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In Georgia

Cucking My Husband With the Older Man Who Taught Me Everything




Georgia. That’s my name. Not where I live.  I’m in my thirties now. Married. Kids. The whole nine.  I’m a proper housewife, but there was a time when I very much wasn’t. One of the ways my husband and I keep things lively in our marriage is by me sharing some tales from my days of wild abandon. I tell him stories of all the men I fucked before I met him. We both masturbate until one of us can’t stand it anymore. The one who gives in and pounces on the other one first pays for the next date night.  Any time I want a free dinner, I tell my husband this story. 

It started in June, right after my nineteenth birthday. I had just finished my freshman year of college. I was still living with my parents. The only child to parents who both travelled a lot for work, I very often had the house to myself. Because they worked so much, we had a nice house. Also, because they worked so much, I didn’t have to. My boyfriend at the time was from another state and he went home for the summer. So, all I had that summer was time.   

The first time it happened, it was innocent enough. There was a large window in my bedroom on the outside wall. The mini blinds, which I had historically just left closed, had broken and somehow kept falling out of their holder thingy.  I tried to put them back up a few times, but they were quite large and hard to wrangle. I quickly gave up when they just fell back to the floor again. I didn’t bother trying to fix them. I had never fixed anything in my life. That night at about nine o’clock I walked back to my room from taking a shower. At first, I was covered with a towel, but I quickly dropped it to let myself air dry. When I looked back up, that’s when I saw him. Mr. Lang.

Mr. Lang was my next-door neighbor. He was friends with my dad. I used to go to high school with his daughter, Millicent. She was a senior when I was a freshman. I couldn’t stand her. She was stuck up and wouldn’t speak to me at school even though we’d been over to each other’s houses multiple times for dinner. Her mom, Mrs. Lang, left a few years before that after cheating on Mr. Lang with some rich guy.  Maybe that’s why Millicent was such an asshole. I don’t know. I do know that Mr. Lang always looked kind of stern to me after that.  That is, until I saw him staring at me naked from his house across the way. His office window lined up almost perfectly with mine. The houses in our neighborhood were built so close together that had my window been open like his, we could have carried on a conversation without even really having to raise our voices.

Mr. Lang and I froze, staring at each other with our mouths open. Then, for a split second, his eyes scanned my body before turning away. I reached for my towel and covered up as Mr. Lang was walking out of his room.  I wouldn’t say I was mortified, but I was definitely flustered. A minute later, the doorbell rang.

“Fuck,” I cursed to myself out loud. I knew it had to be Mr. Lang. I put on my robe and went downstairs. Taking one big, cleansing breath, I opened the door. Before I could speak, Mr. Lang started apologizing profusely.

“Georgia, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to look. I mean, you know, I wasn’t trying to see anything, I swear.”

“It’s okay, Mr. Lang,” I appeased.

“I write in my office at night. I like to open the window and let the fresh air in. Your blinds are always closed. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, Mr. Lang. I believe you.” He was being annoyingly apologetic at this point.

“I’ll call your dad first thing in the morning and …” he started.

“No! God, no!” I interrupted. Now I was mortified. “Please. There’s absolutely no reason you need to tell my dad that you saw me naked! None! That would be way worse than actually seeing me naked!”

Mr. Lang could see my terror at the notion of him speaking to my father about my naked body. “Okay. Okay.” He motioned with his hands for me to calm down.  “I won’t tell him.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah, yeah, I promise. Just let me know if there’s something I can do to make it up to you. I feel terrible. Do you have my phone number?”

“Yeah. It’s been on the fridge since I was in ninth grade. I’ve been looking at it everyday for five years. ‘In Case of Emergency Call Mr. Lang.’” I rattled off his phone number with a childish eye roll, which was ironic considering how annoyed I was at being treated like a child. 

“Okay, good. I’ll leave you alone. Again, I’m sorry.”

I gave him one more reassuring gesture. “It’s okay. Really. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

I got a sheet from the hall closet and used it as a makeshift curtain. That would do for the moment.  I noticed that the lights were out over at Mr. Lang’s. The next night I followed the same routine. Shower around nine. Goof off online. Go to sleep. After the shower I did something curious, though. I peeked from behind the sheet to see if Mr. Lang was there. He was. I watched him for a few minutes as he typed away writing something. A few times, however, his eyes drifted in the direction of my room. I wondered if he could see me peeking, but he didn’t seem to notice me.  As I went to sleep later on, I replayed our encounter in my mind. It no longer made me anxious. The only thing about it that bothered me was that I hated how uncool I had been, just standing there with my mouth open.

When I got up the next morning, I had a text from an old high school friend inviting me to her house for a party that night. Parties really weren’t my thing, but I had barely seen any of my friends lately, so it was an easy decision to go. I knew there would likely be some people there that I hadn’t seen at all since high school, so I wanted to look my best. I wore my favorite white sundress. It had shoulder straps, a little belt across the midriff, and went down just above the knee. It was pretty, but not too sexy.

I didn’t plan on staying at the party for too long, but I got talked into doing some shots. I stayed longer and got a little drunker than I intended. By eleven o’clock, I’d had about all the fun I could stand but I was too drunk to drive home. I don’t know why, but my first thought was to call Mr. Lang. The part of my brain that was responsible for telling me that was probably a bad idea had clocked out after about the third shot. 

“Hello?”

“Hi, Mr. Lang. It’s Georgia. Did I wake you?”

“No. No. I’m still up. I’m writing. Are you okay?”

“Well, remember you asked me if there was something you could do for me?”

“Yeah...” he responded curiously.

“Well, I’m at a friend’s house and I’m a little drunk. Do you think you could maybe pick me up and give me a ride home? It’s not far.”

“Sure. I can do that. Where are you?”

I gave him the address. After we hung up, I said my goodbyes and went outside to wait for Mr. Lang. “What are you doing?” I asked myself. I didn’t have a really good answer.

“Thank you, Mr. Lang.” I smiled sheepishly as I climbed into the front seat of his car.

“Please, you’re old enough to call me Richard.”

“Well, thank you Richard. You’re a life saver.”

“Well, we don’t want you driving drunk now, do we?”

“No, we do not.”

I looked over at Richard, thinking of him as an actual man for the first time. He was wearing jogging shorts and a t-shirt. I remembered seeing him run around the neighborhood all the time. He was in really good shape for a man old enough to have a daughter three years older than me. 

“So, what do you write?” I asked.

“Short stories, mostly. It’s just a hobby.”

“What are they about?”

“Just life stuff. Like I said, it’s just a hobby.”

“Have you ever published any of them?”

“God, no. They’re terrible.”

I swatted his arm. “Don’t say that! I bet they’re good.”

“No,” he said flatly and turned his head to look at me. “They really are bad.”

He grinned just a little before we both started laughing.

“Okay, then.”

Richard changed the subject. “Did you have fun?”

“Huh?”

“At the party? You look nice.”

“Oh, yeah. Thank you. Do you like my dress? I was going for pretty, but not too sexy.”

“I’d say you did a good job.”

“Thank you. The top shows off my shoulders and just a little cleavage. The skirt shows just enough leg. I have nice legs. Don’t you think.” I wasn’t normally one to fish for compliments, but for some reason, I wanted Richard’s approval.

Richard nodded without looking. “Very nice.”

“You should know,” I teased. He turned red in the face.

“Again, I’m really sorry, Georgia.”

“It’s okay. Really. It caught me off guard, but I really don’t mind. I look pretty good naked, don’t I?”

“Come on, Georgia. I can’t really...”

“It’s my boobs. My boobs are too small. My butt, too.”

“You’re fine, Georgia. You don’t need to worry about any of that.”

“So, you think they’re okay? My boobs, I mean?”

“Georgia, I can’t really. It’s inappropriate.”

“Come on. Please? You’re the only man that’s seen me naked other than my boyfriend and I haven’t seen him in a month. I need some positive reinforcement here.”

“You’re beautiful, Georgia.”

“What about my boobs? Are they okay?”

“They’re wonderful.”

“What do you like the best? How about my butt?”

Richard rubbed his forehead uncomfortably. “I didn’t really get a look at your butt.”

“You’re right, though. You do have really nice legs.”

I pulled my skirt up a little bit. “I do, don’t I?”

Richard looked over at my legs and sighed a little. “Very nice.”

Ten seconds later, we were in front of my house.

“Here we are,” Richard announced.

“Thank you, Richard.”

“You okay to get in?”

“Yup. I’m good. Thank you.” I grabbed his arm and leaned up to kiss his cheek.

“Oh, you’re welcome.” This kiss had obviously caught him off guard.

I opened the door and said goodnight on my way out. On the walk to the door, I started feeling the adrenaline running through me. Had I really asked Mr. Lang to appraise my body? Had I really just kissed him on the cheek? I walked upstairs to my bedroom, leaving the lights out. Making my way to the window, I pulled the sheet aside just enough to peek through. I waited, hoping Richard would walk into his office and sit at his desk. I didn’t have to wait very long.

Once he was typing, I walked back across my bedroom to turn on the light. Then, still high on adrenaline, I walked to the window. Reaching up, I unhooked the sheet and let it fall to one side. In my peripheral vision, I saw Richard take notice, but I didn’t acknowledge him before turning around and walking to the middle of my room at the foot of my bed. In the mirror of my makeup table, I could see Richard looking at me. I lifted the sundress over my head and tossed it to the floor, leaving me naked except for my white thong panties. I ran my fingers under the sides of my underwear and lowered them to the floor, bending all the way down at the waist. Straightening back up, I could see Richard staring. His mouth was open, but not in shock like before. His chest was rising and falling with deep breaths. I slowly sauntered to the light switch and placed my finger on it. Before clicking it down, I looked over my shoulder and smiled. Click. Lights out.

I literally hopped into bed, laughing to myself. I was jittery with nerves. For a few moments, I could see the light from Richard’s window bleeding into my room. Then it was gone. “What did he think?” I wondered. “Is he going to tell my dad? Am I going to get in trouble? Did he like it?” My mind was racing. Then, the notification bell on my phone rang. It was Richard.

R: very nice…

I squealed. I was giddy. I didn’t understand why, but I loved it. Why did I want his approval so bad? It took me forever to get to sleep. My mind was racing. I hadn’t felt this way before. It wasn’t a crush. It was something else. The next morning, I put the sheet back over the window, but I found myself checking for Richard throughout the day.  I couldn’t wait until it was time for him to appear in his office. I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I also knew it was terribly wrong. But I was compelled to do it. 

First, I checked to make sure Richard was typing away. Finally, he was. I let the sheet down and without looking, left my bedroom to take a shower. I made sure there was not a single hair from my neck down. Wrapped in a towel just like I had been the first night, I returned to my bedroom still glistening from the shower. Ignoring the fourth wall like an actor would from the stage, I dropped my towel and sat on the edge of my bed. Pumping a dollop of lotion into my hand, I spread it gracefully along one arm. I repeated the process for my other arm. Bending over, I worked lotion up along my calf. Then my knee. Then my thigh. Extending my leg, I ran my fingers from my toes to my hip. Leaning over again, I did the same for my other leg. Leaning back on one elbow, I massaged the thick, white liquid into my skin along my stomach, slowly working my way upward to my breasts and finishing along my shoulder, finally coming full circle back down to my hands. I did all of that not looking and knowing if Richard was watching or had walked away.

Standing up, I turned to the window. Richard was staring at me, transfixed. I stared straight into his eyes as I walked slowly to the window. I gave just the slightest smile before reaching the sheet back across the window. I turned out the light and crawled into bed. In the darkness, I texted him.

G: goodnight

I waited.

R: goodnight

The next day, my mom and dad were both home. It happens, but not very often. Dad decided to cook steaks. While mom and I were fixing the sides and setting the table, I noticed that she put out a fourth plate.

“Who’s coming over?” I asked.

“Oh, your father invited Richard over for dinner.”

“Really?” I neglected to hide my surprise.

“What? Don’t you like Richard?”

“No, he’s fine. I just thought it was going to be the three of us is all. No big deal.”

My mom looked concerned. “It can be just the three of us next time. I promise.” Obviously, she had misinterpreted my reaction as disappointment that my parents didn’t want to be alone with me. Inside, what I really felt was a sense of reassurance that they had no idea what I had been up to with the man next door. 

I answered when the doorbell rang. 

“Hello, Mr. Lang,” I smiled at my secret friend.

“Hello, Georgia. Nice to see you again. Please, call me Richard.”

My father walked in. “Call him Mr. Lang,” he joked, shaking hands with Richard. “Hey, man. How are ya?”

“Okay, Bill,” I retaliated, calling my dad by his first name. One of the good things about my dad was that he had a good sense of humor and I could get away with stuff like that.

We all sat down to eat dinner. During the course of conversation, my dad and Richard debated the merits of different power tool manufacturers. It was a real battle of the big box man toys. I almost started drooling on myself, it was so boring. Then something occurred to me. Dad and Richard were both serious DIY types. Their garages looked like aisle five in home improvement, inc.  My dad never set foot in my room, but Richard knew damn well that my blinds were broken. He could have, at any point, easily fixed them for me. And come to think of it, he didn’t hesitate to accept my request for a ride without suggesting one of the multiple ride shares or taxi services available in our area. While all the debate over power tools had come dangerously close to killing the lady boner I had for teasing Richard, the new revelations reinvigorated me. Just as my mind was wandering to what I wanted to do next to taunt my neighbor, my mom changed the subject.

“So, Georgia. How’s your boyfriend?”

“He’s fine, I guess.”

“You don’t sound very excited.”

“I haven’t seen him in a month. We text, but that’s about it.”

“Is there anybody else you’re interested in? You’re still young. No need to settle down yet.”

“There’s one guy I’ve been talking to a little bit.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. He’s nice. I like the way he looks at me.”

Richard choked on his food and started coughing.

My dad hopped up from his chair and started patting Richard on the back. “Jesus, Richard. You okay?”

Richard nodded, taking a gulp of his beer to help his food down. “Sorry. I really should chew next time.”

Amidst the interruption, mom leaned over and whispered with a smile, “Nothing wrong with a summer fling.” If only she knew.

After dinner, mom, dad, and Richard had drinks in the living room. I was allowed to take a glass of wine upstairs with me in addition to the one I had at dinner. I snuck a third when I came back down to get another slice of dessert. The whole time everyone was downstairs, I was upstairs hatching a plan.

I waited until I heard Richard leave before going downstairs and telling my parents that the wine had made me sleepy, and I was going to bed. Once back in my bedroom, I kept the light turned off. I had already positioned my makeup chair directly in front of the window and rigged the sheet so I could pull it down from the chair. I stripped completely naked and sat down. With a lamp relocated to within arm’s reach, the trap was set. All I had to do was wait. 

By the timing, I guessed that all Richard had done since walking out our door was cross both lawns, unlock his door, grab a drink, and head straight to his office. Once there, he sat in his chair looking at my darkened window, typing nothing. I watched him for a moment, savoring the thought of what I was about to do for him.

Richard jerked when the light flicked on in my room. I could see it take a second for his brain to process the image in front of him. I sat properly - back straight, legs together, hands on my knees – letting him stare at me. His mouth opened just the way I had hoped it would. I started sensually caressing my legs and arms. Richards breathing deepened.  I parted my legs. His desk obscured my view, but I was sure I could tell that he moved a hand to his crotch.  I let my hands gradually stop drifting. One hand found my breast. The other, my labia. I started slowly masturbating, never averting my gaze from my welcome voyeur. I watched his arm move, matching my rhythm. 

I took my hand from my breast and used it on the seat of the chair to help balance myself as I leaned back in my chair and propped my feet up on either corner of the windowsill.  I licked my fingers and put them back to work between my legs. I could tell by Richard’s movements that he was unbuttoning his pants. Then he, too, licked his fingers and lowered them to his lap behind his desk.  I couldn’t see it directly, but I knew he was jerking his cock for me. I had never had a man masturbate in front of me other than to finish himself off at the end of sex. It was thrilling - to know that I was desired - the object of someone else’s fantasy - someone that by conventional standards, shouldn’t be fantasizing about me. I nearly came at the thought but made myself wait. I wanted Richard to come first.

Richard and I watched each other intently, matching rhythms.  We ebbed and flowed together. It was almost like making love. Gradually, things got more intense. I was struggling to keep my eyes focused when I saw Richard’s head lurch back and a spurt of come shoot up from behind the desk and land on his shirt. I rubbed my clit furiously, finally letting myself come. We stared at each other; eyes locked, still breathing heavily.  I reached over, turned off the lamp, and moved the sheet back across the window. I texted Richard from the bed.

G: goodnight

R: goodnight. thanks for dessert.

G: you’re welcome. hope you come again.

R: i’ll look forward to it.

The next day, my mom and dad surprised me with a week-long trip to the beach. I loved fresh seafood, fishing, and the ocean, but I was horribly bored at night. Wearing my new skimpy bikinis on the beach for the general public helped satisfy to some extent my newfound urge to show off my body, but it didn’t come close to watching a middle-aged man jerk off while he watched me grope myself for his pleasure. I was aching to do it again. Just thinking about it made me wet. I shared a room with my parents, so getting myself off other than as quickly as possible in the shower wasn’t an option.  By the time we came home, I had sun-bleached hair, a killer tan, and I was absolutely ravenous. I couldn’t wait for my parents to leave town again.

The first night we were home, it looked like Richard was out of town. No car. No lights. My parents left the next day and stalked Richard’s driveway through the window like a crazy person.  Finally, I saw his red SUV pull in and watched him walk into his house. I felt a wave of relief and a surge of anticipation at the same time. Nine o’clock came. I put on my skimpiest string bikini and turned on the light. No Richard. Impatient, I texted him.

G: where are you?

I waited.

G: i know you’re home.

I waited some more.

R: i’m hiding.

G: why?

R: things are getting a little out of hand. it’s not okay.

It was obvious that this was going to require more than a few texts. I pressed dial.

“Hello,” he answered.

“Hey, did I do something wrong?”

“No. I just think things got a little out of hand. I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Richard, you’re not doing anything wrong. I’m a grown woman.”

“Technically, yes, but still. It’s not right. I’m friends with your dad. Hell, you’re younger than my daughter.”

“Is that what’s bothering you? Richard, I’m a young woman in my prime. You’re supposed to want to look at me. You’re not breaking any laws, natural or otherwise.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes, I’m sure. I’m the weirdo here. I want you to look at me. I just spent the whole week at the beach surrounded by hot guys in board shorts and all I could think about was getting back here so I can show you my tan give you the surprise I’ve been planning.”

I could hear him sigh on the end. “It’s just wrong.”

“Richard. There’s nothing wrong with it. Your wife has been gone for what, three years? You have hot, young woman who wants nothing more in the world than to have you watch her prance around naked in her bedroom for your pleasure. Now I’m going to turn out my light, open my window, and wait for you to come sit at your desk. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

With that, I hung up.  To sweeten the pot, I took a picture of the six-inch dildo I bought earlier that day and sent it Richard.

G: don’t you want to see what i’m going to do with this?

I sat on the edge of my bed, waiting. One minute. Two minutes. I was quickly growing impatient again.

G: please? don’t you think i’m sexy?

R: of course i do.

G: please come look at me. i’m so wet thinking about you watching me. please?

Finally, Richard’s light came on.  I put my earbuds in and dialed his number. As it rang, I walked to the light switch. 

“Hello.”

“I’m glad you changed your mind.” I turned on the light. “Do you like what you see?” I stood there in my little white bikini.

“You’re a beautiful girl, Georgia.”

The word “girl” irritated me. “Hmm,” I replied. “Is that all?” I untied my bikini top and let it fall to the floor as I walked closer to the window. “Can you see me okay?”

Richard nodded, holding the phone to his ear.

“Do you like my tan?” I spun around for him.

“You look great. Did you have fun at the beach?”

I could tell he was still not all in.

“It was okay. My hair is lighter, too. Can you tell?”

“It looks nice.”

“I’ve got some pretty serious tan lines.” I pulled the front of my bikini bottoms down, exposing my pubic mound, not quite showing the top of my folds.

I could hear Richard take a deep breath in. Now I was getting somewhere. I turned around and show him my ass.

“Did all the guys flirt with you?”

“They tried.”

“Don’t you like guys your own age?”

“I guess. I just like this more right now.” I pushed my bottoms down to my thighs and shifted my weight to one side the way I’d seen models do. I brought one hand up to lightly pinch my nipple. The other teased my thigh.

“Fuck,” Richard sighed.

“What do you want me to do?”

“What do you mean?”

“How do you want me to pose for you? Just tell me. Think of me as your own personal model.”

He paused. I waited.

“Let me see your little ass.”

Then I knew I had him. I turned around and poked out my ass, rocking it back and forth. I could hear his breathing getting heavier. I bent over and touched the floor with my hands, exposing my pussy.

“Fuck,” he sighed again.

I sank down to my knees and rested on all fours as though I was waiting for him. “Do you like that? Do you like my little nineteen-year-old ass?”

“I do. Get up on your knees and face me.”

For the first time, he was giving in fully to his temptation and showing initiative. I did as I was told.

“Pick the dildo up off the bed.”

“You saw that, did you?”

“Mm hmm.”

“What do you want me to do with it?”

“I want you to suck it.”

“Like this you mean?” I took the dildo and ran my tongue all along the shaft before circling the tip. I kissed the head a few times, watching Richard out the window all the while. I could tell that he had his dick out and was stroking himself. I teased the head of the dildo a little more before sliding its length deep into my mouth, stopping just shy of gagging myself.

“Oh, fuck,” Richard groaned.

I carried on fellating the rubber dick while Richard stroked himself to the sight. I had been rubbing my pussy absent mindedly nearly the whole time. “I want to fuck it,” I whispered into the phone.

“Have you ever fucked a dildo before?” he asked.

“No. This is my first time.”

“Lay down on the bed.”

I did as Richard told me. I laid down on the bed sideways with my head toward the window, so Richard could see it from the same angle as me. I ran the dildo down my body until it was between my legs, I rubbed it along my labia, getting myself nice and wet until I was ready.

“Can you see?” I asked.

“Yes. Are you ready?”

“Tell me. Tell me what you want to see.”

“I want to see you fuck yourself with that cock, Georgia.”

That was what I needed to hear. I pushed the dildo inside of me. It felt good. Not as good as a real dick, but better than I’d had since my boyfriend left town.

“How does it feel?” Richard whispered.

I was still trying to get the feel for it. “Hang on,” I panted. I kept working the dick in and out, fucking myself for the first time. Once I found the right angle and the right depth and the right pace, it was amazing. “Oh, fuck, Richard! It feels so good. Can you see it?”

“Yes. I can see you.”

“Are you stroking your cock for me?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fuck. I want you to jerk it for me. Please? Tell me what you want to see.”

“I want to watch you bury that whole thing inside of you. I want to watch your perfect, nineteen-year-old, tan little body clench with an orgasm. I want to watch you squeeze your abs when you come.”

His words made me so hot. I fucked myself just like he told me to. I raised up on my elbows to watch the dick go in and out of me. I realized I could see Richard in the mirror again.

“Show me.” I exhaled, getting closer to climax.

“What?” Richard asked.

“I showed you my cock. Now show me yours. I want to see it. I want to see you jerk off for me.”

“You want to see me cock?” he teased.

“Yes.”

I watched in the mirror as Richard lifted his shirt over his head, tossed it aside, and stood up.

“Is that what you want?” he asked, moving his cock around and turning sideways so I could see.

“Yes,” I whispered. I rolled off the bed and made my way back to the center of the floor in front of the window. I sat on my knees and leaned back, pushing the dildo back inside of me. Richard and I pleasured ourselves together. I stared at his cock. I had only been with two guys before, both my age. Richard’s cock seemed manlier somehow. It was roughly the same size as the dildo, but it was just…I don’t know…more masculine than any I’d seen before.

“Do you like fucking yourself for me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like making my cock so hard that I have to stroke it for you?”

“Fuck yes.”

“I want you to come, Georgia. I want you to come all over that dick.”

I started rubbing my clit while I fucked myself. I don’t know where it came from, but I was lost in the moment and whimpered, “Call me a whore.”

“Yeah? Is that what you want? You want to be my little whore?”

God, I was so close. I could feel the biggest orgasm of my young life building.

“Do you want to do whatever I tell you to do like a good little slut?”

I was fucking myself so well I could barely speak. “Yes,” I managed to get out.

“Come for me my little whore. Look how hard my cock is for you. Look what you do to me.”

“Oh, fuck!” I cried as I started coming.

“Yes. You perfect little slut.”

All I could do was groan as I came so hard, I lost my balance and curled up on the floor, still coming with the dildo inside of me and my hand pressed to my clit. I laid there panting. As I reoriented, I saw Richard still stroking himself, staring at me slack jawed.

I watched his lips move and heard the words in my earbuds. “Suck it. Suck it clean, Georgia. Like a good little whore.”

I stood back on my knees again and took the cock in my mouth, tasting myself. I could see Richard jerking his cock harder.

“Are you going to come for me, Richard? Thinking about how I taste?” I teased.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

All I heard was grunting on the other line. I decided to cross the line we hadn’t dare yet cross. “Do you want me to suck your cock, Richard?”

I watched Richard cover his desk with come as he growled “Oh, fuck!” in my ear. He dropped the phone and had to use his hand to keep his balance on the desk. Spent, he fell back into his chair.

“Richard,” I called through his phone. He didn’t respond, just sat in his chair panting. “Richard,” I called louder. He picked his phone back up. I could hear him still breathing heavily.

“I told you that you wouldn’t be disappointed.”

He half smiled with a chuckle. “You’re a very naughty girl, Georgia.”

“I’m a good girl,” I denied. “It’s only with you that I’m such a dirty little slut.”

Richard shook his head. “We’ve got to be careful, Georgia.”

“You worry too much, Richard. We’re just playing around. It’s not like I’m actually going to fuck you. It’s just a little fun. That’s all.”

“Well, at any rate, Millicent is coming for a visit. She’ll get here tomorrow and be here until Sunday, so we’ll have to at least cool it for a little while. Do you think you can behave yourself?”

“I can try,” I joked. “But I’m not making any promises.”

“Okay. I gotta go get cleaned up and ready for bed. Goodnight, Georgia.”

“Goodnight, Richard.”

After Richard left and turned out his light, I took a few pictures of me sucking off the dildo and sent them to him.

G: goodnight. sweet dreams.

R: goodnight, naughty girl.

The next few days were a complete bore without having anything to look forward to. As introverted as I was, I was grateful to get another party invite. This time, I wore a yellow sundress that was similar to the last one. It had an elastic, pleated midriff instead of a little belt though. There was a little flower pattern in the material, and it rode a little higher on my leg. Unlike the last time, though, I knew very well what I was doing when I let myself drink a little too much. 

“Hello?”

“Hey, Richard. I’ve done it again.”

“What’s that?”

“I drank a little too much and I need a ride. Can you please come get me?”

I heard movement on the other end of the line. Richard paused and then spoke in a hushed tone. “Georgia, you know Millicent is in town.”

“I know. I’m just asking for a ride. It’s not big deal. I’m too drunk. Everyone else here is drunk.”

“Can’t you call a rideshare?”

“I ran out of money. I spent what I had left for the week on our little friend the other day.”

I heard a relenting sigh. “Okay. Same place?”

“No, this one is a little further out.”

“Alright. Send me the address.”

Twenty-fvie minutes later, I was back in Richard’s car.

“Thank you so much, Richard,” I smiled, feigning an apologetic tone.

He looked a little grumpy. “Uh huh,” he responded.

“I told you I couldn’t play games this week, Georgia. My daughter is in town.”

“Yeah, sorry. Don’t tell her you saw me. She fucking hates me.”

“Don’t take it personally. She hates everybody. Including me. She’s like her mother. Couldn’t give a damn unless you’ve got enough money to buy her whatever she wants whenever she wants it.”

I could tell he was legitimately grumpy. Having his daughter around must have brought up some old issues.

“I’m sorry, Richard. Really.” I wasn’t faking that time. I really felt sorry for the guy.

“Not your fault.  How was the party?”

“Blah. I hate parties.”

“Then why did you go?”

“I was bored. You won’t play with me, and I had nothing better to do.”

“Listen. I’m not sure what the hell we’re doing to begin with, but I know it’s fucked up. And this week my daughter is in town. I don’t need any more trouble in that department.”

“Relax, Richard. I told you. We’re just playing around. It’s just a little fun.”

“Careful you don’t get more than you bargained for.”

Before I could censor myself, the alcohol kept my face from hiding my mild disgust at the thought of actually having sex with a forty-six-year-old man.  I was having a lot of fun teasing him, but I never had any intention of have sex with him. I didn’t realize at nineteen how cruel that was. He tried to hide it, but in that moment I could tell that I had hurt his feelings. It was suddenly very awkward and silent in the car, and we still had about fifteen minutes to the house.

“I’m sorry, Richard. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s fine.”

“Let me make it up to you. Do you want a little peek?”

I started playfully shimmying up my dress.

“You see,” he scolded. “That’s the problem right there.”

“What? You like looking. I like showing.”

“You don’t taunt a man like that.”

“I’m just playing,” I said as I kept pulling up my skirt higher and higher until he grabbed my hand and stopped me, just inches from my pussy. I squeezed my legs together, pinching the dress and our hands between them. I looked over and saw the bulge in his running shorts. “Sorry,” I said like the self-centered teenager I still was. I relaxed my legs and took away my hand. His hand stayed, resting on my thigh just below my pussy. I thought for a minute he might slide his hand up and grab my pussy. Instead, he lingered for just a moment before sliding my dress back down and returning his hand to the steering wheel.

We finished the ride home in silence, with me pouting in the passenger seat.  Didn’t he know how lucky he was to get to see me naked? He was just grumpy because his asshole daughter was in town is what I told myself. After he dropped me off, I went upstairs and waited for a light in his office. I had nearly given up when after about twenty minutes, the lamp on Richard’s desk came on and he turned his attention to his computer screen.  He had a drink in his hand.

I tossed my dress on the bed and wrote the words “I’m Sorry” across my tits and tummy in lipstick. I walked to the window and let down the sheet. Richard calmly noticed me almost immediately. I gave him a sad face with pouty lips. He looked at me sternly, turned off his monitor, took his drink in hand and walked out of the room. It hadn’t gone at all the way I had hoped.

Three minutes later I was brushing my teeth when I heard the doorbell. I put my dress back on quickly and snuck downstairs. I was pretty sure it would be Richard, but I was still a little scared. I looked through the peephole and sighed with relief seeing that it was, in fact, Richard.

“Jesus, you scared the hell out of me,” I complained, opening the door.

Richard stepped forward, grabbed me, and spun me around until I was facing the wall.

“You want to show me something, show me that little ass of yours,” he demanded as he lifted up my skirt. “I oughta spank you, you spoiled little girl.”

I looked over my shoulder. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“I told you to stop with the teasing.”

“You love it and you know it,” I ridiculed. I did everything but stick my tongue out at him like a petulant child.

Richard picked me up and threw me over his shoulder and walked into the living room, dumping me on the couch across his knee.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I laughed.

Then he lifted up my skirt and popped me on my naked backside. It was more symbolic than painful. I could tell he wasn’t really going to hurt me.

“You think that hurt? Go ahead. Spank me harder.”

He did. And it hurt a little. It caught me off guard and changed the game. “Harder,” I insisted. Richard spanked me a little harder, this time rubbing his hand firmly along my ass after making contact. It felt good after the sting of his hand.

“Are you gonna tease me anymore?”

“You fucking loved it!” I countered.

Thwap! Even harder this time. I whimpered a little and then pursed my lips as he rubbed his hand all over my ass. I squirmed in his lap at his touch. My pussy was getting wet and begging to be touched.

“I’ll give you two choices.”

Richard pushed me off of his lap and onto my hands and knees on the floor. He followed me, getting on his knees behind me. He flipped my dress up over my ass again.

“You can take my cock right now,” he said as he slapped his hard cock against my backside, “or you stop fucking toying with me for good.”

I didn’t know if I was more angry or horny. “Go ahead,” I challenged. “I bet you can’t even keep it up long enough for me to come.”

Boy was I wrong. That man fucked the hell out of me that night. First, he fucked me where we started in the living room, teasing me with his cock until I literally begged him for more. After he brought me to multiple orgasms downstairs, he threw me over his shoulder and took me upstairs. I sat on the foot of the bed sucking his cock until I had earned his approval. Then he went down on me, making me climax like I never had before. The boys I had been with before were just that – boys. They had no idea what they were doing. Richard showed me the difference. Finally, once he had fucked me ruthlessly into understanding, he finished by fucking me gently in my bed.

“Now do you understand the difference between a boy you can play with and a man you don’t fuck with?” he whispered, slowly making love to me.

“Yes,” I whispered back, feeling like I was floating.

“I’m going to teach you how to please a man properly. Would you like that?”

“Yes.” I whispered again.

He continued making love to me, my body enveloped by his.

“The first lesson is,” he breathed heavier into my ear, “until you meet the man you’re going to marry, no one comes inside of you but me.”

Richard fucked me harder and deeper, making me come again just before he filled me with the load he had been nursing since he picked me up at the party. He kissed me sweetly. I kissed him back, knowing that the stubble I felt on my face was gray. I no longer cared.

“Millicent leaves on Sunday. Be at my house Sunday night.”

Richard fucked me nearly every day for the next two years. Even when I was seeing someone else, I found myself crawling back to Richard for more. For a while, I was convinced I was in love with him. He taught me everything I know about how to make a man happy in bed. He taught me to make a man come with just my mouth, my hands, my feet or any combination thereof. He taught me to love the musky smell of a cock and the taste of come. He taught me how to fuck a man in any position. He taught me how to submit. He taught me how to dominate. He taught me how to use a man to make myself come. No one ever fucked me again like that man that was two and half times my age.

And that brings me back to my husband. Two things happen when I tell him that story. First, I get whatever I want. Second, he cracks a joke about getting Richard’s address so he can send him a Christmas card or wanting to meet him to shake his hand for making me such an amazing lover. At least it was a joke until recently. On a whim, I searched Richard online. Without much trouble, I found his address and profile online. I confess that I thought for a while about sharing with my husband what I had done. But the next time I told Roy the story and he cracked a joke, I followed up with, “Well, let’s see.”

“Seriously?” Roy chuckled.

“Sure, why not? It doesn’t mean you actually have to send him a Christmas card.”

Roy was on to me pretty quickly. “You already looked him up, didn’t you?”

“Maybe,” I smiled innocently.

“So, how’s your boyfriend doing?”

“He was never my boyfriend. It wasn’t like that. And I have no idea. I couldn’t really see anything on his profile. He has it locked down pretty well. All I know is he’s sixty and lives at the beach now.”

“Send him a friend request.”

“Are you sure?”

“No big deal. It’ll be fun.” Roy elbowed me and joked. “And I can finally thank him for making you such a hot slut!”

If it had only been a few years since I had seen Richard, I might have worried about stirring up old feelings. But Roy was right. It had been a long time. And not to be crass, but Richard was sixty years old now. I pressed send on the friend request. The next day I got a message from him.

R: hey, stranger!

G: richard! how are you?

R: i see you got married. did you remember all the things i taught you?

G: of course. my husband jokes about sending you a christmas card.

R: you told him about me?

G: not everything, but enough.

R: you still look beautiful btw.

G: thank you! you look amazing!

I had been scanning Richard’s profile for the first time while we were messaging. He looked impressively good for a sixty-year-old man. His hair was completely gray, and he had his share of wrinkles, but if anything, he looked even better than he did fifteen years ago. He had semi-retired and become a personal trainer, spending his days working out and getting tan.

R: occupational hazard

G: lol.

R: you and your husband should come to the beach sometime and have dinner.

G: that sounds nice

When I told Roy that I had talked to Richard and that he had invited us to meet for dinner at some point, he was surprisingly agreeable.

“You mean you’re okay with going to dinner with the man who essentially taught your wife all the dirty little things I do to you in the bedroom?”

“Sure. Why not?” Roy replied, shrugging his shoulders, distracted by the game he was watching.

Roy and I went to the beach a few times a year anyway. Two months later, we had a date to meet up with Richard. It was the Fourth of July weekend and everywhere was packed, so we decided to just eat in the hotel restaurant. The food was decent, and it wasn’t nearly as crowded as most places.

I think Roy was taken aback when he first saw Richard. He looked a lot better than Roy had anticipated. He was a bit intimidating. Even at sixty, Richard was fitter, taller, and quite frankly, manlier than Roy. I think Roy took solace in the fact that he, as far as we knew, probably had more money than Richard. The dinner conversation had stayed within the bounds of propriety. We talked about our families, the old neighborhood, and what we were all doing now. Roy insisted on paying the check and leaving a generous tip. He always did, but this time he was showing off a little bit. 

After we finished eating, even the little hotel restaurant started getting crowded, so Roy and I invited Richard up to the room for drinks after dinner. Once we were away from the public, Richard got a little bolder with his topics of conversation.

“So, Georgia tells me you want my address.”

Roy looked at Richard quizzically.

“For the Christmas card,” he smiled.

“Ah, yes,” Roy nodded, smiling but incredulous that Richard would bring that up. “She told you about that, did she?” he asked rhetorically, giving me the side eye.

“Relax,” Roy said. “I’m just playing around.”

Richard’s words sounded familiar.

“Well,” Roy played along, “we are appreciative.”

I don’t know why I did it, or maybe I did, but I had dug out my old yellow sundress before our trip and packed it in my bag.

I turned to Roy. “Guess what I found.”

“What?”

I pulled the dress from my suitcase and held it up.  Richard recognized it immediately. After Richard fucked me for the first time in that dress, I wore it as a signal that I wanted to be spanked.

“No kidding,” Richard mused.

“What?” Roy asked, not knowing its significance.

“Oh, it’s just Richard’s favorite dress that I used to wear. I just thought it would be fun to show him.”

Roy seemed satisfied enough with my answer. Richard, apparently, was not.

“That’s the dress she was wearing the first time I fucked her.”

Roy’s eyes got big. “Alrighty, then.”

Roy didn’t stop there. “I bet it still fits. You should try it on.”

“No, don’t be silly,” I dismissed.

“Go ahead,” Richard insisted. His tone changed from cordial to dominant. That tone was permanently etched in my brain. “Do it.”

I looked at Roy. “Why not?” he shrugged, just like he had done when I first told him about Richard’s dinner invitation. Only this time he wasn’t distracted, he was dumbfounded at the nerve of an old man.

“Okay, then.” I went to the bathroom and closed the door behind me. I stripped down to my underwear and put on the dress. My bra wasn’t strapless, so I took it off. The dress was made to provide some support on its own anyway. I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t look nineteen anymore, but the dress still fit, and I was proud of how good I still looked. My hair was different, and I had put on a little weight, but I was still decidedly hot. I couldn’t help but think back to the days when I wore that dress for Richard. I started getting wet thinking about those memories and how horny I was going to make Roy, teasing him in this dress. I took one last look in the mirror. Just before walking out of the bathroom, I made a last-minute impulsive decision. I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties off. I walked out into the main room wearing nothing but the sundress.

“Look at that,” Richard marveled. “I told you it would still fit.”

I did a slow twirl. I didn’t want to go too fast and make the skirt fly up.

“Very nice,” Richard nodded. He leaned toward Roy and said in the most guy-like way, “Could you blame me?”

“Not really,” Roy agreed. “You do look amazing, honey.”

“Thank you,” I smiled, scrunching my shoulders.

Richard got up and stood behind me. “Roy, I bet you a thousand dollars she’s not wearing any panties.”

“Richard!” I scolded.

“You hush,” he demanded.

There was that tone again. The one I was compelled to obey.

“What?” Roy asked incredulously.

“I bet you a thousand dollars your wife isn’t wearing panties.”

Richard reached around me and gradually pulled the front of my skirt higher, so Roy could see but he, himself, could not. “Well?” Richard asked.

My husband looked meek and powerless, watching an older man expose his wife.

“Told ya,” Richard bragged knowing the result without looking, letting my skirt fall back down. I thought that was going to be the end of it, but then I felt the sudden sting of his hand slapping my ass.

“Richard!” I gasped.

“You know better than to tease me.”

“I’m not teasing you!”

“So, you drove two hundred miles, brought that dress, and took your panties off for what?” Richard stepped to my side, both of us facing Roy as he spoke. Thwap! Another slap to my ass. This time he followed it up with a rub. I said nothing. My breathing got heavier. Roy stared at me, not knowing what to do.

Richard turned to face me, still flanking me, and lifted up the back of my dress, exposing my naked backside. He rubbed his palm along my bare flesh and then slapped me again. My head tilted back and stayed there, my chest heaving. Richard rubbed my red cheeks and then slid his hand between my legs, feeling my wetness. I let out a little whimper. Roy did nothing. It was clear to me then what was going to happen. Richard was going to take me like he had all those years ago. And he was going to do it in front of my husband. I prayed that my husband would find his way to being okay with it, because I knew I was powerless to stop it.  And I knew he wouldn’t. And if I’m being honest, I didn’t want him to. Roy and I had an amazing sex life, thanks in large part to Richard. But Roy had never seen me like this. He couldn’t ever bring himself to spank me.

Richard put me on the bed on all fours and lifted the back of my skirt. He spanked me, but much lighter this time. Then he ran his fingertips along my ass. Again, he slapped me lightly and teased me with his fingers. I knew what he was doing. He was forcing me to say it in front of my husband. Forcing me to confess to Roy what I wanted.

“Harder,” I whispered.

“What’s that?” Richard asked, pretending he hadn’t heard me the first time.

I looked over my shoulder at my husband.  I wanted him to see. I wanted to tease him like I had Richard from my bedroom at my parents’ house. “Harder,” I said plainly.

Richard spanked me hard. My nerves tingled and welcomed his hand as it rubbed my throbbing backside. I heard the jangling of a belt and before I knew it, Richard was inside of me. My body remembered him instantly.

Thwap! Another slap followed by Richard thrusting himself inside of me over and over.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. I craned my head to look at Roy. Richard took notice and shifted me on the bed so I could see my husband. He grabbed my hair and simultaneously used it as a rein while he fucked me and to angle my face directly at Roy, giving me no choice but to look at him or close my eyes. I hadn’t been fucked like that since the last time I was with Richard. I had forgotten how much of a thrilling roller coaster ride it was. It would have been enough just to have been fucked like that again, but to do it in front of my husband was satiating to my core.

Having forced me to stare at my husband long enough, Richard pinned my head to the mattress. I felt his weight bearing down on me as he continued jackhammering me. “Fuck! ... Yes!” I groaned.

Richard reached under my dress and squeezed by breast. “Did you miss me?” he growled.

“Yes!” I panted. “Fuck me!”

I whimpered as I started coming. Right on cue, I felt the sting of Richard’s hand again pushing my orgasm to another level. Part of me was heartbroken that I hadn’t come this hard since being with Roy. Richard eased off after I came, fucking me slowly and letting me recover. Once I caught my breath, he guided me to sit on the end of the bed as he stood in front of me. I glanced at Roy just before I took Richard’s cock in my mouth, remembering our taste, and orally thanking Richard for the pleasure I had just experienced. I could tell Richard was almost ready to come, but as I started to focus my efforts on finishing him, he gently pushed my head away and guided me to my back on the bed. I spread my legs for him, and he put himself back inside of me. With slow, quick, loving jabs he fucked me, never breaking eye contact. I took a series of deep inhales as I felt him coming inside of me. When he sighed his completion, he kissed me. We kissed like newlyweds until Richard whispered in my ear, “You’re coming home with me tonight.” I nodded, having momentarily forgotten that I was in a hotel room with my husband and not back at my old house.

Richard started putting himself together and helped me up from the bed. “Your wife is coming home with me tonight. I’ll bring her back in the morning.” Roy just stared, still in shock from what just happened. “Now you know how she really likes to be fucked. You need to man up and learn how to take care of her. Otherwise, it doesn’t matter how much goddamn money you have, she’s gonna end up driving down here every chance she gets to fuck me again. It’s up to you.”

With that, Richard took my hand and started leading me out the door. I pulled away from his hand and made my way to Roy. “I’ll be back tomorrow,” I whispered in his ear. I kissed him on the cheek and hurried back to Richard.

The following afternoon, I did the walk of shame through the hotel lobby wearing nothing but my now sordid sundress and a pair of quick shop sunglasses to hide my eyes. Everyone that saw me had to have known that I had been fucked all night long and hadn’t slept a wink. I keyed into the room to find Roy passed out in bed. A bottle of liquor was still open on the nightstand and tissues were scattered all over. I would have worried that Roy had been up most of the night drinking and crying if it hadn’t been for the fact that he was naked. It was obvious had masturbated multiple times. I sat on the bed next to him and nudged him until he came to. It took him a moment to focus. Once he did, his hand went straight to his cock.

“Tell me what happened,” he whispered hungrily.

Thanks for reading!  Check out my author page here.
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