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Living a life of leisure certainly wasn’t difficult for Chelsea.  Her main first world problem was dealing with the lonely hours spent at home whenever her husband Carlos was working major hours at his firm.  The regular cycle was that he would virtually vanish for three months, then take two weeks off and sweep her off her feet with a trip somewhere.  The most recent stint was running into month five and there was no end in sight.  

Most people would think that her problems didn’t amount to anything in the real world, but her libido was elevated to an uncomfortable level since she had progressed beyond her forties, and she was horny literally all of the time.  Since she was alone quite a lot of the time, her vibrator was almost worn out daily.  

She had taken up tennis since they had a tennis court on their property that had gone unused since Carlos purchased the sprawling bungalow years before.  The local country club was happy to have her dues.  She found the people there gave her a wonderful social outlet and helped her tie into the community well.  Now that she had been attending there for a couple of years she had several close friends who played in a women’s league twice a week in the mornings.  

One morning Darlene had shown up for their weekly game buzzing about the tennis pro that the club had hired a couple of months before.  

Rumours had been swirling around the club ever since Dan had been hired on as an instructor.  He had spent three years on the amateur tour and was a very skilled player.  However, what the rumours were about was what he did outside of the court.  Chelsea’s friend Darlene had been the most recent person to hire Dan for a private lesson, and in the sauna after their game one afternoon she had revealed that there was more to the new tennis stud than just his forehand.

The two women sat there in their towels, and once the other ladies left the wooden enclosure to the change room, Darlene had leaned over to her friend with a whisper.  Darlene and Chelsea had confided in each other about their marital problems.   

“You know that problem you’ve been having with Carlos?  You should hire Dan for a private lesson sometime.  It might help you out.”    

“Was it a good lesson?  Like, did it help your game?”  Chelsea had asked innocently, wondering if she should hire him to enhance her game.  The reply wasn’t what she expected.  

Darlene blushed and then giggled.  She looked at Chelsea with a mischievous glance.      

“Oh my God, the lesson was more about what he could do with his hands – and other parts of him - rather than my tennis swing.  It helped a lot.  It just had nothing to do with my swing.”  Darlene winked when she said it.  

“You mean...?”  Chelsea inquired, getting excited about the idea.  

“I’ll just say he gave me a massive muscle cramp in all the right places.  And it was worth every penny.  He’s so hot.  You should see him…with his shirt off.  He’s bigger than you think.”  She gave Chelsea a knowing look.  

Sitting there only in a towel, Chelsea felt her body quiver with a brief thought of infidelity.  While her husband was a wonderful man, he hadn’t touched her in months.  And his activity in bed, usually adequate, was far from passionate.  I need to get fucked.    

“What about Frank?”  Darlene’s husband was a partner in a prestigious firm and was exactly the same as Carlos.  Long hours at the office, and little attention to his wife at home.  Truthfully, most of the wives at the club were in the same boat.  It made having people like Dan around that much more titillating for all of them.  It was like an affair on demand.    

“He hasn’t touched me in months.  I think even if I was naked having sex with another man in front of him, he would barely get off his email.  He’s probably screwing around himself with that hot assistant her hired a few months ago, so why not enjoy myself a bit?  It’s not like he’s going to divorce me.  It’s too expensive!”  At the last sentence she laughed.      

That situation was all too familiar to Chelsea.  Carlos was an amazing provider and spoiled her rotten, but her physical needs had always been wanting ever since their wedding night.  She could admit to herself that she overlooked it because of the lifestyle they could afford, but the physical cravings were still there.  As Darlene recounted what her and Dan had done together, she felt her body responding to the fantasy of being ravaged by a hot younger man.  

“Oh my God, Chelsea…his tongue.  Frank has never done anything remotely like that to me.  He made me…well, let’s just say I didn’t need my vibrator for at least a couple of days.”  She giggled.  Chelsea giggled as well, but inside her mind was churning and her pussy was damp under the towel she wore.      

While she was getting dressed, she took an appraising look at herself in the mirror.  She had always been a larger girl, but baby fat when she was young had turned into curves in all the right places as she aged.  Her breasts thankfully were enhanced with surgery and she knew that they were one of her best assets.  But her ass was proportioned perfectly, larger but curvy.  Hours at the gym meant that her waist stayed relatively thin, so she had no problem getting attention from men. 

She loved her body.  And she knew that her husband did too, especially since he was the one who paid for her breasts.  Attention from men had never been her problem.  It was attention from her husband that she craved.  But there was another side of her that craved carnal attention from a young stud.  And sexual satisfaction from a man who, according to Darlene, could easily give her what she needed. 

The next day her mind raced.  Darlene had texted her Dan’s number after their conversation, but Chelsea told herself to sleep on it and see how she felt in the morning.  The problem was that after Carlos had ignored her all night again and she woke up frustrated and horny, all she felt was the need to dial the number she had been given.  

Her phone sat there in her hand with the number Darlene had given her already inputted.  The conflict in her mind wasn’t about how much she wanted Dan to come over and see what happened, it was chiefly about whether she should let Carlos know it was happening.  They were both mature adults and he already knew that she wasn’t happy sexually.  

Finally, she typed in the message:  

Hi Dan.  It’s Mrs. Rico from the club.  I’ve heard from Darlene that you give excellent private lessons and I’m wondering if you are available tomorrow to come by my house?  

After she hit SEND she realized she was excited about the idea of being alone with another man.  Who knew what might happen if Dan was the type of coach that Darlene had described?  Her phone vibrated.  

Hey Mrs. Rico.  I’d love to come by and I’m free tomorrow at 1.  Just send me your address and I’ll be there!  

Chelsea sent off the address with a smiley face and he responded with a thumbs up.  After the exchange was over, she realized that she had been holding her breath and her nipples were hard just thinking about what might happen with a younger man in the house alone with her.  Touching herself between her legs she felt heat and wetness.  Sitting back on her couch she sighed while touching herself, stroking her clit rapidly until a hard shiver overtook her body and she spasmed with an orgasm.  

It wasn’t enough for her.  She thought about Dan’s athletic frame and his muscular legs and grabbed her vibrator from her nightstand.  Sliding it against her already sensitive clit that begged for attention, she turned it on and felt the familiar pulse emanating through her body.  Gasping loudly to the empty room, she brought herself quickly to another crescendo, and then another.  The leather cushion below her was damp with her juices when she flexed her hips for the last time.  It recently took at least three orgasms for her to be satisfied.  Part of her hoped that Dan would be able to provide much more than that.  

Chelsea had gone back and forth about telling Carlos about inviting another man to the house.  He had never shown a hint of jealousy, as much as she had almost tried to get him to react at times when they were out in public.  At dinner that night they spent it almost silent, which was all too familiar between them thanks to his work distracting him.  Once the food was on the table, they ate in silence.  He wasn’t much for words on a good day.   

Quiet acquiescence to his behaviour had slowly shifted into resentment.  Often Chelsea let her one glass of wine at night become two and then three, and then it was hard to resist the urge to lash out with barbed comments.  Sometimes she wondered if he would even notice. 

After dinner Carlos always retired to his office.  Chelsea had tried in the past to get him to change his routine, but it was like it was carved in stone.  She might as well try to move the entire house one inch to the left.  That night, she slipped into a sexy chemise anyway, hoping that Carlos would give her just one small reason to cancel her lesson with the sexy young tennis pro tomorrow.   When they were dating she managed to seduce him the first time wearing something very similar.  

“Hey babe?  I made an appointment with the new coach from the tennis club tomorrow.  I thought we might as well put that court we have to some use since the weather has been so nice.”  

Her breasts were barely contained in the nightgown she was wearing.  Desperate for him to even notice her while his head was buried in his computer, she leaned forward over the desk, letting her breasts almost fall out.  “What do you think?  Are you okay with that?  We will be here all alone.”  

“Mmm hmm.  Whatever you want, baby.  You know I’m happy you’re taking up a new hobby.”  His eyes never left the screen.  The hobby he referred to was something she had been doing for months.  It was typical.

Chelsea knew from experience she would have to almost climb up on the desk and wrap her legs around his head to distract him.  Crestfallen, she walked out of the room.  

Getting ignored wasn’t something she had ever experienced until Carlos started his merger and then his attention had vanished.  Usually her body commanded lots of attention from anyone, but for months she had been alone.  And she was still horny.  It’s time to get what I need from someone else.  As she walked out of the room, the third glass of wine took over and she couldn’t resist firing a quip back over her shoulder.  

“So, when Dan comes over tomorrow, it’s okay if I fuck him, right?”  She didn’t expect the words to even register with Carlos.  When he was focused on something else, it was impossible to make him hear her.  

“Mmm hmm.  Whatever you want, baby.  Just be safe.” 

She was taken by surprise.  Her intention was clear that she was planning on fucking another man, and it seemed like he had almost heard her.  But did he?  There was no way a husband could hear that phrase and ignore it.     

“Carlos.  Did you hear me?”  

His head lifted and he looked at her with suddenly focused eyes.  “I heard you.  I think that it’s about time we had arrangements for you to enjoy another man if you have needs.  I’m far too busy to satisfy you sexually.”  Her eyes widened with shock.  It was unexpected.  

“What?  Are you serious?”    

“Listen, we are both mature adults and I love you.  And you’re a very, very sexy woman.  If you need to be satisfied, then I’m quite happy for you to take a lover.  In fact, it might be kind of fun for both of us.”  

His words filled her with surprise and then doubt.  The fiery latino man who had build a Fortune 500 company with long hours and sweat was telling his wife that it was okay for her to fuck another man.  “I…don’t know what to say.  You’re telling me that he can come over, and whatever happens you’re okay with it?  This guy has seduced half the women at the club.”  She didn’t care if he knew.  

Suddenly the idea of having permission to be with another man was intriguing.    

“I didn’t get to where I am today by avoiding difficult situations.  I need to focus on other things besides your needs right now.  If you need to satisfy your urges and think some young man might do the trick, it is…understandable.”  The adjective was intentional.  

The fact that Carlos was so matter of fact about it only made Chelsea more confused.  It was almost as if he was negotiating a business transaction.  

“Carlos.  I want you to know that I would never betray you.”  

“Sex isn’t a betrayal, Chelsea.  Only sex with emotion is.  Fuck whomever you want.  Make love to me when I ask you to.  That’s all I need.”  

Darlene will love to hear about this.  

His eyes were serious and for once in the past several months he wasn’t distracted with his computer.  Chelsea nodded.  

“Thank you.”  

“No, thank you.”  He continued.  “So many of your friends would just fuck other men behind their husbands backs, when I know for a fact the men would probably be okay with it.  It is a testament to your integrity that at least you told me.  So have fun.”  

Chelsea’s mind reeled as she left the office and walked to the bedroom.  Is this really happening?  

The next morning Carlos kissed her on awakening and then he was gone to the office before she got out of bed.  She had tossed and turned for several hours, nervous with anticipation about what might happen the following day but also thinking about what her husband had said.    

When the doorbell rang just after lunch, Chelsea looked at herself in the mirror and shivered.  She had no idea how the afternoon would progress, but it was exciting to even have permission to be seduced if Dan was anything like her friends had told her.

When she opened the door, Dan stood there dressed in a typical tennis outfit.  His white shirt had a short collar and was crisp and clean.  His shorts were white as well, and tight around his muscular thighs.  His dark hair fell over his eyes slightly and his brown eyes were piercing.  Large arms and shoulders completed the perfect package for a man who liked to entertain ladies who played tennis.  He was like something out of a romance novel without the long hair.   

He walked slowly into the house holding his racquet bag and whistled.  “Wow, Mrs. Rico.  This place is incredible.”  Then his eyes fell on her and she shivered as they changed from bright and open to dark and lusty.  It was like he was drinking in her body.  She almost expected him to grab her right away, and part of her hoped that he would. 

She had chosen her outfit specifically for seduction, hoping that by the end of the lesson his hands would be all over her just like her friend Darlene had described.  Her tennis shirt was shite with small stripes on the sleeves and a dark collar.  While her shirt wasn’t completely see through, she had chosen not to wear a bra, letting her large breasts swing free underneath.  The shirt was tight enough to provide some support for moving around, but it was still cupping her mounds nicely.  Her dark nipples showed through the fabric just enough to be seen.    

Her white pleated skirt was short enough to come just below the bottom of her ass, and her panties were small enough that half of her ample ass cheeks would be visible if she bent over.  Long socks came up to just below her knees.  Chelsea knew that her curvy body wasn’t ideal to some men, but there were others that loved the fact that she had massive breasts, and an ass to match.  Judging from Dan’s gaze, he was one of those men.  

“Do you like my outfit?  I just picked it up yesterday.  I don’t know if I could get away with wearing it at the club, though.”  Her spin was intended to tease him, and gave him just a flash of the fact that she was barely wearing anything underneath it.  “What do you think?”  

Part of her wanted him to just stride over and tear her clothes off right away, forgetting about the supposed lesson.  But she also knew he had to try to pretend to be professional and let himself be seduced.  Darlene had told her it took almost the entire lesson for him to take a hint.  

“It looks perfect on you.  Nice choice.”  He smiled again, this time in a sexy way.  “Should we get started?”  With the way the words came out, it was almost a suggestion about something else.  His hand idly stroked the hilt of his racquet as a subconscious gesture.  When they locked eyes, she wanted to just scream at him that she was ready to skip formalities and he could fuck her right there in the hallway if he wanted to.  

“Follow me.  Our court is out the back.  It hasn’t been used in a while so you might have to bear with me.”  The double entendre was intentional.  She turned quickly, flipping her skirt up with a flourish.  He followed her through their massive living room and out the door to the back area where the pool and tennis court were located.  Maybe we can go skinny dipping later.  

“We don’t use the court much, because my husband doesn’t play.  It’s been a while since I’ve had a regular partner to enjoy it with.”  Chelsea hoped the words dripped with sexual innuendo.  Dan looked at her then at the empty court and smiled.  He walked to the net and cranked it tighter so that the net was taut.  There were some small weeds growing near the side lines but otherwise the court was in perfect shape.   

“I prefer things to be nice and tight.”  He grinned.  Chelsea giggled.  The amount of sexual tension between them ignited like a small flame.  “Let’s get started.”  

He walked to the far side of the court.  “We can just rally for a bit and then I can see what you need help with.”  Hitting the ball softly towards her, Chelsea easily returned it and then Dan began to hit it side to side, moving her across the court with skill.  After a few rallies, he stopped.  “Okay.  Let me show you something.”  It was difficult for her to move without a bra on, but she also knew that she had no intention of playing a hard game with him.  

Chelsea’s breath was faster from the movement around the court.  He approached her from behind and grabbed her elbow, making her twitch.  There was a musky smell of his manly sweat in the air.  “You need to make a small adjustment in your backhand.”  Stepping even closer, she back leaned into him intentionally.  Her large breasts pressed into his arm as they locked eyes.  She resisted the urge to bite her lip seductively.  It was the perfect moment.   

With his hips pressing into her he moved her arm back, letting her nipples graze across his arm and then moved her arm forward as if performing a stroke.  When he did his crotch slid forward and she could feel that he was hard under his tight shorts.  “That’s it.  Back and forth.  Smooth.”  Repeating the motion several times, Chelsea couldn’t help but think about another way she wanted him to move back and forth.  His eyes were glued to her breasts as they shifted under her shirt.  

“Okay, let’s try that again.”  He walked across the court, but it was obvious that his walk was affected by his erection.  Every few minutes after they hit a few balls he managed to find an excuse to come across and touch her again.  After a while his hand was sliding down her hips and once even grazed her bare skin just under her skirt.  The amount of touching had her panties soaking wet.  His erection continued to poke into her.  He made no effort to hide it and it looked ample. 

When it was time to retrieve balls, Chelsea made sure to bend over as much as possible when she picked them up.  Dan’s eyes watched her the entire time and she caught him staring at her panty covered ass more than once.  When she faced him her shirt dipped low and her breasts almost popped out several times.  

The flirting continued for almost the entire hour until Chelsea was ready to burst.  She had wondered how aggressive Dan might be once he knew that she was available, and he didn’t disappoint her.  Without being blatant about it, his hands wandered all over her body until she was breathless with anticipation.  The sides of her breasts, her hips and her stomach had all been touched, making her ache for other areas to feel his hands on them.   

“Whew…I’m getting a bit thirsty.  Want to go inside and have a glass of water?”  He nodded.  She bit her lip in the hopes that it was a clear signal that she wanted much more than just his hands touching her.

Leading the way, she walked into the kitchen.  Her seduction had all been planned in her head, but part of her felt like a teenager seducing the prom king after school.  Positioning herself sideways so he could see her shirt ride up, she reached towards a high shelf for a glass.  “Can you help me?”  Her bare stomach showed for a moment as her shirt rode up.  

Dan moved beside her, and just like he had on the court his body pressed into hers as he grabbed the glass from over her head.  His face was only inches from hers and his breath was hot on her neck.  “Thank you.”  She smiled.  He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her chest.  

“I’m really enjoying the lesson so far.”  She said with a smile.  Turning around and bending over more than she needed to, she filled the glass at the sink, feeling his eyes burning into her legs from behind.  “Maybe we should set up a regular private lesson. I heard from Darlene that you’re available?”  

She turned around, handing him the glass of water.   His eyes stayed locked on her breasts.  She knew her dark nipples were clearly visible because of how hard they were.  The silence in the kitchen was deafening as he took a sip of his water, his eyes wandering all over her body.  Tension was thick in the air.  Finally, he broke the silence.  

“I don’t really think I’m here just to give you a private lesson.”  He said with a cocky look in his eye.  Chelsea met his gaze confidently.  She saw his shorts stir again with an obvious erection.  “I have a feeling you want what the other women at the club want.”   

“Then what do you think you’re here for?  Is there something else you want to teach me?”  Her body was trembling, knowing exactly what she wanted him to say and do to her.  She watched as he put the glass down on the counter, leaning into her body.    

Suddenly there was only an inch of air between them.  Then his hands slid down her bare arms, making her shiver.  As soon as she felt him touch her skin, goosebumps broke out instantly and her nipples hardened even more.  Part of her hoped that they were about to be touched and she almost moaned with the anticipation she felt.  

He leaned in, letting her breasts press against his muscular chest and his lips were inches from her ear, his breath warm on her lobe.  She felt him take her hand like he had guided her hand on the racquet.  Chelsea felt like she should resist, but truthfully, she didn’t want to.  He moved her hand slowly to his shorts, where his hard erection was standing proud under the thin fabric.  

“I think I’m here to take care of something other than your tennis swing.”  He whispered.  Chelsea sighed with the sensation of his thick cock resting in her hand.  Her body was quivering with anticipation.  “All of you poor lonely wives being neglected by your husbands need some attention.”   

Wrapping her hand around the head of his erection, Chelsea felt him go rigid and then he pushed himself forcefully into her hand so she could feel the full girth.  It felt thick and long and wonderful, bigger than any penis she had either seen or felt since well before she was married.  Her barely covered breasts rubbed against his solid chest and the sensation from her nipples sent a signal straight down between her legs.  She let her manicured fingernails trail down the length and felt him tense up. 

His hands moved low and slid underneath her short skirt, one of them between her legs where her mound was hot and ready to be touched, and the other gripping the thin edge of her panties.  When he touched her covered damp mound, she shivered.  His thumb grabbed the edge of the lacy material and he started to slide one side down slowly, taking his hand from between her legs with the perfect amount of friction rubbing against her.  Without even thinking Chelsea closed her legs to allow him to take them off.  Slowly inch by inch he removed them as he inhaled the scent of her desire that was pungent in the air.    

Quickly, Dan dropped to his knees, his head now perfectly aligned with her hips and his other hand took hold of her panties and slid them all the way down so that they covered her running shoes.  Chelsea gasped at the sudden feeling of bare skin between her legs.  He lifted one foot and slid her panties off, tossing them aside.  She was naked except for the skirt and her long socks.  

Then just as quickly his hands had her skirt pushed up and his mouth was kissing her between her legs.  With a gasp Chelsea felt his hot lips and tongue penetrate her eager slit.  He slid his rigid tongue all the way up and down her cleft with practiced skill.  No man had ever eaten her pussy while she was standing up, and it was an electric feeling.  With his hands he spread her lips to give him access to her deepest folds.    

“Oh!  Ooh…yes…”  Her knees went soft and she leaned back against the counter behind her.  She could feel his mouth curve into a smile and he continued to make her wet.      

“Dan…oh my…wow…AH!”  his tongue flicked across her lips again and now that her panties were gone it was an invitation to open her legs wide and allow him as much access as possible.  The hem of her skirt dropped to cover his exploring face as his hands easily slid up her stomach under her thin shirt to find her swollen breasts and caress them.  It was incredible to be touched so thoroughly by a man, and a sexy man at that.  His fingers teased her hard nipples, squeezing each of them as he devoured her pussy with enthusiasm. 

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…”  the low vibrations from his throat as his mouth ate her were enough to send the erotic tension in her body to another level.  Like an expert his tongue swept down one side of her lips, back up the other and then flicked across her swollen clit.  It was just enough to tease her and bring her body to the brink of eruption, and then he would slowly do another lap, taking her back down and up repeatedly.  Whenever he touched her clit with his tongue his fingers tweaked her nipples again.  It was enough after several cycles to make her beg for him to complete his task.  

“Please!  AH!  Don’t stop!  Oh my God…”  It was as if he wanted to bring her to the brink and then tease her away from her orgasm every time.  The skill he was showing her with his tongue was just as good as his skill on the tennis court.  He didn’t seem to want to let up, and Chelsea was happy to allow him to continue torturing her until she begged for him to let her release all over his face.  

“Dan…please…don’t stop!  I’m ready to…” her body shuddered as his mouth found her clit one more time, this time between his firm lips and he sucked on it hard while pinching her nipples gently at the same time.  Her hips pushed into his mouth and she felt her pussy contract hard and then her orgasm slammed into her body.  “AAAAHHHH!”  

She shuddered several times and felt a flood of juices erupt from her wet hole.  His tongue eagerly lapped at her lips and inner thighs, seemingly wanting to taste every ounce of what she had expelled.  Her hands gripped at the table behind her as her legs almost gave way.  He moaned.  “God, I love your pussy.  So delicious…”  

Dan didn’t stop.  He stood up, her juices obvious on his face and took hold of her thin shirt, quickly pulling it up.  Chelsea didn’t resist and raised her arms to allow him to easily strip her nearly naked.  The idea of him fucking her right there in their kitchen was almost too much to resist.  It was something right out of a dirty movie and she was happy to be the lead actress.  

Her large breasts popped out of the shirt and immediately his head dropped down to take a hard nipple in his mouth.  The pressure of his lips and tongue just made the contractions in her pussy increase.  He sucked on them hard and flicked the tip with his tongue.  

“God, these tits are amazing,” he moaned while gently sucking on her.  “I’ve been staring at them the whole time hoping to get my mouth on them.  You’re such a sexy woman.”  She giggled and enjoyed the sensation of his mouth on her sensitive breasts.  It was one of her favourite places for her lovers to touch her.  

While he sucked on her breasts, he slid his hands under her skirt to massage her ass at the same time.  She wrapped her hands around his head, loving the enthusiasm her new young stud was giving to her entire body.  It had been years since a man had devoured her like he was.  He bathed her chest with his tongue, alternating sides like a man who wanted to taste every inch of her.  

Chelsea’s body was shaking uncontrollably.  Only an hour before Dan had walked into her house as a relative stranger, and now she was naked except for her white tennis skirt and socks, enjoying his mouth and hands worshipping her curvy body.   

“Turn around.”  He spun her around so that she was facing the counter and bent her over, positioning her hindquarters to face him.  With only her skirt on, her ass was fully exposed and he knelt again, sliding his tongue between her ample ass cheeks to tickle her puckered hole.  It brought a whole new level of delight into her body.  Oh my God, is he going to lick my ass?  

It seemed that he was happy to tongue and lick her all over from behind.  Then she hissed as she felt two fingers slide into her wet pussy.  The sudden penetration had her ready to explode within moments.  With his tongue rimming her perfectly she gasped and cried out as a sudden contraction made her pussy tighten and then release again, flooding her inner thighs with wetness.  “Mmm…” he moaned again.  “Fuck, it’s so hot when you cum all over my face.  You lonely housewives are so fucking hot.  Your husbands don’t know what they are missing.”  

Chelsea pushed away from the counter, turning around and let her hand grab his cock again.  She massaged it under his shorts, stroking where she knew the head was taut against the material.  “I think it’s time we take care of this.”  Dan smiled and simply undid the button on his tight shorts, sliding them down to reveal a massive thick package encased by tight white briefs.    

“Yeah?  My dirty little tennis slut wants some cock now?  I wonder what your husband would think.”  

Suddenly Chelsea looked up and realized that they were in the kitchen.  Where a security camera was trained on the very spot that she was naked with her new tennis instructor.  Who had just gone down on her. Twice.  Her loud orgasms, if the sound was on, would have been very audible.  Holy shit.  Her body went rigid.  The plan was to cheat, but not to be seen so easily.  Oh my God, I wonder if he’s watching.  Carlos had given her permission, but might not have wanted to be able to see her. 

“Give me a second, Dan.”  She grabbed her phone that had laid on the counter the entire time and quickly texted Carlos.  Hey baby, how’s your day going?  Dan’s hands were busy fondling her breasts and his lips were raining hot kisses on her neck.  His tongue licked the sweat off her.  Chelsea tried to push him away, but she also knew that if Carlos was possibly watching then it was already too late.  The response would tell her quickly if she was busted or not. 

My day is great. She breathed hard and relaxed.  That was, until the next text message pinged through. 

Looks like you’re having a very good time.  Is that the way he teaches all his students?  

Her heart fell into her stomach.  She never thought in a million years that Carlos would be watching the house cameras, but after their conversation he must have decided to keep an eye on her.  The fact her tennis coach had stripped her panties off and already made her orgasm twice was on display for her husband to see and hear.  Then the next notification came in and it made her eyes go wide.  

I think you should suck his cock.  I’m enjoying watching you.  Enjoy him.  

Her body flushed with new excitement.  Carlos not only knew what was going on, he wanted to see more from her.  Chelsea knew that he had a voyeuristic streak, as they had attended swingers clubs in the past without participating in the sexual part, but she didn’t think for a second that he might enjoy watching her with another man.  

Are you sure?  Her fingers shook while she hit the send button.  Dan’s hands and lips had moved to her breasts again and he gently sucked on her nipples.  He seemed patient to wait for her to finish.    

Take him into the living room.  On the couch.  I can see everything there.  Chelsea smiled.  It was a green light towards continuing with Dan, and as she typed his hands, tongue and lips were still driving her crazy.  She could feel a massive thick cock pressing into her as his hands roamed all over her naked body.  Her pussy was aching for more.   

Putting her phone on the counter, she turned and finally kissed Dan hard on the lips.  His eager young tongue slid into her mouth and she allowed her hand to slide down his chest to his solid erection.  It was so thick she could barely grip it in her hand.  “Come with me.”  She said, breaking the kiss.  Holding his hand, she led him out of the kitchen into the open living room where the massive white couch took over one entire wall.  Chelsea knew that there was a security camera pointing towards the massive bay window that would clearly be able to see them together.   

She led him to the couch and pushed him back. He eagerly sat down with his legs spread and an eager smile on his face.  Chelsea straddled him, spreading her bare thighs wide across his hips and slid her tongue into his mouth for another wet kiss, then offered her breasts to his mouth again.  At the same time, she started to grind her bare ass down on his crotch.  Knowing now that there was someone watching and listening, she decided that if her husband wanted a show, she was going to do her best to give him one he would remember.  

“Yes, Dan…suck my big tits.  Your cock feels SO big.”  She talked louder than normal to let the camera hear.  With permission he took each breast in his mouth again and sucked eagerly, gently biting her nipples and licking up and down the sides of her large globes.  

She wanted to see what she had already touched.  Climbing off his lap, Chelsea took residence between his legs and eagerly pulled his tight shorts down.  When she saw what he was packing between his legs she gasped audibly.  A massive thick cock emerged, throbbing with a pink head and drops of precum already leaking from it.  The shaft was veiny and long and her hand could barely wrap around the girth. 

“Ooh…oh my God, Dan.  That looks delicious.”  It was the largest cock she had ever seen, and it was all hers to enjoy.  Especially now that she had permission from her husband.   

Without any hesitation she dropped her head and used her tongue to lick some of his slick juice off the head and down one side of his massive shaft.  He had obviously been hard for a while and his nectar tasted slightly salty, but with a hint of sweet tang that danced over her tongue.  

Sucking cock was one thing Chelsea knew how to do very, very well and it was something she thoroughly enjoyed.  It was how she had seduced Carlos.  With practiced ease she opened her mouth and took in his fleshy member, loving the sensation of his veiny shaft sliding last her cheeks and then just about touching her throat.  With one small push she felt his head slide into her throat and started a quick movement up and down.  

Immediately Dan tightly gripped the couch on either side of him and bucked his hips.  “Holy…FUCK!”  His eyes closed and his mouth contorted in an open scream.  Chelsea continued to tease the hip of his cock in her throat and then slid all the way off him, letting her tongue trail at the end to show him a stream of her saliva attached to his cock.   Then she deep throated him again.  “AH!  Oh my God!  Mrs. Rico!  FUCK!” 

It was the first time he had called her by name.  She found it hot that he was using her last name even though she had his cock in her throat and was eagerly sucking on it.  “Yeah?”  She slid her mouth off and licked up one side and down the other.  “You like Mrs. Rico sucking your big cock, Dan?”  He nodded and continued to pant and moan as she stroked and teased him with her mouth.  “Mmm…mmm…mmm.”    

Chelsea wanted to feel the cock she had in her mouth inside her pussy and entertain her husband at the same time.  It was a craving she had been waiting to satisfy since she decided to fuck another man.      

“Are you ready to fuck me, Dan?”  She pulled her mouth off him and stroked his cock.  “Ready to fuck your married older woman?”  He looked down at her and grinned.  

In order to give Carlos the best view possible, Chelsea knew that she couldn’t straddle him, even though she wanted to.  Instead, she stood up and turned around, flipping her tennis skirt up and exposing her ass that Dan had already tasted.  Stepping backwards, she opened her legs and positioned him at the head of her slick tunnel, then sat back and groaned with pleasure as he easily slid into her.  Thanks to the fact she had already experienced two orgasms her pussy was easy to penetrate.    

“AAAHHH…YES…”  the cry that came from her mouth was almost primal when she felt how thick and long he was.  She stretched her hips wide, wanting to take as much of him inside her as she could. 

“God, your cock is so BIG!”  she said, louder than she needed to so that her husband was sure to hear it on camera.  Dan filled her perfectly, stretching her walls out and pushing deep inside of her.  Since he was wet from her mouth it was easy for Chelsea to sink all the way down onto him with one push.  Then she started to slide up and down slowly.  “Fuck…fuck…yes…give me that big cock!”  

His muscular hands moved to her hips and he started to guide her up and down his shaft.  “You like that view, baby?  Like seeing that married pussy all over your cock?”  He grinned again. 

“It’s fucking hot, especially with the skirt on.  My fucking little tennis slut.”  His hand slapped her ass hard and she gasped at the burning sensation.  It sent a shockwave through her body.   

“Ooh yeah baby, spank me!  Slap my ass while you fuck my married pussy!”  Chelsea was hoping that Carlos was hearing every word and enjoying himself as much as she was.  He spanked her ass again, then his hands moved around her body to grip her massive breasts, pinching her nipples.  

“Yeah…yeah…take that cock.”  He murmured.  “Your ass looks so fucking sexy.”

Chelsea felt him stretching her lips wide and his cock penetrating into her deeper than she had felt in years.  She found her throbbing clit with her fingers.  “Want to feel me cum all over that cock, baby?  It’s so fucking big it’s going to make me cum…yeah…”  her hand flew across her sensitive nub.  She bent forward, knowing that he could see his slick shaft coated with her juices while she played with her pussy.  

Within moments she felt her body cresting with another shattering orgasm and squeezed him hard as she leaned back and arched over his chest.  His hands found her breasts and she cried out, bucking her hips with force.  His cock slipped out of her and she felt her pussy gush another wet stream of fluid.  “AAH!  YES!  FUCK!”  Her crotch was soaked instantly.  She could feel his shaft rubbing against her lips.     

It was time to give her husband another kind of show that Chelsea hoped he would enjoy watching.  She knelt between Dan’s legs and took him back into her mouth, savouring every morsel of flavour of the two of their fluids mingling together as she took him back into her mouth.  “Mmm…mmm…mmm…” she moaned as she used her mouth in a steady rhythm.  He grabbed her hair tightly and started to cry out in short gasps.  Chelsea knew that he was close to erupting quickly, thanks to her enthusiastic oral skills. 

When she felt him start to pulse, she pulled him out of her mouth.  “Yes Dan…I want it on my face!  Give it to me!”  With her hand stroking him she closed her eyes and felt a massive spurt of fluid hit her forehead, then another one splatter across her nose and cheeks.  His cock painted her face with hot cream in large spurts. 

She knew that on the camera it would be easy for Carlos to see another man covering his wife with seed.  Her skin dripped with his white cum and it rolled down her face and pooled onto her bare breasts.   

Dan finished and sat there gasping for breath.  Chelsea opened her eyes, being careful to wipe the dripping cum off her forehead with her hand so it didn’t get into her eyes.  “Ooh…so much cum, baby…”  sliding her fingers into her mouth she licked the salty fluid off and swallowed it.  “Mmm…delicious.”  

When she could she turned directly towards where she knew the camera was facing and smeared some more of Dan’s essence around her face and neck.  “So much hot cum from my stud…it feels so good on my skin.”  It was a show just for her husband.  Chelsea wanted him to see everything.    

With a sigh Dan let his hands fall.  His body was sweaty and looked incredible sitting there on her couch.  “Jesus…Chelsea.  That was incredible.  Perfect.”  He looked at her with glazed eyes.  “We…don’t have to tell anyone about this, right?  Like, my job could be at risk if they found out I was fucking the members on the side.”  

She laughed.  If only he knew that my husband just watched that entire thing.  “Of course, baby…just tell me that you’ll give me a few more private lessons?”  She climbed onto him on the couch and straddled his naked hips with her thick thighs.  He leaned forward and their tongues met in a deep kiss.  She eagerly accepted his tongue and sucked on it, wanting more of him immediately.    

“Holy shit…yes.  I’ll give you a lesson any time.”  He sighed as her lips found his neck.  She enjoyed the sensation of rubbing his cum onto her skin with his naked body.  

Chelsea finally slid off his lap with a sigh.  Her body was sticky with his load and sweaty from the effort.  Her body craved more attention, but she also knew that he couldn’t overstay his welcome.  As much as she wanted to fuck him all afternoon, she knew that he would eagerly come back for another visit anytime she wanted him to.  He would be the perfect lover for her to enjoy.  

“Well, I’m going to go get into the shower before my husband gets home.  You might want to get dressed and make yourself scarce?  He could be home soon.”  Dan’s eyes flashed wide and he scrambled off the couch, his flaccid cock waving as he almost ran to the kitchen to retrieve his shorts and shirt.

Chelsea knew that Carlos wasn’t due home for hours but it was a good way to get him to leave so she could clean herself up and prepare for when her husband actually arrived.  She wasn’t sure if he would be upset or happy about what he had probably just watched.  

He strode quickly out of the kitchen with his clothes back on and handed her the shirt he had stripped off her.  Chelsea slid it over her head.  The thin fabric soaked up the sticky seed that had pooled on her large breasts.  Her whole body quivered with excitement and while she knew he had to leave, she was completely ready for another round.  It was hard not to drag him into the shower with her. 

They stood there awkwardly for a moment looking at each other.  Dan leaned in and quickly kissed her lips with a brief peck.  “I’ll talk to you soon?  I hope?  Text me any time.” and then he almost ran to the door and was quickly gone.  Chelsea couldn’t help but giggle to herself as she heard his car fire up and the screech of tires as he fled the driveway.  

The exhilaration she felt was incredible.  Walking quickly to the kitchen she retrieved her phone, which had several notifications.  

You’re such a dirty cocksucker.  I want to feel that mouth on me later.  

Jesus baby, that’s so hot.  You’re riding him like a porn star.  

I can’t wait to get home tonight.  Here’s how much I enjoyed the show.  

There was a clear picture of her husbands’ familiar cock, covered with sticky white fluid.  Chelsea realized that he had masturbated while watching her fuck another man. 

She sent a quick message back.  Can’t wait for you to be home.  Going to go get in the shower and wash his cum off me.  I’ll be ready for you tonight.  

Once her phone was closed, she smiled again.  She realized how lucky she was that she had a husband who realized she might need more to satisfy her urges and was secure enough in their marriage to allow her to share her body with another man.  It made her wonder how much he might be willing to share.  Thoughts of other men she knew danced through her mind.  There were so many fantasies that she wanted to take advantage of.    

In the hot shower she shivered when she touched her bare pussy and thought about the young stud that had ravaged her in the living room.  She washed off the cum that he had left all over her body and touched herself between her legs, remembering how much he filled her up.  It was easy to bring herself to another gasping orgasm.  Four in one afternoon.  She hoped she could repeat it frequently.  

Once she was dressed in a silky robe she walked through the house into the kitchen where the encounter with Dan had started.  His tennis racquet was still lying against the wall.  In his haste to get out of the house, he had forgotten it.  Chelsea laughed to herself.  She took a picture of it and texted him quickly. 

I think you left something here, Dan.  Maybe you should come back tomorrow and pick it up?  

Within minutes her phone pinged.  I’m sorry I left that behind.  But I’d love to stop by tomorrow and pick it up.  Would just after lunch work?  Maybe we can get in another lesson?  It was followed by a wink emoji.  

I’d love that.  Book me in for 1pm.  Now that she knew she had permission from her husband, it was exciting to be able to book a date with her new lover and get excited about what he might do to her body the next day.  

Carlos had texted that he was going to be home later that evening but was leaving work early just to be able to get home to see her.  Chelsea knew what she wanted to do for him as a reward, and she dressed herself in a low cut piece of lingerie that she knew he liked.  The deep plunge of the neckline showed off her large breasts and the thin material gripped her curvy hips perfectly.  It showed just enough of her body to tease him but wasn’t completely see-through.  

When she heard him come in the front door, she walked out to the hallway with a glass of whiskey in her hand.  “Well, hello.  Welcome home.”  

His eyes slid up and down her barely clad body and he dropped his briefcase.  She could see that he was already hard under his pants.  It was too bad that his cock didn’t compare to the one she had seen earlier that day, but Chelsea wanted him to know that she still considered him her lover as well as her partner.

“Thank you.  I’ve been looking forward to seeing you all afternoon.”  

In what she hoped was a sultry way, Chelsea approached him and slid her hand onto his erection, looking into his eyes and bit her lip.  

“Yes?  You have something for me?”  

With a growl Carlos spun her around and pushed her against the wall, his lips moving to her neck and he kissed it, then ran his tongue down her neck to the top of her breasts.  She realized he was tracing the exact trail that Dan’s cum had splattered across when he had shot his load all over her face.  “Mmm…you taste delicious.  Fuck, I want you.”  

She took his hand and quickly led him to the living room couch.  Pushing him back he sat down in almost the identical place where Dan had fucked her willing pussy only hours before.  Kneeling beside him, she kissed him eagerly then unzipped his pants.  “For being such a good boy earlier you get a reward.”  It was easy to fish out his cock, which was as hard as Chelsea had seen him in a long time.  Stroking him softly, Carlos threw his head back and moaned. 

“Ooh…my husband has such a nice hard cock.  Have you been thinking about me and Dan?  How he touched me?”  He moaned again and nodded slowly.      

“Did you like watching me?”  His head nodded again, this time more vigorously.  “When he touched me, it made me so horny.  Out there on the tennis court.  I wanted him to fuck me right out there in the open air.”

“But then…” Carlos groaned, “I couldn’t have watched my sexy wife fuck another man.  I’m glad you brought him into the house where I could watch you and your sexy body get fucked.  It was so hot, baby.”    

“Yeah?  Did you like watching me suck him?  And then hear me fucking him right in our living room?”  Her eyes met his and she saw nothing but lust inside of them.  He moaned continually while she gently stroked him and continue describing what had happened earlier that afternoon. 

“His cock was so thick inside me.  And his hot young body just kept going and going.  He made me cum so many times we were both sweaty and covered in cum by the end of it.”  Carlos mewled and she felt him twitch again in her hand.  “I think you deserve to be able to cum because you let me get fucked so good this afternoon.”  Chelsea knew exactly how he preferred to release and wanted to give her husband some satisfaction.  

She pushed her breasts together, trapping the head of his cock between her massive mounds, then spat onto it to make the crevice between her breasts wet and slick.  He groaned.  It had been a long time since she had fucked him with her breasts, but she knew it was his favourite way to have her. 

Starting to slide her body up and down, she created a delicious friction between her breasts.  “Ooh…yes, your cock feels so good between my big tits…just like Dan’s cock felt filling my pussy.”  

His shaft was enveloped by her big fleshy breasts and he started to grunt loudly and push himself between them, closing his eyes.  “That’s it, baby…cum for me…all over my big tits…just like my lover did.”  It felt like he was fucking her breasts with his cock. 

At those words Carlos bellowed loudly and he erupted with a thick load of cream onto the middle of her chest, coating the centre of her breasts and even up onto her neck.  The sensation of his sticky cum on her body was exhilarating, especially after having another man do almost the same thing to her body earlier that very same day.  “Ooh…yes…so nice, baby…”  she purred.  Her hand gently teased the last drops out of him, stroking him slowly.  

There was one more way that she knew she could please him.  Lifting her large breasts up, she licked the sticky cream he had flooded them with off her skin.  Her tongue reveled in the salty flavour of her husbands’ familiar taste.  They hadn’t had an encounter as intense and sexy for a long time.  It made her happy that her husband watching her satisfy herself had created the lust between the two of them.  

“Well,” he groaned.  “I think we have come to a wonderful arrangement.”  It was unspoken now that she would be allowed to indulge herself as she pleased, as long as her husband was allowed to watch when he wanted.  

“Dan is coming over tomorrow again at 1.  Maybe this time we will try something different?”  Carlos moaned again.  Chelsea leaned in to kiss him affectionately.  Their sexual love had changed, but the love between them as husband and wife had remained strong.  

She did up his pants and he headed up the stairs to their bedroom.  Chelsea walked back into the kitchen and sipped at her glass of wine, wondering what Dan would have in store for her tomorrow when he arrived.  There were so many possibilities for them to enjoy each other around the house.  It just depended on what she thought Carlos would enjoy watching.  

Her pussy was tingling with anticipation.  Tomorrow will be another day of pleasure.  Finally.

THE END


Thank you so much for reading and enjoying my writing!  If you liked it, please leave a review on Amazon and help me reach more people with my work!

If you didn’t like it, please give me feedback at vickievaughanauthor@gmail.com.  I always welcome any and all viewpoints on my writing.

Special thanks to Tex Beethoven for his editing skills! You can reach him at texbeet@gmail.com for editing work if you need someone fantastic!

I also do commissions!  If you would like a custom story written just for you, please contact me at the above email to discuss it.

Join my mailing list at www.vickievaughan.ca to receive promotions and free beta copies of upcoming works as well!  Thanks again for your patronage!

Other titles now available:  

The White Hotwife Trilogy

The Convention Hotwife

Hotwife in Paradise

The Yoga Hotwife

Sweat and Submission

Student House Submission:  The Complete Series

Most titles free to read on Kindle Unlimited!

cover.jpeg
VICKIE VAUGHAN





