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Author’s Note

One of the earliest sexual fantasies I can remember conjuring up involved me getting my head stuck in a doggy door – and then people (and/or animals) finding me in my compromising situation and taking advantage of me.

I had many a satisfying experience with the showerhead or my fingers thinking of variations on that one!

And apparently, I’m not alone. Fantasies about getting ‘stuck’ and being subjected to all sorts of (deliciously pleasurable) sexual indignities rank high in lists of popular women’s sexual fantasies.

Renowned sexual expert Nancy Friday, in her seminal book The Secret Garden, argued that this sort of fantasy stems from the idea of ‘giving up control.’ Good girls, like you and I, aren’t supposed to want to experience sex and pleasure – so being ‘stuck’ and helpless to the sexual whims of another allows us to experience all the good stuff – the penetration, and orgasms – without feeling guilty about it afterward.

I can’t tell you whether that’s true or not – but I can tell you that my fantasies of getting stuck in a compromising situation are what inspired the three stories you’ll find in this compilation – all based around the theme of a ‘good girl’ who gets it bad when she winds up stuck where she shouldn’t be.

In this collection, you’ll read:

Open House: When realtor Natalie Smith gets stuck head-first in a doggy door, she thinks her situation is bad enough. But it gets worse when the only person willing to pull her out is the foreman of the construction crew she reamed out and fired that morning; and if she wants to get rescued, he and his team of construction workers will take what they’re owed from her first.

Stuck in the Window: When a beautiful wife locks herself out of her house, wearing just a bathrobe, she doesn’t get stressed. After all, there’s a basement window she can squeeze through. But when she winds up stuck, with her delicious rear end sticking out for the world to see, panic sets in. Fortunately, her sexy black neighbor Clive is on hand to free her… But he might have a few plans for her sexy, helpless rear-end before he does.

Stuck and Messy: It started with a bet, and ended with sexy housewife Gina stuck head first in a cat-flap. Her horny hubby tries to squeeze her out using all sorts of household items as lubrication – from cooking oil, to butter and baby oil – but none of them work. And after slathering her sexy body in slick liquids, Gina’s husband decides he’s going to make use of her helplessness before he sets Gina free.

Hope you enjoy!

Ruby Beauvoir

New York, 2019


Open House

Natalie Smith was having a bad day.

It had started off when the 35-year-old real estate investor had turned up to her latest project – a beautiful McMansion located a few miles outside of town – only to find her entire construction crew slouching about, drinking beer.

“What the fuck is going on?” Natalie screamed, as she threw open the door to her Porsche Carrera and clip-clopped across the driveway in her high heels. “I don’t pay you guys to sit around and scratch your balls.”

But it looked like the ten-man renovation crew was doing exactly that. The guys were sitting out on the tailgate of their trucks, drinking Coronas and smoking cigarettes.

“Jesus Christ!” Natalie screamed, putting her hands on her ample hips. “I heard you goddamn wetbacks were lazy, but this is ridiculous!”

Miguel, the foreman of the construction crew, picked himself up from where he was lying on the grass, and sauntered over to the screaming businesswoman.

Dark eyes narrow, he gave her a hungry look up and down before he spoke; drinking in her slightly-too-tight Donna Karen skirt and jacket, and the slightly-too-high heels she was balancing the whole ensemble on. With her honey-blond hair and aggressive makeup, she looked firm and appetizing; as delicious as an overripe peach.

Although her bitchy attitude diminished that significantly.

“Yo!” Natalie was barking, as she saw Miguel approach. “What’s the hold-up, Juan? Why aren’t you guys working? I have an open house on Saturday.”

Miguel threw his half-smoked cigarette onto the driveway and stubbed it out with the heel of his shoe.

“Hey, Ms. Smith,” he shrugged. “We turned up at 7am like you asked, but – like – the house was locked.”

Natalie pulled off her Kate Spade sunglasses and narrowed her kohl-rimmed eyes.

“Locked? Locked?” Her glossy lips tightened. “What do you mean locked?”

“You said the keys would be in the back door,” he shrugged. “They weren’t there.” The Mexican foreman held up his hands. “If the house isn’t open, Ma’am, we can’t fix nothing.”

This did not seem to placate Natalie.

“And you’re telling me this now? It’s nearly eleven o’clock. Are you telling me that you and your wetback friends have been sitting on your asses for the four hours because you couldn’t open the back door?”

Miguel cocked his head on one side.

“Like, yeah.”

“And you’ve been on the clock this whole time?” Natalie’s face was turning red. “Jesus Christ!” She turned the knocked a beer can off the tailgate of the nearest truck. It went clattering down the driveway, sending a spray of foam across the asphalt. “You assholes are useless.”

Stomping past Miguel, Natalie walked around to the back door of the beautiful house. She climbed up the three steps and peered in through the window.

“There!” She called, assuming Miguel was still listening. “The fucking keys are right there! On the window sill.” She rattled the back door. It was locked.

So that explained why the work crew hadn’t opened up and started the project. The realtor had left the keys exactly where she said she would; but let the door latch snap shut on the way out.

“Stupid bitch,” Natalie rolled her eyes. “She’s next on the shit list.”

But first thing was first.

Storming back round to the front of the house, Natalie put her hands on her hips and roared at the assembled crew of carpenters and floorers.

“Yo!”

Disinterestedly, the all looked up at her. Some of them even put down their beers.

“I don’t know which door you wetbacks crossed the Rio Grande on,” she spat, “or whose fake green card it is you’re using. Nobody sits on their ass while they’re working on my dime.”

She spat on the floor.

“You’re all fired!”

Some of the construction workers started mumbling angrily. They exchanged glances; asking each other questions in Spanish. Then they turned to Miguel.

“Hey, hey,” the foreman remained calm, holding up his palms and addressing Natalie. “We have a contract, lady. And, besides, you still owe us twenty grand from that last rebuild down in the valley.”

Natalie rolled her eyes.

“You’re fired,” she repeated. “All of you! Now get the fuck off my property, before I call the police.” And then her pretty eyes narrowed. “Or, looking at half of you, maybe I’d be better off calling the immigration department.”

There were some angry grumblings from the assembled crowd of carpenters and builders, but once again Miguel managed to keep them calm.

“Lady, you owe us,” he told her. “You can fire us from this project if you like, but we ain’t leaving until you’ve paid us for that last job, at least – and the four hours we spent waiting for your ass to show up this morning.”

Natalie scowled.

“Get yourself a lawyer,” she hissed, and then span on her heel and started walking back around to the rear of the house. “If you want your money, you can take it out of my ass.”

And as far as she was concerned, that was the end of the conversation. The last thing she expected Miguel and his crew to see of her was her ass – round and firm and undulating away in a slightly-too-tight pencil skirt.

But, as it happened, that wasn’t quite how things worked out.

***

“Shit,” Natalie scowled, as she climbed up the steps to the rear of the house a second time and tried the handle again.

Locked.

And the only keys were sitting on the window sill; not five inches away from her fingers – separated from her by just two sheets of double-glazed glass.

“Shit,” she repeated.

She needed to keys for a multitude of reasons – not least of which was the need to hire a new crew and get them inside to tear up the carpets and reframe the bathroom before Saturday’s Open House.

Right now, she presumed Miguel and his crew were slinking away in their piece-of-shit Ford trucks, and it would be quite the scramble trying to find a crew to replace them this late in the project.

So what could she do?

Then she looked down at the door and had an idea.

The previous owners of the luxurious house had owned a gorgeous German Shepherd; and installed an over-sized doggy door in the back so the pooch could come and go into the large yard as and when he pleased.

Natalie actually hated the doggy door. Replacing the back door had been one of the first things on her to-do list for the home renovation. But in this instance? Perhaps it was going to save her ass.

With a quick look over her shoulder, to confirm that Miguel and his lazy buddies weren’t loitering in the back yard, Natalie got down on her knees and tried the doggy door.

It swung too and fro easily. While the realtor had been overly diligent about locking the back door, the silly bitch had clearly forgotten to lock the doggy door.

Which, in this instance, suited Natalie just fine.

She gave the width of the door a quick appraisal. Could she fit through it?

Sure, she could. She didn’t do Pilates three times a week for nothing.

Slipping off her jacket, Natalie got back onto her hands and knees and crawled up to the doggy door. This wasn’t going to be dignified – but five minutes on her knees and hopefully all her problems would be behind her.

(A philosophy that had, in other circumstances, got her out of speeding tickets and an academic probation while at college.)

With one last glance over her shoulder, she pushed the door. It swung inward.

She poked her head through.

So far, so good. She suddenly found herself staring into the empty kitchen.

Turning her head, she looked up – to see if she could reach the keys, sitting on the window sill.

If she could just get her arm through…

Struggling, Natalie reversed out of the doggy door, and slipped both her hands through it first. Then she aimed her head inside and struggled to get through.

Her shoulders jammed against the edge of the doggy door.

“Nnnnnnghh!” Natalie stretched her arm up, inside the door. “Nnnnngh!”

The window sill – and the keys – were frustratingly just out of reach.

Biting her bottom lip, Natalie stretched. She still couldn’t reach.

If only she could get her shoulders through the door. That would give her just enough extra reach.

She hunched her shoulders together to create a narrower profile, and wriggled against the doorframe. Slowly – painfully – her shoulders slipped into place. A moment later, with a ‘pop’, they slipped through the doggy door and Natalie lurched inside a full six inches.

“Yes!” With the door frame tightly around her ribcage, Natalie found herself half-in and half-out of the doggy door; and that meant she could swivel painfully around, stretch up and…

Yes! She grabbed the keys!

Triumphantly, Natalie tried to reverse out of the doggy door the same way she’d come. Her shoulders met resistance at the doorframe; and she found she couldn’t pull herself out.

Not to worry, the attractive real estate developer figured. She’d gotten in. It was only logical that she’d be able to pull herself out again. Right?

She struggled to pull herself out. The doorframe blocked her shoulders. After three or four painful attempts, Natalie accepted surrender.

It wasn’t that she was too wide – after all, she had fit through the door originally. It was just she had the traction to push herself through; but there was nothing she could push herself to reverse the process.

She struggled again – until she was sweating, and her shoulders were aching. For the first time, a spurt of panic hit her. Was she… stuck?

Then she laughed. Of course not. She got in there, right? Surely if she couldn’t pull herself out, she could just push herself fully through the doggy door and then turn around and unlock the door to let herself out.

Feeling slightly more relieved, Natalie dug her toes into the porch and pushed.

Unfortunately, she’d underestimated her hip measurements.

While the doggy door had just barely let her slip her shoulders through, there was at least an inch on either side of her womanly hips that was wider. That meant she wasn’t going to be able to slide through the door forwards.

With a barely-stifled sob, Natalie tried to back out of the door again. She ignored the pain in her shoulders as she tried to slip back out; but after five minutes of struggling, wriggling and writhing, it became apparent she really was stuck.

Natalie slumped, defeated.

She was panting and out of breath. Sweat was pouring down her face. And she was still stuck head-first in the doggy door of this luxurious house.

Tears swelled in her eyes as she thought about the humiliation of this current predicament. If anybody came walking into the back yard, all they’d see would be her round ass, sticking out of the doggy door.

But the only thing more terrifying than the thought of being found in that predicament was not being found in that predicament.

What if nobody came?

And the more she thought about it, the more she realized nobody was scheduled to come that day. Or the day after. Most of this week was focused on the work crew stripping and reframing the house; and she’d just sent those itinerant wetbacks off with their tails between their legs.

Holy shit, Natalie thought to herself. She might be stuck out here for days.

Then a more rational instinct took over.

She wasn’t out in the middle of the woods. This was suburban California. The house might be big ad imposing, but the nearest neighbors weren’t that far away. If she could just attract their attention…

Ignoring her humiliation, Natalie swiveled her head around and cried out: “Help!”

Her voice was muffled by the door. This would have been so much easier, she realized, if it had been her head stuck out of the doggy door, not her ass.

But nevertheless, this was the best plan she had.

“Help!” Natalie cried again. “Help! Is anybody there? I’m stuck!”

After a few minutes of yelling, panic set in. She started screaming, instead.

“Help! Please, God, help me! I’m stuck! Help!”

Soon tears were rolling down her cheeks, and snot was pouring from her nose, and she was wailing in pure panic. “Heeeeelp!”

And then she heard a creak on the stairs.

She stopped mid-scream, and listened to the wood groaning as somebody stepped up behind her.

Confirming it, a shadow blocked the window of the door she was stuck half-way in and out of.

“Hello?” Natalie struggled to turn around, but she couldn’t. “Hello? Is somebody there?” She sobbed openly. “Oh, thank God. You’ve got to get me out of here!”

And then that sob of gratitude got trapped in her throat.

“Ms. Smith?”

The voice was muffled through the door, but unmistakable. A Spanish accent, deepened by years of smoking cigarettes.

“Ms. Smith?” The voice repeated. “Is that you?”

It was Miguel.

A chill went through every inch of Natalie’s trapped body. Of all the people she could have had discover her in this predicament, the last person she’d wanted it to be was the itinerant foreman she’d just reamed out and fired.

“Ms. Smith?” Miguel was asking again. “Is that you?”

Natalie wanted to remain silent – to let the dirty construction worker walk off and leave her. But she realized that was hardly practical. Help had arrived; even if it wasn’t the help she wanted.

“Yes,” Natalie called through the door. “I’m stuck.”

There was a laugh that Natalie could barely hear through the door.

“I’ll say,” Miguel was joking. “What the heck happened, Ms. Smith?”

“I was just trying to get the keys,” Natalie snarled. “I thought I could reach them through this doggy door.” She rolled her eyes. “That’s hardly important, anyway. Are you going to help me, or what?”

There was a pause.

“Well, me and the boys… We were just about to leave. Then I figured I’d walk back around one last time and try to talk some sense into you.”

Natalie narrowed her eyes – although obviously Miguel wouldn’t be able to appreciate the scowl.

“If you want to talk,” she growled, “get me out of here.” Not that it would make much difference, she figured.

The stairs creaked again, and suddenly Natalie felt something brush against her backside – sticking out of the doggy door. She couldn’t be sure, but she figured Miguel must be standing on the top step, directly behind her.

“Tell you what, Ms. Smith,” Miguel said cheerfully – his voice much clearly now he was standing directly behind her. “How about we talk now, and we’ll consider getting you out afterward.”

Natalie felt chills.

“I’m hardly in a position to negotiate like this,” she spat back.

“No,” Miguel purred. “No, you’re not.”

And then, to Natalie’s horror, she suddenly felt his hand on the small of her back – through her clothes.

“Get me out of here,” Natalie repeated. “And get your hands off of me.”

Miguel laughed, and the hand on her back slid up and down, rubbing her back affectionately.

“I can get my hands off you,” Miguel laughed, “or I can get you out of there.” He paused. “I can’t do both.”

Natalie’s cheeks burned red. She realized he was right.

“Well, I’m not going to discuss business with you like this,” she hissed.

“Why not?” Miguel stroked her back. “I figure you do most of your talking out your ass anyway.”

“How dare you!” Natalie’s cheeks burned red.

“Well, listen, Chica,” Miguel said soothingly. “Why don’t we quickly discuss your business obligations; and when we’ve reached a mutually-beneficial agreement, I’ll work on getting you out of here.”

He rattled the door. “It’s lucky you wanted to replace this thing. We may have to cut you out of it.”

Natalie squeezed shut her eyes. She couldn’t believe this was happening to her.

“O-okay,” she stammered. “Fine. What did you want to say?”

Miguel started stroking her back again. This time, it was making Natalie uncomfortable, rather than just angry.

“So, Chica,” he continued. “Me and the boys are still here. I know you told us to get outta here, but I had a feeling we’d be able to change your mind.”

His hand slipped lower down Natalie’s back, until it was resting on the very top of her skirt-clad backside.

“So how about it? You hire us back to finish the job, and we get you right out of there?”

Natalie grumbled.

She hated this.  She hated the thought of acquiescing to this dirtbag – but circumstances were making her realize she had very little choice.

It wasn’t just the fact that she was stuck. I mean, surely Miguel would have had to let her out anyway. It was the fact that even when she did get out, and got the sleazy foreman on his way, she’d have to bust her ass finding a replacement crew.

Perhaps it was better just to swallow her pride and let him take back the job.

“O-okay,” she nodded (again, not that he’d be able to see it.) “Okay, you guys can do the job.” She tried to force herself to laugh. “I mean, you’re already here, after all.”

There was a moment’s silence; one that made Natalie even more uncomfortable than the hot and heavy weight of Miguel’s hand on her ass.

“Deal,” Miguel eventually agreed.

Natalie breathed a sigh of relief.

Then he had to go and spoil it all.

“But…”

Natalie froze when she heard that hated word.

“But,” Miguel repeated. “I have a couple of conditions.”

Natalie said nothing.

“First off, you write me a check for the twenty grand you owe us. Today.”

Natalie nodded. And when she realized Miguel wouldn’t be able to see that, she confirmed with a sharp: “Okay.”

But he didn’t stop there.

“Next,” Miguel continued.

“Next?” Natalie cried out. “What the fuck do you mean ‘next’?”

“Next,” Miguel explained, “we need to renegotiate the terms of this job.”

Natalie said nothing.

“We can start,” the smooth-talking contractor continued, “by adding another 30% to the material costs. I’m barely breaking even on those as it is.”

His big hand started to rub up and down Natalie’s back.

“And then you can double the labor costs.”

That was enough to snap her out of her fugue.

“What?”

“You heard me, Chica,” Miguel purred.

“Double your costs?” Natalie was already doing the math inside her head. “Do you know what that would do to my profit margin?”

She couldn’t see it, but she knew Miguel had just shrugged his shoulders.

“Ain’t my problem.”

“No,” Natalie hissed. “No!” She wriggled and writhed and tried to pull herself free. “You just crossed the line, buddy.” Her shoulders screamed as tried to pull them free. “Get me the fuck out of here, and then you can go and fuck yourself!” 

Miguel laughed.

“Aww, honey,” he purred, rubbing her ass. “Sure you don’t want to reconsider?”

“Get your filthy hands off me,” Natalie wiggled her butt from side to side, trying to dislodge his hand. “I said stop touching me, you dirty Mexican!”

Miguel pulled his hand away.

“About time,” Natalie spat.

But there was no apology. Instead – Miguel coldly corrected her: “Actually, I’m from El Salvador.”

And then he swung his palm down hard on Natalie’s ass – giving her a sharp, painful spank that echoed across the garden.

“Aiiiiie!”

The impact would have been enough to launch her straight through the doggy door she was trapped in, if it wasn’t for the width of her hips.

“How dare you!” She screamed. “Get me out of here, you fucking wetback! So I can kick your ass!”

Miguel howled with laughter; and this did not please Natalie.

“What the fuck are you laughing about?” She screamed. “When I get out of here, I’m calling the cops! Immigration! I’m suing your ass!” She struggled to get free, to no avail. “I’m going to make sure they send you back to Mexico on that fucking door you floated in on!”

Slap! Miguel’s palm impacted with Natalie’s ass a second time. Harder.

“I told you, you fucking bitch,” he snapped. “I’m from El Salvador.”

“Like I give a fuck!” Natalie kicked her legs out, trying to strike him with the heel of her stilettos. “El Salvador? Mexico? Who gives a crap?” She kicked her legs again. “You’re just a fucking greaseball, and if you think you’re getting a fucking penny out of me, you’ve got another think coming.”

When he heard that, Miguel started laughing again.

“Aww, Chica,” his big hand rubbed her ass menacingly. “You are a rich, sexy woman – but you sure ain’t smart.” And then his hand slid down, until it touched the bare skin of her thighs. “I’m gonna get my money’s worth one way or another.”

He asked her one last time: “Do we have a deal, or not?”

“Go fuck yourself.”

And then Miguel started laughing again.

But this time, it was a deep and menacing laugh. The laugh of a guy who was going to do something truly despicable.

“Hey, boys!”

His voice echoed through the garden. Natalie could hear it clearly, even through the wood of the door she was stuck inside.

“Hey, boys! Ven aca!” Miguel was repeating. And then Natalie heard some muffled cat calls and voices as Miguel’s work crew came around to the back of the house.

Her cheeks burned.

Those dirty Mexican scumbags would be discovering her ass, sticking out of the doggy door – like a moose head mounted on the wall. It was humiliating.

“Hey, boys,” Miguel called out to what she only assumed was a semi-circled group of itinerant workers. “Remember what Ms. Smith here told us earlier?”

Natalie whimpered as she heard some grunting and comments she couldn’t quite understand through the door.

This was killing her. How many people were out there? And were they all staring at her ass? Sticking out of the doggy door.

Miguel continued:

“Earlier today, this stuck up bitch told us if we wanted our money, we’d have to take it out of her ass.” And the Miguel slapped Natalie’s backside again with the palm of his hand. Smack!

“Aiiiie!” Natalie screamed.

Miguel rubbed her stinging cheeks lovingly.

“Well, conveniently for us,” the foreman purred, in a menacingly deep voice, “her ass is right here waiting for us.”

On the other side of the door, Natalie’s eyes widened.

Had she just heard what she thought she’d heard?

There was a loud cheer from the assembled crowd – the crowd Natalie couldn’t even see.

Oh, shit, she thought. What was happening?

And then she felt it.

Miguel’s hand had slid down her backside, and along her thigh, until his fingers reached the hem of her skirt. And then he started to lift it up.

Natalie felt the cool air on her bare thighs as he exposed inch after inch of leg.

“No!” She screamed. “Stop! Stop that!”

But he didn’t.

Miguel kept pulling her skirt higher until Natalie felt the cool air on her backside; and realized he’d pulled it up over her hips and bared her thong panties to everybody.

There was a loud cheer from behind her, muffled through the door.

Her cheeks burned. Tears sprang to her eyes.

Ten dirty construction workers were staring at her, stuck there in her panties!

“Wooo!” Miguel whooped, and slapped her ass. “Check it out! I never would have figured Ms. Smith for a thong kinda girl!” And then there was another slap! Miguel’s spanks impacted against the bare skin of her exposed ass.

Tears started rolling down her cheeks.

“No!” She sobbed. “No, please! No!”

But Miguel wasn’t listening.

He was rubbing his hands on the round cheeks of her ass. And then, sliding his hand up, he hooked his fingers into the lacy waistband of her thong.

“No!” Natalie sobbed. “No!”

Miguel started pulling it down.

“Check it out, boys!” He roared to the assembled crowd. “This stuck up bitch got caught with her panties down!”

And the assembled group whooped and cat-called and hollered.

Natalie’s cheeks were burning with shame – so hot, she thought the fat tears rolling down them would sizzle into steam.

God, it was so humiliating. All those dirty fucking bastards, staring at her bare ass.

But it was going to get a lot worse than that, she feared.

“Whoooo!” Miguel’s calloused fingers slipped between her thighs, and started rubbing the outside of her pussy. “Looks like Ms. Smith needs to trim the hedges!”

She squeezed shut her eyes. Since her husband had left, she’d stopped bothering to trim her pubes.

His fingers parted the lips of her cunt, and started rubbing up and down her clit.

Oh, God, Natalie moaned. It had been months since she’d been touched by a man, and despite the humiliation of the situation – and the fact that it was this arrogant bastard violating her – she couldn’t stop her body responding to his touch.

And it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Ooooh, boys,” Miguel called out. “This bitch is wet.” And to Natalie’s shame, she realized her pussy was responding to the stimulation; growing moist as Miguel roughly stroked her clitoris. “I think she likes this.”

She wished that nothing could be further from the truth – but while Natalie was terrified and ashamed, she was also getting breathless at the touch of a man on her body. It had been so long.

She hung her head in shame, and moaned – as she tried to stop her body responding to Miguel’s rough fingers.

“You do you like this,” Miguel’s voice was directed at her this time; soft and menacing. “You like me touching you, don’t you, Chica?”

“Y-you’re a pig,” Natalie shouted through the door. “You’re a fucking filthy pig.”

Miguel laughed, and started caressing her ass with one hand, while he rubbed her clit and her pussy with the other.

“You’re such a pretty bitch, lady,” he purred, as he stroked her most intimate of places. “But why you gotta act like a bitch all the time?” It seemed like a genuine question; and Natalie’s cheeks burned as she realized she didn’t know the answer.

“Maybe if you’d be nicer to people,” Miguel continued, “they’d be nicer to you.”

Experimentally, he pressed the tip of his thumb against the entrance to Natalie’s pussy; and she moaned as she felt her cunt threaten to open up at the pressure.

“You know what I figure, Chica?” Miguel growled hungrily, as he teased her clit. “I reckon girls like you – the real hard-nosed bitches? I reckon all you bitches need is one good fucking.” Again, he pressed his thumb against Natalie’s pussy, and it practically blossomed.

When Miguel pressed the tip of a second finger against the lips of her pussy, Natalie moaned in shame.

“Tell you what, Chica,” he purred. “Me and the boys here? We’re going to take what you owe me exactly like you said – out of your ass.”

Natalie sobbed.

“But first? First I’m going to make you beg for it.”

Tears rolling down her cheeks, Natalie yelled through the door: “That’ll never happen, you pig.”

“Want to bet?” Miguel growled.

She groaned. The foreman began to rub her clit faster in response, until Natalie could no longer control herself. She squirmed her hips in pleasurable discomfort.

Miguel chuckled as he felt her pressing her hips back against his hand. He kept his fingers rigid, and when Natalie pushed back against his hand, she suddenly impaled herself on his fingers.

“Uuuuuungh!” On the other side of the door, Natalie grunted as she felt herself filled and stretched by Miguel’s thick, calloused fingers.

“Aww, Chica,” Miguel chuckled. “You’re fucking wet now.” With two fingers buried inside of her, he continued rubbing her clit. “I told you I’m going to make you beg for it,” he purred.

“D-do your worst, you bastard,” she growled in response.

And so he did.

His calloused fingers worked like magic; coaxing her clitoris into a throbbing, red nub and opening her pussy like it was a flower blossoming in the summer sunshine.

“Nnnnnngh,” Natalie tried to resist the inexorable pleasure between her legs. She squirmed, making the doggy door rattle. She lifted one hand so she could sink her teeth into her fist.

“Awwww,” Miguel purred, as he fucked her with his fingers. “Is this stuck up little blanquito having trouble staying so stern and focused?”

“F-fuck you,” Natalie hissed.

“Was that an invitation?”

“N-no,” She spat. “Hell no. You know what I…. oh my God!”

The cry came as Miguel jabbed his fingers even deeper into Natalie’s tight pussy, and then curled them to coax her g-spot. As his thumb pressed against her clitoris, Natalie realized the arrogant foreman was forcing her down the inexorable path to orgasm.

Or so she thought.

As Natalie felt the pressure begin to build between her legs, Miguel suddenly stopped.

For a second, there was delicious relief from the humiliation.

And then… a growing frustration. Need.

She started squirming her hips, pressing her ass back against Miguel’s hand.

He grinned. “Oh, I see, Chica. Not playing so hard to get now are you?”

“Nnnnngh,” Natalie ground her hips back against his hand. She’d been on the brink of orgasm. How could he stop now, of all times? She hadn’t even wanted to touch him, but now how dare he stop!

“K-keep going,” she stammered.

“What’s that?” Miguel purred, and stroked Natalie’s clitoris. It almost made her head explode. She groaned wetly.

Miguel began fingering her again – bringing her closer and closer to the brink of orgasm. But once again, just before she surrendered to the explosion of pleasure, he stopped.

“W-why do you keep stopping?” Natalie wailed.

“’Cos I want to hear it, Chica,” Miguel purred back. “I want to hear you beg.”

And with that, he began expertly fingering her again – until she was once again about to explode in pleasure.

And then he stopped – cruelly denying her at the last minute.

“I want to hear you beg, bitch.”

Miguel waited just long enough for the edge to wear off, and then start coaxing her towards an unfulfilled climax once again.

It was too much.

“D-don’t stop,” Natalie moaned, as she ground her hips back against Miguel’s hand. “For fuck’s sake, don’t stop.”

So Miguel abruptly stopped.

“I said d-don’t stop,” Natalie wailed. “Don’t stop.”

Miguel laughed.

“I knew it,” he growled. “I knew you were just a stuck up slut. All you need is good fucking.” He began fingering her again – just enough to balance her on the knife-edge of orgasm, and then leave her hanging. “You want me to fuck you, bitch?”

“Uuuungh,” Natalie was humping her hips back onto his hand; grinding herself on his fingers. “Please, you fucking sadist. Please.”

Miguel purred: “Please what?”

“Please…” Natalie begged.

“You want me to make you cum?” He asked.

“Please…”

“I can make you cum, blanquito,” Miguel promised. “I stick my big, fat dick in you, you’re going to cum like you’ve never cum before.”

“Uuuuungh,” Natalie groaned.

“But if you want me to make you cum, bitch,” Miguel insisted, fucking her with his fingers just enough to keep the pressure on. “You’re gonna have to beg.”

“W-what do you mean?” She rolled her head back and forth in frustration.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Miguel purred, and then he rubbed her clit, until she was right on the brink of orgasm again. “Beg me to fuck you, and then beg me to let the rest of my hermana fuck you like a common puta.”

Just a second before she exploded, he stopped rubbing her clit, and repeated: “Beg me, bitch.”

“O-okay,” Natalie groaned. “Oh, God. Whatever. Please. Just let me cum.”

He left her hanging. “That’s not good enough.”

“Nnnnnnngh,” Natalie moaned.

“I want you to beg, bitch,” he insisted, fingers sliding in and out of her – keeping her on the brink of climax. “Go on – beg me.”

“Oh, God,” Natalie moaned, surrendering. “Please. I beg you. Make me cum. I beg you.” She couldn’t believe she was saying it – but she needed to cum so badly. 

“Beg me to what, bitch?”

“Fuck me,” Natalie rolled her eyes. “Oh, God – please. Please fuck me.”

And as those degrading words left her mouth, she heard sounds she both dreaded, and absolutely craved.

The jingle of a belt buckle. The zip of flies. The rustle of pants being pulled down.

“Oh, God,” Natalie moaned. “Oh, please.”

Miguel’s voice was soft and menacing.

“Oh, I like to hear you beg,” he hissed. “You told us we’d have to take the money out of your ass? Well, you just begged for each of my crew to take what they’re owed.”

And with that, she felt his hands on her naked hips, and the heat of his hairy thighs press against hers.

“Uuuugh!” Natalie moaned.

She felt a hard, smooth object pressed against her thighs – sinking between them until it was nudging between the lips of her glistening pussy. Miguel’s cock.

It felt impossibly huge and hard; but her pussy opened obediently as he thrust his hips forward. Inch by inch, she was stretched and filled by this stranger’s thick shaft.

“Oooooooh,” Natalie wailed. She bit her bottom lip.

She couldn’t believe this was happening to her. When she’d got up this morning, she’d considered herself a tough and independent businesswoman. Now she was on her knees, with some dirty Mexican – okay, an El Salvadorian – fucking her like she was a bitch in heat.

“Ooooh, chica,” Miguel groaned, as he bottomed out inside Natalie’s pussy, and his pubic hair tickled the smooth skin of her ass. “You are tight.” He slapped her ass, hard. “How long has it been, bitch?”

Natalie gasped. She felt impossibly full.

“A deal’s a deal,” Miguel began to thrust; his calloused hands gripping the soft skin of her hips. “You begged me to make you cum.” And then he began fucking her in earnest.

“Oh, God,” Natalie groaned, as she was jostled backwards and forwards, making the doggy door rattle. The big, hard cock buried in her pussy pistoned in and out. On its deepest thrust – when Miguel sunk balls-deep inside of her – she could feel the swollen head of his shaft press against her g-spot.

Fat tears of shame rolled down her cheek. What was happening to her?

“Awww, baby,” Miguel’s rough hands yanked at her skirt, which was hiked up over Natalie’s waist. “Let’s get you out of this.” And then there was a riiiip! as Miguel tore her Donna Karen skirt clean off.

Natalie wailed – both at the humiliation, and the expense.

Now she was naked from the waist down, except for her panties, which were snagged around her knees. She’d never felt so exposed, or violated in her entire life; and yet the remorseless in-out, in-out of Miguel’s big cock was making her pussy quiver and pulsate.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” Miguel groaned, and Natalie felt his cock swell and throb inside of her. “That’s it. You’re getting close, aren’t you, bitch?”

“Uunnngh,” Natalie bit her bottom lip, and let her head hand limply. He was right.

Each thrust was making his big, fat cock press against her g-spot; and each time it did it drove her closer to orgasm.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned. “No, no, no….”

But she couldn’t help herself.

Like a wave of pleasure crashing over her, she climaxed.

“Ooooh, yeah,” Miguel continued fucking her, driving her orgasm longer and harder. “That’s it, blanquito. Cum for me, you little slut.”

And then he sunk his cock as deep into Natalie’s spasming pussy as he could, and let out a deep, guttural moan.

Natalie was still riding the coattails of her climax when she felt it – the swelling throb of Miguel’s cock as it spurted cum deep inside of her.

She wailed.

He wasn’t wearing a condom. Since her husband had left, she’d stopped taking birth control. Jesus, the dirty greaseball was probably knocking her up, right then and there!

But each powerful spurt of semen seemed to impact her right on her g-spot; and that – combined with her body’s involuntary responses – tipped her over the edge into another gut-wrenching climax.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Natalie groaned, and her cheeks burned with shame.

“Wow,” with a cheer, Miguel pulled his softening cock from Natalie’s pussy. It was followed by a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down her thighs. “See this bitch cum?” The stairs creaked as he stood up and turned to his assembled buddies. “Did you see the bitch cum, boys?”

There was a roar of approval from all the assembled men that Natalie couldn’t see.

“Come on up here, Juan,” Miguel called, and the stairs creaked again. “It’s your turn, hermano!”

Natalie’s eyes widened.

No. No, he couldn’t be serious. Could he?

But the answer to that question was the sound of another belt buckle being undone, and then more rough, calloused hands on her bare ass.

Rough fingers parted her thighs and pressed against her cum-filled pussy. Then she felt the hard, hot pressure of another cock against her cunt.

“Nooooo,” Natalie wailed, as a faceless stranger sunk his dick inside her.

The crowd of itinerant workers roared with approval as ‘Juan’ fucked Natalie. The door rattled as she was jerked back and forth, just like the big stranger’s cock in her cunt was sliding in and out of her.

Tears rolled down her cheeks. She groaned with shame.

“Aww, check it out, man,” Miguel was roaring. “I told you all the bitch needed was a good fucking.” And then the stairs creaked, as he knelt down and pressed his face against the door.

“Yo, blanquito,” Miguel hissed through the door. “You like this?”

“Uuuuughh,” was all Natalie could respond with.

“Yeah,” Miguel’s hand slid through the bottom part of the doggy door, and she felt him grope one of her hanging breasts through her blouse. “Yeah, you like it you little slut.”

He squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples, while Juan fucked her. The door rattled as the force of the Mexican’s thrusts hammered it back and forth on its hinges.

“Ohhh, estoy por acabar!” Juan suddenly announced, and Natalie didn’t need a translation. His cock was swelling up inside of her, and Miguel spanked her on the ass and told Juan: “Cum in the bitch!”

And so Juan did.

Natalie moaned as she felt herself filled for a second time, with burning hot spurts of cum.

She felt like such a common whore – like a bitch in heat, being bred. As Juan pulled his softening cock from her cunt, she could feel the cum dripping down her thighs. She’d had two loads pumped inside her in as many minutes.

And then the stairs creaked again, and she realized that this was just the beginning.

“Get in there, Hernandez,” Miguel ordered, as another faceless stranger knelt down and unzipped his pants. “Fill this bitch up.” Miguel pinched her ass. “Get your money’s worth, hermano.”

And whoever Hernandez was, he did get his money’s worth.

And so did the guy after that.

And the one after that.

By the third time she was fucked, Natalie stopped bothering to remember the names. After the fourth time she’d felt herself filled with a stranger’s cum, she even stopped counting.

She just closed her eyes, and rode the wave of cock after cock. She just braced herself, as one big dick after another stretched and filled her; and then pumped her full of burning, sticky seed.

“Damn,” Miguel roared, long after Natalie had stopped keeping count. “I think the bitch is gonna cum again!”

And to her shame, she did. The motion of those cocks sliding in and out of her, and the constant repetitive pressure on her g-spot, sent her wailing into another body-shuddering climax that made her quiver and clench like an animal in heat.

Finally, one of the long line of faceless strangers pulled his flaccid cock from her freshly-fucked pussy, and she felt a deluge of wet cum running down her thighs.

“Aww, man,” it was yet another voice, and yet another man kneeling down behind her. “Jesus, man. The bitch is all sloppy.” She felt fingers sink inside her overflowing cunt; filled with God-knows how many loads of cum. “I can’t fuck this! It’d be like fucking a bowl of queso, man!”

“Well, she told us to take what we owed out of her ass, man,” Miguel growled. “So put this little puta’s ass to work.”

Natalie’s eyes widened. They couldn’t mean…?

But apparently they did.

Like he was scooping up salsa, the man kneeling behind Natalie dug two fingers inside her sloppy pussy, and scooped out a fistful of cum. Then she heard a wet slathering noise as the stranger stroked it up and down his straining cock.

“No!” Natalie cried, as she felt that same cock pressed between the cheeks of her ass. “Nooo!”

But her cries fell on deaf ears.

The stranger pressed the head of his cum-lubed cock against the tight little knot of Natalie’s virginal asshole – and pushed.

“Aiiiiie!” She screamed. “Oh, God, no!”

But the stranger was remorseless. Gripping the base of his cock, he forced it against Natalie’s ass until her tight little tush surrendered; and the head of the stranger’s semen-slick dick ‘popped’ past the tightly clenched ring of her sphincter.

“Aiiiiiie!” Natalie arched her back, and wailed as she felt her ass stretched and filled. Inch by inch, the stranger forced his cock inside her tight backside; and she was sure only the thick, slick cum slathered all over his shaft prevented him from tearing her in two.

“Aww, man,” finally, he was buried balls-deep inside Natalie’s virginal ass. “She’s tight, bro.” And then he started fucking her. “Man, I haven’t had a piece of ass like this since I fucked that maricon in prison.”

After three or four more thrusts, Natalie stopped screaming. The discomfort abided; and she just braced herself against the doorframe and tried to endure the brutal ass-fucking.

“Here,” Miguel’s voice was unmistakable. “This is something I taught my ex-wife.” And then, to Natalie’s shame, she felt the foreman’s calloused fingers between her thighs, and his thumb press against her red and throbbing clitoris.

He began to rub.

“When I used to fuck her in the ass,” Miguel explained, as he started pleasuring Natalie with his fingers, “that bitch used to complain. So I started doing this,” his thumb rubbed faster and faster, until Natalie had to bite her lip to stop herself moaning.

It was intense. The feeling of being fucked in the ass, all while her clitoris was being goaded towards another orgasm.

“I taught that bitch to cum on my cock,” Miguel boasted, as he felt Natalie’s body start to quiver. “In the end, I had her trained so good, you could make her cum just by sticking your dick in her ass.”

“Unnnnngh,” Natalie groaned.

“Yeah,” Miguel heard her grunts and moaning. “Just like that.” And then he tipped her over the edge.

Natalie wailed, and she came.

Like a common whore, with a stranger’s dick buried in her ass, Natalie orgasmed. It was the most intense climax of her life; and when the waves of pleasure finally subsided, she flopped lifelessly; her legs and body going limp.

“Awwww, fuck,” the man fucking her ass groaned, and his cock swelled. “I’m cumming in the bitch.” And he did. Barely conscious, Natalie felt the bulge and throb of his cock inside her tight little ass; as he flooded her backside with cum.

“Aww, boys,” Miguel purred, rubbing Natalie’s back as the cock was pulled from her ass with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’ “I think we broke her, boys.”

Natalie lay there limply – barely acknowledging another man spreading her thighs, and another cock pressing against the gaping hole of her freshly-fucked ass. She could barely muster enough energy to moan, as she felt her ass filled and stretched for a second time.

“C’mon,” Miguel laughed, as the stranger began to fuck her ass. “Let’s see if we can get this bitch to cum again.” And then his fingers started rubbing her clitoris again, and Natalie moaned as her body betrayed her, and responded.

Over the course of the next half hour, three more men fucked her in the ass; and Miguel forced her to cum each and every time. By the time the final stranger had blown his load inside her, and another river of cum had gone gushing down her sticky thighs, Natalie was an incoherent mess.

She just lay there, gasping and groaning; her whole body quivering in post-orgasmic shock.

Finally, it was over.

The last of the construction workers had taken their turn with her. She’d never be sure, but it felt like some had gone more than once.

She felt thoroughly despoiled. A disgusting, cum-filled mess. Her thighs were gloopy with the seed of countless strangers. Her pussy and ass were overflowing.

And she’d come more times than she could remember.

So ashamed at the way her body had betrayed her, she barely registered Miguel and his crew struggling with the door, and a ‘crack’ as they bust open the lock.

Gently, they lifted the door off its hinges, and cracked open the frame to the doggy door.

With a sob, the half-naked Natalie slithered free.

She landed on her sticky, bare ass on the porch. Wearing nothing but her bra and blouse, the freshly-fucked real estate developer looked around in shame at the assembled crowd of workers.

There must have been a dozen of them. Unshaven, and swarthy, and all looking at her with disgusting self-satisfaction.

Every one of them had seen her naked. Every one of them had fucked her.

Her cheeks burned red.

“Here,” it was Miguel, with a blanket from his truck. He threw it over Natalie’s shoulders. “Come on up, chica. Let’s take you inside.”

And bemused and dazed, Natalie allowed herself to be hauled to her unsteady feet, and led into the dark, empty house.

***

Natalie had heard the expression ‘he fucked her brains out’ before, but after her experience in the doggy door of that luxurious house, she honestly did feel like she’d had her brains fucked out of her head. Everything was fuzzy, and confused.

She didn’t even remember driving home that day.

She barely remembered taking a long, hot bath that night, and seeing the handprints on her body; and the strings of spent cum floating in the bathtub as she washed herself.

All that she did remember was lying in bed, exhausted, a few minutes later. And her fingers slipping between her bare thighs as she recalled the events of that afternoon.

She stroked herself to two orgasms before she finally fell asleep.

The next day, she picked up the phone and called Miguel.

“Hey, you rapist wetback son of a bitch,” she snapped.

“Nice to talk to you too, Ms. Smith.”

Natalie took a deep breath.

“Why the fuck aren’t you at the house?”

This time, it was Miguel’s turn to sound worried.

“I-I though you fired up, right?”

Natalie’s eyes narrowed.

“You said you wanted the contract back,” she hissed. “With 30% more for materials, and double the labor costs.”

When Miguel said nothing, she added:

“If I’m paying you more, I expect you to work more. Tell your boys to get their ass down to the house.”

“Y-yes, ma’am,” replied Miguel – who’d been expecting her first call to be to the police, rather than to his work number. “I’ll get down there right away.”

“Oh no you won’t,” Natalie hissed, as she fiddled with the tie of her bathrobe. “You’re going to come around here. You need to pick up that check for the twenty grand I owe you.”

Miguel paused. Natalie felt like she could read his mind; he was wondering if it was a trick or not.

But Natalie wasn’t fooling.

“Get your ass around here to pick up your check,” she repeated, and then reached into her robe to squeeze one of her full, ripe breasts. “And after you’ve done that, I want you to fuck my brains out.”

She heard him scrabble for his car keys and lurch for the door even more he’d pressed ‘hang up’ on his cell phone.

Natalie smiled.

As far as she was concerned, Miguel still was a sleazy, dirtbag contractor.

But perhaps he’d had a point about her needing to get properly fucked.

She felt more alive this morning than she had ever since her husband had left her. More of a woman. More of a person.

And, dammit, she wanted to feel like that again.

With a smile, Natalie headed to the shower. She needed to pamper herself before Miguel turned up.


Stuck in the Window

Don't get me wrong.  I love my husband - but sometimes, it's kind of nice to have a weekend without him.

So when he was sent to Philadelphia on business, I made the most of it. That Saturday, I got up late, lounging deliciously in my big, fluffy bed. It seemed so much larger and more luxurious without his dead weight taking up half of it.  Then I had a long, leisurely breakfast of chocolate chip pancakes and syrup - and didn't have to make any for him, so mine were fluffy and delicious, right off the griddle.  Finally, I took a long, hot shower - able to take all the time I wanted without him banging on the door, telling me to hurry up.

By the time I emerged, all pink and pristine, I was feeling wonderfully relaxed.  And despite thoroughly enjoying not having hubby home, I wasn't entirely selfish.  During my hour long shower, I'd at least taken the time to shave every inch of my long legs and smooth snatch ready for his return.

I was just blow drying my long, black hair when the doorbell rang.

Typical!

Rolling my eyes, I put down the hair-dryer and pulled on my fluffy pink bath-robe, padding barefoot to the door.

I arrived just in time to see the mailman strolling down the driveway. Tucked under his arm was what I assumed to be the special delivery I'd been waiting for.

"Hey!  Wait up!"

I swung open the door and ran after him, wincing as my bare feet hit the gravel.

Fortunately, I didn't have to run far.  The mailman wheeled around at the sound of my voice: "Sorry, ma'am.  I thought nobody was home."

A likely story!  He just didn't want to wait around.

Irritated, I snatched my special delivery and signed for it with a flourish.  Then, as Mr Mailman drove off in his silly little van, I painfully tip-toed across the gravel driveway back to the front door.

Which was locked.

I rattled the handle.  It didn't budge.

I must have pulled the latch as I ran out.  Force of habit, since I do the same thing every morning on my way to work.

Rattling the front door again didn't help - and I remembered that the deadbolt on the back door was locked as well.

This was just wonderful!  Here I was, stuck in nothing but my bathrobe - trapped outside my own house!

Fortunately, it was nice out.  The breeze was gentle and the sun was warm.

Wrapping my robe tighter around myself, I braved the driveway barefoot. Wincing as I trod on the sharp gravel, I crept around to the side of the house and breathed a sigh of relief.  One of the basement windows was still open, left up on its latch.  It looked like a tight fit, but I was pretty sure I could squeeze my way through the window into the basement.

I lifted up the hem of my robe and knelt down in the flower bed, feeling the soft soil squish around my knees.  Typical, I scoffed.  I'd need another shower after all this.

Wrenching open the rusty basement window, I pondered how best to enter.

Feet-first, my robe would ride up around my waist and my feet wouldn't be able to touch the floor.  If I went head-first, at least I'd be able to stretch out my hands to reach the shelves and pull myself safely through.

It was a bit daunting, climbing in head first, but it looked like the best way to do it.

So hefting up the window sash, I got on my knees and slid my head and shoulders through the narrow window.

I made it maybe a foot.  Then there was a sickening crunch.

I felt the wind knocked out of my lungs.

The rusty old clasp had broken.  No sooner had I forced the front half of my body through the narrow window than the sash came crashing down on my shoulder blades - painlessly pinning me in the window frame.  Fortunately, I hadn't injured myself - but it still knocked the wind out of me.

And it was a fine mess to be in.

Now the window had broken, my head and shoulders were stuck in the basement, while the rest of me was stuck outside.  I was still on my knees, too - bottom stuck straight up in the air.

I struggled back and forth, trying to get free.  It was no good.

Squeezing forward dug the sash into my spine, while pulling back wedged it up against my shoulder blades.  With my arms hanging uselessly inside the window, I couldn't even get enough leverage to push my torso up and raise the sash.

And believe me, I tried.  I flattened my palms and tried to `climb' up the rough concrete wall, but all I'd end up doing is sliding down again.

Stuck in this embarrassing position, I did what any girl would do.  I cried for help.

I've got quite a set of lungs on me, which was fortunate since most of my voice was muffled by the basement walls.  But eventually, I heard the sound of feet crunching on the gravel driveway and a worried voice demand: "Hello?  Did you shout for help?"

I recognized the voice.  It was Clive, my next door neighbor.  He was a lovely guy - a big, handsome black man with a warm laugh.

"Clive!" I cried.  "Please help me!  I'm stuck!"

It must have looked pretty weird.  All Clive would have been able to see would be my butt, sticking up into the air and covered by my fluffy pink bathrobe.

"Mrs Scarlet?" His chuckle rumbled.  "Is that you?"

"Well, I'm hardly a burglar," I scoffed.  "They don't normally wear pink bathrobes."

"No, ma'am, they don't," he laughed.  I heard his boots crunch in the gravel as he took a step closer.  "Looks like you've got yourself into a dilly of a pickle there."

"Could you help me up?" I asked - surprised that the thought hadn't already occurred to him.

He laughed again - it was a lovely noise, like logs crackling on a roaring fire.

To be honest, I was feeling a little flustered.  Clive was a very handsome and attractive guy - quite the favorite with the housewives on our street.  It was pretty weird to be in such a vulnerable position.  It wasn't just that I was totally trapped.  With my ass stuck up into the air, it was almost like I was offering my butt to him.  Not to mention, I might as well have been naked, apart from that thin, fluffy bathrobe.

"Now, before I help you out," Clive considered in that warm, sexy voice of his, "I had a quick question."

"Can't it wait?"

"Not really," Clive continued.  "In fact, quite the opposite.  I'm pretty sure I'm not going to find you in a position like this again."

I blushed.  Not that he'd have been able to notice.

"I was just remembering," Clive purred, "that Christmas party last year."

I blushed even harder.

"I remember," I admitted.  It had been the street's Christmas party and Clive had held it at his place, inviting the whole block for drinks.  He'd even gone so far as to dress up as Santa Claus for the kids - and as the evening had worn on (and more drinks had been poured) there were some not-so-little girls who decided to sit on Santa's lap.  I'd been one of them.

"Do you remember what I asked you?" Clive asked.

“I do," I squeezed my eyes shut with embarrassment.  "You asked me if I'd been naughty or nice."

"And what did you say?"

“I told you I'd been very, very naughty."

The truth was, I had been. I was more than a little tipsy that night and I'd been flirting outrageously with Clive that evening.  Nestling into his lap, staring into his eyes.  I told him I'd been `very, very naughty' and needed a good spanking for Christmas.

Now that had all been in good fun.  As flirtatious as I was - I hadn't meant anything by it.  After all, I'm a happily married woman.  But as I knelt there, trapped in the window, I remembered how my husky voice had coincided with something very big and hard appearing in Santa's pants.

Wiggling around on his lap hadn't helped, either.

"It seems to me," Clive chuckled, "that poor old Santa Claus isn't going to get another opportunity to deliver his Christmas present any time soon."

I blinked.

"What?"

There was another crunch as Clive dropped to his knees on the gravel.  Then, to my embarrassment, I felt him grab the hem of my robe and lift it up.

"What on earth are you doing?" I demanded.  "Stop that this instant!"

But he didn't.  In fact, Clive lifted my robe up completely, exposing my backside and thighs to the cool breeze.

"Stop that this instant!" I yelled.  "Clive, this is highly inappropriate!"

I then felt his warm, calloused path stroke my exposed cheeks.  They were still damp and greasy from my shower and a slathering of baby oil.

"Now Mrs Scarlet," Clive warned, "both you and I know you were hitting on me pretty hard last Christmas.  You must have felt the bulge in Santa's pants."

"I just thought that was a very large candy cane."

"No," Clive chuckled, "I was just pleased to see you."

He was rubbing my butt cheeks in wide, circular motions now.  His hands were big and rough.  His calluses felt delicious against my soft, oily skin.

"In fact, I know you felt the bulge," said Clive thoughtfully, "because you kept wiggling on it."

Oh, curse those cups of mulled wine I'd had!  He was absolutely right, of course.  I'd flirted incorrigibly.  But in my defense, I wasn't the only one.  Half the housewives on the block must have been hitting on sexy, single, exotic Clive.

"I'll tell you what, my dear," Clive purred.  His fingers were stroking my legs now, dangerously close to my inner thighs.  "How about you be a big, brave girl and take your Christmas caning and then we'll see what we can do about getting you out of there?"

Now I know I should have said no.  I should have yelled at him and threatened to call my husband - or the police.  But the truth was, his warm, rough hands and deep, rich voice was turning me to butter.  I was feeling trapped and vulnerable.  Stuck on my knees, I was unintentionally offering myself up to him.  My soft, round, freshly oiled ass.  Even my shaved and baby-soft pussy, which I'd carefully made smooth in anticipation of my husband's return.

It wasn't my husband that was making it quiver now.  It was Clive and those damnable hands of his.  My clit was throbbing as his fingers traced a path ever closer to my moist snatch.

I squeezed shut my eyes and tried to resist him one last time.  I knew deep down that if I told him `no,' Clive would stop immediately and help me out of the window like a true gentleman.

But I didn't want to say no.

"Alright," I whispered huskily.

To reward me, Clive slid a rough, warm finger between the lips of my pussy.  Not inside me... Just enough to part my dampness and stroke my clit. His brief touch elicited a deep, guttural moan from me.

And then he was gone.

I heard the sound of his boots on the gravel, straightening up.  Then I heard him march to the willow hedge dividing his property from ours and the sound of rustling undergrowth.

"W-what are you doing?" I demanded.  He didn't respond.

Instead, I heard the snap of a breaking branch and then the rasp of leaves being torn off it.  Then the whistling whisk of a bare branch being swung forcefully through the air.

I bit my bottom lip.

Of course, I couldn't see it - but I didn't need to.  Clive had clearly taken a long, lithe branch of willow and stripped it of its leaves.  What was left would be a flexible, sharp little switch.

"You can't be serious!" I protested.

Clive didn't say anything - but a moment later, I felt the tickling sensation of him running the flexible switch up and down my tingling thighs.

"Clive, please!" I begged.  "Not that!"

Clive chuckled again.

"It's your choice, my dear," he purred warmly.  "If you'd rather stay like that, I'll leave you be right now.  But I should warn you.  Next door have their Great Dane out and I don't think they're getting him spayed until next month."

I closed my eyes in frustration.  Maybe Clive would be cruel enough to leave me pinned in the window until my husband got back - my ass in the air and my robe pulled up around my shoulders.  I'd be utterly helpless – and if to reinforce that point, I heard my neighbor's rambunctious Great Dane bark playfully.

"Very well," I murmured.

"Good girl," the tip of the switch lightly tickled the lips of my pussy. "Be brave."

It's not like I had any choice in the matter!

The tickling, teasing switch was removed and I heard the gravel crunch as Clive got into position.

"By the way," he announced, "I think the neighbors are out in force today.  The sound of this might not be too alarming," I heard the willow branch whisk sharply through the air, "but if they hear you screaming or crying out, you can bet they'll be over trying to see what's wrong."

I suddenly visualized all my neighbors, peering at my exposed backside as somebody other than my husband criss-crossed it with red stripes.

"I'll be quiet," I promised.

"Good girl," Clive purred wickedly.  The switch swished through the air again.

The gravel crunched.  Through the glass, I felt his shadow fall across me.

"I'm going to give you fifty two," he warned me.  "One for every week you were naughty."

"Fifty two!" I cried out, almost loud enough for the neighbors to hear. "I can't survive fifty two!"

"You can and you will," Clive warned.  "In fact, you'll no utter a noise except to thank me after each strike."

Fifty two?  I hadn't even had one, so I had no idea what to expect.  In some ways, that made the anticipation so much worse.  How would I be able to cope with one swish of that sharp little switch?  Let alone fifty two of them?

"Please, no," I pleaded.  "I can't take that much."

"Well, that depends," Clive purred.  "Perhaps we can negotiate.  But let's see how you hold up, first."

And with that, I heard the swish of the branch whistling through the air and then an almighty crack as it made contact with my buttocks.

For a second, I was surprised only by the noise - which was certainly loud enough for everybody on the street to hear.  But barely a heartbeat later, I suddenly felt a strip of pure, red heat paint a path across both by buttocks and I cried out in pain.

"Ssssh!" Ordered Clive - and I struggled to stifle my groan.

That initial `thwack' had been bad enough - but immediately afterwards, that thin line across my ass began to throb.  Tears sprang from my eyes.  I squeezed them shut, trying desperately to cope with the pain.  It was like somebody was pressing a hot poker across my bum, the heart throbbing in time to my heartbeat.

"What do you say?" Clive demanded.

I didn't say anything.  I was whooping in great lungfuls of air to cope with the pain.

Through gritted teeth, I eventually managed to gasp: `T-thank you."

"Good girl."

There was the whisk of the branch again and then the sharp slap of birch against buttock.

I stifled the cry, emitting a guttural groan as the throbbing pain spread itself in another thin line across my ass.  Suddenly, the pulses of pain were in stereo, criss-crossing each other.

"You should see your beautiful bottom," Clive purred proudly.  "X marks the spot."

"Thank you," I groaned.

The next swish bisected my thighs - landing on the strip where my ass meets my legs.

"Thank you!" I almost shouted, trying desperately to control the intense heat.  "THANK YOU!"

Another swish!  Another thwack!  This time, the only spot X marked on my thighs was my pussy, which was the centre point of the two criss-crossing switches.

Tears were rolling down my cheeks.  I was whooping in great lungfuls of air.  I felt like I was melting - utterly helpless.

Clive must have realized that.  There was a crunch of gravel as he knelt down and stroked my throbbing ass.

His fingers were rough and calloused, but felt cool and gentle.  He rubbed his big hands in rough circles, which helped soften the throbbing welts in my skin.

"There, there," he said soothingly.  "You're a good girl.  And only forty eight left to go!"

"Oh, God..." I groaned.

"Be a brave little baby," Clive whispered huskily.

He wouldn't have been able to see it, but I shook my head from side to side.

"I can't cope with fifty two," I pleaded.  "I'll just die."

"Well, I'll tell you what," Clive continued rubbing my tortured tush, sending delicious endorphins into my bloodstream.  I was still in pain, but it was almost like I was lifted up onto a cloud.  My body and brain felt like helpless, compliant clay he could mould with those amazing fingers of his.  "Do you remember what else you told me that Christmas, when you were sitting on Santa's lap?"

In my dreamy state, I would actually hear my own voice - telling Santa that if he came down my chimney, he'd get more of a treat than milk and cookies.

"If you can make it up to fifteen," Clive purred, his fingers straying between my thighs, hovering above my shaven snatch, "I'll trade you those remaining switches for Santa's treat, okay?"

With that, his rough fingers spread me open - and I felt his thumb press against me.

I gushed wetness.  Like quicksand, my pussy sucked his thumb inside. His knuckle rubbed against my clitoris.

My tortured backside was still throbbing, but the sensation of pain and pleasure had become totally entwined now.  My pussy throbbed to the same heartbeat as the burning lines across my ass.  It was intense - like my upturned rump was burning with nerve endings.

Clive's delicious fingers slid wetly from between my thighs, leaving a tingling, hollow feeling once they'd gone.  Then he straightened up and I heard the birch whistle through the air.

"Fifteen, remember," he warned me.

And then he swung.

It was the most delicious type of torture.  He'd swing the switch and it would strike my trembling tush like fire, painting yet another burning brand across my upturned ass that would throb and pulsate long after the wood had left my skin.  Then he'd wait long, lingering seconds - enough for the intensity of the strike to fade into the burning aftermath of recovery.

"One," he'd count.  When I'd breathlessly managed to murmur `thank you' he'd swing again.  `Two.'

Tortuously, one after the other, he counted out fifteen more swishes of the stick.  Fifteen more red lines across my bum.  Fifteen more groans of `thank you.'

And then finally, blissfully, it was done.

I knelt there, still stick in the window.  I couldn't feel my ass any more.  It just felt like my stomach ended and this great big, burning mass began.

When Clive bent over me to wrench open the sash, I barely had the strength to pull back and free myself from the window.  I just slumped into the flowerbed, feeling the wet soil against my skin.

Drifting dreamily in and out of consciousness, unable to concentrate on anything except the steady, pulsating pain in my roasted rump, I let Clive scoop me up in his strong arms and carry me to the back door.  There, hanging limply across his shoulders, I watched him pull out his keys and unlock our back door.

"Your husband gave me a spare," he explained, "the last time you went on vacation."

I was laid gently across the bed, face first so my birched-backside was protected.  Then, half asleep, I heard the sound of running water as Clive ran a bath.

Then I fell asleep.

When I woke up, I was being gently carried to the bathroom.  Clive stripped me of my muddy bathrobe and slid me into the overflowing bathtub.

The big bath was brimming with bubbles.  The water was so hot, it nearly scorched me.  The moment the heat hit my tortured ass, I cried out in pain.

"There, there," Clive rolled me onto my tummy, so my weight wasn't resting on my bottom.  "Be brave."

And I was.  The water felt amazing.  The pain was still there - but it dulled to a delicious ache.

As I floated there in the water, like a lifeless doll, I watched my neighbor strip.

He pulled off his sweater, revealing his muscular brown torso.  His belt unbuckled and his khakis fell to the floor.  Hooking his thumbs into the waistband of his jockey shorts, he pulled them down and out flopped an enormous cock, half swollen and falling almost three quarters of the way down his thigh.

Clive carefully folded his clothes and left them by the door: `So they don't get wet."

Then, naked, he knelt by the side of the bath, reached for the baby oil and started slathering me up.

I just lay there, floating in the water.  Clive's rough hands would pick me up and slather me with oil, which he kneaded in, massaging every inch of me with his big, strong fingers.  He cupped and squeezed my breasts.  Ran fingers down my spine.  Kneaded my thighs like dough.  He caressed my bottom, stroking each painful welt with pride and affection.

Then, just as I thought I'd melt into the bathwater itself, he slid his fingers back inside me.

I was so turned on by this point.  The switches might have been tortuously painful, but they'd awoken my body's senses like never before. I'd never felt so alive to every touch and sensation.  As Clive's thick fingers stretched me open and his callused thumb circled my clit, I bit my lip and surrendered to an orgasm every bit as blissful and intense as the birching.

Feeling floppy and helpless, I let Clive position me on all fours, my weight resting on the end of the bathtub.  Then there was a splash and he clambered into the hot water.

I peered over my shoulder, watching him drop to my knees behind me.  Sticking up from between his legs was a thick, black rod that looked far more daunting than the switch he'd tortured me with.

With his rough fingers closing around my thighs, I let him spread my ass. Then I felt his thick, engorged cock press against my pussy.

He sunk into me like I was hot butter.  Immediately, I felt deliciously full.  His magnificent dick slid so deep inside me, I could feel my spine straighten.

My fingers gripped the lip of the bathtub and I braced my feet against the taps.  Somewhat secure, I then surrendered myself to him.

Clive was a passionate and powerful lover.  He dug deeply into my pussy, spreading me wider and more open than I'd ever been before.  His muscular, brown body was hot against mine.  His dick throbbed and swelled inside me.

The thought of being fucked so forcefully by a man other than my husband made me wilt in wicked pleasure.

As Clive pounded into me, the water sloshed and splashed over the edges of the bathtub.  His big dick rubbed and teased my g-spot.  His bony hips slapped against my fleshy rump and each thrust set my sore bottom screaming in delicious agony.

Then I heard him grunting.

I had to brace myself against his pounding.  Bucketfuls of water sloshed onto the bathroom floor.  His rough fingers grasped my buttocks and wrenched them apart, so he could plunge his pulsating cock even more deeply inside of me.  He was splitting me in two - and I loved it.  Closing my eyes, I uttered a low moan as he drove me over the brink into orgasm.

And then he cried out.

His weight crushed mine.  His cock, lodged deep inside me, swelled and pulsated, stretching me wider than ever before.  I felt myself fill with warmth.  He was coming inside me - another man's sperm was spurting into my body and just the thought of that alone was enough to make me twist and tremble in a third and final climax.

We'd stayed connected at the groin for what seemed like forever, both gasping for air.  Eventually, he slid his flaccid cock out of me inch by delicious inch and it flopped wetly into the water.  I slumped back, feeling his seed dribble down my thighs.

Still weak as a kitten - by the climaxes as much as the caning - I let Clive help me from the bath and wrap me in a fluffy white towel.  He led me to the bedroom, where I slumped onto the covers while he mopped up the water in the bathroom and helped get the place back into some semblance of order.

Eventually, he came back into the bedroom, pulling on his clothes.

I was more awake now, lying on my tummy with my naked rump exposed.  It was criss-crossed by a dozen angry red lines.

"What on earth will I tell my husband?" I demanded.  "My ass looks like a checkerboard!"

"Well, Mrs Hunt," Clive knelt by the bed and gave me a wet kiss on the lips, "that's no longer my problem."

With that, my magnificent neighbor left by the back door, whistling cheerfully and swishing that willow branch through the air.

I reached rather frantically for the cocoa butter.  I had six hours until my husband was home.  Perhaps, by some miracle, I'd be able to make the redness go down by then...


Stuck and Messy

One evening, coming back to the house, I heard an excited greeting from my wife.  As I unlocked the door, Gina bounded up to me and kissed me on the lips.

"Come and see what I made."

She grabbed my wrist and led me towards the bedroom.

This was my kind of surprise!  I dropped my briefcase and followed.

Outside the bedroom door, she stopped.

“Oh," I said, disappointed.  "I thought you'd built something inside the bedroom.  Like one of those love swings, or something."

"That's been ordered," Gina reassured me.  "But look at this."

She closed the bedroom door and I reeled.  There was a hole in it!

"It's a cat-flap," Gina explained.

"A cat flap?  But we don`t even own a cat!"

"Well, we might get one."

"Not into the bedroom!"

I peered at the hole in the door.

"Anyway, it's a bit big, isn't it?  I mean, a cat's very small.  You could practically fit through that cat-flap."

"I could fit through it," Gina said, defiantly.

"No," I laughed.  "You're not that small.  You couldn't fit through that."

"Want to bet?"

I grinned at her.

"Seriously?"

"Watch this."

Dropping to her hands and knees, my wife eased her arms through the hole into the bedroom door and then poked her head through.

She wiggled her shoulders.

"It's tight."

"I told you," I sneered.  "You're not that small!"

"Oh, yeah?"

Gina pulled her head back out and pulled off her sweater.

"It was a thick sweater," she explained.

In just her bra, my wife ducked down again and tried to squeeze her shoulders through the tiny hole.  She grunted, wiggling her curvy little bottom.

"There!" Her shoulders popped through the cat-flap.  "I did it!"

She continued crawling forward, trying to squeeze her hips through.

"It's these jeans!  They're too thick."

"Need some help, there?"

"Please."

Rolling my eyes, I helped unbuckle her jeans and eased them over her hips.  My wife's beautiful, curvy bottom was revealed, just inches from my face.

She was wearing a tiny, bubblegum pink thong.

"Very nice," I commented.

She kicked off her jeans and then started struggling through the cat-flap.

Her face glistened with sweat.

"I've almost got it!"

She took a deep breath.  Gina's face was red.

"One more go." She wiggled her hips.  "Nnnnnrrrgh!"

Nothing.

"Phew," Gina wiped her brow.  "Okay, I guess I won't fit through the cat-flap.  You win!  Now help me out."

She started to go into reverse.

"Bollocks!" Gina tried to squeeze her shoulders back through the hole. "I can't get my shoulders out!"

I grabbed her hips and pulled.

"Pull harder!"

She was stuck.

Her head and shoulders were on one side, her hips and legs were on the other.  Like a pig in a poke, my wife was stuck fast in the little cat-flap.

"I told you it was too small."

"Shut up!  Get me out of this!"

I knelt down and grabbed her hips again.

"Nnnnrgh!"

I pulled hard, my face turning red.

"Come on!  Pull harder!"

There was a snap!  I suddenly flew across the room and landed in a heap under the ironing board.

In my hand were her bubblegum pink panties.  The thong had snapped.

"Hey!" Gina, or at least her naked ass, which was the only bit I could see, was shouting at me.  "What happened to my knickers, you pervert?"

I dusted myself down.

"Listen, Gina.  I think you're stuck."

"Oh, you'd love that, wouldn't you?"

"Listen.  Let's try pushing you out."

I knelt down behind her, grabbed one of her firm buttocks in each hand and pushed.  Gina wriggled and struggled, but she wasn't going anywhere.

"We'll have to try something else."

"Like what?"

"Hang on a second.  I've got an idea."

I ran into the bathroom and raided the cupboard.  A moment later I came out with several tubs, bottles and tubes.

Gina heard the clunk of the toiletries from behind her.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm lubing you up."

"Hey!  Christ, no!  Leave my bum alone for five minutes!"

"I'm lubing your body up, you chump."

At first we used moisturiser, squirting big dollops over Gina's hips. That didn't really help.  Next, we tried half a bottle of baby oil.

Her hips and backside glistened temptingly.

"Push!" I put my shoulder against her ass, trying to force her through the hole.  "Push harder!"

A minute later, we both collapsed with exhaustion.

"Look," Gina suggested.  "Why don't I try reversing out of here.  Come and lube up my top half.

I crawled around to Gina's front.

"Well, we're out of moisturiser," I warned her, "but we've still got some baby oil and half a tube of KY Jelly."

"Take my bra off.  I don't want it to get ruined."

So, naked, I slathered Gina's chest and shoulders with baby-oil.  Then, I squirted a big glob of KY Jelly onto the palms of my hands and started rubbing it into her heavy, pendulous breasts.

I couldn't help it.  My cock started to swell up as I squeezed and kneaded her heavy breasts.

"Is that a lump in your trousers?  You're getting turned on by this, Pervert!"

"A bit," I admitted.

"Save it for later."

We tugged, pulled, shoved and squeezed, but Gina failed to escape.

Panting a little, she said:

"I think I moved a bit more that time.  The lubrication's working."

"Well, we're out of it."

"Go to the kitchen.  See if you can find anything."

I wiped my hands and ran to the kitchen.

A moment later I came back, laden down with goodies.

"Right.  I've got oil-in-a-can, a tub of virgin olive oil and two sticks of butter."

I sprayed the can of oil all over her breasts and shoulders.  The tub of olive oil was poured over her hips.  I used my hands to smear the gloop all over her waist and body, feeling her firm, supple flesh under my hands.

She was a complete mess.  Covered in oil and grease, Gina glistened, dripping on the floorboards.

My wife and I struggled, but it still didn't work.  I could hardly grip her.  Every time I grabbed my wife's hips to pull, the oil and grease made my hands slip.

"Push me!  Get your shoulder against my ass and push!"

I dropped to me knees, placed my shoulder against the soft, firm cheeks of her bum and pushed.

Nothing.

I flopped back, resting my cheek on her bottom.

"Bloody hell!" Gina cried.  "I'm still stuck!"

I panted for breath.  Her buttocks were slick with sweat and her hips and thighs glistened softly with the dripping gloop.

My cock throbbed in my trousers.

Gina heard me unzipping my fly.

"What are you doing?"

"Listen," I told her, kicking off my clothes until I was naked, "I can't really concentrate on your problem while I've got this big distraction."

"Seven inches of it?"

I picked up one of the sticks of butter.  It was still firm, from being in the fridge so long.  As I unwrapped it, I patted Gina lovingly on the bum.

"Listen," I told her.  "This is going to help you relax your muscles."

"Relax my...?  What are you doing back there?"

I threw the foil onto the floor and knelt down behind Gina, parting the cheeks of her bum.  Her tiny little asshole, all pink and wrinkled, peered up at me.

"Leave my ass alone!  Aieeeeeeeeee!"

She was screaming because I'd just pressed the tip of the stick of butter against her bum.  Firm and cold, it forced her open and slid into her ass like a dildo.

"This`ll make everything go in much more easily."

"Things aren`t meant to go in there!"

I slid the stick of butter in and out of Gina's firm little ass.  With my other hand, I scooped up some of the grease and rubbed her clit, until my wife squirmed.

"That`s nice.  But what are you doing to my bum?"

The stick of butter was slowly melting.  As it was warmed up by Gina's body heat, the butter greased up her asshole beautifully.

I rubbed Gina's clit, listening to her breath grow deeper.

"If this hurts, I`ll kill you!"

The stick of butter finally squidged into a greasy lump.  I took the lump and rubbed it up and down my cock, greasing myself up.

"What is your obsession with my ass?" Gina moaned.  "I swear you put a load of cum up my butt every other day.  I think you should see a psychiatrist."

I pressed the tip of my greasy dick against Gina's asshole.  With a pop, the head of my cock sank in past the ring of muscles and I felt the most exquisite grip around my shaft.

Gina groaned: "Fuck, that`s big!"

My cock sank deep into her hot, buttered ass, right up to the balls.  I gripped her hips, thrusting in as deeply as I could. "Gentle, please!" Gina moaned.  "Please be gentle!"

I pumped in and out of her butt, listening to the squelch of butter and grease.

"Gentle!" Gina was moaning.  "God, you're really reaming me out!"

She felt so tight.  I gripped her oily hips and pounded in and out of her, feeling her ass open up under the punishment.

"Ugh!" Gina grunted at each thrust.  "Ugh!  Ugh!"

There was a wet slap as my hips thumped into her buttocks.  Her bum jiggled with each blow.

"Mmmm!" Gina begged.  "It`s in so deep..."

My cock was swelling up inside her ass.  The feeling was so good.

My balls constricted.  I thrust myself so far into Gina's ass that she screamed.  A flood of cum bubbled up the shaft of my cock.

"Here it cums!"

Powerful spurts of spunk flooded her butt.  I came like a racehorse, pouring buckets of semen into her bowels.

Pop!

Powered forward by the last thrust of my hips, Gina popped through the cat-flap.  She'd had to wrench herself off my dick, impaling her asshole, but she managed to scramble free,

"I'm free!" Gina stood up, covered in grease and grime.  She was glistening.  Big, white globs of spunk rolled down her legs.

She rubbed her ass.

"Fuck!  You really reamed me out..."

I stepped into the bedroom and gave my wife a hug.

"Thank God you're free." I was actually a little disappointed.  I was sure I had another couple of loads of cum in my swollen balls and her ass had been so tempting, all pert and defenceless, stuck in the doorway.

Gina pressed her head against my chest.

"I'm pleased to be out of there!"

"I told you that it could relax your muscles."

"Relax them?" She wiggled her hips.  "I don't think my bum will feel right for a week." She squeezed me tightly, though.  "But it was fun."

Gina went off and had a shower while I tidied up.

A little while later, all freshly scrubbed, she left me to wash up and picked up the phone.  She grinned at me.

"Who are you calling?" I demanded.

"Hush," Gina pressed her finger against her lips.

I could hear the phone ringing.

"Hello?  Is that you, Keri?"

Keri was our attractive young neighbour, who both Gina and I had fancied for ages.  My wife, the kinky little slut, obviously saw an opportunity here!

Gina winked mischievously.

"Listen, Keri," my wife said, innocently.  "I've just put a cat-flap in the bedroom door.  No, we don't have a cat.  Not yet, anyway.  But my husband and I were having an argument about it.  He says you'd never fit through it, but I think you could..."

"What's that?  A bet?  Of course.!"

She hung up.

"Right," Gina grinned.  "Keri's going to be over in half an hour."

"What are you doing?"

"I'm running across the store to pick up some butter and olive oil."

She winked.

"If I was you, darling husband, I'd get to work making sure that cat-flap's a couple of sizes smaller, just in case..." 

The End
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