







GIRLS WHO BELONG TO OTHER MEN

BOOK 2

PETE ANDREWS








This is a work of fiction.  All characters are of legal age.

First Edition.  September 2023.

This book was written by and copyright © 2023 Pete Andrews.  All rights reserved.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR




I write sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover on sites like Literotica and ourhotwives.

My stories are romances, so they delve into the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters get great sex, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them. 

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happen.”

You can find my other books at https://www.amazon.com/author/peteandrews.  Here, I also try to give updates on what I’m working on.

If you’d like to join my mailing list, or would like to send me any questions or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.


Contents

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1

I didn’t see Molly the rest of the summer.  A few days after the party, I got a call from Johnny, her husband.  He told me they didn’t need me to cut their grass anymore.  He didn’t say why.  I couldn’t tell if he was pissed.  He looked kind of guardedly at me though (or appraisingly?).  He didn’t say anything, so I assumed he didn’t find out about Molly and me.

Later that week, I scouted their house and waited for Johnny to leave for work.  Then I walked up to the house and knocked on the door.  One of the kids opened the door.  Then a babysitter asked me what I wanted.  I muttered something about getting the house wrong and left quickly. 

I did the same thing each morning for a week.  I didn’t knock on the door again but looked in some of the windows.  The babysitter and kids were there, but not Molly.  Where was she?

A couple weeks later, Molly’s friends came into the restaurant for their girls’ night out.  I was their waiter, and they didn’t treat me any differently, so I figured they didn’t know about my affair with Molly.

As I waited on them, I listened to their banter.  I found out Molly was spending the rest of the summer with her parents, who had moved to Florida a few years ago.  It was juicy gossip among these ladies, because the kids didn’t go with her.  Another juicy topic of discussion was whether Johnny and the kids were going to visit her in Florida.  So far they hadn’t. 

I didn’t like these women.  They were supposed to be Molly’s friends, but it seemed like they cared more about the gossip than her.

A lot of questions ran through my head.  Did Johnny find out about our affair?  Were they splitting up?  But how could he have found out?  Did a neighbor see us together?  Did someone see us at the party?  But even if Johnny kicked his wife out, why were the kids still at home?  Surely Molly would have taken the kids to Florida if she and Johnny were splitting up.

All this didn’t make sense.  I figured I didn’t have enough information to make it all make sense.

I thought about calling Molly.  But she hadn’t called me.  And why would she?  She was 35, married, with 2 kids.  I was 18, going into my sophomore year of college, and had a thing for married MILFs.  Why would she want to talk to me?  I mean, our sex was great.  And we’d had a few laughs.  But it wasn’t like she was emotionally attached to me.  We weren’t even friends.  Not really.  Like I said, I was only 18.  I wasn’t even legal to drink yet.

So, whatever.  That’s what it was for me.  Whatever.

Deep down, I knew I was being a jerk.  I targeted Molly, stalked her even, and got her to cheat on her husband.  And not just once, but many times.  To me it was all a game.  But to her, it was real.  It was her life.  And maybe I’d started something that would end up getting Molly hurt.  Or worse.

But I wasn’t worried about it.  I didn’t spend much time thinking about it.  I was 18.  Immature and selfish.  All I cared about was me. 

So for me, it was just a whatever.

The thing was though, I liked Molly.  Not just her sexy, MILF-y body.  Not just the awesome sex.  Not just the wicked mindfucks, like doing her at the party with her husband just down the hall.

I liked Molly.  She was nice to me.  She was a sweet girl.  She acted younger than her 35 years.  Well, maybe not younger.  More like, she was more naïve than a normal 35-year-old woman.

I should’ve been more worried about her.

But I was a selfish dick.  So I didn’t worry about her, or think about her much.  In fact, if I did call her up, the first thing I’d ask wouldn’t have been, “How are you doing?  Are you okay?  Are things okay between you and Johnny?  Can I do anything to help?”

No.  The first thing I’d ask Molly was, “Did little dick Johnny eat the creampie I fucked into your pussy at the party?”

About a week after the party, I got an ache in my cock for married pussy.  I could’ve picked up and fucked a pretty, barely legal tourist girl from a lifeguard party.  But now I was hooked on married girls.  Or a girl with a serious boyfriend.  Or a girl with a fiancée. 

I could’ve called Suzanne, but what she said the last time we were together – “the things you say – the things you make me do – they’re really mean.  You’re really mean, Clark” – it bothered me more than I cared to admit.  So, I did what I always did when faced with an uncomfortable situation.  I ignored it.  I didn’t think about it.  And the best way to do that was not to call Suzanne, or try to hook up with her again.

So, I decided to try the hotel pickup game again.  On my next day off from the restaurant, I drove inland to the closest airport.  I went to the Hyatt hotel that was about a mile from the airport.  I’d searched on Google, and found that this was the largest hotel with the largest bar around the airport.  So, I figured there would be a bigger selection of married chicks traveling alone at the Hyatt.

I wore jeans, sneakers and a t-shirt.  I was probably underdressed for this business hotel bar, but I wanted to look like an 18-year-old, which I was.  In other words, I wasn’t trying to look older.  From Molly, I’d discovered that 30- and 40-something married MILFs got off on the taboo of getting screwed by a boy young enough to be their son.

My t-shirt was a size too small – L instead of XL – because I wanted my jacked chest and hard biceps to show.  Again from Molly, I’d discovered that older women are aroused by young men with good bodies, after being married so long to out-of-shape husbands whose best days were behind them.

I sat at the bar and ordered a beer.  The bartender looked at my fake idea.  He raised an eyebrow and asked, “Are you really 21?”

I looked him in the eye and said, “No.”

He laughed.  “Why are you here anyway?” he asked with a grin.  “Isn’t this place kind of old for you?”

Again, I looked him in the eye, and said, “I like fucking married chicks.”

His grin disappeared.  Then he poured me a beer.  As he slid it to me, he said, “No charge.  And good luck.”

Fuck! I love bartenders!




The pickings were slim.  Sure, there were a few married chicks.  But I’m not going to fuck a dog.

I mean, I wasn’t expecting all MILFs to have a tight, sexy body like Molly’s.  But she had to have a pretty face.  I wasn’t going to fuck a dog.

Then I saw her.  She was an attractive late 30s/early 40s brunette.  She sat alone, her head in her phone and sipping a Cosmo. She wore a black dress that ended just above the knee. She had a pretty face and nice legs. Most importantly, she wore an engagement ring with a big sparkling diamond, and a gold wedding ring.

I sat one stool over.  I asked, "Flying out tomorrow?"

She looked up from her phone. "Oh ... yes," she answered, surprise on her pretty MILF-y face. I guessed she didn't have many conversations with 18-year-old boys in bars. "You?"

"No, I live here. At the beach.  I come here for the action."

"The action?" she asked, looking intrigued.

"Sure, you know, for the girls. You know this is a meat market, don't you?"  I was bullshitting, but she didn’t know that.  I had no idea if this was a pick-up bar.

She laughed, motioning around the bar with her hand.  She said, "Here, a pick-up place? Really?”

I finished my beer, and motioned to the bartender to get his attention. She stared at my arm as my biceps rippled under my Taylor Swift T-shirt. She blushed and looked away when I caught her staring. "Another one?" I asked, pointing at her almost empty martini glass.

"I shouldn't, but ... well, why not?"

We waited in silence as the bartender fetched another beer and mixed a Cosmo. From the corner of my eye, I saw her surreptitiously checking me out.  

The bartender served our drinks.  With a straight face, he asked, “Put this on your tab sir?”

“Yeah, thanks,” I said.  I fucking love bartenders!

"You don't have to pay for me,” the MILF said.  Actually, at that moment, I didn’t know if she was a MILF.  I didn’t know if she had any kids. 

"I want to," I insisted, and clicked her glass with my beer. "Cheers."

“I should be paying for you,” she said.

“Why?”

“I’m sure I make a lot more money than you,” she said.

“I make good tips.”

“You’re a waiter?”

“I’m a college sophomore,” I said.  “I mean, I will be a college sophomore, when school starts up again.  I wait tables in the summer for spending money.”

“Oh okay,” the MILF said, smiling slightly as she looked down at her fresh Cosmo.  She probably couldn’t believe she was talking to a college sophomore in a pick-up bar.

"So, this is really a pick-up bar?" she asked with a smile. "I never would have guessed. And I stay here all the time.”

"Well, it’s not a place to meet college girls.  Or 20-somethings."

She tilted her head to the side inquisitively. "Then what?"

"I come here to meet older women," I said. "You know. MILFs.  Cougars."

She covered her mouth, and then began to laugh. "Oh my god.  You're joking?"

"I'm absolutely serious."

Her cheeks reddened. "So -- are you saying you're trying to pick me up?"

I pretended to study her. I slowly looked her up and down.  I said, "I don't know. You satisfy the I-L-F. But I don't know about the M.”

She laughed again, and said, "Well, I guess I qualify. M for married and M for mom. I have two kids."

"Okay, then," I said with a mock lecherous grin. "You're my prey tonight."

She laughed.  It was a strained laugh though.  She was probably wondering if I was serious.  Or if I was mocking her.

She looked at my t-shirt and said, “So you like Taylor Swift?”

“Sure,” I said.  “She’s sick in concerts.” 

Then I deadpanned, “She’s hot.  But too young for me.”

The MILF laughed again. 

(But let me tell you the truth – I would fuck Taylor Swift in a second.   I mean, I’m not crazy.)

“So how am I doing so far?” I asked.  “About getting into your pants?”

The MILF shook her head and said, “I haven't been single for a long time. I don't remember men being so aggressive.  Or in your case, boys.  How old are you?”

“18,” I said.

“Oh my god,” she said.  “My oldest is 16.  Are you really hitting on me?  Or just joking?”

"Come on, be truthful,” I said.  “You're beautiful and sexy. I bet you get hit on all the time."

"Well – maybe not all the time," she said demurely. A smile crept across her lips, telling me my compliment pleased her.

I stood up and offered her my hand. I said, "Come on.  Dance with me once, before you reject me and break my heart."

She shook her head.  She said, "You're sweet. Aggressive, but sweet. But I'm happily married. In fact, it's our anniversary tonight. I'd be home right now, but my flight was canceled."

I felt my cock stir in my pants. I said, "Ah ... so that's why you're so dressed up."

She nodded. "We were going to a musical tonight."

I had a hunch.  I was fishing, but I had a hunch.  So, I asked, "What did your husband do? Did he go alone, or just toss the tickets?"

"Oh god no. They were too expensive to throw away. He went with his secretary."

I gawked at her a moment.  I couldn’t believe what she just said.  But at that moment, I knew for sure I was gonna fuck my sperm into this pretty MILF’s married pussy.  I just had to play it right.

I dramatically raised an eyebrow and asked, "His secretary?"

A cloud passed over her face, but she quickly regained her composure. "Well, you know, when I told my husband my flight was canceled, he invited Mandy to go to the play as a thank you for all her hard work."

I looked skeptical and said, "Mandy, huh? She sounds young. How convenient she was able to go on such short notice."

The cloud returned. I could tell she thought the same thing. She drained the rest of her Cosmo, and I motioned to the bartender to refill her glass. "It's nothing," she finally said. "Sometimes I think he might be cheating on me, but I know he's not. It's just ... we've been married 15 years, and he doesn't pay as much attention to me like he used to. And lately he's been working late a lot, ever since ...."

"Ever since what?"

She hesitated, then blurted out, "He hired Mandy 2 months ago."

The bartender returned with a new Cosmo.  As he slid the pink martini to the MILF, I thought to myself, “Is it really going to be this easy?  Is this chick Molly 2, primed for a good fucking because her idiotic husband has been neglecting her?”

The MILF immediately drained half the Cosmo. The alcohol was getting to her.  This was her third Cosmo and that would get to anyone, especially someone as petite as this MILF.

I slid closer to her. "Do you want to know what I think?” I said.  “I think your husband's an idiot. If I had a wife as good looking as you, I wouldn't let her out of my sight."

She looked searchingly into my eyes, trying to detect any insincerity. I knew she was vulnerable at that moment. And I didn’t care.  If I could use her vulnerability to get into her pants, then that was what I was going to do.

I gave her my most sincere smile, and said, "I'm not kidding. You're a knockout.  And smoking hot."

Okay, maybe knockout and smoking hot were exaggerations.  Molly was a knockout and smoking hot.  This chick was a couple notches below Molly.  But still very fuckable.  Suzanne would be lucky to look as good as this MILF in 20 years.

"Stop," she said embarrassed. "I'm old enough to be your mother."

"No way. Anyway, if you were, I'd call my congressman to make incest legal."

"God you're so bad!" she said laughing.

I extended my hand again. "One dance, just one."

She looked nervous. "No one else is dancing."

I smiled inwardly. I couldn't believe how easy this was. Were all married girls primed to cheat on their husbands? 

I motioned behind the bar. "It's dark back there. No one will be able to see. Just one dance. Come on, it's your anniversary, and your husband is having fun with Mandy. You deserve some fun too."

Mentioning Mandy decided it for her, just as I planned. She slipped off the bar stool, momentarily revealing a lot of thigh. She had nice legs. Long and shapely.  I was looking forward to getting between them.  I took her hand and led her to the darken space behind the bar.

I put my arms around her waist, and we danced a couple inches apart. As we swayed to the music, I brushed against her, letting her feel my muscular chest. Gradually, I pressed my body against hers. She couldn't miss feeling my erection.

I didn't grope her, but even with casual touching, I could tell she wore a bra and -- could it be? -- a garter belt. That made sense, as she planned to have a romantic anniversary evening with her husband.  The idea of fucking this married chick on her wedding anniversary aroused me even more, making my cock throb.  The MILF’s cheeks reddened, telling me she felt the twitch in my pants.

“You have a room here?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“What’s the number?”

“938.”

“Where’s the key?”

“In my purse.”

She had her purse around her shoulder, so there was no need to go back to our stools.  I led her out of the bar to the elevator.  In moments, we were in her hotel room.

I maneuvered her against the wall. Her eyes were glazed with a mixture of alcohol and lust. I covered her mouth with mine, thrusting my tongue down her throat. Passive at first, she soon returned my kisses.

She tentatively slid her hands down my back and up my arms. It had probably been a long time (if ever) since she'd embraced a man with a physique as defined and ripped as mine, so she was curious, as well as aroused. I moved my hand between our bodies and cupped her breast. Her hard nipples were evident even through her dress and bra, and she moaned into my mouth as I rubbed them.

I took her hand and moved it to my crotch, letting her feel the outline of my thick cock. She broke our kiss and looked down at the tent in my jeans. "God you're big," she slurred in a partially drunken, throaty voice.  She rubbed my dick over my pants, fascinated as my cock grew bigger.

I reached down and pressed my fingers between her legs. She moaned as I rubbed her pussy through her dress. With my other hand, I took out my cock. "Stroke me,” I told her. 

She did and it felt good.  Fuck she had a nice touch!  And I was horny from not having any pussy in a while.  I knew I was gonna cum fast.  But I didn’t want to cum in her hand.  So, I had to work fast.

I reached under her dress. "I want you to cum," I said as my fingers touched her soaking panties. She gasped as I inserted a finger into her. "Cum with me baby," I urged as I fingered her.

She moaned as I finger fucked her, with one finger and then two. She pressed her head into my chest. As she panted, I felt her hot breath through my Taylor Swift t-shirt. I used the moment to reach down with my other hand and free my cock from my pants.

So focused was she on my fingers in her pussy, she didn't notice my cock out of my pants.  And she didn’t notice as I reached behind her and unzipped her dress. She began thrusting her pelvis against my hand. Her body stiffened and time stopped like a roller coaster just before plunging down the mountain. Then, suddenly, her body shuddered as waves of intense orgasmic pleasure ripped through her sexy MILF-y body.

She collapsed into me, spent from her orgasm. I slipped the unzipped dress off her shoulders. Startled by the air-conditioned air on her suddenly bare back, she pulled away, but that only caused her dress to fall completely off her body and land crumpled around her high heeled feet.

Down to just her lingerie, I got a good look at her body for the first time. Medium sized breasts in a lacy black bra.  A somewhat fleshy stomach, but not bad for a chick who’s given birth 2 times.  She was wearing a garter belt and black stockings.  And stiletto high heels.  She’d really dressed up for her husband.  Too bad for him, as it would be my cock sinking into her pussy.

Her legs were long and shapely, although there was some thickness in her hips and thighs. Her ass was somewhat jiggly but not bad. 

So her body wasn’t perfect.  And maybe now I understood why her husband might want to test drive Mandy’s tighter, hotter, younger body.  But still, why?  This MILF was hot.  Why risk her love and devotion for a meaningless romp with a dumb-ass secretary?

I reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. It fell off her shoulders to join her dress on the floor. Her medium size breasts sagged a bit.  Probably from age and breast feeding (and gravity). 

“You’ve got nice tits,” I said.  I wasn’t lying.  They were nice. 

She blushed in embarrassment.  She knew her 40-something breasts weren’t the perfect tits she had as a young girl.  She knew Mandy’s were better than hers.

She confirmed it a moment later when she lamented, “Mandy has enormous breasts."  She looked sad as she said, “My husband gets more handsome every day.  He's surrounded by young, beautiful girls who want to take him away from me.  And I just get older."

"You're wrong," I said as I leaned in to kiss her. What she said was true and a fact of life, and that reality was making it so easy for me to get into her pants. Within moments, I was going to turn this devoted and faithful wife into a cheating and adulterous slut, and the prospect of her downfall made by cock throb.

"You're beautiful and sexy," I said reassuringly. I cupped her bare breasts and rubbed her hard nipples. She had just cum and gotten relief.  I didn’t want to get cock blocked by returning good sense and inhibitions. So, I quickly pulled aside her panties and bent at the knee -- she was more than a head shorter than me -- and positioned my cock at her pussy lips.

Without giving her any warning – or any chance to object – I thrusted upward, penetrating her married pussy with my cock.  I inwardly smiled as she gasped at my size.

"Oh god!" she grunted, her face contorted from the unfamiliar large cock inside her pussy.

"Don't worry, I'll go slow," I said reassuringly.  With a grin, I said, "Not used to something so big, huh?"

"God no!" she cried.

I smiled feeling triumphant. I loved it when they compared me to their husbands. Rocking slowly back and forth, I slowly pushed my meat into her.  Soon I had her stuffed to the hilt.  Then I started moving in and out faster. I asked, "I'm fucking you now babe. How does it feel?"

"Oh god it feels wonderful!" she cried in ecstasy.

Inwardly I laughed at myself.  A moment ago, I was concerned she was going to tell me to stop.  But no.  This slut was experiencing a big cock – a man’s cock – for the first time in her life.  I was hitting places her husband couldn't hope to ever reach, and she was learning firsthand why size mattered. 

I eased her onto the bed, onto her back.  My cock never left her pussy as I moved her legs over my shoulders. "I'm going to fuck you like your sexy body deserves to be fucked," I said looking into her eyes.  Then I began fucking her hard and fast.

After about 20 minutes and two intense vaginal orgasms for her, I felt myself getting close.  I wasn’t wearing a condom.  She probably hadn’t even thought about safe sex.  It was more proof that she had been a faithful wife all her marriage.  You don’t think about safe sex when your entire sex life was with your husband. 

Just before cumming, I grabbed her hips and pushed in deep.  Then I grunted and my body jerked as I ejaculated my seed into her married womb.

When I was done, I pulled and collapsed next to her on the bed.  We both looked up at the ceiling and gasped for long moments.

Then she looked over at me.  At my softening cock.  And she saw I wasn’t wearing a condom.

“Wait, what?” she said, panicked.  Her hands darted between her legs.  She felt the wetness.  “Did you just cum in me?” she asked with that panicked voice.

“Sorry.  You got me so hot.  I wasn’t thinking,” I said.  I was lying of course.  It was my plan to fuck her bareback and shoot my seed into her.

“I’m not on the pill!” she practically screamed.  “Jason got a vasectomy after our second child!  There was no reason for me to be on birth control!”

My eyes went wide.  I felt like I’d just hit the lottery.  I wished I’d known she was unprotected when I was fucking her.  It would have made the fuck even sweeter.

I didn’t say that of course.  Instead, I gave her an apologetic look and said, “I’m sure it’ll be okay.  But I’m sorry.  I should’ve pulled out.  I’m sorry.”

“Oh fuck,” she lamented as she hurriedly reached for her phone.  She switched to the calendar.  I knew what she was doing.  She was trying to figure out if she was ovulating.

My dick started getting hard again.

“God …,” she sobbed.  She was crying now.  “I’ve never cheated on Jason before.”

"I’ll never say anything.  I promise." I kissed the tears away from her cheek. "I don't even know your name.  He’ll never find out."

I pressed my body against hers.  I was hard again.  She felt my erection, and her face was a mixture of heartache, confusion and doubt.

I comforted her, holding her tight and kissing her lightly on her face.

Don't," she said in an almost pleading voice.  But she didn't try to stop me or pull away.

She was still on her back.  I rolled on top of her, my hard cock between her legs.  I adjusted slightly to line my cock up with her pussy.

She knew what I was doing, and said, “Stop.  I can't.  Not again.  Please.”

I stopped her protests by kissing her.  I was slow, softly kissing her lips.  Only after she began to kiss me back did I press my tongue into her mouth.  By then, she was kissing me back, and rolling her tongue over mine.

I pushed my hard cock into her.

She groaned at the penetration.  “God …,” she moaned as I slid my cock into her.  “I can’t believe I’m doing this with an 18-year-old.”

I didn’t say anything.  Instead, I leaned up, so I was on my knees.  She was still impaled on my hard dick, but now she could see all of me.  I crossed my arms in front of me and pulled off the Taylor Swift t-shirt.

“Oh …,” she said as she looked at my ripped chest.  Clearly her husband Jason didn’t have a hard body like mine.

I grabbed her hands and guided them to my chest.  She resisted only a little bit.  As she ran her fingertips over my cut chest and six-pack abs, she said with awe in her voice, “Wow.”

I leaned down and kissed her.  We made out as she roamed her hands over my cut, 18-year-old body.

I slowly rocked back and forth.  I fucked her slow as we kissed and fondled each other. 

“You didn’t put on a condom,” she said between kissed.

“I don’t have one,” I said.  I was lying.  I always kept a condom in my wallet.  There was no way I was pulling out, now that I knew she was unprotected.

I kept fucking her slow.  I fondled her tits and rubbed her nipples.  After a few moments, I felt her cum again on my cock.

Then I began fucking her hard and fast.  "Oh god oh god," she moaned as another orgasm built inside her.

Her head rolled back, and her toes curled in her high heels as she came on my cock again.

I gave her a few moments to recover, moving in and out really slow.  “I’ve never cum so much,” she said as she looked up at me.  I leaned down and kissed her.

I began fucking her faster.  I was close to cumming, and she knew it.

“You have to pull out this time,” she said.

“Why does it matter?” I asked.  “I’ve already cum in you once.”

She looked up into my face as she processed my words.  She asked, “You get off on this?”

“Yes,” I said honestly.  Then, like last time, I gripped her hips as I pushed in deep.  Then I deposited another load into her married, unprotected pussy.




A little later, we were still in her hotel bed.  Still naked.

She was smoking a cigarette.  It was no smoking in the hotel of course, but at this point, she didn’t care.

“Do you think Jason is having an affair with Mandy?” she asked me.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly.

She laughed.  But it was a humorless laugh.  “How would you know? How would you know anything? You’re so young.”

She pressed her palms against her eyes, and said, “God.  I can’t believe I’m in bed with an 18-year-old.”

“You don’t think it’s hot?” I asked.

“Well obviously I think it’s hot,” she said.  “I’ve let you fuck me two times.”  She shook her head and laughed that humorless laugh again.  “If my girlfriends knew I cheated on Jason with an 18-year-old ….  God, I don’t know if they’d hate me, or ask me for your number.”

“If they look like you, I’d want you to give them my number,” I told her.

She looked at me.  She said, “You said I'm going to fuck you like your sexy body deserves to be fucked.  Did you mean that?  About my body being sexy?”

“Yes.”

She looked sad as she said, “No one has ever said that to me.”

“Not Jason?”

“No.”

We were silent for long moments.  Then I said, “This is what you do to me.”  I motioned to my cock.  I was hard again.

Looking at my hard cock – my big hard cock – she asked, “Is it because you think I’m sexy?  Or because you like fucking married women?”

“Yes,” I said.

She laughed again, and this time it was a real laugh.

After a moment, she said, “I need a morning after pill.  I think there’s a 24-hour drug store down the street.  Will you get it for me?”

“I will,” I promised.  I moved to get on top of her again.  “After I fuck your sexy married body again.”

“Wait,” she said.  She pushed me onto my back.  With a grin, she said, “This time I want to be on top.”

I went to the drug store and bought a morning after pill. Returning to her hotel room, I gave it to her.

She took the pill with water, and said, “You probably should go now.”

“You said you’re at this hotel a lot?” I asked.

She shrugged.  “About once a month,” she said.  “For work.”

“You want to get together again?” I asked her.

She stared at me.  She said, “You’re 18.  I’m 43.  You really think I’m sexy?”

“I do,” I told her honestly.

She shook her head.  “I’ve never cheated on Jason before.”

“If he’s fucking Mandy, then you’d be getting him back,” I said.  “And if he’s not, well, he’ll never find out.  I’ve done this before, with other married girls.  I know how to keep my mouth shut.”

She laughed and said, “I cannot believe how this night turned out.”

“I promise to bring condoms next time,” I told her.  “Or you can go back on the pill.”

She stared at me.  She said, “You say crazy things for an 18-year-old.”

I grinned at her.  “So how about it?” I asked.  “My name is Clark.  Like Superman’s Clark Kent.  And I’ve shown you my superpower tonight.”

She laughed again.  Shaking her head, she picked up her phone.  “What’s your number?” she asked me.

I told her.

As she keyed my number into her phone, she was shaking her head and saying, “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

I asked, “What’s your name?”

She looked at me.  Considering.  It was like, if she told me her name, then this was really happening.  It wasn’t going to be a one-night stand.  A one-night mistake.

It was going to be an affair.  With an 18-year-old.  With a boy 25 years younger than her.

After a moment, she said, “My name is Stacy.”

I smiled and said, “Hi Stacy.”

“Hi Clark.”

Then we kissed.


CHAPTER 2

I didn’t see or hear from Stacy the rest of the summer.  I wondered if I’d ever see her again.  Oh well.  Another whatever for me.   It wasn’t like I was really interested in her.  You know, for a long-term romantic relationship thing.  It was just a game for me. 

I went back to college for my sophomore year.  I debated long and hard about whether to go back, because I was footing the bill (my parents didn’t have the money).  I didn’t want to end up like one of those college grads you see on TV with $100K in student loans.  But fortunately, my college was a state college, so the tuition wasn’t too high.  So, I figured I’d give it another semester, and then go from there.

I didn’t see Suzanne.  I didn’t call her, and she didn’t call me.  I was over the getting Suzanne to cheat on Freddie thing. 

After I’d had Molly and Stacy – well, I liked older women better.  Older married women better.

Why?  Well, for one, I think an older chick who keeps herself looking good is really something, especially if she’s had children.

Two, getting an older woman to cheat on her husband who she’s been married to for years – decades maybe – that really got me going.  It got my dick hard.

I still thought about Molly.  I wondered what happened to her.  Before leaving for college, I checked her house one last time.  Johnny and the kids (and the babysitter) were there.  Molly wasn’t. 

Her friends didn’t have another girls’ night out while I was there, so I wasn’t able to eavesdrop on their conversations for updates. 

I decided to stop thinking about her.  That was the best way to avoid feeling guilty over the way I might have fucked up her life.




A couple of weeks after class started, I drove to the Marriott next to the airport.  My cock was aching for pussy.  I’d had some barely legal, ripe Freshman pussy at frat parties, but while they gave me sexual relief, they weren’t what I wanted. 

I wanted married pussy.

I sat at the bar.  The bartender flirted with me as she served up my beer.  She was maybe 25, a little on the chubby side, but cute.  I knew I could pick her up if I wanted.  But she was too young and not wearing a wedding ring.  After a while, she realized I wasn’t interested.  She wandered off to find someone else to flirt with.

I was about to leave – another fail in this hotel bar -- when an older blonde slid onto the stool next to me.  I gave her a quick up and down.  Pretty face, blonde hair over her shoulders.  She was wearing a classy designer dress that showed a lot of leg. She looked like a classy lady.

I found out later she was 41, but she looked early 30s.  Most importantly, she was wearing a wedding ring.

Yes.  She was my prey tonight.  The next wife I’d get to cheat on her husband.

I finished my beer and called over the chummy bartender.  “Another Corona,” I said to her.  Then I glanced over at the pretty blonde.  “Can I get you something?”

The blonde looked down her nose at me, like she was bored and knew she was out of my league.  Probably she got hit on all the time. 

Then she looked at me.  Really looked, for the first time.  At my face.  At my chest in the one size too small t-shirt.  And my biceps.  She wasn’t shy about it either. She took her time checking me out.

Now she looked a little interested, and said, “A white Burgundy, please.”

“Sorry, we don’t have any white Burgundies,” the chummy bartender said.

“Then a chardonnay.”

When the bartender went to get our drinks, I said “Sorry they didn’t have the wine you wanted.”

The classy blonde looked down her nose at me again, and said “White burgundy is chardonnay.”

Oh.  I felt stupid.  But then, I didn’t know anything about wine.

“Are you here alone?” I asked as the bartender served our drinks.

The blonde gave me a tired “is that your best pickup line?” look.  

She said, “Would I be letting you buy me a drink if I was with someone?”

I smiled and tried to look innocent.  “Sorry, I don’t usually talk to strange girls in bars.”

The irony of my reply got to her, and she smiled. This blonde probably pegged me as a pussy hound the moment she laid eyes on me.

Her smile made her look even prettier.  Wow, she was gorgeous.  As good looking as Molly. 

Then I quickly chastised myself.  I reminded myself not to think about her anymore.

The blonde’s smile quickly disappeared, and she looked the other way.  She looked distracted, like she was looking for someone.

“You see someone you know?” I asked.

“No.  Why would you ask that?”

I shrugged and said, “You just look like you’re looking for someone.”

“No,” she said, looking down at her hands. 

So, whatever.  This chick was an enigma, and I didn’t have the patience for enigmas.  I’d struck out so many times in this bar, I was starting to think the fishing here was hopeless.

So, I reached out and placed my hand on her knee.  It was forward, yeah, and too early in the bar pickup game, but if I was going to strike out, I wanted to know fast.  As a last resort, I could always fuck the chubby bartender to get my rocks off.

I was surprised by her reaction when I placed my hand on her knee.  She didn’t look angry and slap my face.  And she didn’t give me a sultry look and start the seduction game.  You know, flirty banter and light touching that led to her taking me up to her hotel room.

Instead, she slowly looked from my hand on her knee, to my face.  She didn’t look mad or aroused.  Instead, she looked kind of melancholy and — what?  Resigned?

Without any emotion, she said, “Okay, let’s go.”

Five minutes later, we were in her hotel room.  As soon as I closed the door, I pulled her into my arms and kissed her.  I started slow and soft, running my fingertips along her neck, her cheeks, along her ear.  Then I pressed my tongue into her mouth, finding and softly caressing her tongue.

The blonde wasn’t instigating anything.    It wasn’t like she was passive – she was responding to what I was doing and returning my kisses.  But she let me take the lead. I was the driver, and she was along for the ride.

That didn’t sit well with me.  I wanted her to be as into this as me.  So, I worked on her.  We sucked face for a long time, standing there next to the door, her back up against the wall and me leaning into her.

Eventually she started getting into it, getting aroused.  She began running her hands through my hair as we continued to kiss, pressing her body against mine.

That’s when I finally allowed my hands to wander down her body.  Up until then, I’d just been stroking her neck and face.  Now my hands traveled down her back, softly stroking and caressing. 

I was surprised when I didn’t feel a bra strap.  She was an older lady and obviously very classy, yet she went braless?  Then, as my fingers passed over the waist of her expensive dress and onto her ass cheeks, I immediately felt the straps of a garter belt. 

She was alone in a bar, not planning to meet anyone, yet she went braless and wore a garter belt?  What was up with that?  There was a wedding ring on her finger.  Had she been planning to get picked up and cheat on her husband?  Yet, that wasn’t the way she was acting.

I reached between our bodies and cupped her tits.  They were small mounds in my palms.  I felt hard eraser size nipples.  She groaned when I rubbed her nipples between my thumb and finger. 

I reached down under her skirt.  After finding her braless and wearing a garter belt, it was no surprise to find she was commando.  I rubbed a finger between her pussy lips and she moaned into my mouth.

I was ready for more serious action, and I could tell she was too.  I sat down on the sofa and roughly pulled her down to her knees between my spread legs.  She knew what to do.  She ran her hands up my thighs, then cupped my crotch.  She unbuckled my belt, and unzipped my pants.  She moved closer so her head hovered above the big tent my cock made in my boxers.

“How old are you?” she asked me.

“18,” I said.

She smiled slightly.  Her eyes seemed to briefly dart to the side of the room. 

She carefully pulled my shorts down and my cock sprung out.  She took hold of it –she needed both hands.  She seemed to glance at the side of the room again as she said, “God you’re big.” 

Then she licked my shaft up and down.  After a few moments of licking, she opened her lips wide and took me into her mouth.

This blonde knew what she was doing.  Even with a cock as big as mine.  She bobbed up and down on my cock, her small hands around my shaft moving up and down in sync with her head.  She knew exactly the right pressure to stroke and suck me. 

Then she dropped me out of her mouth and licked me up and down, venturing down over my balls.  She heard me moan and took a moment to pull my shoes, socks, pants and boxers completely off.  She unbuttoned my shirt.  I helped her, taking the shirt off and tossing it to the floor.  She looked me up and down, from my chiseled barrel chest to my muscular legs, and I could tell she was impressed.  Then she traced her nails lightly over my chest, and I couldn’t help moaning.  God that felt good! Her nails continued over my stomach and down my thighs, and I groaned, writhing on the sofa.  Man, she knew how to touch a man!

She gave me a crooked smile.  She knew she had me.  She grabbed my calves behind my knees and pulled me forward so my ass was on the edge of the sofa.  She licked my shaft up and down again, then took me into her mouth, her blonde hair bouncing as she bobbed on my cock and stroked my shaft with her hands like before. 

While sucking me, she moved one of her hands under me and lightly tickled the underside of my balls.  I moaned and groaned.  Then, with her head still bobbing up and down on my cock, she took both hands and began tracing her nails lightly over the back of my thighs and ass. It felt like bolts of pleasure!  Who was this girl?  She was driving me fucking crazy!

Then she dropped my cock from her mouth and looked at me, again with that crooked teasing smile.  She knew how good she was.  She stood.  She reached behind and unzipped her dress.  She wriggled the dress down her body to the floor and stepped out of it.  I got my first look at her braless tits.  I liked what I saw.  Small but shapely, with a perkiness that belied her age.  There was no sag at all, and combined with her tight flat pristine stomach, I was pretty sure this chick had never had kids. 

She got back down onto her knees and took hold of my cock again.  She licked around my cock head and down my shaft.  She continued over my balls, and then again traced her manicured nails up and down the back of my thighs and calves.  I was moaning and writhing on the sofa, my head rolling back.  She was driving me ABSOLUTELY CRAZY!

I couldn’t stand it anymore!  I abruptly lifted her off the floor.  I threw her down onto the bed.  I looked down and saw a very pretty pussy.  And she looked so sexy in the garter belt, stockings and high heels.

I roughly pushed her legs apart and got between them.  Then I took hold of both her slim wrists with one hand, and roughly pushed her arms over her head.

“You fucking tease!  You’re going to get it now bitch!” I growled.  There was fear in her pretty face – no, not fear.  Excitement.  Yes, that’s what I saw.  For the first time all night, the melancholy and distraction were gone, replaced by excitement.  I could tell this sexy wife liked it rough.

Still holding her wrists with one hand, I used my other to position my cock at her pussy lips.  With the toes of my feet digging into the mattress for leverage, I thrusted into her pussy, getting half my shaft into her with that single thrust.  She screamed in pain and cried, “That hurts!  Go slower!”

I glared at her. She’d gotten me so riled up.  Part of me didn’t care if I was hurting her.  But I relented, slowly inching the rest of my cock into her pussy.  

Pretty soon I was balls deep inside her.  I began long stroking her.  I moved slow at first.  But soon I was slamming into her hard and fast. 

I let her wrists go and squeezed both her tits hard, abusing her body, and she cried out in pain again.  I muted her cries by planting my lips over hers, thrusting my tongue down her throat. 

I felt my orgasm building.  I knew I was close to cumming.  Usually I can last longer, but this blonde had gotten me too hot. 

She saw it in my face, and hissed, “Don’t you dare cum in me!”

Fuck her!  It was her fault I was so out of control!  Her fault!  And now she was going to pay for it!

I put her legs over my shoulders.  She couldn’t do anything about it since she was impaled on my shaft.  This let me fuck the sexy wife even deeper, harder and faster, and on top of that I liked the way her nylons rubbed against my neck and shoulders.  She grabbed my arms, holding on for dear life as I pounded her hard, over and over, relentlessly. 

“Oh god, shit, god,” she moaned, and I knew she was close to an orgasm.  I forced myself to hold off.  I wanted her to cum first.

I continued pounding her hard, adjusting the angle and pitch.  I was learning how she liked to be fucked. 

As she began cumming, her pussy contracted around my cock like a soft tight glove.  The sensations were too much.  I began cumming too, ejaculating once, twice and then three times, each time fucking my seed into her married pussy.

After our orgasms, I let her stockinged legs fall off my shoulders and we panted into each other’s face, staring at each other.  Eventually, she pushed against me. and I rolled off, my cock sliding out of her pussy.  My cock was covered in milky white froth.  Seeing my glistening cock, she looked between her legs and saw my seed seeping out of her pussy.  “I told you to pull out,” she said coldly.  She got out of bed, and went into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.  I heard the door lock.




She was in the bathroom for a long time.  I figured it was a message for me to go, so I climbed out of the bed and began dressing.  Then she emerged from the bathroom.   I was surprised to see her still naked.

I got my first good look at her.  From the top of her head to her feet.  Pretty face, lush blonde hair, petite slim body, perky tits, flat stomach, long legs.  It looked to me like she brushed her hair and put on new lipstick.  I glance down and saw her pussy lips were red and swollen, but clean of my cum.

She stood there, looking at me but not saying anything.  I couldn’t read her face.  I felt my cock stir.  I wanted another go with this married hottie.  Still feeling bad and unsure of what to do next, I said, “Sorry about being rough before.  And for not pulling out.”

I knew immediately I’d said something wrong as she looked away.  “It happens,” she said dismissively.  What had I done?  Did she want me to be an aggressive jerk to her?  Was that what she was into?

She glanced at the wall again – the same wall she looked at before – and shrugged.  Coldly like I wasn’t even there, she wrapped a white cotton robe around her and said, “You should go.”

I was surprised by her sudden mood change.  A moment ago, I thought she wanted another go too.  I mean, she put on new lipstick and brushed her hair.  Again, I wondered what I had done wrong.

Hoping for another chance, I asked, “Are you flying out tomorrow?”

She gave me a long look.  Like she was assessing me.  She said, “I live around here.”

“Can I see you again?” I asked. 

She looked melancholy as she said, “This was fun.  But it’s probably best if we keep this to just tonight.”

I knew if I left without her number, I’d never see her again.  And I wanted to see her again.  There was something strange about her.  She intrigued me.

Remembering what happened with Stacy, I asked, “Do you need anything?  There’s a 24-hour drug store down the street.  I can get you whatever you need.”

The sexy blonde gawked at me.  Then she laughed.  Shaking her head, she said, “I don’t think I’ve ever met an 18-year-old like you.  You sound experienced beyond your years.”

I was operating on instinct.  So, I told her the truth.  I said, “I’m into married girls. Older married girls.  Like you.”  I quickly added, “Not that you look old.  You’re super-hot.  But anyway, it gets me hot when I get a married girl to cheat on her husband.”

The blonde’s lips parted in surprise.  She fleetingly glanced at the wall again.  She asked, “What’s your name?”

“Clark.  Like Clark Kent.  You know.  Superman.”

She ignored my joke (or didn’t get it), and said, “I suppose you live around here Clark?”

I nodded and said, “I go to college here.  I’m a sophomore.”

The blonde nodded slowly, like she was considering.  Then she said, “What’s your number?”

I told her and she keyed my number into her phone. 

“Maybe I’ll give you a call sometime, Clark,” the blonde said.  “But you have to go now.”

“Can you tell me your name at least?” I asked.

She shook her head no, and said, “Goodbye Clark.”

If being a nice guy had been my mistake, then I decided to be an asshole.  I asked, “Your husband ever fucked you as good as me?”

Her sexy lips parted in surprise again.  She appeared to take a fleeting glance at the wall again.  Then she said, “No, he hasn’t.  You fuck me better than my husband.”

“Is that because your husband’s got a tiny dick?  Compared to mine?” As I said this, I pulled down my pants.  My big cock was half hard and getting harder.

She looked at my man-meat.  I couldn’t tell if she was tempted to go another round.  But she looked at my hardening cock for a long moment.  Finally, she pulled the robe tighter around her body and said, “Please go Clark.”


CHAPTER 3

It was over two months since the night with the blonde.  I checked around and no one knew who she was.  I figured I’d never see her again.  Then, on a Saturday afternoon, I was at an outdoor mall, at a Starbucks, and I looked up.  There she was, walking down the sidewalk.

She was looking at a mannequin at the Victoria’s Secret store when I caught up with her.  The mannequin was dressed in a bustier, stockings and high heels.  I sidled up to her and said, “You’d look great in that.”

She looked at me. 

“Remember?  Clark Kent.”

She gave a half laugh, and said, “I remember you, Clark.”

“You didn’t call me.”

“No, I didn’t,” she said dismissively.

Ouch!

Seizing the opportunity – and remembering she liked assholes – I said, “I’d love to fuck you again, better than your little dicked husband.”

At that moment, an older guy approached.  The blonde quickly took a step back from me.  She took the guy’s hand, and said to me, “This is my husband, Harry.  Harry, this is Clark.”

Fuck!  Did he hear what I just said?

Harry shook my hand.  He seemed to recognize me.  It freaked me out.

I don’t know why.  But I was freaked out.  Especially after what I just said to his wife.

I muttered something and rushed away.  The blonde wasn’t worth it.  This was too weird.

I went into a dive bar to get a beer.  I needed to calm my nerves.   I chugged the first beer.  Then the second. 

I was angry at myself.  Why did I freak?  It wasn’t like hubby had a baseball bat or an assault rifle.  Why didn’t I play it cool?  Why did I run away?

Then the blond walked into the bar.  She was alone.  She sat on the stool next to me.

“Where’s your husband?” I asked.

“Harry.”

“What?”

“My husband’s name is Harry.”

“Did Harry hear what I said?”

“Yes.”

Fuck! 

“So are you in trouble?” I asked.

She laughed, but it was a humorless laugh.  She said, “You don’t have to worry about Harry.”

I looked questioningly at her.  “What do you mean?”

She said, “Harry likes it when I’m with other men.”

My jaw dropped.  “What?”

“You heard me,” she said.  “He was there.  When we were together.  In the connecting hotel room.”

I remembered how she kept glancing at the wall.  Had there been a pinhole opening in that wall, for her husband to watch?  And the way she took so much time in the bathroom … was there a door from that bathroom to the connecting room?  Had she gone to her husband to give him sexual relief before coming back to me?

“But … I mean … how long have you been married?” I stammered, trying to get my head around this new information.  “When did you start doing this? How does it –”

“Look,” she interrupted me.  She looked at me like I was an idiot.  “I just told you my husband likes it when I fuck other men.   And you want to talk?”

I got it.  I mean, I wasn’t the smartest guy around, but I wasn’t an idiot either.

She had a hotel room a couple of blocks from the Victoria’s Secrets store.  We got there in less than 5 minutes.  A few minutes later, after heavy kissing and petting, my cock was in her sexy painted mouth.

Like last time, the blonde blew me like an expert.  Her mouth and tongue were amazing.  And I could tell she was into it.  Her cheeks were flushed from arousal.  At one point, she said, “Your cock is amazing.”

“What – what’s your name?” I managed to croak out.   It was hard to talk with my cock in the mouth of this cock sucking magician.

My cock was still in her mouth.  She looked at me with lust-filled bedroom eyes.  “Emma,” she answered in a throaty voice.  She swallowed me again, but now I wanted to reciprocate.  I pulled her off my cock and laid her on the bed. 

She was wearing flats.  I took them off her small, dainty feet and tossed them onto the floor.  I pulled off her jeans.  She was wearing opaque black tights underneath, and they made her long shapely legs look even better.  I pulled the tights off her.  She wasn’t wearing panties underneath.  I finished taking off my clothes too.

I got between her legs.  I looked at her pussy.  It was pretty, the lips thin and tightly pressed together, and just a couple shades darker than her ivory white skin.  She was completely hairless like a porn star.

“It’s your turn,” I said as my mouth moved towards her sex.

“You don’t have to do that,” she said.

“I want to,” I said like a gentleman.  “I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel.”

She shrugged, like she didn’t care.  Her face showed no interest or excitement at all.

I didn’t get it.  Just moments ago, with my cock in her mouth, she looked full of passion and lust.  Maybe getting eaten out wasn’t her thing.  But I dove in anyway, determined to give her pleasure. 

I was good at eating pussy.  I’d had a lot of practice and made an effort to be good.  I’d learned that the surest way of getting my cock in a girl’s pussy was with my tongue teasing her clit first.

But with this married cougar, it was like eating out a corpse.  No moans, no squirming, no nothing.  I looked up at her and she had the same look of disinterest on her beautiful face.

She saw the look of disappointment on my face, and gently said, “It’s not you.”

“You’re not into it?” I asked.

She hesitated, like she was considering how much to tell me.  After a moment she said, “I do like it.  Love it actually.  But it’s something I keep for my husband.”

I stared at her for long moments.

Eventually she pulled me towards her and said, “Just fuck me.”  Then she added, “Use a condom this time.  I’m not on the pill.”

My eyes went wide with shock.  And my cock twitched at the thought of shooting my seed into her unprotected pussy. 

“You have a condom, don’t you?” she asked.  “If you don’t I have some in my bag.”

I shook my head.  I had my own.  I reached for my wallet and got the condom I always kept there.  It was an XXL Trojan.  The label said “Extra Thin – Feels Natural.”

I figured her husband – Harry – was watching us.  Maybe a pinhole in the wall.  Maybe a camera stashed somewhere.  And I remembered she liked when I was a dick.  So, I showed her the condom and said, “Does your husband wear an extra-extra large condom when he fucks you?”

Emma’s eyes went wide.  Her cheeks flushed and her sexy lips parted.  She looked aroused.  So, she definitely liked it when I was an asshole.  And it was easy for me to be an asshole.  I wasn’t the nicest guy to begin with.  I was too selfish and immature.

And it got me hot to demean the husband of the wife I was fucking.  I’d done that with Suzanne and Molly.  I’d do that with Stacy too if I ever saw her again.

Emma composed herself and said, “My husband doesn’t fuck me. He makes love to me.  And when he makes love to me, he doesn’t wear a condom.”

“Don’t you worry about getting pregnant?” I asked.

She gave me a look that said that’s none of your business so I let it drop.

Then she said, “But anyways, your condom would be too big for him.  When I make him wear a condom, it’s a regular size one.”

“So, you do make him wear condoms?” I asked her.

She shrugged.  “I do sometimes when I have a long-term boyfriend.  If I like him, then I only let him inside me bare.  That’s when I make Harry wear condoms.  If I let him inside me at all.”

Again, my eyes went wide with shock!  All this was blowing my mind!  It was wicked and strange yet arousing too. 

With a grin, I asked, “So am I long-term boyfriend material?”

She laughed and said, “We’re a long way from that, Mr. Clark Kent.  And anyways, you’re really young.  I don’t want you to fall in love with me.”

It was my turn to laugh.  “You don’t have to worry about that Emmy,” I assured her.  “You’re super-hot, but I’m not gonna fall in love with you.”  At that moment, I pushed my cock into her pussy.

She groaned at the sudden penetration.  She said, “My name is Emma, not Emmy.”

If she wanted me to be an aggressive, controlling prick, then that would start with me giving her a pet name.  “To me you’re Emmy,” I said right before I planted my lips over hers.

I pushed in slowly so she could get used to my size.  It took a while but soon I was balls deep.  Then we began fucking.  God her pussy felt good.  Like a tight velvet glove around my shaft. 

Then I realized she wasn’t responding.  I looked down at her.  There was little excitement or passion in her beautiful face.  It was like she was just along for the ride.  I eventually came, but knowing she wasn’t enjoying the fuck or close to an orgasm, it wasn’t satisfying for me. 

I pulled out and went into the bathroom to dispose of the condom.  I was still bothered when I came out of the bathroom.  She was in bed with the covers up to her chin.  “You should go,” she said.

“Is he in the next room like last time?” I asked.  “Is he watching us?”

“I shouldn’t have told you that,” she said.

“Is he?” I pressed.  She shrugged but didn’t say anything.

I moved to the bed and pulled the blanket away, revealing her body.  “I said you have to go,” she said irritably.

I ignored her as I looked her up and down.  “How old are you?” I asked.

“Why do you care?”

“I don’t care,” I said.  “I’m just curious.”

She arched her spine, showing her small perky tits, and proudly said, “I’m 41.”

“You have a nice body for a 41-year-old,” I told her.  “You look like 31.”

She laughed.  “You’re 18.  How would you know?”

I grinned and said, “You might be surprised.”

Then I moved on top of her.  She tried to squirm away. “You have to go!”

“Why? Is it your husband’s turn now?” I asked.  Then I took her hands and held them over her head.  I kissed her, pushing my tongue into her mouth.

I was still bothered by the way she had been so unresponsive.  And still weirded out by the things she said about her husband, and their lifestyle.  So, I didn’t care if I was forcing her.

I held her thin wrists with one hand.  With my other, I guided my already hard cock to her married pussy.  I rammed it into her.

“Don’t!” she cried, her eyes tearing up from the sudden penetration. 

I covered her mouth with mine as I fucked her hard.  I put her slim shapely legs over my shoulders and fucked her even harder.

Her pussy felt just as good as last time, but since I’d just cum, I lasted longer.  I fondled her body as I rammed her pussy.  Finally, she began to respond, breathing hard, moving her sexy body in sync with my thrusts.

“Oh fuck!” she cried as she arched her back and came.  I felt her manicured toes curled next to my ears as bolts of orgasmic pleasure shot through her tight body.

I fucked her hard through her orgasm.  Then as I sensed her climax ending, I eased up, slowly long stroking her pussy as I tenderly kissed her lips.

“You’re not wearing a condom,” she said after catching her breath.

“No.”

“You have to pull out.”

“No.”

Hearing me, her eyes went wide, and she tried to squirm away.  But I was much bigger than her, and she was impaled on my big cock.

“I told you I’m not on the pill,” she said with alarm.

“I heard you,” I told her.  “That gets me hot.” 

I began fucking her hard again.  I pinned her hands above her head so she couldn’t fight.  I covered her mouth with mine so she couldn’t protest. 

When I was at the point of no return, I hissed, “I’m gonna fuck my sperm into your unprotected married pussy.”  A moment later, I was cumming.  And that’s what I did.  I fucked my sperm into her unprotected married pussy.  As I came, I felt her pussy spasm around my cock. 

“You’re a real asshole,” she said, pushing against my chest after I was done. 

I pulled out of her pussy and rolled onto my back next to her.  My sperm seeped from her swollen pussy lips.

“I felt you cum again,” I said.  “You came when I shot off into you.”

“Fuck you,” Emma said.  But she didn’t deny it.

She said, “You know, there is a thing called STDs.”

“I get tested all the time,” I told her.

“Like I should believe you,” she said sarcastically.

“I swear,” I said.  Maybe she sensed I was telling the truth.  I was telling the truth.  Because her attitude softened a little.

I saw my sperm seeping from her unprotected pussy and I started getting hard again.

She saw it and laughed.  “Seriously?” she asked.

“I am only 18,” I said, and she laughed again.

“And you’ve got a smoking hot body,” I said as I reached over.  I cupped and fondled one of her small, perfect tits.  “And you’re really pretty when you’re pissed.”

Once again, she laughed.  Then she got a condom from her bag. 

“Why does it matter now?” I asked.

“It matters,” Emma said. 

She rolled the condom down my shaft.  Then she straddled my hips and guided my cock back into her pussy.

This time, we were both into the fuck.  She rode me hard.  Since she was on top, she was able to adjust the angle and speed the way she liked it best.  I took mental notes so I could fuck her better next time – and I was starting to think there would be a next time.

She cried out as she came.  Her face contorted in pleasure.  She looked incredibly beautiful when she came.  The way Molly looked when she came.  But then I pushed that thought away.  I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about Molly.

Emma sensed when I was about to cum.  Almost in a single motion, she got off me, pulled off the condom and took my cock into her mouth.  With my cockhead in her mouth, she rapidly stroked my shaft.  I grunted as I orgasmed and shot my jizz down her throat.

We lay next to each other in silence for a long time, the setting of the sun casting long shadows across the hotel room.  Finally, I asked, “So is Harry in the connecting room?”

She sighed, realizing I wasn’t going to stop asking.  She said, “No.  This was a spur of the moment thing.  This hotel doesn’t have connecting rooms.”

“So where is he?”

“He’s downstairs in the lobby,” Emma said.  “Waiting for me to call him.”

“He must be pissed.  You’ve been with me a long time.”

Emma looked melancholy as she said, “No.  He likes it when that happens.  It means I’m into it.”

“You’re not into it?” I asked.

Emma shrugged.  She said, “I am.  But not all the time.  This was supposed to be a normal day.  A little shopping.  Dinner someplace.  Maybe a movie.  Just me and my husband.”

“So, what happened?” I asked.

“You happened,” Emma said.  “I ran into you.  And Harry thinks the idea of me with an 18-year-old is really hot.  I mean, it is hot.  But we just did this last night.  We’ve done it 3 times this week.  It’s gets to be a lot.  Sometimes I just want to be alone with my husband.  But for him, it’s like a drug.  The more I’m with other men, the more he wants me to be with other men.”

Now I understood why she had been so standoffish at the beginning.  She hadn’t wanted to fuck another man today.  She’d just done that last night.  She wanted a day alone with her husband, just the two of them.

“So, why’d you do it then?  Hook up with me?”

“I love my husband,” she said.  “I want to make him happy.”  Then she grinned at me and said, “And you’re young.  And cute.  You’ve got a big cock.  And you know how to fuck.”

We grinned at each other for a long moment.  Then she said, “Look.  Can you go?  I have to call Harry.”

I looked at her and nodded.  After dressing, I asked, “Can we get together again?”

Emma said, “You’re sweet Clark.  But you are only 18.  You weren’t even born when I graduated from college. It feels wrong.”

“The wrongness makes it hotter,” I said with a grin.  “And Emmy, you just admitted you like getting fucked by 18-year-olds.” 

Emma laughed.  “I’ll think about it,” she said.  “Now please go.  My husband is waiting.  And my name is Emma, not Emmy.”

I took her pretty face into my hands.  “To me you’re Emmy. You’re my slut Emmy.  Tell your husband that.”

She stared at me for a long moment.  Then she said, “Okay, I’ll tell him that.”

I kissed her.  A long passionate kiss.  Then I left her to give Harry my message.

I grinned as I left the hotel.  I was pretty sure I’d be hearing from Emma again. 


CHAPTER 4

But I was wrong.

It was two weeks later, and I hadn’t heard from Emma.  Or Stacy.  I was beginning to think starting an ongoing affair with an older married woman was harder than I thought it would be.  Maybe Molly had been a one-time thing.

I decided to go to a club in the city, about a 30-minute drive from campus.  This place wasn’t a college hangout.  It had an older clientele.

That was when I saw her.  Emma.  She was sitting alone at the bar.

She looked good.  She had on pinkish glossy lipstick and a classy dress that showed off a lot of her long legs.  Her high heels matched the color of her lipstick, and she wore sheer nude hose.  She was drawing a lot of attention from the men around her.  A beautiful, sexy woman alone in a club?  Of course, she would get a lot of attention from men looking for an easy lay.

I understood immediately.  Emma wanted to get picked up.  So her husband Harry could watch.

I scanned the club for Harry.  It wasn’t hard to find him.  He was sitting at the bar directly across from Emma.  He was watching as she got hit on.

A guy about 30 who was tall and thin, and had a pretty boy face, was flirting her up.  She smiled into Pretty Boy’s face as they talked and laughed at all his jokes.  Clearly, she was into it tonight.  Maybe she hadn’t gotten new dick in a while.

I looked over at Harry.  He looked beside himself with excitement as his wife got hit on.  His face was covered in lust. 

It bothered me.  Emma was gorgeous and sexy.  How could Harry let other men touch her?   It was hypocritical, since I’d been that other man.  Twice.  But still, it was weird.

Molly and Stacy were different.  Their husbands didn’t know they were cheating.  Same thing with Suzanne and Fred. 

I’d looked around on Google.  Men like Harry had a name.  Cuckolds.  I shook my head.  It was all fucked up. 

I got mad at Harry, and I got mad at Emma too.  Which I knew made no sense.  The reason I got into Molly’s and Stacy’s pants was because their husbands weren’t giving them what they needed.  It was the same thing with Emma.  But still, it got me mad seeing her getting seduced in front of my eyes.  By someone who wasn’t me.

Emma stood up and said something into Pretty Boy’s ear.  Then she moved towards the back of the club towards the restrooms.  A few moments later, Harry got up and followed her.  I followed too, moving behind people to avoid being seen. 

Halfway to the bathrooms, I watched as Emma turned and went out the service door that led to an alley.  I watched as Harry followed.

I knew there was a little used balcony on the second floor that overlooked the alley.  I rushed up to that balcony.

The balcony was empty.  I crept over to the railing and looked down.  Emma was there with Harry.  I quietly watched and listened.

“Are you attracted to him?” Harry asked excitedly.

“Oh yeah,” Emma said as she smiled at her husband.  “His hand’s been on my knee the entire time.”

“Oh yeah?” Harry said even more excitedly.  He reached down and put his hand on Emma’s knee.  “Like this?”

Emma took her husband’s hand and moved it up her thigh, to just below her skirt.  “More like this.  Does that turn you on Harry?”  With her other hand, she reached down and cupped her husband’s crotch.  “Oh, I see it does,” she said with a sultry smile.  She rubbed him through his pants, and he moaned.  She rubbed him some more, then she got down on her knees and unzipped his fly.

“What are you doing?”

“This,” she said, pulling out his dick.  “You don’t mind, right?” she teased with a grin as she stroked his hard shaft with her hand.  Then Emma swallowed Harry’s cock.  They were standing sideways to me, so I could tell his dick was small.  Short and thin.  No wonder she went wild over my big cock. 

It didn’t take long for Harry to cum in his wife’s mouth.

“That’ll have to do until I get home,” Emma said with a giggle as she got back onto her feet.  She staggered a little as she worked to regain her balance, because she was wearing 4-inch stiletto high heels.  Once back on her feet, she adjusted the skirt of her dress.

“So you’ll take him up to the room?” Harry asked.  Even though he just came, there was excitement in his voice.

“That’s what you want, right?” Emma asked.

Harry enthusiastically nodded his head and said, “You know that’s what I want.  Go back inside, take him to the hotel room.  I’ll be waiting at home.”

I looked at Emma’s face.  She was aroused but I saw something else there too.  Was it … disappointment?  Had she been hoping her husband would want to take her home and have her all to himself?

At that moment, I didn’t care.  I ran down the stairs.  Emma was just ahead of me when I hit the ground floor.  We were back in the hallway leading to the bathrooms.  This club had about 8 unisex bathrooms.  I grabbed her and pulled her into one of them.

Emma screamed, thinking I was a rapist or something.  But then she recognized me.

“Clark, what –.”

I cut her off by covering her mouth with mine.  I knew Harry had just cum in her mouth, and normally that would gross me out, but at that moment I didn’t care.

She struggled initially, but then began responding to my kisses.  Soon she was pressing against my body as much as I was pressing against hers.  I reached down and pulled up her skirt.  I fingered her clit and discovered she was wet.  Whether she got excited from Pretty Boy or her husband, I was gonna be the one who fucked her! 

I roughly twisted her around and shoved her against the wall.  I was gonna give her what she needed!  What she couldn’t get from Harry!

I ripped off her soaking panties.  I almost threw them away, but then I had a moment of inspiration and stuffed them into her mouth.  She tried to twist her head away, but I grabbed her silky blonde hair and pulled her head back, exposing her neck to me.  I sucked on her neck hard!  So hard I left a red hickey there.  A souvenir for her husband!

Once again, I shoved her against the wall, with her back to me.  In my lust I pushed her harder than I meant to, and she grunted in surprise and pain as her face hit the wall.  I took my cock out of my pants, and with one powerful thrust I penetrated her cheating married pussy.  I rammed her pussy so hard, I lifted her off her feet.  I heard her high heels clang to the shiny concrete floor as they fell off her pretty stockinged feet.

Emma yelped with pain into the panties stuffed in her mouth.  I was so lost in lust, I was beyond caring for her welfare.  I repeatedly rammed her hard and deep and fast.  With each thrust, her pretty face hit the wall again. 

I pulled out just long enough to twist her around, so now we were facing each other.  Then I shoved balls deep back into her.   I grabbed behind her knee and lifted her leg, allowing me to get even deeper.  I looked at her pretty face as I abuse her pussy, and with the lacy white panties stuffed in her mouth, it was a hot sight!  A part of my consciousness registered the tears welling up in her eyes, and there was the beginning of a bruise on her cheek.  I knew I would feel bad about that later, but for now I just wanted to fuck!

I reached between our bodies and roughly groped and fondled her breasts through her dress.  Once again, she was braless.  Despite the tears, I saw rampant lust in her eyes.  I pulled the panties from her mouth.  She immediately threw her arms around my neck and pulled my lips to hers.  Urgently we kissed.  I felt her body stiffen like a tidal wave before crashing down, and then she was shuddering as orgasmic pleasure shot through her sexy married body.  She moaned into my mouth as I jackhammered her pussy through her orgasm. 

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, but finally she stopped humping me, and I slowed down to give her a moment to catch her breath.  But I was impatient to start up again, because I was close too.  She saw it in my face.  Unexpectantly, she pulled away and my hard cock fell from her pussy.

She saw the disappointment in my face, and said, “It’s the most dangerous time of the month for me.”  Then she pressed my back against the wall.  She got down on her knees and swallowed me, and within moments I blew a huge load down her throat.  She swallowed most of it, but some of it drizzled down her chin and neck.  From somewhere she produced a few tissues and wiped her face and neck.

“Let’s go to your hotel room,” I said to her a few minutes later as she adjusted her stockings and then pulled down her skirt.

“Why do you think I have a hotel room?” she asked as she stepped back into her high heels.

“Because you get a hotel room to fuck while Harry watches or waits for you to be done,” I said.  I also knew because I heard them talking from the balcony, but there was no reason to tell her that.

Emma looked at me for a long moment.  Then she said, “Ok.  Let’s go.”

I could have taken Emma out the service door, but I was too much of an asshole for that. So instead, I led her back into the bar.  “What are you doing?” she asked as I led her back to where she had been sitting. 

Pretty Boy was still there, waiting for Emma.  There was a smile on his face as she approached.  But then his smile disappeared as he saw my arm around her.

“Emma –” Pretty Boy began to say.  But I interrupted him.

“Thanks for keeping my girl company until I got here,” I said with my arm still around Emma.  “For your trouble,” I said and flipped Emma’s ripped panties into his lap.

Emma was laughing as we walked the short distance to her hotel.  “You are a seriously wicked 18-year-old boy,” the 41-year-old sexy wife said with the laugh in her voice. 

With a lopsided grin, she added, “Your girl, huh?”


CHAPTER 5

Not too long after, I was on top of Emma.  I liked this position because I liked looking at her pretty face as we fucked, although I felt bad because there was a nasty bruise forming on her cheek where I slammed her into the bathroom wall at the bar.  Despite that, her arms were around my neck and as we enjoyed a slow fuck, we were either kissing or looking into each other’s eyes.  Her body tensed and her back arched, and her French manicured nails dug into my back as she came again.  I kissed her through her orgasm. 

Then I was fucking her harder and faster because I wanted to cum.  She took my face in her soft hands.  “Remember,” she said looking into my eyes.  Reluctantly, I pulled out just as I came, pumping my cream onto her stomach.  I wanted to cum inside her unprotective womb, especially since she was ovulating, but at least she didn’t insist I wear a condom.

Later my arm was around her and she was snuggled into me.  One of her legs was draped over me, and I felt the silk of her sheer stockings across my thigh.  Her high heels were still on, and I felt the smooth stiff patent leather against my calf.  With her fingers she was absent-mindedly tracing my pecs and ridges of my six pack.

I thought about the conversion I overhead with her husband.  There were so many questions running through my head.  It was passed midnight.  Wanting to start the conversation, I blurted out, “Harry doesn’t get worried you’re out so late?”

Emma raised up on an elbow and looked at me.  “You want to go?” she asked.

“No, I don’t want to go,” I quickly said.  “I just don’t want you to get in trouble.”

She looked at me a moment longer, as if deciding how to answer.  Finally, she snuggled back into me, her head back on my chest. “I think I told you before,” she said. “Harry doesn’t mind if I’m out late.”

She had told me that before.  She also said – or at least implied – she wasn’t into this lifestyle as much as her husband. 

I asked, “Have you and Harry been doing this a long time?”

She raised up on an elbow again and looked at me.  “Why all the questions?”

“I’m curious.”

I sensed her mood changing.  “Yes, we’ve been doing this for a long time,” she said irritably.  “Satisfied?”

Under her glare, I wasn’t sure what to say next, and long moments of silence passed.  Finally, she pulled away from me.  “Maybe I should be getting home,” she said.  She got out of bed and began dressing.

I realized I asked too many questions.  Or maybe, I asked the wrong questions.

So, I said, “You tell Harry I said you’re my Emmy?  I bet that got him hot.”

Emma looked back at me.  Her eyes still had that glare, but at least she stopped getting dressed.  “Yes, I told him.  And yes, it got him hot,” she said.

I grinned and said, “Tell him I called you my girl to Pretty Boy in the bar.”

She laughed.  “Pretty Boy?” she said with a grin.

“That dude was too metro for you,” I told her. 

“I thought he was cute,” Emma said, the grin still on her pretty face.

“Why pick-up metro Pretty Boy when you’ve got metro Harry at home?” I asked with a hint of derision in my voice.

Emma’s lips parted and she looked at me for a long moment.  Her cheeks were flushed and I sensed she was aroused.

I pulled Emma back to me onto the bed.  I cupped her small breasts and said, “Next time, wear a bra.  You don’t need it.  Your tits are perky enough.  But I like seeing little tits like yours in a sexy bra.”

“Harry likes me braless when we play,” Emma said.  “He thinks it’s sexy.”

“Why dress for Harry when I’m the one you want to fuck?” I asked.  “When I’m the one who makes you cum?”

Emma moaned.  That confirmed she got off on nasty talk about her husband.

I got on top of her.  I was hard again.  I pushed into her pussy.  This time – since we’d already fucked twice – my cock slid in much easier.

“Remember you have to pull out,” Emma reminded me.

“I’m not pulling out,” I told her.

“Clark --,” she began, but I cut her off.

“I’m gonna fuck my sperm into you,” I told her as I began fucking her harder and faster.  I put my hands on her sexy taut stomach.  “I’m gonna fuck my baby into you.  Then you’ll belong to me.  And Harry’s little dick will never get close to your pussy again.”

Emma’s eyes flared with arousal. She began fucking me back.  Soon we were both cumming.

As I promised, I didn’t pull out.  I fucked my seed into her unprotected, ovulating pussy.




We fell asleep in each other’s arms.  Emma woke up and her eyes went wide.  “Oh god, it’s so late,” she lamented.  I looked at the clock.  Through sleepy eyes, I saw it was 4am.

“I thought you said Harry didn’t care if you got home late,” I said.

“Yes, but there’s late, and there’s late,” Emma said as she hurriedly dressed.  “I’ve never been out this late.”

After dressing, Emma looked into the mirror and examined the bruise on her cheek.  And the hickey on her neck.  “This is not good,” she said.  She looked concerned, probably worried the bruise on her cheek might leave a permanent mark.

“Maybe it’ll get Harry hot,” I said.  “Evidence you were with someone.”

She laughed and said, “I think I’ve already got enough evidence I was with someone.”  She was talking about my cum inside her pussy.

“Anyways, just watch out for my face the next time,” she said.  With a grin, she said, “I’ve got to stay pretty, right?  So men like you will want to fuck me.”

I frowned.  That was a fucking weird thing to say.

But maybe it wasn’t, not in the context of Harry’s fantasies.

A moment later she was gone. 


CHAPTER 6

A few days later, my iPhone rang.  “Yeah?”

“Clark.”

I was so surprised to hear her voice, I couldn’t think of anything to say.  Finally, I managed to sputter out, “Emmy?” 

“What are you doing for lunch?” Emma asked.




Emma looked at me across the small table in the crowded French restaurant. She looked gorgeous as usual, again dressed in a classy yet alluring dress, hose and high heels. 

Looking at her pretty face, I said, “I’m glad the bruise healed.”

She smiled.  “Still pretty I guess,” she joked.  Even though she tried to act unconcerned, there was relief in her voice.

There was something I wondered about.  So, I said, “You’re not on the pill.  With your lifestyle – I mean, with what you and your husband do -- I would’ve figured you’d be on some kind of birth control.”

Emma looked unsurprised by my question.  Maybe she expected it.

“I hate the pill.  It screws with my hormones.  Makes me gain weight,” Emma said.  Then with a shrug, she added, “And Harry doesn’t want me on birth control.”

Now it was my turn to look unsurprised.  I’d researched cuckold porn on the Internet and discovered a few recurring themes. “He gets off on the risk of another man getting you pregnant,” I said.

This time, Emma did look surprised.  She laughed and said, “I guess someone’s been searching Goggle?”

I shrugged.  I just wanted to understand Harry’s kink.  I thought it was freako.  But I was curious. 

“If you’re really hoping to get me pregnant – like what you said last time – I’m sorry to disappoint you,” Emma said.  “I’ve got a big bottle of morning after pills at home.  They mess with my hormones too.  But I don’t have to use them often.”

With narrowed eyes at me, and a slight grin, she said, “Most men I’m with wear a condom or pull out when I say so.”

“I’m just 18 so I guess I’m not a man yet,” I said sarcastically.

“I think you’re more man than most men I know,” she said.

“Like your husband?” I asked.  “You don’t think he’s a man?”

Emma flushed.  I was getting used to that look.  Her cheeks always flushed when she got aroused.  She definitely got off on nasty talk about Harry.

Emma read my thoughts, and said, “You asked how long we’ve been doing this.  The first time Harry watched me have sex with another man was on my 35th birthday.  I’m 41 so that was 6 years ago.  We talked about it a lot before it happened.  It was foreplay for us.  It got to the point, we never had sex without fantasizing about me with another man.”

“Part of Harry’s fantasy – if you know about the pregnancy fetish, then you know it’s called the cuckold fantasy – is he gets off on humiliation.  Which is weird since he’s a strong man.  He’s a very successful lawyer.  But when it comes to sex, it gets him hot to be put down.  And after so many years, I guess I’ve sexualized his fantasies.  So it gets me hot too when my lover puts my husband down.”

“You tell Harry what I said?” I asked.

Emma nodded.  “I told him how you called that man Pretty Boy.  And how you said I was your girl.  And I told him you wouldn’t pull out even though I told you it was a really bad time of the month for me.  And you said you were going to fuck your baby into me.  And then I’d belong to you, and you’d never let Harry have sex with me again.”

“And what did Harry think about that?”

“He got super-hot.  Obviously,” Emma said.  “That’s why I called you.  Harry wants to see me with you again.”

I asked, “Harry’s here watching us?”

Emma nodded.  “Yes, he’s here.  Over to the side.  But don’t look.  He likes watching me with men.  Not just the sex part.  On dates too.  If you look at him, it’ll break the spell for him.”

I had to force myself not to look over at Harry.  I asked, “So what’s the plan?”

“It’s not complicated,” she said.  “You come up to my hotel room and we fuck.  Just like the other times.”

“Let me guess. Harry will be in the next room watching.  What?  He wired the room with video and sound?”

Emma didn’t answer, and that told me I was right.




It didn’t sit well with me.

This entire scene didn’t sit well with me.  Emma wasn’t cheating if she had her husband’s permission to be with me. 

It was my thing to get wives to cheat on their husbands.  Maybe I was evil, but that was my thing.  But Emma wasn’t cheating on Harry.  Harry wanted her to be with me.  She had her husband’s permission.  So, what was the point?

And the whole cuckold thing bothered me.  Why would a husband with a wife as pretty and sexy as Emma share her with other men?  I wasn’t sure if I’d ever get married, but if my wife looked like Emma, I’d fucking kill any man who made a move on her. 

And on top of that, Harry got excited when Emma’s lovers demeaned him?  And she got excited too?  How fucked up was that? 

All this was fucked up.  Harry was fucked up.  So was Emma.  And I was fucked up for being part of it.

But, whatever.  I was horny.  And Emma was super-hot.  So, I went with her to her hotel room.  Even though it weirded me out that Harry would be watching.




I fucked Emma against the wall as soon as we stepped into her hotel room.  I was rough – very rough.  Probably borderline abusive.  To both her mouth and her pussy.  But I’d learned she liked it rough.  And I was extra motivated since I knew Harry was watching and listening to everything.  Maybe I wanted to punish him for getting me involved in his freako cuckold fantasy. 

It pissed me off that he was probably getting off on me abusing his wife.  And Emma got off on it too, as she came big time on my cock.

After, Emma needed to use the bathroom.  I wondered if there was a connecting door in there.  Was she going to check on her husband like the other time?  Maybe get him off?  I thought about leaving.  I no longer wanted to be part of this scene.

But something kept me from leaving.

Emma was gone a long time.  Finally, she emerged from the bathroom.  She had fixed her hair and makeup.  Her lips were silky red again. 

“So how’s Harry doing?” I asked sarcastically.

She glanced at a fake flowerpot on the dresser.  Now I knew where Harry hid the camera.  She whispered, “I told you.  You have to pretend like you don’t know he’s watching.  Or else it breaks the spell for him.”

I shrugged.  Whatever.

“Take off the dress,” I ordered her.  She smiled slightly, then reached back and unzipped the dress.  She let the dress fall off her shoulders and onto the floor.  It bundled around her high heeled feet. 

“I wore a bra, like you asked,” she said.

I nodded as I looked at her chest.  The bra was unpadded and sheer, and looked air-painted on her.  The dark of her nipples and areola were clearly visible.  Her panties were a matching lacy pink, as was her garter belt.  I noticed she put the panties on over the garter belt, the way they do it in porn movies.  I wondered if she did that herself or if Harry told her to do it that way.

Her stockings were a sheer white, with heavily laced stocking tops attached to the garter belt.  Her ankle strap high heels matched the pink of her lingerie.

I took a seat in the armchair, spreading my legs wide, my thick heavy cock falling backwards towards my six pack.  Sensing I wanted her to blow me, she took a step forward, but I stopped her with a raised hand.  “Get down on your hands and knees,” I ordered her.  “Crawl to me like a horny wife who needs more than her husband can give her.”

Emma smiled and glanced at the fake flowerpot on the dresser.   Then she got down on her hands and knees and crawled to me. 

She got between my spread knees and began to rise, to get into a better position to take my cock into her mouth.  But I pushed her back down.  “Did I say you could get up?!” I snarled.  I slid down until my ass was on the edge of the chair and yanked her hair, so her face was underneath me.  “Lick my asshole!”

“No Clark,” she said.  “I don’t do that.”  She pulled away but I jerked her back.  She yelped with pain as I roughly pulled her hair.

“Lick it, Emmy!” I told her.  “Show Harry you’ll do anything to get fucked by a real man!”

“Clark—”

“LICK IT!” I snarled, yanking her hair so violently her pretty face was pressed up against my balls and ass.

Then I felt her soft tongue licking my puckered asshole.  “Yeah, like that Emmy,” I moaned.  “Yeah, just like that.  Lick my asshole.  Yeah, like that.  Stick your tongue into my asshole.  Do it!  Do it!  Oh, fuck yeah, like that, yeah Emmy, yeah, eat my ass, eat it.  Do you do this for Harry?  No?  Not for poor Harry?  Only for real men like me?”

I made her lick me for a few moments more.  I expected Harry to barge in at any moment to stop the abuse, but he was nowhere to be seen.

Finally, I pushed her head away.  Her makeup was messed up again, and tears ran down her cheeks.  “You asshole.  I hate you,” she cried. 

I tossed her onto the bed.  She landed on her back.  I rolled her onto her hands and knees.  I pulled her panties down, so they were around her knees.  “You’re gonna love this Harry,” I said mockingly as I looked at the fake flowerpot.  I licked spit onto my hand and rubbed the makeshift lubrication around and into her asshole. 

Emma realized what I was about to do.  She glared back at me with daggers in her eyes.  “DON’T YOU DARE!” she hissed.

I grabbed her hair again and slammed her face into a pillow.  It was a pillow, not a wall, so she’d still be pretty tomorrow.  It would still be easy for her to find well-hung men to fuck her so her husband could watch.

I took hold of my shaft and pushed my fat cockhead into her ass.

“Oh god stop it hurts!” she cried, more tears rolling down her cheeks.  “Clark, no, stop!”

But I didn’t stop.  I pushed more of my cock into her ass.  I moved in and out, each time impaling her ass with more of my thick shaft. 

I began fucking her ass, slowly at first, but then faster, and harder.  Somewhere along the way, her cries of pain turned into moans of pleasure.  She was getting into it.  I reached under and squeezed and fondled her tits, rubbing her nipples through the silky fabric of her bra.  I reached my other hand underneath to her clit and rubbed her button as I jack-hammered into her asshole. 

I felt her body tense and I knew she was about to cum.  Suddenly I stopped, withdrawing my hands from her tits and clit, and pulling out of her ass.

“No, don’t stop, keep going, just a little more,” she whined disappointedly.  She was right on the cusp of an orgasm, and she wanted to cum.

I abruptly rolled Emma over onto her back.  I quickly straddled her chest.  With one hand behind her head and the other holding my shaft, I stuffed my filthy cock into her mouth.

“NO!” she cried just before I stuffed my cock into her mouth.

“How does your shit taste Emmy?” I asked as I began to fuck and abuse her pretty face.  She gagged and flailed her arms as I relentlessly fucked her face.

I pulled my cock from her mouth and moved down her body, ripping off the panties still around her knees.  Not giving her even a moment to regain her bearings, I moved her stockinged legs over my shoulders and rammed my cock balls deep into her soaking pussy. 

I fucked her hard, fast and deep.  She clutched at the sheets beside her, holding on for dear life as I fucked the living shit out of her!  I leaned over to get better leverage, to fuck her even harder and deeper, smashing her thighs against her tits.

Her wails turned to moans, and I knew she was about to climax.  This time I let her cum.  Her body spasmed as her orgasm hit.  I continued to fuck her hard, and her orgasm seemed to go on forever.

Then it was my turn.  I pushed in deep.  I thrusted in and out multiple times, each time ejaculating my seed into her unprotected, married womb.

Once I was done, I let her legs fall from my shoulders.  I collapsed onto her.  We panted into each other’s face.  Eventually she pushed against my chest, and I rolled off, collapsing onto my back next to her. 

“Get out,” she said coldly, turning away from me and hugging a pillow.  I got up and got dressed. 

As I moved to the door, she coldly said, “I never want to see you again.” 


CHAPTER 7

As I drove home, I tried to figure out why I had been such an asshole to Emma.

I liked her.  Not the way I liked Molly.  But I liked Emma.

All I could figure out was I was offended – even pissed – by their lifestyle.  And I was pissed they were using me as their “bull” in their freako game. 

I didn’t like Harry.  I didn’t respect him.  He was one of those pathetic, wimpy cuckold husbands I’d read about on places like Literotica and ourhotwives.  Could he even be called a man?  Did that label apply to him?

I wasn’t going to miss Emma and Harry.   She was super-hot, but their lifestyle was freako.  Their marriage was freako.  They were freako.   I hoped I hadn’t gotten Emma pregnant.  Because I would never want people like that to be raising my kid.




It was a couple of months later that I ran into Suzanne.  Well, actually, she sought me out.

“You are such a shit!” she yelled at me.

“What?”

“I just heard about Molly!”

“You know Molly?”

“Yes, you dumb shit!” Suzanne screamed.  “I babysit for her when I’m home!  She’s my friend!”

I was speechless.  I was still trying to catch up.

“Her husband kicked her out!  He found out about her affair – her affair with you!  And kicked her out.”

“Johnny knows about me?” I said dumbly.  I remembered how Johnny fired me, but he wasn’t a dick about it.

“Is that all you care about?” Suzanne spat out.  “Whether your kink for married girls got outed?”

“Suzanne, that’s not what I said,” I said.  My head was spinning.  I was flustered.

She glared at me and said, “I knew you were going to get someone hurt.”

Her words stung like a blow to my gut.  “How is she?” I asked.

“She’s a mess,” Suzanne said.  “She has no money.  Johnny’s fucking her over.  He’s a lawyer, you know.  And he’s not letting her see her kids.  It’s really bad Clark.  You really fucked her over.  I’m afraid she’s going to hurt herself.”

I stared at Suzanne, my lips opening in shock.  And horror.  Molly might hurt herself?  And this was all my fault?  I had never felt so low in my life.




I didn’t know what to do.  At the end of the day, there was only one person I could think to call.

She’d called me once, so her number was in my phone.  I called her.

She didn’t answer.  I called again.  And again. And again.

Finally, she picked up.

“What do you want?” Emma coldly said.

“I need to talk to you,” I said.

“Fuck you,” Emma hissed.

“Please,” I begged.  “It’s not about you.  It’s someone else.  I need help.”

Emma heard the pleading in my voice.  She softened somewhat and asked, “Who?  What?”

“Can we meet?” I asked.  Again, I was begging.  Then I remembered her husband was a lawyer.  “And can you bring Harry?”




We met in a Starbucks.  Emma and Harry looked wary as we sat down with our expresso drinks.  They seemed to relax and open up as I told them the story about Molly, and the way I ruined her life.

“So why are you talking to us?” Emma asked.

“I don’t know what to do,” I said.  “You’re older.  I thought you might have advice.  And you’re really the only people I can talk to about this.  I can’t exactly talk to my mom and dad.  Or the pastor at church.  You know?  You’re the only ones I can talk to.”

Emma crossed her arms and glared at me.  The last time I’d seen her, I’d fucked her in the ass.  And made her eat her own shit.  Now I was asking for help.

Emma and Harry exchanged looks.  I could tell they were still furious at me.

“Please,” I begged.  “I know I’m an asshole.  But Molly’s really nice.  She’s older, 35.  But she’s really sweet.  Almost like a kid.  Naïve, you know?”

Both Emma and Harry seemed to soften a bit.  Emma asked, “So what do you want?”

“I want to make things right for Molly,” I said.

“I think that ship has sailed Clark,” Emma said.  “People know about her affair.  Her reputation is ruined.  You live in a small town.  It’ll probably be really hard for her to ever live there again.”

My heart sank.  I said, “But Johnny can’t keep all their money for himself, can he?  And he can’t stop her from seeing her two kids.  That can’t be how things work.”

Emma looked questioningly at her husband.  “What’s his name?” Harry asked.

I told him.

Harry looked thoughtful.  “I’ve heard of him.  He’s got a reputation for being a serious hard ass.  I’m not surprised he’s doing his best to screw over Molly.”

My heart sank even lower.  I had completely fucked up Molly’s life.

Then Harry shrugged and said, “I’ll check around.  Look into it.”

I teared up as I felt some hope.  Hope from his man who, not long again, I had considered to be a pathetic wimp.  Who I didn’t think even qualified as a man.  I felt ashamed, and realized I didn’t know anything about people.  Or life.

I reached out and clutched Harry’s hands.  “Thank you.  Thank you,” I said gratefully.  I was practically crying.

Harry looked at my hands like they belonged to a scumbag.  Which they did.  But he was too polite to pull his hands away.

Emma looked gratefully at her husband too.  And proud.  And loving.

I realized I’d gotten their relationship completely wrong.  I’d underestimated their love for each other.  Maybe Emma having sex with other men didn’t mean she didn’t love her husband.  Or that Harry didn’t love her.  Maybe it meant they loved each other so much, that it was okay to open their marriage to a third person sometimes.

“What did Molly say when you called her?” Emma asked.

“I haven’t called her,” I said.

Emma looked shocked.  “You don’t have her number?”

“I have it.  But why would she want to talk to me?  I’m only 18.”

“Clark, you can’t do the shit you do, and then hide behind your age,” Emma said reproachfully.  “Who else can she talk to this about?”

I looked down at my feet. Once again, I felt like a royal shit.

“So I should call her?” I asked.

Emma shook her head.  “No.  At this point, you need to go see her.”

“I don’t know where she is,” I said.  I was whining like a stupid boy.  I felt lost.  This was all over my head.

“You said she’s with her parents someplace in Florida,” Emma said.  “Everything’s on the internet.  You should be able to find where her parents live.”

“She won’t want to see me,” I said helplessly.

Emma scowled at me.  “Clark --- grow some fucking balls, will you?”

A few days later, I was in Destin and walking to the house of Molly’s parents.

I knocked on the door.  When it opened, an older woman stood looking at me. 

She looked like Molly.  Attractive, but older.  Clearly Molly’s mother.

“Is Molly here?” I asked.

Her mom narrowed her eyes at me.  “Who are you?”

“I’m … a friend,” I said.

Her mom looked even more suspicious.  Probably Molly had told her mom about me.  Or at least, how old I was.  And then out of the blue, an 18-year-old kid shows up at her door?  Her mother knew I was the dickhead who ruined her daughter’s life.

After a moment, she said, “Molly’s at work.”

“Can you tell me where she works?” I asked.  I was begging again.  Like how I begged Emma and Harry to help me.  But I didn’t care.  I needed to see Molly.




Molly worked at a rundown tourist diner.  She was waiting tables.  It broke my heart to see her there.  Not long ago, she was a stay-at-home mom with a big house. Her husband was a rich lawyer. She had tons of friends and was in the church choir. She did palates classes. She went to the beach every day with her kids.  She played tennis and went to parties at her country club.

And now here she was.  Working at a greasy spoon diner and living on tips.

I felt like the biggest shit.




I sat at one of her tables.  When Molly approached to take my order, it took a few moments for her to look at me.  When she finally did, her eyes went wide.  “What are you doing here?” she whispered.

“I wanted to check on you,” I said.

She laughed.  It wasn’t a happy laugh though.  It was a “how can you possibly help me?” laugh.

“Look, I need this job,” Molly said.  She was still whispering.  “There are rumors about me.  The last thing I need is for people seeing me talking to a teenage boy.”

I got it.  It wasn’t hard to understand.  Rumors of Molly’s affair with an 18-year-old boy had followed her to Destin.  Now she was living it, like a scarlet letter across her head.

“Can we talk after you get off?” I asked.




I had a cheap hotel room in a motel off Route 98.  Molly told me what happened.  Our affair was discovered at the country club party, where we’d fucked in the manager’s office.  One of the partygoers – one of Johnny’s friends -- noticed her coming out of the office with me.  The man recognized her, but not me.  He could only tell I was young.

The man told Johnny what he had seen.

Things quickly unraveled after that.  Johnny had already begun suspecting Molly was having an affair.  And suddenly having expensive Jimmy Choo high heels, with no good explanation for how she got them, didn’t help.

Since Johnny was buddies with all the judges in town, and since our small beach town was conservative and expected wives to always be faithful to their husbands (husbands didn’t have the same obligation, of course), it wasn’t hard for Johnny to get control of all their money.  And to get a restraining order against Molly, so she wasn’t allowed to see her kids.

Molly lost everything.  Her kids.  Her house.  Her friends.  Her hometown. She lost her entire life. Her only option was to go live with her parents while she tried to figure out what to do.

“I know a lawyer.  Harry,” I said to Molly.  “He thinks you can go to a different judge.  A bigger judge.  Harry called him an appeals judge.”

“Harry said you’ll get custody of your kids.  Moms always come before dads when it comes to kids.  And you’ll get half the money.  And Johnny will have to pay you alimony and child support.”

“But I cheated on Johnny,” Molly said.

“Harry said it doesn’t matter,” I said.  “He said it doesn’t matter in our state.  He called it no fault.  Harry said he’ll handle it for you.  And Emma – that’s Harry’s wife – they have a big house, and she said you can live there until you get your share of the money.  They live close to home.  You’ll only be about 20 minutes from your kids.”

Molly’s eyes went wide with sudden hope.  “This is really possible?” she asked with shock in her voice.

“Harry said it’s pretty much a slam dunk,” I told her.  “He said the appeals judge will be pissed at Johnny for what he’s done with you.  He might throw the book at him when it comes to your alimony.  You might get a lot.”

“So … Harry and Emma are friends of yours?” Molly said looking hopeful, but unsure too.  She wanted to believe, but if it turned out to be bullshit she’d feel even worse.

“Not exactly friends,” I said evasively.  I handed Molly a slip of paper.  “This is Harry’s number.  You can call him.  Now if you want.  Emma will be there too.  They can answer all your questions.”

Molly stared at the paper for a long moment.  Then she called the number.

She talked to Harry and Emma for a long time.  As Harry explained how the law worked, she went from hesitant, to hopeful, to excited, to happy.

Molly and I flew home the next day.  I drove her to Emma and Harry’s house.  Molly had to sign a few papers so Harry could be her lawyer.  He promised to see the appeals judge the next day.  He said she’d be reunited with her kids within a week.  Alimony, childcare and splitting their assets would take longer, but Harry and Emma said she could live with them as long as she wanted.

Molly cried tears of joy when she heard this.  When she finally began to believe this was really going to happen. 

She hugged Harry and Emma and all 3 of them cried together.  I stood off to the side feeling like an outsider.  I wasn’t part of this celebration.  I was the reason Molly got into this mess.  All I’d done was to connect her with Harry and Emma.  They were the heroes, not me.




I went back to college.  I didn’t go to classes though.  I wasn’t into it.  I was probably going to quit. 

I couldn’t go home.  It had gotten around that I was the 18-year-old that Molly was having an affair with.  My parents were scandalized.  They had decided to move to get away from all the scornful looks and the gossiping behind their backs.  So, I hurt them too.

My affair with Molly had gotten around campus too.  So, I was persona non grata here too. 

I hadn’t had sex or been on a date since leaving Molly with Emma and Harry.  Not that I cared.  I wasn’t interested in girls.  I wasn’t turning gay or anything like that.  I just wasn’t interested in sex or girls.  I figured it was better to be out of the game, so I didn’t hurt someone else.




A couple of months later, I got a call from Emma.  She said, “Well, it’s about done.  Molly has her kids back.  Harry and the appeals judge twisted Johnny’s arm – really put on the pressure – and they signed the settlement agreement last night.  Molly got half the money – 401K, savings, investments -- childcare until the kids are 21, and alimony for 10 years.  They’re selling the house and she gets half the profits.”

“Wow, that’s really great,” I said sounding thankful.  “You’ve been really nice to her.  A stranger, and you took her in.  And Harry – wow.  He’s really something.”

“Yes, Harry is really something,” Emma said. 

We were silent for long moments.  Finally, I said, “I’m sorry I was such a shit to you.  And to Harry. You both are amazing people.  You’re a great couple.  A great team.  I’m … I’m really ashamed of myself.”

Emma was silent for another long moment.  Then, she said, “Well, Mr. Clark Kent, I guess we’ll just say you’re a work in progress.”

We both laughed.  For me though, it wasn’t a ha-ha laugh.  It was a sad laugh.  I wasn’t a work in progress.  My past was a disaster, and my future looked to be even more shitty.  And what made it really bad was, I didn’t care.

“So how are you doing Clark?” Emma asked.

“Fine.  Everything’s good,” I lied.

“Still playing your game?” she asked.  “Trying to get wives to cheat on their husbands?”

“No.  I’m done with that.  Learned my lesson.”  I laughed to try to lighten the mood.  But it was another sad laugh.

“You don’t sound like the same Clark,” Emma said.

“That’s probably a good thing, right?” I said.  “I’m the new Clark.  I’m trying to get my shit together.”

“Are you getting your shit together?” she asked.  I didn’t want to lie again, so I didn’t answer.

After a few moments, Emma said, “Anyways, I liked the old Clark.”

“Seriously?  After what I did to you?”

“You went too far, that’s for sure,” Emma said.  “Maybe someday you’ll tell me why.”

I knew I’d never tell her.  Because I’d been an ignorant asshole back then. I thought I was better than they were.  And I was so completely, fucking wrong.  They were the good people, not me.  I was ashamed of myself. 

When I didn’t answer, Emma said, “You’re feeling bad about Molly, right?”

“I ruined her life,” I said.

“But she’s okay now,” Emma said.

“Yeah but, that doesn’t let me off the hook.  I played a fucked-up game of trying to get married girls to cheat on their husbands.  And people got hurt.”

“Clark, let me tell you something,” Emma said.  “You never made a girl cheat.  If she cheated, it’s because she wanted to cheat.  There was something going on in her life, and she was ready to cheat on her husband.  You just happened to be there.”

I stared at the phone, processing what Emma just said, not knowing what to say.




I was skipping class again and playing basketball.  When I got back to my apartment, I was covered in sweat.  I saw someone sitting on the concrete steps leading up to my apartment.  It took me a moment to recognize who it was.

Molly.

It was awkward seeing her.  At least I felt awkward.  She said she wanted to talk.  We went up to my apartment so I could clean up, and then we’d go to Starbucks or something for coffee.  It was the middle of the day, so my roommates weren’t there.  Unlike me, they went to class.

“I’ll just grab a shower,” I said.

Molly sat on the edge of the bed.  “Not yet.  Just sit here a sec,” she said patting the spot on the bed next to her. 

Once I was sitting, Molly said, “Emma said she talked to you.  She said you’re feeling bad about what happened.  You know, my marriage was already falling apart before we started sleeping together.  So, what happened to me, it’s my fault, not yours.  I don’t blame you.  And you shouldn’t blame yourself.”

I nodded as I looked down at my hands. 

“My life was really bad for a while, but now it’s a lot better,” Molly said.  “It took me a while to figure it out, but I didn’t want to be married to Johnny anymore.  And I’m not married to him anymore.  So I’m a lot happier. My life is a lot better. And I think I have you to thank for that.”

“I glad you’re happy,” I managed to say.  I was having trouble speaking because my throat was choked up.

Molly looked at me, like she was trying to get inside my head and read my mind.  She said, “I just don’t want you to change because of what happened.”

“Maybe I need to change,” I said with a shrug.  “I need to grow up.  Emma says I’m a work in progress.”

Molly grinned.  She said, “I think we’re all works in progress.  I’m 35 but I still feel like a college sophomore sometimes.  I’m just saying, it’s okay to be who you are.”

I nodded slowly.  I wasn’t sure what to think.

Molly grinned at me.  Changing the subject, she said, “I noticed Emma looks a lot like me.  We could be sisters.  What?  Are you into flat chested blondes?”

I smiled slightly but didn’t respond.  I didn’t know what to say.

“See?  This is what I mean,” Molly said.  She was still grinning. “Before you’d have 5000 comeback lines.  You were this confident, over-the-top, 18-year-old boy who acted like he was God’s gift to women.  I want that Clark again.”

“You think I should be that guy?  After what I did to you?” I asked incredulously.

“You’re not listening Clark.  What happened to me, I did to myself,” Molly insisted.  “And anyways, did I ever complain about anything you did to me?”

“I doubt Emma would say that,” I said doubtfully.

Molly shrugged and said, “You have to understand. Emma is a really classy woman.  She doesn’t just think she’s classy, she is classy. You know she went to college in England?  And she used to model for Vogue? And she has a PhD? So what you did to her, it crossed a line for her.”

“So how am I supposed to know when I’m crossing the line?” I asked.

“I don’t know.  You’re 18 now.  Maybe when you’re 20, you’ll have it all figured out.” She grinned to show me she was joking.

Then she said, “But, you know, I’m just a small-town girl from the beach who got married too early, and kinda still wishes she was a college sophomore.  And lately I’ve been wishing I went to more lifeguard parties.”

I looked at Molly.  I said, “I think you’re really classy.”

“That’s the Clark I know,” Molly said with a smile at me.  “Always able to charm the pants off a girl.”

“If you’re looking to get into trouble, I can help you out with that,” I joked.

“I bet you can,” Molly said, and we both laughed.

I was feeling better.  Like the old Clark.  And maybe that Clark wasn’t so bad. 

“So Emma told you want I did to her?” I asked.

“She did.”

“And if you’re not classy like her, then does that mean …?”

Emma laughed.  Then with a glint in her pretty eyes and a mischievous grin, she said, “It’s not what you did Clark.  It’s how you did it.”

I looked at her questioning, not understanding.

She looked down at her feet.  She was still smiling.  But now her cheeks were red.  Was she blushing?

“Some girls like it when the guy takes control,” she said kind of shyly.  “You know.  When the guy tells the girl what to do.”

I stared at her.  My cock was hard.  It was literally the first time I’d been hard in weeks.  Maybe months.

I reached over and put my hand on her breast.  I said, “When you’re with me, I don’t want you to wear a bra.  Your little perky tits don’t need a bra.”

“Emma said you told her to wear a bra,” Molly said.

“I was just dicking with her.  And Harry,” I said.  Molly laughed.

“Is that it?  No bra?” she asked.

“And shorter skirts and dresses,” I said.  “You have great legs.  I want to see them.  And high heels.  Like those Jimmy Choos I bought you.”

“Those are the only high heels I own, but now that I’ve got a lot of Johnny’s money, I can buy more,” Molly said with a grin.

“Good.  Then I’ll still be fucking him over,” I joked, and we both laughed.

“And stockings.  Your legs look amazing in stockings.”

“Sometimes it’s too hot for stockings,” Molly pointed out. 

“There’ll be enough ventilation because your skirts will be so short,” I said.  Molly laughed again.

Molly eyed me again with that mischievous grin.  She asked, “So are you still Superman’s secret identity?  Do you still have your superpowers?”

I stood up and took off my pants. 

Molly’s eyes were on my big, hard cock.  I stood there for long moments and let her look.

Finally, she tore her eyes away from my cock and looked up into my face.  She asked, “You’re not going to make me beg, are you Clark?”

I moved her onto the bed and got on top of her.  “Maybe next time,” I said as we kissed.


EPILOGUE

Molly and her 2 kids moved to my college town.  Her house isn’t too far away from my apartment.  We see each other a lot.

In fact, you might say we’re a thing.  A couple.  Back home our relationship is scandalous.  But we don’t care.  My parents moved to Florida – they live in Wynnehaven Beach close to Molly’s parents in Destin, so I doubt we’ll be back home very often, if ever.

Molly isn’t a college sophomore, but she is back in college.  She’s a grad student working on her MBA.  She could be a college sophomore though.  Even though she’s 35, she easily passes for 25.  And she looks younger when she smiles, which nowadays is a lot.  Sometimes in bars, she gets carded.  She gets a kick whenever she’s carded.

Believe it or not, I’m getting along great with her kids.  I babysit when she has class.  I’m teaching them how to play ball.  They like me.  I think they see me as a big brother.

I’m going to classes again.  I’m majoring in Hospitality Management.  I’ve always been around restaurants, and I’m pretty good at it.  Molly says maybe we can open a restaurant someday.  Or a bed and breakfast.  I like her ideas.  So, I’m working hard in school, trying to apply myself and be a better person.

Sexually, Molly and I are getting along great. It’s simple. I tell her what to do, and she does it.  That might sound like a dick way to treat her, but it’s the way she wants to be treated.  I guess you could say I’m helping her explore her submissive side.  I'm okay with that.  I like having her as my bottom.

I’m also helping her sow some wild oats.  She got serious with Johnny at a young age, so she didn’t get to experience a lot of things.  I’m helping her experience those things.  And, as you might have guessed, many involve sex.

But I’m not sharing her, the way Harry shares Emma.  And this is no criticism of Harry or his cuckold fantasies.  To me, he’s the man.  He’s god to me.  Same thing about Emma.  I just can’t stand the thought of another man touching Molly, much less fucking her.

In fact is, I can’t stand when other men even look at her.  The problem is, men look at her all the time.  It gets me insanely jealous. 

I try not to take it out on Molly though.  It’s not her fault she’s so gorgeous and smoking hot.  And I’m the one who insists she always goes braless so her little nipples are always denting her tops.  And I’m the one who insists she always wears stockings and tiny skirts so half the time she’s flashing her lacy stocking tops. 

Okay, I admit it gets me hot when men look at Molly.  Harry says I’m a voyeur.  He says you can get off on men looking at your girl, without wanting them to fuck your girl.  I guess that’s what I am.  A voyeur.

Harry says I should take Molly to one of those private parties, and let guys watch as I fuck Molly.  I think Molly would be into it.  She went fucking crazy when I told her how I fucked Emma in the bathroom of that club.  The idea sounds hot to me, but I just don’t wanna be fucking Molly and then some dude reaches over and touches her boob or ass.  I might get violent if that happened.

It's kind of freako, but Molly talks about wanting to see me with another girl.  She says the idea turns her on.  Especially a girl with big boobs.  Molly says she’s always been insecure about her little tits.  It would be humiliating for her if she watched me fuck a big titted chick, and she would get off on the humiliation.

How freako is that?  I talked to Harry about it, and he said Molly might be the girl version of him.  He called it a cuckquean. 

Wow.  Who would have thought such a sweet looking girl like Molly would be so kinky? 

I’ve resisted so far since Molly is more than enough for me.  And I don’t want her to get pissed if I fuck another girl.  But she keeps bringing it up.




Last Saturday night after we fucked, Molly said she might like to try it once with a girl. 

That I would love to see.  My Molly having sex with another girl.

I asked Molly if she had anyone in mind.

She had a glint in her eye and a mischievous smile as she said, “You and I are kind of the same Clark.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m kind of attracted to flat chested blondes, just like you,” Molly said kind of shyly.  “Do you know anyone like that?”

It took me a second to figure out who she was talking about.  Then I got it.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I said with shock.   Then we both laughed.

And no, she wasn’t kidding.










The End

(If you’d like to see a sequel to this story, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com)
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