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Chapter One

"You said that four shops ago," said Jason. "You also promised that you'd try not to spend all of my bonus in one trip." 

I passed him my newest purchase and he tucked the bag under his arm, struggling to carry the bags he was already holding. "Like I said, Jason. One more shop." 

"You promise?" 

I continued through the door of the shop until we were standing outside on the pavement. I turned to face my husband, my anger barely concealed. "You should count yourself lucky," I said, my breath making shapes in the cold afternoon air. 

"Most men in your position would have found themselves getting divorced, not just taking their wife on a long overdue shopping trip." 

"I was drunk, Alison. She meant nothing. Is it worth spending next month's mortgage payment just to punish me?" 

My rage warmed my cheeks and I spat my words. "Fucking hell. You cheated on me, you bastard. Drunk or not, you stuck your little cock in another woman. 

You're getting off lightly." 

"Nice, Alison. Very nice. Hit a man while he's down why don't you? Why do women seem to think they can insult a man's body whenever they like?" 

"If I hadn't found your text messages to that little bitch asking if she enjoyed

your big dick, I wouldn't be saying that, but you need to be brought down a peg or two." I shook my head. "Big dick for god's sake. There's only one big dick around here, and I'm looking at him. Now suck it up, and follow me. Like I said, one more shop." 

I didn't really mean what I'd said, and I did feel ashamed that I was practically body shaming him, but he'd shamed me when he'd fucked that little whore. His cock was hardly going to get him a job as a male stripper either, so I wasn't really telling him anything he didn't already know. Surely all men didn't actually think they had big cocks, or was it just my husband who had illusions of grandeur? 

I continued walking with Jason alongside me, weighed down by my bags. He should have been relieved that all I expected was a little attention from him in return for my forgiveness. He just didn't seem to get it though. Yes, he'd been drunk. Very drunk, and I understood that he would never have cheated on me had he been sober, but fucking hell, the least he could do was not complain about carrying my bags and following me around a few shops. 

"I am sorry, you know," he said. "I just feel like you're taking advantage of my good nature." 

"Stop talking, Jason. Really. Stop talking. If you still want a wife at the end of next week, then you'll be quiet and stop fucking complaining." 

An elderly woman gave me a look that clearly showed her disdain for my bad language. Like she'd never sworn before. Had she never been in love, and had that love thrown back in her face? 

Love. What a fucked up concept. Anything that allowed your feelings to be trampled on was a fucked up concept, but I had to admit… I did love Jason, I just needed him to understand what a bastard he was. Oh well, another dress might make me feel a little better. 

I weaved sideways across the pavement, dodging the throngs of shoppers, and entered the last department store of the day. Jason followed me as I made my way to the escalator and stood behind me as we were transported up to the clothing section. 

I pointed at the row of seats outside the changing rooms, where two sullen looking men were already seated, presumably waiting for their wives to finish trying on clothes. "Sit there," I said. "I'll look for a dress." 

Jason grunted and made his way to the seats, dropping the bags at his feet and adjusting his face to match the other men's. A row of miserable bastards. 

I found a suitable dress quickly. A thigh length red number which would be perfect for the upcoming wedding that Jason and I had been invited to. If only they knew what marriage entailed, then maybe they wouldn't go through with it, although I couldn't imagine Derek drinking so much he could barely walk, and cheating on Mavis with a blond slut. Maybe Derek and Mavis had done the right thing by waiting until they were in their sixties before settling down. 

With two red dresses in my arms, one in an optimistic size and one in a realistic size, I made my way to the changing rooms, pausing briefly to smile at my husband. "Cheer up, darling. I'm only buying one of them." 

Jason offered a half-hearted smile, and the other two men looked up at me. "Buy what you want," he said. 

I gave him a wide sarcastic grin. "Thank you, sweetheart. Maybe I'll get some shoes to go with it." 

One of the men smiled at me as I walked past him, and I gave him a wink. I wondered if he cheated on his wife. I doubted it, he looked miserable, but there was a sincerity in his eyes. 

A woman exited the changing area as I entered and we said a quick hello. I heard her husband greeting her and wondered if it was the man who'd smiled at me. 

The changing area was large enough to house a few decent sized cubicles on either side of the long corridor, and I picked one at the far end and closed the curtain behind me. I looked in the mirror as I laid my handbag on the bench and hung the dresses on a hook on the wall. Jason had a cheek to even consider cheating on me. Whereas when he'd hit forty, he'd given in to middle aged spread, the mirror told me I was still as slim as the day I'd turned twenty. With one year left until my fortieth birthday, I doubted that too much was going to go south in that time, unless I gave into comfort eating in place of comfort shopping that was. 

I got out of my clothes quickly, kicking my shoes aside and placing my jeans, coat, and shirt on the bench next to my handbag. 

The mirror was being very kind to me indeed, and the lighting was making my skin glow. I reached behind myself and unclipped my bra and removed it. It was

the sort of mirror that could really boost a girl's ego, and I turned from side to side as I admired my tits. Maybe the mirror and lighting was accurate, and the one at home which showed a few signs of my age, was wrong. 

My nipples hardened in the cool air and I nodded at my reflection appreciatively. 

You've still got it, girl. 

The reflection of the curtain behind me moved slightly in the mirror, and I jumped in horror as it swung open and a man with a pair of jeans over his arm walked in. 

He looked at me in the mirror and his eyes widened as he ran his eyes over my body, naked but for a pair of tiny black panties. 

"What the hell?" I said, placing my arms over my tits, my back still facing him. 

"I'm in here!" 

It would have been awkward enough had a woman walked in on me, but in a mixed gender changing area, the chance of embarrassment was far higher. It didn't help that he was very good looking either, and that his eyes were still wandering over my body. It really didn't help that I was offering far less resistance to such a rude intrusion than I ever imagined I would have done, either. Was I enjoying the stare of another man on my body? It had been a long time since any other man than Jason had seen me in just my panties, and I'd never imagined that any other man would be in that position again. 

"I can see that," he said, smiling. "God, I can see that." 

"Take a photo," I said quietly, my nipples hard against the palm of my hands. 

"It'll last longer." 

He smirked and moved closer behind me, his spicy aftershave filling the cubicle and his tall bulk towering over me. "A look would do just as well," he said. "Go on, move your hands, let me see your tits. You don't even have to turn to face me, just let me have a quick look in the mirror." 

 Was this how excited Jason had felt when he'd cheated on me? The thought of a strange man lusting after me was an aphrodisiac which was dizzying my thinking, and I wondered if Jason had had the same powerful lustful thoughts I was having at that moment, when he'd been approached by an attractive young woman. 

I smiled at him in the mirror and his blue eyes twinkled. "A quick peek," I said, 

"then you'll have to go. I'm a married woman." 

He smiled again, his chiselled jaw showing perfect dimples on either side of his full lips. "Is that your husband out there? The one who looks like he's asleep." 

"Probably," I said. "He's been following me around all day like a good little puppy." 

He moved closer again, and my skin tingled. "He's a lucky man," he said. "Go on then, move your hands, let me see if your tits are as nice as your arse." 

I watched the reflection of his face as I lowered my hands, my clit throbbing and my nipples aching to be touched. He ran his tongue over his lips and took a sharp intake of breath. "Beautiful," he half whispered. "Fucking beautiful." 

He took another step towards me, only a few inches separating us. "You've had a look, now you'd better go," I said. "This is going a little too far." 

I heaved a silent sigh of relief when he didn't move. I liked him looking at me, and I pushed my tits out a little, arching my spine. 

"Let me touch them," he said. 

How old was he anyway? I guessed he was in his very early twenties. A horny young man confronted by an attractive almost naked older woman, no wonder he was begging for more. I was doing nothing much to prevent him either, in fact I was encouraging him…what did that make me? A cougar? My cheeks warmed a little as I blushed, but the heat between my legs was more persistent. 

"Go on then," I whispered. "Touch them." 

His face lit up and he pressed himself against my back, the jeans he was carrying falling to the floor as he wrapped his arms around me and grabbed my tits firmly, one in each big hand. 

I moaned deep in my throat as he squeezed and groped me, his fingers finding

my nipples and twisting them as he pushed tight against me, a tell-tale hardness digging into the small of my back. 

I looked at him in the mirror, my breathing coming in ragged gasps. "You're a big boy, aren't you?" 

He pushed his cock harder against me and moved his hips from side to side. 

"You showed me yours, I'll show you mine if you want." 

What the hell was I doing? My husband was less than twenty metres away and I was in a public changing room. This had to stop. 

He pushed against me again and the shape of his thick shaft ran along my spine, throbbing as he massaged my tits. 

"Go on then, show me," I said, desperate to relieve myself with my fingers, desperate to orgasm, but realising deep down that I was about to do more than just masturbate. 

His hands left my tits and he fumbled with his zipper as I turned around, placing my hands on his waist, aware that I was beyond the point of no return. Fuck it. 

Jason had cheated on me, and now fate had handed me the gorgeous young man who was about to expose himself to me in a shabby changing cubicle. 

He lowered his trousers and underwear and I gasped as his cock reared between us. "Wow," I said, wrapping my hand around him and looking him straight in his

eyes as he gave a low moan. "You really are a big boy." 

His kiss took me by surprise, but I opened my mouth and allowed his tongue to explore, his breath hot on my lips and his shaft pulsating in my hand. 

He pushed me backwards a little and the back of my knees hit the bench. He pushed me into a sitting position and looked down at me, his lips glistening with my saliva. "Suck it for me," he said. "Please suck my cock." 

His cock was an inch from my face, the thick shaft shining in the lights and the fat head a deep engorged purple colour. It was too tempting to refuse, and with a sigh, I opened my mouth and took him between my lips, smelling his musky masculinity as he placed his hands on the back of my head and drew me further onto him. 

His cock throbbed on my tongue, and I forced my lips wider as his shaft thickened towards the base, filling my mouth and throat with hard silky flesh. He gasped and pushed into my face as I sucked and licked him, snaking a hand between his legs and taking a firm grip of his big balls. He may have been younger than me, but he was all man. Strong, big, and powerful, he was everything my deepest fantasies had ever wanted from a man. I thought of Jason and my heart fluttered with shame, but the strong heartbeat on my tongue overruled my guilty brain, and I swallowed him deeper, squeezing his balls and moving my other hand to one of his buttocks, pulling him closer to me, wanting him as deep as he could get. 

He moaned a little louder and I looked up at him, shaking my head. I managed to make the universal sound that everyone knew meant not so loud, around his thick cock, and he stroked my hair. "Sorry," he whispered. "I'll be quiet." 

I rolled my tongue over his flesh and opened my legs wide around his knees. He looked down at me with an expression of pure lust that made me groan. "Can I touch your cunt?" he said. 

I nodded frantically, his cock making me gag a little as it moved in my throat, and he bent down, forcing a hand between my thighs, his fingers slipping inside my panties and finding my slippery folds of skin. I pushed against his hand as he probed for my entrance, and I gasped as a finger slipped inside me, a soft squelching sound between my thighs revealing just how wet I was. 

He moved his finger quickly in and out of me and I released his balls and moved my hand between my legs, slipping a finger under my panties and finding my swollen clit. 

I sucked his cock eagerly as I circled my clit, aware that I was almost coming, but afraid that we may get discovered at any moment, either by my husband or by somebody else who found it okay to enter a changing cubicle with a closed curtain. 

I slid his cock from between my lips, sucking gently on the tip as dribbles of pre-cum oozed onto my tongue. I looked up at him, his finger slamming in and out of me, and the juicy sounds of my excitement loud in the small space. 

"We can't do this," I said, my voice breaking, and my finger still moving on my clit. "We'll get caught." 

"Turn around, and put your hands on the seat," he said. "I'm going to fuck you." 

"No," I whispered, my pussy flooding with hot juice and my finger sliding over my slippery clit. "No, we can't" 

"Bend over," he said. "Please let me fuck you." 

I wrapped my hand around his thick shaft again, and imagined my pussy being spread apart as wide as my fingers were. Jason had fucked another woman, I reminded myself, and I wanted the strangers huge cock inside me badly. Very badly. 

"Okay," I moaned. "Fuck me." 

He slipped his finger from my cunt and licked my juices from it. "Turn around then," he said, taking his cock in his hand as I stood up. 

He still had his shirt on, and his trousers and underwear were around his ankles. 

I was about to fuck a half dressed complete stranger in a public changing room, and my clit throbbed at the dirty prospect. 

I lifted myself onto tiptoes and kissed him. "Fuck me hard with that big cock of yours," I whispered, tracing my fingernails down his spine and cupping his tight buttock as he sighed. "I want to remember this day." 

He grabbed my shoulders and span me around roughly, grabbing the wet crotch of my panties and hoisting it aside to expose my pussy. 

I planted my hands on the bench and watched him in the mirror as he lined himself up with my hole, my pussy twitching as his cock head made contact with my wet slit. 

His eyes closed briefly as he pushed inside me, and I moaned as my cunt stretched around him, my clit throbbing wildly and my thigh muscles straining. 

He opened his eyes and saw me watching him in the mirror. He locked his eyes onto mine as he continued penetrating me, his hands on my arse cheeks spreading them apart as he opened me up wider than any man had before. 

I bit my bottom lip, and he did the same, his cock jerking inside me, and my pussy burning with desire. I wanted to scream, I wanted to shout, but I stifled my passion and concentrated on the fullness between my legs. 

I moved one of my hands between my legs and found my clit, rubbing it frantically as he began sliding his cock out of me a few inches before pushing slowly back into me, each time a little deeper. 

"Faster," I mouthed in the mirror, my voice barely a whisper. "Harder." 

He slammed himself into me and my breath misted the mirror a little as I groaned. "Oh yes," I gasped. "That's it, big boy." 

My praise spurred him on, and he quickened his speed, his cock churning up my juices, the squelches between my legs getting louder with each long stroke into me he made. I move my finger faster on my clit and my orgasm took me by surprise, coming fast and powerfully, and buckling my legs as my cunt tightened on the thick cock. 

My wail filled the cubicle and I gasped as a hand covered my mouth, pinning my lips tight and covering my nose, silencing my cries of passion. "That's it, come on me," he said, ramming his cock deep inside me, his hard stomach slapping on my buttocks. 

I came again, the crudeness of the situation making me more excited than I'd ever been with any man, and the huge cock stimulating places inside me that no man had ever touched before. Juice trickled down my thigh and I bit down on one of his fingers, tasting his skin and pushing hard backwards onto his cock, wanting him as deep in my belly as he could get. 

His thrusts became more urgent and his breathing louder as he pummelled me, his big balls swinging beneath my body and slapping me at the end of every stroke. 

I froze as a familiar voice rolled into the cubicle. "Are you coming or what? I'm getting fed up." 

The man didn't stop fucking me and I took his finger from my mouth and tightened my pussy on his cock, wanting his seed in me, wanting him to reach his climax as I orgasmed again. 

"Nearly there, darling," I shouted. "Just a few more minutes! It's a tight fit, but I've managed it!" 

A swelling of the hard flesh in my pussy told me I was about to receive the stranger's load, and I pushed back firmly onto him as his strokes faltered and he rammed himself deep, the swelling in my pussy turning into pulsating jolts as he pumped me full of his cum. He gasped and groaned as his seed splattered my insides, and I watched him in the mirror as his face contorted in lust, and the muscles in his neck stood out. 

 Fuck, it was sexy. Taking the sperm of an unknown man was the dirtiest thing I'd ever done, but I wanted it, and I reached between my legs for his balls and squeezed them tightly as he came, needing every last warm drop of him inside me. 

Sweat shone on his forehead and he looked at me in the mirror as his orgasm ebbed. "Fuck," he said. "How the fuck did that just happen?" 

"Two horny strangers meeting at the right time," I said, squeezing my pussy tight, not wanting him to withdraw from me. "I'm sure it happens all the time." 

I sighed as he began withdrawing from me and his cum trickled down my thighs. 

"All good things have to come to an end though," I said, turning around and sitting on the bench. 

I reached for his cock and took it in my mouth as he groaned, cleaning the sticky mixture of both our fluids from his softening shaft. "There," I said, slipping him from between my lips and grabbing the jeans he was going to try on from the

floor, before handing them to him. "Now you're nice and clean and ready to try on your new jeans." 

"Thanks," he said, pulling up his trousers and underwear, a sheepish look on his face. "I'd better go now though. I hope you won't be offended." 

I stood up and kissed him. "I'm not offended," I said. "You go. You've given me plenty to remember you by." 

"I don't even know your name," he said, stepping backwards. 

"And I don't know yours. I'll just remember you as the guy with the huge dick who fucked me in the changing room. It's better that way." 

He gave me one last smile and slipped past the curtain, leaving me to grab a tissue from my handbag and clean myself up the best I could. 

I slipped my clothes back on and left the two red dresses hanging on the hooks. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled as another trickle of cum tickled my sore pussy. I didn't look like I'd just had the fucking of my life, so I slid the curtain open and headed back to my husband. 

"Come on," I said, standing next to him and picking up some of the bags he'd been lumbered with all day. "Let's go home." 

"What about the dress?" 

"I don't need it," I said. "I had a good think in there, and you're right, honey. 

Spending all your bonus is no way to act. I forgive you okay? But let's never mention it again. Deal?" 

"Deal," said Jason, taking my hand in his. "You know I love you, right?" 

"I know." 

A lone figure stood near the men's jeans as we passed, and our smiles to one another would have been indiscernible to anyone else in the shop. 

"Thank you," he mouthed as I passed him. 

I ignored him, and squeezed my husband's hand. "Fancy an early night?" I said. 

"All this shopping's got to me, I'm horny as hell." 

Jason looked at me, his eyes lighting up. "Hell yeah, we'll have an early night," 

he said. 

The End
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