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Melting the Ice Queen

My name is Hillary Stone and until six months ago, I was a frigid wife and judgmental neighbor. 

I have always attracted more than my share of men, but most of them quickly lose interest.  I see them looking at me from afar, but my cool, aloof demeanor keeps most of them at bay. One noted exception is Chuck Thane.  He lives down the street and is the local bad boy. Tall, black, and powerfully built, with dashing good looks and a charming smile.  He flaunts social conventions and treats women like sex objects.  He ignores my standoffishness and is continuously making sexual advances and comments to me. 

I was a faithful wife for more than ten years of marriage.  I am the mother of three children and have performed my wifely duties when requested.  I seldom plead a headache, but I also rarely have an orgasm.  My husband, Jerry, is a gentle and considerate lover with an average-sized member, but no matter how hard he tries I can’t seem to get off. Not wanting to create a problem in my marriage I began to fake my orgasms.  Jerry would roll between my legs and fill me with his manhood and I would pant and sigh and when he came, I shook and gasped and all was well. 

That was my life until that son-of-bitch Chuck came up behind me at a barbeque and put his hands on my ass.  Within what seemed like seconds he was sliding his shaft up and down in my wet snatch and I was cuming like a teenage nympho.  All those years of frigidity vanished in a few powerful thrusts of his hard cock.  My cunt was soaking wet, my clit was throbbing, my nipples were about to burst and I was begging him not to stop.

I discovered that night that I loved danger sex and powerful men who take what they want.  My husband still cannot bring me off, but I have discovered that quick, sometimes brutal, sex from unexpected partners can leave me shaking with desire in just a few naughty minutes.

It was a night like many others.  The neighbors were getting together for a little suburban fun.  We had congregated around the Henderson’s pool.  Hamburgers and hot dogs were sizzling on the grill, the wine coolers were flowing and the talk was about kids, lawn care, golf scores, and the latest PTA agenda.

The main bathroom was busy so I had wandered down a darkened hallway to find an alternate.  Returning down that same deserted hallway I felt a hand out of the shadows touch my ass and then come up quickly behind me. 

“Oh God, you scared me” I exclaimed.

Before I could even react, he encircled me with his arms and pulled me close.  I could feel his hardness press against my butt crack.  One of his hands went to my breast, squeezing it firmly.  The other ran down my stomach and cupped my mound.  His fingers were fast, pulling up my dress while massaging between my legs.

I pulled at the hand on my breast, but a stronger hand pulled my arm behind me and pressed my fingers against the hard shaft of his manhood.

“Stop that Jerry, someone will see us” I demanded, but I did stroke his cock a little.  It throbbed and felt so needy.  That cock didn’t feel familiar and there was a musky smell in the air that certainly wasn’t Jerry and it excited me.  I was appalled, frightened, and aroused, all at the same time.

My dress was now bunched up and his fingers probed my vaginal area.  Pushing the silk of my panties into my opening.

“I am not Jerry,” came the response.  His voice was muffled because his lips were sucking on the side of my neck.

“Oh God,” I thought.  I should have jerked away, but I didn’t.  I was drawn to that stiff cock in my hand and the wonderful feelings radiating from my crotch and I continued to stroke him.  Some strange man had his hand up my cunt and for some reason that made me wet.  I never get wet this quickly.  In fact, I have a dryness problem, but I was beginning to flow like a river, well at least a small creek. 

Suddenly I was not rubbing against his pants.  Instead, my fingers were closing around the bare skin of a moderately large cock. It wasn’t a huge monster cock, but it was half again as big as Jerry’s.  It was slippery with pre-cum and my fingers glided eagerly over its bumps and ridges, filling me with lust.

Strong hands flipped me around and I was face to face with Chuck Thane. 

“What do you think you are doing?” I demanded as he pinned me against the wall and lifted me off the floor.   I am a tall woman, but Chuck was much taller. 

“Giving you what you need,” whispered Chuck.  He wisped up my skirt and put one hand high on each bare thigh and wrapped my legs around him as he held me up with his body pressure.  Somehow he hooked a finger into my panties and pulled them aside.

“No! No!” I shook my head violently.  “We can’t.  We can’t”, but I wasn’t at all sure that I meant it.

I had barely spit out the words when I felt his cock go in.  He held it at the entrance for just a moment.  Its tip warm, and insistent against my opening, then he slammed it in deep.

“Oh God” I gasp.  “Oh God” I cried clinging to his shoulders.  The feel of his cock spreading me, combined with his musk and the smell of sex that enveloped us, flooded me with a level of lust and desire that I had never experienced.

“Jesus you’re tight” he panted “I knew you would be.”

Chuck immediately started to assault me with strong, powerful thrusts that shook my whole body. He would lift me up with each stroke and hold me there, while gravity forced my body farther down over his shaft.  Nothing had ever been that deep into me.

By his third stroke, I was in heaven.  My juices were flowing and my body was lunging to meet his every move.  I had never felt such bliss and I wrapped my legs around his waist and rode him like the stud horse he was.

“You like that bitch?” he demanded.

“Oh God Yes.  Fuck Me.  Fuck Me Hard!” I urged.

“Take your tits out” he demanded.

I braced my back against the wall and quickly unbuttoned the front of my dress and unhooked the front of my bra.  I don’t have huge tits, but they match my slender body and they bounced free.

Chuck craned his neck to lick one nipple and I thought it was going to explode with pleasure.

We had only been going for a few short moments, but my cunt was so wet I could hear it slosh.  I started to moan and then I came and streamed.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh”.  It was unexpected.  I have cum maybe five times in my whole life and here I was riding this asshole’s cock at a public party and I let out a wail.

Chuck clamped a hand over my mouth and pounded me harder.

“Oh, God.  Oh, God.  Don’t stop” I mumbled into this hand.  I started to lick his hand and then nibble and then suck on it like it was a cock.  I threw my body at him. He was slamming his cock into me and I was jamming my cunt over his oncoming cock. I was going to explode again, but before I could come, Chuck gave me one great thrust and I felt his fluid shoot deep into my womb. 

He quit pumping, but held me there, pressed against the wall.  My cunt squeezed around his cock, milking it for a few last moments of pleasure, then he slipped out. 

“No you can’t stop yet,” I demanded.

“This was just a quickie baby.  I am late for my real date” he declared while he zipped himself up.

He left me there in the dark, his cum dripping down my leg.  I leaned back against the wall and took some long cleansing breaths.  My cunt was on fire.  I was a little past thirty, had over ten years of marriage under my belt, and just had my first real orgasm.  Chuck had left me hanging.  I was actually going to cum twice. I had trouble getting my head around that.  My hand wandered to my mound and rubbed my slit.  It was still soaking and my fingers went to work.

I was lost in lust!  My fingers were pumping in and out of my pussy and I must have been panting rather loudly, because when I opened my eyes for a moment there was a male figure standing next to me.  I don’t know how long he had been watching me.  The room was not totally dark, there was light coming from the bathroom just across the hall. 

Paul Gibbs was watching me.  Paul was a well-built guy and he enjoyed showing off his body in bikini brief swim trunks.  Tonight’s pair were especially tight.  I saw Paul watching me, but I could not stop.  I was chasing that orgasm, but it kept alluding me and drawing me deeper into my carnal frenzy.

Slowly, he moved close to me, pressing his body up against my side.  I could feel his hard cock against my hip.  He placed his fingers over mine.  They were larger than mine and spread my cunt wider.  I dropped my hand to my side and he began to thrust his fingers up into me.  My body responded and pressed into him and my moisture began to flow again.  My hand brushed against his cock and I rubbed it with the back of my fingers through the thin material, then plunged my hand into his swim trunks and wrapped my fist around his rock-hard shaft.

I heard him groan as my fingers made full contact.  It was a nice cock, bigger than Chuck’s.  Jesus, was everyone bigger than my husband?  I gave it a few strokes, it was slick with pre-cum, then I pulled it toward my entrance and pushed my cunt down over it.  I came almost immediately, but Paul was just getting started.  He rammed me hard against the wall a few strokes then pulled us to the floor.  The rug was soft and he rolled on top of me and began a series of long powerful lunges that had me moaning and writhing like a worm on a hook.  Paul’s cock was thicker than Chuck’s or Jerry’s and it stretched my cunt walls to a deliciously pleasurable degree.  Every thrust was intensely carnal and sent shards of ecstasy coursing through my body.

Paul pounded me furiously and whisper in my ear how incredible I was, and I was flinging my cunt against his incoming cock and chasing the orgasm that was just out of reach.  I felt Paul shift his weight and slide his hand under my ass cheek.  That excited me a little and the orgasm moved a little closer.  Then he fingered my asshole and inserted one digit a little past the entrance.  I tensed and shook.  I was about to say NO when I went off like a skyrocket.

I clung to Paul and buried my mouth in his chest as I muffled my scream.  “Holly Christ, that one curled my toes” I whispered. 

Paul was right behind me. He carried a huge load and it went deeper into me than anything ever had. 

I looked at Paul as he leaned up on one arm.  He was a handsome man, with strong, well-defined muscles.  I ran my fingers across his chest.

“I never figured you for this” he declared.

“I never figured me for it either” I agreed.

He massaged my breasts and rolled a nipple between his fingers.

“You have lovely breasts,” he said.

“Thank you” I fought the urge to cover them.

His hand dropped to my thigh and he ran his palm over my inner thigh and then cupped my mound.  My body jerked and I pushed his hand away.  I was soaking wet and intensely sensitive.

“Too sensitive,” I said.

I did not know what to do.  I should have been gathering my clothes and running out of there.  The old me would be blushing and wanting to die.  But I was lying there with a man I hardly knew, my legs spread and my tits hanging out.  Just that very thought made me even wetter.

“I know what you need” he declared.

“What?” I was leery of the answer.

“I’ll show you,” he said as he slipped between my legs and put his mouth on my wet cunt.

“Oh God No!”  I exclaimed.  My voice was too loud for the circumstance.  “I’m too sensitive.”

He put his weight on my legs and it held me down and spread them wider, then his mouth covered my cunt and slurped in my juices.  His tongue ran up and down the length of my slit and then pushed inside of me.  He was a master at his craft and I was soon moaning and urging him on.  I lay back and passed into some sort of lust-filled trance.  My cunt was tingling with intense pleasure as he went about his business and I ran my fingers through his hair and frequently pressed his head firmly into my cunt. 

“Holly Fuck” I whispered.  “Oh God Paul”

I came about six or seven times as he worked my pussy with his tongue and lips and sometimes he also used his fingers.  I was exhausted when he was done.  I felt like I should return the favor, but I was too tired and my cock sucking skills are almost nonexistent.

“We better get back” Paul finally said.  “Do you want to go first or should I?”

“You go,” I said.  “I’ll be out in a minute.  Thank You.”

I lay there in the semi-darkness for quite a while, then I put my tits back in and pushed my skirt down, and got to my feet.  I was a little wobbly on my feet and I steadied myself with the hallway wall. The party was in full swing.  I imagined that everyone was watching me, that I was flashing a sign on my forehead “WHORE”.  I saw Paul across the pool, he was laughing with several men. Was he telling them I was an easy mark and a hot piece of ass?  He looked toward me, but I averted my gaze.

I grabbed a wine cooler and ask my neighbor Fred if he had anything stronger.  He switched my drink for a Pina Colada and spiked it with a little extra rum.  I took a huge gulp. 

“Thanks” I gave him a half smile.  He looked into my eyes and I looked down, fearful of what he might discover.

“You look a little pale,” he said and sat me down in a lawn chair nearby. Pale, I thought. How could I be fucking pale, I should be bright red.  I leaned back and watched the party.  Some of the men were dressed in neighborhood casual and some were in their swimwear.  I noticed things that never registered before.  Some of those guys were in pretty good shape.  There were a few paunches, but there were also some flat abs and quite a few tight asses.  I found myself looking at crotches.  I had never let my eyes go there, but now I was looking for meat and I filed a few mental pictures away for God knows what reason.

Jeff Stanton came up to Fred’s makeshift bar to get his drink refreshed.  He was standing only a few feet away and my eyes were at cock level.  He wore bikini briefs and I could see his cock clearly outlined beneath the material.  He had a nice package and I actually wet my lips while staring at it.  God, what was happening to me?

Jeff took his drink and looked down at me. 

“Hillary, I did not see you there,” he said, smiling.  He squatted next to my chair and rested his hand on my leg.  It was a respectable touch and my legs were fully covered to my ankles by my dress, but his hand was inviting.  It was warm and male and my cunt started to flow.

“I don’t feel very well,” I said.

“Let me find Jerry for you,” he said and gave my thigh a little squeeze as he rose, followed by a soft pat.  It was all very concerned and neighborly, but my cunt was developing a new worldview.

“No No!” I replied.  “Let him be, I just need to rest a little.”

“Well OK, if you are sure” he answered.  “By the way Hillary, you look lovely tonight.”

“Thank you,” I said and this time I know I was blushing because, behind my sweet smile, I was thinking about sucking on that nice cock.

………………………………………………….

The rest of the party was a blur.  I ate a little and drank a lot.  When Jerry poured me into bed he wanted to play.  I could see he was already hard.

“So who got you so excited tonight,” I asked.  I had never asked a question like that.

“Where did that come from” he demanded.

“I just noticed you were a little excited,” I said, slurring my words quite a bit.

“Just you” I asserted.

“Your hard for your drunk wife?” I asked.

“You are acting a little strange” he observed.

He started to pull up my dress and I panicked.  Would he be able to tell?  My panties might still be wet?  Cum might be dripping down my leg?  My mind raced with solutions and explanations, but nature came to my rescue.  I rolled over and puked my guts out.

………………………………………………….

Sunday morning Jerry wanted to play.  Our sex was a little better, but mostly the same old thing.  I was prepared to explode for him.  I got wet a little faster than usual and I was actually eager to get his cock in my mouth, but it all fizzled. I acted my way through it and waited for it to be over.

I was quiet the rest of the weekend.  Jerry knew something was wrong, but I told him I was ill and he left me alone.  I tried to sort things out.   I had cum gloriously, several times.  It literally shook me to my core.  Why?  What was different from my marital bed?  Chuck Thane took me.  He did not care what I wanted.  Was it rape?  How did he know I would respond with such sexual hunger?  How did he know I wouldn’t shout out and have him dragged off in handcuffs?  Did he know something about me that I did not know about myself?

I had nothing but questions.  Paul Gibbs made me cum almost as hard as Chuck.  Was that just because he was second and I was already warmed up?  Paul’s cock was larger than Chuck’s or my husband's, but I came harder for Chuck, but more often for Paul.  I concluded that I really liked this sex thing.  Those feelings of immense pleasure dominated my thoughts.  I wanted more.  Maybe it was just Jerry.  But that did not fit either.  There was a time when Jerry excited me more than he does now.  There were a few times early on, when our relationship was young, that I thought I might lapse into ecstasy.  Maybe I just got tired of chasing an orgasm that never came?

I was mopping around when Jerry informed me he was going for a round of golf.  I just nodded.  After he left I realized I had the house to myself and I called my friend Marge Gibbs, Paul’s wife. Marge loved talking sex and she certainly knew Paul.  Maybe I could worm some answers out of her without giving myself away.

However, Paul answered and I froze.  I had not thought of that eventuality.

“A Hi Paul.  This is Hilly, can I speak to Marge?” I asked.  My voice quivering.

“Well, hello.  I have been thinking about you” he announced.

“Is Marge there?” I asked again, fighting the urge to hang up.

“She drove up to Langfield College with Jennifer.  Some mother-daughter thing.  Won’t be back until late tonight.  You are welcome to come over,” he said.

“No.  No,” click.  I was sweating and shaking. 

God, I was wet.  Just the mere invitation to play around and I was pumping moisture like an excited cheerleader.  I was wearing a full-length summer dress and I pulled up my skirt and inserted my fingers and stroked myself.  It was pleasurable, but no explosions.  I got up and searched around and found a hairbrush and used the curved pearl handle.  Same thing, pleasure but no climax, no matter how hard I pumped it in and out of my pussy.  I was feeling like a complete pervert, but I was driven by my desires.  I even took the head off of my electric toothbrush and stuffed it into my opening.  Not exactly ideal, but it did feel pretty good pressed against my clit.

I grabbed the sexiest pair of panties I had from my drawer and went out the back door.  The Gibb’s house is one street over and their backyard is right up against ours.  I slid through the hole in the fence the kids sometimes use and knocked on Paul’s backdoor.

“I need to talk to you,” I said. I was blushing like a virgin bride exposing herself for the first time.

“Well come in” Paul smiled.  He was a real charmer.

I took a seat on the couch and crossed my legs.  My dress was one of those that button up the front and I had unbuttoned it up to mid-thigh and down a few buttons on top.  I didn’t do it to seduce him, I did it because I was tired of being Miss Prim and Proper, but I also did not realize the impact it would have on him.  His eyes devoured me and I watched his cock stiffen in his shorts.

Paul was wearing a pair of running shorts and no T-shirt.  His arousal was apparent. 

“I was just going out for a run,” he said, his eyes darting between my cleavage and my exposed legs. 

“Can I have a drink?” I ask. “We need to talk about what happened.”

“Amaretto OK?.”

“Amaretto would be wonderful” I replied.

He handed me an Amaretto on the rocks. He came up behind me as I sat on the couch and lowered the drink to my hand.  I know he was looking down my dress and it excited me terribly.  I took a big gulp as he came around and leaned against the fireplace.  A perfect position from which to take in the view, so to speak.  Thank God he did not sit down next to me.

I don’t know what I wanted to happen.  I started over there because I wanted a cock in my snatch.  But then I started to think better of it as my desires cooled a little.  Now I was sitting alone, drinking with one of the only two men in the world that have made me really cum.  Part of me wanted to make it clear that Marge was my friend and that what we did, could never be mentioned again.  Another part of me wanted to spread my legs and show him how wet I was.  Something I suspected he already knew, judging from the way he was looking at me.

“So what do you want to talk about?” he asked.  The ice clinked in his drink as he swirled it.

“I don’t know how that happened,” I said.  “Nothing like that has ever happened to me.”

“I just caught you at a horny moment.  We all have them,” he consoled.

“You don’t understand.  I had just had sex with Chuck Thane,” I announced.

“Did he cum inside you? Paul’s eyes got a little wide.

“Yes,” I said. 

“So when I went down on you?”  his words hung in the air.

“You were both in there,” I said.

“Oh God” he groaned and downed his drink.

“I am sorry.  I should have warned you, but I was in a bit of a daze” I explained.

“That is a real surprise about Chuck.  I had the distinct impression you detest the man.”

“I do. I do.  He is a pig. He took me by force, but after he was in, I loved it.  He made me feel alive and wanted.  I never climax with my husband.  I fake it.  But you and Chuck made me want to scream and beg for more.  I don’t know what to do about it.  Jerry made love to me this morning and nothing.  He shot and I faked it, just like always.  You asked me over here and my panties got wet.  Oh, God.  I shouldn’t have told you that,” I said.

“So what do you want?” Paul asked. His voice was sincere, but his cock was pulsing in his pants.

“I don’t know.  I don’t want to destroy my marriage and my home, but I don’t want to live my life without sex.  It felt too incredible.  I always wondered what the big deal was.  I guess I was just doing it wrong.” I replied.

“Do you want me to make love to you again?” he asked.

I looked at Paul’s concerned face and his lean abs, brawny chest, muscular legs, and thick cock bulging in his shorts. It was an easy choice.  I uncrossed my legs and spread them wide enough to show my silk panties. 

“My husband makes love to me,” I said.  “I need you to fuck me!”  It was the first time that I could ever remember using that word and it hung in the air like a spear half thrown.  It made me hot just to say it and I could tell from Paul’s reaction it made him hot to hear it.

He crossed the room and started to go down on me, but I pulled his shorts down and sucked his cocked into my mouth like a greedy whore paid double to swallow. I massaged his balls and worked his shaft with my hand and devoured his cock head with my lips and mouth. 

“Teach me,” I said.  “I am not very good at this.”

Twenty minutes later I was pretty good and Paul had shown me how to slow him down and cut off his climax if we were not ready.  Toward the end, we switched positions.  Paul was on the couch and I was kneeling between his legs sucking his cock with my mouth, exploring his balls and butt crack with one hand, and diddling myself with the other.

Paul fucked me all afternoon and we talked a lot about sex and my feelings.  I did not get it all sorted out, but I was on the trail of discovering my sexual self.  I don’t know how many times I came.  It was a bunch.  It was good sex.  Not earth-shattering, but I was temporarily sated.  But something was missing.  I wanted just a little more.  There was an edge to the sex at the party the other night.  Two men taking advantage of an opportunity, with friends and neighbors nearby, totally unaware we were rutting just a few feet away.

…………………………………………..

Over the next few weeks, I began to explore my sexuality and change the way I presented myself.  It was a gradual makeover.  I was slowly feeling my way and reinventing myself.  I started with the small things.  The hidden things.  I traded in my granny undies for sexier fare.  Briefer, sheerer, with more lace.  I also purchased some sexier bras.  Ones with lace and see-through cups and push-ups help.  Not that I needed it, but what the hell?  My husband has nagged me for years to be sexier, so he was all for it.  When he saw me putting on nylons one morning and fastening my garter belt I thought he was going to blow in his pants.

In addition to the undies, I loosened a few buttons and had my skirts taken up an inch or two.  I even bought a skirt with a slit.    Suddenly my legs were on display and I was getting more attention than ever.  I could feel eyes on me as I walked through a room or sat in a chair.  It was thrilling to know I was making their cocks stiff.  It made me wet as hell.

I went through the next few weeks in a constant state of excitement.  My panties were wet and my nipples were hard and I wanted to fuck half the men I came into contact with.  However, I played it cool.  Except for displaying more skin, I was the same cold bitch.

There is one guy at work that never takes no for an answer.  No matter how much I reject him, he always comes back for more. I have heard the other girls talk about him.  To hear them tell it he is quite a stud with an above-average dick.  Boy did he get a surprise with the new me.  He peeked over my cubicle and asked if I wanted to go to lunch.  He just happened to hit a moment when my hormones were surging. 

I swung my chair around flashing my legs.  He went wild-eyed.  I pulled my skirt up a little further and said “That depends on how you feel about garter belts?”

I thought his eyes were going to pop out.  He just stood there staring.

“Oh. Cat got your tongue?  Then what is going to service this?” I pulled my skirt up even further, exposing my silk panties.  I ran a finger down my slit.  My panties were visibly wet.

I thought for a moment I had gone too far, that Mr. Stud was going to faint or freeze in his tracks.

………………………………………………..

The stud’s name was Don and he did have a big dick.  We ended up in a motel down the street and there was not much foreplay.  We were both ready to go, but he did insist on undressing me. You’d have thought I was a Christmas present he had been wanting for years.  He groaned as each piece came off.  His dick was the biggest than I had ever seen.  Thick and a good ten or eleven inches, with a slight curve at full mast.  He wanted to go down on me, but I wanted that cock. I let him take a few licks, then grabbed that monster and pulled him on top of me.

“Holly Christ” I was soaking wet, but I made him go easy and slide it in slowly.  I was not sure how deep it was going to go.  It scared me a little.  It was thicker than it looked and I thought he was going to rip me open.  I spread my legs wide to take it all in and raised my knees even with my shoulders and grabbed my thighs to hold my legs up and as far open as I could.

“Ohh Ohh Ohh” I started panting as he went in.  For a while, I did not know if I was feeling pleasure or pain.  It seemed to slide in forever, but I finally felt his balls press against my ass.  He paused for a moment and then started to move.  It was exquisite. Not a severe, overpowering wonton rush like with Chuck or even Paul, but a deep extended carnal sensation that coursed through my whole body with each stroke. 

I figured I must be tight as hell around his pole because my pussy was clinging to it desperately.  But he was fucking me, we weren’t fucking each other.  With Chuck and Paul, I was jamming my cunt over their cocks as furiously as they were pounding into me. But with this guy, I just laid back and let him pleasure me in long, sensuous strokes.  I came twice, and each time my cunt clamped around his shaft with a delicious intensity.

His cock was huge, but his staying power was short.  He shot without much notice and the old Hillary would not have even gotten close to cuming.  He was quicker on the trigger than my husband.  But he did carry a load to equal his cock and when I felt his hot cum flow deeper into me than anything ever had, I came again.

On the way back to the office he was a real chatterbox.  He obviously had a lot of fun and wanted to know if we could do it again.  I told him I would let him know and not to bother me about it.  If he came around begging it would blow any chance of a return bout.  He limped away like a wounded puppy.

What had I learned?  I definitely like big cocks.  Not enough to forego the smaller variety, in the hands of a proper swordsman, but huge dicks were definitely on my ‘to-do’ list. My orgasms were numerous, but not earth-shaking.  I could easily go a few more rounds.  On the satisfaction scale, our interlude was only so, so. The stud was mechanical.  No pizzas to his thrusts.  No animal hunger in him. There was no danger to the encounter and it was entirely consensual.  I gave the interlude a six on a scale of one to ten.  Despite his reputation, Don had pretty much just broken even with me.

……………………………………………………….

As I said previously, I had started to dress a little sexier.  My husband had always complained of my conservative wardrobe, so I decided to cut loose a little.  We went to a charity ball and I wore a white silk dress, tight in all the right places and slit to the top of my thigh.  Boy did I get a lot of attention and for once, I enjoyed it.  I bathed in it actually and all the male interest was a real turn-on. 

My husband hates dancing and said that he needed to work the room so I danced with a lot of different guys.  I checked out every one of them.  Pressing my pelvis in close and taking their measure.  I felt like a real whore and it was exhilarating.  I wanted to fuck them all. 

There was one man.  He was a few years older than our crowd with grey hair.  But looked distinguished and worldly.  I danced extra close with him.  He was a charmer and drew me in like it was the most natural thing to do.  He was a graceful dancer and we glided across the room.  I pressed my snatch against him and got a pleasant surprise.  Was he hiding a nice package under those pants?

I pressed my body in intimately, massaging his cock with a slow pressure of my pelvis.  He was rock hard and standing straight up in his pants.  I could have jumped on it if the material had not separated us.

I leaned back and gave him my most smoldering look, then leaned toward him and put my cheek on his cheek. “I want to feel your cock inside me” I whispered.  Boy, did that make him throb.

We danced toward an exit, dry humping at every step.  I hoped my husband was on the other side of the room, but I didn’t care.  I just wanted to get fucked.  We went out into the moonlight and found a dark alcove on the veranda. I bent slightly and slid off my panties, wadded them up, and handed them to him.  He held my white satin panties to his face and took a deep breath, all the time looking at me with his steel blue eyes and a mischievous grin.  Boy did I pick the right guy!  A big dick and a pervert to boot.  Just what the doctor ordered.

He was a good kisser with soft yielding lips and a tongue that danced insistently around mine.  My fingers went eagerly to his stiff rod, but he pushed my hand away and teased my opening with the head. It wasn’t huge, but it was sufficient, and when he slid into me it was like throwing oil on a fire.  The flames flowed through my body and I shook with longing.  My cunt latched on like an alcoholic hugging a drink.  Oh God his cock was just what I needed.  He slammed it in fast and pounded against me and I pounded right back.  It wasn’t as thick as I thought, but it was long and I savored every inch of its length as it slid rapidly up and down my canal, making me absolutely crazy with lust. 

He was a good cocks man and he held it back for a long time.  I came three times, each one more intense than the last.  I wanted to scream, but instead, I bit into his shoulder to muffle my moans.  The first time I came, he sensed it and grabbed my tits with one hand.  Frantically I wriggled my dress top down to give him access.  My nipples were about to burst.

He let go right after I came the third time.  I was just coming down and I felt my pussy spasm around his shaft, clinging to it like a rock climber desperate not to lose their grip.  I came again when I felt his fluid and he had a lot of it.  I thought it would never stop flowing and my pussy walls milked his shaft for every drop.

He kissed me torridly as we both came.  We were both shuttering and shaking and sucking each other’s tongues.  This guy really knew how to fuck.  He wasn’t as demanding as Chuck, but he sure knew what he was doing.

“Can I see you again?” he whispered as he pulled out.

“Let me think about it” I replied.  Later he found me on the dance floor and slipped his number into my hand.  I never called him, but I still have the number.

Later I found a guy packing some serious heat.  He was nowhere near as handsome or as dashing as the grey-haired man, but he sure had the goods.  I led him back to the alcove, jumped up on the stone half-wall, and spread my legs.

This was a great way to test out what was exciting me the most.  The naughtiness of the situation?  The thrill of fucking a complete stranger?  The excitement of doing it right under my husband’s nose?  Or the size of my partner’s cock?

I slid my arms around his neck romantically to draw his lips toward mine.   That’s when I lost control.  There was nothing gentlemanly or gentle about this guy, he was a brute.  He kissed me open mouth, forcing his tongue in right from the start.  His hands roamed all over me, urgent, demanding, rough.  Before I knew it my dress was down around my waist and my tits were swinging free.  He gobbled them into his mouth as his hands pushed my dress aside and trust three fingers inside of me.

It all happened so quickly and my pussy pulsed at the coarseness of the encounter.  I was so wet I could hear his fingers slosh as he moved his hands with amazing speed.  I shook violently when I came and he had to put his hand over my mouth to silence me.  

“Take it out” he growled and I obeyed, literally clawing at this zipper and then wrapping my hand around his shaft.  Oh God! I was right.  It felt bigger than Don’s and was as hard as a steel rod.  I tried to guide it in, I ached for it, but he grabbed my hair and forced me to my knees.  I opened my mouth eagerly and sucked in as much of it as I could. 

I still had not gotten the deep throat thing down, but I got my mouth around half of it and he fucked my face viciously.  He did not give me any warning and suddenly my mouth overflowed with his hot load.  I tried to swallow, but it came too fast and there was too much.  I choked and coughed and sputtered on all fours like a beaten dog.  He gave me a minute then pulled me back to clean him off, then pushed me down under his crotch and made me suck his balls.

I figured he was done, but when I swirled my tongue over his balls and closed my lips around them his dick roared back to life.  He was a big guy and used my body like a fuck toy.  Moving me around like a pleasure doll, putting me in this position and that.  I don’t know how long he fucked me, but I was cuming like crazy. I thought for a minute I would pass out from the pleasure.  It was so fucking intense. 

I got the sense someone was watching from the shadows, but I did not care.  It just excited me more.   Oh God, am I an exhibitionist too? The asshole had a lot of staying power and he fucked me sitting on the garden wall, then flipped me around and did me doggy style, bent over the stone half wall.

When he was done he said, “You are one hot bimbo.”

I waited a long time in the dark, before returning to the ballroom and headed straight for the lady’s room.  I was hoping I didn’t run into my husband or anyone else I knew.  I had cum in my hair and God knows where else. My lipstick must look like I had just sucked every guy in the room.

…………………………………….

This was nuts.  Everyone could make me cum except my husband.  I had a couple of nice powerful orgasms with grey hair, but the jerk with the big cock left me shaking and quivering like I had just been tased with a quadrillion volts.

What were the common denominators?  A big dig always made me cum, but that alone was not my kink.  Clandestine sex always made me cum.  Sex with a total stranger always made me cum.  It was obvious I liked danger sex.  It was also obvious, that the rougher I was treated and the less attention my partner paid to my needs, the better I liked it.  I did not like my conclusions.  They went against everything I believed, but I could not deny my body. 

…………………………………………………..

Two months later I called Chuck Thane and told him I would like to see him.  Jerry was on a business trip and I didn’t have the courage to go into the lion’s den, so I invited him to stop over after work.  He didn’t ask for a reason and I didn’t offer one.

I had barely walked through the door and put down my purse when the doorbell rang.  It was Chuck and he waltzed in before I could ask. 

“What is so important that you wanted to see me?

I sat on the couch and motioned to a chair on the opposite side of the coffee table.  I had on my sexiest skirt and I showed a lot of leg as I sat down.  He refused to sit. 

“Jesus you are beautiful,” he said.  “I guess you want some more, you fucking tease,” he said approaching me.  He stood over me. “You liked what we did last time.  I knew you would.”

“How?” I asked.  “Tell me how.”

“Spread your legs.  I want to see what I have been missing,” he demanded.

“Tell me first,” I countered.  Uncrossing my legs and clamping them shut.

“Do it and I will tell you,” he offered.

I spread my legs.

“Wider,” he urged.

I spread them wider.  I could feel the silk stretching across my mound.

“Now touch it,” Chuck ordered.  “Slip your fingers inside.”

“Tell me first” I countered.  I was dying to touch myself.  My pussy was aching.

“I cannot explain it.  I get a feeling about some women.  Most of them that hate me the most are really fighting themselves.  Way down deep, they want to be taken.  It excites them, but they don’t want to know they have a dark, kinky side.” He explained.

“You were sure enough to risk a rape charge,” I said

“Yep” answered Chuck.  “Now get your hand moving.”

I did as instructed.  I was soaking wet, just like the last time, only this time I was eager for it.  I knew what was coming and I wanted to be ravished.

I pushed my hand deep into my snatch pleasuring myself.  Chuck grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth to his crotch as he dropped his pants.  I should have known, he was commando style.  His cock was sticking straight out and he pushed my mouth down over it.

I used all my new tricks and pulled my hands out of my snatch to explore his thighs and balls and butt.  I even stuck my fingers in his asshole.  That was a first for me.  He liked it and I pushed in one finger to the hilt while I sucked his cock and stroked his balls.  When he came he burst in my mouth with no warning.  I slurped some of it down, but much of it spilled out over my lips and face.  I loved the smell and taste of his cock.  I don’t think he had showered and it just made it that much more exciting.  It was raw sex and I could not get enough of it. His cock pulsed in my mouth, urging me on.  He pulled me up and pushed me to my knees in front of him. 

He pulled off my sweater and tossed it across the room.  Then he reached out and ripped my bra off of me.  My tits jutted out.  “Rub my cock between them and suck me off at the same time” he ordered and I did as commanded.

It was my first titty fuck and it surprised me how much it turned me on.  Having his cock slide back and forth between my cleavage, so hard, its ridges rubbing against the soft skin of each breast. It was a pleasure I had never imagined. 

Chuck had no compassion for me.  He held my head down and forced his cock into my mouth.  But it just made me more excited.  I eagerly tasted the head briefly at the top of each stroke, so salty and slick.  Sliding into my mouth so naturally, teased briefly by my tongue.  I must have been doing it right because Chuck was moaning and praising me.

The sperm landed partially in my mouth and partially on my tits.  After he shot he threw me down on the couch.  I started to take my panties off, but he grabbed the crotch of my panties with his strong hands and ripped it open, then he pushed my legs apart.  His cock was still stiff and he rammed it into me with more force than I had ever experienced.   

“Oh Jesus” I moaned.  “Fuck me hard” I begged.

Chuck grabbed my throat and squeezed.  Not hard enough to kill me, but enough to take some of my breath away.  He squeezed my throat and rode me with a ferocity that scared me.  My body ached for his cock.  I thrust up to meet him to pull him deeper into me.  Holly Christ, I was on fire.  I could barely breathe and when I came I exploded and convulsed.  I needed air and gasped, but Chuck was still pounding me and did not seem to care about my distress.  I panted through his last strokes, still trying to thrust up to meet him, then he came suddenly and let go.

He pulled out quickly and left me on the verge of another big one.  “God damn!” I exclaimed.

Suddenly he was on the couch kneeling on my right.  He reached his arm around my head and grabbed my throat on the left side and thrust his tongue into my mouth.  His kisses were deep and powerful and none too gentle.  My mouth met his urgently. Hungrily. His cock was bobbing up and down next to my side and I grabbed it and stroked it needingly.  Chuck pushed my legs apart and stuffed his right hand up my pussy.  He used all his fingers and shoved them all the way in.

He pumped his hand furiously.  In and out and in and out.  Jesus, it felt better than his cock.  We swapped tongues and I moaned into his mouth.  His mouth dominated mine and I thrust against his pumping fingers like they were life itself.  I came about three times during his domination. I kept convulsing and he kept pumping his hand at an incredible speed.

Chuck’s tongue was down my throat when I felt another pair of hands on my legs.  I jerked, but he held me firmly with the hand around my neck.  Another man stood in front of me.  He was nude and powerfully built like Chuck.  He had blonde hair and piercing blue eyes and the biggest cock I had ever seen. 

“No!  No!” I protested.  Shaking my head violently and trying to get up.  Chuck held me down.  “No Chuck, please.  Not two of you,” I pleaded.

“Easy Doll” Chuck soothed.  He is just going to help you out a little.  I bucked my hips frantically to escape, but they were much stronger than I was.  He knelt between my legs and ran his hands up and down my inner thighs.  He pushed them almost to my opening, but stopped short.  Teasingly, he massaged my inner thighs and then pushed a hand inside me with no warning.  He pushed my thighs apart with great strength and put his mouth on my wet opening.  I screamed and came when his lips touched my labia.  It was a big one.  I convulsed against his mouth as his tongue went to work.

Chuck was still holding my neck and still kissing me with a ton of tongue.  When he did not have his tongue in my mouth I was screaming and moaning.  “Oh, God.  Oh, God.”

Chuck had moved his hands to my breasts and he sure knew just how to excite them.  He alternated between each one and paid special attention to my nipples, which I thought were going to burst.  He squeezed my nipples until I cried out, I don’t know whether it was pain or pleasure.  Mixed signals were flying through my body. Then he put his mouth on them and suck them halfway down his throat.  I felt like they were going to explode.  Both tits were tingling and pulsing, begging for more attention.

When the other guy pushed his cock into me, I thought the world was ending.  It was huge.  Thankfully, he went in slow, letting me adjust to his size.  “Jesus God” I cried.  Intense pleasure coursed through me.  It was incredible.    I wanted it all.  I wanted my cunt to swallow it.  I wanted it to stretch my pussy walls and spread that pleasure all up and down the whole length of my love canal.  I wanted those incredible sensations along every inch of my vaginal wall.  “Oh, God.  Give me all of it.”

“Oh Please.  Oh, God.  Don’t stop!  Push it all in.  All of it.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.”

I lost all sense of self-worth.  I wanted that cock. At that moment, that is all I wanted from life.  Just one more inch of that fabulous cock and then one more inch and then one more.  I thought it would never be entirely in.  He poured it into me like an uncoiling snake.  Oh fuck.  It was amazing.  Every inch of my cunt was screaming with desire.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me” I begged, whimpering.

When he pushed it all the way in, he left it a moment letting my cunt adjust.

I jammed my hips at him and yelled “Fuck me you God damn tease.”

That got him started.  I almost passed out when he moved it the first time.  My whole body trembled and shook and my pussy walls quivered around his girth.

“God she’s squeezing it with her cunt” the man said.  “The bitch loves it.”

“Quit talking and fuck me” I demanded.

I don’t know how long he fucked me.  He rammed it in and out of me and I thought that his cock was my whole reason for being.  If I had a knife I would have chopped it off and kept it.  I threw my head back against the couch and my eyes glassed over.  The pleasure was almost intolerable. At some point, Chuck positioned himself to stick his cock into my mouth and I did my best to service him, but my main focus was on that marvelous thick snake sliding in and out of me.

I don’t know how many times I came.  I lost count and I may have lost consciousness for a while.  I don’t remember Chuck coming in my mouth.  I don’t think he did, because he was still hard a few minutes later.  However, there was no mistaking when the big guy cut loose.  I felt his hot sperm go deep into me.  Deeper than I thought I could feel things, then his cock pulsed as it emptied itself.  Every time it throbbed inside me, pleasure rippled along my cunt walls the entire length of his cock.  I came twice just while he was blowing his load and collapsed whimpering as he withdrew.  Even shriveled it stimulated my cunt walls and they flinched around it as if to catch it and hold it inside.

The guy with the meat sat in a chair, his nude butt on my fancy satin cushion, and watched.  Chuck gave me no rest and flipped me like a rag doll.  I ended up leaning over the end of the couch, my butt toward Chuck.  I felt his fingers go up my ass hole.

“No” I shouted “I am done.  I can’t take anymore.”

Chuck ignored me and I felt his hands rub something smooth on my cunt lips and over my ass crack.  Then I jerked as his finger worked their way into my ass.

“Oh, God.  Oh God,” I moaned and collapsed in a series of shudders as I came again.  Chuck gave me a minute to recover and eased his cock into my ass hole.  I thought I was going to split open and when he hit his limit I screamed loud enough to shake the house.  Chuck had a long cock, not a terribly thick one, but longer than average, and when he started to pump me I thought I would die of pleasure.  I was so sexually keyed that every spot on my body seemed erogenous. Chuck leaned forward and massaged my tits and fucked his cock up and down my ass channel and I came for him just like he knew I would. 

I looked over and the stud was stroking his cock and getting it ready again.  That was when Chuck took his hands off my tits and slid them down my body and pushed them into my pussy.  His fingers were now running up my cunt channel and his cock was moving in and out of my ass, with nothing but a thin membrane between them.  I went crazy wild and screamed and fucked so hard, that meat man had to come over and cover my mouth.  Otherwise, some neighbor would have surely called the cops.

I couldn’t take much of that and neither could Chuck.  He came quickly and slipped out and I rolled onto the couch and collapsed. 

I heard Chuck say “I’m spent, man.  You want her again?”

“I want him again” I heard myself say.  Astonished at my eagerness.

He sat on the couch and I got him as hard as I could with my hands and mouth.  Not that much of that monster would fit in my mouth.  Then I straddled him and lowered myself onto him.  I was surprised how easy he was to take the second time and I rode that cock for at least another ten minutes while he played with my breasts and Frenched me like an expert. A rough expert.

At first, I climbed that pole like a mad woman, moaning and gasping with every stroke and enjoying its full length.  However, toward the end, I was exhausted and so was the guy with the monster cock.  His thrusts were slowing and he wasn’t giving me all this length.  But the stretch was still there and tired as I was, that still felt wonderful.  When he shot into me and started to recede, it was thick enough and long enough that I got a few extra strokes in and one last orgasm before the fun was over.

I lay on my living room floor nude, motionless, and soaked in cum and sex juice.  I heard someone say “We’ll be back” and then the front door closed and I was alone.

…………………………………………………

My conclusions were unsettling and something I would have to learn to live with.  I am a degenerate and I will have to keep that dark part of me carefully hidden.  I like sex with strangers.   I crave danger sex more and I like it even better win I am taken by forceful men who want only to use me for their own pleasure.  I can have a satisfying climax with men who know how to excite me and care enough about my sexual fulfillment to concentrate on my needs, but these orgasms are tame compared to the deep soul rocking ones from the takers.  The men that do not feel the need to woo me.  They do not waste their time on romance or flirty banter.  They simply grab my hair and pull my mouth to their groins or bend me over a desk or a Harley and tear off my panties before ramming their thick cocks into my wet, waiting cunt. 

These are the times that I shake uncontrollably with an overpowering sexual release.  The times my cunt throbs for more and my mouth begs them not to stop.  These are the times when I gladly take more than one cock.  I will take as many as I need to exhaust myself.  That is my payback to these brutes. How I punish them for my own depravity. They are man enough to get me started, but not man enough to finish with me.  They always needed their buddies to help.

It took a while to adjust my life to my new sexual realities.  I did not want to give up my husband and family.  It worked for me outside the marriage bed.  One day at a neighborhood party Jeff Stanton followed me into the bathroom, ready to take what he wanted.  The word was evidently getting around that Hilly had a hot box and all a guy had to do was touch it to win the prize. 

When Jeff put his hands on my breasts, it brought that familiar rush in my groin and the cock pulsing in his pants felt like just what I needed.  It took all the willpower I had to push him off with a firm “No!”  Jeff’s problem was that he was a nice guy.  If he had been a tad more aggressive, I would have surrendered quickly and eagerly offered up every orifice for his personal pleasure. 

I had to get control of my life and live by some rules that kept my family intact and my snatch well serviced.  It was like I was two different people, with very different and conflicting needs.  But the solution was simpler than I ever imagined.

I am a good card player.  It’s just the way my mind works.  It keeps track of things and I can remember every card played.  In college, I cleaned up in poker games and was always on the lookout for a new table of suckers.  If I had not been such a prude and been willing to tease the other players by displaying my feminine wears, I could have tripled my winnings.  Nothing takes a guy’s mind off his cards quicker than making his dick swell.

Chuck Thane hosted a poker game every Wednesday night.   The regulars were mostly construction guys and yes, I fucked them all.  One of the best nights of my life.

The rules were simple.  I joined the game as often as possible.  None of the players could be from the neighborhood.  I would leave the house in a sweatshirt and jeans, looking as frumpy as I could.  Chuck kept a wardrobe for me and I changed before sitting in on the game.  In the first hour, we played straight poker and I always did well. 

At the start of the second hour, everyone anteed $40 bucks and I anteed with my panties.  As the round proceeded, I bet my clothes and they bet cash.  I took the pot and led the top hand into the bedroom or later over to the couch so the rest could watch. 

It is a perfect solution. My husband got his wife back and Chuck got his whore.  I always take home plenty of cash, as well as a cunt full of juice.  My family life is stable and my libido is under control.   Even if I do have to sneak through the back fence periodically to get a big cock fix from Paul. 

Someday, I may write about the first poker game that started it all.  It was fucking wild!

*****..

If you enjoyed this story, please try the other novella in the Driven by Desire series.
Reviews are always appreciated.  Thank You.

You may also like the Jack Straw Adult Noir Adventures.  Patterned after the thrillers of the 1950s, they offer a unique read, sprinkled with plenty of spice.  The full series is available at Amazon.com.
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