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Chapter 1

 


Even though I'd spent the last four years away at college, I'd never completely forgotten about Mrs. Masters. I don't think you can ever really forget about a woman like that.
 

Laura Masters was our next door neighbor. Well, my parents next-door neighbor. I didn't live there any more. She was in her mid-forties, tall with long, toned legs hips that were built for making humans a tight tummy and bolted-on tits. I was pretty sure those tits were fake because they looked perky even when she was just wearing her swimsuit. 
 

I knew this because the Masters' had a beautiful big pool in their backyard and I'd spent many summer days leering through the blinds and watching as she sun-tanned and drank daiquiri's.
 

She had curly blonde hair and blue eyes that sparkled when she smiled and a smile that could light up half of Long Island.
 

As I said, I'd spent many summer days cooped up in the guest room staring at her perfectly proportioned body and wondering what it was like to be Mr. Arnold Masters who got to fuck it every time he got home from his business trips.
 

So when I arrived at my parents doorstep after the nine hour bus ride from Boston and opened the door with the key they'd left under the mat, the first thing I did was go upstairs, ditch my suitcase on the floor, stick a finger in between the Venetian blinds and pull them apart.
 

No banana this time. The pool looked a little dirty and the chairs were turned upside down, like they hadn't been used since the last rainfall. No sign of Mrs. Masters, either.
 

I went downstairs, opened the fridge to find it bursting full with food, pulled out a coke and cracked it open. The letter from Ma was lying on the table.
 


Dear Samuel,
I'm so sorry that we missed you! We tried finding a later flight but it would have been something like five hundred dollars to make the change and you know the way your father is about money...
 

I hope you had a nice trip down. I don't know why you insist on taking that horrible bus. You know you can always ask and I'll wire you some money for a plane ticket, just don't tell your father, alright?
 

The fridge is full of food. There are some meat pies in the freezer downstairs and some pizzas, too, in case you want to have some friends over. I've put all the flowers you need to water in the front room by the piano. Are you still practising? Sometimes when I think of all the money we spent on those lessons, I worry that you're not practising your piano as much as you should be. It's good for your mind, you know?
 

I've had the piano tuned, in case you want to practice, even though your father said I was wasting money getting it done. Try to use it, would you?
 

Besides that I hope you have a great time. Try to do the lawn twice a week, your father doesn't like it getting too long. We'll be back three Monday's from now and we'll catch up and tell you about our trip then.
 

By the way you remember Laura Masters, don't you? From next door? When she heard you were going to be house-sitting for us she asked if you wouldn't mind coming over and doing a few errands for her. Moving boxes or something about the pool. Go over and say hi, would you? I'm sure she'd love to see how you're all grown up.
 

Love you,
Mama

Oh Ma. Mom's were all the same everywhere, weren't they? I took another sip of my coke and put the letter down on the table and started thinking about the last line. Laura Masters needed some help with some boxes, huh?
 

Twenty-two's not too far from being a teenager and when you're a guy, I don't think there's ever a time where your mind doesn't immediately go to the dirtiest thing possible. Now this sounded like the beginning of a bad porn move.
 

"Yeah I'm here to move those boxes you needed help with?"
 

"Oh Sammy, you're so big and strong now!"
 


I smirked and walked over to the kitchen window. The Masters' had a pretty high fence all around their yard that you couldn't see through but there was one spot where, if you stood in just the right place by the sink, you could see exactly what was going in their kitchen. In front of their sink, anyways. I closed one eye, which always made it easier to see, and peered through.
 

And there she was. I swear my cock did a little dance as soon as I saw her. She looked like she hadn't changed a fucking bit in the last four years. That golden hair still cascaded down her shoulders. Her eyes were still sea-blue and those tits! Those beautiful, round, perky tits that made you want to clamp a claw down on them and squeeze. Damn!
 

She was concentrating on something in the sink. She looked like she was scrubbing potatoes or something but those tits were rubbing against the white shirt she was wearing and making her nipples hard.
 

That was the other thing. She barely ever wore a bra. It was punishing when I was younger, constantly pretending to be looking the other way.
 

So, because I'm a total pervert and don't care, I pulled my cock out and started pumping one out over the sink. I stared at the dark shadow her two stiff nubs made on the white shirt. I wondered what color they were? I wondered if they were pointy and long all the time or if you had to pinch and rub them a bit to make them stiff?
 

Then I thought of her pussy. She had three grown kids that were all out of the house but I wondered what a pussy that had been crawled through so many times looked like.
 

I was just getting myself worked up to a pretty good froth and ready to blow one out when she seemed to finish whatever it was she was doing in the sink and look up. 
 

Straight at me.
 

Or at least that's the way it seemed.
 

There was no way to be sure whether she could see through the fence the other way as I could that way. But I swear that we locked eyes and she just stared at me for I don't know how long. It was the most awkwardly arousing moment of my life and as I stood there, frozen because I didn't dare keep rubbing if there was a chance she was looking at me, I felt a trickle of cum ooze out of my cock.
 

It dribbled out and I heard the soft splatter of my own cream hitting the stainless steel of the sink. There was no orgasm to go with it, or rather it felt like there had been one but it had run away once Mrs. Masters had looked up.
 

So I stood there holding my cock, helplessly spilling my seed until finally, she turned away, reached up to get something off a shelf, then stepped out of view.
 

I started pumping my fist furiously, hoping I could recapture at least a thin tickle of the pleasure that had welled between my legs.
 

No dice. The moment had passed. No matter how hard I pumped, I couldn't even get myself stiff again. So, after a few strokes I cursed, stuffed my cock back into my shorts and started trying to scrub the cum that had now coagulated into thick clumps, out of the sink.
 

You ever wack off in the shower then wish you didn't when it comes time to clean up? This was twice as bad.
 

Anyways, once I finally got it all cleaned off I went down to the freezer, grabbed a frozen pizza and threw it in the oven. The whole time it was cooking, twenty minutes or so, I stood there thinking about what had happened and wondering whether she'd seen me or not. I decided there was really only one way to find out. I wasn't really one to get easily embarrassed anyways. If she'd seen me, she'd seen me. So what? What was the worst that could happen?
 

So, after getting a reasonable sleep, I stepped out into the sunshine the next morning and walked the few dozen feet over to the Masters front door and rang the doorbell.
 

Laura Masters opened the door with that beaming smile.
 






Chapter 2

 


"Ho-ly shit," she whispered.
 

I have to admit the cursing caught me off guard a bit. I'd known her when I was younger so she'd probably made an effort not to cuss around me. "Hey Mrs. Masters," I said with a wave and the kind of smile I probably hadn't smiled in four or five years. The kind of smile boys get right before they look down and kick the dirt with their foot because they're kind of shy and not sure if they said the right thing.
 

Come on Sam. You're a man now. Get over it.
 

"Sammy, I swear that if I hadn't seen you walk over from next door through the window, I wouldn't have recognized you. What the hell happened to you? Did you spend the last four years at the gym?!?"
 

That knocked me even more off balance and I chuckled a bit to hide my embarrassment at the fact that she reached out past the door and wrapped her fingers around my bicep to give it a squeeze. "Uh..." I muttered. What the hell do you say? What the hell do you say to something like that?
 

"Come in! Come in!" she said, possibly realizing what an awkward situation she'd put me in. She stepped aside and waved me in. "What can I get you? Water? A soda? Oh God," she muttered, shaking her head and pressing her fingers to her forehead. "What the fuck am I talking about? You're a grown man. Come on. Let's get a beer."
 

I was just about to turn around and tell her ten in the morning was a little early for me when she turned around and started walking towards the kitchen.
 

Boom! That beautiful wide ass started swaying side to side in slow motion, covered with nothing more than the tiny white shorts she was wearing and maybe a little pink thong wedged in between her cheeks.
 

Time slowed down as I stared at her swinging booty, all kinds of dirty running through my head as I imagined what it would be like to get my hands on that caboose.
 

Maybe a beer wouldn't be so bad after all. I followed her into the kitchen and a few moments later we were standing looking out onto the backyard, beers in hand.
 

"Thanks for coming over, Sammy," she said, looking up at me and smiling.
 

Once again it was quite a struggle not to keep glancing down the loose shirt she was wearing, hoping to get a glimpse of her perky nipples. "No problem, Mrs. Masters."
 

She looked up and scrunched her nose and gave me a kind of funny look. "You know, you're all grown up now, Sammy. You can call me Laura."
 

"Oh," I said, chuckling quietly. "Sure. Sure thing. Laura." Her name felt strange in my mouth. Sort of like I shouldn't be saying it. Like I should keep calling her Mrs. Masters instead.
 

"Anyway, I wanted to see if you'd be interested in doing some work around the house for me? Your mom said that you probably wouldn't have too much to do while you were here. How was college anyways? What did you major in again?" she asked.
 

"Computer science," I replied. "Yeah, I've really got nothing going on for the next three weeks. I'd be happy to help."
 

"Oh computer science! So you're a hacker." She sort of whispered the word with a sly smile like it was some kind of inside joke.
 

"Uh, no. Not really. Mostly finance software."
 

"Oh," she replied, like that answer didn't make sense, didn't fit the image she had of computer guys.
 

I didn't mention the sweet gig I had lined up in a small country in the Caribbean starting in the fall. There was nothing glamorous about finance software but the money was sweet.
 

"Well in any case, if you're not too busy would you be interested in helping me out?"
 

"Oh sure!" I replied, almost too hastily. "I'd love to help out!"
 

She seemed a little confused by my enthusiasm but by this point I already had half a buzz on and couldn't care less what she thought. A few days hanging around the Masters house sneaking glances at Mrs. Masters fine rack sounded like a great way to kill some time.
 

"Wonderful," she said, pointing out towards the yard. "First thing's the pool. Arnold's been calling our pool boy every other day and he's just not getting back to us! I know it's a busy time but you'd think if he wanted to keep clients happy...well, doesn't matter. Would you mind terribly giving it a clean? If it's not something you want to do I completely understand. I just thought..."
 

The booze gave me enough courage to put a hand on her arm. "Mrs. Masters," I said, staring down into those deep, blue eyes. "Like I said, I totally don't mind. It'll give me something to do. It'll be fun."
 

The moment lingered for longer than I'd planned. My heart skipped a beat as we held each other's gaze for what was just a touch too long.
 

Too much courage, I guess.
 

A pulse of adrenaline rushed through me as I realized how long I'd been staring into her eyes and I looked away as a blush heated my cheeks.
 

Get it together, Sam.
 

But a funny thing happened. I felt her hand on my arm this time. I turned around. She was still looking up at me. Her expression was...curious. I couldn't quite place it but it looked relaxed and sort of interested at the same time. "Sam?" she asked.
 

I swallowed loudly, blushing even harder as the sound of it filled the kitchen. "Yes?" I managed to whisper.
 

"Please. Call me Laura."
 

Then she squeezed my arm, smiled, slid open the sliding glass door and stepped outside.
 

I didn't get all that embarrassed until I realized how hard I'd gotten. My cock was like a fucking column trying to burst through the fabric of the shorts I was wearing. I started panicking at how I was going to hide it from her. I squeezed my ass cheeks, hoping the blood would work its way into a bigger muscle. I even did a couple of quick squats before stepping outside. That took care of about half the problem.
 

"The pool supplies are in this shed," Laura called out from across the yard. She stepped into the dark shadow inside the shed and started rummaging around.
 

And what did my pervert brain do? Instead of trying to talk my cock down further, I started thinking of what it would be like to follow her into that shed, bend her over and give her a good seeing to.
 

Which is when I remembered. She was married.
 

"So I think this is all the stuff you'll need," she said, stepping out with a bucket and a long pole. She looked up and smiled, then set the things down on the concrete deck by the pool.
 

I couldn't tell if her eyes had lingered on the shape between my legs or not but I turned around to face the house, pretending like I was admiring the place. "So uh, where is Mr. Masters anyways?" I asked, hoping a change of topic to her husband might cure me of my horniness.
 

"Oh, you know him, always away."
 

"Still hitting the road, huh?" I'd overheard many a conversation when I was younger about Mr. Masters life as a travelling salesman and how it was going to ruin the Masters marriage.
 

"Yeah," Laura replied but something about her tone told me she didn't want to talk about it any more.
 

I turned around just as she tried to brush past me without falling into the pool. We did an awkward little dance, the kind people do when neither one knows where the other is going. In the confusion, I sort of stepped towards her at the same moment as she was trying to step away and that's when it happened.
 

There could be no mistaking it. She had touched it hard enough that I knew there was no way she could have missed it. The back of her hand brushed against the hard head of my cock as she stepped away.
 

My cheeks started burning a bright red again as I desperately tried to look anywhere but at her. She wasn't moving which I thought made things doubly awkward and so I stood there looking around in circles at the ground until there was just nowhere else to look and I knew I had to look up and face the music.
 

I was just about to start babbling, hoping that I might come up with a weird excuse for why the hell I had a hard on when our eyes met.
 

One corner of her mouth was curled up and she had the calmest expression on her face, like what had just happened was no big deal at all and I was just being a wierdo for shaming myself about it.
 

She smiled. "When you're done," she said, "why don't you come inside and I'll get another cold one out of the fridge for you."
 

And then she looked at my cock. 
 

Yup. 
 

Just went right on ahead and gave it a big ole' stare before turning around and swaying that ass up the concrete steps and into the house.
 

I stood there for a while. I wasn't sure whether I was supposed to be humiliated or horny or both. I could have sworn she had just gazed at my cock, then looked back up at me to let me know what she'd felt and seen. But that would have just been too good to be true, right? A porn come true. Things like that didn't happen in real life.
 

Right?!?
 

So I got to work cleaning out the pool and balancing the ph and all that. After I was finished I put the tools away in the shed and I was just about to go back into the house when who should open the sliding glass door but Laura.
 

She'd changed her outfit. She was now wearing a little white bikini with a top that barely covered anything but her nipples and a thong that just covered her pussy slit. She was carrying two beers and had on dark sunglasses. "Hey there," she said with a smile. "You all done? I thought we could have that cold one out here."
 

Handing me a beer, she crossed the deck, turned over a deck chair and sat herself down on it.
 

My heart was pounding as I stood there trying not to stare at her tight body, her long, lithe legs and those firm tits.
 

"Shit!" she swore, sighing. "Sammy, could you do me favor? I forgot the sunscreen on the table. Could you go grab it?"
 

Well, at that point Laura Masters could have asked me if I wouldn't mind taking a dip in a tank full of alligators for her and I would have said "no problem!"
 

I bounded up the steps into the house, grabbed the sunscreen and headed back outside.
 

She was already lying on the deck chair soaking up the sun.
 

I came to a stop beside her and held the bottle out, not knowing what to say.
 

Laura turned her head and for a second looked confused as to what I was doing. "Aren't you going to help me put it on?" she asked with a pout.
 

My cock roared to life.
 






Chapter 3

 


I stood there slack-jawed for a little bit because what do you say to something like that? The secret crush of my youth had just brushed my cock by accident and was now lying in front of me with nothing but a few patches of fabric between me and her fucking delicious looking lady-parts, asking me if I could rub a bit of lotion on.
 

It was absolutely impossible that she was not seeing the bulge growing in my shorts. I was standing way to close to her and there was no covering it up. She had to know.
 

So of course I started asking myself if this was for real. Was she doing what she thought I was doing? Was she "testing the waters," so to speak? Was she really trying to figure out if this could be a thing, her and I? Was she hitting on me?
 

I'd had a few girlfriends in the past, none of them particularly memorable, but one thing one of them had said stood out.
 

"Guys will take anything a girl does the wrong way. Anything."
 

Meaning that no matter what a girl did, a guy would think that she was trying to hit on him. Because that's the way guys are. No one wants to be the schmuck who missed a signal and didn't get laid when he could have, right?
 

For some reason that had stuck with me. I thought about it a lot when talking to girls and realized that I did it, too. If a girl smiled at me my first reflex would be to think that she wants me, or that I should strike up a conversation to see if that were true. Ever since then I really tried to pay attention and go out of my way not to be that kind of guy.
 

This situation seemed entirely different.
 

"Sammy?" The sound of Laura's voice shook me from my thoughts. She had taken her glasses off and was staring at me looking concerned. "Everything alright?" she asked.
 

"Uh...yeah. Sure," I stammered, setting my beer down beside the chair she was lying on and kneeling on the ground.
 

"You know if it makes you too uncomfortable, I could do it myself," she said.
 

Still sort of in a stupor about her request, I realized a few moments later that she was talking about the bottle of lotion I was holding.
 

I could do it myself. Really, Sam? Really?
 

I managed to pull my shit together, crack a grin and wave away what she'd suggested. "Nah, Mrs. M...er, Laura. It's all good. Do you want to roll over and I can do your back?"
 

That was me trying to play it extra safe, right? Realistically, that was the only place she couldn't reach. The only place she should need help with.
 

She didn't blink. She looked straight into my eyes and said, "Oh, I thought you could just do all of me."
 

Holy fuck.
 

This was going to be one hell of a summer if what I thought was happening was actually happening.
 

So, I popped open the top of the tube, squeezed a big white glob of sunscreen out onto the palm of my hand and shuffled up a little closer to the chair.
 

Laura had leaned back, put her dark glasses back on was now lying perfectly still on the chair.
 

My hand hovered over her body, not knowing where to start.
 

I wish that in moments like that, us guys could have the foresight to realize what's happening. We need a little light to go off somewhere that says "Hey bud. You are going to want to remember every last detail of this for the rest of your life so before you start, why don't you hit record?"
 

That never seems to happen, though. Our cocks just kind of take over and we get busy trying to get inside and details are lost.
 

That's what happened here. I remember wondering if I should start on her stomach. Then I thought that was probably too intimate and I thought that her legs would probably be a good place. I rubbed my hands together, getting the lotion nice and warm, then pressed a palm up against her lean calf and started to rub.
 

It was like rubbing oil onto a bird before sticking it in the oven. And this was some bird.
 

With each rub I let my hands drift further and further up her legs and the further I got, the harder my dick got between my legs. When I finally touched the lowest part of her thighs, I thought I was going to blow my wad right there by the pool.
 

I took a deep breath, lifted my hands and reached down to get a little more sunscreen from the bottle.
 

This made Laura look at me and smile. "Here," she said quietly, "let me give you some more space."
 

I looked down just as she began to spread her legs in front of me. Those two beautiful cream-colored thighs split apart as she "gave me a little more space" to administer the sunscreen on the insides of her thighs.
 

My cock went rock hard as my eyes crawled up her legs to the sacred space between them where heaven began. I swallowed hard again.
 

The tiny triangle of fabric that barely covered the top of her pussy, covered even less of the slit between her legs. The rippled lips of her pussy crawled along either side of it, hinting at the dark flesh cave beyond.
 

I was completely paralyzed. There was nothing, literally nothing I could do to keep myself from staring at her beckoning snatch.
 

"Sammy?" Her voice floated up on a whisper of wind.
 

"Huh?" I said, my jaw hanging open. I might as well have had a thick strand of drool dripping from the edge of my mouth.
 

"Are you going to finish what you started?" she asked.
 

So, probably any ordinary guy at this point would have just thrown the sunscreen away, peeled her panties to one side and dove in, right? But you have to understand, this was my parent's neighbor. I'd known her forever. I knew her husband. If I did the wrong thing here it could end up being the most embarrassing moment of my life.
 

So instead of doing what every other ordinary guy would do, I put the sunscreen down, excused myself and raced into the house.
 

I ran into the bathroom, slammed the door shut, yanked out my cock and started to rub. When I closed my eyes, visions of Mrs. Masters lying spread eagle on the deck chair came immediately floating into my mind.
 

I saw that slightly stretched pussy, drooling creamy white, gaping slightly open and inviting me inside. I saw her smiling at me as I rutted into her, felt the way she'd drag her fingernails along my back as my ass squeezed and my cock flexed inside her. I felt the way her pussy would squeeze around me as I started to come.
 

Before I knew it I was standing in front of the bathroom mirror, blowing my wad into the sink again. I bit my lip to keep from groaning too loudly as I came but I still managed a little grunt.
 

After I'd finished I stood there, cock in hand, catching my breath and wondering what all the fuss had been about. Now that I'd come, things didn't seem nearly as confusing. I did my best to wipe up the spunk off the sink with toilet paper, flushed it down the toilet and took a deep breath before opening the door.
 

Laura was standing on the other side. Frowning.
 

"Everything all right?" she asked, glancing down at my crotch.
 

"Everything's fine," I said, my voice coming out in an awkward croak.
 

"Hmm," she mused, still eyeing me with suspicion.
 

Had she heard? Did she know I'd just wacked off into her sink in her bathroom? Talk about embarrassing. Fuck.
 

"Have you ever dated anyone, Sammy?" she asked.
 

Really? What the fuck?
 

"Uh, yeah, sure," I replied.
 

Laura nodded, looked to one side, then the other, then back at me. "I haven't dated in a while. Things must have changed a lot, huh?"
 

I shook my head. "I'm not sure what you mean Mrs. M...Laura," I said.
 

"I just mean that I thought it was pretty obvious what I was doing back there. I guess guys need a little more...invitation than I'm used to these days."
 

I was stunned. "I...I beg your pardon."
 

She opened her mouth slightly and shook her head. She looked stunned. "I was trying to get a fuck out of you back there, stud," she said, tilting her head and looking me in the eye. "Don't worry. I'll try to be a little more obvious when you come back tomorrow. Okay?"
 

Laura Masters nodded, smiled, then spun around and walked towards the sliding glass door to the backyard. Setting one foot outside, she put her sunglasses on her nose, then turned and looked over them at me. "Ten tomorrow morning, kay? And don't be late."
 

Without another glance, she stepped through the door and slid it shut.
 

She was going to give me another chance.
 






Chapter 4

 


At nine fifty-eight the next morning I was standing on the Masters' front porch shuffling side to side and wondering if I should ring the doorbell or wait the extra two minutes to ten o'clock.
 

I'd spent the night alternating being achingly turned on and petrified at fucking things up the next day. I'd barely slept at all. Every time I was about to drift off the wavy lines of Laura Masters naked puss would spring to my mind and send adrenaline racing through me.
 

Moments later I would be stroking out an orgasm, hoping this would be the one that would finally put me to sleep.
 

When the door to the house opened, I had almost no hope of playing it cool. I was hard again, even though my cock was sore from all the masturbating I'd done the previous night.
 

She was wearing a light summer dress that ended just above the knees with no bra so that her hard nipples were sticking out again.
 

I swallowed at the sight of her and it felt like I was already completely under her spell.
 

She smiled, stepped aside and told me to come in. "I have some boxes in the basement that I need moved. Would that be alright?" she asked.
 

This time was a little different. There was nothing apologetic about the request. It was like she knew full well that I was going to say yes but decided to pay lip service to treating me like an equal by asking if that would be alright.
 

Of course I nodded and told her "no problem," then followed her down the stairs, my eyes glued to her gently swaying round ass. It was hypnotic.
 

The boxes were piled up in a corner in the basement. They must have been filled with old books because they had that musty paper smell.
 

Laura said they were going to a local good will store but would I mind piling them up by the stairs first.
 

I didn't mind and immediately set to work. I have to admit I was more than a little confused. I'd run through a lot of possibilities in my mind about what might happen when I showed up there that day. Laura with nothing on. Laura in a negligee. Laura holding champagne flutes, dressed in her bathrobe. The last thing I'd expected was to go over and actually be asked to do work.
 

I didn't really mind. It was what she'd initially asked me over for, after all. But I couldn't help but start being paranoid about whether I'd misunderstood something the day before.
 

I was positive that I'd heard her tell me that she wanted me to fuck her. I was positive I'd heard that. Had she changed her mind? Did she regret what she'd said? Had she gotten drunk off the beer and just blurted it out and now she wanted to take it back?
 

I was asking myself all this, starting to sweat and pant as I carried box after box of books across the room to the bottom of the stairs when I realized that Laura had sat down on a table and put one foot up next to her so that her legs were open.
 

I noticed it from the side and I didn't dare look at her as I walked back across to get another box. It was only when I was bending over to pick it up that I managed a glance and nearly fell over forward onto my face.
 

She wasn't wearing anything beneath that dress. Not a thong, not a g-string, nothing. Her beautiful, shapely pussy lips that seemed to purr were completely exposed bare to my hungry eyes.
 

I looked up. Our eyes locked. She bit her thumb and swayed her knee gently from side to side.
 

My cock started to harden and yet still I needed to be sure. Still I couldn't bring myself to just cross the floor and do what I knew she wanted done.
 

"Honey," she said quietly, "I'm not giving you a third chance if you fuck this one up."
 

I jumped up and stumbled across the room, tugging at the belt holding up my shorts. As I came up to the table she was sitting on I leaned in, closed my eyes, my lips moist and ready to feel her kiss and...
 

I felt her fingers press against my chest. I opened my eyes.
 

She was staring at me with one eye brow raised. "Sammy, I'm forty-seven. You're going to have do a little work before we do that."
 

The fleeting confusion quickly passed as I realized what she meant. Sinking onto my knees before her, I licked my lips and stared at the dark hole peering back at me.
 

Her pussy lips were even more beautiful this close and her smell filled my nostrils with a sharp bite. She didn't smell like flower soap or fruit shampoo. She smelled like a woman should. A little sour and a little ripe.
 

I reached out, stuck out two fingers and traced the rippled lines of her pussy lips.
 

She shifted on the table and I felt her hand on the back of my head.
 

"Here," she said, pulling my face closer to her pussy, "this'll go a lot faster if you use your mouth."
 

And before I knew it the sharp taste of her pussy filled every corner of my mouth as I started exploring her soft folds with my tongue.
 

Her grip on the back of my head relaxed and she moved her hand to the my cheek.
 

When I looked up it was to find her looking down at me with what seemed like affection.
 

She guided my mouth into the exact place she wanted it, then made sure my tongue was lapping at her engorged clit in just the right spot. 
 

As soon as she'd positioned me I felt her body tense and heard her start to moan.
 

She reached around and grabbed a fistful of my hair. It hurt like hell but I was in heaven so I didn't give a fuck. Pulling at my hair she started using my face, rubbing her pussy against it as she tried to get off.
 

A few moments later I felt the first gush of her pussy juices come seeping out onto my tongue. They tasted bittersweet with more of a sharp bite. She had me so locked in between her thighs that I had no choice but to swallow. It was only when I felt like I was running out of air that I pushed away from her to catch my breath.
 

She gasped even as she let me go and looked down. "Oh honey don't stop!" she said in an urgent whisper. Then her mouth rounded out as she covered it with her hand and giggled. "Oh Sammy, you're a fucking mess!"
 

I realized what she meant when she reached down and ran a finger along my chin. I looked down to see it covered in a thick glop of her creamy white pussy goo.
 

She only let me look at it for a second before pushing it into my mouth.
 

I was so fucking turned on by this point that I thought nothing of slurping the mess off her finger. My cock felt like it was going to fall off, it was so hard. I dove back down between her thighs and started lashing at her stiff clit with my tongue, hoping I would get my turn once she got off.
 

She started moaning above me again, twisting a bit on the table and grinding her pussy against my mouth.
 

Even as my tongue started burning from exhaustion I kept licking her snatch, slapping her clit and hoping she would come with the next lick. When I finally felt her start to convulse I started licking harder, hoping to push her past the finish line even faster.
 

"Oh Sammy yes! Fuck!" she screamed as hot cream pulsed out of her and into my mouth. She was holding my hair with both fists now and she started rubbing my face against her snatch, just using it like I was her fuck toy.
 

It was a little demeaning but incredibly hot and I was so excited by the whole thing I didn't care anyways.
 

Laura rubbed out the last few shudders of her orgasm over me, then let go of my hair and started to pull me up by my shirt.
 

I stood up and looked into her satisfied eyes. Her hair was a little mussed but she seemed pleased by what had just happened. She reached out, unbuckled my belt and stuck her hand into my shorts. "Let's see what you've got," she said with a sly smile.
 

I'm not huge but I'm a reasonably sized guy with nothing to be ashamed of when I'm hard.
 

She pulled me out and flashed me what seemed to be a pretty contented smile. "Pretty big boy," she whispered with a wink. Without waiting, she pulled my cock closer, towards the slightly parted slick lips of her pussy.
 

My whole body shuddered as the head of my cock touched her hot snatch.
 

She noticed and looked up and smiled at me again. "Let me guess," she whispered, "you've been thinking about this for a long time?"
 

My jaw dropped open. She knew. She fucking knew, there was no doubt in my mind. She knew how hot she was. She knew I stared at her, she probably even knew I wacked off about her. And now she was making my fantasies come true and that was somehow turning her on. "Fuck yes," I whispered back.
 

She giggled and rolled her eyes, then spread her leg open a little more.
 

By this point I was so worked up I couldn't take it anymore. I put a hand on her thigh, split her open even more and without waiting to be invited, drove my rock-hard shaft into her sloppy cunt. It sank in with a wet slurp, then made a sucking sound as I pulled it back out.
 

Both of us stared down at the way my body looked sliding into hers for a while until I couldn't take it any more and started to really give her a good fuck.
 

As soon as I started rutting I felt an orgasm start slipping out from in between my legs. I tried everything. I thought of all the stuff you think about to work yourself down but it was no use. I was finally fucking the woman I'd fantasized about forever and now I was going to be a two minute wonder. I tried to slow down.
 

"Oh honey, don't slow down. I was getting close," she said, her hand draped over my shoulder.
 

I could barely tell from just looking at her. She looked as nonchalant as she had when she asked me to move those fucking boxes. I glanced down to see my cock disappearing into her pussy and that pushed me over the edge. "Oh fuck," I groaned.
 

Mrs. Masters realized what was happening, lifted herself up and off of me, wrapped a hand around my cock and pulled me out.
 

The first splash of my seed sprayed up onto her pussy lips before she started stroking me out onto her stomach.
 

I stared as rope after rope of hot spunk spewed from the head of my cock and landed in thick streaks along her toned tummy, basting her with hot, white cream.
 

Her own pussy juices seeped out from between her fingers as she pumped me through my climax.
 

As I stood moaning, she looked up into my eyes and across my face, like that was much more interesting to her than what was happening between my legs.
 

When the last shudder of my orgasm shook me, she held me for a little while longer, rubbing her fingers gently along my shaft and watching as the last trickles of semen spat out.
 

I was a sweaty, panting wreck but powerless to do anything but stand there and stare at the sight of her hand wrapped around my cock.
 

When she'd had enough and decided it was over, she let me go and wiped her hand on my shirt, then used the shirt to wipe her stomach off. Then she pushed on my chest with two fingers, making me stagger back as she crossed her legs.
 

Laura Masters smiled. "That's a pretty decent package you've got there, Samuel Jones, but we're going to have to do something about that timing. There's no way I can come that fast."
 

All I could do was shake my head and stare at the floor.
 






Chapter 5

 


And then I freaked out.
 

I mean, not like running around clawing at my hair and screaming kind of freaked out. More of a guy freak out.
 

I don't know why but I started feeling super bad. I'd just fucked a married woman, after all, and I considered myself to be a pretty nice guy. I started babbling and apologizing and saying that I should probably go, the whole time trying to tug my shorts back up.
 

"Sammy, Sammy, Sammy!" She finally had to shout to get my attention.
 

I stopped dead in my tracks and stared at her, slack-jawed.
 

"Jeez, Sammy, for a guy you sure act like a woman after you get laid!" she teased.
 

I didn't think that was funny at all. A million things were racing through my head. What did this mean? Could I really be this guy? The guy that fucks other men's wives when they're not around?
 

"What's the problem? Why are you freaking out?" she asked.
 

"I..." For a moment I didn't know what to say and then for some reason I decided to come clean. "What about Mr. Masters? I'm...I feel like a total dick for doing this and..."
 

"Oh puh-lease!" she said, waving my worry away. "You think Mr. Masters is out on the road for two weeks at a time and doesn't get a little something on the side?" she asked.
 

I was shocked. How could she just be...okay with something like that?
 

"Mr. Masters gets plenty of tail, don't worry about him," she explained. "Besides, we've been kind of on the rocks lately anyways."
 

This only made me feel even worse. They'd been on the rocks lately and here I was being a total jerk, probably putting another wedge in their marriage. How could I be such a douche?!?
 

"Sam," she said, her tone even as she put her hand on my arm. "You are freaking out about nothing. It's just a little fun. How long are you here for, three weeks? Before your parents get back?"
 

I swallowed and nodded.
 

"So? Relax. We'll have a little fun and then we'll just pretend it never happened. Well, maybe we can get together over Christmas or something sometime. Right?" The question was accompanied by a wink and a smile. "Anyways, I'm going to lunch with a friend. Can you carry these upstairs and then just lock the door on your way out?"
 

I was totally floored. She was acting like this was no big deal, like the fact that we'd just had sex didn't mean anything to her at all. 
 

"Oh, and Sammy?" she asked from the foot of the stairs.
 

"Huh?" I managed to grunt.
 

"You can't come inside me hon. I'm not on any birth control or anything, 'kay?"
 

Probably because I had no idea what else to do, I just nodded and looked down to stare at her ass as she swayed her way up the stairs. Then I stood there staring into space and wondering what I was going to do.
 

The sound of the front door closing shook me out of my stupor and made me the last thing she'd said really sink in. 
 

I'm not on any birth control or anything.
 

Holy fuck. This was terrible. What if I'd spilled a little inside her? Could I be sure I hadn't? She was older but certainly not too old for an accident, especially if she was the one telling me not to come inside her.
 

The thought of what would happen if I impregnated my old next-door neighbor sent a rush of heat through me. It was absurd and absolutely wrong but the very thought that it was even a possibility was...well, fucking hot.
 

I started taking boxes up the stairs one by one. I kept going over and over what had just happened in my mind. I couldn't believe it. I was a little disappointed in myself at having done it but a lot disappointed in myself knowing that I was going to do it again. In a split second. The moment it came up.
 

Well, it did come up. It came up the next day. This time I had to drive the boxes to the good will store and drop them off. Laura came with me, dressed in a white dress and wearing a red belt and shiny red shoes. She stood off to the side and watched me unload boxes out of the SUV, staring at me through her Hollywood style sunglasses as I did.
 

When we got home, she offered me a lemonade which I slurped down after my hard work in the hot sun. Then she got down on her knees, pulled out my cock and stuffed it into her mouth.
 

The thing was, I didn't really have a chance to resist. If she'd given me any warning, any sort of indication that that's what she was about to do, maybe I would have had a fighting chance of saying no, or maybe we shouldn't, or whatever.
 

I didn't. All I could do was stare as the feeling of her hot hand wrapping around my rising girth shot up my spine.
 

The inside of her mouth felt like wet velvet that had just been warmed. Her tongue was so soft and she slid it just right along the underside of my cock.
 

I stood there, gripping the counter and watching as more and more of my hardening shaft disappeared into her tight little mouth.
 

She'd worn red lipstick that day to go with her red belt and red shoes and it made her lips look even fuller around my veined dick.
 

When she started to suck, she reached under me and with the tips of her fingers brushed my balls sending jets of sperm shooting out of them and into my cock.
 

Her eyes bulged as the first shot of seed hit the back of her throat.
 

I almost felt bad. I should have fucking warned her or something. I always did that.
 

But her shock was short-lived. As soon as she realized I was coming, her cheeks hollowed into a nice hard suck and her tongue started gliding back and forth across my cock, coaxing the rest of the cum out.
 

I shot my whole loud into her mouth and she swallowed every last drop, then cleaned me off. Even when she pulled off of me and I popped out of her mouth, she dabbed at the corners of her mouth with her finger and pushed the tiny puddles of seed onto her tongue and swallowed those too.
 

Ho-ly fuck.
 

The woman was a fucking sex goddess and she'd chosen me to be her toy.
 

"We have got to work on that timing, Sammy," she said, getting up off the floor and straightening the front of her dress.
 

"I'm...I'm sorry, I just...I usually don't get that excited that fast it's just..."
 

"Aww!" she cooed, her brow arching as she touched my cheek with her hand. "That's sweet!"
 

I guess she meant it was sweet that I thought she was hot enough that I blew my load that quickly? I don't know. She didn't seem to upset, though.
 

"You know what, it's for the best. I just have to make sure to get you off before I get on you. That way you'll last a little longer and not have as much...ammunition for a baby bomb." This set her off giggling and she giggled all the way to the bathroom before closing the door.
 

We didn't hook up again that day. She had an exercise class to go to or something so sent me home.
 

It took about all of five minutes in the house by myself before I started wringing my hands and pacing. I'd never been super serious about relationships, or bad at them or anything, or, you know, clingy, but something about what was going on here was really getting under my skin. I couldn't stop thinking about her and not just the sex, either.
 

I couldn't stop thinking about her. The shape her mouth took when she smiled. The way she'd bossed me around with the boxes or the pool. The way her body moved when she walked.
 

If I didn't know any better, I would have sworn I was...falling in love.
 

Which is crazy.
 

Because that's crazy.
 

Right?
 

Well, by that evening I just couldn't take it anymore. I decided to go across, ring the doorbell and see if maybe she wanted to have dinner or something.
 

"Oh Sammy, you're sweet but not tonight."
 

Trying to stay cool I asked "Why not?"
 

She smiled and tilted her head in that way she did. "Arnold's coming home tomorrow and I have to get things...ready. You understand, right?"
 

Bam.
 

That's how it all began.
 






Chapter 6

 


I didn't know what it meant to pace around and wring your hands until after I walked back to my parents house that night.
 

It suddenly felt like my whole fucking world was crashing down around me. I'd barely been back a few days and all this crazy stuff had happened with Laura and now I was starting to feel like I might actually be...feeling something for her and tomorrow her husband was coming home.
 

Her husband was coming home.
 

Her husband was coming home.
 

This obviously meant a lot of things. It meant that we wouldn't be seeing each other the next day, or for however many days he was going to be home after that. This shouldn't have been a problem. I was a big boy, all grown up. I'd had sex with another man's wife, even if she had been the one to suggest it, so I should have been able to just suck it up, deal with my emotions about it and move on with my life.
 

The problem was, and this seemed like a pretty big fucking problem, that I could not stop thinking of what was going to happen when he got home. I mean, I knew what was going to happen when he got home, or at least I could guess.
 

He was going to get back, probably take a shower. Maybe she would have dinner ready for him or something, have a cocktail or two. Then, he would probably take his wife upstairs, shove his cock into her until he came. That's what husbands did when they got home from business trips, right?
 

The truth was I had no idea. I probably should have thought this through because Laura herself had said that things between them had been "on the rocks," as she put it. But I didn't care about what she'd said. I didn't seem to care about facts.
 

I cared more about fixating on this...this thing that was going to happen to a woman I barely knew but had had sex with.
 

I vaguely remembered what Arnold Masters looked like. He was sort of a big guy, I think he was ex-military or something. He had a big barrel chest and he liked to wear gold chains and keep the top button of his shirt undone. He had black hair that was balding a bit and he had hairy arms. And I think I remembered always seeing him with a drink in his hand but I couldn't be sure.
 

So I lay in bed for most of the night working up this crazy vision of what Arnold Masters was going to look like and act like when he got back. I worked up a whole story, how the day was going to go, what Laura was going to act like. And the more I thought about it, the more it twisted my guts up into a knot.
 

It wasn't like I somehow felt I had any claim to her or anything. I knew I didn't. She wasn't mine. She'd let me fuck her a few times and given me a blow job. That was the extent of the relationship.
 

And yet, thinking that a woman I'd been with just that day was going to turn around and spread her legs for another man, even if that man was her husband, drove me absolutely crazy with jealousy.
 

And lust.
 

Yep. Lust.
 

I couldn't stop thinking about it but not just because I wanted to torture myself. I couldn't stop thinking about it because every time I did think about it, I got incredibly hard. My cock got hard as a rock and I would stroke one out trying to think of anything else but always in the final moment returning to what had inspired another round of masturbation.
 

Laura Masters with another man between her legs.
 

Crazy, right?
 

I know. I didn't get it either.
 

So by the time the morning rolled around I was almost exhausted enough to fall asleep. I closed my eyes and just as I was drifting off, I heard the faint sound of a car pulling up to the house next door, then a car door slamming shut.
 

My eyes popped open as adrenaline filled my nervous system. Could that have been it? Could that have been the sound of Arnold Masters coming home?
 

I almost laughed out loud about how stupid I was being about the whole thing. So what if it was? It was none of my fucking business! I was just a guy she'd fucked on the side why should I care?
 

But I did. And I couldn't stop caring. I was wide awake and my heart was pounding and I couldn't stop thinking about what was going on next door. Finally I jumped out of bed and tore across the hall to the guest room across the hall.
 

It was him.
 

He looked pretty much exactly the way I remembered him. He was tall and beefy with a bald patch on top of his head and dark, hairy arms.
 

She met him at the door. Yeah. I guess even if things were rocky between them she still liked putting in the effort or something because she was wearing a pleated yellow skirt and a tight white top and of course, no bra.
 

He took a good long look at her as she stood there smiling at him. Then he said something and I had no idea what it was but it made her smile a little wider so I assumed it was probably something nice.
 

She took his bag and his keys and then they disappeared inside the house.
 

Well, that's when my inner crazy really came out. I started thinking up all kinds of possibilities of what they were doing in there. Had they thrown themselves into each other's arms? Were they kissing passionately in the hall? Had they raced upstairs, tearing off clothes as they went?
 

This time I did actually laugh out loud at how ridiculous I was being. Of course none of that was happening. This was a couple who pretty much knew they both cheated on the other person. There was no way they would be doing anything like that.
 

And yet no matter how reasonable I tried to talk myself into believing that, I couldn't do it. It was almost like I wanted the opposite to be true.
 

I only realized how long I'd been staring out the window when I saw motion out of the corner of my eye between the blinds. I glanced at the clock in the room to find that I'd been there almost an hour, then looked out at the backyard to see a bare-chested Mr. Masters emerging from the sliding door, cocktail in hand, hair freshly washed.
 

My mind raced, calculating the possibility that they'd had time for sex, showering change of clothes and fixing a cocktail in the time I'd been standing there. I didn't get a chance to work it out because she followed him out in the same skimpy bikini she'd worn when I'd been working on the pool and that swallowed all of my attention.
 

I could feel myself getting harder as I stared. The two of them walked around the pool. Mr. Masters flipped the other deck chair and sat down on it as Laura sat on the first one. They settled in, put their drinks in the cup-holders in the chairs, and began to bask in the sun.
 

My cock hardened as my eyes roamed up and down her toned body, remembering what it was like to be standing between her thighs spilling spunk onto her belly and hand. After a few minutes of this, I couldn't take any more and I reached into my underwear and wrapped a fist around my cock.
 

The timing couldn't have been more perfect, as I found out. Mr. Masters, having finished his drink, turned to face his wife and said something to her.
 

She, in turn, set down her half-finished drink and stood up. She stretched, as if displaying her still-lithe body for him.
 

My cock jumped in my hand. Was she getting him another drink? A snack maybe?
 

Nope. Reaching back behind herself, Laura Masters undid the knot of her bikini top sending the tangle of straps sailing to the ground and exposing her pert, round breasts to her husband, and me for the first time.
 

Her nipples were long, longer than I'd ever seen and now that I was seeing them naked I realized why they always rubbed against her shirt.
 

My eyes went wide as she cupped her breasts with her hands and pressed them together, rubbing them together for her husband to enjoy. After a while of this, her hands drifted towards the tips, fingers and thumbs tugging at her nipples, twisting them and squeezing them and making them even harder. Once she'd worked those up, she grabbed her breasts and smashed them against each other again.
 

By this point my head was starting to spin. This was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, watching Laura Masters do a striptease, even if it was for her husband. There was also the added confusing arousal of feeling slightly jealous about the fact that she was doing it for someone other than me. I know that's ridiculous but it was what it was.
 

I started stroking my cock as I watched the scene unfold.
 

As Laura knelt down in front of her husband, Arnold Masters put down his drink and yanked his on his shorts as he stuffed one fat paw down them.
 

When I saw him fish out his cock it felt like the bottom had dropped out of my stomach. The thing was probably eight inches long still flaccid and as thick as a coke can. I even stopped wacking off, it was that much of a shock. With my heart racing, I watched through the window as Laura wrapped her slender fingers around the piece of meat and let her hand glide up and down its length.
 

Mr. Masters settled back in his chair. I was stunned at the way he was behaving. Here was a guy who had a fucking knock-out wife who waited at the door for him and made him cocktails when he got home from the lonely, open road and it looked like he was just going to let her service him like she was some kind of whore!
 

He got comfortable, put his arms on the arm rests and watched as Laura started doing her thing on his growing muscle.
 

I swallowed hard as I watched her cheeks hollow the same way the had when she'd sucked the cum out of my dick. I couldn't hear anything but I could only imagine the sloppy wet sounds she was making as she worked his cock with her mouth and tongue. There was slick drool running down his shaft, glistening in the sunlight as she lathered him up.
 

I was mesmerized. Every time she popped off his cock it would sway a little in her hand. She'd wipe her mouth look up into his eyes and sink back down holding his gaze. She obviously knew this was something he liked and was doing this to please him which should have been just fine, right? She was his wife and not my girlfriend, after all.
 

But there was something so incredibly...I don't know, filthy about the way she was doing it. She was hauling on that cock with her mouth and rubbing the base with her hand while the fingers of her other hand tickled his nuts. It looked like she knew exactly what to do to get him off as efficiently as she could and was doing all the right things. She seemed so matter-of-fact about it, too.
 

So after probably five or so minutes of watching this, I realized that my own cock was stiff as a board in my hand. I started rubbing myself again and almost immediately felt the pressure of an orgasm between my legs. I stopped, hoping that maybe I could use this as an exercise, to train myself how to last longer for Laura.
 

But just as I'd stopped rubbing and felt the pressure wane, I saw her eyes pop open a little wider. She looked up at him but didn't come off his cock. She kept pumping him with her hand and bobbing up and down with her head, the whole time staring at him with her bright blue eyes.
 

I saw her cheeks bulge and it looked like she'd just had a gag reflex or something. I realized Mr. Masters was dumping a load into her mouth.
 

His body stiffened and he leaned forward a little, just enough to put his fat paw on the back of her head and keep her face on his dick. The faint sound of his groan vibrated through the two panels of glass in the window and he pressed her head just a little lower.
 

This was incredibly disturbing and incredibly hot, watching him treat her like this. I could clearly see each pulse of cum come shooting out of his cock by the expression on her face. She was doing her best to swallow but with that fat of a cock there had to be at least twice as much cum as I had.
 

A spurt of thick, creamy spunk came oozing out from between her lips and his dick. It ran down his shaft, onto her fingers and down onto his hairy balls.
 

Like a real slut, she just kept bobbing and sucking, bobbing and sucking until he took his hand away from the back of her head, put a finger on her chin and lifted her off.
 

She came off gasping for air, his cock already a little softer in her hand. She didn't stand up, though. Or hand him a towel or use his shorts the way she'd used my shirt.
 

Nope.
 

She got right back down on that cock, licking up all the cum that was still spilling out of it and swallowing it down, staring into his eyes the whole time. She licked it off her fingers. She licked it off the head of his cock and the side of his shaft. She even got in between his legs and sucked on his hairy balls until they were clean, too.
 

When she was all done she licked her lips, looked at him with a smile and even though I couldn't hear what she said I knew what it was. "All done baby?"
 

In that moment I felt the most powerful and arousing jealousy I'd ever felt in my life. There was no reason for it! She wasn't my wife or girlfriend, just a woman I'd slept with and yet watching her do that to another man had awakened something inside of me that I didn't understand yet and couldn't really describe.
 

I saw Arnold Masters nod towards the house, like he was telling her to go get cleaned up or something. And like a dutiful wife, she stood up, grabbed her bikini top off the ground and skipped over to the house and out of view.
 

I sat there shaken to the core, playing out what had happened over and over and over again in my mind until I saw her walk back out again and lie down on the deck chair next to her husband.
 

It took about ten seconds for me to stroke one out, then I shuffled back to my own room, drew the blinds and spent the rest of the day trying to pick apart the agonizing arousal that had me in its grip.
 






Chapter 7

 


Mr. Masters spent two days at home with his wife. I knew this because I became an obsessed pervert-voyeur who would regularly leer at them sunning themselves in the backyard from the guest bedroom window.
 

There was no more sexual activity outdoors but any time they went inside my mind would get very busy dreaming up all sorts of sordid details of what they were doing.
 

In my mind's eye, I saw Arnold Masters take his wife in positions that even the most seasoned porn stars would not attempt. In my imagination she regularly gave him her ass hole to fuck with his thick cola-can of a cock. Each time I would imagine this I would get particularly turned on. I'd never had anal sex with a woman before. It just hadn't been very high on my agenda and most of the girls that I'd dated would never go for anything like that anyway.
 

But I knew Laura Masters was different. I knew just from the way she'd casually seduced me and the way she'd blown her husband in the backyard without a second thought, that she was a particularly nasty, filthy type of woman. An experienced woman who knew what men wanted and wasn't scared to do what it took to deliver. She was the kind of woman that didn't need to act like a good girl anymore and if she did, it was only for fun.
 

Two days later I watched out the window as Mr. Masters, dressed in his road warrior shirt and tie, carried boxes and boxes of pharmaceutical samples out to the trunk of his car.
 

My heart leapt as I saw Laura come out and watch him, chatting with him and smiling. Had she been thinking of me? Had she thought about me at all in this whole time he'd been home? Had it crossed her mind that maybe I had seen what she did to him in the backyard? Surely she realized that if she could see the window, whoever was watching from the window could see her?
 

It was torture standing there and watching and waiting for him to finish packing his car. He seemed so slow about it and who could blame him? All those long hours on the road when he had a wife at home that would blow him like that over a cocktail in the middle of the day? Fuck. I don't think I'd ever go to work.
 

When he finally got into the car and backed out of the driveway, I saw Laura wave and smile. He honked the horn a few times, waved back, then drove down to the stop sign and turned right towards the road that led to the highway.
 

I did my best to wait five minutes before busting out the front door and dashing over to their house. I rang the doorbell and tried to control my breathing while I waited for Laura to come answer the door.
 

She opened the door wearing the same white dress with a red belt I'd seen her in before. She looked a little confused at first, then surprised to see me. Then, the curious smile that had sprung across her lips melted into something of a more lascivious grin. She folded her arms across her chest and turned her foot out to one side. "Samuel Jones," she said.
 

"Hey," I answered, still a little breathless. I realized I'd just laid all of my cards out on the table but I didn't care. I realized that she could obviously tell that I wanted her, that I'd missed her and thought about her while her husband was home but I didn't care. "I was just..."
 

Just what, Sam?
 

It only occurred to me then that maybe I should have prepared a reason for my visit that way maybe I wouldn't have looked quite so desperate. 
 

I'm assuming it was the fact that I had nothing to say made Laura smile. She let me stew in the awkwardness on my side of the door for a few moments before stepping to one side. "You want to come in?" she asked, mercifully.
 

"Uh yeah. Sure. That'd be great." I walked in wringing my hands and hoping that being with her husband for a few days hadn't changed her desire for my young cock. "How was Mr. Masters?" I asked, trying to be polite.
 

"That's a funny question," she said, walking past me and towards the kitchen.
 

I followed her through and watched her pull a couple of beers from the fridge. She walked over, handed one to me, then cracked the cap off the other and threw it on the counter.
 

"Is it?" I asked.
 

"Sort of," she replied. She took a swig of beer then set the bottle down on the counter, too. "What have you been doing over there?" she asked.
 

"Oh, just, this and that. I was...cleaning some stuff up in the basement and watering the plants." This made me realize that I hadn't, in fact, watered the plants at all. I made a mental note to try and remember to do that as soon as I got home later.
 

"Hmm," Laura said, eyeing me like she didn't completely believe what I was telling her. "I guess you saw him leaving?"
 

"Uh, yeah. Yeah, I saw him packing his stuff up and then I saw him drive off so I thought, you know, I thought maybe you'd be lonely or...need some more help with some moving things, or...you know, stuff like that."
 

Laura's smile got a little crooked and she shook her head. "What'd you really do over there, Sammy?" she asked.
 

I swallowed. It sounded loud inside my head and I wondered if it sounded loud to her, too. "What do you mean? I just...I was just hanging out." I even forced an awkward chuckle, which probably made what I'd said sound even more unbelievable.
 

She bit her lip and nodded, studying me the whole time. "You came over here pretty fast."
 

"Huh? What?" My heart was pounding even faster now. She was going to confront me, I knew it then. She was going to ask why I'd come over so fast and what the hell was I going to say?!?
 

"Made yourself wait five minutes? After he left?" she asked, taking another sip of her beer.
 

I laughed nervously again. "What? What do you mean?"
 

She sighed and her expression became serious. "You were over there thinking about me for the last two days, weren't you Sammy?"
 

A bulge grew in my throat and I swallowed again to try and loosen it up. My face felt hot and my head was starting to spin and all I wanted to do was take Laura Masters upstairs, throw her down on the bed and fuck her pussy. Hard.
 

"Oh shit," she muttered, then slammed her beer down on the counter and turned around.
 

"Wait, what? What?!?" I asked. I had no idea what was going on! What had I done? What had I done to make her angry? "Laura, I..."
 

She spun around, her expression stern and hard. "Sammy, I'm sorry. I thought...I thought, you know, a young college boy like you, good-looking stud, wouldn't mind getting a little something and just leaving it at that. I...I shouldn't have...I didn't mean for you to..."
 

I almost asked, "to what?" But there was no need. We both knew what she meant. To get all serious about this.  I put on my calmest expression. "Look, Laura," I said, "it's nothing like that. Really. You're just...you're fucking hot. I came over...because, you know...I thought we could fuck."
 

I did a pretty good job, I thought. It sounded cool. Casual. Like I really didn't give a fuck. Like all I really cared about was getting my dick wet.
 

She narrowed her blue eyes and stared at me for a while, trying to gauge whether it was an act.
 

I stood there trying to act natural, but actually terrified that she was going to send me home, that she was going to say she wasn't in the mood or that she didn't want me getting too attached or something, anything that would keep me from feeling my cock in her sweet pussy.
 

It turned out my little performance had gone alright.
 

"That really it?" she whispered.
 

I just shrugged. Like I didn't give a single fuck.
 

She sighed, partly relieved, partly...was it annoyed? Bored? She slammed the last of her beer, turned around and walked into the living room.
 

Not sure what I should do, I followed her in after a few moments. My cock hardened at the sight of her sitting on the couch, legs spread wide, her soft pussy welcoming me inside.
 






Chapter 8

 


I fell to my knees, my cock already stiffening as I stared at the rippled lines of her pussy lips, parted slightly to expose the dark hole that led to her womb. I crawled towards her and moved my head between her parted thighs, the soft scent of her sex making my cock lurch again.
 

I'd thought about this so many times over the last few days, what it would be like to suck on her pussy lips again, to taste the sweet sticky juice that came from them. I looked up to see her studying me again, a shadow of concern across her brow.
 

I didn't want to deal with it right then. All I wanted was to taste the space between her legs. I wanted to feel her body buck beneath my mouth as I made her come. I leaned forward and was just about to press my lips to her sweet snatch when she put her fingers on my shoulder and pushed me back.
 

"Sammy..." she said, then halted, as if at a loss for words.
 

I didn't say anything back. I just knelt there letting her think about it for a while.
 

"I just...I just don't want this to get...you know, complicated," she said quietly.
 

I didn't have a good response to that. To me it was already complicated. It was beyond complicated, it was fucked. Maybe it wasn't love but all I could think about was her. All the time. She was in my dreams and fucking everywhere in my mind, all the time. I wasn't about to admit that then, though.
 

Instead, I lifted her fingers from my shoulder and pressed forward. My lips touched her soft cunt and I thrust my tongue out, plunging it into her hole and making her groan.
 

Her salty liquid spewed out. I let it coat my tongue until there was enough of it to swallow. I'd never craved the taste of any woman like I craved the taste of her.
 

With my dick getting harder, I swept up and down her slit, gliding along her soft, rippled folds, alternating teasing her clit and pushing gently into her hole.
 

She let me do this for a while but, just like the first time, after a while she couldn't take it any longer. She grabbed hold of my hair with both hands and just started to rub my face against herself, using my mouth like a wet sex toy to find her own pleasure.
 

I'd never been used by anyone like that before and the more she did it, the more I loved it. I kept my tongue out and stiff letting her fuck herself with it or mash it against her clit as she tried to find what would make her come best.
 

A few minutes later I felt the first shudder of her thighs and heard her moan above me as she started to climax.
 

She smashed my face harder against her cunt as her pussy started to pulse with hot juice. It drooled out of her and onto the couch and down my neck and had me so hard that I thought my dick was going to fall off again.
 

Finally she screamed, a sound that could break glass, and I felt the most intense part of her orgasm lock her body stiff before releasing her into another frenzy of rubbing my mouth along her slick and swollen slit.
 

When her hands finally fell to her sides, her body exhausted from pleasure, I scrambled up, yanked my shorts down and my cock came springing out, the head red and swollen with ache.
 

I crawled up on the couch between her legs, pointed my cock at her pussy and drove myself inside.
 

She let out a low grunt as my hardness stretched her soft walls. She was soaked from me eating her out and I slid into her easily and pretty soon my balls were slapping against her soft ass.
 

She was sort of folded on the couch so that she had a clear view of her own pussy.
 

I put my hands on both her thighs and started drilling my cock into her, desperate to finally release by something other than my own hand.
 

Laura just stared at me going inside her.
 

The questions came.
 

What was she thinking about? Was she thinking about me? Was I enough for her? Was my cock big enough? Her husband's was probably as thick as her forearm, of course I wasn't big enough! Was that why she was barely reacting to what I was doing?
 

The problem with this was not that it made me any less interested in sex. Pretty much the opposite. For some reason thinking that maybe she was thinking about Arnold's cock, remembering what it was like to be filled by it, made me even hornier.
 

I hardened inside her even as I slowed my thrusting, trying to stretch my timing out a bit.
 

"Oh no! Don't slow down! That was good!" she said. She reached down and touched the tips of two fingers to her clit and started to rub.
 

Good! It was good! I was doing good! Maybe she was thinking about me, about my cock inside of her. Maybe she wasn't thinking about Mr. Masters at all!
 

The image of her mouth filled with his girthy meat drifted into my mind. I remembered the way she'd gagged on his spunk when he'd creamed inside her mouth. It was all too much. Too fucking much.
 

"I'm almost there," she said, breathless and tense.
 

Please just a few more seconds.
 

I couldn't. I felt myself start to come. "Oh fuck!" I shouted, yanking my cock out of the depths of her pussy and grabbing it with my hand. I started pumping, my hard meat retching thick streaks of creamy cum, like icing on a pink cake.
 

Laura deflated for a moment when I'd pulled out but then redoubled the effort with her fingers and started flicking her clit hard.
 

I stared down at the closing hole of her pussy as I spewed and watched it start to come.
 

It clenched and clamped, hungry for something to squeeze as she screamed on the couch beneath me. My whole body wanted nothing more than to dive back into her soft pinkness with my cock and fuck the rest of my orgasm out but I knew how dangerous that was. So instead I satisfied myself with watching the cum pile up on her soft folds as her pussy squeezed around something that wasn't there.
 

I coasted down off the orgasm with her staring up at me, still rubbing tenderly at her clit as I milked the last drops of cum from my organ. I collapsed on the couch next to her to catch my breath.
 

We sat in silence like that for a while, staring at the wall and thinking our own thoughts. After it started feeling a little awkward, both of us with our clothes off, holding ourselves, Laura pushed her skirt down over her pussy, not bothering to clean up the mess I'd made. She looked over at me with a smile. "Better?" she asked.
 

I almost groaned. Of course it was better but it was also infinitely worse. I felt even more dialed into this thing now than I had when it started. It felt like I'd just sealed in all the angst and longing I'd felt over the last two days with that climax. I managed a weak smile back as I pushed my cock back into my pants. I don't know where the question came from. "You think he doesn't know?" I asked quietly.
 

"Hm?" Laura replied, her tone indicating that her mind was somewhere else.
 

"You think he doesn't know that we're...that you're..." I couldn't finish. What if I said it the wrong way and it upset her? What if she kicked me out?
 

"Oh, that!" Laura said with a chuckle. "You know Sammy," she said, looking up at the ceiling, "the older you get the more you come to understand that life isn't always...the way you thought it was."
 

I had no idea what that explanation was supposed to mean. "You mean...do you mean he..."
 

"I mean that Mr. Masters cares about two things when he gets home. A cold drink and a warm pussy. Sometimes a mouth. And you know what?" She turned to face me on the couch. "You're probably not going to believe this because it's probably not feminist enough for you or something but I'm okay with that. I'm okay with giving him what he needs."
 

Her words burrowed into me like someone driving a stake into my gut. Okay with that? She was okay with him coming home and demanding a drink and a fuck? What kind of marriage was that?
 

Laura laughed. "My kids are exactly the same way as you. They roll their eyes and think we have a bad marriage because we sleep with other people. It's just...it's not like that."
 

I scrambled up on the couch, staring at her with a furrowed brow. "Wait, he knows you do this? He knows you...sleep around?"
 

Laura laughed again. A hearty laugh, the kind where she threw her head back and slapped her knee. When she settled down, she put a hand on my cheek and rubbed it with her thumb. "You're sweet, Sammy. You're a sweet kid. A little naive. But sweet."
 

I had no idea what was going on but I wanted to know more. I wanted to know more about this strange arrangement they had. "Can you, I mean, can you tell me more about this?"
 

"About what?" she asked.
 

"About this...arrangement you guys have."
 

For a second it looked like she was going to say no. She got a kind of concerned, pitiful look on her face that looked like it meant she really didn't want to talk about it. But after a moment she took a deep breath and nodded. "You know what, sure. Sure I can. Maybe that's what young people need. A little reality check about how things really are." She adjusted herself on the couch. "How did you feel the last few days, Sammy?" she asked.
 

"Uh...what?" I wasn't sure I liked what she was getting at.
 

"Just that. What was going through your mind?"
 

"Uh...nothing. I was just...hanging out."
 

"I don't believe you," she replied, her voice flat and dry.
 

"You don't?"
 

"I don't. I don't believe you because of the way you raced over here as soon as he was gone. I've had flings before, Sammy. It takes a lot more than my husband leaving to get my boy toy over here, you know?"
 

"I'm not...I wasn't..."
 

"Sam, relax." She put a hand on my arm. "I know I said I don't want things to get complicated. I know they already are, right?"
 

Oh fuck. I guess she had it all figured out. "I mean..."
 

"It's okay," she reassured. "I should have known as much. You're young and you don't exactly come off as a player. It's okay if some feelings get in the way."
 

This was all starting to be a bit too much, all this honesty.
 

"The reason I'm saying this is because I want you to honestly tell me how you felt. When he was here, how did you feel?"
 

My pulse had quickened and I knew I was at some kind of "moment of truth" crossroads or something. I could either tell her the truth, which felt like it would lead to a deepening of our relationship, or I could lie. That felt like it would just shut everything down. It seemed like she had me all figured out. "I...yeah. Maybe some feelings got in the way," I said quietly.
 

"And?" she asked. "How did that make you feel when he was here?"
 

I took a deep breath. This was actually the moment of truth, I realized. "Kind of...jealous."
 

She raised one eyebrow. "And?" she asked.
 

"And...kind of...hot."
 

She seemed relieved when I said it. She smiled, like she was happy I'd chosen the truth over a lie. "Like when you watched him come inside my mouth, right?"
 

It felt like a thousand ice picks dug into my stomach at once.
 






Chapter 9

 


"W-what? What do you mean?" I stammered, my mind racing to try and find an out. Had she actually seen me watching her?!?
 

"Sammy," she said, tilting her head and shooting me a conspiratorial look. "I know about the window."
 

"Window? What window?" I lied.
 

"Oh don't pull that shit. The guest bedroom window. It's not the first time I've seen you."
 

Oh fuck.
 

She shook her head and smiled. "Boys are such perverts."
 

Talk about confusing and arousing, holy fuck. Had she known all this time? Had she seen me watching her other times? I couldn't believe she had known and not said anything!
 

"So you liked my little show?"
 

"L-little show?"
 

"Sam, come on!"
 

"Okay, okay! Alright! Yes, alright? I liked your...show. Happy?"
 

This made her lean back, cross her arms, bite her lips and smile. She seemed very pleased that I'd finally admitted it. "There. That wasn't so hard, was it?"
 

What had started to get hard again was my cock. Laura Masters talking about all this stuff, blowing her husband and revealing to me that she'd known about me watching her this whole time was just...fucked. And delightful. And made me want to fuck her again.
 

Her eyes drifted to my crotch and lingered on the bulge that had started to form there again. "See what I mean? I was right. Boys are such perverts and you're one. Why are you getting a hard on now, Sammy?" she asked.
 

The sound of my swallowing rang in my ears as I tried to come up with a reasonable explanation. I had none myself. "I...I'm just...I have...no fucking idea."
 

This made her burst out laughing and she rocked back and forth on the couch.
 

I chuckled a little because at least what I'd said had defused some of the awkward tension that had built up between us.
 

When she'd calmed down again, she shook her head and smiled. She reached down and gently pressed her palm against my bulging cock, making me harden even more. "I guess that means you didn't mind the little performance I gave?"
 

Oh sweet fuck I was already hard as a rock, breathing heavy and staring into her deep blue, smiling eyes. Why was this such a turn on? She was talking about having sex with someone else, for fuck's sake and I was getting off on it.
 

Suddenly, she got up, reached into my shorts and yanked my hard cock out. Before I could react, she swung one leg over me, straddling me on the couch. Her uncovered pussy, slick with her own juice and my seed pressed against the head of my cock and made me groan.
 

"Oh fuck Sammy that you got you hard fast, huh?" she whispered. She pushed one strap of her dress down, then the other, letting the fabric fall off her breasts.
 

My eyes bulged as her tits were revealed in their full, firm glory before my eyes. The nipples were already so stiff and hard that they were practically a magnet for my mouth, begging to be licked and sucked.
 

Laura Masters sat there, grazing the head of my throbbing cock with her soaked pussy and staring at me staring at her ripe breasts. "Don't you want to touch 'em?" she said quietly.
 

I swallowed hard and reached up with both hands. As my palms cupped the warm, soft flesh of her pert breasts my cock bounced beneath her, tickling her sweaty pussy lips and making her grin.
 

"Bet you always wanted to know if they were real, huh?" she asked, reading my mind.
 

I squeezed her breasts, kneading them with my fingers as I tried to figure out if they were real or not. They certainly looked fake, with how perky they were compared to how old she was. At the same time, nothing felt fake about them.
 

"Well?" she asked, grinning. "What do you think?"
 

"I...I think I don't care. They feel fucking amazing," I said, barely able to breathe for how stiff and excited I was.
 

This made her throw her head back and laugh again. An uproarious laugh that rang out around the room. "They're real," she said, looking down and admiring the two mounds of flesh in my hands herself. "No one believes it but they are. I'm just blessed with firm breasts. Or, I guess Arnold is," she added with a smile.
 

The mention of his name made more blood surge to my cock as confusion twisted my insides and clouded my mind. Why the hell was I getting so turned on thinking about her with him?
 

"Wow," she whispered at feeling my throbbing head pressing into her slick lips. "You really like that, huh?"
 

I wanted to tell her I didn't. I wanted to tell her that I just wanted her to fuck me and not deal with any of this shit, thinking about her husband or any other men, but my body was betraying how I really felt far to easily for me to lie. As she leaned to whisper in my ear, I almost knew what she was going to say.
 

"Would you like to see him fuck me one day?" she asked.
 

Once again my cock surged to full hardness beneath her, splitting her sloppy lips apart, begging to be let inside.
 

She leaned back for a moment to look into my eyes and she seemed incredibly excited by the way I was reacting. "You saw how thick his cock is, right?" she asked. "You'd have to watch him shove that big cock into my pussy. Would you be alright with that?" This was a deliberate tease because she put on an innocent voice and bit her lip as she said it but it elicited the same reaction from me.
 

I slapped my palms down on her round ass and tried to force her sweaty snatch onto my cock.
 

It turned out she had incredibly strong thighs because I felt a wall of resistance pushing back up. "Shit Sammy, you're so excited," she said, her eyes running down my body. "That's so fucking hot."
 

My hips bucked under her as my instincts took over, my body trying whatever it would take to get inside her hot cunt.
 

She teased me for a while longer, putting her hands on mine on her ass and sliding her pussy against my cock. I felt trickles of her hot juice roll down the underside of my shaft and she seemed to really get off on being such a tease. I'd never seen her this heated up.
 

Finally, finally, she let go of my hands, reached around herself with one hand while putting the other on my shoulder.
 

I felt her grab my cock and start searching for her hole with the head. Once she'd found it, she slid down, just a little, just enough to make sure I was tucked in. Putting her other hand on my shoulder, she let go of the muscles in her thighs holding her up.
 

I felt my steel-hard shaft burrow up into her sloppy hole. It was so fucking hot and wet in there and the feeling of being inside her shot up from the root of my cock and raced up my spine.
 

She didn't start riding or grinding on me right away, either. No. She sat there, staring into my eyes with those baby blues and I felt her, so gently at first, start to clench at me with her super-heated pussy.
 

The first one was just a tiny squeeze. The next was a little harder. The third harder still. By the time I felt the fourth one, it was more of a ripple. A rippled that travelled from the very root of my cock where it met my balls to the tip, the muscles of her pussy working like a hand, trying to squeeze my juice out. "What the fuck?!?" I whispered, my eyes bugging out.
 

"Yeah?" she asked. "You like that too?"
 

Did I fucking like it? It felt like a hand and pussy and a mouth were all working on my cock at the same time. Another ripple of muscle squeezed up my cock, tensing at my head, working to suck my cum out.
 

That was it, I realized. It felt like her pussy was sucking on my cock. There was no better way to describe it.
 

The next time she did it she moaned, too and it made me realize that she was getting off on this as much as I was.
 

I was pinned to the couch so I could really only sit there and focus on the feeling inside my cock. With each ripple it felt like my cock swelled inside her and I could feel the cum start seeping out from my balls and filling my shaft. It was the sweetest, most painfully slow orgasm I'd ever been brought and she did everything perfectly.
 

The first time I thought I was going to blow I looked up at her as I started to lift her off me. "Careful," I managed between clenched teeth as I did my best to stem the rising tide of spunk.
 

She relaxed in just the right way. She didn't get up, didn't pull me out. That would definitely have pushed me over the edge and it seemed like she knew that. She just sat there and didn't move a muscle until I'd fallen away from the edge of orgasm and back into that painful pleasure pulsing in my nuts.
 

The next time she brought me that close, I swear I felt some seed spill into her but I could have been wrong. She somehow knew how close I was without me telling her this time. She breathed deep and closed her eyes and I could tell she was fighting a climax, too. We both just sat there perfectly still and perfectly in tune with each other's bodies as or orgasms rolled back into our bodies.
 

The final time, it felt like we were both shaking inside. She worked me up with her pussy again, squeezing up from my balls to the head of my cock. Her cunt was so wet that every time she squeezed it made a wet slurpy sound that only added to how hot it was.
 

She started breathing really heavy and I saw her nipples go totally rigid. A wave of hot juice spilled out of her and down into my ass crack and I knew she was close. The thought made my cock swell as semen surged through the shaft. "Fuck Mrs...Laura...I can't...I'm gonna come..." I groaned as I felt myself lose control.
 

For a split second she pressed her hands on my chest like she was going to pull off.
 

I held my breath. I was so close, I could feel the coming eruption out of my cock.
 

Then, a moment before I exploded, she looked into my eyes and I felt another ripple of her pussy muscles coaxing my cock. "Oh fuck it," she whispered and sank down, burying my head deep into her belly and squeezing me shaft one last time.
 

"Oh fuck!" I cried as the heat from her pussy surrounded me and the stillness of our bodies made my brain slam into the wall of orgasm that much harder.
 

She didn't bounce or grind or move at all. She sat there with her palms on my chest staring into my eyes and not moving as her pussy squeezed and milked the cum out of my nuts.
 

It was terrifying and arousing. I knew she was unprotected. I knew that my blasts of seed were splashing along her bare walls with nothing stopping them from taking root. That just made it all that much hotter, though. My cock flexed and bounced inside her, delivering its load deep into her belly as I stared into her blue eyes.
 

She shuddered on top of me and I felt her pussy clench tightly around my shaft and I knew she was coming. She never closed her eyes. Her gaze seemed to bore into my soul as we came together, our bodies still except the deepest parts of us flexing together.
 

When it was over she didn't move. We sat there like that for a good ten minutes before either of us even spoke. Laura sighed, leaned forward so her chest was pressed against mine and kissed me gently on the cheek. It was the most tender gesture and just made me more confused.
 

"Fuck," she whispered after a few more minutes.
 

"What?" I asked.
 

"Well...I probably shouldn't have done that. Let you come inside me like that."
 

I didn't know what to say. I knew I was as guilty as she was for letting it happen. I hadn't done a thing to stop it because it had felt so good.
 

"Sammy?" she whispered.
 

"Yeah?"
 

"I've got to clean this out."
 






Chapter 10

 


We had dinner that night. She put a roast in the slow cooker and we sat around by the pool getting kind of drunk and just soaking up some sun. We opened a bottle of wine and chatted and had some laughs. It was a good time and by the time the evening rolled around I was ready to get it on again.
 

But Laura seemed tired. She'd had too much booze or too little but she didn't feel like playing. We wrapped it up and she walked me to the door.
 

I stood there akwardly, not knowing what to do before I walked out. Did I kiss her? Did I give her a hug? Did I just leave? None of those seemed like the right thing to do. I looked into her eyes and smiled as I tried to make up my mind.
 

"Hey Sammy?" she said finally, looking away.
 

"Yeah?" I asked, grateful to her for taking the reins.
 

"You know what I said before? About things getting complicated?"
 

My mood darkened a little. It had been a good day and I'd managed to stay away from thinking too much about the details of what was going on. Something told me that a conversation like this was going to make it difficult to sleep. "Yeah?" I asked.
 

"It's not going to, is it? I mean, you're okay?"
 

I felt myself get downright sour at what she'd said. I managed a weak smile and a shake of the head and a "No. Sure it's not."
 

She sighed and sounded like she was very relieved but when she closed the door I was just pissed.
 

I stormed over to the house, dug into my parents liquor cabinet and slammed a few shots. When the comforting burn of the booze started warming my insides, I sat down to think things out.
 

I tried to reason with myself. Of course there was no future in this. It didn't make sense to get attached. She was older. She was married. She was fucking married. I was the bad guy in this. Or maybe not, maybe they really did have an arrangement, her and Mr. Masters, but that still made me the outside guy. I had no right to feel anything. I was just there to get her off.
 

Maybe that's the part that stung a bit. I didn't want to be that guy. It was like she said, I'd never been a player. I'd always just been the nice guy. Sure I hadn't had any relationships that had lasted but I'd been a decent guy in all of them and they were all amicable break-ups.
 

Except now something had burrowed into me. I didn't even know what it was. Yeah I'd been crushing on her for as long as I could remember but it didn't feel like that was enough to be driving me crazy. And something about all this was driving me crazy.
 

Once again I didn't get much sleep that night and when the sun rose in the morning I got up, bleary-eyed, dragged my ass into the shower, then down to the kitchen to make some coffee.
 

The knock on the door came around ten o'clock.
 

It was Laura. She was dressed in white shorts that were a little too short and almost showed the round part of her ass. She had on a white t-shirt and, of course, no bra. She was beaming, looking like she'd had the perfect night of sleep. Her eyes seemed an even deeper sea blue than I remembered them.
 

"Hey," I said, still rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. "I just got up. You want to come in?"
 

She smiled and tilted her head, like she thought it was cute that I was so sleepy. "No. I just wanted to invite you over for lunch. Unless you just had breakfast? I was thinking around two o'clock?"
 

Even though my head was still swimming in the confusion of what had happened the day before and last night, I felt a warmth course through me at the thought of spending some time with her. I could always just push all that bullshit away and deal with it later. She seemed to be in a good mood and it would probably end up being a great time.
 

I told her that it sounded great and that I'd be over around two. I forgot to ask if I should bring anything. I was just about to go over and ask when I realized that I hadn't really left the house much in the last week or so. I grabbed the keys to my parents car to go for a drive.
 

The drive ended up being a lot longer than I'd planned. I went and got a bottle of white wine and then headed north up route 62 that kind of wound its way up the coast. I always loved driving up there to think things through and it seemed like that's what needed to be done.
 

As I drove I got lost in my thoughts, running the question of what had affected me about this so much. I knew it wasn't just Laura. She was great but it wasn't like I could see a future for us together. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that it had as much to do with some strange feeling of jealousy and betrayal at her having sex with her husband as it did about anything else.
 

It wasn't just how I'd felt when I watched her give him a blow job by the pool that was making me crazy, it was her talking about and then fucking me right after. I hadn't been able to put my finger on it up until that point, maybe because I hadn't had the time, but I knew as soon as I came up with it that that's what it was. I wasn't jealous of Laura. I was fucking turned on by the fact that a woman would do something like that and that it could be so hot.
 

I made it back to town and my parents place a few minutes before two. I stuck the wine in the freezer for a few minutes while I showered again, then put on fresh clothes and headed over next door.
 

Laura opened the door with her usual smile and I stepped inside feeling way more confident than I had the day before after Arnold had left. I handed her the wine and started walking towards the kitchen when she grabbed me by the hand. "Come on," she said with a sly smile and started dragging me up the stairs.
 

A little thrill rushed through me at the prospect of a pre-lunch appetizer and my cock started getting hard. I was a little confused when we reached the bedroom upstairs.
 

Laura spun around to face me with a mischievous smile on her lips. She leaned up, kissed me on the cheek, then put her hands on my chest. "I have a surprise for you," she whispered.
 

At that moment I heard the front door open downstairs. I felt a look of panic settle on my face, even as Laura kept smiling. I was about to ask her what the fuck was going on when she pressed a finger to my lips to keep me quiet.
 

"Shh," she said, her grin turning more devious. "That's Arnold. One of his clients cancelled and he was only two hours away. Do you want to do this?"
 

My brain went into overdrive. Was she serious? Was she really asking me what I thought she was asking me? Was she asking if I wanted to...watch her have sex with him?
 

The idea seemed ridiculous and incredibly enticing. A part of me was mad at her for not giving me more warning but a part of me was happy that she hadn't. I only had a few seconds to decide now. If she'd given me more time I probably would have over thought it and chickened out. All of that fear and jealousy and arousal that came every time I thought about her with her husband flooded through my body. I knew it was going to be hard to watch but I knew it was a chance for me to face what was driving me so nuts. With my mouth so dry I couldn't talk, I just nodded and squeezed her hand.
 

She giggled. "Okay. Come here." She walked over to the closet and swung it open. There was a chair inside and a second later I realized the chair was for me.
 

I looked at her and shook my head in disbelief that she was even doing this but she just giggled again and patted me on the arm. "You have to be very quiet thought, okay?"
 

I nodded again and let her push me into the closet. It didn't start feeling weird until I was sitting there in the darkness, alone.
 

I thought of Mr. Masters. I wondered how the hell he would have felt knowing that there was some dude creeping in his closet watching him have sex with his wife. Something about it felt very wrong. I was just about to get up and walk out of the closet when he stepped into the room.
 

"There you are!" he boomed, setting his small suitcase down on the floor. "What, no welcome back greeting at the door today?"
 

"I didn't have as much time to get ready," Laura said with a giggle. "Besides, don't you like getting greeted up here?"
 

It was so strange watching her interact with him. She seemed like another person. She was ditzier, flirtier, lighter somehow and that was almost as much of a turn on as anything else. It was crazy because I barely knew her but somehow she seemed more honest with me than she did with him.
 

I wondered if this was part of their shtick, their agreement that they had. Maybe all couples were like this? They all grew into roles that no one saw on the outside, to keep things from going completely stale. Nothing about this seemed like they were "on the rocks."
 

"I guess I don't mind that," Arnold growled, reaching out and sweeping her towards him with his brawny arm. "What's the occasion?" He leaned over her and buried his face in her neck on the other side of her body, letting her glance in the direction of the closet.
 

"Oh, I just thought you'd like a fuck when you got home," she whispered, staring straight at me.
 

This definitely made Arnold's blood boil as much as it did mine and he didn't even know the half of what was happening.
 

Laura kept staring at me even as he kissed her neck leaving a trail of sloppy, wet kisses up and down her soft flesh.
 

My heart was pounding in my chest and my cock had hardened already. I couldn't believe what I was about to witness and I didn't understand what, exactly, about it was making me so hot. I didn't care about any of that, though. The lizard part of my brain took over as Arnold Masters started undressing his wife.
 






Chapter 11

 


I could tell from the moment he started man-handling her that he liked it rough. He was the kind of guy that liked to take control. I remembered the way he'd grabbed the back of her head as he nutted into her mouth and forced her to swallow. He was a guy who knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid to go out and get it.
 

He started pawing at her and a few moments later had yanked her top off and exposed her pert breasts. His big, hairy hands settled on them and he started rubbing them slowly, letting his finger and thumb drift down to the nipples and pinch.
 

Laura seemed to like this because each time he gave the tight nubs a sharp pinch, her back arched and she moaned a little at his rough touch.
 

I nearly gasped when I saw him pull a hand away and give one of her tits a slap. He locked eyes with her as he slapped it again and stared her down with a defiant gaze. A few more slaps made her moan but her nipples were even stiffer than before and I could tell she liked what he was doing.
 

"Yeah? You like that you little slut?" he growled. Before she could answer, he plunged his other hand down into her shorts and in between her legs.
 

She gasped as her thighs splayed out and I heard his fingers splitting the slick folds of her sex.
 

"Yeah," he purred, "you fuckin' like it." He lifted his hand and gave her tits two more slaps, one from above, the other from below making them shake and bounce.
 

Of course I'd watched porn that was like this but there was absolutely nothing that compared on the internet. All that shit was so staged and produced. This was raw and real. These were two people who knew each other, who'd built a life together and whose most intimate moments I was about to watch.
 

"Take your panties off," Arnold said, stepping away from his wife and unbuttoning his shirt.
 

She jumped at the order. She undid the button on her shorts and pushed the zipper down, the pulled them off together with her panties. A moment later she was standing naked in front of him, ready to take another order like a soldier at attention.
 

"Mmm," Arnold said. He'd taken his clothes off as I'd been watching Laura and now he was standing naked in front of her, too. "You look good."
 

She smiled at the compliment and even looked away like a shy school-girl who'd just been told how pretty she was.
 

Arnold stepped towards her and put a hand on her back, then leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.
 

Laura reached up until she found where his cock had begun rising between his legs.
 

I stared open-mouthed as her slender fingers snaked across it, then closed around it and gave it a firm tug. Her other hand drifted down between his legs and cupped his heavy nutsack.
 

I winced as I saw her start to knead his balls the same way he'd treated her tits. If someone had done that to my nuts I probably would have run screaming from the room. It looked like the guy had fucking balls of steel from the way she was handling him.
 

As his cock grew and pointed up, she wrapped her hand around the underside and stroked him and massaged his balls until his shaft was as rigid as it looked it was going to get.
 

I held my breath at the thought that I was about to witness another blow job, up close this time. But it didn't happen. Instead, he led her to the bed and sat her down.
 

Laura was about to lie down on her back when Arnold interrupted with a grunt. "Get on your belly. Get those pillows under you."
 

She did as he asked, rolling over and grabbing a couple of pillows from the head of the bed, she put them one on top of the other and laid down on them so her ass was sticking up into the air. She had laid down so that she was facing the closet giving me a perfect view of her expression, even if I couldn't see her sweet pussy and ass.
 

By this point I was completely lost in the moment. I guess there was still some jealousy swirling inside me but it only served to make the whole situation hotter, not less. As Arnold mounted his wife from behind, I yanked my cock out and began stroking myself.
 

It was the kind of fuck you'd expect an animal to have. He was a big bear of a man and I wondered if he'd ever been gentle in bed with anyone. There wasn't any kissing or foreplay or any of that shit. He just climbed up behind her on the bed, grabbed her ass cheeks, split them apart, then shoved the head of his thick cock against her pussy.
 

I heard the familiar wet sound of her pussy lips splitting open and it made me realize that Arnold hadn't gone down on her to make her wet. I wasn't too sure how to feel about this but I knew I could always worry about it later. Right now all I could do was sit and stare and stroke my own cock at what was happening in front of me.
 

As the head of his thick cock began pushing past her soft lips, I saw Laura's face contort into an anguished moan. Arnold grunted on top of her as her cunt closed around him, one corner of his mouth turning up. He paused, moved his cock in and out of her pussy, then in one hard fuck drove himself deep into her cunt.
 

"Oh God!" Laura moaned as her husband's thick meat pierced her tight hole.
 

I could only imagine what her pussy looked like, the wavy lips stretched around his girth, ready to seal in the spunk he was about to deliver into her womb.
 

Arnold held himself inside her for a while, looking like he was enjoying the feeling of his wife's heat travelling through his cock and up his spine. After a few moments he moved his fists onto either side of her on the bed, pulled his cock half-way out of her and started to fuck.
 

The noises Laura started to make as her husband fucked her didn't leave any doubt in my mind that he was at least twice the lover to her that I had been. She became a drooling, moaning animal, pinned to the bed by her mate and completely subsumed by the pleasure he was giving her between her legs.
 

With each powerful thrust, Arnold grunted as his massive hairy bulk heaved and fell and heaved and fell, pumping his seeding muscle deep inside his wife.
 

I sat on my little chair in the closet, my face red from the lack of air and my arousal at what I was watching. I'd pump myself up to the edge of an orgasm then let go and settle back down, just like Laura had done.
 

As Laura groaned beneath him, her mouth twisted into a silent moan, Arnold's pumping got more insistent. The noisy wet sounds of him squeezing his fat cock into Laura's tight pussy filled the room. I saw her fingers curl into claws as she grabbed the edge of the bed, bracing herself for the orgasm to come. A moment before her pleasure began, she seemed to fall out of the moment and into reality. She craned her neck to speak. "Baby," she whispered, "remember not to..."
 

She didn't have a chance to finish her sentence. With a rough grunt, Arnold yanked his cock out of her, grabbed it and pointed it at her ass. With the same matter-of-factness with which he'd fucked his dick into her pussy, he thrust his hips forward and split her tight back hole, shoving his thick dick inside.
 

Laura's eyes rolled up into her skull and her ass rose up into the air, letting him fuck himself completely inside, as if he couldn't have made her feel any better.
 

My jaw dropped and I sat staring as his massive meat dipped into her ass faster and faster, a piston of flesh filling her insides. He clenched his jaw, balled his fists on either side of her and his body tightened.
 

At the last moment, Laura reached a hand down under herself and from what it looked like, started flicking wildly at her clit trying to reach orgasm along with her husband.
 

Arnold's head flew back and he let out a primal roar. He didn't mash his fat cock into her ass the way you'd expect. Instead, he held himself about half way out, just enough so that I could see his muscle pumping and his nuts coming up as his body delivered the ejaculate safely into his wife's colon.
 

I thought of what had happened between Laura and me, the way she'd ridden me and let me come inside her and I felt a flicker of guilt at the fact that she wouldn't let her husband do the same.
 

Laura began to scream, tearing me from my thoughts back into the closet. Her fingers slapped her wet clit and her ass rose even higher, like it was trying to devour Arnold's cock.
 

As soon as his orgasm had crested, Arnold let go of his hips, fell down onto Laura and impaled his organ deep into her bowels.
 

This made her cry out again, a scream that ended with a sputtering whimper at being stretched so wide.
 

I don't know why it was this that did it for me but it was. She looked like a rag doll, flopping around on the bed as he fucked the rest of his climax out into her ass. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I held my breath as my cock hardened and spewed hot spunk, spurt after spurt of it landing on the white carpet on the floor of the closet.
 

When I let myself start breathing again, he was still hovering over her, his hips jerking every once in a while as if he was still getting some pleasure from being stuffed so deeply inside her ass.
 

Laura opened her eyes, let out a long, slow breath, then looked straight at the closet and, it looked like, straight at me. Her lips curled slowly into a devious smile, like she knew that she'd done something to change me by letting me watch her with him.
 

Even though I'd just climaxed and things always feel a little different after that happens, I knew this time was not the same. Something had changed inside of me. The jealousy I'd felt about her being with her husband was no longer as sharp or cold as it had been before.
 

It wasn't something I wanted to get away from any longer. It felt like something I could never get enough of.
 

Arnold pulled his cock out of his wife's ass, the flaccid muscle dripping his sticky seed. He got off the bed without a word and walked out into the hall. I heard the bathroom door close then, a moment later, the sounds of the shower turning on.
 

Laura lifted herself off the bed, her beautiful tits swaying beneath her chest as she stood up. She walked over to the closet and opened the door, grinning widely. "Have fun?" she asked, glancing down at me.
 

I realized I was still holding my cock in my hand and I started stuffing it into my pants. Once it was in I stood up and looked nervously towards the hall.
 

"Yeah," she said, her eyes running down my body one more time. "You should probably go."
 

I knew I should go but it felt weird just leaving without saying or doing anything. I leaned forward and gave her a shy kiss on the cheek. She giggled and I think we both felt a little awkward. Stealing a glance between her legs, I saw there were streaks of white cum running down the insides of her thighs. I looked away, my cheeks getting a little red at how much I enjoyed the sight and started walking to the hall.
 

Just as I was nearing the stairs, the bathroom door opened and Arnold Masters stepped out.
 

I froze.
 

Our eyes met.
 

He was still naked, leaning around the door, apparently about to shout something to his wife. We stared at each other for what felt like an eternity and my veins filled with adrenaline as my body prepared to bolt.
 

He sized me up, his expression barely registering that there was anything remotely surprising about finding some kid walking out of his bedroom where he'd just fucked his wife in the ass. He rubbed his chin with a fat paw and nodded. "So?" he asked, raising his eyebrow and cracking a smile. "You liked the show?"
 

I was completely stunned. I stood there staring at him with no clue why he was asking me that or how to react. I couldn't tell you how long I stood there but it felt like a really long time. All I know is that I stood there until he jerked his thumb towards the stairs. "Come on kid, give a guy a little privacy, will ya'?"
 

That got me moving. Trying to bury my face in my chest I shuffled towards the stairs and practically ran down them. As I was closing the door I heard him shout to Laura. "Hey baby, bring a pair of fresh underwear in, will ya'?"
 

I walked over to my parents house, slammed the door shut behind me and flopped down on the couch, my mind filled with a confusing shame.
 






Chapter 12

 


"He knew?!?" I was sitting in Laura's kitchen. It was another sunny day and she was wearing a one-piece this time with a low-cut "V" that made her tits look even bigger than they were.
 

"Yeah, Sammy," she replied, closing her lips around her cocktail straw and sucking. "Are you mad?"
 

I really had no idea what the fuck I was anymore. It seemed crazy, unreal almost, what she had told me, that Arnold had known we were fucking the whole time. I was starting to get some inkling of how someone could have that kind of marriage. It seemed like it would require an incredible amount of trust.
 

"So?" she asked. "Are you?"
 

I shook my head. "I'm not mad. Just... confused, I guess."
 

"Look," she said, sitting down next to me at the table and putting her drink down. "It's hard because sometimes guys get turned off when they find out. I know it's not the most honest way to do things but... well, what can I say? We like to play and it's hard to find nice guys like you that are... into it the same way, you know?"
 

I shook my head again and looked down at the table. It did feel like my eyes were opening to the possibility that there was a much wider world out there, that not everyone was living the same dream. "So, does he ever get jealous?" I asked, finally.
 

Laura shrugged and shook her head. "We got past that a long time ago. It's not really about that for us anymore. It was fun at first but after a while you start getting off on other stuff."
 

"Does he fuck other women?" I asked, feeling a little bolder because of her candour.
 

"Sometimes. It's a little harder for a guy," she said with a giggle.
 

"And you don't care?"
 

"Nope. We have a great life when he's here." She lowered her eyes. "I want to apologize for something else," she said, sounding sheepish again. She looked up at me with her big, blue eyes and a slight smile. "I'm sorry I said that thing about me and Arnold being on the rocks. I throw that in sometimes because it helps guys not feel bad for fucking me."
 

Well, that darkened my mood. Not just because she'd lied but because I honestly felt a little bit used, especially when I considered how it had made me feel when he came home the first time.
 

"It's... it's alright, I guess," I muttered.
 

"It's not though, is it?" she asked. "You're pissed about that?"
 

I was but I didn't want to get into it. "Look, I should probably go," I said, standing up from the table to go.
 

"You're going to go?" she said, sounding perplexed. "I thought we could hang out by the pool?"
 

"I don't know," I said, sighing. "I don't know if I'm feeling it today." I realized that I was acting like a wounded puppy but I didn't care. It was actually kind of a relief, learning the truth. It meant I wouldn't have think about her so much. There really wasn't any possibility that this was going to be anything but sex. The thought energized me a bit.
 

"Or," she said, standing up and running a finger down the front of my shirt, "we could do something else first. Maybe there's something that would help you relax?"
 

A strange feeling came over me. I felt the same powerful attraction to her that I'd felt before, but it was underscored by another emotion. Something darker.
 

I wanted payback. I wanted to get all those hours I'd spent agonizing over her, back. I wanted to do something that would prove that I was my own man again. "I want to fuck you upstairs. On the bed."
 

Her eyes widened at what I'd said. It might have been the first time since I'd started seeing her that I saw her caught off her guard or surprised by something. "Well," she said, stepping back, "you certainly don't mince words. Any particular reason that it has to be upstairs?"
 

She asked the question innocently enough but I was pretty sure she knew what the answer was. "Are we going upstairs? Or what?" was all I said in reply.
 

She smirked, rolled her eyes and turned to slowly walk towards the stairs.
 

It was such a dismissive gesture that only made me want to fuck her all the more. I was going to take her the same way her husband had. It wasn't about proving anything to anyone but myself. When we got upstairs, she started peeling her bathing suit off. Kicking it to one side, her naked body tugging at my eyes, she sat down on the bed and spread her legs. "You going to help me out again?" she asked, running two fingers down the sides of her slit.
 

"Not like that," I said. I pulled my shirt off over my head, then dropped my shorts, my stiff cock bouncing out. "I want you on your stomach. The same way..." I didn't finish my sentence but it was clear what I'd meant.
 

Her smile faded a little and it seemed like maybe she was struggling with what I'd asked. Maybe this was finally the thing that would cross the line? Maybe this was the imaginary boundary, getting fucked in her marriage bed the same way her husband had fucked her, that would cause her to say "no."
 

But in the end, it wasn't. After a minute or so she turned around, swaying her ass and smiling at me over her shoulder, teasing me with her winking back hole. "Come on Sammy," she purred, "just a little lick?" She pressed her chest down on the bed so that her pussy split between her legs.
 

I walked over to the bed. It was tempting to sink down on my knees and taste her again but needed something a little more alpha this time. I needed to be the one in charge. Putting a hand on the small of her back so she couldn't get up, I split the lips of her pussy wider with two fingers and stuck a third inside.
 

Laura gasped at the unexpected intrusion. She was slick inside already and my finger slipped in easily but it was still not what she'd expected. I dug into her deep, past my knuckle, then all the way up to my palm, like I owned she was mine. The whole time I stared at the tight ring of muscle that led to her ass. She noticed.
 

"Oh," she whispered, "is that what you want, honey?"
 

My cock hardened at the thought of driving up into her ass the way Arnold had done. I looked up to see her eyebrow raised.
 

"You have to fuck my pussy first," she said. "I don't care how tough you are, you're not going in dry."
 

I don't know why but this made me smile and she let out a little giggle, happy that she'd broken through my tough-guy act. I pulled my finger out of her pussy, got up on the bed, cock in hand and stuffed myself into her willing cunt.
 

She grunted a little as I entered her but I realized now that this must have been mostly for my pleasure. Arnold's cock was huge and I just didn't compare. The thought made me harden inside her and I started to fuck a little faster. I put both hands on her ass and started drilling into her, cum already seeping from my balls.
 

Laura turned around to look at me, her blonde curls shaking as I fucked. "Easy there tiger," she said, glancing down at my cock. "No more accidents."
 

I flexed again, filling her pussy a little more as my dick grew. The vision of her straddling me and letting me fuck my cum up into her pussy filled my mind and shoved me closer to an orgasm. I looked up to see her mouth open, her neck still craned as she tried to stare at my cock plundering her sloppy cunt.
 

In that moment I knew that she'd let me do it if I wanted to. She had the same look in her eyes that she'd had that day on the couch. It was a look of resignation, of knowing that she wouldn't be able to resist and tell me to stop if I started spilling in her pink.
 

She looked up and our eyes met and I drilled into her deep, hoping to see at least a shadow of the pleasure on her face I'd seen when Arnold was fucking her. I saw nothing but a strange self-satisfaction and it made me angry and horny and pushed me even closer to coming.
 

I yanked my cock out of her pussy, pressed the tip of it against her ass hole and wiggled the head past her eyelet. The rest of me sank easily inside.
 

This is when I got what I wanted. As soon as my meat began snaking into her tight ass, Laura's mouth opened and she let out a guttural moan like I'd heard when Arnold had fucked her.
 

It sent a shudder up my spine, being able to make a woman feel that way. As I squeezed the rest of my cock into her depths, I felt her colon tighten around me. I looked down to see the sticky, white cream of her pussy squelching up between my meat and her ass.
 

It was hard to believe how fucking tight she was, knowing how thick her husband's dick was and that he probably fucked her ass all the time.
 

The image of Arnold balls deep in her ass hole filled my mind and got me fucking even harder.
 

I felt her ass rear up as she reached a hand down under herself, the same way she'd done with him, and started flicking at her clit with her fingers.
 

Every once in a while the tips would slap my balls and make my nuts curl up close to my body, squeezing seed out faster into my shaft.
 

As I closed in on my orgasm, I stared down at my cock disappearing into her flesh and whispered "Oh fuck."
 

"Oh fuck yes," she answered, her fingers starting to spin faster around her clit. She squeezed me even tighter, sucking the juice out of my cock with her ass.
 

Thundering into her, I felt the orgasm roar up from between my legs as I started to spew deep inside her ass.
 

I had none of the self-control Arnold had. I'd never fucked a woman in the ass before and it was so tight and dirty that I bellowed at how good it felt and my body went wild, driving deep into her.
 

Laura seemed to get pretty worked up by this because a moment later I felt her start to tighten over and over again, then heard her scream into the pillow as she started to come with me. It was a moment I'll never forget. Mounted on this older woman, I fucked my seed deep into her dark hole and felt like a fucking king for making her come the way her husband had.
 

When it was over I stayed inside her, my fists balled on either side of her body as I tried to catch my breath. It had been such a hot orgasm but for some reason being inside her was still really turning me on and I wasn't softening at all.
 

"Holy shit, tiger," she said, turning around to smile at me. "You sure like to fuck an ass, huh?"
 

I let out a guffaw at this and not really thinking about what I was saying told her it was my first time.
 

She immediately twisted sideways, her jaw dropping open in shock. "That was your first time?" she asked.
 

"Uh... yeah. Is that alright?"
 

"Oh honey!" she squealed. "I've got to make it more special than that. Get off. You're in for a treat."
 

I frowned, partly because I had no idea what she was talking about but also because I didn't really want to get out of her just yet. Nevertheless, I dragged my cock out of her and rolled off. I watched it as I pulled it out. It was covered in a thick film of semen, still as stiff as when I'd plunged it into her. As I sat down on the bed, Laura rolled over and made me get back up on my knees.
 

"There's no way I'm not making your first time a little more special than that," she purred. Getting down on her hands and knees, she crawled over to where I was kneeling. She wrapped her fist around the base of my cock, opened her mouth and flicked out her tongue, touching the head of my cock with the tip. Then, staring up at me with those big blue eyes, she sank down onto my shaft with her mouth.
 

I watched as half of my cock disappeared into her mouth, then three quarters and finally, I saw the muscles in her neck stretch as she took the head of me into her throat. A fresh lust surged through me at what I was witnessing.
 

She had taken my cock, my filthy, nasty cock that had just been buried inside her ass hole, all the way into her throat.
 

As she held it there, still staring up at me, I felt her tongue start to lick the underside of it. Once her face started to turn red and the tears started to run down her cheeks, she pulled away, then popped off to catch her breath.
 

My cock was slick with her spit and a strand of bile clung from the head to the edge of her mouth.
 

Laura Masters dove back down, sliding my cock into mouth, she started to bob up and down, her hand on my shaft pumping with the same rhythm that she sucked.
 

It wasn't long before my ass cheeks clenched and I felt another surge of seed come spewing out.
 

This time she didn't let me come into her mouth. This time she popped off, pumped the spunk out of my muscle with her hand and let me spray rope after rope of it across her red cheeks, streaked with tears and all along her filthy, defiled mouth.
 

This must have been the dirtiest orgasm I'd ever had. I let out a loud groan as the pleasure left me but she just kept pumping, her mouth open and tongue sticking out until the last of what I had was spent across her face.
 

I fell over like a freshly felled tree, my brain blurry from the intensity of what had just happened.
 

Laura lay down beside me, her face soiled with my semen. "There," she said quietly, "that's a much better first time."
 

She got up off the bed after a few minutes and walked to the bathroom.
 

I dozed off to the sound of water running in the shower.
 






Chapter 13

 


I didn't see Laura for a few days after that and that was actually a good thing because I realized I was "over it." I was once again able to spend time just hanging out, playing video games or whatever and not freaking out about Laura Masters or what was happening with us.
 

When she knocked on the door a few days later, I thought she was there for a booty call.
 

"Hey Sammy," she said, smiling up at me from the porch, "can we talk?"
 

"Uh, yeah. Sure." I invited her inside and grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge. I felt a little shiver of nerves run through me because she seemed kind of serious and I hoped nothing had gone wrong. "Everything alright?" I asked after we'd settled down.
 

"Everything's fine," she said with a smile and a nod. "I just... I think we should probably wrap things up. With us, I mean."
 

It was a strange mix of disappointment and relief that swept over me. It had been a wild ride and I was sad to see it end but at the same time I was happy to have me back. I smiled back at her. "Okay," I said. "That's totally cool."
 

She seemed relieved by my answer, the crease along her brow disappearing as she sighed. "Okay. I'm glad to hear you say that. I thought... I thought that maybe when this did finish there would be hard feelings or something. I'm glad there aren't."
 

It felt like a good end to things and we chatted for a bit, just shooting the shit about this and that and finishing our beers. When we were done I walked her to the door. It felt a little weird, the way things always do when you go from having sex with someone back to just being friends, but I knew it was a weirdness that would go away soon enough.
 

"Hey," Laura said, turning around once she was out on the porch already. "I'm having a little thing at the house tonight. Just a few people. You feel like stopping by?"
 

I didn't reply right away and I must have seemed a little confused.
 

"Sammy, there's no problem if you're not into it. I totally get that you might not... "
 

"No," I said with a laugh. "I just wasn't expecting that. It sounds like fun. What time?"
 

She smiled again. "Eight o'clock."
 

"Can I bring anything?" I asked.
 

"Just yourself. I'll have everything we need there." She shot me a curious wink and flashed a smile before spinning around and bouncing off the steps and back to her house.
 

I couldn't resist one last glance at her ass as it bobbed across my parents driveway. That was definitely something I was going to miss and something I wasn't going to soon forget.
 

I spent the afternoon going for a run, then hitting the coffee shop with my laptop for a while. It felt like I'd been underwater for the last week and a half with everything that had happened and it was good to have some "me" time to catch up on what the rest of the world was doing.
 

By the time the evening rolled around, I'd gotten pretty stoked to go over to Laura's and meet some new people. It had been a wild ride with her, but I was definitely ready for a change of pace.
 

I showered and had a couple of drinks before going over, a pleasant buzz already blossoming in my belly by the time I knocked on the door.
 

As soon as the door swung open I felt like I'd been punched in the gut. Standing on the other side was a woman that was probably about twenty five. She had bright blue eyes and a wicked smile that she looked like she knew exactly how to use. A curiosity raised her eyebrow as soon as she laid eyes on me and I felt something click between us. "You must be... Sam. Is that right?"
 

She had a velvety voice and she reached out a slender hand to shake mine.
 

"That's right," I replied, shaking her hand firmly and holding her stare. It was the kind of greeting you remember. It held the promise of potential, of a night rife with possibilities.
 

Laura popped up from behind the woman. "Sammy!" she said.
 

This time I balked at hearing my name that way. It had been kind of cute, hearing her call me Sammy for the last week and a half, but it wasn't exactly the way I wanted to be known to whoever this hottie was that I'd just met. "Hey Mrs. Masters," I mumbled, thinking that a return to formality might make it easier for the two of us. Now that I'd seen what kind of women she'd invited to her party, I was kind of hoping she might give me some room to do my thing.
 

"Mrs. Masters?" the woman asked, turning around and screwing up her face.
 

"Oh he's just kidding, aren't you Sammy? This is my daughter, Stef."
 

My heart sank. There was no way this was happening.
 

Stef turned back around, flashed me another smile and waved her hand.
 

"Well, not actually my daughter," Laura said, playing with Stef's blonde locks. "Her mom and I are great friends and she used to spend a few weeks here every summer when she was younger."
 

"Well? Come in!" She bit her lip, stepped to one side, almost falling backwards onto Laura, to let me step inside.
 

I had to force myself to take those first few steps into the house rather than run away screaming. All of the potential I'd felt seemed to evaporate into the evening and as soon as she closed the door it felt like all the air had been let out of the room.
 

"Can I get you a drink?" Stef asked, tilting her head. Long, luscious locks spilled over her shoulder, bouncing against her ample breast as she smiled inquisitively at me.
 

I forced myself to smile back. "Sure. Beer would be great."
 

"Coming right up!" she said, clapping her hands together and walking across to the kitchen.
 

My eyes instinctively glanced down at her ass, swaying beneath a pleated red knee-length skirt. I felt my cheeks heat up as I realized that Laura was watching me checking Stef out. I coughed, trying to distract from the fact and looked around the room.
 

"Hey Sam?" Laura said, putting her hand on my arm.
 

I looked over. She also had a funny expression on, one I couldn't quite figure out. "What's up?" I asked, clearing my throat after the words came out in a squawk.
 

She looked at me with what seemed to be pity. "I just... I don't want things to be weird for you here. Let's just say what's in the past is in the past. I'll have a good time if you will and just don't worry about me. Okay?"
 

I shot her a weak smile and muttered "sure," and hoped she hadn't seen me watching Stef.
 

Stef came back with a cold bottle of beer and handed it to me with another smile.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Laura's eyebrow rise as she started to step away. "I'll let you kids get to know each other," she said.
 

I looked at Stef and smiled. Like I said, I wasn't really a player but I did alright at parties and stuff, knew how to be social. This whole situation just killed my buzz, though and I had no idea what to say. We stood there like two awkward teenagers for a while before she spoke up. "You want to go out by the pool? It's kind of hot in here," she said.
 

"I would love to go out by the pool," I said, grateful to be able to get out of the room which felt like it was closing in on me with each passing second.
 

We picked our way through the crowd of forty-something women milling around sipping white wine and a minute later were standing outside as the last light of dusk faded and the stars had begun to shine in the sky.
 

"So Sammy," Stef said, leaning against the wall of the house.
 

I groaned and rolled my eyes. "Please don't," I said. "I don't know why Laura calls me that."
 

Stef giggled.
 

It was my kind of laugh and it warmed my insides. We started chatting and she turned out to be just the kind of girl I'd never dated but always had a thing for. Intelligent, irreverent, a little crass. I found my self staring at her as she talked. Way too often and for far too long.
 

Every once in a while I would realize what was going on. I wasn't about to do this, was I? I'd just fucked Laura a few days ago and now I was looking at her best friend's daughter? This had to be crossing some fucked up line.
 

She giggled and looked up at the darkening sky. "Sounds like you two know each other pretty well," she said.
 

"Uh... I just... I've been helping her around the house. I'm just staying at my parents place for a few weeks while they're away."
 

"Oh yeah," she said, but it sounded like she hadn't really heard what I'd said.
 

Time to change the subject. "Hey, so how come I never ran into you when I was younger? My parents have lived here for a long time and Laura said you were here in the summers, right?"
 

"Uh-huh," she said, biting her lip and nodding.
 

"So how come you were never around?"
 

"I don't know. Maybe it was you that was never around," she said with a wry smile. Her eyes seemed to sparkle every time she spoke. Just like Laura's.
 

The thought made me start to blush again and I had to pretend to erupt in a fit of coughing to cover it up.
 

"You okay?" she said as I covered my mouth and turned away. "Are you alright?"
 

"I'm fine," I replied, "fine. Just a little beer went down the wrong way."
 

"Oh," she said, the concern leaving her eyes. "Wouldn't want you choking on me."
 

Dirty man mind did all kinds of things with that sentence that I decided to keep to myself. "So how long are you in town?" I asked.
 

"Couple of weeks," she replied. "Why?"
 

I took another swig of beer and shook my head. "Just wondering," I said. I felt a flash of nerves race through me. Was I really going to do this? I couldn't do this. What if Laura found out? This would all end terribly, probably with my parents having to move house because of how I fucked everything up with their neighbors. This all seemed too fucked. But...
 

"Why were you wondering?" she asked, sending more adrenaline through me.
 

My brain was screaming at me to finish my drink and run at this point but this felt like the first normal interaction I'd had with a person, not to mention a woman, since I'd come back to my parents house. "Just... you know... making small talk."
 

"Oh," she said, nodding. "Cool."
 

There's a few feelings that a man gets that set him on edge. One of them is feeling like you're losing the game, even if you know you can win it. It's a tough one to fight. It must be evolutionary. But I was proud of myself this time because I did fight it. I felt the moment slipping away and the further it got the weirder it would have been to say something to carry on the conversation. I had just started thinking of something else to say when Stef spoke up.
 

"You have a girlfriend?" she asked.
 

"Uh... no. Not right now," I said, shaking my head. It was pretty weird, pretty forward question so I took another swig of beer in case she hadn't meant to sound so blunt.
 

"You want to fuck later?"
 

This time the choking was for real.
 






Chapter 14

 


It turned into a whole big commotion. Stef went in to get Laura. A bunch of the other ladies came out. At that point I had stopped choking but my throat was so tight that I was sucking in air in giant gulps trying to get it to relax and fill my lungs at the same time.
 

They all stood around watching this happening and I would have gladly crawled into a hole in the ground if one had opened up. By the time I'd caught my breath the crowd started breaking up and pretty soon it was just Stef, Laura and I standing outside.
 

"Holy shit, Sammy," Laura said, patting me on the back. "Are you really okay?"
 

"I'm... I'm fine," I said, clearing my throat one last time. I felt like a complete fool.
 

Laura shook her head and frowned at me but went inside leaving me and Stef outside by ourselves.
 

"Oh my God," Stef said after Laura had left, "I am so sorry about that! I would have been a little more gentle if I knew you were going to do that. Mom said you were really cool so I... shit. I hope I didn't offend you!"
 

"W-what?" I stammered. "No. No, no, no! I'm fine. I am cool! I just was not expecting you to say that."
 

She studied my face for a while before bursting out laughing. She put her hand on my shoulder and leaned on me, supporting herself through the hardest laughter.
 

I wasn't too sure what was so funny but, like every guy who has no idea if he's being laughed at, joined along. Pretty soon I got caught up in the tide of our shared laughter and even though I had no idea what we were laughing at, couldn't control myself and laughed right along with her.
 

"Oh my God, I'm sorry!" Stef said, wiping the tears from her eyes and still hanging onto my shoulder. "I have no idea why that was so funny but it was. Just you telling me 'I'm cool!' was, like, I don't know... it was totally cute."
 

And even though I wasn't usually a sucker for girls telling me they liked me, there was something about this girl, something about her energy and her honesty that I found completely irresistible. "Thanks," I said, looking into her eyes. I took a breath, paused, then decided to dive right in. "So just for the record, I do want to fuck later. Just... you know, so you know." I put on my most serious expression.
 

Stef looked at me sideways but cracked a grin. She let her hand slide off my shoulder but it felt like it lingered along my arm a little longer than it should have. She wiped one last tear from her eye and looked at me again. "You're alright, Sammy. You're alright."
 

"Oh no," I said, shaking my head. "You can not call me that."
 

She smirked, spun around, her dress flaring and her blonde curls bouncing along her back. "Come on," she said. "Let's a get a drink or six inside."
 

Whether I wanted it or not, I was hooked.
 

We went inside and mingled for a bit, slamming beers and smiling at each other across the room even as we made small talk with the other guests. When the crowd started to thin Stef began helping Laura clean up. Pretty soon I was the last one in the room, standing there sipping the dregs of my beer and wondering if I should leave or wait for Stef or what. After a while I decided it was probably best if I left. I did live right next door. If she was serious about sex, she could just come over and knock on the door, right? I stuck my head in the kitchen to see Laura and Stef loading the dishwasher. "Hey so, I guess I'll go?"
 

"Huh? Oh, well hold on. Let me just get my stuff."
 

My stomach twisted as I saw Laura straighten up from putting a plate into the dishwasher. She watched Stef walk past me out of the kitchen then her gaze settled on me. "Is she going with you?" she asked, pointing towards the stairs.
 

I put up my hands and started shaking my head. What the fuck was I supposed to say? Gee, yeah, she's just going to come over so we can fuck. That's cool, right? "I... she just... I didn't think that... "
 

Laura sighed, stepped around the open dishwasher door and walked towards me.
 

I actually braced myself for getting slapped across the face.
 

"Sammy," she began.
 

I winced at hearing her say my name like that. Not exactly in a bad way, though. "Laura, I'm really sorry, I... "
 

She put a hand up. "It's not what you think. I don't care about what Stef does. I just think you should know that she's... "
 

She left the sentence hanging and my mind immediately began filling in the blanks. What? Crazy? A meth addict? Likes to climb tall buildings without a harness? Fucking what?!? "She's what?" I whispered.
 

Laura sighed and looked at the ground. When she looked back up at me it was with that same look of pity I'd seen before. "She can be a little wild," she said quietly.
 

I almost started laughing. This coming from the woman who'd used me as her fuck-toy for a week before telling me it was her and her husband's thing? Yeah. I wasn't exactly little Sammy any more. I was pretty sure I could handle "a little wild." I was about to tell her as much when Stef walked back into the kitchen carrying a backpack over her shoulder.
 

"Okay," she said, "I'm ready. Let's go." Without another word to me or Laura, she turned and walked to the front door.
 

I looked at Laura one last time, still not really able to believe that she was okay with all of this. It seemed like she had more to say. She didn't look upset, just... cautious, or something. I didn't want to get into it then. As long as she wasn't mad we could sort through things later if we really had to. I gave her a wave and mumbled something about seeing her later before following Stef out the door.
 






Chapter 15

 


Stef wasted no time. As soon as the door had closed behind us at my parents place she started tugging at my shirt.
 

I let her pull it over my head and when she'd thrown it away into the corner, she yanked my belt open and tugged my pants off. Her eyes lit up and a pleasant smile settled on her lips at the sight of my growing cock. "Sammy," she purred, smiling, "you're a big boy!"
 

Fuck me if she didn't sound exactly like her mother just then and I would have cringed if that hadn't been so weirdly hot. Before I could think about it too much longer she was on her knees with her lips wrapped around my cock. "Oh fuck," I groaned as she started to suck.
 

This wasn't some leisurely blow job either. This girl seemed like she was into getting things done. Her cheeks hollowed and she gazed up at me with her baby blues as she started to run her mouth back and forth along my now hard cock.
 

I stared down at her, slightly weirded out but mostly hotted up knowing whose mouth that cock had been in just a few days ago. The thought made me harden and I felt some of my cum trickle out into her mouth.
 

She pulled her mouth off of me at the taste of it and held the palm of her hand cupped under the head of my cock. Another dribble of my precum came spurting out.
 

"Oh honey," she whispered and yes, she sounded exactly the way Laura had. "We're going to have to do something about that." Without a second thought she grabbed the base of my shaft with one hand and the head with the other. Holding herself up against my cock she started pumping the head of my cock until I felt myself start to spurt.
 

"Fuck!" I seethed. "You're going to make me come!"
 

She looked up and giggled. "That's kind of the point?"
 

It was all so weird and dirty and sordid, what had happened with me and Laura and the fact that Stef was doing this right now, it just sent me barrelling over the edge. I shouted as thick gush after gush of seed came spraying from the head of my cock, painting the side of her cheek white and slapping across the red fabric of her dress.
 

She didn't miss a beat, pumping me through the climax until I started to soften in her hand.
 

"Fuck, sorry about that," I said, panting and more than a little embarrassed at how quickly I'd finished.
 

"Hey, you're young. It's kind of a good thing that everything works down there otherwise this wouldn't be any fun. Where's the bedroom, upstairs? Now that we got that out of the way we can really fuck, right?" She walked past me and started up the stairs just as I began to have an inkling of what Laura had meant when she'd said Stef was "a little wild."
 

She slammed into me as I joined her in the master bedroom, her hand wrapping around my cock again and starting to harden me up. She pressed her lips against my mouth and pushed her tongue in, hungry and searching for a deep and nasty kiss.
 

I gave her what she wanted but felt a little intimidated by how eager she was. Not that I really minded it was just that I usually dated girls that were a little more subdued and I'd just had that whole crazy thing with Laura.
 

There was no time to mull over any of that, though. As soon as she'd hardened me up again, she pulled me by my cock over to the bed and started to undress. The dress she was wearing went flying over her head and she'd undone her bra before it had hit the ground. Her tits were fucking incredible. Soft enough that they sagged the tiniest bit with nipples that had to be kneaded and worked up to stiffness.
 

I leaned over and took one of them in my mouth. I felt her hand press against the back of my head as she brought me close.
 

"Oh fuck yeah, Sammy," she whispered, "I like that."
 

Hearing her say my name that way... fuck. I didn't think I even minded it any more. How on earth could I think that that was hot, right? That's the way Laura had said my name and now her... just, fuck.
 

I tried to forget about how weird that was and instead leaned to the side to get a taste of her other nipple. Her nipples grew a lot when they got hard and it made my cock stiffen to feel them hardening inside my mouth, on my tongue, between my teeth. After I'd given her a good suckle I smelled the salty scent of her arousal. There was no need for her to ask this time. I was definitely getting a taste of that.
 

I pushed her forward until her calves came up against the bed. She sat down and gave my cock a few quick tugs but I pushed her hand away and leaned against her until she was on her back. I yanked the red panties she was wearing down her legs and spread her creamy thighs.
 

She reward me with a smile. "Oh Sammy, really? You're such a gentleman!"
 

The sight of her cleanly shaven soft pussy sent a shiver down my back. There were no wavy pussy lips sticking out, no hole to be seen. There were just two delicate mounds of flesh that came together in a perfect cleft that sealed her tunnel up. The tiniest drop of her sticky pussy juice caught the moonlight coming in through the window. I stared, transfixed at the beautiful sight.
 

"You just gonna stand there looking at it?" she teased, pressing a bare foot against my chest.
 

The scent of sweat and sandals drifted up and I sank down onto my knees and pulled her ass towards the edge of the bed. I pushed my tongue out and pressed it against her puss, the taste of her juice sending bolts of lust pulsing through my cock.
 

She groaned as I split her with my tongue. It was like pressing into the flesh of a sun warmed peach that started drooling juice down my chin as soon as I'd pushed past the skin. I moved down her slit, until my tongue found her hole and I worked it deeper, tasting her insides.
 

"Oh fuck Sammy," she mewled, her legs swaying like tentacles around my head. "Fuck you're good at that!"
 

After Laura's seeming indifference when we fucked, the sound of Stef's approval was music to my ears. I licked up the length of her slit until I found the tiniest bud of flesh beneath her hood. I could tell it was tender because her body rose up off the bed as soon as I touched it. As gently as I could, I spun a circle around it with my tongue.
 

Her hands shot down onto mine that were still resting on the curves of her ass.
 

I felt her dig her fingernails into the back of my hands and I pulled away, about to ask if she was alright.
 

"No!" she shrieked, "Fuck don't stop!"
 

I leaned forward right away, my tongue flicking out and finding the soft nub.
 

She let out another shriek but started to grind against my face.
 

I worked a hand out from her grasp and slid it along her ass until I felt the wet split of her slit beneath my fingers. Working them into the clear juice dripping from her, I found her hole and pushed two of them inside.
 

She started breathing heavily and squirming on the bed.
 

I pulled the fingers out, then pushed back in, the whole time licking around her clit with gentle but firm strokes.
 

Her shrieks turned into a steady mewl, a pained and begging sound that had my cock aching and jumping between my legs again.
 

As I felt her pussy start to clench, I slowed my fingers, fucking her softly as my mouth did most of the work on her clit.
 

The mewling stopped and her breath came in short, ragged gasps, then stopped completely. For a moment she seemed to hang above the abyss of an orgasm, her mind suspended by what I'd done to her pussy. A split second later she came crashing out of the seeming bliss, convulsing on the bed and screaming as her pussy clamped down on my fingers and I felt her clit rise in my mouth.
 

I didn't expect the hot splash of cum that shot out of her, past my fingers and onto my bare chest. I'd never seen a woman squirt before, at least not in real life but it was hot once I realized what was happening. By the time her orgasm had faded, clear and sticky liquid was dripping from me as I climbed up onto the bed ready to shove my cock in her still throbbing puss.
 

Stef slapped her hands down on my ass, spread her thighs and welcomed me into her soft, tight hole. She looked up into my eyes and bit her lip, moaning as I sank into her wet heat to let me know it felt good.
 

I wasn't quite as close this time. I fucked her slowly, letting my dick slide in and out, enjoying the way she closed around me, sealing me inside. When she started squirming and clawing her nails into my ass, I knew she was ready to come again.
 

My thrusts got harder and I drove my head deeper into her cunt as she locked her legs around my back.
 

She looked up. Her eyes were wild but with a shadow of worry. "Sammy," she whispered, biting her lip.
 

"What's up?" I asked, still pumping, my body ready to seed.
 

"I... never mind. Never mind, it's fine."
 

Well fuck.
 

I knew exactly what she had wanted to say. I knew because Laura had sounded exactly the same that day she let me come in her pussy. I slowed my fucking and sighed. "You're not on anything, are you?" I asked.
 

Her eyes narrowed for a moment. "What? How did you know that?" she asked, sounding suspicious.
 

"I can pull out," I said, not really wanting to have a whole conversation about it now.
 

She slapped her hands back on my ass and I felt her legs tighten around me. "No. I'm serious. It's fine. I'm sure it's going to be fine. I want to feel it. I want to feel you fill me."
 

And with that any hope of me being reasonable and pulling my dick out of her went up in smoke. I started fucking her hard, trying to punch the end of her womb with my cock. The noise of my hard dick slurping into her wet pussy drove me nuts. I felt my face heat up. My nuts tightened. I grunted and felt the first pulse of sperm shoot through my cock. "Oh fuck," I whispered as my spewing cock started to fill her up.
 

Her eyes widened as her body started to grind against mine. "Are you coming inside me?" she whispered, breathless.
 

"Yes," I moaned through the thickest part of my orgasm.
 

"Fuck. Say it, Sammy. Say it!" she shrieked.
 

"I'm fucking coming inside you!" I roared, another burst of hot seed coating her womb.
 

In that moment I felt her legs tighten around me even harder. She threw her head back onto the pillow and screamed. Grabbing her breasts with both hands she worked her fingers down to the nipples and started tugging at them. The whole time her pussy clenched and clamped around my cock, squeezing the last drops of my semen from the head.
 

Her squirming got more violent and she twisted from side to side on the bed until her body just seemed to give up and she collapsed, exhausted but seemingly fulfilled.
 

I pulled my cock out of the gooey mess inside her cunt, crawled over her thigh and laid down next to her.
 

And fuck me if I didn't start feeling that same feeling I'd had for Laura. It really felt like there was something there between us. Something remarkable and original. Something that could be strong. "That was fun," I whispered, touching a finger to her cheek.
 

She opened her eyes and a smile fluttered across her lips as her head rolled to one side. "I had a good time," she said, her voice sleepy. Then, without even crawling under the covers, she drifted off to sleep.
 






Chapter 16

 


I slept pretty well that night despite my fucked up dreams. When I woke up I could tell by the light coming in through the window that it was still early. Stef was snoring gently next to me and I crept out of bed to go take a shower.
 

As I stood under the shower, the hot water waking me up, the light of day along with the sobriety that came after a good night's sleep brought fresh questions to my mind.
 

This was, in fact, quite a fucked up situation. Maybe the fact that I'd fucked Laura had been a little hot the night before, but now it was nothing but a headache. I sat there with steam billowing into the bathroom and hot water running down my back, wondering what I should do.
 

As I stepped out of the shower I'd almost made up my mind to face the music when Stef stepped into the bathroom. Completely naked and rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.
 

"Hey there," I said, forcing myself to smile good morning.
 

"Hey," she muttered. Like a zombie she shuffled over to the tub, stepped inside and turned on the water. She groaned loudly as the water splashed against her back.
 

I couldn't help but glance through the translucent shower curtain and sneak a peek at her nipples hardening from the temperature change. I stood there for just long enough to make it awkward before wrapping myself in a towel and opening the door.
 

"Hey!" Stef called out from the shower.
 

"What's up?"
 

"What are you just going to walk out of here like we're married and you don't want to stare at my body anymore because it's so old?"
 

I smiled at her joke, walked over to the curtain and pulled it open a little bit. I let my eyes roam down her wet body, rivulets of water running down all the valleys her toned muscles made. My cock jumped at the sight of her tight pussy and the thought that maybe I'd be inside it again soon. "Is that better?" I asked.
 

"Get in here," she said. She reached out and pinched my nipple.
 

The pain from it made me yelp but it sent a pulse of lust through me, too. I stepped into the shower with my towel still on, only letting it fall off after it was already soaked with water.
 

"Oops!" Stef giggled. She was still holding my nipple and she gave it a twist making me wince with pain.
 

"Shit, stop that!" I said with a chuckle and swatted her hand away.
 

"Alright, alright!" she said, smiling and pretending to swat back at my hands.
 

Her playfulness was very cute and of course my cock started to grow from being naked with her in the shower.
 

She looked down at it then, without any embarrassment, cupped her palm beneath it and lifted it up. "You've got a really nice cock, you know that?"
 

It felt great having her warm hand squeezing me and I grew in her palm which made her smile. But at the back of my mind I had the nagging feeling that I should take care of something before this went any further. Even if it was just going to be a fling it didn't feel right not telling her that I had a history with Laura. "Hey Stef?" I asked, stepping back and pulling myself out of her hand.
 

She frowned as she looked up at me, her blue eyes darkening. "Wait, what?" she asked. "You're a guy. You don't get to do that!" Then she cracked a grin and reached out and grabbed my cock again which was a much easier target now that it was hard. She tightened her grip around it and gave it a stroke, then another one.
 

I felt my resolve start to weaken with the promise of sex but I did my best to resist the temptation. "Seriously," I said quietly, trying to pull myself away again.
 

"Seriously?" she asked. "You want to talk seriously? I'll tell you something serious. I'm serious about getting you off in the shower this morning so that you're not the two minute wonder today!" she said with a sly grin.
 

It only stung for a second and I thought I did a pretty good job of covering up my reaction but I guess not.
 

"Oh... shit, Sammy, I'm sorry! I didn't mean it! I was just joking!" She stepped closer, still holding onto my cock and put the palm of her other hand on my cheek then pressed her forehead against mine. "I was just joking," she repeated. "It was a stupid joke. I should... I'm an idiot sometimes. Just ignore me, okay?"
 

I felt like a little boy being comforted after his mommy had told him something that hurt his feelings. That was slightly humiliating in its own right. The fact that she'd started stroking my cock as she consoled me was... just really fucking confusing. "I'm sorry about that," I muttered, trying to think of some other way to apologize for my overactive orgasms.
 

"Sammy," she whispered, caressing my cheek, "I told you, don't worry about it. I had fun." She paused for a moment until I looked up into her eyes. "But I'm still going to pump one out of you this morning. I want you ready for anything today."
 

I was already breathing heavily with excitement and I'd felt my nuts tightening up but I was determined to last a little longer than I had the night before. But when I looked down and saw her wet hand running up and down my cock, when it dipped to the underside and the tips of her fingers touched my balls, I knew it was kind of a lost cause. Maybe she was right. Maybe I just needed to stroke one out every morning so that I was ready for whatever the day brought?
 

"Oh my God, Sammy, you're totally getting ready to come, aren't you?"
 

Yeah. I was like, totally ready to come and it was annoying and fucking hot that she was pointing it out.
 

Stef was staring into my eyes, a smile flirting with one side of her mouth, then the other, like she was enjoying my awkwardness and arousal. She squeezed her hand and started pumping me pretty hard and felt the first wave of pleasure surge through me. 
 

My jaw dropped a moment before I thought I was going to come.
 

But instead of stroking harder and finishing me off, Stef stepped away, let go of my cock and pressed her thumb and forefinger against my glans instead.
 

I felt the most intense shiver pass through me as I balanced on the edge of climax then slowly edged away. I had been so close, my pelvis tight and ready, and feeling myself drift from the moment was an incredible rush. I looked down to see the smallest glob of pre-seed drip out of the head of my cock but no more. I looked back up to see Stef grinning.
 

"Yeah? Did you like that?" she whispered.
 

I had liked it but I think more than anything I had liked how in control she was. There was no guessing or wondering what she wanted sexually. She knew what she wanted and she went for it. And that was fucking hot.
 

She stepped closer again and lifted my hand, putting on her breast and making me squeeze.
 

My cock jumped in her hand at the feeling of her soft boob and that made her start stroking again.
 

"Tell me when you're almost there," she whispered.
 

I stood there kneading her breast and letting her stroke me back up to the brink of an orgasm before I grunted "Fuck, I'm almost there!"
 

She pushed my hand away from her tit and stepped back again. I felt her finger and thumb press against my glans a split second before I felt cum rush into my shaft. The pressure was enough to stem the tide. Instead I stood there gasping and staring at my own cock being squeezed, my legs almost shaking from exhaustion.
 

Stef held me like that for twenty or thirty seconds before giggling and stepping back into position. I felt my cock tough the inside of her thigh. "Okay," she said "I think you've been a pretty good boy. Would you like your reward?"
 

I knew she was enjoying this. She was enjoying toying with me even if she wouldn't have called it that. She would have just said she's assertive and if a man got upset about something she did, she would apologize right away and let him have whatever control he thought she'd taken. But then, when his guard was down, she'd inch her way back into it, taking tiny little pieces here and there until she had him eating out of her hand.
 

I knew this. I knew women like her. I'd never dated one because I'd been terrified of it but I knew women like her. They scared me and at the same time turned me on like nothing else did.
 

As Stef started stroking my cock again and staring into my eyes, I knew also that there was no way I wasn't going down this rabbit hole. It was too exciting, letting her steal tiny bits of control from me. I wanted to see where it ended. I wanted to know where my boundary was. Where would I say enough is enough? Maybe this was only going to be a fling but it was going to be a roller coaster of one. I felt the cum pool at the base of my cock again as I hardened in her hand. "Careful," I whispered. "I'm going to come."
 

The smile faded from her lips but she kept staring at me with those deep blue eyes. She was jerking me hard now, insisting that I come. "I already told you. That's what I want."
 

It was so hot hearing her talk to me like that. It was almost like she was scolding me and it really turned me on. Looking down I saw my cock, red from rubbing and heat, start to jerk and flex as warm cum started to spill out. I looked back up to see Stef smiling at me as she racked my body with pleasure with her hand. It wasn't the warm smile of a new lover happy to be pleasing their partner. It was much more sinister and sexy than that. 
 

It was the smile of a woman who knew she was taking control.
 






Chapter 17

 


We had an early dinner at Laura's that night and it was single-handedly the most awkward moment in my life up to that point.
 

It wasn't for anyone else being awkward. Laura acted like nothing weird was happening at all. Stef, who was clueless, just chatted away about the weather and how much trouble she'd had getting time off from her job to come visit.
 

I sat there mostly staring at my plate and trying not to meet either of their gazes because of how badly I felt. By the time we'd all finished our breakfast Stef said she had to change and headed upstairs leaving me alone with Laura.
 

Laura waited until she'd heard the door close upstairs before saying anything. "So?" she asked.
 

I looked up at her but all I could do was look confused and shake my head.
 

"Did you have a nice time?"
 

Talk about feeling like a school boy. My face started to burn with... fuck, I didn't even know what anymore. It wasn't shame. I wasn't ashamed at what I'd done. Although I wondered if that was what Laura was trying to make me feel. I wasn't really embarrassed by it either. The whole thing was just so weird and that was making me blush. "Why'd you invite me over here last night? If you knew something like this could happen?" I snapped. I didn't even understand where that had come from.
 

Laura's eyes opened in shock. "Sammy," she said quietly, "what are you talking about?"
 

I immediately regretted what I'd said because her reaction seemed so genuine. Maybe she really wasn't trying to make me feel bad? Maybe she had just asked an honest question and I'd snapped at her like a dick? "I'm sorry," I muttered, "I thought you were... " I trailed off without saying it because I would have felt even stupider if I had said it out loud.
 

"You thought I was trying to make you feel guilty? For sleeping with Stef?"
 

For fuck's sake. Did she really have to say that out loud?
 

"This is fucked," I said, shaking my head and pushing my chair away from the table.
 

"Sam, hold on." Laura put a hand on mine to keep me from getting up. "I'm not saying any of this to make you feel bad. Hell, I'd love it if you and Stef ended up together." She was speaking quietly and glancing in the direction of the stairs like she really didn't want Stef to hear what she was saying. "This is just about what I said last night."
 

"Last night?"
 

Laura sighed. "I told you. Stef has always been a little... wild. You're such a sweet guy. I don't want to see you get hurt. That's all."
 

Now that I was sober, hearing her say that made me more resentful than it had last night. Who the fuck was she to talk to me like that? It didn't make any sense to start arguing with her, though. I'm not that kind of guy and she seemed pretty genuine about what she was saying, no matter how misguided it was. "Look, I'm not worried about that part. What about this?"
 

"This?" Laura asked.
 

"This!" I said, wagging a finger between us. "What about this? This is fucked up!"
 

"Oh, you mean us," Laura replied. She started shaking her head and opened her mouth to explain when Stef showed up.
 

"You ready?" she asked, bubbling with enthusiasm about whatever it was I was supposed to be ready for.
 

"Uh, ready for what?"
 

"Aren't we going to hang out? Mom said you're doing not much of anything for the next few weeks."
 

"Uh, sure," I replied, completely unsure. I glanced at Laura but she'd put on a tight smile that meant that whatever conversation we were about to have was over. At least for now. "What are we doing?" I asked.
 

"You like dancing?" she asked.
 

"Dancing? What kind of dancing?" I asked.
 

Stef cracked a smile. "You'll see!" she said, slapping her hand on my shoulder. She reached down and grabbed my arm and hauled me up out of my seat. "Come on. I'll tell you about it on the way. Bye Laura!"
 

I looked over my shoulder to see Laura's smile waning as we left. As Stef dragged me through the door and out of the house I started wondering about what Laura had been going to say about Stef and I. I barely noticed that we weren't taking the car, my mind lost in my thoughts, until I realized we were stepping onto a city bus. I looked over at Stef who seemed giddy. "Okay. So seriously, where are you taking me?" I asked.
 

It was only then that I realized she'd changed. She was wearing a loose fitting shirt and shorts that were a little loose, too.
 

She saw me checking her out and giggled. "What's the matter? Don't like my outfit?" she asked.
 

"Uh, no. I didn't say that. It's... relaxed."
 

Stef smiled and shook her head and put her arm under mine then turned to look out the window. "You like music?" she asked.
 

"I guess," I replied. "Depends what kind." It was just the tiniest lie. I used to listen to jazz sometimes when I was studying at college but not much else than that.
 

Stef shot me a coy glance. "You like dance music?" she asked.
 

"Dance music?" I echoed.
 

"Yeah. Electronic stuff."
 

No. No I did not like that. "You mean like a rave?"
 

Stef giggled. "Yeah, if you're from nineteen ninety-three! I'm just kidding!"
 

I'd once again done my best not to look offended but I didn't like being teased. And yet there was something I liked about Stef teasing me. 
 

"I was just joking. They don't really call them that anymore. It's just a big party with lots of loud music."
 

My interest had begun to wane as soon as she'd told me about it and now that I knew it was just a party with lots of loud music, I was pretty much over it. Stef seemed fun and I wanted to hang out with her but not at a concert, or festival or rave, or whatever. I knew it was best just to break the bad news to her then. "Hey yeah so listen, I'm not really super into that stuff," I explained.
 

Stef looked back at me from gazing out the window. "Not into what?" she asked, as if she'd forgotten what we'd been talking about already.
 

"I'm not really into concerts and stuff. And electronic music it's just, there's nothing wrong with it, it's just not really my thing."
 

Stef smiled up at me and squeezed my arm. "Okay but I already got my friend to get you a ticket. And also if you come? I promise it will be worth your while." She looked intently at me with her deep blue eyes. "I promise," she said, quieter this time.
 

This was the kind of situation that I was bad at. It wasn't that I had a soft spot for all girls. I'd dated plenty of nice girls that had asked me to do things with them that I didn't want to and had no trouble saying no.
 

No, the real problem were the girls who were not so nice. The girls who knew they could get away with being a little pushy and tried. Girls like Laura and now Stef. There was something about those girls that made me want to let them get away with that kind of stuff. Something that felt comfortable about letting them take control of me like that.
 

Stef was looking up at me with hopeful blue eyes and a warm smile and even though I knew it was going to be annoying as fuck going to a rave or whatever it was, I knew it was going to be kind of fun putting her in charge of me like that.
 

So I did. "Okay. Fine. You win. But if I'm having a shitty time I get to go home okay?"
 

"Of course!" she said, beaming and clapping her hands together. "But I promise that won't happen!"
 

I smiled, just because she was so excited and that made things a little more fun. I talked myself into believing that this could actually be fun, if I didn't go into it in the wrong head space.
 

We got off the bus on the edge of town outside of a large warehouse. From the noise, things had started up already inside and I and the pep talk I'd given myself about having a good time wore off with each step we got closer to the building.
 

Stef noticed my worsening mood and pulled me aside. "Listen. I want you to take this." She pulled a tiny white pill out of her pocket and a bottle of water out of the other.
 

So, I'm not really big on drugs. I've smoked pot a few times but that's it. I like to get my drink on but even that I keep pretty tame. I must have had quite the reaction to her pulling out the pill because she broke into a fit of giggling, covering her mouth with the back of her hand. I waited until she settled down to ask. "What is that?"
 

"From the way you looked at it, it looks like it might be cyanide!"
 

Okay. Ha. Ha.
 

"I'm joking. It's X. Have you ever tried it? Wait, let me guess, no?" She started giggling again but controlled herself this time.
 

By this point I was starting to get pretty tired of the whole scene. The music inside was getting louder and my irritation was growing along with it. "You know," I said, "I really think I'm just going to go."
 

"Sammy," she said, pressing herself close against my body. "Please don't go? Just try this, trust me. Nothing can go wrong your first time. You are going to have an amazing time and you're going to thank me for this. Just trust me."
 

I knew I shouldn't. I knew I should trust my instincts, turn around and find my way back to my parents place. But there it was again, that attraction to someone pressing on me like that. Trying to get me to do something they wanted me to do. That, combined with her smile and the promise of something interesting happening later was enough to do it. I grabbed the pill and popped it into my mouth then unscrewed the bottle of water and swallowed it down.
 

"That's a good boy," Stef purred giving me quick hug. "Now let's go have some fun."
 

I was still sober when we got inside. Sober and really fucking irritated for a good twenty minutes. Stef excused herself to go to the bathroom and I just stood there, a sea of bodies swimming around me, dancing in time with the thundering beat. But by the time I saw Stef making her way through the crowd again, the pill had definitely started to work its magic.
 

The music changed from irritating to entrancing. It felt like the sound was pulling my body to move. I looked around the room and the colors had seemed to mellow, even in the darkness. Things felt warmer and a little fuzzier somehow.
 

When I looked back at Stef she was only a few steps away from me and I swear my heart stopped as I realized what she had changed into.
 

The loose t-shirt and shorts were gone. She was wearing a tight grey top that only covered about half her belly and she had tight spandex around her waist. She spun around, revealing exactly how revealing the shorts were. The roundest parts of her ass were hanging out.
 

She held her hands out in a sort of "ta-da" before stepping up close. "You having fun yet?" she giggled.
 

I was speechless. It felt like I could only pay attention to one part of my brain at a time and I really needed to pay attention to the part that was paying attention to her.
 

I couldn't stop staring at the warm curves that seemed to be calling to me the same way the music was. I reached and put a hand on her hip just so I could know what she felt like when I was in this state.
 

"I guess you like the outfit?" she shouted through the noise.
 

It didn't take me long to realize that I wasn't the only one. As Stef dragged me deeper into the swaying crowd, the lights growing dimmer the farther we got from the entrance, I noticed more bodies getting closer and pressing against her. Hands shot out of the darkness touching parts of her that wouldn't normally be touched in public.
 

When we got to the spot she wanted to be in on the floor she turned around, pushed me away a little and her body started moving in time with the music.
 

I might have been dancing, or maybe at least swaying a little bit. I couldn't really tell because I was so fixated on watching her. Men and women kept coming up behind her, their bodies pressing against her as arms wrapped around her stomach and hands drifted towards her breasts.
 

I couldn't believe what I was watching but I couldn't get enough of it either. Each time someone touched her I felt myself harden until my cock felt like it was going to tear out of my jeans.
 

Stef was mostly lost in the feeling of the people around her. Her head would roll back with each new touch, no matter where the hand landed. She would lean back against whoever was behind her, pressing her back to their chest like she'd known them her whole life.
 

As we danced, my mostly disconnected brain began to put together that I was getting this turned on by watching her have such an intimate connection with all these people. By the time the big guy with dark hair and a plastic bracelet came up behind her and put his hands firmly on her hips, I knew what I wanted to see.
 

Her back straightened a little and her eyes opened. She craned her neck backwards, as if to see whether what she felt was right. The smile that formed along her lips meant she was but it only lasted for a second because he leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers, then turned her around.
 

I felt slightly dazed and even though I didn't feel like I'd been dancing all that hard, I could feel beads of sweat on my forehead.
 

Stef reached up and wrapped her arms around the guys neck even their kiss came to an end. They gazed into each other's eyes like they'd known each other for years as their bodies moved together.
 

Every once in a while she'd cast a backward glance at me. She was always smiling the same knowing smile, like she somehow knew exactly how excited I was to be watching her with him.
 

He looked up once or twice but didn't seem too worried that I was there or that she might be there with me. He always went back to looking into her eyes or just closing his and enjoying the feeling of her body. When he leaned forward and whispered something into her ear, she looked up at him and nodded before turning to look at me again. She pried herself away from him, walked up to me and pressed her face against my cheek. "Come get your surprise."
 






Chapter 18

 


I followed the two of them into the darkness and the music seemed to get louder with each step I took. By the time we had come to the edge of the warehouse I could barely see anything but there were a lot less people here.
 

The guy pressed Stef up against a wall and leaned down to kiss her while his hand cupped her breast and squeezed.
 

I saw her back arch, pressing her closer to him, then she wrapped one leg around his calf.
 

His hand worked her breast then, moving slowly higher, found the edge of the top she was wearing and tugged it until her round breast fell out.
 

I stood a few feet away from them, the music still moving through me and pulling me into motion as I watched the scene unfold.
 

As soon as he put his hand on her bare tit, her body responded even more eagerly to him. She pulled him closer with her leg, so that her pelvis was on his thigh and started grinding against it.
 

His kisses moved lower, down her neck until he was low enough to take her tit into his mouth. I saw his jaw working as he sucked her nipple and worked it over with his tongue.
 

Stef moaned, her head rolling back against the wall and her hips rubbing even more urgently against his leg.
 

Even though we barely knew each other I felt an intense connection to her at that moment. It wasn't just the way she'd lured me here, the way she'd used her smile and her body to get me to bend to her will that was hot. It was that I knew she was doing this for me.
 

The guy pressed up to her, whoever he was, was just a prop.
 

Every once in a while she'd open her eyes, surface from her bliss and cast me a smile or bite her lip as she gazed into my eyes.
 

I would have done anything to be able to yank my cock out and stroke one out right there and then but it's one thing to see a couple making out in the darkness and a whole other thing to see a guy pulling one off. Even through the foggy haze of my high I knew that wasn't a good idea. So I just kept watching.
 

The guy had gotten himself good and worked up sucking on Stef's breast but going by her expression, she was ready to burst. He kept kissing her neck as she finished herself on his thigh, her body crumpling against his as an orgasm convulsed through her.
 

When she was done, I saw him reach down and try to pull the tights she was wearing away from her pussy.
 

She reached down a second later and grabbed his hand, pulling it away before he could get inside. Instead, she reached into his pants and I saw her fingers snake down until the found the hard bulge of his cock. As soon as she touched it, she looked at me and flashed me another smile.
 

I was still up pretty high but somehow the music seemed to fade into the background along with the people dancing to it. My vision tunnelled and for a few incredible moments, there was nothing in the world but the way she was looking at me, the way she was smiling as she stroked his cock. Even though she was touching him, the performance, her posture, everything about her being seemed like it was for me.
 

He reached down and touched her pussy again, trying to work his fingers against her flesh. Again she pushed him away. It seemed like she wasn't going that far tonight.
 

He didn't react badly to it or anything. He kind of settled against her and closed his eyes, his head turned the other way as she worked his cock in his pants. It gave her just the perfect opportunity to stare at each other through the darkness.
 

I have no idea how much time went by before he came. His body crumpled against her and she had to hold him up with one hand to keep from getting crushed against the wall. She finished him off, pulled her hand out of his pants and wiped it clean on his shirt.
 

I could tell he was into making out some more as he leaned forward to try and kiss her.
 

Stef just smiled and nodded over towards where I was standing. The guy looked over at me, his eyes narrowing for a second before he shrugged and shook his head. He staggered off back into the crowd, leaving the two of us alone.
 

Stef sauntered over, with a very mischievous look in her eye. She pressed her face up against mine again and kissed my cheek. "Want to dance some more or you want to get out?" she asked.
 

I'd started to float down off the high but my body was still buzzing and her skin felt so warm beneath my hand. I started kissing her neck and her shoulders, pawing at her breasts as we stood there.
 

A second later she started to giggle. "Okay. Guess we're going home. You're place or mine?"
 

A fifty dollar cab ride later. We fell through the door of my parents place and slammed it shut behind us. My buzz from the pill had almost completely worn off by now and I was pretty sure Stef's had, too. But I was so hot thinking of her with that guy in the warehouse that I didn't care.
 

We tore each other's clothes off and only made it to the top of the stairs. As we were kissing, we sank down onto the plush carpet in the hallway at the top of the stairs. Stef's whole body was hard with tension and running my hand along her curves made my cock dance between my legs.
 

She was lying back with her eyes closed and her back arched.
 

I leaned down and took one of her nipples into my mouth. The thought that not so long ago another man had his lips around the same nipple made lust surge through my veins. I pressed my body between her thighs.
 

She opened for me, the sharp scent of her sex drifting up between her bodies.
 

When I found her opening with the head of my cock it was wet and ready to be fucked. I felt her reach up and wrap her arms around my neck. "Watcha thinkin' about?" she asked.
 

I've never been very good at dirty talk so I just grunted and adjusted myself, hoping to press into her and move on.
 

"Ah-ah!" she said, shuffling away from me and turning to one side.
 

My cock was so hot and ached so much all I wanted to do was be inside her.
 

"I want to hear all about it," she whispered.
 

I took a deep breathe at the realization that this was a game I was going to have to play. "I'm thinking about the party," I mumbled, trying to work my way closer to her pussy by moving my hips.
 

"What about it?" she asked. Her voice had such an insistent tone to it that I knew I wasn't getting off the hook.
 

"I'm... I was thinking about you and that guy."
 

Stef's legs opened slightly, just enough to let me press the head of my cock against her pussy again. "And?" she asked. "What else?"
 

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes and tried to remember some of the details of what I'd seen. "I was thinking about the way he put his arms around you," I said quietly.
 

Her legs opened even further. Her splitting sex gushed onto my cock.
 

I opened my eyes to find her staring at me, wide-eyed. She was really getting off on this, on hearing me talk like this. Hell, if that's all it took, I could do that! "I was thinking about the way he... the way he took you shirt off. The way his mouth looked when he was sucking on your nipple."
 

Her body seemed to rise off the floor as she drew in a breath. Her legs opened wide as her hands drifted down my back. In one motion she yanked me closer to herself and jutted her hips forward, swallowing my cock into her soft, wet cunt.
 

"Oh fuck," I groaned as I slid along the lava hot walls of her pussy.
 

"Talk to me," she hissed, her pelvis grinding against mine. "Tell me more."
 

My brain was fried from finally being inside her but I did my best. "I was thinking of watching you touch his cock. I was... I was thinking of what it was like when he came. When he came on your hand."
 

This drove Stef wild. She started riding me, forcing me deep inside her with one hand on my ass. She pressed the other hand against my nose. The dank, acrid smell of spunk still lingered on her soft palm. "Can you smell that? That's his cum," she said, her eyes wild.
 

I smelled it again and it was pretty filthy but it was incredibly exciting seeing her this turned on. Her whole body was bucking beneath me and she seemed to be losing control of herself more and more with each thrust.
 

Pretty soon I felt my cum start to work its way into my cock. I hardened inside her and had to slow down to keep myself from blowing my load.
 

"Oh Sammy, just a little longer," she moaned, "I'm almost there."
 

I closed my eyes and thought of anything but what I was doing. But the slick sounds of Stef's sloppy pussy gliding along my cock and the heat it sent drilling up my spine were tough to ignore.
 

"Just one last thing. Tell me one last thing you like," she mewled. Her hips were rocking against me, my cock sliding in and out of her soaked heat.
 

I closed my eyes and tried to think of the hottest thing that had happened, which didn't make keeping myself from coming any easier. A moment later, I had the perfect thing to say. I leaned forward and pressed my face against her cheek even as my cock drilled deep into her cunt. "The hottest thing was imagining him fucking your pussy the way I am now."
 

Stef's body went taut against me. Her fingers dug into my skin as she let out a massive shriek. Her pussy clamped sending juice pulsing down my cock.
 

I thrust into her deep again and started to come.
 

Our bodies burst back into a primal rut. We crawled across the floor as our stomach's slapped together and my cock bored into her tight cunt. Right before I peaked I remembered her concern about me coming inside her the other night but it was too late to do anything about that now. My cock shot load after load of hot spunk into her insides as her pussy squeezed me until I had nothing left.
 

We writhed on the floor even after our orgasm's were over, clawing at each other and kissing deeply until we both started giggling at how funny it was that we hadn't made it to the bed.
 

We barely slept that night. Instead we told each other about who we were and what we wanted and by the time the morning sun started breaking through the blinds, we were both pretty sure that some of what we wanted had to do with us.
 






Chapter 19

 


"You want to try something hot?" The sound of Stef's voice woke me up in the middle of the afternoon.
 

I was disoriented for a second until I realized we must have fallen asleep after the sun came up and slept most of the day away. I rubbed my eyes and turned to look at her. She was propped up on her elbow next to me. "What's hot?" I muttered.
 

"I'm hot, silly," she teased. She leaned forward and kissed me.
 

This dragged me further into reality and the now familiar worry slapped me across the face. I'd slept with Laura. Sooner or later, Stef would find out, I was sure of it. I needed to tell her before she found out from someone else. I hauled myself up until I was sitting. Rubbing my eyes again, I turned to face her. "Listen, we need to talk," I said.
 

"Hey," she said, tilting her head. "Why'd you get so serious? I didn't mean get serious. I wanted to tell you about something hot!"
 

I sighed. "Stef, there's something I want to talk to you about," I said. I couldn't bring myself to look at her.
 

Instead of getting quiet and listening, the way every other girl I'd ever dated would have if I'd said something like that, Stef jumped up, slammed into my chest with her body and sent us both tumbling over the side of the bed. "Hey. When I ask you if you want to try something hot, I mean business mister!" she snapped, pointing a finger at my face. "I've been up for two hours watching you sleep and I'm bored. Now do you want to know my hot thing that I want you to try or not?"
 

"Uh... " For a second I thought of saying no. I thought of putting a stop to all this hot stuff and telling her what I needed to tell her. I had to tell her about Laura before things got out of hand.
 

"Come on," she purred, sidling up to me and sending her hand crawling down my stomach. Her fingers wrapped around my rising shaft in a tight fist, making me grunt. "Ooh," she said, leaning in and kissing my cheek, "I like that noise." She started stroking my cock and my will to have a conversation faded with each slide along my shaft.
 

"So I thought," she whispered, her breath sending a shiver down my back. "I thought that maybe we could go and see a friend of mine."
 

Uh, what?
 

"What do you mean a friend of yours?" I whispered, my eyes bugging as I stared at her.
 

She tightened her grip around my cock and gave me two quick strokes. They made my body go stiff against her. "Well, seeing as how much you liked what we did the other day, I thought we could try something else. I have a... friend I always go see when I'm in town. He's someone I met in the summers when I'd come and visit Laura. He's fun. I think you'd like him. And I think he'd be into showing both of us a good time."
 

My cock lurched in her hand. I knew full well what she was talking about. She wanted to take me over to see her friend so I could watch them fuck. It made seed start to spill into my balls but made me vaguely jealous at the same time.
 

It was one thing to have a summer fling with the older neighbor next door and do some kinky shit like watch her get it on with her husband. The problem here was that I felt like this whole thing with Stef might turn into a... thing. I didn't know if I wanted this weird fetish I'd discovered gumming all that up.
 

My cock couldn't tell a lie, though. As Stef worked me with her fist it got harder and harder with each stroke and soon I was on the cusp of another orgasm, my nails clinging to the sheets as I held on for dear life.
 

Stef wrapped an arm around my neck and snuggled in even closer. With her hand still pumping me, she looked up and into my eyes. "So what do you think?" she whispered. "Want to see my pussy get punished this time?"
 

A river of cum erupted from the head of my cock, spilling over onto her slender hand.
 

Stef started to giggle as I cried out. She put her palm across my mouth, something which made what she was doing even hotter, somehow, and stared at the red head of my pulsing cock as she finished me off.
 

My hips bucked up off the bed as the last throes of climax shook through me. I looked over at Stef. She looked delighted in the most sinister way. Delighted that she could make me come so easily. Delighted that I was under her control. Delighted that she had a toy to play with.
 

I won't say it wasn't hot. That was partly why I was going along with things, because it was so hot. At the same time, I wondered if she had any of the same feelings for me as I had for her. It was hard to tell what was behind that slightly wicked smile.
 

So, that night, we took a cab to her friend Allan's place with a bottle of vodka and a couple six-packs of beer.
 

Allan seemed like a nice guy. He wasn't a terribly big dude, about my size, but a bit thicker with a bit of a beer gut. It was strange that Stef, who I thought was smoking hot, would be attracted to a guy like him but hey, everyone had their thing, right?
 

He greeted Stef at the door with a big hug, the kind friends give when they haven't seen each other in a long time. He slapped my back as he shook my hand and said it was great to meet me and welcomed us into his apartment.
 

The lights were turned down pretty low and there was some soft jazz playing in the background. A lava lamp on one of the side tables and the vinyl collection gave me an idea of what kind of guy Allan was.
 

Instead of a couch there was just a mattress pad and a pile of pillows and blankets on the floor. Allan told us to make ourselves at home while he took the drinks we'd brought to the kitchen.
 

Stef flopped down on the mattress pad and put her hands behind her head. She'd obviously been here more than once and looked very comfortable in the place. I stood beside her until she looked at me, smiling and patted the spot on the floor next to her.
 

I sat down. "So, uh, how does this work usually?" I asked.
 

Stef let out a giggle, shook her head and rolled her eyes. "Well, usually I come over, we get drunk and then we fuck. Is that alright with you?"
 

I grinned but partly to hide the fact that what she'd said stung a bit. I wasn't used to someone who treated sex as casually as she did and I knew it would take some time to get used to that. "Just like that, huh?"
 

Stef sat up and the smile faded from her lips. Maybe she realized what she'd said hurt a little. "Hey, is this okay? Because if you're not going to have fun you can totally leave. I don't want you doing something you don't want to do."
 

Needless to say that didn't help much. Had she really meant to say that I was the one that could leave? Would she really stay and fuck this guy if I did? "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean, I'm just saying, you seem a little... miffed? Are you sure you're alright? You said you wanted to do this."
 

I hadn't really said that. She'd given me a hand job and then we'd gotten ready and gone but I hadn't really agreed. I knew that was only an excuse I was making to myself, though. I talked myself down because there was no sense in getting upset about something that I knew I wanted.
 

I wanted to see Stef fuck this guy. I wanted to know what it would feel like to watch. I wanted to know if I could take it, if I could be as casual about it as she was, or if I would collapse and not be able to handle it. Most of all, I wanted to give her that power over me. Did she know she had it? Could she feel the control I was giving her? Because if she couldn't, it wasn't nearly as hot.
 

"Okay mister, what is it?" the sound of her voice interrupted my thoughts.
 

"Huh?"
 

"You're over there thinking about something, what is it?" she asked.
 

"I'm just... I'm... just thinking things through."
 

She scrunched up her nose and tilted her head and it made me think that she didn't know half of what was going on inside my head. Which made me think of that other thing she didn't know about. Laura.
 

Allan walked through the bead curtain hanging in the doorway to the kitchen carrying drinks.
 

I squeezed Stef's arm and whispered "Don't worry. We're all good."
 

She raised in an eye in a sort of "you sure?"
 

I nodded and we both turned to chat with Allan as he set out drinks. Three shots and two beers later the party started to heat up.
 

Allan had sat down on the mat on the floor on the other side of Stef. The three of us talked for a bit until the three-way conversation got a little difficult.
 

As Allan and Stef started talking about old times, I shuffled off the mat and propped myself up against an armchair so I could watch them talk.
 

Allan didn't seem to notice and neither did Stef. They reminisced and laughed until the conversation naturally died down. Allan made his move and leaned in to kiss Stef on the lips.
 

So even though we weren't a thing, this was a first for me. I'd already started to feel that there might be the possibility of a relationship for Stef and I. Seeing her let another man kiss her like this sent my blood pressure through the roof.
 

My heart started to pound and my palms got so clammy I had to put my beer down because I was worried I'd drop it. I had that feeling where no matter how much you inhale you never feel like you're getting enough air. You know that one?
 

It wasn't even the jealousy. Or rather, it wasn't only the jealousy. What was there to be jealous about after all? It's not like Stef had any commitment to me or me to her. She was doing this because she thought it would be hot for me. That's what she'd said, anyways.
 

So as my body was overwhelmed by what felt like a fight or flight response, my cock started to harden between my legs. I hadn't given this too much thought and now that it was happening it felt like I had no repertoire for how to react.
 

Allan lifted his hand and cupped Stef's breast and squeezed it a bit. Watching sidle closer to him and offer more of it was pretty hot. She was really getting into this and it felt like both of them had forgotten that I was even in the room. I wasn't sure how I felt about that but didn't have the inclination to try and figure it out.
 

As Allan started pulling Stef's shirt up, she put a hand on his chest and pushed him away from their kiss. With her body still pressed pretty close to his, she turned her head to face me. "You alright?"
 






Chapter 20

 


Strangely, I almost burst into laughter at the question. It seemed so surreal and yet felt pretty meaningful at the same time. I'd thought she really had forgotten that I was there but she hadn't. Not only that, but she seemed to be aware enough of it to ask if I was doing okay. "I'm, uh, I'm good," I muttered.
 

Stef and Allan both chuckled at my response and were quickly back to making out.
 

I felt like I'd missed something. It felt like I'd missed a moment that she'd tried to have with me because I was so caught up in how I was feeling about watching her with another guy. My mind started to cloud over with questions again.
 

What would she have done if I'd said no? Would she have said that I could leave again? Would she have stayed and finished with him? The possibility of this felt terrible to me. How could she do something like that? Didn't she feel anything of what I was feeling about her?
 

It almost got away from me. The jealousy almost got out of hand but I talked myself down again. I was here because she thought that doing this would be hot. I was intent on at least trying to enjoy it in that way.
 

By the time I'd sorted all that out, Stef's shirt was off and so was Allan's and he was working on her bra strap behind her back as they kept making out. When he got it undone, her ample tits sagged out from beneath it and she slipped it off and threw it towards me.
 

Allan immediately bent over and picked up her breasts with both hands and started sucking on one of her nipples.
 

Stef put a hand on the back of his head, pulling him closer to her chest, but she turned to look at me.
 

A hot column of arousal drilled down through my body, stiffening my cock between my legs as our eyes met. Her mouth was slightly stretched in a tiny, silent moan, the look of a woman who's getting ready to come. Her nipples were hard from the attention and I could only imagine how soaked her pussy was.
 

And all of it because of another guy. I had no idea why it was making me so turned on but it was. It was like a room in my mind I'd never been in before. There was no real explanation for it. I just knew that if I turned off all of my conscious thought and just focused on the idea of what was happening, I could get off with barely touching my cock.
 

We stared at each other for a while as Allan slurped at her tits. I wanted to feel her touch me so desperately in that moment and I think that added to the tension. She was with him now and I couldn't have her. I almost wished we'd planned it out differently, brought him to my parents place or something so that he was the one that would have to leave and go home and we could have some privacy instead of the other way around.
 

Allan gave her nipple one last suckle then came back up and started kissing her neck.
 

Stef turned her head and pretty soon they were making out again with Allan getting up onto his knees then finally standing up. He yanked at his belt and his pants fell to the ground.
 

Stef tugged his boxers off and his half-hard cock sprang out. She smiled as she wrapped her fist around it, the way she'd done with me a few times. She smiled up at him, like she was pleased to see his cock again after all that time and got up on her knees.
 

I dug my hand into my pants.
 

She was sitting on her haunches with her back straight and her tits pushed out. Her mouth was right at the tip of his cock as she stroked him up to hardness with her hand. She looked over out of the corner of her eye and picked up her breast.
 

I grabbed myself as she lifted it, like she was displaying it for me, proud of how hard she knew it would make me. The whole time, another man's dick was in her hand.
 

I couldn't get enough. I didn't know where to look, what to focus on. What part was the hottest? Was it actually seeing her fingers curled around his hard muscle? Was it catching glimpses of her smile? Was it the moment our eyes met, knowing she was about to take him into her mouth but feeling like it was us that this was about?
 

Stef licked her lips, opened her mouth and pushed her tongue out. She flicked the underside of his glans a few times, teasing him until he took control.
 

Pushing her hand away from his cock he grabbed himself and grabbed a fistful of her hair. He yanked her head back, exposing her neck. "Oh you dirty slut, I missed you," he growled.
 

I actually gasped as I saw him slap his moist dick against her cheek. I couldn't believe he was doing something like that! I thought that kind of stuff only happened in porn. More outrageous was her reaction. She just took it. She even opened her mouth a little more and let him poke his cock in and out, then slap it on her face again.
 

"Come on bitch, let's see if you've still got it," he said. A split second later he pushed his cock into her mouth, stepped forward and stuffed it into her throat.
 

Stef gagged. I saw her body convulse even as I watched the outline of his cock-head form in her neck.
 

Allan didn't relent and I thought I was going to have to step in, say something. He pulled out right before I did.
 

A slick strand of bile stretched out between his cock and her lips. Stef looked completely unfazed by what he'd done so I decided not to say anything but my guard was up. It caught me off guard when Allan spoke to me.
 

"You want to see something nasty?" he asked.
 

I looked at Stef hoping she would let me know what she wanted. The way he had her by the hair though made it impossible for her to even look over and I knew she wasn't going to say anything out loud. I swallowed the dryness out of my mouth and looked at Allan again. "Uh... sure," I muttered.
 

He nudged his head to one side that I should come over.
 

Whipping my hand out of my pants, I crawled across the floor to where I'd been sitting before.
 

Pulling on her hair, Allan forced Stef up onto all fours. The head of his cock was still in her mouth.
 

She looked like an animal being manhandled, like a cow being put into position. Her ass was stuck high up in the air and she had to hold herself up on the fingers of her hands to keep her mouth on Allan's cock.
 

"Take those jeans off," Allan said.
 

Still in a slight state of shock, I peeled down Stef's jeans revealing the thin pink line of the pretty, pink thong she'd worn that night. I let them settle around her knees, unable to keep my eyes off her soft, pink slit.
 

"Might as well pull those off, too," Allan said, nodding at her underwear.
 

I hooked my finger under the thong and pulled that down too, completely exposing her pussy. I found it dripping wet. I looked up to see Allan smiling.
 

"See how much she likes that?" he said.
 

I couldn't believe he was treating her like this. Her mouth was still stuffed full of his cock and she was submitting to everything he did. The craziest part was that her pussy was completely soaked, meaning she did like to be treated this rough. As Allan fucked his cock into her throat again, I saw the soft lips of her pussy flare and threaten to split and spill more juice out.
 

I was hard as a rock.
 

Allan fucked her mouth and throat for a while as I stared at how her pussy reacted, how it seeped fluid. When he stopped, I looked up.
 

"Get your finger on her. Touch her pussy," he said quietly.
 

I could tell by his voice he was getting close to an orgasm. I obeyed immediately. Pressing the tip of my finger against her slit, I pushed in until I felt myself sink into her tight heat.
 

Stef moaned. She moaned all over Allan's cock, making his lip curl up. "Get it on her clit. Touch her clit," he said, as if he'd done this before and knew what would happen.
 

A cold fear flooded through me as I realized she might well have done this before except with someone else. Maybe she'd brought some other guy over to Allan's to watch her get fucked and they'd done the same thing. I felt paralyzed and completely under Stef's control in that moment and nothing could have been hotter. I pressed my finger against her clit, making her moan again.
 

"Oh fuck yeah," Allan growled as Stef started lapping greedily at his cock. He kept one fist in her hair and put his other hand under her chin as he started using her face like a pussy.
 

The more I spun circles around her dripping clit, the more she squirmed and moaned until her thighs were shaking and hot white juice was spilling from her hole down onto my hand.
 

Allan grunted again and looked at me with a smile. "Fuck, here it is I can feel it. She's gonna fucking come!"
 

A moment later Stef started thrusting herself backwards, pressing her pussy against my finger and hand and I felt the tremor of climax race through her.
 

Allan groaned and his eyes rolled back up into his head as his hips lunged forward, plunging his cock deep into Stef's neck. He let out a deep groan as he released into her throat.
 

I sat there stunned as I watched the two of them complete the sex act, Stef by my finger and Allan by her mouth. My cock was throbbing between my thighs and I longed to push into Stef's sweet wet pussy but I didn't know if that was... part of the plan?
 

Allan removed himself from her face after a few more grunts. His dick, sloppy with seed and bile, fell out with a noisy slurp as Stef gasped to catch her breath. He released her and she fell back onto her haunches, her back pressing against my chest. Her head lolled sideways and she looked at me with a tired smile, spunk drooling from her mouth. After a few more breaths, she spoke. "So?" she whispered. "Having fun?"
 

I was distressed and delirious and I had no idea how to respond. I couldn't stop looking at the cum running down her cheeks, Allan's cum, and thinking of the way he'd used her.
 

After a few seconds without a reply, Stef reached back and found my cock with her hand. As soon as her fingers tightened around my hardened rod, her smile grew wider and she closed her eyes. "I guess so," she whispered.
 

Of course she was right. I was hard because I was turned on but I was terrified at the same time. Not because of what I'd seen but because of what it was doing to me. Cold jealousy kept pulsing through my insides but every time it settled between my legs it would become super heated by the lust churning there.
 

As Allan left the room Stef opened her eyes again and looked into mine. "I bet you want to fuck my little pussy don't you Sammy?" she said, biting her lip.
 

It was almost disgusting, hearing her say that while her mouth was still covered with another man's cum but I couldn't pretend it wasn't true. I nodded, already getting up onto my knees and trying to pull my own cock out.
 

Stef laughed quietly and pushed me away. "Unh-uh," she said, rolling over and covering herself with a sheet. She bit her lip again even as she eyed my bewilderment at what she was doing. "I'm gonna' make you wait," she cooed.
 

What a tease! What a fucking slut of a tease she was being and yet I couldn't believe how much I loved it! She was going to lie there, probably act like a whore with her friend some more and make me watch while he fucked her.
 

"Hey Sammy?" she whispered. Her finger was at her mouth and she was biting the tip of it.
 

"Huh?" I muttered, clambering back to where I'd been sitting before.
 

"You really want to make me wet for you?"
 

"Uh-huh," I said, nodding my head vigorously, unable to take my eyes off of her.
 

"Don't touch your cock Sammy. Wait until later, okay? Will you do that for me?"
 

I shuddered at the request. I shuddered because I could have sworn that somehow I had known it was going to come. I had known she was going to ask me to do something like that, something that would let me demonstrate just how much control she had over me.
 

Of course, I knew I could leave at any time. That wasn't the problem. I could just get up and go if I wanted. Sure, I sort of had a thing for her already but if push came to shove, if things went too far and I really didn't want anything else to do with her or this, I could just bail.
 

I knew that. And yet I wanted to stay. I wanted to stay and see how far she would take this and see how far I would let her go.
 

"You with me Sammy?" she asked as Allan wandered back into the room beer bottle in hand, his flaccid cock dangling between his legs.I stared into her eyes and nodded. "I'm with you," I said.
 

Her smile and the way her eyes lit up in that moment is something I'll never forget.
 






Chapter 21

 


To my great relief and small disappointment, Allan was a little too drunk to fool around any more that night. Even though Stef had wanted to show off for me some more, he had a hard time getting it up and after a while our buzz was fading and the mood had slipped away.
 

We politely said our goodbyes and called a cab. Allan seemed unapologetic about his inability to perform a second time but that was fine. By the time we got in the cab I could barely keep my hands off Stef. As I reached out to touch her leg, she pushed my hand away, smiled a wicked smile at me and crossed her legs.
 

She stared at me the whole way home, as if she was trying to drink in my discomfort and angst.
 

There was so much confusion and anguish, guilt and shame and arousal churning around inside me that I had no idea what to do with it. I must have reeked of needing sex and I was surprised the cabbie didn't kick us out.
 

When we got back to my parents place I threw a bunch of bills at the driver and made a run for the door. Stef followed me, cool as ever, relishing my need and possibly the way she had me wrapped around her little finger.
 

When we got inside she kicked off her shoes, let out a little laugh as I tried to kiss her and smacked me on my ass cheek. "Alright, tiger. I can't keep this up forever. Get upstairs."
 

I followed her up the stairs my hands resting on the soft mounds of her ass. In the bedroom she turned around and let me peel off her clothes and when she was naked she put her hands on my shoulders and made me sink to my knees in front of her. My eyes were just below her chest and I looked up like a loyal servant looking at his queen.
 

Still smiling and without a word, she picked up her tit, leaned forward and fed it to me.
 

I sucked the stiff nipple into my mouth and my cock jumped at the taste and feel of the wrinkled bud gliding along my tongue.
 

"Oh Sammy," she sighed as I started rolling my tongue around it and trying to suck it in as deep as I could, like I was trying to pull milk from it. "That was so fucking hot, you watching like that. Feel my pussy."
 

I didn't need to be asked twice. Still suckling on her teat and staring up into her deep blue eyes I pressed the edge of my finger against her slit, splitting it open and sending a torrent of her heat gushing out.
 

My dick jumped, threatening to tear a hole in the pants I was wearing.
 

Stef moaned above me, reached down and pressed my hand harder against her soaked puss. She pulled her breast gently away, the nipple popping out with a wet slop and stepped forward.
 

I knew what she wanted from me and normally I would have been only too happy to give it to her but now I was so turned on that I didn't think I could wait. "Baby, can I... can we... " I let the question hang, hoping she would understand how badly I needed her right then.
 

A grin spread across her lips as she took another step forward, bending me back until I could no longer sit on my knees and had to roll back onto my ass. "Sammy," she purred, reaching down and stroking my cheek that was now almost directly below her. "Of course we can. But you are making me so fucking hot by how... good you're being about all this. Can you just do this one last thing for me? Please?"
 

A thin strand of her clear juice dripped down from her pussy in that moment and landed on my neck. It dribbled down onto my chest and that, along with the scent of her hot snatch that close to my face made my cock throb again.
 

Again I knew that if I'd wanted to I could have said now. If I'd wanted to I could have told her that I needed her then and I'm sure she would have said that was no problem and let me fuck her.
 

But being so close to her, under her like that, desperate to come and still curious to see just how far she would take this was a greater force. I opened my mouth as she took the last step forward and settled her pussy lips onto my face.
 

This time I plunged my tongue in, hungry to taste every last drop I could suck out of her. As I pushed her lips apart another gush of her hot juice spurted into my mouth. She groaned and clutched two handfuls of my hair with her fists.
 

I started fucking her with my tongue, trying to get as deep as I could into her. My cock lurched each time I plunged into her pussy and more of her juice came oozing out.
 

Every once in a while she would break out of her swaying trance above me and look down with a hungry smile. She looked so intense and yet content at the same time. She started panting, her breath coming in short gasps a few moments later.
 

I felt her pussy start to clench around my tongue.
 

The first hot splash of her cum came as a shock. She had already been leaking into my mouth but this was an actual squirt, enough fluid to fill my mouth. I tried to back away but she had me so tight by the hair that I couldn't. I had to swallow instead.
 

As Stef moaned above me, her pussy gushed pulse after pulse of hot nectar into my mouth. I was powerless to do anything but swallow, the excess spilling down my cheeks and neck and soaking the shirt I was wearing.
 

With one last scream, the end of her climax ripped through her and her thighs shook against my cheeks. She held me there, my mouth pressed against her pussy so that I had to breathe heavily through my nose, panting and staring at my cheeks turning red. Then, when she decided it was time, she let go of my hair and started sliding down my chest.
 

Reaching down between her legs, she undid my pants.
 

I lifted my ass up and she yanked them down my legs, just enough for my cock to spring out. Putting her arms on my shoulders she settled over me in a squat, just high enough so I could feel the heat of her pussy touching the head of my cock.
 

"Holy fuck Sammy," Stef said, closing her eyes and pressing her forehead against mine.
 

"Yes?" I whispered, half-joking but half wanting to hear what she was going to say. I wanted to hear that she'd loved everything that had happened. I wanted to hear that she wanted more of it. I wanted to hear that she wanted to spend more time together and do this all again, that she felt something close to what I did.
 

"I've never done anything like that," she said, her hips swaying seductively above me. Her thighs must have been burning from squatting like that and still she held the position, taunting me with her closeness.
 

"Me neither," I whispered. I wished she'd open her eyes and look at me. I desperately wanted to feel us connect.
 

She did. She opened those big baby blues, tilted her head back and looked straight into mine. The smile was gone, not a trace of it left on her lips. She was as serious as I'd ever seen her. "Sammy... "
 

I didn't say anything as she trailed off. A special silence formed between us.
 

Stef slid down onto her knees, low enough that her pussy touched my cock. She looked at me again.
 

"What were you going to say?" I asked. Being so close to her and not inside her was killing me but I needed to hear what she was going to say.
 

She looked away, suddenly shy and not herself. She shook her head. "No, nothing. It was nothing."
 

I knew it wasn't nothing. I knew it was a big something and I wanted to hear it more than anything else in the world. "Please?" I whispered.
 

She looked at me out of the corner of her eye. "It's silly. I shouldn't. Come on," she said. Then, leaning forward she pressed her pussy harder against the head of my cock until I felt her pick split open and hot juice run out.
 

"No, wait!" I whispered. Not that I really meant it. The inside of her meant the world to me right then but whatever she was trying to keep from me meant more. "Please? What was it?"
 

Her chest swelled as she let go of her weight and lowered herself onto me. As her tight pussy swallowed me up it felt like the heat from her core was invading my body, running through my cock and up my spine.
 

I groaned as she impaled herself onto me, the whole time staring deep into my eyes. She pressed her breasts against my chest, tilted her head and kissed me gently on the mouth. "Sammy," she whispered, the sound of my name barely a breath across her lips. "I think... "
 

She paused.
 

My jaw hung open and my eyes were wide as she moved her hips slowly in my lap, her pussy sloshing quietly along my cock.
 

"I think... I think I'm falling in love with you."
 

My heart melted, draining into my loins and making my cock thick with seed.
 

As Stef slowly rode me up the wave of my climax, she would kiss me, then lean back, bite her lip and stare into my eyes, then lean forward and kiss me softly again.
 

As I felt cum start to pulse into my shaft I pressed my cheek to her chest and felt her wrap her hands around my neck. "Oh fuck," I groaned as my cock began to throb inside her pussy.
 

I knew I was bare and she was unprotected but none of that mattered in the moment. The fact that she just wrapped me closer to herself made me want to stay in her hot cunt forever.
 

Pulse after pulse of my eruption sprayed into her, coating her womb until I felt it start to drizzle down my shaft.
 

She kept rocking even after I had come, even after my cock started going soft, clinging to me and finally lying me down onto my back. From there, on top of me, she stared into my eyes one more time as a fresh smile spread slowly across her plump lips. "You and I are going to have so much fun."
 






Chapter 22

 


When we woke up the next morning we cuddled under the covers, delaying the start of the day despite the fact that we were both pretty hungry. There was a talk that needed to be had but both of us were enjoying the newness and freshness of what was happening too much to pay attention to that need. Finally, some time after noon we managed to crawl out of bed and into the shower.
 

We made our way to Jeanine's Diner, which was just a few blocks down the street from my parents place and found a quiet booth in the corner of the almost empty restaurant.
 

We munched on eggs and home fries for a while before Stef popped the question.
 

"So what was that thing you wanted to talk to me about?"
 

I almost choked on my toast when she asked it. It was so innocent, the way she was waving her fork around and concentrating on her food. She had no idea what it was about and, frankly, I'd forgotten all about it. It took a moment to swallow the mouthful of food I'd almost choked on and by that time I'd been silent long enough that she looked up.
 

"You alright?" she asked.
 

I coughed, then reached for my water. "I'm fine," I replied, my throat finally clearing. "I'm fine."
 

"So? What was it about?"
 

As my mind raced to make up lies, a part of it started to remember how messy this all was. I'd slept with Laura, practically Stef's aunt. I'd watched her and Arnold fucking from their closet. I could probably leave that part out but what if it came out? What if things with Stef and I got serious and all of this somehow came out and I was caught in my lie, or at least my omission.
 

I could barely bring myself to look her in the eye and I'd just thought of excusing myself to go to the bathroom when a pair of worn jeans and cowboy boots stopped at our table.
 

"Steffie?" Her name had been spoken with a hint of drawl.
 

I looked up to see a broad shouldered man in a cowboy hat, big brass belt buckle in the shape of a sheriff's star.
 

Stef turned and her eyes started to sparkle. A moment later she was jumping up and into the guy's arms and making people turn to stare at the commotion.
 

Another wave of relief and panic rode over me at her enthusiastic greeting. This was clearly someone from her past. Clearly more than just a friend. Someone who'd saved me, by coincidence but still, from a very awkward conversation. Even as I stared at the way they buried their faces into each other's necks, my cock rising at the sight, I knew I would have to confront that difficult talk at some point. Just not now.
 

"Holy shit, Billy, what in the fuck are you doing here?" Stef said.
 

Even Billy turned and looked around at all the people staring disapprovingly at Stef's loudness and language.
 

"Oops!" she giggled, then followed up with a quick, "sorry!" before sitting down. "Come on," she said, patting the chair next to her and between us, "have a seat!"
 

Billy glanced at me, mouth open, looking apprehensive, like he knew he was interrupting something. "I'm sorry, I didn't meant to... I just... Stef and I know each other from before and... "
 

"Bill!" she snapped, "It's alright! He's alright."
 

Hoping to alleviate some of the discomfort both I and obviously Billy felt, I wiped my mouth with a napkin, stood up and offered my hand. "Sam Jones," I said.
 

Bill, or Billy, or whatever I was supposed to call him, nodded in that way that strong men do when they appreciate an honest greeting. "Bill Sampson. Nice to meet you."
 

"Nice to meet you too," I replied. "Seriously, have a seat."
 

Bill took a second pretending to decide, which I thought was pretty polite of him, but removed his hat and sat down. He looked at me and nodded again before Stef piped up.
 

"What are you doing? What are you doing here? Are you here with the band?"
 

Bill smirked. "You better believe it, although I can't even believe it myself!"
 

Stef's jaw dropped open and she slapped Bill's arm.
 

Bill just laugh, pretended to have to rub where her palm had landed and put his shoulders on the table.
 

"You've got to be kidding me!" Stef exclaimed. More patrons turned their heads to look in our direction, though Bill was now too busy staring at Stef and smiling to notice. "How the hell did you fucking hillbilly's get this far north?"
 

Bill smirked and shook his head, rubbing his forehead with a palm and pushing back his cowboy hat. "So how's life been treatin' ya'?" he asked.
 

Stef leaned back in her chair, obviously very amused to be seeing Bill again from the smug smile on her face. She folded her arms across her chest as she spoke. "Things are alright," she said with a bemused shrug.
 

It stung hearing her say that, and not in the pleasant way. I knew all of this was new and we weren't that serious or anything, but I guess I expected at least a little more acknowledgement of our new... thing, whatever it was. Since Bill had walked up to the table she'd barely looked my way.
 

"Anyways, we're being kinda' rude here," Bill said, glancing at me. "Sorry."
 

"Hey it's alright. You guys go ahead and catch up." I smiled at both of them and only then did Stef seem to realize that she was being kind of rude by ignoring me because Bill was there.
 

"Billy and I... used to be in a band together," Stef explained.
 

"Oh. Cool." I nodded and went back to eating my food as slowly as I could. A silence descended on us that I had no intention of breaking, no matter how awkward it got.
 

"Well, I should probably get going," Bill chimed in after a while.
 

"Wait!" Stef said, grabbing his arm. "Where are you guys playing?"
 

"Some place called the Pig's Wing," Bill replied.
 

I knew immediately what kind of band they were, though I had no idea what they were doing this far north either. The Pig's Wing was probably the biggest dive in town. On the outskirts of town, it was almost a truck stop with strippers on the weekends catering to all the long haulers that stopped by on their way through.
 

"Do you know where that is?" Stef asked.
 

My heart sank a little because she seemed very intent on going to see Billy's band at this place. This was definitely not my idea of a good time but I didn't want to be a spoil sport about it before she even suggested so I just nodded and said "Uh-huh. Sure."
 

Bill got up, shook my hand and was about to lean down and, I'm pretty sure, give Stef a kiss when he thought twice. He squeezed her shoulder instead and she shrugged a playful goodbye. "Maybe I'll see you around again sometime," he said.
 

"You'll see me at the show!" Stef said cheerfully. "When is it, tonight?"
 

"Tonight and tomorrow. Eight pm. Shots start at two bucks!" With that, Bill tipped his hat, then turned and walked out of Jeanine's.
 

Stef sighed.
 

I sat there trying not to make eye contact for a while, working through the rest of my home fries even though I was full, and letting her have her moment to reminisce about the past.
 

I knew I shouldn't be jealous. Everyone had a history. I did, why shouldn't she? But I knew just from the way Bill was, from the way he talked to her and from the way he'd almost kissed her that her history was much different than mine.
 

Part of me wanted nothing to do with it and part of me couldn't wait to find out.
 

We didn't say much else at breakfast. Stef didn't eat any more of her food and when I was done I picked up the bill and we wandered out into the afternoon sun.
 

"You want to go for a walk by the river maybe?" I asked as we started meandering towards the car.
 

Stef took a moment to respond, meaning she was still lost in her thoughts about Bill and the past and whatever else. "Uh, sure..." she said, sounding a little reluctant.
 

"We don't have to."
 

"Huh? Oh, no Sammy, it's not that. I'm sorry, I'm spacing out aren't I?"
 

"A little," I replied.
 

"I'm sorry." She turned to me, then, let out a pouty sigh as she put her hands on my arms. "I'm sorry about all that in there. I'm sorry about Billy and then spacing out. I'm being inconsiderate aren't I?"
 

It was nice to hear. Not just the apology but the acknowledgement that she had drifted off. "It's okay. I figured you had some stuff to think about."
 

"Yeah. Yeah I did," Stef said, her eyes drifting towards the ground.
 

I wasn't sure if she wanted to share what it was she'd been thinking about, or what secrets lay in her past and I didn't want to force the issue either. "Let's drive down to the river. If we feel like it, we can go for a walk."
 

Stef smiled. She took me by the hand and we walked to the car.
 

I opened the door and let her in, then ran around and got in on the driver's side.
 

We drove in silence until we got to one of the many public parking lots by the rivers edge. I turned the car off and was just about to get out when Stef grabbed me by the arm.
 

I looked over to see a worried expression on her face. I hadn't seen her look that particular mix of concerned and sad before.
 

"Sammy," she said quietly. "We need to talk."
 






Chapter 23

 


"Why did you do that? Why did you do all that?" I stood leaning forward against the railing that kept people from going down to the river's edge. My heart was pounding and an electric energy was humming inside me at what Stef had just told me.
 

"I don't know. I was young, my parents were never around. That's why I loved coming here in the summers. Laura was always so available when I was here. Her kids were all older than me and out of the house by the time I would come see her and I think she missed having them around. She liked having someone she could parent. I liked it too. It was nice."
 

"Okay. That's nice, I mean, it really is, but what about all the stuff you just told me. The booze, the drugs, the parties... the guys?"
 

Stef's shoulders sank. "I mean, it is what it is. It happened, like I said."
 

"How many guys do you think you fucked?"
 

Stef rolled her eyes, then shrugged. "Honestly... I was pretty high most of the time. A lot."
 

Why did it matter? It didn't. Or it shouldn't have. Why did I care if Stef had been a little wild like Laura had said she had been. I didn't care when Laura told me, why should I care now?
 

But the questions were just a foil. A foil because I knew what the answer was. Stef's past was all locked up now. It was something neither she or I or anyone else could change. I would just have to live with it, if it came to that. I would have to live with the fact that she'd been a drunken slut when she was younger. No matter how nice she was now or what was happening between us, there would always be that part of her life. It would never go away.
 

"I want you to tell me how you're feeling."
 

It was the last thing I expected to hear from her. How I was feeling? Had I heard right? "What do you mean?"
 

"Exactly that," she said, leaning against the railing and looking across to the other river bank. "I want to know what you're feeling right now."
 

It was disarming because of how sincere it was. I was almost at a loss for words. Almost. "I... don't know how to start this conversation."
 

"Don't worry about that," she said quietly. "Just say what's on your mind."
 

"I feel... I feel... I feel... strangely betrayed."
 

"Betrayed?" she asked.
 

"Betrayed but not by you, necessarily. By time, or something. I feel like the fact that I can't go back and help you take all that stuff back, help you not drink so much, help you not fuck all those guys... it makes me feel helpless. Not being able to do that. You know?"
 

"Yeah. I guess I know."
 

I wasn't sure if she wanted me to keep talking. She just kept staring across the river, her eyes looking like her mind was far away. I did anyways. "If you found something like that out about me, that I was some big player, would you have a problem with that?" I asked.
 

She smiled and turned to look at me, the light reflecting off the water shimmering in her blue eyes. "I don't know, were you?"
 

"No. I wasn't. I've had a few girlfriends but that's it."
 

She sighed and her whole body seemed to sag a little. "So is that it? Too much betrayal because I fucked too much?" The question sounded like it had been answered many times already. None of them good.
 

"I didn't say that."
 

She raised an eye. "What are you saying?"
 

"You asked me what I was thinking. That's what I was thinking."
 

We stood in silence for a few minutes before she spoke up again. "You want to end this?"
 

Something about her tone made it clear that I had to tread lightly here. No matter what I was feeling about what she'd told me, I knew that whatever my answer I couldn't let those feelings get mixed up in it. "I want to know about you."
 

"Me?" she asked, a little puzzled.
 

"I want to hear what you want."
 

An uncomfortable smile spread across her lips as she shook her head. "I... you're really going to make me say this?"
 

"I'm not sure what you're going to say."
 

Our eyes met and I felt a warmth between us that hadn't been there before. Stef spoke quietly. "I told you how I felt. I told you how I felt the other night."
 

The memory of Stef on my lap whispering to me that she was falling in love with me filled my mind. An ecstasy came with it that broke through the surface of our gloomy conversation. "I think I'm falling in love with you too," I said quietly.
 

Stef gasped. The tiniest little breath as her mouth opened and her eyes went round. "Sammy," she whispered, "you don't have to... "
 

"I know I don't have to anything. I felt it before you did, I think."
 

She bit her lip and I wasn't sure whether it was to keep herself from crying or what. She turned and threw her arms around my chest.
 

I wrapped her up in mine and we stood there for a while as joggers and people on bicycles and roller blades blew past. When she finally stopped hugging me and leaned back, she reached up and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye.
 

"Sorry," she said, chuckling. "I never get like this."
 

Suddenly she was a softer, more tender Stef. A Stef that it seemed like only I could know. If she never got like that, was I the first one? Was I the first one she'd told she was falling in love with? Could I at least claim that honor?
 

I chided myself for thinking something so stupid. Here was a kick ass girl who I seemed to have a strange but undeniable attraction to. Why would I be worried about her past or what she'd done or who she'd loved or fucked? Even stranger was that I wanted to know everything. I wanted to spend an evening or many evenings listening to stories of the men she'd fucked.
 

And you know what else? She still looked just as beautiful standing there by the river, but something about her being so vulnerable, so much more human and real, made my desire for her wane. Just a fraction. I still wanted her but it wasn't white hot lust anymore. It was fucked up.
 

"You still want to try this?" she asked quietly, pulling me out of my head and back into the sunlight.
 

"I want to try this."
 

She smiled shyly and looked away. When she turned back to face me the smile was gone. "I'm going to stop fucking other guys. I promise."
 

It was like a sidewinder missile that slammed right into my gut. I was about to start actually dating this girl and that was her big promise. Was I being a fucking schmuck? "W-why'd you say that?"
 

The serious expression sank into concern. "What?" she asked. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean why'd you bring that up right now?"
 

She shook her head, her mouth open as if she were at a loss for words. "I... I thought that's what you'd want to hear."
 

Was it? I didn't feel like knew anything about myself anymore. "I just... I guess I just wanted to talk about, you know, those two nights? At the warehouse? Then with Allan? You know?"
 

The concern furrowed into confusion. "Talk about what?"
 

I let out a guffaw. "Uh, about what the hell that was all about? Maybe you're used to being a big slut but I'm not... I've never done anything like that." Something poked into my side, reminding me of my secret. Or lie, or whatever it was.
 

"Oh," she said, seeming genuinely surprised. "I didn't realize that. I thought you were into that."
 

"Well yeah, I got into at the time but... " I started but she cut me off.
 

"No I thought you were like, into it, into it. Like full time."
 

"What do you mean full time?" I asked.
 

"Uh, just some guys are into that kind of stuff. I thought you were one of them."
 

"Into watching their... " I stopped myself before I said it.
 

"Yeah. Into watching their girlfriends fuck other guys." The way she said the word "girlfriend" almost sounded like a challenge.
 

"Really?" I asked.
 

"Really," she replied.
 

This was news to me but made me feel a little less like a freak. "And you're into it?" I asked.
 

"I just thought you thought it was hot."
 

"I did!" I blurted, not even really knowing why. "I did think it was hot." Why? Why did I say that? It was true but why did I have to make sure she knew right then?
 

She cracked another smile. "Oh. Okay. Then, good."
 

My mind started racing again as I struggled to figure out where this conversation was going. There was so much I wanted to know about her but there was so much I felt like I needed to learn about myself first. 
 

Stef stepped toward me and pressed herself against my chest. "You know," she began with a smile and the Stef that had just been standing there, the one that was honest and vulnerable and gentle had disappeared, replaced by the Stef I'd first met. The one that liked to take control. "You know there's nothing wrong with it, right?"
 

"What?" I asked. "Wrong with what?"
 

"There's nothing wrong with wanting to watch your woman sleep with another guy." The way she said it made it clear that she was up to something. It made it clear that she had an agenda, a plan. She was spinning another web that I could choose to get stuck in if I wanted.
 

I played right into her hands. "There isn't?" I whispered.
 

"Unh-uh," she replied shaking her head, her expression an innocent pout. "Nothing at all."
 

So much started running through my head again that I could barely keep it straight. Even standing there by the river with Stef staring at me, my cock started getting hard thinking about the possibilities. "Have you done it before?" I asked.
 

The question made her brow arch but her smile stayed. "Maybe once or twice," she answered, her smile turning sly. "Would you like to hear about it?"
 

This was the curious thing. The answer was a double-edged sword. Of course I didn't want to hear about it. Who wants to hear about the woman they're becoming involved with sleeping with guys... in front of other guys?
 

Me. That's who. Even though I didn't want to hear it, I wanted desperately to know. "Will you tell me?" I asked.
 

Stef's expression took on a wicked delight. She ran her finger down my shirt, watching it weave between buttons before looking up at me again. "What if I showed you instead?"
 

"Showed me?" Hadn't she already done that? Hadn't I already watched as Allan fucked her mouth and that guy at the club sucked on her tits? What else was there to see? "What are you talking about?"
 

Stef bit her lip. "Well, the thing is, Billy and Boys always kind of had a thing for me." She looked up at me out of the corner of her eye.
 

My heart froze in terror. So that was the history. That was what had made things with Billy so weird at the dinner.
 

Billy and the Boys. I could only imagine what a band of hillbillys looked like fucking the woman I was holding in my arms. The woman I'd told I was falling in love with not too long ago. "What happened with them?" I said, barely able to breathe.
 

Stef chuckled and shook her head. "What didn't happen would probably be an easier question to answer," she laughed.
 

I felt rooted to the ground. As Stef's laugh tapered off in front of me I felt like I would never be able to move again. Was I really contemplating this? Seeing her with those other guys had been fun but there had been no strings attached. How could this possibly end well if we were going to try and... be a couple?
 

"Having second thoughts?" she asked. Her smile had faded but she seemed earnest. "It's okay if you are."
 

"I... " I was on the cusp of telling her I was. I could have done it, too. I could have just said that it was too much and it was all fun when we were just fooling around but if we were serious then... "No."
 

It felt like the word dropped out of my mouth on its own. Like something had pushed it out.
 

"No?" she asked, eyes widening, mouth hopeful.
 

"No. I want to see it."
 

I saw an energy take hold of her. Her body changed shape. She stood up a little taller and her breasts pressed out and she clasped her hands together in front of her chest. "Sammy," she whispered, "you are going to love this."
 

I shuddered inside at how sinister it sounded but out of that moment, a thought solidified. If I was going to do this, if I was really going to let Stef show me how bad she could be, I needed something, some way to stay in control in case things went off the rails. I needed to have something that was still mine.
 

The answer became obvious almost right away. Even though I knew it was wrong, I wasn't going to tell her about Laura. I was going to keep it to myself. If there came a time when I needed to use it, I could. Otherwise, I would take my chances and hope it didn't get out. There was no other way. It felt like the only protection I had against my heart getting completely crushed.
 







Chapter 24

 


The Pigs Wing was as big of a dive as I remembered it. Grizzled truckers with long white bears, the tops yellowed with tobacco stains sat around dirty tables drinking piss-yellow beer out of greasy mugs.
 

The faint stench of piss seemed to permeate the whole place and got stronger as we walked "backstage." Backstage was a room not much bigger than a closet covered with a tattered old curtain.
 

As soon as we stepped in I started having second thoughts. Stef shrieked and threw her arms around Billy's neck again. As soon as the others realized who she was, they all stood up and took their turns giving her greetings of varying intimacy. A couple of them kissed her on the cheek, one on the neck, and one guy even gave her ass a pat as he stared into her eyes and told her how much he'd missed her.
 

I stood quietly in the corner, unable to take my eyes off of what was happening or bring any attention to myself. 
 

It wasn't until Billy noticed me that he sort of shot me a funny look. "It's Sam, right?" he asked.
 

The other guys quieted down and I managed a weak smile. "Yeah. Sam."
 

"Hey boys," Billy said, still holding onto Stef's arm, "this is Sam. Stef's... boyfriend?"
 

All eyes drifted to Stef who smiled and rolled her eyes. "Alright. Yeah. Sure."
 

My insides tightened and a cold sweat started to break out on my forehead. Why was it alright, yeah, sure? Why wasn't it "yes, yes, yes!" Was she embarrassed of me? Did she not want them to know so that she could still... put on a show?
 

As the band started picking up instruments and getting ready to go on, Stef grabbed my arm and hauled me out front and towards the bar.
 

I felt like a zombie, staggering through the nasty place without knowing where I was going, or why. I knew that I could still stop this, I could tell her I didn't want to go through with. We could just watch the band and go home and be together, just the two of us. That would still be fine.
 

But in the darkest part of my mind and the coldest part of my heart, I knew I wasn't going to do that. Even though I cared about Stef more than I'd cared about any other girl in my life, even though she'd told me she was falling in love with me, even though this had the possibility of being something special, I knew it would only happen one way.
 

It was like I needed to see that part of her, I needed to watch what she'd been like before I knew her to come to terms with it. So that it wasn't just a nightmare fantasy but a reality I could deal with on my own terms.
 

Stef ordered beers and shots for both of us and we sat down at one of the may empty tables around the stage.
 

The band were fucking terrible. They were loud and out of tune and the mix was all wrong so that pretty much all you could hear was drums. Every once in a while Billy's horrible caterwauling would pierce through the thundering drums and make me cringe. He was almost as bad a banjo player as he was a singer, too.
 

But every time I glanced at Stef she looked like she was having the time of her life, like she didn't even care about how bad the music was. She started downing shot after shot, chasing them with beers while I sat there nursing mine. By the end of the second set she was drunk enough that she didn't care about much. Still able to walk and speak normally, but pretty fucking drunk.
 

"Aren't they fucking terrible?" she whispered as the band made their way off stage and the patrons around us began to get up and head out.
 

I let out a laugh because I really thought she'd been enjoying herself. "You heard it too, huh?"
 

"Oh God, I always hated listening to them."
 

I furrowed my brow and shook my head. "What the hell was this about then?" I asked.
 

Stef raised an eyebrow, grabbed my arm and hauled me up, almost knocking down the little round table we'd been sitting at in the process. "You're about to find out," she said. She dragged me back to the dressing room where the guys were starting to put away their gear. "Hey boys!" Stef called out.
 

Every single one of them turned around. There was a moment of awkwardness, or it felt like there was where they all glanced back and forth at each other, then at me, then at Billy, then at Stef, before finally looking at the floor or the walls.
 

Stef waited just a little too long to say anything and I could tell that she was relishing the power she held over everyone in the room at that moment. The way she was standing just screamed that she was. Finally, after what felt like way to long, she sauntered over to where Billy was standing and, slurring her words a little asked, "you boys remember the good old days?"
 

There was a quantum jump in the level of testosterone in the room. Suddenly all the guys were looking at Stef standing so close to Billy, then back at me with hopeful but slightly guilty looks in their eyes.
 

Stef, once again, relished the discomfort for a little too long before swinging around to look at me too. "Don't worry boys," she assured them. "He knows what he's in for."
 

Even though I completely did not.
 

But as soon as she said it, Billy swung her back around, tilted his head and pressed his dry lips against her mouth.
 

A cold knife of jealous lust stabbed up from my crotch, piercing my heart. I couldn't believe I was letting this happen and yet I didn't want to do anything to stop it. All I wanted to do was stand there and watch Stef, the smart and beautiful, fun girl I'd just met be completely defiled by this band of dirty hicks.
 

Stef didn't resist Billy's affection. Not one bit. She put a hand on his hips, giving him just enough room to slap a sinewy paw onto her tit. He growled into her mouth as he started kneading it and I imagined he was probably already getting hard.
 

The other guys standing around were all staring and a couple of the more grizzly looking ones with unwashed hair and long dirty bears had already started to unbuckle their belts.
 

At this point I realized this was not just going to be Stef getting fucked by one guy, or two. This was going to be Stef getting fucking ganged by the whole damn band.
 

My cock had started to harden in my own jeans and I looked around for a chair to sit down in but couldn't find one so just kept standing there, unable to move even to shuffle into a darker corner of the room.
 

No one seemed to care.
 

Billy, having had his fill of making out with Stef, pushed her away and yanked her top off, then snapped her bra open and threw it away so she was standing half-naked in front of the guys.
 

A few of them were rubbing themselves through their jeans as Billy yanked his cock out.
 

My eyes bugged as my gaze settled on his rigid meat. The guy was easily ten inches long and probably two inches around. It was a little weird because he wasn't that built or anything but then he had this donkey cock.
 

Stef immediately sank down onto her knees, throwing her purse down onto the ground.
 

What burned about it so hard was not that she did it, not that she was about to suck Billy's cock. It was that the move looked so practised, the way she got off her heels and onto her knees, like she'd done it dozens, or even hundreds of times. I started to wonder how many times she could have possibly been fucked by Billy or the whole band after shows?
 

The thought made my heart race so fast I had to think of something else. I felt like I was going to have a heart attack.
 

Stef put both hands at the base of the engorged shaft and lifted the tip to her lips.
 

Billy wasn't circumcised, so she had to peel back his foreskin and I watched as his red, throbbing head came popping out.
 

Stef immediately stuck her mouth onto it and started to suck.
 

"Holy shit boys," Billy grunted. "She's just the way I remember her." He didn't do anything except stand there while Stef sucked his fat cock and got it up even harder. Every once in a while her lips would lose grip on it and it would pop out of her mouth with a noisy, wet slopping sound. She'd quickly stuff it back in and start to suck him off again.
 

Billy and the boys stood in place staring at her tits bouncing gently up and down as she sucked him off. After a while, the boys seemed to stir, like they were getting impatient, and Billy pulled her off and stepped back.
 

I thought he was going to get her to stand up, maybe change positions, maybe lie down on the ground or something.
 

Instead, dirty old Billy put a thumb on her chin to keep her mouth open, squeezed the head of his cock and grunted as a streak of his sperm sprayed out and landed on her tongue.
 

And Stef? Like the perfect pro porn star Stef just opened wider, giving him more of a target to shoot at.
 

With a finger and a thumb, Billy milked his cock into her gaping mouth until there was nothing left but a dribble. He leaned forward and put the tip of his cock on her bottom lip.
 

Stef licked up the last of his seed that was leaking out. Then, in a final act of submission, pressed the tip of her finger to his cock squeezing out one last drop and licked that off her finger, too.
 

Billy stepped back grinning and holding onto his cock. He stared into her eyes as he smiled.
 

It's hard to describe how I felt in that moment. I'd watched Stef give a blow job before but this was... filthier somehow. The last time I'd made her come and joined in on the fun. This time she hadn't even looked at me. She'd just sucked Billy off until he came into her mouth. Like she was his whore. My insides twisted at the thought that she liked this.
 

What was I doing getting involved with a woman like this? This was crazy, wasn't it? How could we ever possibly have a normal relationship after something like this?
 

But now that the worst had been done, now that I'd let her go this far, it seemed like it didn't matter what else she did. She'd already stepped over the line. Now my morbid curiosity wanted to know how far to the other side would she actually go?
 

"Well shit," Billy muttered. "Get her up on that table boys."
 

There was an old square card table in the corner of the room. A couple of the guys took the lamp off of it and the water bottles and carried it towards the center of the small space.
 

Two others lifted Stef up by her arms. She squealed, as much in delight as in surprise, and pretty soon she was on her back with her legs in the air.
 

Her boots got pulled off revealing her toes painted a bright red. Then the skirt she was wearing got yanked off. Then her bright yellow thong. Then it was just naked Stef lying on her back on a card table in a room full of dirty, horny guys.
 

Oh yeah, and the guy who was supposed to be her "boyfriend," standing off to the side and watching.
 

Guys started pulling their belts open and their pants off. A few moments later there was a wall of naked men's bodies surrounding her and I was craning my neck trying to see what was going on. I took a few steps closer to get a better view.
 

The guy that had been playing drums stepped between her legs. He was pretty ripped, looked like he went to the gym a lot. He had a few tattoos that I couldn't make out on his chest and wore his hair in a crew cut. With his cock in hand, he let Stef's thighs glide down his sides as he pressed the head of his cock to her tight slit. "Mmm, fuck. It is just the way I remember it," he said.
 

Another jealous shiver raced through me. Clearly this had all happened before, probably many times. I watched, wide-eyed as he took a single step forward and split the cleft between her legs letting his cock glide into her cunt.
 

Stef moaned and arched her back. The table shook beneath her and her nipples hardened as the drummer pressed his cock deeper into her cunt.
 

A few of the other guys, seeing how hard her nipples had gotten, started pinching them. The pinching got harder until she let out a shriek. Then one of the guys standing beside her slapped her tit. That only made her moan again and made her body wiggle. But she was pinned down by the drummers hands on her hips and his cock inside her snatch.
 

Spreading his legs apart, the drummer started fucking her slowly in and out.
 

One of the guys standing next to her stepped forward and pushed the head of his cock against her face.
 

Stef responded immediately, turning her head and opening her mouth, she let him slide into her. He began to fuck her mouth.
 






Chapter 25

 


It was only at that moment that I realized what a raging hard-on I had. Nothing could compare to how hard I was right then and I desperately wanted to yank myself out and make myself come.
 

Somehow I knew that would make things worse. I felt like if I did that, if I let an orgasm sedate me, I wouldn't be in this moment here with everyone else. I'd just be standing in the corner feeling sorry for myself while everyone else was having fun.
 

So I didn't. I didn't touch myself. I just stood there watching Stef get fucked.
 

"Alright baby, here it comes."
 

Stef's head jerked up off the table and she looked down her body at the drummer's grunt. "Fuck, no Danny! You've gotta pull out. I'm not on anything!" she said, her voice slightly panicked.
 

Danny looked up, surprised and pretty disappointed, it seemed. "What? Fuck, you've gotta be kidding me!"
 

The guys around her started chuckling at Danny's predicament. Danny had slowed his fucking but was still sawing in and out of her.
 

"Fuck guys, it's not funny!" Stef cried. "I'm serious!"
 

Danny, not knowing what to do, looked around at the other guys. It seemed like this might have been one of the greatest problems he'd ever encountered in life. What do you do when the woman you're fucking tells you you can't nut inside her pussy? Thankfully, he had a few helpful friends around.
 

"Put it in her ass man!" one of the guys shouted.
 

"Yeah, put it in her ass!" another echoed. They both seemed irritated at Danny for saying anything and killing the mood.
 

Danny looked between the two of them, then over at Stef.
 

She seemed to sigh. Then she dropped the two cocks she'd been stroking and reached down to pull her ass cheeks apart.
 

I felt dizzy and nauseous and elated and totally floored. She was just going to let him into her ass? Just like that? I knew right then that I had to see it but I didn't want to draw attention to the fact. I started shuffling slowly sideways, working my way around until I could just barely make out Stef's ass from the side.
 

I saw the tiny, dark, winking hole as she stretched her ass cheeks wide. Danny's cock fell out of her tight pussy with a sucking sound and he immediately pressed the head of it against her ass.
 

Stef winced but pried herself apart.
 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I couldn't believe what she was doing. It was like she thought there was no other option. Why couldn't she just tell Danny to finish himself off? Why did she feel she had to give him this? To let him come inside her ass?
 

She didn't resist, though. She just eased her ass cheeks open and let him start sliding his girth inside.
 

He was thick, too. Not as thick as Billy had been but thick enough. I watched him stretch her tight back hole. Every time he wedged another inch inside her, her pussy lips would flap a little and she'd moan.
 

The whole thing had me so fucking confused and hot that I thought I was going to blow into my jeans.
 

Then, for the first time since this had all started, Stef looked over at me and our eyes met. As Danny filled up her back hole with the rest of his cock, Stef smiled at me. A faint, quivering smile. It was nice to know she still remembered I was there.
 

With Danny buried deep inside her ass, Stef reached up and started massaging her clit, trying to make herself come.
 

One of the other guys pushed her hand away and started doing it for her. "Here. I'll do that."
 

Stef's body reacted right away, curving and rising up off the shaky table.
 

She must have squeezed Danny with her ass because he let out another grunt and started fucking into her in short, hard thrusts.
 

The guy rubbing her clit started slapping at it harder, the wet sounds of his soaked hand against her soft flesh bouncing around the room.
 

Stef's body tightened again as she swore and rose up off the table. Hands shot out from either side to hold her down as Danny started furrowing into her ass, ready to dump his seed into her depths. She started breathing in short gasps that built into mewls as her body jerked, shaking the table.
 

Danny blew his load. With a roar through gritted teeth, he lunged against her driving his cock deep into her ass hole as it shot hot spunk. The anguish of a climax strained across his face for a few moments and after it had left him he gave a few more thrusts before pulling himself out.
 

I looked on in horror at Stef's tight hole which had been stretched into a dark and gaping maw. I saw a hint of pink, as her prolapsing insides sucked back in, then a dribble of white as his cum began to ooze out.
 

The view was blocked a second later by one of the other guys stepping forward and stuffing his cock into her drooling pussy. It was the bass player this time and he had a nice fat cock too, that wasn't as long as the others but stretched Stef out well just the same.
 

I was beginning to understand why she'd been such a fan of Billy and the Boys. If after every gig she got ganged and brought to climax like this, I could see why they'd been friends. As I stared at her, lying on the table like that her legs spread and flailing as another rigid rod of meat dug into her cunt, I felt a pulse of hot lust run down my spine and settle between my legs at what a slut my girl was.
 

My girl.
 

I had no idea if I would be able to call her that after this but for now it was hot to think about.
 

The bass player worked up to a good rhythm, pumping in between her legs until I saw that Stef was ready to come again.
 

"Not inside my pussy," she whispered as his face got red above her.
 

With a few more thrusts he sent her over the edge and into the abyss of an orgasm.
 

I saw him clench his jaw against coming until she was done. He yanked his cock out quickly and stuffed it into her ass. He'd barely made it inside with the head when he started to nut.
 

One of the other guys had stepped up beside her now and was fucking her face.
 

Stef lay there with her mouth open, sucking on him and letting him go deep into her throat. He had a hairy hand on her tit and was squeezing it as he stared at his own cock disappearing into her mouth.
 

As the bass player staggered back and more cum came spilling out of her ass, I saw the guy with his cock in her mouth getting ready to come.
 

Then, from somewhere off to the side of the room, Billy came back into view. His cock was hard again and he was stroking himself and he stepped between Stef's legs and something about it made it different than the other guys.
 

Even Stef tried to look up.
 

The guy she was sucking unloaded into her mouth with a roar.
 

I watched his cock flex and his nuts come up beneath his legs as he released all he had into her and she swallowed it back. It was over quickly and both Stef and I turned our attention back to Billy.
 

Billy was smiling a little but it was a weird smile. He was looking at Stef like he... like he had something on her. Like he owned some piece of her that she could never have back.
 

When I looked at her, she looked different, too. She didn't look as matter-of-fact about him pushing into her as she had with the other guys. She looked more excited and more worried and more... what was it? Afraid?
 

Billy put a thumb on each side of her pussy and split her open. Then he pressed his cock head against her opening and started to ease himself inside.
 

"Oh fuck, Billy," Stef whispered and the sound of his name on her lips made me shake.
 

"Yeah baby," he growled as he ground into her. "You remember that, don't you?"
 

For some reason Stef turned and looked at me at that moment with the strangest expression. A mix of desire and lust and... was it regret? When she mouthed the words "I love you," it blew my mind.
 

Billy's grin widened. "Yeah, that's it. You two have your little moment now," he growled above her even as he started fucking his cock deep inside.
 

I didn't have time to say "I love you too," before she turned back. Even if I had, it felt so strange that she had done it, I didn't know if I would have said it back. It wasn't like the other times when she looked at me. There was something more worrying about it this time.
 

Billy started rutting into her slowly and Stef looked like she was going to cry. "Oh Bill," she mewled, "fuck it's so fat. You're stretching me so wide!"
 

Billy grinned above her and thrust into her a little harder at what she'd said. "Missed that, didn't you baby girl?" he asked.
 

Baby girl? Fuck. The words sent another cold wave of jealousy flooding through me.
 

"You like that fat cock in your pussy, don't you?" he asked.
 

"Oh fuck, Billy. Fuck!" was all she said back.
 

"Come on," he said, his voice more demanding now as he slammed his hips against her. "I want to hear you say it."
 

Stef turned to look at me again, like she wanted permission for whatever it was she was about to say or something. I stood there staring at her because, well, what the hell!? I'd never done anything like that and I had no idea what to do or say.
 

Stef, maybe realizing she was on her own, turned back towards Billy as he rounded the last corner towards his climax.
 

I saw it on her face, the moment he hardened inside her.
 

"Come on!" he ordered even louder. "I want to hear you say it!"
 

"Oh fuck!" she cried. Her legs were flailing wildly all around him as his body got ready to nut.
 

My heart was pounding. I felt like I was leaning forward on my toes, ready for the grand finale when the thought came. She was forgetting. She was so in the moment that she was forgetting to remind him she wasn't on birth control. He couldn't come inside her. She was forgetting to say it!
 

"Say it," he seethed and I saw his back tighten.
 

"Fuck Billy I love your fat fucking cock!" she shrieked.
 

Billy's eyes went wide and he went stiff for a second.
 

Stef's jaw dropped open and her eyes bugged out too as she realized what was happening. As she realized that he was about to come inside her pussy. The moment hung suspended in time until...
 

Her expression turned to worn resignation. Then, a split second later, her back arched up off the table and she grabbed her own tits and pinched the nipples.
 

I couldn't believe it. It was as if she knew what was happening but she was letting it happen anyways. Even without any protection, she was going to let Billy fuck his cum into her.
 

"Fuck Billy yes!" she shrieked. "Fuck your cum into me!"
 

Billy's orgasm took over his body. His hips started slamming against Stef. I saw his glistening cock sliding in and out of her tight snatch. I saw it tighten. I saw it spasm. I saw it lurch as the muscles pushed his cum through the shaft, the head delivering it to the deepest parts of Stef's hot pussy, as close to her womb as it would go.
 

As he fucked them through their shared orgasm I thought of what his sperm were doing inside her. I wondered is she was ready, if she was ripe. I wondered if his seed would take root, cutting off what had started between us before it had even begun.
 

It was an incredibly irresponsible thing for her to do. For me too. I should have said something. I should have put a stop to it. But it was too fucking hot. The thought of another man breeding her before I got to her was just too fucking hot.
 

When the band had all finished with her they quickly dressed and packed their stuff. None of them looked at me, not even Billy. They just walked out as quickly as the could leaving me standing there and Stef still naked on the table, oozing their cum.
 

That's when I walked over to the table and looked down at her.
 

She looked up and smiled weakly. "I'm sorry," she said and it looked like she was going to start to cry.
 

"Sorry?" I asked. "Sorry about what?"
 

"I'm sorry I... I shouldn't have let him cum inside me like that. It didn't bother you?"
 

It did. It bothered me in all the worst ways and made me hot in all the best ways but there was no way to explain that right then. Instead, I knelt down at the table, my face just inches from her pussy.
 

"What are you doing?!?" she balked, scrambling to get up.
 

I held her down with my hands on her stomach and looked up. I didn't say a word. Just pressed my tongue against her pussy and got to work.
 

Feeling her shudder as the first drips of acrid cum dribbled out onto my tongue was something I'll never forget.
 






Chapter 26

 


The church was hot as fuck. We'd been standing by the altar with Derek, my best man, for the better part of twenty minutes and the handkerchief I was using to mop my brow was soaked. I cursed whoever had decided it was a good idea to have men wear tuxes to their weddings on the hottest days of the year.
 

My mom and dad were seated in the second pew. They were sweating too, especially my dad and I wondered if he was going to make it with his high blood pressure.
 

The thought came as it always did, out of nowhere and occupied my whole mind. My whole fucking being, for that matter.
 

Laura. I'd had sex with Laura and never told Stef.
 

It had been a year. We'd dated long distance for a while before I asked Stef to marry me and she'd said yes. She moved up from down south and in with me and my life had never been so good. It was like we were made for each other.
 

We both loved relaxing above all else and would spend long weekends binge watching movies on Netflix and getting drunk. We had talked a lot about what had happened with Allan and Billy and the band. She had some shit she needed to work through but it didn't get in the way of us. Things were perfect.
 

Except for this one fucking thing. This one fucking problem.
 

It probably wasn't even a problem. When I thought about it, how was Laura ever going to find out? Unless she took Stef aside and told her herself, it wasn't like Arnold was going to do it. If I didn't do it, no one would.
 

But it wasn't about that. I'd been stressing about this from the day we'd decided on a date for the wedding. We'd shared everything, after all. She'd told me about all the boyfriends she'd remembered having. I'd told her about all of the girls I'd been with. Everything except for this one thing.
 

Now, the closer it got to our wedding and every time I thought about, the more I thought I was going to throw up.
 

Even as I glanced over at the string quartet we'd hired, sitting in the corner on their cell phones waiting for things to start up, I felt a wave of nausea come flooding over me.
 

I heard a car. A door slammed. The whole congregation turned to see if it was her.
 

It was. It was Stef. There was the limo we'd hired. Her bridesmaid was helping her up the steps.
 

I knew in that moment that I couldn't let things go. I couldn't leave them the way they were. I couldn't begin something so amazing without coming clean. Even if it there was a chance that everything would fall apart.
 

Before I knew what I was doing, I was running down the aisle. I heard gasps on either side. I didn't care. I had to get this done. I had to get this done.
 

The bridesmaid nearly body-checked me before I got to Stef. "You're not supposed to see her before the wedding!" she shrieked.
 

I actually had to physically push her out of the way. I grabbed a confused looking Stef, spun her around and walked her out of the church and into the noon day sun outside.
 

"Sammy? What's going on?" she asked, her voice full of worry, her brow furrowed in concern.
 

It took a few moments for me to catch my breath. I put both hands on her arms and looked straight into her eyes. "Baby. I have to tell you something."
 

Her eyes popped open and she let out a guffaw. "Really? It couldn't wait?"
 

I shook my head. "No. It couldn't. This is important."
 

She started to look worried again. "Babe, what is it?" she asked quietly.
 

I looked up at the blue sky. Somehow I'd always known this moment would come, I was just pushing it out of my mind. Pretending it wasn't real or that I was the kind of guy that could get married to someone and not tell them something like this. I knew I had to do it.
 

I just hoped it wasn't about to ruin everything.
 

"Sammy?" she asked.
 

I closed my eyes. "Stefanie... before I met you, I slept with Laura."
 

It felt like the sun suddenly got hotter in the sky. Had all the birds stopped chirping or had it always been this silent? I knew I had to open my eyes but I couldn't bring myself to do it, it was too hard. So I stood there waiting for her to respond.
 

Not. A. Word.
 

Finally, I couldn't take it any more. I opened my eyes and looked at my bride-to-be.
 

There was Stef, the first Stef, the one I'd met at Laura's house, looking back at me and smiling at same wry smile.
 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. This was the last thing I'd expected, the last way I thought she'd react. This was... what was this? "You're not mad?" I whispered.
 

"Mad?" she purred. "How do you think I found out about your little fantasy?"
 

Adrenaline filled my veins and it made my heart thunder in my chest with joy. "You... you knew this whole time?"
 

Stef sighed and rolled her eyes. She looked stunning in her white dress, ironic as the color was. "Sammy, get your ass into that church before I have to kick it inside. I'm about to burn up out here. And next time you have a secret to keep, can I suggest a better time than... "
 

I started laughing. She knew. She had known all along! I was home free! Everything was going to be fine. I leaned forward to kiss her but she put her palm up just in time to stop me. "Okay. Okay," I said, trying to calm my breathing. "I love you."
 

"I love you too, baby," she said quietly. Then the smile came back. That wicked smile. "By the way, there's something I forgot to tell you, too," she whispered.
 

"There is?"
 

"It can wait. Get in there."
 

And I knew it could. There was nothing that couldn't wait now. This was going to be the perfect first day of the rest of our lives.
 

I ran back to the altar muttering apologies to everyone seated in the pews. As the quartet began to play Pachelbel's Cannon in D major, I looked out at our guests one last time. A smile caught my eye.
 

It was Arnold. Arnold Masters was sitting a few pews behind my parents grinning at me. As Stef passed in her beautiful white dress, he glanced sideways at her, then back at me.
 

My heart thumped. My stomach flopped.
 

Arnold Masters winked.
 

Stef smiled.
 

It was the perfect way to begin our new life.
 


THE END









***
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