
        
            
                
            
        

    
Temptation and Desire

(A Hot Wife's Search for Sexual Fulfillment)

I tried to focus on my husband’s cock which was sliding in and out of my pussy.  Bill was a good friend and a good provider, but our sex had gone stale long ago.  He never was a good lover and twelve years of marriage had not improved his skills.

Maybe it was my fault.  I had tried to up our game more than once, but Bill would never go along.  His reluctance to alter our sexual routine was a constant in our relationship.   More than one session of marital counseling had been dedicated to our lack of spontaneity and originality.   Fucking should be fun and ours just wasn’t. But Bill was happy with his missionary position and his long lunges into me and what he called his ‘power stroke’.   He was enjoying himself, but I was the one getting fucked, both literally and figuratively. 

I raised my hips, changing his angle of entry just enough to frustrate his pleasure a little, otherwise, he would shoot way too early. As it was, I only had a fifty-fifty chance of even a small release. And that was because I was thinking of how good Tom Hodges looked at the party tonight.  God what a luscious man. Tall, well-built, and extremely well-preserved.  He had a handsome, rugged face and a full shock of hair, though it was graying.  Tom was pushing fifty, but he looked as virile as any man in his early thirties.  My cunt ached every time I thought of him, and he could make me wet with just a glance from those steel-blue eyes.  If it was not for my illicit thoughts of Tom, I would never get off.

I had been in lust with Tom from the moment he moved into the neighborhood five years ago. At first, we had little contact with him, but as he and his wife Sara worked their way into the social life of our little corner of the suburb, we began to brush elbows much more often.  And boy would I love to brush more than his elbow.

I was a Tom watcher right from the start. The night we met, he looked me up and down in a way that made me quiver with desire, but aside from some harmless flirting, he had never made a move on me.  I am not sure what I would have done if he had.  I have never cheated on my husband. I take my marriage vows seriously. If Tom had ever suggested anything illicit, I would probably have quickly run away.  But in my dreams, I would have dropped to my knees and worshiped whatever he has been hiding in those tight pants he likes to wear.

Tom is not a showy guy, but he knows he has one hell of a physical presence, and he dresses to emphasize it.  I get the impression that it is as much for the other men as the women.  Tom is definitely an alpha male and every man in the room knows it, as does every woman. He's not overtly macho. He is much more subtle and smooth with his masculinity, but he leaves no doubt that he is not a typical member of the pack.

I don’t know if Tom knows that I have a secret yen to lick his balls and taste his cock.  I suspect he does, but I think that is true of most of the women that spend much time around him.  There are of course other men I lust after. With Bill not ringing my chimes, my eye of course wanders, and my brain invents. Joe Starret lives across the cul de sac.  Now he is one luscious hunk. The man is all muscle and when we have pool parties, every woman keeps at least one eye on Joe.  Those skimpy speedos he calls swim trunks just add to his eye candy appeal and do little to hide the sizable meat that hangs between his two powerful legs.

But Joe doesn’t have the class of Tom. I have fucked them both often in my dreams. One is an attentive lover that plays with my passions, gradually pushing them higher and higher until they explode in a crescendo of carnal release that drains every drop of my strength and leaves me shaking with spent desire.  The other is ruthless and animalistic. Taking me with a physicality that engulfs me, and I drown in his maleness as I surrender myself completely, until exhaustion overtakes us.

I love my kids and I love my family life and I even love my husband.  I am loath to risk any of it. But I live in a sexual desert and the longer it drags on, the more I yearn for an oasis, however, brief my stay.  I have never acted on my carnal urges and have carefully guarded my secret desires.  But if either Tom or Joe ever catches me in a weak moment, I will be completely theirs.

I am not sure how long I can hold out.  Months ago, I started buying racier underwear and shortened my skirts just a tad. My husband did not even notice. I went from white cotton blend to sheer lace, low-slung, and pink or purple. The first time I wore my sexiest new panties to bed, Bill barely glanced at them. However, now when I see Tom or Joe, I know that if today is the day I lift my skirt or shuck my top, my treasures will be well presented. 

I also started going to the gym. I have kept my weight pretty steady since college, but there were some parts of me that needed tightening up.  Judging from the looks I get during my workouts; my body must still be on the hot side of normal.  The gym was cathartic. I was hit on a few times by some great looking men, and I even got a little frisky with my personal trainer, who really should be on my fantasy fuck list.  I don’t know why he isn’t. There is no explaining love and lust. Your body wants, what it wants.

I enjoy the looks I now get at our neighborhood get togethers. They give my ego a real boost. We had a big pool party last week and the lust in the eyes of my male neighbors left me wet and wanting.  Even my husband commented on how good I was looking recently.  He did not have to add the word 'recently'.  At least he noticed. But it did nothing to change the humdrum of our bedroom routine.

I have always been shy and retiring. But my experience at the last pool party taught me that I liked getting eye fucked.  The next day I bought a new bikini. Much more revealing that anything I have ever worn.  I have not decided to fuck either Joe or Tom, but I have concluded that I want them thinking about me, while they are fucking their wives.

*****

It was late spring when my hidden passions finally bubbled over, and my long winter of sexual dissatisfaction reached its breaking point.  I had picked out an especially alluring outfit and the skirt was tight and short. Too tight not to show my panty lines, so I left them at home.

I could feel Tom Hodges's eyes on my every move and it was making me wet enough to drip and I started to regret not wearing those mesh panties. There is not much to them, but they’d soak up a few drops before running down my leg.  I tried to catch his eye, but he looked away each time I glanced in his direction.  Halfway through the evening, I was more than a little buzzed.  The alcohol had been flowing freely and I’m a bit of a teetotaler.  I was sitting across the room from Tom, and I saw him working his way up my legs.  They were folded one over the other at that time.  My calves are one of my best features. Bill used to say that they could stop traffic and looking back, I guess they have a couple of times.  But Bill stopped paying any attention to them a long time ago.

I looked straight at Tom and when his eyes reached mine, I smiled.  He knew he had been caught and he smiled back sheepishly.  Then before he could look away, I uncrossed my legs and spread them a little right in his direction. There is no way he could have missed my pussy and judging from the way his eyes widened, he liked what he saw.

Tom looked back at me, and I winked. Then I rose, but kept my legs apart a little and scooted my ass out of the chair so that my skirt slid further up.  I’d given him a real show and I wondered if he could see how wet I was. Then I walked out of the room, giving my ass as much swing as I could muster.  I know he was watching me. I could literally feel his eyes on my butt.

When I hit the kitchen, the wives were all gabbing and I joined in.  Not so much joined, as stood around pretending to be listening, but privately my head was spinning.  I was astonished at the brazen slut in me but also disappointed that I didn’t have more nerve. 

Later that night Bill and I were undressing and getting ready for bed. I had unbuttoned my blouse and dropped my skirt and was standing there in a push-up bra and a naked pussy.

“You looked hot tonight Babe,” he said suddenly.  You could have blown me away. It had been ages since Bill had noticed what I was wearing.

“That you dear,” I said, uncertain what to do next.

“The other guys thought so too. Especially Tom Hodges,” he noted.

“I am surprised you noticed. You haven't said anything about my new outfits or working out or anything.”

“I know and I'm sorry.  I noticed. You have gotten your figure back and are looking really hot. I noticed and the other husbands have noticed.”

“And that makes you jealous?” I asked tentatively.

“No, it turns me on.”

I was not sure I heard him right.  “Other men watching me excites you?”

“Yes, but I didn't know it until you were kind of re-born, in the sex appeal department.  Then I noticed them noticing you. The tighter your clothes and the more revealing your outfits the more they looked and the more excited I got.”

I looked at Bill in astonishment. He was hanging his head like a little boy that had been caught stealing cookies from the counter.  But his cock was hard.

“That really does excite you. Me turning other men on?”

“Yes, yes. I know it's probably wrong, but yes.  Makes me horny as hell” he admitted and then touched himself.

It had been years since Bill had stroked himself in front of me.  But there he was, his hand moving slowly up and down his rigid pole.

I knelt and replaced his fingers with mine. “Let me help you, Baby,” I said, my voice low and loving.  I ran my thumb over his pee hole, and he jerked with pleasure.  Then I added my other hand and slowly worked up and down both sides of his cock.  He was much harder than usual at this stage of lovemaking. Sometimes he has trouble holding his firmness. But not tonight, I was holding steel in my hands.

I flattened out my fingers and rolled his hardness between them.  All the time working them up and down his shaft.  Bill had leaned back on his hands, moaning and telling me how wonderful my hands felt and giving me little lunges with his hips that brought his cock head closer to my waiting lips.

When I had teased him enough, I kissed the tip and sucked gently. 

“Oh God” groaned Bill as I opened my mouth wider and slid his length to the back of my throat.  Bill bucked and moaned and fucked my face like it was a cunt and I hung on and just kept sucking and jacking.

We hadn’t done this in so long that I couldn’t remember when.  But I’d been dreaming of it. I had been fantasying about this very act, but with Tom Hodges and Joe Starret.  I had been watching a lot of porn lately. Especially the blow jobs. Men seem to love blow jobs and if I ever got my lips around Tom or Joe or some other stud, I wanted to be ready.  I wanted them coming back for more. Because once I cut loose, I knew I would not be able to stop.  I’d need a steady flow of hard, throbbing cocks and moaning men.

So, I sucked the shit out of my husband.  It didn’t take long for him to blow.   I could feel him getting ready and I massaged his balls and squeezed my lips tight around his shaft and sucked on his little opening.  Bill screamed when he came and lunged up, ramming his cock deeper into my mouth, then unloading what seemed like a gallon of the white stuff.

Bill went limp and fell back on the bed. I let my blouse slip from my shoulders and reached back and unfastened my bra.  My tits swung free, and I could see a glint of desire in my prone husband, but his cock didn’t move.  I joined him on the bed and lay beside him.

I kissed his cheek softly and let my hand run down his body until it wrapped around his limp cock. 

“You got yours,” I accused. “Now I need mine.”

“I am sorry I can't,” he apologized, true anguish in his voice.

“Does it really excite you, when other men lust after me? The truth now!” I demanded.

“Yes. It’s so hot. I even fantasize about it.”

“Like what? Them looking at me or whacking off thinking about me? What?”  I had quit working his flaccid dick, but I still had my hand on it.

“No. Them fucking you!” he blurted. Then he said. “Oh fuck. I didn't mean to say that.”

“But you did say it,” I pointed out.

“I know,” he admitted.

“You want to take it back?”

“No,” he said meekly.

“Wow! That is some confession,” I observed and just let the words hang in the air.

Silence, Bill said nothing.

I thought for a moment, then asked “Was I having fun in your fantasies?”

Bill turned his head and our eyes met. He was only a few inches away. “You were fucking loving it!” he declared.  “That’s what turns me on.  Seeing you sex-crazed and begging for more.”

“Wow,” I said and there was another silence. I was not sure how to proceed. His limp dick was still in my hand, and we were still eyeball to eyeball.  You couldn't call it an intimate look.  I am not sure if the emotion that we were both feeling has a name.  Shock. Aw. An aha moment.  What the fuck?

I smiled a sexy, devilish smile and squeezed his dick, and stroked it lovingly.

“You might be interested to know that I have been fantasying about fucking them too,” I whispered.

“Fucking who?”

“Tom Hodges and Joe Starret for two,” I said, reaching under him to cup his balls with my other hand.

“No shit,” he answered, starting to harden up.

“Ya know what else?”

“ What?”

“I was a very bad girl this evening. I did something I have never done before. At least not on purpose.”

“WHAT?”  he was getting anxious, and his cock was growing, and I kept stroking it and fondling his nuts.

“I threw Tom Hodges a huge shot. Just spread my legs as if to say. 'Here it is if you want it'. Then I winked at him.”

“You didn't wear any panties tonight,” Bill observed.  His cock was roaring now, and I kept stroking it.  I had never seen it harder.

“I know,” I teased. “That's what made it so delicious.”

“You slut,” he yelled, rolling on top of me.  Suddenly, there was an animal in my husband that I had never met.  He pushed my legs apart, stabbing at my open pussy with his rock-hard rod.  I tried to guide him in, but he pushed my hand away, and just kept lunging. He threw one arm behind my knee and pulled my leg up, spreading me wider.  Then he grabbed his cock and waived it along my slit. His cock head going in just half an inch or so.  I almost came when I felt his warm wet cock force my labia lips apart and slide tantalizing down the tender flesh in between.   He teased me with it, spreading my moisture. Offering me its hardness and then withholding it. God, I wanted it inside me so bad, and I begged for it. He ran his hardness up and down my entrance, then dropped his weight and rammed his stiff rod in as deep as I have ever felt it.

“Oh God,” I screamed “Fuck me, Fuck me.”

“I am going to fuck you like Tom Hodges would fuck you because you’re a tease and a slut,” he growled.

“Don’t show me your cunt unless you want it filled,” he yelled, slipping into the role play.

“Oh God, Yes!” I moaned wrapping myself around him, eager to be violated.

And he did. He was powerful, forceful, and relentless.  We fucked and bucked against one another, and I came like crazy.  Moisture flowed out of me like quarters from a slot machine that just rang up three cherries.  Bill lasted longer than ever and came twice. He pumped a load into me, and I was certain we were done, but then he ravished me again.

I was like he had become someone else. Some carnal, sex-obsessed stud that had been hiding in my husband for all these years.  I know it’s the male that is supposed to fall asleep after, but this time it was me. I was spent and exhausted when he finished with me, and I just rolled over, curled up, and was gone. 

I woke up nine hours later on Sunday morning. Bill had breakfast on the table, coffee hot and the kids fed and out playing.  It was like I woke up in a different life, but everybody looked the same and had the same names.

*****

It was a few weeks before I could act on my newfound liberation.  The month had been impossible. Kids finishing up school, soccer finals, a play at church and Bill's work piled on a bunch of new programs to oversee.  But all that was over now, and I was enjoying the first pool party of the season.

The party was on its third phase. We had sun worshiped all afternoon and the way the men looked at my new bikini was a thrill.  I could not believe their stares. I was so wet that I had to keep going into the pool for a dip to camouflage how excited I was.   There were times when I was fucking flowing.

At dusk, the guys piled more food on the grill than we could possibly eat in a week, and we all chowed down.  Now it was evening, the sun was down, and a balmy breeze was flowing softly over the patio and pool area.  Some had gone inside to do some wine tasting.  Others were either scattered around the pool area sipping various cocktails or had called it a night. 

I was on the far side of the pool with my arms over the side.  My drink was within reach, and I was slowly working my way through some tropical concoction one of the guys had whipped up for me.  Tom Hodges could not keep his eyes off of me during the day and earlier in the afternoon I had given him a smoldering look and winked at him blatantly.  Then I turned and let him watch my ass swing as I walked away.

I had looked for him during the evening, but maybe he had gone home.  Suddenly he popped up beside me. “High,” he said.

“High yourself,” I answered.

“You're a bit of a tease,” he accused.

“I know. It's a phase I'm going through,” I answered in an even voice, looking straight ahead.  But inside my stomach was turning flip-flops. What I really wanted to do was turn to him and whisper “Wanna Fuck?.”  But I behaved myself and waited to see what move he would make.  I had permission to flirt with Tom. I was not sure I had permission to slide his cock between my legs.

“Doing anything else interesting in this phase?” he teased.

“Don't you wish?” I laughed.

That's when I felt a hand on my ass. Tom had slid his hand under the water and grabbed my left butt cheek.  God, it felt good. I looked around casually. No one was paying attention. We were just two people talking by the poolside and we were also back in the shadows. 

I turned to look at Tom. He had gorgeous eyes. Why had I never noticed that? Tom pulled his hand up and then plunged it down inside my suit. His fingers were spreading out, massaging my butt cheek and exploring my crack.  God, I was wet. There wasn't enough water in the entire pool to wash away how wet I was getting.

Our gaze was locked, and I could see the desire in his eyes, and I assume he could see the pleasure in mine.  “Find something you like?” I said.

“He grinned and ran his little finger up my ass crack.”

“You’re a kinky one, huh?”

“Can be. Turn around” he suggested.

I reached over, picked up my drink, and spun around. I leaned against the pool wall and sipped my drink looking nonnonchalant. Tom still faced the other direction, but his hands were inside my bikini panties.  He was slow and gentle. Exploring at his leisure. He had soft hands and I dreamed about them running over the rest of me.

My clit was already a hard little bud, and he rubbed it ever so gently.  I thought I would scream. Then he ran a finger up and down the tender flesh between my labia lips.  God that was exquisite. Tom sure knew what to do with his hands and he was just getting started.

It had been thirteen years since another man had touched me intimately and the thrill was much better than I remembered.  The last time had been some inexperienced college boy, but Tom really knew his stuff.  Lucky Rachel. No wonder she was always smiling.

I spread my legs when he went inside me and drew my knees up so that I could fuck his hand.  He put three fingers in and then four. He fluttered them and then curled them so that they scraped along the front of my vaginal wall.  Fuck he was a pro and I thrust my hips and climbed up his hand.  My cunt opened deliciously wide as I got to the bridge of his hand.

Oh, Fuck!” I whispered, stealing a glance in his direction.  He had turned toward me. Like we were just talking.

I looked around. No one was paying any attention. “Where's your wife?” I gasp because he was still pumping me.

“With the kids. She won't be back,” he answered.

My pussy was on fire, and I rocked my hips and fucked his hand and he pumped me like crazy.  “Oh God, I'm gonna cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop,” I whispered and then bit my lip to keep from screaming. 

He tried to start up again, but I turned my body and pushed his hand away.  “Give me a minute,” I begged.

We hung there quietly on the edge of the pool. The whole thing took about ten minutes. Nothing to raise any eyebrows. “Get me another drink,” I asked.

“Can't,” he said, his voice a little strained.

“Oh!”  I slid my hand under the water and felt the front of his trunks.  “Very nice,” I complimented as I traced my finger along its length. “Then I'll go get us both one,” I offered.

I was back in a few minutes with two of whatever I was drinking. I bent over to set down the drinks, giving Tom a treat to my minor league cleavage.  I wasn’t blessed with huge tatas, but I’ve been told that mine are perfectly shaped. It was low light, but as far as I leaned over, Tom might have glimpsed a nipple and that excited me.

I slid into the pool beside him keeping a respectable distance in case anyone was watching.  The water was a little deeper, I think Tom moved further into the shadow.  I turned and put my back to the pool wall and sipped my drink as casually as I would have if I was sitting in a deck chair.  But my real focus was the hand I had on Tom’s cock.

“Still hard, I see. Impressive.”

Tom grinned. I reached down further and curled my hand around his balls.  God, it had been a long time. I was flowing like a broken pipe. I wanted to use both hands. but I needed that drink as my cover. I rolled his balls around in my fingers.  “I'd like to suck on those,” I blurted.

“I'd like that too,” laughed Tom.

I went even deeper, I have long fingers, but I could not quite reach his asshole.  I teased the tender tissue in the channel close to it and he groaned.  Then I wrapped my fist around his shaft and worked it.  Fuck was he hard. I wanted that cock so badly. I put my drink down on the poolside and slipped my fingers below the water and into my panties.  I found Tom's already on the way, so I guided him in.  I jacked him and he jacked me and when I felt his goo flowing into my hand, he bore down on me, and I came again and could not help a couple of small whimpers.

I was flushed and l looked around in a panic.  We were cool, but I didn't want to push my luck.

“Meet me outside” Tom urged.

“Not tonight lover. But soon. Catch you later” I said as I moved away from Tom. I went over and took a seat on the deck and started talking to Jan Jefferson.  Just like nothing ever happened. But I kept glancing over at Tom and a big part of me was sorry I didn't take him up on his offer to go find a quiet spot and I don't remember a thing Jan said to me. 

Fifteen minutes later Tom finally hopped out of the pool.  I can't be sure, but it looked like he jacked himself again, after I left

*****

We only lived a few houses up, so Bill and I walked home. It was a nice night and we held hands. Haven't done that for a lot of years.

“You have a nice night?” Bill asked.

“I had a wonderful time” I replied.

“Sounds like something special.”

“Very special.”

“You gonna tell me about it?”

“Might be better to wait until we get home.”

“Ahhh” he exclaimed. “You were naughty again.”

“How naughty?”

“Very naughty” I laughed.

We had barely cleared the door when Bill pushed me against the wall and demanded the details.   We were crotch to crotch, and I could feel his dick was half hard already. I pushed my hips out a little to give him some pressure. “I let Tom touch me and put his fingers inside me,” I declared.

That was all it took. Instant rigidity. “Where? When?” he demanded.

“It was toward the end of the party. He and I were in the pool, and no one could see our hands beneath the water.  First, he put his hand on my ass.  Then he slid them down inside my panties and finger fucked me.  Actually, hand fucked me. I was that ready.”

Bill's fingers were inside me before I finished my answer.  Feeling, probing, rubbing. “You’re wet” he announced.

“Of course, I'm fucking wet,” I said. “I've been wet all night”

He was moving his fingers, squeezing my labia, rolling my tender lips between his fingers.  Then curling his fingers inside me, much like Tom had done.  “Like this?”

“Exactly like that,” I said, thrusting my hips and fucking his hand.

I reached behind my back and undid my top. “I love your tits. They are perfect,” said Bill.

“Then don't ignore them,” I said, squeezing one nipple. Bill shoved his fingers deeper and harder and faster and sucked one breast into his mouth. 

“Oh Fuck! I was getting close. I had suddenly become the cum queen. I thrust my hips to make him go deeper, then grabbed the back of his head and pushed his mouth harder against my breast as my third orgasm of the night crashed over me.

“Fuck you flooded me,” announced Bill.

I pushed my hand down Bill's bathing suit and wrapped my fingers around his cock. “Come fuck me in the bedroom and I'll tell you how I jacked him off,” I teased.

*****

The party was one Saturday, and Bill fucked me half the night.  He was a lion, and I could not get enough.  He was rock-hard and pounded into me with the vigor of a teenager. God, I wanted that cock. I can still feel it sliding in and out of me.  Did I think of Tom Hodges while Bill ravished me?  Of course. I imagined that hard rod of Tom's plunging in deep while those big balls of his slapped against my ass.  It just made me fuck all the harder.

I also thought of Joe Starret and that handsome druggist at the pharmacy. The tall one with the jet-black ponytail and blue eyes. I thought about them all fucking me.  Then suddenly in the middle of an orgasm, there was a flash of someone else.  Someone who was not on my fantasy list and why the fuck wasn't he?

I sometimes order from a specialty grocer, and they deliver.  The guy is absolutely gorgeous but way too young. Barely eighteen, he played tight end for the local high school but was graduating.  He had some childhood illness and was a year behind.  But he obviously recovered well. Tall, tanned, and almost 19, with long well-defined muscles and abs that will make any pussy twitch.  He likes to wear those half t-shirts that leave his washboard stomach exposed.  No flab there. Just tight muscular squares that flex gracefully when he moves. Why had he never been in my dreams?  He was hot, hot, hot. True male perfection and doesn't every high school boy dream about fucking a MILF.

I think Bill was winding down when my brain filled with visions of Mathew.  I was slowing myself, but then those rock-hard abs came into focus, and I thrust up at Bill with renewed passion.  Desperate to be fucked even harder.

“Fuck me like that stud of a grocery boy would,” I urged.  “He’d caught me half-dressed, and he couldn't control himself. Bending me over the kitchen counter and ripping off my panties.  I'd be super wet, and he'd stick his big hands up my cunt, jamming them in, pumping them at blinding speed until I beg him to fuck me with his cock.  He's a savage and I've never had it like that.  I can't help myself and I beg him fuck me harder, then he sticks his finger up my ass and I cum like never before.  Then grabbing my hair and pushing my mouth down over his cock, I gag and choke and he doesn't care, and I squeeze his balls and suck his cock until he empties himself again down my throat.”

Bill had never fucked me so hard, and I spread my legs as wide as possible and wrapped my legs around his back and pumped up and he plunged down, and when I came, I screamed and screamed and screamed, until Bill put a hand over my mouth so I wouldn't wake the kids.

We slept in Sunday morning, and I could barely walk when I crawled out of bed. My cunt was sore at the first step and the glories of the night flashed through my mind, a 'best of' rerun.  I almost came again from the power of the images.  But Bill had a plane to catch, and it was rush, rush, rush.

That afternoon I diddled myself a couple of times and spent Sunday night with my vibrator on high.  I was thinking about them all, Bill and Tom and Joe, and the UPS driver.  The tall relief driver on Tuesday, not the bald one.  But Mathew was front and center and in my reverie, I licked every inch of his magnificent body.

*****

Monday morning at nine o'clock sharp I placed a grocery order and told them to put a rush on it. Then I showered, doused my body with expensive perfume, and searched my underwear drawer for my sexiest panties.  Then I waited.

It was noon before the doorbell rang and I had already pumped my pussy twice.  It was wet and ready, and my labia were showing through the thin material.  I took a deep breath and went to the door.

Sometimes in life, things just work out the way you expect.  This morning it was my turn. Mathew stood there at my door smiling holding the bags dressed in a pair of jean shorts and a half t-shirt.  I am surprised that I didn't drip on the floor just standing there looking at him.

“Come in Mathew,” I said, turning to walk in front of him.  I was dressed for success. Sexual success. I had a sheer shirt on that was just long enough to cover my panties, but not much more.  I thought about four-inch heels, but that seem like one step too far.  So, I padded in front of him in my bare feet, letting my ass swing seductively.

I turned to face him as he put the sack down on the counter. His eyes had swept me up and down then he blushed a little because I caught him at it. 

“Sorry. You got here faster than I expected.  I just got out of the shower,” I informed in a matter-of-fact voice, but inside I was jumping and eager.  The blouse, more of a shirt, was thin and sheer and I was braless.  I knew he could look right through it. But just to make sure I had wetted the material around my nipples making it transparent and my headlights were beaming.

“Thanks, for putting a rush on this. I promise to give you a huge reward.”

“That's not necessary,” replied Mathew. He was trying not to look at me, but it was a losing battle.  His eyes kept sweeping over me.  Roaming eagerly.

“I insist.”

He couldn't leave until I paid the bill, so I took my time and stalled.  I crossed to the counter and picked out an item and crossed back and reached up to the top shelf and put it away. I knew that move would lift my shirt enough to show my orange panties.  They were sheer lace in the back, and I had pulled them halfway into my crack. 

When I turned back around his eyes were wide and I met his gaze and smiled.  While my back was to him, I had unfastened two buttons on my shirt and it was now open and showing the sides of my perky breasts.  He could not keep his eyes off of them.

I leaned against the opposite counter facing him. I smiled and let my eye wander up and down his tall frame, just like he had done to me.  Blonde hair, a little unruly. Handsome, if boyish face, dynamite blue eyes, and big, broad shoulders. His washboard abs were clearly exposed and a wonder to behold. His arms had muscles on his muscles. He was just what a horny girl would order for a fuck toy and I admired him blatantly. 

“It's alright that you were looking at me,” I said.  “It’s only natural. I like to be looked at. Makes me feel attractive.”

Mathew blushed.

“Mind if I look at you? Any of the girls tell you that you’re a hunk?”

“A couple,” he said slowly.

As Mathew watched as I undid the rest of my shirt buttons. I don't know where I found the courage. I am normally the mousy, shy one. But my carnal fires were in full flame, and I needed to be fucked hard.

The shirt fell open, exposing my sheer panties, a small patch of soft down showed through and I was sure I was wet enough so that the material clung to my labia, making a camel toe.  But the shirt was still hiding most of my tits.

“My husband is fucking some young bimbo,” I said.  Lying, but it fit the scenario.   Young men think it's erotic when older women say fuck and I could tell it had an effect on Mathew.  I kept watching his crotch and it had certainly grown since I opened the door.  Looked like it was getting painful in those tight confines.

“Do you think I've passed my prime?” I pulled my shirt back, exposing my breasts. They were small, but well-shaped, with tiny nipples that swelled and were pointed up.

“How about my breasts? Do you like them?”  I asked as I ran a hand over one and rolled the nipple between my finger and thumb.  “They are very sensitive.”

“They are perfect,” exclaimed Mathew. “I love the tan line. It’s sexy.”

“Well, aren’t you sweet,” I replied, closing the short distance between us and pressing up against him.  I put my hand right on his hardness and rubbed it up and down firmly.  The rest of my body flowed against him as I put my lips to his ear.  I kissed it gently, then teased it with my tongue for just a second.

“You make me so hot!” I whispered, making sure my warm breath went deep into his ear canal.  I felt him shudder and his cock pulsed. I pushed my hands further down and cupped his balls, massaging and rubbing them.

“Why don't you take those pants down,” I suggested, still talking softly into his ear.  “If you’re going to fuck me, we’ll need your cock out.” 

His fingers flew toward his buckle as if a herd of spiders had just it had just crawled up his pant leg.  In an instant, his cock was sticking straight out, and his shorts were around his ankles.  I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and started to stroke him lovingly.  It was a nice cock. Longer and thicker than Bills and I resisted the urge to just jump on. I was going to enjoy my dalliance and milk this stud for every drop of pleasure he had to deliver.

I ran my free hand across his abs. They were incredible and harder than his cock. My hand roamed up to his chest.  It was thick with more muscles and my pussy pulsed with excitement. I dropped his cock and pushed his t-shirt off. His build was massive, and I explored his chest and upper arms. The guy was made of stone.

I let my blouse fall off my shoulders and pressed my body against his like a teenager eager for her first taste of ecstasy.  I crushed my breasts against his chest and ground my crotch into his cock.  He bent toward me, and we kissed lovingly, a moment later I pushed my tongue in and let him know he had a woman in his arms, not a schoolgirl.

He finally moved his hands, and they cupped my ass. One big paw on each ass cheek. He pulled me closer, adding to the grinding and I writhed against him, while my tongue explored with more urgency.  The sexual heat between us popped and crackled like sparking electricity.  We were both closing in on a favored phantasy.  I was going to ride the cock of young Adonis and he was bagging a sexy MILF. 

He ran his hands up and down my back. They were warm and I could feel the need in them.  He pressed me tight against his body and I flowed into him, eager for him to own me, overwhelm me with his maleness, and his lust.

I flexed my hips and gyrated my pelvis. My pussy searched for his cock. Hungering for contact.

“Fuck me, fuck me,” I begged, my voice urgent and needy.  Then I raised my legs and wrapped them around his waist.  I could feel the head of his cock stabbing at my pussy, searching for my opening.  The panties were in the way.

“Push them aside! I want you inside me,” I pleaded, between French kisses.

He ripped them off, instead, the violence increased the carnal tension between us. Our mutual lust rose to a ferocious intensity that scared me a little. I wanted to be devoured, and I could feel his raw male power well up from within him as it overwhelmed me and enveloped me.  

“Oh, God!” I wanted this young stud.  My entire body screamed desperately for his primal maleness. I was going to fuck his cock dry!

“Oh Fuck!” I exclaimed. He stretched me when it went it. I felt his cockhead start to spread me, then that wonderful feeling of exquisite pleasure as he filled me much fuller than Bill.  Fuck it had been a long time since I rode a cock this size and felt a body this hard.  I was drunk on his masculinity, and I started slamming my box over his cock at a furious rate.  It was like an itch that wouldn't scratch. No matter how fast I slid along it or how deep I rammed it, I still wanted more.  I was chasing a climax that was always just out of reach.  It always felt like if I just moved my hips faster, or his shaft somehow penetrated deeper, then my release would come, and thank God, it finally did.

When Mathew let loose and shot me full of his young stud load.  Oh God, the force of that boy. It triggered another orgasm, and I gushed like a bucket being emptied.  My cunt pulsed and squeezed around his magnificent cock, milking out the last of its goo and begging it not to shrivel. 

I had forgotten that a longer dick meant longer pleasure per stroke and after my first climax, I calmed down and enjoyed the exquisite sensations that come only from a slow fuck on a long dick.  Mathew was incredible. He pumped me slowly, drawing out the bliss of his thickness stretching my opening and the rhapsody of its passage as its friction stimulated a million nerve endings.

*****

My little adventure with Mathew, while extremely satisfying, only served to ignite more hidden flames.  I loved riding a strange cock. Fucking was addictive and I wasn’t gonna stop. Tom Hodges, Joe Starret, and the ponytail guy were all on my list.  I was like a fighter pilot, searching for a target of opportunity. I shortened my skirts and upgraded my undies. I was determined that when I stripped down for a man or offered him a quick peek, he would be greeted with well-packaged goods.  God my pussy aches these days! Some days I feel like tattooing my inner thigh with an arrow that points toward my opening with the caption, “Put it Here!”.

*****..

If you liked this story, please try my other Novella and anthologies.

A review or rating would be appreciated if you think I am deserving. Thank You.
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