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		Chapter One

		

	
		Having strangers traipsing through your home is not everybody's idea of a good time, and it certainly wasn't my idea of a good time.

		

		Opening the house up to potential buyers had been my husband's idea, but luckily for him, he was at work. It was left down to me to make sure that the coffee percolator was switched on, and to regularly add to that homely aroma with constant squirts of an air freshener. I'd vacuumed at least four times and the house looked far grander than it normally did in our day to day life.

		

		If that's what I needed to do to sell it, then so be it — I'd suck it up and show people around all day, ignoring some of their comments about my choice of home furnishings. Fuck you, anyway, Mrs Jameson — you can change the bright red curtains if you buy the house, it's hardly a deal breaker.

		

		Five couples had already taken the tour and the next couple were due at any minute. I made sure the smell of fresh coffee was wafting through the whole house and tidied up my make-up. It was amazing what little details people based a once in a lifetime investment on. I certainly wouldn't part with nearly four hundred grand on the basis that I could smell fresh brew. The fact that my house had four nicely sized bedrooms, was a long way from the nearest neighbours, and had three bathrooms would have been far more important in my book than the fact that I smelled coffee beans when entering. That's what the internet had told me to do though, and the internet was never wrong.

		

		A car pulled up outside, and I watched out of the window as a man got out. I was expecting a married couple, but I supposed that his wife had been held up elsewhere. He walked up the garden path with a swagger to his step, and a smile on his face. He was a good looking bloke. I'd give him that. Tall, dark, and well groomed, he lifted my spirits after what had been a day of showing drab arguing couples around.

		

		I swung the front door open and greeted him with a wide smile and a sweeping gesture of my arm to invite him in. He looked me up and down in a way that excited me rather than made me feel self-conscious, and held his hand out towards me.

		

		"Hi," he drawled. "I'm Richard."

		

		I took his hand and electric shocks passed between us. For me anyway. He was one of those men that owned every space he found himself in, and I stepped aside as he released my hand and stepped past me, his rich spicy aftershave hanging in the hallway.

		

		"I'm Melanie, pleased to meet you. I was expecting two of you," I said, smoothing my short skirt down and closing the door behind us.

		

		Richard turned to face me, his eyes running up my body again. "My wife will be here in about half an hour. I hope you don't mind starting without her? She's had to rush off and complete the biggest business deal of the year… according to her, anyway." He lowered his voice theatrically. "Between me and you, though… she's securing funding for a new bench in the park."

		

		I laughed, a little shocked at how shrill I sounded. "I'm sure it's very important," I said. "Of course we can start without her, it would be my pleasure to show you around."

		

		Richard's eyes made another pass over my body, pausing on my cleavage for a millisecond too long. "The pleasure will be mine," he said, with a slow wink and a curl of his mouth.

		

		I resisted the urge to hide my hot cheeks with my hands, and hoped Richard wouldn't notice. He was certainly a charmer. I imagined what my husband would say if he knew a man was paying me compliments in our hallway, and I was blushing like a schoolgirl in response. He wouldn't be very happy I imagined, but he wasn't there, and it was a long time since a man had made me feel special.

		

		I giggled, and smiled at the tall visitor in my home. "Where would you like to start?" I said.

		

		Richard gazed up the stairs behind him. "It's the bedrooms that get the most use in my house, if you know what I mean." he said, with another wink. "Let's start upstairs, shall we?"

		

		My cheeks were probably redder than my curtains, and I dropped my eyes, aware that I was putty in his nicely manicured hands. "Okay," I mumbled, raising an arm towards the stairway. "After you."

		

		"No, Melanie," he said, stepping sideways and ushering me past him. "Ladies first. After you."

		

		I stepped past him, sniffing the air surreptitiously, enjoying the scent of his cologne. I was aware that my skirt was high on my thighs, and I kept my legs close together as I ascended the stairs.

		

		I gasped and arched forwards, nearly losing my footing. Had he just touched my arse?

		

		Strong hands grabbed my waist as I tried to regain my balance, and I shuddered.

		

		"Careful," said Richard, holding me tight. "You don't want to trip and fall."

		

		"Thank you," I said, staying still in position. "I thought I felt something touch me, that's all. I was a little shocked."

		

		Richard's hands slid lower on my waist before he released me, his fingers lingering for a second or two on the curve of my hips. "It may have been me," he said, "I wasn't looking where I was going. I'm sorry if I scared you."

		

		"That's okay," I said, climbing again. "Thanks for catching me."

		

		My god. Was he trying to seduce me? If he was, he was doing a very good job. I glanced down at my tits. As I feared, my hard nipples were showing through the white cotton of my blouse.

		

		I reached the wide landing and stepped quickly forward. I needed to take stock of my situation. I'd never so much as looked at another man in a sexual way since I'd been married, and there I was, in my own home with a married man, and a fierce heat burning in my panties.

		

		Things needed to calm down. The air was thick with tension, and I needed to thin it.

		

		"The bedrooms are a good size," I said, folding my arms to hide my nipples and employ aggressive body language. "Your wife will like them. I know my husband and I certainly do."

		

		"Let's take a look then," said Richard, his deep buttery voice echoing along the landing and sending shivers along my spine. "Let's see the master bedroom first. That's the one I'm most interested in."

		

		Richard followed close behind me as I led him to my marital bedroom. The door was ajar and I pushed it open with the toe of my shoe, stepping inside as Richard joined me, ducking slightly under the doorway, his arm brushing mine as he stepped past me.

		

		"This is nice," he said, looking around. "I like what you've done in here."

		

		It was nice. I was proud of my bedroom. Simple reds and greens made the room a calming place, and the bed faced a large wall length window which looked out over the garden.

		

		"It's nice and big," he continued, taking a step further in and gazing around.

		

		I glanced at my tits again as Richard turned his back to me. My nipples were still firm and clearly visible, and I pushed a hand beneath my blouse and adjusted my bra.

		

		"Problems?" said Richard.

		

		I stared in shock at the mirror on the wall. Richard was staring straight at me, a smile on his face and a mischievous look in his eyes.

		

		How rude. "Just making myself comfortable," I said. "Not that it's any of your business."

		

		"It is my business when those hard little nipples of yours have done this to me," he said, turning slowly to face me, his hand between his legs, grasping the thick shape of his obvious erection. "This is uncomfortable too. Do you mind if I adjust it?"

		

		I knew I should have thrown him out of my home. I should probably have been nervous too, but truth be told, when he'd so obviously touched my arse on the stairs I had known what sort of man he was, and I'd liked it. It had been a very long time indeed since I'd been in the presence of such a confident male.

		

		I tilted my head. "Of course not," I said, lowering my arms from my tits, no longer ashamed of my arousal. "Please, be my guest."

		

		Richard kept his eyes on me as he slipped a hand down the front of his trousers and made a show of moving the huge bulge to the side. He sighed and kept his hand where it was. "Now I'm very turned on," he said. "I'm going to need to relieve myself."

		

		My pussy throbbed and my mouth dried. I had a choice. I could remain faithful to my husband who would be coming home within the next half hour, or I could allow the rather strange, but downright horny series of events to unfold.

		

		My lips stuck together as I tried to speak, and I moistened them with my tongue. "Do what you have to," I said, "but won't your wife be here soon?"

		

		"This won't take too long," he smiled. "Especially with you watching me."

		

		I tried to imagine in what world a man could get so turned on by simply seeing a woman's erect nipples through her shirt, and it excited me. He was obviously a high testosterone male who was doing what men were designed by evolution to do. Fuck as many women as possible.

		

		Allowing him to jerk himself off in front of me was one thing, but I would draw the line at letting him fuck me. Wouldn't I?

		

		Richard unbuttoned his belt and unzipped his fly, allowing his trousers to fall to his feet. He kicked his shoes off and stepped out of his trousers.

		

		My heart struggled to keep a rhythm as I looked at the shape of his cock in his tight underwear. His hand still held it tightly, but it was bursting at the fabric, the shape of the wide head tightly moulded in white cotton.

		

		"Take those off," I said. "Let me see."

		

		"I knew you were up for it," he said. "The way you wriggled your arse at me on the stairs. You're a frustrated wife aren't you?"

		

		I hadn't wriggled my arse and I definitely hadn't been frustrated. But I certainly was as Richard peeled his underwear over his dick. The long shaft sprung from the fabric and reared in the air in front of him, twitching in excitement, the wide slit at the end pointing directly at me.

		

		I took a deep breath. "Yes," I said, buying into his fantasy. "I'm frustrated."

		

		Richard took a step to the side and sat on the bed, lowering himself onto it, his feet still on the floor and his shirt riding up his midriff, showing off the toned muscles that rippled as he moved.

		

		"Watch me," he said, beginning to make slow movements with his hand along his fat shaft.

		

		"I'm watching," I said, squeezing my thighs together tightly. "Oh my god, I'm watching."

		

		Richard made a soft moan and massaged the purple head of his cock, pushing himself up off the bed into his hand.

		

		I took a step closer, my instincts driving me forward. My pussy needed to be filled, and the man who could do it was just a few feet away with the most beautiful cock I'd ever seen in his hand, hard and ready to be used.

		

		"Can I help?" I murmured.

		

		Richard released his cock, and it lay on his stomach, curving slightly to the right, the tip reaching beyond his belly button. It glistened in the light from the window and I sighed as my pussy throbbed. I was wet, hot, and desperate to fuck.

		

		"Touch it," said Richard. "Touch my cock."

		

		I walked to the foot of the bed and knelt down slowly as Richard parted his legs to make room for me.

		

		I placed my hands on his thighs and he trembled as I moved my fingers up his legs and onto his stomach, teasing him as I dragged fingernails over his abdominals, moving slowly closer to the length of throbbing flesh that begged to be touched.

		

		"Please," he said, his voice hoarse. "Touch me."

		

		I wrapped my hand around him slowly, amazed at how thick he was, and he shuddered as I squeezed, and bent his cock away from his body towards me.

		

		It was truly a delicious cock, and I looked Richard in the eyes as he placed his chin on his chest and watched me. "Shall I suck it for you?" I said, my other hand finding his balls and holding them gently.

		

		"Yes, suck my cock."

		

		My mouth flooded with spit, and I raised myself to my feet and bent over him, my pussy on the edge of the bed. I ground my clit against the rim of the mattress as I lowered my mouth, and flicked my tongue out to lap up the clear bead of pre-cum which seeped from him.

		

		Richard gasped and I parted my lips, taking his head into my mouth and fondling his balls. His cock throbbed and jerked as |I sucked and licked and I pressed my pussy harder on the mattress, desperate for my own relief.

		

		"Will you finger me?" I mumbled, my mouth full of hard flesh.

		

		Richard grabbed my wrist and pulled me up the bed. "Sit on my face," he demanded. "Let me taste your cunt."

		

		I stood up and spit dribbled down my chin a s I struggled out of my panties and hoisted my short skirt around my waist. Richard's cock twitched as he watched me. "Nice fucking pussy," he said. "I can't wait to fuck it."

		

		I was a married woman. I couldn't fuck him. Surely I couldn't. I knew I would though. I knew I would peel apart willingly as his gorgeous cock spread my slippery lips.

		

		I clambered into position over Richard's face and his hand's grabbed my buttocks firmly, pulling me roughly down onto him.

		

		His mouth clamped over my pussy lips, and I groaned as his tongue traced the length of my slit, his breath warming my clit and his cock throbbing as I took him into my mouth again.

		

		What the hell were we doing? Both our spouses would be arriving at any time. It was dangerous and dirty, and I loved it.

		

		I ground myself on Richard's greedy mouth and he responded by sucking and licking, his tongue plunging into my hole and his hands slapping my arse cheeks, making them sting.

		

		"You dirty fucking bitch," he mumbled from between my clamping thighs. You dirty fucking slut."

		

		"Yeah," I gasped, twisting his cock in one hand as I sucked it. "You're pretty dirty yourself."

		

		Richard's cock spilled more pre-cum on my tongue and I swallowed it eagerly, grinding my wetness on his face, desperate to feel my cunt being stretched as wide as my mouth was.

		

		"You have to fuck me," I said. "You need to fuck me, now, before they get here."

		

		Richard sucked my cunt and nibbled my clit. "Yeah," he gasped. "Get off me and bend over."

		

		I slid off his face and bent over on the bed, lowering my head and raising my arse, my pussy trickling juice.

		

		"Shit!" said Richard. "Look outside!"

		

		Two cars were in the street below us. One of them was my husband's, and out of the other one was stepping an attractive young blond woman.

		

		"That's my wife," said Richard. His cock grazing my buttocks and making me tremble.

		

		"Stick it in me," I begged, wriggling my arse at him. "Quick, just ram it in my cunt. I'm ready to come!"

		

		My husband and Richard's wife shook hands in the street below.

		

		"No, we can't," said Richard, the heat of his cock head on my wet hole.

		

		"Pass me the phone from next to the bed," I said.

		

		Richard bent to the side and grabbed the phone, throwing it onto the mattress in front of me. I hit my husband's speed dial number and watched as he fished his phone from his pocket.

		

		"Hi, David," I said, as he answered. "Don't say anything, just listen."

		

		My husband grunted. "Go on."

		

		"That woman's husband is in here," I said.

		

		"I know."

		

		The tip of Richard's cock slid inside me and I gasped.

		

		"Are you okay?" said David.

		

		"Yes, yes, just listen. Richard, the husband, really wants the house. I think he's about to make an offer. He's not sure about his wife though. Show her around the garden. Richard says she'll love it. Just keep her busy while I persuade him."

		

		David nodded. "Yes, yes, I understand. I'll bring it to work tomorrow."

		

		I smiled. David was doing a good job pretending he wasn't taking to me. "Well done," I said, and hung up.

		

		"Fuck me!" I shouted, looking over my shoulder. "Make me come!"

		

		Richard rammed his full length inside me and I wailed in pleasure as I watched my husband taking Richard's wife on a tour of the grounds.

		

		Richard spanked my arse. "You dirty cheating bitch," he grunted, as he impaled me over and over again on his long cock, his balls swinging beneath my body and slamming into my clit.

		

		"You can't talk," I grunted, squeezing my cunt tight and reaching between my thighs to grab his balls. "You cheating bastard!"

		

		Richard moaned as I tugged on them, the speed of his thrusts increasing. "Fuck you're tight," he said. "Your cunt's so fucking tight."

		

		"That's because your cock is so fucking big," I moaned, moving my hand from his balls and onto my swollen clit. "So fucking big!"

		

		I ran a finger in quick circles around my clit and bit the sheet below me as I came. My toes curled and my pussy leaked more juice as Richard fucked me harder, slapping my buttocks over and over again with a big hand.

		

		"Yeah," he gasped. "Come on my cock while you watch your husband through the window."

		

		He grabbed my hair and I squealed as he pulled my head upwards. "Fucking watch him while I fuck you," he said.

		

		I watched David showing Richard's wife our small pond and moaned as my clit throbbed.

		

		"Do I fuck you better than him?" demanded Richard, his hand twisting in my hair.

		

		"Yes, oh my god, yes! You're so much bigger and better! Make me come again, Richard, make me fucking come!"

		

		Richard slammed into me again, his cock making the juices between my legs squelch. "That's it," I moaned. "That's how you treat a woman!"

		

		I came again, my whole body shaking and Richard pulled my hair tighter. "Shit," he grunted. "They're coming in."

		

		David and Richard's wife were walking towards the front door, and I pushed back hard onto Richard's cock. "You'd better fucking come," I said, reaching for his balls again. "Fucking come inside me. Quick!"

		

		Richard increased his speed, his balls tightening in my hand and his breathing quickening. "Beg for my cum!" he said, hitting my arse again.

		

		"Fill my cunt with it," I moaned, watching my husband as he neared the house. "Fill my married cunt with your married seed!"

		

		David disappeared from view as he approached the front door with Richard's wife, and Richard's cock swelled in me, his balls throbbing in my hand as he climaxed.

		

		"Oh god, yes," I murmured, squeezing his balls, milking every last drop from him. "It's hot and fucking deep. I can feel it inside me."

		

		The front door opened and Richard grunted, still making short strokes in my slippery hole as he emptied the last of his load.

		

		I squeezed my pussy tight on him and looked over my shoulder. "When you pull out, don't get any on the bed okay? Grab your clothes and go in the en-suite to clean up. I'll deal with those two."

		

		Richard moaned and began sliding from my hole. I turned to face him and opened my mouth. I took his slippery shaft in my mouth and cleaned the cum and cunt juice from it while holding a hand over my hole, preventing any seepage onto the bed.

		

		"Hi, Melanie!" David was shouting up the stairs.

		

		"Hi, darling. We'll be down in a moment, show Richard's wife around downstairs!"

		

		"Quick," I said, laying a gentle kiss on the fat head of Richard's cock. "Clean yourself up and come downstairs."

		

		Richard grabbed his clothes and shoes and hurried into the bathroom as I put my panties back on and tidied myself up, wiping the cum and juice from my lips and spraying myself with a quick squirt of perfume.

		

		I glanced around the bedroom, smoothed the bedclothes down and headed downstairs, straightening my skirt.

		

		Warm cum trickled from my pussy into my panties, and my inner thighs were slick with juice as I walked.

		

		"Hi," I said, entering the kitchen, and kissing my husband.

		

		"Where's Richard?" said the blond.

		

		"He's just using the toilet. I filled him up on coffee!"

		

		She smiled. "It smells good," she said bending over the percolator and taking a deep sniff. "Do you mind if I have a cup? It's been a busy day."

		

		"Of course you can," I said. "I'll do it. You take a seat."

		

		I poured her a coffee and passed it to her as Richard walked through the doorway, looking as immaculate as he had when he'd arrived.

		

		"This house is perfect, Rachel!" he said, approaching his wife and kissing her. "You'll love it here!"

		

		Rachel grabbed her husband's hand. "If the inside is half as nice as the garden then I fully agree. It feels so lovely here."

		

		I glanced at my husband, and he smiled, raising his eyebrows enthusiastically.

		

		"We sold it," I mouthed silently at him, tasting cum on my tongue.

		

		Richard sat down next to his wife. "The upstairs is fantastic," he said. "Finish your coffee and then maybe Melanie can give us the tour together. She's quite the hostess."

		

		"It would be my pleasure," I smiled.

		

		The End

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-D84Q8EYU.jpg
BEMMA BUSE






