft of his cock. The song ended. I simply could not find it in me to stop myself. I no longer cared. I needed to come. I continued slowly rubbing myself along his shaft, gradually picking up the pace until I was sliding back and forth steadily on his cock like I was riding a mechanical bull and moaning loudly. I stared down watching his meaty shaft between my legs. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. I knew I wasn’t going to stop until I came. It felt so good. But I wanted more. I looked up and saw all four of the others had broken the rule. They stroked their bare cocks for me, waiting to see what was going to happen next. I looked into George’s eyes. Taking the strings of my bikini bottoms in my fingers, I pulled them taught and let my bikini fall loose. I slid it out from under me and tossed it to the floor. I rested my naked pussy on his naked cock and slowly started sliding against it again.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

George gripped me by my hips. I cradled his face and started kissing him as I rolled my hips, massaging my aching clit on his cock. Our kiss became more passionate, and our pace slowed until we were still. I reached down and took his cock in my hand, guiding it to where we both needed it to be. Breathing heavily and drunk with desire, I looked at him and whispered, “Fuck me.”

I slid down the length of his shaft. The feeling was exquisite. It was singular in the history of my sexual experiences. George and I kissed and moaned into each other’s mouths as I rode his cock, oblivious to anything other than the complete satisfaction of finally having him inside of me. In seemingly no time at all, I was approaching my first orgasm.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna come,” I whimpered to the room. “Make me come! Make me come!” I leaned back like I was riding a bull again, grinding my clit against him with his full shaft inside of me. Bucking hard.

George fucked me steadily through my orgasm, reading my needs perfectly. I came so hard, my eyes started watering. I pulled myself back into his embrace and kissed him deeply in gratitude for the release I had been needing so badly. I turned my attention to his satisfaction. I started riding the entire length of his cock. Slowly at first, but then using the pace of his breathing to direct me. Soon, he was in control and fucking me hard, thrusting his huge cock upward, nearly exiting each time before thrusting upward again. I could feel the tip of his cock breech me each time. Over and over before plunging deep inside of me. I came again, clinging to him with my arms around his neck as I let him use me for his pleasure.

“Fuck!” he groaned. “I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!” I growled back.

“Are you gonna let me come in that married pussy?” he taunted.

Something about the way he said it made me want it even more than I had before. “Yes!” I grunted back. “Fill my married pussy!”

George started grunting rhythmically.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I whimpered loudly as he filled me with his come, gradually easing his pace until he was sated and still.

The room fell silent except for our labored breathing. Then, with George’s cock still inside of me, my cell phone dinged. Andrew picked it up from the table and handed it to me. It was Jake.

“Are you okay? I’m starting to get worried.”

“Sorry,” I replied. “Sally had a big falling out with her husband. She needs me. I lost track of time. I’ve had a bit of wine, too. Is it okay if I sleep here and come home first thing in the morning?”

There’s an expression that goes something like, “Go as far as you can see. When you get there, you can see farther.” As I waited for my husband’s reply, I looked around the room at the other four handsome, hung, virile men, I could see clearly where I wanted the rest of my night to go.

Ding.

“Sure. Do what you need to do. Love you.”

With my wedding vows already shattered, I was going to do just that. Whatever I wanted. One night only.

“Looks like I’m free for the rest of the night, boys.”

Andrew held out a drink for me to take. I shook my head. “No. Put on some coffee. It’s gonna be a long night.”

When I saw Sally at work that Monday morning, she asked me how things had gone.

“Just like you said,” I replied. “Such sweet boys.” I didn’t tell her all of the very, very, very naughty things I let her nice boy do to me.

Jake and Sally never found out. I still have my marriage. And I still have that black bikini. One of my favorite things to do is go to the beach by myself and lay there in my black bikini remembering the most sexually gratifying and decadent night of my life. I was doing just that a few days ago when my phone dinged. It was Sally.

“Do you remember Allen’s friend, Andrew? He’s getting married …”




Thanks for reading!
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I took a job as the assistant to my husband's genius billionaire boss. The only things was, the job had some unusual duties...
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My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…

Spring Break Surprise: Catching My Girlfriend In the Act 

I met Courtney when she was dating one of my freshman college roommates. She was eighteen, but still a senior in high school. I wasn’t clear on how she and Jon had met. He lived a plane ride away, but the two had somehow been a thing for a while before I knew either of them. Courtney was extremely attractive. She was that rare breed that could be both pretty, sexy, and cute all at the same time. She was short, five-foot-three at best. She wasn’t overweight, but she had enough meat on her bones to have shapely hips and breasts that any girl would envy. Her chestnut blonde hair rested on her shoulders and outlined her pretty face. Had it not been for the fact that she was my roommate’s girlfriend and that I have at least some scruples, I would have been flirting with her from the moment I saw her. I was friendly, but I kept a polite, respectable distance.That is, until one day, Courtney came to our room while Jon and my other roommates were still in class.

Catherine's Company Retreat: A Cheating Wife Tale

On my wife’s company business retreat, we discover that we both like it when she flirts with a couple of younger guys from the warehouse. It was just a little harmless fun. I knew she wouldn’t be unfaithful…

Stranded: Making the Best of a Bad Situation

My trip was turning into a nightmare. Married only two days ago, I should have been in Italy. Instead, I was stuck in a hotel in Buffalo because of an ice storm. As fate would have it, I had to share a room with two of the best looking men I know.
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