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 Naughty MILF Gamer







"Honey? Have you seen my black leather belt? The one with the gold buckle?"

Anne stepped out of the bathroom. She was freshly showered, her damp body naked beneath a silk bathrobe.

"Have you checked in the closet?" she said.

"The closet?" said Samuel. "Why would it be in there?"

Anne watched as her husband went to the walk-in closet of their bedroom and began rummaging through the suits hanging inside.

"Honestly, Anne," Samuel said. "I've asked you before not to hang my belt in here. I prefer it on top of the dresser where I can find it."

Anne followed her husband into the closet. His back was turned to her and she slipped her arms around his waist.

"How about a quickie before you go?" she purred into his ear.

Samuel gently pried her hands from around his waist.

"I'd love to, hon, but I'm running late for my flight."

Anne slid her hands down to her husband's groin. She began tugging at the zipper of his slacks.

"Your flight leaves in four hours," Anne said. "It'll only take you forty-five minutes to get to the airport. An hour at most, if there's traffic."

Samuel put his hands over hers, holding them still.

"I don't have time, hon."


You never have time
 , Anne thought. For me, at least.


Anne let the robe slip from her shoulders. When Samuel turned around, he found his wife naked and on her knees.

"Anne," he said, exasperated.

Anne ignored his reluctance and took him by the hips, pulling him towards her. With a defeated sigh, Samuel stood still as she opened his slacks and pulled them down along with the briefs he was wearing.

"I'm your wife," Anne said. "Let me send you off with a smile."

Anne leaned forward and took his flaccid penis in her mouth. She sucked him in, working her tongue over the soft meat of his cock.

Samuel let out a soft groan as he began to stiffen. He rested his hands lightly on her wet hair, stroking the top of her head as she worked his cock.

"Mmm," he said. "That does feel good."

"Told you," Anne whispered. Sucking her lips tightly around his shaft, she began bobbing her head up and down. Samuel's cock was slender and she could push her face all the way to his balls without gagging. Samuel liked it when she did that, taking his whole length inside her mouth.

After a couple of minutes, Anne could feel that Samuel was getting close. She sped up her strokes, humming loudly, making her mouth vibrate.

"Oh, that feels so good. Suck me, babe."

Samuel was lightly gripping the back of Anne's head, guiding her as he bucked his hips forward.

Anne looked up, hoping to see Samuel's eyes staring down at her, taking in the sight of his cock buried in her mouth. Instead, he was staring into the space above her, his eyes unfocused.

Anne returned her attention to his cock, working it faster, sucking it harder.

"I'm cumming," Samuel groaned. "I'm cumming, Karen. I'm cumming! Oh, god!"

Anne's head froze.


Karen?


She held her head perfectly still as Samuel squirted his semen into her mouth. It was thin and salty and bitter, like slimy tears. Normally, Anne would swallow his load. Swallowing was something she thought good wives should always do, and she considered herself a good wife. This time, she let it fill her mouth.


Karen?


As Samuel's last squirt splashed against the back of her tongue, Anne pulled her mouth from his cock and pretended to cough, sending a spray of semen and saliva splattering all over the slacks pooled around Samuel's ankles.

"Oh, god damn it!" Samuel yelled. "My fucking pants! Jesus, Anne!"

"Sorry, love." She smiled up at him.

"Now I'll have to change. And my flight! God damn it!"

Anne got up from her knees, wiping her chin. She picked up her robe and left Samuel to rage in the closet as he searched for another pair of pants to wear. She went to the bathroom and washed her mouth out. She looked at herself in the mirror.


Twenty-two years of marriage. More than half my life.


Outside the bathroom, she could hear Samuel snapping his suitcase shut. He stomped out of their bedroom and down the stairs, slamming the front door behind him as he left the house.


He didn't even say, Goodbye.


Anne slumped on the toilet, her head resting in her hands. She wanted to cry, but the tears would not come.


Karen?


The signs had been mounting for the past two years. Their marriage had always been a stable relationship-- comfortable, sedate, no major problems to concern her. They had raised their son well and he had grown up to be a steady, gentle young man. Anne had a nice house and drove a nice car and had lots of nice things, everything the storybooks said would make her a happy woman.

It wasn't enough. There was something wild inside of Anne, something that hungered to be set free. Caged up and tied down, it gnawed on Anne through all the quiet hours of her day. In her heart, Anne knew that she would never be truly fulfilled with the life she had, she knew that she needed to be more than just a wife, more than just a mother. But Anne was afraid of that wild thing inside her-- the power of it, primal and howling, terrified her. So Anne kept it buried deep, trying her best to ignore it as she cared for everyone else.

As the years had passed, Anne had gradually come to accept that her marriage to Samuel was the best she could expect out of life. She had all the material comforts she could want, she had a stable husband, she had a child she was proud of. What more could she ask for? It seemed ungrateful to want more.

Then things changed.

Ever since their son had left for college, Samuel had been staying later and later at the office. It was as if he couldn't stand being alone in the house with his own wife.

"It comes with my promotion," Samuel had told Anne. "More responsibility means longer hours."

That may have been true, but it didn't explain the times Samuel had come home with alcohol on his breath and the faint scent of perfume on his clothes, perfume that Anne didn't recognize as her own.

Then there was their sex life, if you could call a quick hump once a month any kind of sex life. Samuel had never been a passionate man, his career consuming most of his attention. Still, he had been much more eager to make love when they had first gotten married. His lust for her body had been real. After the birth of their son, however, it had slowly dwindled. Anne had rationalized that their newborn kept the two of them too busy for sex, but as time had passed and their child got older, Samuel's original desire for her had never returned. Now, after twenty-two years as husband and wife, their sex life had shrunk away almost to nothing.

Anne knew it wasn't because she was unattractive. She was forty-two and still had a good figure. Sure, the years had left her with a tiny bit of a tummy and her breasts weren't as high as they used to be, but Anne still drew admiring looks when she went out. Despite her best efforts to spice things up in the bedroom, Anne had seen the way Samuel looked at her when she tried to get him interested. His eyes slid over her body as if he wasn't seeing it all.

The hardest part was that Anne loved sex. She loved sex a lot. Sometimes it scared her how much she loved to fuck. Not make love, but dirty, sweaty, pull-my-hair fucking. She loved losing herself in animalistic pleasure, all thoughts driven from her mind, her lust utterly consuming her. Since turning forty, Anne's libido had only increased, her need for sex growing more voracious with each day. She wanted it constantly, she couldn't stop aching for a hard cock deep inside her. Samuel should have been thanking his lucky stars to have a wife like her.

But all those late nights? The mysterious "business" trips? Samuel's lack of interest in his own wife?

Anne wasn't stupid. Today had just confirmed what she had long suspected.


Karen?


At least now, she knew her name.





***





Dark Lord Greinok gave a final howl of agony and collapsed into a smoldering heap of ashes. The ground shook. From the heavens, trumpets blared.

"Well done!" Erik screamed. "Way to go, team!"

Anne cheered along with the rest of her guildmates. The ten of them had just run through The Caverns of Twisted Death in record time.

Anne was seated in front of the desktop computer in her spare bedroom, a headset clamped over her ears. She was still wearing the silk robe she had on when Samuel left. For the last three hours, Anne had been playing Broken Halberd, an online role-playing game where teams of players fought side by side against hordes of evil monsters bent on destroying the fantasy world of Artisa.

After Samuel's unwitting confession, being in-game, playing with people who respected and relied upon her, was a welcome distraction for Anne. She grinned as she listened to her team excitedly going over the run they had just made. Statistics were being shared, compliments handed out.

"That area effect almost killed us!"

"Doubled up on chain lightning!"

"I can't believe we didn't wipe that one time!"

"Great job on the buffs!"

"Nice tanking, Erik!" Anne said, admiringly. 


Erik was their guild's leader. Anne had been a part of The SilverStorm Guild for almost six months, playing the role of the guild's healer. In that time, Erik had proven himself to be an excellent leader, pushing his guildmates to constantly improve. Since Anne had first come aboard, The SilverStorm Guild had climbed into the top 300 guilds worldwide.

"Thanks, Brendienna!" Erik said, calling Anne by her character's name. "Good job on the heals. Can you stay on a bit to chat? There are some things I want to run over with you."

"Sure," Anne replied.


It's not like I have much else to do.


"Excellent. Okay, guildies. Same time Tuesday, right? The Dead Keep of Balgard awaits!"

The other guildmates signed off one by one until Anne and Erik were alone on the guild's voice channel.

"What's up, Erik?"

Anne really liked Erik. Besides being such a good leader, he was also a charismatic guy who encouraged his guildmates to excel. Anne had been part of several other guilds before joining The SilverStorm Guild. Most other guild leaders were either incompetent or complete control freaks, bossing around their guildmates like wanna-be dictators. Finding a guild leader like Erik, one who led by example, was firm but fair, and who treated his guildmates with respect, had been utterly refreshing. Anne especially liked that Erik always had classical music playing in the background when he gamed. She had discovered that they shared a love of Bach.

"Thank you for staying on, Anne. I just wanted to go over the flash heals you were spamming."

Anne frowned. "Were they not quick enough?"

"No, they were great. Those macros you're using are terrific. The thing is, when we're in a melee, I think that--"

Anne heard the sound of someone knocking on a door. She looked around, thinking for a moment that someone was at her bedroom door, before realizing the sound was coming from Erik's end.

"Damn it," Erik said. "They're early. Gotta go, Anne. I'll talk to you Tuesday."

"Okay," Anne said. She had decided to play solo for a little while longer before heading to bed for an early night.


Don't think I'll get much sleep anyways.


Anne heard the thunk of Erik's headset being set down. She waited for the chime that indicated Erik had left the voice channel, but it didn't come. Instead, she heard the faint strains of Bach.


He forgot to log off.


Anne was about to quit the voice channel herself when she heard the sound of female laughter from Erik's end. Curious, she turned up the volume. She heard footsteps getting closer, people coming into the room where Erik's computer was set up.

"Brenda wanted to meet you," said a woman's voice. She sounded young.

"You did?" Anne recognized Erik's voice, but he sounded very different than when he was on the game. His tone and cadence had slowed, deepened.

"She wanted to see if what I've been telling her about you is true," said the female voice.

"Yeah," said another, presumably Brenda's.

"What has Pam been telling you?" said Erik.

"You know what," said Pam.

"I want to hear it from Brenda," said Erik.

Both girls giggled.

"Pam told me," said Brenda, "that you have a really big cock."

Anne sucked in a breath.


I should really log off, now. This is private, I shouldn't be listening.


Anne moved her mouse to the Disconnect button. Her finger was on the mouse, but she didn't click it. Biting her lip, feeling guilty but also excited, Anne turned up the volume.

"Been telling stories, Pam?" Erik said. "Naughty girl."

"Can I see it?" said Brenda.

A silence. Anne strained to hear what was going on.

"I only take it out to piss or to fuck," said Erik.


Wow, he is really different off the game.


"So," Erik continued, "if I show you my cock, it means I'm gonna fuck you with it. Unless you prefer the first option. Not really my thing, but I'm willing to accommodate you."

"You're kind of an asshole," said Brenda. Even through the headset, Anne could hear the quiver in her voice.

"Leave then. I didn't ask you over here and I'm not forcing you to stay."

"Come on, Brenda," said Pam. "You know you want to."

A long silence unspooled. Anne panicked, thinking she had been cut off somehow. She checked the channel onscreen. Still connected.

"Okay," Brenda finally said.

"Take off your clothes."

"I thought--"

"I said, 'If I show you my cock, I'm gonna fuck you with it.' I don't like to wait, Brenda. So take off your clothes."

"Here," said Pam. "I'll get naked with you."

"You want some, too, Pam?" said Erik.

"Always, daddy. Come on, Brenda. We'll do him together."


Oh my god. I can't believe what I'm hearing.


Anne's breath was shallow, her heart thudding in her chest. She could hear the two girls giggling and whispering to each other, the sound of zippers being undone, shoes being pulled off.

"Okay?" said Brenda.

"Turn around," said Erik. "Let me get a good look."

"There. Now show me that thing."

Anne could hear the rustling of fabric. She pressed her headset tightly against her ears, straining to catch as much as she could.

She heard Brenda gasp.

"Oh. My. God."

"Go ahead," said Erik. "You can touch it."

"Wow," said Brenda "That's…"

"It gets bigger when he's hard," said Pam. "Suck him, or I'm going to."

"Let Brenda," Erik said. "She wants to make me hard. I can see it in her eyes."

Anne heard the sound of knees dropping to the floor.

"That's right," said Erik. "Take as much in as you can, Brenda. That's a good girl. Suck it, lick the head."

Anne listened to Brenda's muffled slurps. She imagined the girl kneeling, servicing an enormous cock with her mouth, both hands gripping the thick shaft.

Leaning back in her chair, Brenda slid her fingers between her legs. Her pussy was wet. Dipping her fingers into her juices, Anne moistened her clit and began rubbing slow circles around it.

"Mmmm mmmm mmmm," Brenda moaned.

Anne lifted her fingers to her mouth, licking off the juices before returning it back between her legs. She loved the taste of her pussy.

"On the bed," said Erik. "Spread your legs, naughty girl."

"Kiss her," said Pam. "Ooh, suck her tits. She's loving it."

Anne listened to Brenda's soft gasps.

"Condom," said Erik.

"Here," said Pam. "Let me put it on. God, you're so huge, Erik. So fucking thick. Shit, it's hard to get this on you. There. All wrapped tight. Put it in her, Erik. I want to see her stretch."

"Slow," Brenda begged. She took a deep breath. "Okay, okay, okay. God, that thing… Just… just… OH SHIT!"

"Stretch her, Erik," Pam urged. "Stretch that tight pussy."

"FUCK FUCK FUCK!" Brenda groaned.

Erik laughed. "You are
 a dirty little slut, aren't you, Brenda? Aren't you?"

"Yes!"

"Say it. Say, I'm a dirty little slut."

"I'm a dirty little slut!"

"Yes, you are, Brenda. Such a dirty little slut."

Anne could hear flesh slapping hard against flesh, the creak of bedsprings. Brenda was almost screaming, her cries a mix of pain and pleasure. Anne's hand sped up on her clit.


He's really pounding the hell out of her
 !

Erik snickered. "This is for you came for, isn't it, Brenda? To get fucked? Like the dirty little slut you are?"

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!"

It didn't take long for Brenda to hit the edge.

"I'm cumming, oh shit, I'm cumming," she gasped.

"Cum all over that big cock, Brenda," said Pam. "You look so hot right now, I want to eat you up."

Brenda let out a shriek, one that rose and fell and rose again before gradually trailing off into ragged panting.

"My turn," said Pam.

"I'm not done with her," said Erik.


He doesn't even sound winded.


"Wait then," said Pam. "Let me get on the bed. Brenda can eat my pussy while you fuck her from behind."

Shuffling, bedsprings creaking, whispered instructions.

"Lick me, Brenda," said Pam. "Do I taste good?"

"Mmm."

"Keep licking. I've been wanting you since you first moved into the dorm. Lick that wet pussy."

"Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. OH SHIT!"

"Keep licking, baby," Pam said. "Suck my clit while you get nailed. Everything I told you about him is true, isn't it? Your pussy's never had so much, has it? Never been so full? Oooh, God. So fucking hot. I want to come all over that sweet face."

Anne could hear Erik hammering into Brenda, the hard smack as his hips slapping against her ass.

"That looks so fucking hot," Pam moaned. "Keep licking, Brenda."

"I… I can't. I'm cumming."

Anne heard Erik speeding up. It sounded like someone clapping their hands as fast as they could.

Brenda went silent. Anne imagined the girl holding her breath as her body went rigid.


She's cumming so hard right now.


With a sudden explosive exhale, Brenda cried out, high and keening, her cries interrupted only by her desperate gasping for air. Then she was panting, moaning gibberish. It almost sounded like she was sobbing.


Sobbing with pleasure. I'm jealous.


Anne slipped her fingers into her pussy. She was getting close to her own orgasm.

"My turn," Pam demanded.

"Say please," Erik said.

"Please, daddy."

"Say, Fuck my slut cunt."

"Fuck my slut cunt, daddy."

The bedsprings creaked.

"Ooh, daddy. Get that big cock wet. Oh yes, oh yes. Push it in, daddy, push it in. Like that. Yeah, like that. AHHH FUCK! GOD DAMN IT!"

Pam cursed and hissed like a cat as Erik fucked her. Anne grinned.


She's loving it so much.


"I'm cumming, baby! Don't fucking stop, don't fucking stop!"

Anne timed the strokes of her hand to the rhythm of the bedsprings creaking. She could feel the muscles in her thighs tightening. Sweat glistened on her forehead. Her whole body was tingling.

"…ooo god…"

Pam's cries suddenly turned into a tiny whisper that Anne could barely make out over the sound of Pam wildly thrashing on Erik's bed, her contortions making the bedsprings sing. Anne's own orgasm was so close.

Then she heard Erik groaning and knew he was cumming deep inside Pam.

Anne's orgasm hit hard. Her back arched and she threw her head back, every muscle in her body clenching as waves of pleasure washed through her, her ears filled with Erik's ragged breath, Pam's moans mixing with her own.

Anne collapsed back into her chair, her body limp.

For a long time afterward, there was nothing but the sound of breathing and the soft strains of a Bach cello suite. Anne imagined Erik and Pam and Brenda lying together in bed, exhausted.


God, I wish I was there right now.


Anne clapped her hand over her mouth to keep from giggling.

"Right," Erik said. "You both need to go. I have to study."

"Just a little longer, daddy," said Pam.

"I got some pot," said Brenda. "After a fuck like that, I need to get high."

"Cut the shit, you two."

Anne could hear the bedsprings creak as Erik got up. Footsteps, the sound of pants being stepped into. Erik was getting dressed.

"Out," he said. "I got stuff to do."

Those last words came through Anne's headset loudly, as if Erik were close to the computer. Stabbing at her keyboard, Anne logged off the voice channel. Falling back heavily into her chair, she let out a deep sigh.

"Wow," Anne said, as she sucked her glistening fingers.





***





The next two days passed in a blur. Anne's son called from college, talking about how his classes were going, which professors he liked and which he didn't. Anne listened to him and responded supportively, but her mind was on other things.


Erik.


Samuel called too, pretending that he was bored at the conference, that his day was as dull as dirt. Anne could hear music in the background, festive beach music, as if he were calling her from a poolside lounge. Samuel tried to sound regretful but Anne cut the conversation short. Listening to him lying was too tedious to bear.

The rest of the time she spent playing the game. Killing monsters and finding treasure helped release the nervous energy that was building up inside her.

Anne had replayed the things she had heard over and over again in her mind. The girls, Pam and Brenda. The way Erik had talked to them, the tone he had taken with them, the way he told them what to do. It was like the way he led the guild when they were in-game, only much rougher, much coarser, much more commanding. And dirty. So fucking dirty. It was a side to Erik she never knew existed, one that drew Anne in like a flame draws a moth. She couldn't stop thinking about him.


I don't even know what he looks like. Or what his last name is. Or even how old he is.


The guild was first and foremost about the game. Personal details were treated like irrelevancies. Anne knew little about the actual people behind the online characters. She knew next to nothing about Erik, and he was the leader of the guild.

Anne ran through the things she did
 know about Erik.

The guild was local, so he was nearby. He lived in a dorm, which meant he was a college student. Pam and Brenda must have been students, too. So Erik must be at the U., which was less than an hour away from her house.

What else?


He has a big cock, and he knows how to use it.


Yes. That, too.

Anne shivered, a delicious feeling running through her.


He must be around the same age as my son. Am I really obsessing about a kid half my age?


Anne knew it was wrong. Even if her husband was cheating on her, she was still married. It was wrong to want another man, especially one so much younger. She needed to be sensible, needed to act like the mature woman she was.


The way he fucked those two girls.


Anne shook her head. She had been a good mother, a good wife. She had given twenty-two years of her life to her son and her husband. Now her boy was at college and Samuel was in the arms of another woman.

Wasn't it time to look after her own needs?





***





An army of skeletons blocked the front of the bridge. They shuffled mindlessly about, their rusted weapons clutched in their bony fists.

"Okay," said Erik. "Here we go. Clear and hold. Stay tight."


I'm nice and tight, oh yes I am.


Anne grinned. Ever since she had listened to Erik fucking those two girls, her mind had gone as dirty as a thirteen-year-old boy's.

Erik was back to the Erik she knew-- calm, decisive, encouraging. The same Erik she had come to admire since joining the guild. But Anne knew what Erik sounded like when his cock was hard. She knew how he was when he was ready to fuck. It was like she had a dirty little secret, one that made her tingle every time she heard his voice.

Anne readied her fingers over her keyboard.

"Here we go," Erik said.

The battle began.

"Getting swarmed, ramping up aggro."

"Buffing fire resist."

"Flaming storm incoming!"

"Keep it up, they're burning good."

"Second wave!"

A horde of slavering ghouls came charging over the bridge.

"Switch to shadow magic," Erik said.

"Done."

"Heals?"

"I'm ready for you, Erik," Anne said. She didn't bother to keep the lust from her voice, not caring what her other guildmates might be thinking.

"Uh, right," said Erik. "Ranged damage?"

"Knocked and locked," said Shootz2Kill, the guild's Archer. He sounded deeply amused.

"Right. Don't let these guys bunch us up. Spread wide."


Spread wide.


Anne fought down her giggles.

"Coming now!" Erik called out.


Oh my.


Anne grinned as her hands flew over the keyboard. She kept an eye on her guildmates' health levels, casting her spells to keep everyone alive and in the fight. Erik's character was taking serious damage. Anne could see his life-points getting dangerously low.

"Anne?" said Erik. "I need you."

"I know," she said, hitting him with a Major Heal spell.

"Thank you, Anne. Stay icy, everyone!"

As the last ghoul dissolved into a puddle of goo, a roar echoed through Anne's headset. Looming at the far end of the bridge was Balgard, Demon Lord of The Dead Keep.

"Everyone ready?" Erik asked.

Anne was ready. She had been ready for days.

"Let's do it!"

Erik's character, a literal knight in shining armor, charged headlong at the Demon Lord Balgard.

The fight was long and hard. Several of her guildmates fell, Anne reviving them almost as soon as their bodies hit the ground. Anne lost herself in the battle, her mind focused on slinging spells, watching health levels, firing off the occasional white magic hex to counter Balgard's dark magic curses.

"Almost there!" Erik shouted.

The Demon Lord Balgard was on his knees, but he had a final trick to play.

"Here comes the explosion!" Erik called out. "Get ready for it!"

Anne cast a final shielding spell on her guildies before ducking behind one of the fallen pillars that littered the bridge. The explosion of the Demon Lord made her headset rumble. A ghastly silence settled over the battlefield.

Anne checked her party's health bars. Everyone had survived.

They had vanquished the Demon Lord.

"Yes!" Erik shouted.

"Woo woo!"

"Fuck yeah!"

"Down goes Balgard!"

Anne leaned back in her chair, smiling as she listened to her guildmates cheering wildly. Her hands were cramping and her forehead was glistening with sweat, but the feeling of triumph was amazing.

"Whew," she sighed.

"Good job, guildies," Erik said. "That should move us up a rank or two. Now go enjoy the rest of your night. Sunday we tackle The Kerran Ghostlands."


Do it.


"Erik?" Anne said. Excitement was coursing through her and she struggled to keep her voice from trembling. "Can you stay on voice? I need to talk to you."

"Sure," he said.

They said their good nights to their other guildmates as each logged off the voice channel.

"Before I go, anything you guys want to share?" said Shootz2Kill. Anne could hear the smirk in his voice.

"I… I just want to go over some game stuff with Erik," Anne stuttered.

"Oh, sure," Shootz2Kill laughed.

"Out," said Erik. "We'll see you Sunday night."


There it is. That voice again.


"Got it, boss. Gonna go grind some in-game loot. Have fun you two."

Shootz2Kill quit the channel, still laughing.

"What's up, Anne?"

"It's about the other night. When we took down Greinok."

"That was a good run. I forgot to finish telling you about the melee stuff, didn't I? So the thing about that is--"

"No," said Anne. "It's not that."

"Oh? What then?"

"Your visitors. Pam and Brenda? You forgot to log off the voice channel when they came over."

"I did?"

"Yes. I… uh, I listened. To what you did. With them."

A long silence unfurled. Anne could feel her stomach clenching.

"What did you hear?"

"Everything," she whispered.

"That wasn't very nice of you. That was my private business."

"I know."

"So. You want to apologize?"

Erik's voice had gone back to the way it had been when the two girls came over. Deeper. Rougher. Almost menacing.

Anne shivered.

"I'll apologize if you want."

"I do."

"I apologize."

"Good."

"But I'm not sorry."

Another silence. Anne could hear Erik's slow, steady breathing.

"Listening to you with those girls," Anne said. "I can't stop thinking about it. I can't stop thinking about you."

"What do you want, Anne?"

"I… I want to get to know you better. Maybe meet you. In real life."

"Get to know me? Meet me? That's all?"


He's teasing me.


"And more," Anne said. "I want more."

"Then say it."

"I want you…"

"Want me to what?"

"I want you to fuck me," Anne whispered. "Like you fucked Pam and Brenda."

Anne held her breath. Her heart was pounding. She could hardly believe what she had just said.

Erik cleared his throat.

"I don't think so," he said.

Anne's heart dropped into her stomach.

"Why not?" she asked.

"I don't fool around with guildmates. We have a good team and I don't want to mess with it. Most people aren't mature enough to handle that kind of stuff."


Mature? He was questioning my fucking maturity?


"I think I can handle it," Anne almost snarled. "I'm forty-two years old."

"You're forty-two?"

"Yes, I am."

"Bullshit."

Anne laughed bitterly. "You want to see my ID? I haven't been carded in a while, but I could probably find it somewhere."


This is great, just really great. Now I'll have to find a new guild, maybe even join a new server or, screw it, I'll just find a new game to play, maybe one of those farming games my friends are always inviting me to join. I really blew it with this one.


Erik sighed, long and deep.

"I love older women," he said.

Anne froze. "You do?"

"I do," Erik said. "There's something about a well-used pussy I can't resist. Are you married, Anne?"

"Yes."

"Kids?"

"One. My son. He's at college."

"A married mom, then."

"I… I guess."

Another long silence.

"Do you have Skype, Anne?"

"I don't know."

"It's for making video calls. Get it. I'm messaging you my username on in-game chat right now. Add me to your contacts."

"Okay."

"I'll get in touch with you tomorrow. Eight o'clock."

"Okay."

"And Anne? You better not be lying to me."

"I'm not."

"Then I'll see you tomorrow."

Anne heard a chime in her headset. Erik had logged off. She slowly exhaled. Her hands were shaking.


What have I gotten myself into?







***






The screen flashed and there was a squawk of static from the computer's speakers before the video frame solidified.

Erik appeared on Anne's screen.

"Hi, Anne."

Anne stared at the handsome face looking back at her.


He's so young.


"Erik," she said.

He had blue eyes and jet black hair. Full, sensual lips. A small scar ran through his right eyebrow. Stubble darkened his jawline. Behind him, Anne could make out a typical college dorm room-- a narrow bed, a small fridge, a few posters on the wall. A radio sat on a small shelf above the bed. Anne could hear Bach playing softly in the background.

"How old are you?" Anne asked.

Erik smirked. "Twenty. Can't even buy my own booze."


My son is older than Erik.


"You don't look forty-two," Erik said.

"Thanks."

"I'd never have guessed from your voice or the way you play. I had you pegged for someone my age."

"I hope you're not disappointed."

Erik arched one of his eyebrows.

"We'll see," he said. "Where's your hubby at?"

"Away on business."

"Convenient. Now, take that blouse off."

Anne bit her lip.


This is going too fast.


Anne was wearing a low cut white blouse and a plaid skirt. She had agonized all day over what to wear, trying on several different outfits before settling on something that was sexy without being too overt.

"Anne? Take your blouse off. Now."


I wanted this. I wanted this so badly. Now it's here, it's real. Do I still want it?


She did.

Taking a deep, steadying breath, Anne began to undo the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes on the screen, watching Erik watch her as she shrugged out of the blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra.

Anne wanted to cover herself, suddenly aware that she was exposing herself to a man who was not her husband, a boy she had known only as a voice until just now. Erik seemed to be enjoying her discomfort, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.


I want this. I need this.


Anne put her arms down at her sides, clutching the arms of her chair. She could see herself in a small window at the bottom corner of her screen. She was blushing furiously.

"You have big nipples," Erik said. "Did you breastfeed your son?"

"I did."

"Lucky boy. Make them hard for me."

Anne took her nipples and began rolling them between her fingers. They stiffened immediately.

"That's nice. Lick your fingers, Anne. Get those big nipples wet."

Anne licked her fingers and rubbed her saliva on her nipples.

Erik was watching her intently, his eyes narrowed with pleasure.


How does a twenty year old get like this? So in control?


It was something Anne wanted to find out, but later. For now, it felt so good to let someone else take charge. Even if he was half her age.

"Now I want you to lean forward so your face is close to the camera."

Anne put her hands on the desk and leaned towards the monitor. The little green light at the top of the monitor told her where the camera was located.

"Good girl. Your face is nice and close. Keep your eyes on the camera. I want you looking at me, not at your screen."

"Okay," Anne said.

"Open your mouth."

Anne opened her mouth.

"Wider, Anne. As wide as you can go. I want to see the back of your throat."

Feeling foolish but also incredibly turned on, Anne opened her mouth wide like she was yawning. Her tongue pulled back into her throat. It was hard to breathe. Her eyes watered with strain.

"I want to fuck that throat so badly," Erik said.

Anne imagined a thick cock pressing against the back of her throat, gagging her. She could feel her pussy getting wet.

"That's enough for now. You can close."

Anne closed her mouth, sucking in a deep breath and swallowing the saliva that had pooled in her mouth.

"Stay close to the screen, Anne. Hold your finger up. Show me how you suck a cock."

Anne held her index finger up and began tracing it with the tip of her tongue.

"Keep you eyes on the camera, Anne."

Anne stared at the little green light as she took her finger in her mouth, sliding it in and out.

"Use two fingers."

Anne added her middle finger to her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

"Push deep, Anne. As far as you can go."

Anne pushed her fingers deep into her mouth, going as far back as she could until she gagged.

"Keep sucking."

Anne stuck her fingers back in her mouth, rapidly sliding them in and out, her eyes fixed on the small green light.

"You look so fucking hot right now, Anne."

She smiled up at the camera.

"Stand up now. Keep sucking your fingers."

She stood.

"Take off that skirt."

The skirt was fastened with a single button. She undid it and the skirt slipped down to her ankles. Anne stepped out of them, kicking them off to the side. She wasn't wearing panties.

"Touch your pussy. Keep sucking your fingers."

Anne reached her other hand down between her legs. She ran her fingers through her pubic hair, luxuriating in the coarse thatch, searching for her hard clit.

On screen, Erik was stripping off his shirt. His chest was smooth and rippled with muscles. Anne ached to reach out, to reach through the screen and run her hands over his hard pecs.

"Mmm," Anne moaned around her fingers.

Erik stood up, showing off his washboard abs. He unbuckled his belt and pushed down his jeans. He also wasn't wearing underwear.

Anne's eyes widened as Erik's cock sprang out of his pants. His cock was huge, jutting directly at her on screen. He had length, yes, but it was his thickness that shocked Anne.


I'd stretch so tight around that thing.


Erik took his cock in his hands and began stroking himself.

"Sit down," he said. "Put you feet up on the desk and spread your legs."

Anne sat back down on the edge of her chair. She lifted her legs and planted her feet on the desk, the edges pressing into the soles of her feet. Her legs were spread painfully wide.

"Play with yourself."


 
 Eagerly, Anne reached down and began fingering her wet pussy. Her computer screen was filled with the image of Erik's lower belly, his hand stroking his thick cock.

Anne rubbed her clit hard, fast. She dipped lower, stroking her lips, slipping her fingers deep into her dripping cunt.

"I want to fuck that pussy so bad, Anne. Nice married pussy, well used and ready for me. I want to go deep inside you."

Erik's hand was pumping rapidly up and down his cock.

"Do you want my cock, Anne?"

"Yes," she moaned.

"Say it."

"I want your cock," Anne moaned. "I want you inside me."

Anne could feel her orgasm building. Erik's hand was moving so rapidly, it was a blur.

"I'm gonna cum, Erik," she gasped.

"Do it," he groaned. "Cum for me, baby."

Anne threw her head back, the tendons of her neck rigid and straining as her orgasm ripped through her. Her legs drummed on the desk as she clenched and released and clenched again, incredible pleasure rippling through her whole body.

Erik sucked in a breath and held it, his abs heaving as thick cum spurted from the head of his huge cock.


I want that hot cum in my pussy. I want him to fill me up.


"Oooh," Anne moaned. Her chest was heaving, her thighs twitching.

Sighing, Erik sat back down. He was grinning at her.

"Pretty good for an older gal."

"That was nice," Anne said.

"You're welcome," he teased. "So?"

"So, what?"

"When can you bring that sweet pussy to my dorm?"





***





Sarah drove the University the next day. Traffic was snarled and she moved at a crawl. Anne could feel the impatience rising inside her, mixing uneasily with the excitement churning her stomach.


I'm driving an hour from home to meet a boy younger than my own son. To fuck. In his dorm room. I feel like such a slut.


Anne giggled. It felt good to be slutty.

She slipped her hand under her skirt, massaging her aching pussy. A semi truck pulled alongside her and the truck driver blew his air horn. Anne looked up to see him leering down at her. She gave him a wink as she pulled away.

It felt really
 good to be slutty.

As she drove past the stately brick buildings of the University, however, Anne could feel a little self-doubt worming it's way into her. Was she really going to do this? She was a married woman and he was so young. Erik acted like a mature man, but he was still just a boy.


Erik's twice the man that Samuel is.


But Samuel was her husband. The father of her child.


Samuel is with another woman. I don't owe him a thing. I need to get fucked. Hard.


Anne nodded her head, feeling resolute.

"I need to get fucked," she said to herself.

She pulled into the dorm parking lot. Erik was waiting for her at the back of the lot, right where he told her he'd be.

When she stepped out of her car, Erik took Anne in his arms and kissed her deeply. He was taller than she had thought, standing a good 6'3". He towered over her.

"Anne," he said, as he ran his hands up and down her back.

"Hi," Anne said. She glanced around nervously, embarrassed by what passersby might think seeing her kissing such a young man.

Erik didn't seem to care. Putting his arm around her waist like she was his longtime girlfriend, he led her through the lot towards the dorm. It was a large cinderblock building, several stories high and ugly as sin. Typical student housing.

Erik and Anne didn't speak as they walked. Anne could feel the tension in Erik's body as he pressed her close to him. His hand was on her ass, gently kneading her cheeks.


God, he wants me so badly. I can feel his lust just walking beside him.


They rode an elevator to the third floor. There was a narrow hallway lined with doors. Anne could hear the sounds of dorm life as they passed through-- loud music, muffled laughter, an argument between two roommates. The place smelled old, years of ramen meals and the reek of cheap marijuana mixing with the chemical stench of industrial paint and harsh cleaners. It reminded her so much of her own time living in a dorm. She had loved living on campus, but it had only been for a couple of years. When she got with Samuel, they had moved to an apartment off-campus. She had been so happy then, a young woman newly married, the rest of her life spread out before her, the baby in her belly growing day by day.

Now, twenty-two years later, she was back in a dorm. Not as a student, but as a mature woman, a married woman and a mother, heading for the room of a boy she barely knew, her pussy aching to get fucked by him.

It was absolutely thrilling.

They turned a corner into another hallway. The overhead light was weak and the hallway dim. Sitting in front of one of the doors was a slim blonde girl. She had headphones on and a mobile in her hand, her head nodding to the beat of music only she could hear. She turned when she saw them coming, her smile at Erik's arrival turning into a frown when she saw Anne by his side.

Gathering herself, the blonde stood up and took her headphones off. She smiled brightly at the two of them.

"Pam," Erik said. "What are you doing here?"

Erik pulled Anne closer, his hand low on her ass.

"Just wanted to visit," said Pam. "Is this your mom?"


You little bitch.


Anne put on her best condescending smile but she could feel dread building in the pit of her stomach, weighing it down like a stone. Pam was very pretty, her long blonde hair sweeping back from a heart-shaped face, bright blue eyes, full lips. She was slim and had perky tits that strained against the tight T-shirt she was wearing. Her shorts were cut high, showing off tanned legs.


And she's young. Very young. Any man would want her. Do I really think I measure up against a kid like her?


Erik cocked his head, eyeing the girl in front of him.

"Not right now, Pam. I've got other plans."

Anne felt a lifting feeling in her chest. She didn't bother hiding the smirk on her face.

"With her?" Pam scoffed. "Seriously?"

"Seriously," said Erik. He let go of Anne and stepped around the seething girl, sliding his key into the door behind her and swinging it open.

Pam was staring daggers at Anne. Anne kept smirking, enjoying the girl's anger.


He wants me, little girl. Me. Run along, now.


Erik reached around Pam and took Anne by the arm, guiding her into his room.

As the door swung shut, Pam suddenly stuck her foot in the doorway, blocking it.

"We could share," she said to Erik. "I'm not into oldies, but I can make an exception."

Erik firmly nudged her foot out with his own.

"Not this time," he said. "She's all mine."

Erik swung the door shut in the girl's incredulous face. When he turned around, Anne swept into his arms.

"Thank you," she whispered into his ear.

Erik chuckled. "Don't thank me yet. I'm gonna fuck you so hard, you'll be walking funny when you leave. Like I said, I love a well-used pussy. And I'm gonna use that pussy, Anne. I'm gonna use it hard."

He pressed his mouth to hers, his tongue probing deeply. Anne kissed him back, reveling in the passion radiating off of him. Erik undid her blouse, popping a few buttons in his eagerness to get at her. Like the day before, Anne was not wearing any underwear.

Erik ran his hands over her breasts, roughly pinching her nipples. Anne moaned softly as she pulled Erik's shirt over his head, pressing herself tight against his hard, ridged chest, her arms around him, running her hands down his sinewy back.

"Ooh," she sighed as Erik leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue, biting it with his teeth.

Hooking his thumbs into her skirt, Erik roughly tugged it down. He gave her a hard slap on her ass, making Anne squeal. As she stepped out of her skirt, she could feel Erik's hand groping her wet pussy. He was fingering her hard, jabbing his finger deeply into her then sliding out to pinch her clit.

"Ahh." Anne's moan was low and throaty. She loved the way he was being so aggressive. Samuel had always treated her like a China doll, afraid to break her. Being handled roughly made her feel so aroused.

Erik grabbed her by the ribcage and lifted her up. Anne wrapped her legs around him as he carried her to his narrow bed as easily as he would have carried a child. Feeling how strong he was compared to her, how easily he shifted her body to where he wanted it, felt so good.

Erik lay her down on the bed then knelt between her legs. Tightly gripping her thighs, he hungrily lapped at her pussy. No tender strokes, no soft kisses, just his probing tongue pushing into her, lapping up her juices, grunting as he swallowed.

"That feels so good," she cooed.

Erik moved to her clit, sucking it hard, pulling on it with his mouth. Anne squirmed with pleasure, shuddering when Erik thrust two of his finger into her pussy then adding a third, spreading them apart so that her pussy gaped.

"Ugh," she moaned. He was hurting her a bit, but it only heightened the pleasure.

Reaching down with his other hand, Erik pressed his thumb against the tight ring of her asshole, forcing the tip inside her.

Anne bucked wildly as Erik sucked and fingered her. When her orgasm came, there was no warning, no slow build. Instead, it hit her suddenly, an almost painful spasm that drove right into the center of her. Erik continued sucking and fingering as Anne thrashed about.

When she started to relax again, Erik stood and roughly pulled her up into a sitting position on the edge of the bed.

"Suck me," he told her.

Her hands still shaky from her orgasm, Anne fumbled with his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. She tugged them over his narrow hips as he wiggled from side to side, freeing himself from the tight denim. His jeans around his knees, Erik's cock sprung free. Seeing it like that, not on a screen but just inches away from her face, made Anne's whole body shiver with anticipation.

Anne took his massive rod in both her hands. Her hands felt absolutely tiny wrapped around his shaft. Leaning forward, Anne ran the swollen head around her face, her neck. She luxuriated in the feeling of such a big cock, so hard and warm, resting against her skin.

"Lick it, Anne."

Anne licked his head. A drop of pre-cum glistened in his hole and she scooped it out with the tip of her tongue, rolling it around in her mouth, savoring the clean taste of him. Opening her mouth wide, she took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, stroking his underside with her tongue while her cheeks hollowed with her suction. She began bobbing her head back and forth, her hands stroking down the length of him.

Erik let out a hiss of pleasure. Anne looked up at him, staring into his eyes as she worked his cock.

"You look so fucking hot right now," he growled.

Erik reached behind her head and knotted his fist in her hair. Guiding her, he began thrusting deeper and deeper into Anne's mouth.

Anne gagged. Erik pulled back a bit, then thrust forward again. Anne struggled with his size, desperately sucking as hard as she could with so much cock in her mouth.

Anne gagged again and Erik pulled his cock from her mouth. Roughly pushing her down on the bed, he lifted her legs over his shoulders and leveled his cock at her pussy. Anne lifted her hips, desperate to get him inside her.

"You want my cock, Anne?" Erik asked.

"I want it."


God, I want it so badly.


"Say, Please."

"Please!"

"Say, Please fuck my slut cunt, Erik."

Anne hesitated. She had never talked like that before, not with Samuel. It felt like she was about to cross a line somehow. It scared her.

Erik was staring down at her, waiting. The smoldering desire in his eyes made her feel weak, a good kind of weak, a weakness that was all about pleasure. It had been a long time since a man had looked at her with that much lust in his eyes. It felt so good to be wanted so badly.

And she wanted him, too. Badly.

"Please fuck my slut cunt, Erik!" Anne whimpered. "Please!"

Anne could feel his throbbing head pushing against her. She could feel her lips stretching. Reaching down, she tried to guide him into her but Erik slapped her hand away. With a sudden, brutal thrust, he was deep inside her.

Anne clamped her hand over her mouth, biting her palm to stifle her moans. She had never felt so stretched before, so absolutely filled up.

"You're so tight, Anne. How does a little slut like you have such a tight pussy?"

Anne moaned, trying to catch her breath. It was like trying to breathe through a straw.

"Tight. Married. Mommy. Pussy."

He punctuated each word with a hard thrust that rocked Anne's whole body against the mattress.

"You're my dirty little slut, aren't you, Anne?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I'm your dirty little slut!" Anne sobbed.

Erik pounded her hard, ramming his big cock deep with each thrust. Anne wriggled, trying to find an angle that would ease the huge tool slamming into her, but Erik was relentless. After a few minutes, Anne stopped squirming as the pain turned into a pleasure she had never felt before, her pussy finally getting used to being so totally filled, finally adjusting to Erik's size. The pleasure built and built like a tidal wave and when her orgasm finally came crashing down, it felt like her whole body was being pulled apart.

Erik kept thrusting, never stopping to give her a rest. When her orgasm finally crested, he pulled out and grabbed her by the hips and flipped her over, her knees on the floor, her body draped over the bed. Prying her cheeks apart, he slammed his cock back into her.

Anne groaned as he twisted his hand in her hair, pulling her head back so that her throat was exposed. Pinning her down, pulling her hair, he slammed into her like a jackhammer.

"Oh god," she gasped. "Fuck me, Erik! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!"

Erik slid his thumb into her asshole as he sped up his thrusts. Anne's body began to shiver uncontrollably.

"I'm cumming!" she screamed. "Oh god, Erik! I'm cumming!"

Anne crashed into another orgasm, one even more brutal than the one she had just had. Her breath caught in her throat, her teeth clenched, her eyes rolled back in her skull. Electric waves of pleasure sizzled through her body, every muscle clenching as her pussy clamped down hard on Erik's cock, her orgasm cycling through her again and again in spasms that drove every thought from her reeling mind.

Anne went limp. Her muscles twitch spasmodically as aftershocks rippled through her. She was barely aware of Erik repositioning her on the bed, turning her on her back and putting a pillow under her neck, her head hanging over the end of the bed.

"I'm gonna fuck your throat, Anne," he whispered to her. "Your dirty slut throat."

Then he has taking her head firmly between his hands, prying open her mouth with his thumbs. Anne blinked as she saw his massive cock lowering to her mouth.

"Mmm," she groaned as his cock pushed deep into her throat. She gagged and he pulled out, pushing right back in when she had caught her breath, repeating it again and again as she choked, going deeper each time.

Anne could feel her throat distending as his huge cock pushed inside her. Erik placed his palm on her throat, feeling the outline of his own cock through her skin as he pushed inside her. Tears were streaming from Anne's eyes and thick saliva hung in ropy strands from her mouth, dripping down the sides of her face. Erik was gripping her head hard, slamming her face up and down.

"…Gah …gah …gah, " Anne grunted, choking for breath and gagging as Erik's cock stretched her throat. It was so hard to breathe and now Erik was pinching her nose shut, choking her with his cock, letting her take in a short breath only to choke her again and again.

Anne squeezed her eyes shut. Erik was using her like some kind of toy, treating her like a piece of meat to be abused, her throat just a warm hole to hammer with his cock. She felt like an animal, she felt absolutely dirty and degraded.

She absolutely loved it.

Reaching between her legs, Anne frantically rubbed at her clit, the exhausted nerves of her cunt screaming out in pain and pleasure as she drove herself into a frenzy.

With a final thrust that slammed his balls against Anne's face, Erik let out a huge groan as he came, spurting his hot cum deep down Anne's throat, unloading again and again, thick ropes of cum jetting from his cock, still cumming even after his balls were depleted, dry heaving as he jammed her head into his crotch. Anne swallowed spasmodically, taking every last drop, fighting to breathe as he filled her up.

"God damn it!" Erik yelled. "Agh! FUCK!"

Slumping over Anne, Erik pulled his cock out and knelt down, gently cradling her head in his hands. He was sweaty and his hands were trembling. Anne blinked up at him, gasping like a fish out of water.

"Fuck, that was good," he groaned. "You're a good little slut, Anne."

Her belly full of his cum, her throat fucked raw, spit and tears dripping from her face, Anne reached up and pulled Erik down into a kiss.

"Say, Thank you," Erik murmured into her ear.

"Thank you," Anne rasped.

Erik climbed into bed and took Anne into his strong arms. They held each other tight, their exhausted bodies intertwined, both listening to the faint strains of Bach filling the small room.





***





Samuel peeked his head in the computer room's door.

"Honey? he said. "I'm home."

"I know," Anne replied. She was sitting at her computer, her headset on, her hands tapping frantically on her keyboard.

"What happened to your voice?"

Anne shrugged. "Sore throat."

"What are you doing?"

"Just gaming with some friends," she said. "We're about to take down Jesh'Ara, The Deathless Lich of Artisa."

"Sounds like fun."

"Yes," she said. "It is."

"Well. Uh, I'll just be unpacking then."

"Okay, hon. How's Karen doing?"

Samuel didn't reply. He stood ramrod straight, his face gone pale, his jaw hanging open.

"We'll talk later," Anne said. "As soon as I finish playing."

Without another word, Samuel scuttled away.

Anne focused on the game. Her guildmates were taking down wave after wave of monsters, trusting that she would keep them in the fight, trusting that she would heal them. Anne was proud of their trust in her. She was a good healer.

She was even prouder of how she had healed herself.

"Get ready!" Erik warned.

Jesh'Ara, The Deathless Lich of Artisa, cast a Canyon spell that opened a yawning chasm in the battlefield. Erik's character started sliding towards it.

"Need you, Anne!" Erik called out to her.

"I got you, Erik," she said.

Anne slung out a spell of Safe Return, dragging her guild leader back from the edge of the chasm.

Erik exulted. "Well done, Anne! You saved me!"

Anne smiled.


You did, too.






***
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