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Pamela

A Relapsed Cheater

I think I’ve always used sex to help myself feel better. Maybe not sex, exactly. Attention is probably a more accurate description. But when I want it, I want the level of attention that only sex can provide. It just helps me. I’ve tried to do better about letting myself give into temptation as I’ve gotten older, especially after I got married. After each of my two boys were born, I struggled with postpartum depression. I saw a therapist for it, and it helped, but I let myself succumb to my urges during some of my lowest points. I slept with about half a dozen men total, peppered over the course of my seven-year marriage. And to be thoroughly honest, there were several others while we were dating before we got married as well. I finally managed to make myself stop cheating after I had sex with a plumber on my kitchen floor. He wasn’t even particularly attractive. Remarkably, my husband never knew about any of them. My extracurricular love life wasn’t the reason for our highly conflictual divorce. That was solely because he’s an abusive, narcissistic, asshole. Before we split, I managed to record him verbally abusing me and our children on several occasions. With the help of a bulldog attorney, I cleaned him out in the divorce.  I got nearly everything. All he was left with was enough income to share a two-bedroom apartment with a friend of his. I financially neutered him.

The second my husband was out of the house, I started sleeping around again. I was very careful to never have men over when the children were home. I might be what some would call morally flexible in certain areas, but I was a devoted, doting mother but you can accomplish a lot of things while kids are at school all day. Despite having two kids and being in my early thirties, I still had the pick of the litter for the most part. When I was younger, I was a seriously cute, petite, bleached blonde. As I got older and had the boys, I put on a few pounds. However, after my youngest, Raymond, was born, one of the things my therapist had me do to help with my depression was to start a regular exercise program. If you’re depressed, by the way, you should seriously consider doing that. It helped with the depression almost as much as the sex did. After a year of working out almost daily and talking my then husband into financing breast implants, I was looking better than I ever had. I wasn’t the skinny, little thing I was before, though. I was a honey blonde, fit, firm, big-breasted, bikini model, athletic sex bomb. With a great hair stylist and my always excellent taste in clothes, I was the very epitome of a MILF. After the initial frenzy of post-separation carnal self-medication, I found a very kind, responsible, Marine to settle in with.

When Darren, my Marine, and I had only been together for only about three months, he got orders for a duty station down South. We had a few long conversations about me and the boys going with him. I knew that three months with a man wasn’t a very long time and that I had only recently introduced him to the boys. But I also knew there was something different about him. Something special. If I was your stereotypical MILF, he was your stereotypical boy scout. He was kind, honorable, prepared, loyal, trustworthy and all of the other things in addition to being handsome and good in bed. The other thing that impressed me about Darren was the fact that, even from our very first date, I had literally no urge to seek attention from anyone else. I had been faithful from the beginning. As pitiful as it might sound to say, I was somewhat baffled by that. And proud. In the end, I agreed to take a chance and move in with Darren at his new duty station. As an added bonus, the kids and I would be hundreds of miles away from my ex who continued to generate as much chaos as he could in our lives.

At the one-year mark, things were going amazingly well. Darren and I were madly in love. The kids had friends at school and were doing well. John, my oldest, was starting to get interested in girls. Raymond, my youngest, was turning out to be a bit of a math genius. With Darren’s housing allowance and some of my mailbox money from the divorce, we were renting a beautiful two-story house in a nice neighborhood. Everything was perfect. That is, until I was served with papers by my ex-husband. He was taking me to court yet again, trying to get custody of the children and making outlandish, untrue accusations for the sole purpose of trying to get revenge for leaving him. It didn’t matter that the rational, adult part of my brain knew that it would amount to nothing more than a lot of inconvenience. The primitive, animal part of my brain was terrified. Darren was wonderful and reassuring about the whole thing, but I still walked around for days with a constant sense of dread.

 Adding to my stress was the fact that school was about to start again. The boys needed new clothes and school supplies. John was entering high school, Raymond junior high, so we were going to have to learn two new schools and attend open houses. One of John’s friends invited him with less than a week’s notice to a pool party. Darren was busy with a project at work and wasn’t able to help out at all. It was a lot to handle. I had hoped being so busy would keep my mind off of the trouble brewing with my ex, but I still found myself constantly worrying about it. 

The first clue that I was in trouble came when I was looking through my swimsuits a few days before the party. Given that I am quite proud of my body, the majority of my swimwear consists of skimpy and then even skimpier bikinis. I do have a few suits on the other end of the spectrum in reserve for when a bikini would be too revealing. Obviously, a string bikini wouldn’t be appropriate for a teen’s birthday party. However, when I imagined myself in one of my old lady swimsuits in front John’s friend’s dad, William, I cringed. William was a very handsome, older man in his early fifties. We’d chatted several times before at school functions and get togethers. The thought of dressing like an old lady in front of him was a no go, so I went shopping the next day and came home with a black one-piece that had a plunging V-neck and mesh where the rest of the material would have been. It wasn’t as revealing as a bikini, by any stretch, but it was sexy and just barely pushing the limits of what would be appropriate. I knew William, and any other dads that might be there, would have a hard time not looking.

The party turned out to be very small. It was just John, Thomas (William’s son) and their friends Catherine and Jacob. Thomas and the other kids were nice enough to let Raymond come as well and hang out with them. The other parents dropped off their kids and ran for the hills, leaving William and I the only parents. I tried to ignore how pleased I was by that fact. I helped William with the drinks and snacks. The kids were all having a good time. I kept waiting for a good time to join the kids in the pool, but it never came. John was getting older and the last thing he wanted was for his mother to be in any kind of close proximity. William and I just watched from the deck while we chatted.

I was fascinated to find out that William was a psychologist. Although he started a private practice several years ago, prior to that he worked some very interesting jobs that exposed him to the darkest sides of human nature. He had worked at a PTSD clinic, a rape crisis center, a few prisons, and done psychological evaluations for the child welfare department. He even consulted with the police on a few murder cases. I asked him to tell me about some of the worst cases he’d had. He declined and assured me I would sleep better for not knowing. I took his word for it. I opened up to William about my divorce and all the abuse and manipulation I had experienced. He listened quietly and then praised me for being courageous enough to finally leave my ex.

Eventually, the kids became bored with the pool and decided to move inside and play video games in Thomas’ room. William and I sat in the living room munching on some of the kids’ snacks.

“I’m kind of bummed,” I said. “I was hoping to go swimming with the boys. I bought a new swimsuit and everything, but I guess John has reached that age where the last thing he wants is his mother around.”

“We can get in the pool if you like,” William replied. “The kids have eaten. They’re busy playing video games. If they need anything, they can come out and get us.”

“That would be great,” I smiled, eager to get a little attention. I could tell William was a bit of a flirt and I was looking forward to seeing how he would react to seeing a little more of me.

“Do you need to change or anything?”

“Nope. I wore my suit under my clothes.”

William was already wearing his swimsuit, so we headed straight back outside. I peeled off my t-shirt. As I was turning my back to him to place my shirt on a chair, I could see him looking at me in my peripheral vision. I unbuttoned my shorts and slowly shimmied out of them, bending over, and giving William a perfect view of my ass that had been sculpted by a million squats and lunges with the help of a scrumptious personal trainer named Jake. However, when I turned back around, I became the one who was ogling. William had taken his shirt off. He was in even better shape than Darren, who had to pass a fitness test twice a year. I almost involuntarily blurted out “wow” but managed to hold my tongue and smile politely.

“Nice suit,” William said, breaking me from my trance.

“Thank you. It’s my first time wearing it. It was on sale, and I couldn’t resist. Do you like it?”

“It’s very nice,” he admired, looking me up and down.

“It’s not too revealing?” I asked, shifting my torso, and drawing attention to my breasts.

“Not for me,” he smiled, taking the bait. “Besides, the kids are inside anyway.”

I sauntered down the steps of the pool and got my body wet for just a few moments before climbing up onto a float. William followed me in, making little effort to conceal his gaze. I bent one leg and used my hand as a headrest trying to make myself look sexier. I was feeling confident about how good I looked. I was less confident about being able to hold that pose without falling off the float.

“Oh, this feels so good, William. Thank you for having us over. It’s been so hot lately.”

“You’re most welcome.”

“So, how often does Thomas see his mother, if you don’t mind me asking.”

“We split custody.”

“Do you guys get along?”

“It goes pretty smoothly for the most part. What about you?”

I filled him in on the broad strokes of my nightmare divorce and never-ending custody battle. William listened patiently as he stood in the shallow end of the pool. He kept a gentle hand on my float so that I didn’t float away while we were talking. It also allowed him to position the float how he liked. As we talked, it was almost like a twirl in slow motion with William getting a view of me from every angle. I could feel my nipples getting hard and could see them making their presence known. Several times, I cupped some water in my hand and dribbled it along my body to help me “cool off”. I knew that William was studying my body. Moreover, I was sure that he knew I wanted to be studied. We both knew what was happening and it was turning me on to no end. I couldn’t wait to get back home and get the kids to bed so that Darren could satisfy me. Just as I was planning in my head how to get the kids to bed early, Thomas started banging on the window to get his dad’s attention.

“Looks like the natives are restless,” William noted.

“Thanks for listening, William. I’m sorry if I was a bore.”

“No, you weren’t a bore at all. I enjoyed myself.”

The banging resumed.

“We’d better get inside. Do you need a hand?”

William helped me dismount the float a little more gracefully than I could have otherwise. He followed me out of the pool. I loved that he got an eye-level view of my ass on our way out. He pointed me to an outdoor shower to use if I wanted to rinse off the chlorine. I used it as yet another opportunity to show off for William. I held my hair up and let the water run over my tits and down my torso. I turned sideways and bent over, running my hands along my legs. I looked over at William. Again, he made no attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at me. Regrettably, after that, I got dressed and helped William clean up before heading home with the boys. I fucked the hell out of Darren that night, but it wasn’t enough. I wasn’t satisfied.

Wednesday morning, I called William from my car just after dropping John off at school. My hair was done. My makeup was perfect. I was wearing my red wrap dress with the little white spots that showed off my tits and my legs. I knew very well what I was doing. It wasn’t my first rodeo. But it had been so long, everything felt like I was in a dream.

William answered on the fourth ring. “Hey, Pamela. Is everything okay?”

“Everything is fine. Well, I mean, kind of. I was wondering if I could swing by sometime and talk to you about something?”

“Sure. I’m free all morning.”

“That would be amazing. Thank you so much.”

Twenty minutes later, I was standing in William’s kitchen as he fixed us each a cup of coffee.

“Black?”

“Cream please.”

“So, what’s troubling you, Pamela?” William asked as he stirred my coffee.

“Well, part of it is this whole court thing. I’ve just been so worked up thinking about it.”

“That’s understandable.”

“I mean, I know it’s just my ex trying to get back at me, but it still scares me. I mean, what if the judge actually believes him and takes my kids away?”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. Family court judges have seen the likes of him before. He’s not fooling anyone.”

“I know. It’s silly. I just can’t seem to help it.”

William took a sip of his coffee. His expression changed. “Pamela?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Take off your panties.”

 “What?” Even though I was pretty sure my panties were going to come off soon anyway, I couldn’t help but be caught off guard.

“Take off your panties,” he repeated.

“Why would I do that?”

“Because that’s why you came here, isn’t it?”

“Why would you think that?”

“Do I really need to break it down for you?”

William sipped his coffee and continued looking at me patiently while I did a less than passable job of acting offended. I don’t know why I played hard to get. Honestly, I had thought about not wearing panties at all. “I come over here and ask you for advice. You fix me a cup of coffee and then tell me to take off my panties? For all intents and purposes, I’m a happily married woman. That’s a very inappropriate thing for you to say. I think you owe me an apology.”

“Fine,” William replied, seemingly irritated that he had to go through the exercise. “The swimsuit you wore to the party was brand new, suggesting that you bought it specifically for the occasion. It was revealing enough to flaunt your impressive figure, but just barely modest enough to not be too overtly sexual for a kid’s birthday party. When you didn’t have the opportunity to display your body, you made one. After less than a minute of being in the water, you spent the rest of your time on a float to show off your body again, resting in an uncomfortable but very attractive position. You wanted me to look at you. You wanted the attention. This morning, the first opportunity of which you were aware I would be home and available, you call. Rather than ask for advice over the phone, you ask if it would be okay to come over. When you arrive, first thing in the morning when most people are dropping their kids off in their pajamas, your hair and makeup are impeccable. Your dress, again, highlights your cleavage and displays your legs and ideal hip-to-waist ratio just so. Additionally, during our conversation at the party, you mentioned that you couldn’t believe you were living with a Marine. This indicates that you have historically been much less conservative, suggesting that you are more open to let’s say…less traditional behavior. All of that, combined with the level of anxiety you have been experiencing due to your legal issues, tells me that you are here to self-medicate.”

By the time he finished his speech, I was wet. The way he read me like a book was intoxicating. Without breaking eye contact or saying a word, I reached under my skirt and took off my panties, just like he had told me to. William held out his hand and I placed them in his palm. I watched curiously as he put them in his pocket. Part of me wanted to ask him what he was going to do next. Another part of me loved the suspense and wanted to wait.

William stepped into my space, putting his body close enough that we were almost touching. I leaned back against the counter. His hands moved to the hem of my skirt on either side. He slid his fingers under and began to slowly lift my dress, sliding his fingertips upward along my legs. I wanted him to kiss me.

Without touching or being able to see, William speculated, “You’re shaved, aren’t you?”

“How could you possibly know that?” I asked incredulously.

“Just a guess,” he said with a wicked grin as he lowered himself to his knees. I held my skirt up around my waist so I could watch as William kissed the inside of my thigh and slid his hands around to squeeze my bare backside. He eased his head between my legs and then carved his way into my folds with his tongue, coaxing out my wetness.

“Finally,” I whispered to myself, only realizing after the fact that I had said it out loud.

“The cheating makes it better for you, doesn’t it?” William prompted.

“Yes,” I whispered louder. He was right again. It did. In military speak, Darren would call it a force multiplier. William found my clit and gently sucked it and then released it to circle it with his tongue.

“Tell me. While you were married…how many men did you sleep with?”

“Six,” I answered, putting a hand on his head as he pleasured me.

William sucked my clit again, eliciting an involuntary moan from his willing subject.

“You’ll enjoy the whole experience more if you tell the truth, Pamela.”

“Who are you?” I asked in amazement at his seemingly psychic abilities.

“Tell me,” he demanded, easing a finger inside of me while still exploring me with his tongue.

“Twelve,” I confessed. As previously noted, I tend to operate in a moral gray area in some aspects of my life. Lying about my sex life is one of those areas. In reality, the number was fourteen. I don’t know why I lied. I guess I was just trying to give a number that would satisfy without making me look too bad. Before you judge me, please consider that fourteen men scattered over a seven-year marriage is an average of only two per year. That’s not too awful, if you put it in perspective.

As William went down on me, I untied my dress, letting the front drape open and expose my white lace bra. I squeezed my breasts, feeling the warmth of Williams mouth between my legs. I worked my arms out of my sleeves and unclasped my bra, leaving me naked. I pinched a nipple and gripped William’s head, draping a leg over his shoulder. With a little more exploring, William found a magic combination.

“Yes,” I panted. “Right there.”

Despite all of William’s intellectual prowess, I still knew my body better than him. But he took direction well and had me racing toward the cliff in no time.

“Fuck…yes…I’m gonna come…yes…yes…yes!!!” I got loud. I wondered if William’s neighbors or the morning walkers on the street heard me. I hoped that they had.

William stood up and took one of my breasts in his mouth and pulled me closer to him before spinning me around. “Bend over,” he ordered.

“Do you have a condom?” I asked, for some reason still pretending that this came as a surprise to me and I didn’t have some in my purse.

He answered my question by unzipping his pants and pressing his cock to my entrance. I exhaled with anticipation. William ran his dick up and down my folds, teasing me. “What’s your boyfriend’s name?” he asked.

“Darren,” I replied, sounding winded. “I have one in my purse,” I confessed.

“Do you love him?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then what do you want from me?”

William rubbed the head of his cock gently against my clitoris. It was amazing.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Why?”

“It makes me feel better.”

“So, you want to cheat?”

“Yes.”

William continued teasing me. “Where is he now? This man you love so much?”

“Work,” I replied, starting to roll my hips, trying to coax his cock inside of me. William resisted. It only made me more desperate to have him. “Just don’t come inside of me. I’m not on birth control.”

“Do you think he has any idea that right now, while he’s out working hard to pay the bills, you’re bent over, naked in another man’s kitchen, begging for his cock?”

William knew exactly how to push my buttons. It was so hot. “Oh fuck,” I whimpered.

William slid his cock along my slit some more. I chased it with my ass. “Ask me nicely to make you a cheating whore.”

“Please…please fuck me,” I begged. I savored the moment. I knew he wouldn’t be able resist me much longer. “Make me a whore.”

With that, William finally slid inside of me, giving me most of his cock in the very first thrust causing me to lurch forward into the counter. He fucked me steadily, working his way deeper, gripping me by my hips.

“You are a beautiful woman, indeed, Pamela,” William praised. “I can see why Darren is so devoted to you. Do you think he’ll ever find out what a whore you are?”

I never thought I would like being called a “whore” so much. “Fuck me,” I replied.

“Or are you a good girl for him and just a whore for me?”

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Are you my whore, Pamela?”

“Yes. Fuck me.”

“Say it.”

“I’m your whore. Fuck me harder.”

Instead, William pulled out. He ushered me into the living room and guided me to straddle him on the couch. What I hadn’t noticed was that as we were leaving the kitchen, he must have palmed my cell phone. As I was riding his cock, he handed me my phone. “Call Darren,” he instructed.”

“Are you crazy?”

“Call him and tell him how much you love him. Tell him how lucky you are to have a man like him while you get yourself off on my cock.” William was diabolical. And I loved it. I stopped and sat still in William’s lap, his dick still inside of me. I pressed the button to call Darren. It started ringing.

“Put it on speaker,” William ordered.

Darren’s voice filled the room. “Hey, baby. What’s going on?”

William gripped my hips as I started rocking my body against his. “Nothing,” I said, holding the phone between me and William. “I just got done working out. I just wanted to call and tell you I was thinking about how much I love you.”

“I love you, too, babe. You sound a little winded.”

“Well, I’ve got to stay in shape for my baby.”

William took my nipple in his mouth and bit it gently.

“Is everything okay? You don’t usually call me this time of day.”

William started grinding against me and me harder. I could feel the wave of an orgasm starting to build in the distance. I matched William’s pace, feeling my clitoris rubbing perfectly against him. I couldn’t hide the fact that I was starting to get out of breath.

“Yeah, everything’s fine. Sorry, the treadmill just upped the incline.”

“I thought you said you just finished working out?”

“Well, I was doing a cool down and I must have pushed the wrong button.”

“Well, just turn it off.”

“I’m trying!” I started grinding as hard as I could in William’s lap, the wave coming closer. “Let me put the phone down for a second, baby. Hold on,” I panted.

I tossed the phone onto the sofa cushion and started grinding in Williams lap as hard and fast as I could. I let myself breathe as loud as I needed, knowing Darren could hear on the other end of the phone. William traced my lips with his thumb. I sucked it, imagining it was Darren’s cock as I finally came, collapsing onto William’s shoulder. He rolled me over onto my back, right next to the phone as I was still catching my breath.

“Sorry, baby,” I said. “That was intense. I don’t know what happened.”

William put his head between my legs and teased my still hypersensitive never endings with his tongue, making me squeal.

“Ow! Cramp!” I cried, trying to cover as I pushed William’s head away. He truly was a wicked man.

“Are you okay?” Darren asked, sounding more and more concerned. “Do you need me to run home?

“No, no. I’m okay. It was just a cramp. Remind me to read the owner’s manual for that damn treadmill.”

William stood up and grabbed me by the hair, pulling my face to his cock. Darren chuckled in agreement with my owner’s manual remark as I took William’s dick in my mouth. “Yeah. No shit!”

“Well,” I said, licking the length of William’s shaft. “I’d better go. I just wanted to call and say how much I love you.”

As Darren told me he loved me, I slid my mouth around William’s cock and sucked up the salty precum. “Bye, baby,” I said, holding William’s dick like a microphone and hung up.

William laid me back down on the couch and crawled between my legs, putting himself back inside of me. “Did you like that?” he asked.

“God, it was so fucking hot,” I gushed. “How did you know?”

William didn’t answer. He asked another question instead as he fucked me slowly. “Are you and Darren going to get married?” For the first time, William kissed me. I kissed him back, nibbling his lip and meeting his tongue with mine.

“He’s hiding a ring in his nightstand.”

We continued kissing. It was becoming more and more intimate.

William looked me in the eyes. “Are you going to say yes?”

“Yes,” I whispered, nodding slowly.

We kissed some more.

“I’m going to fuck you on your wedding day,” he proclaimed and started fucking me harder.

I felt another wave gathering at the sound of his words. I imagined William fucking me in my wedding dress right before I walked down the aisle. “Oh, god. Fuck me,” I whimpered.

We kissed deeply and fucked passionately. I was very near coming again when William slowed his pace, teasing me again.

“Please fuck me, William. I was so close.” I wanted to come again so badly.

“Call Darren again. Call him and ask him to come home for lunch so that he can fuck you.” William gave me his cock for just a moment and then returned to teasing me, making me beg.

I reached for my phone.

“Hey. Are you okay?” Darren answered.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I turned on my best “girl trying to get what she wants from her boyfriend” voice. “I was just wondering if, maybe, you’d like to come home for just a while. And maybe we could fool around a little?” I pursed my lips and exhaled as quietly as I could in response to William rubbing the tip of his cock gently against my nerve center again.

“Babe, I’d love to, but I have a lot on my plate today.”

I let myself start breathing heavily into the phone. “Please, baby? I’m playing with myself just thinking about you. I need to get fucked.”

William slid himself back inside of me.

“Can’t it wait until I get home tonight?”

“The kids will be home. I want to get loud. Please. I need you. I need your cock.”

William quietly fucked me harder. The wave was coming.

“Do you think I could…you know…do that thing?” Darren asked.

“Anything but that baby. I’m not ready for that.”

“How about on your face?”

“Sure. Just please come home. I just have to run one quick errand. Ten o’clock?”

“Sounds like a plan,” he agreed.

“I love you so much, baby.”

“I love you, too.”

I hung up the phone. William kissed me. I was getting close.

“You are so bad,” I playfully scorned him.

William kissed me deeper. More sensually. He made love to me slowly.

He looked me in the eyes. “Ask me to come inside of you.”

“No,” I shook my head.

“Give me what you won’t give Darren.”

The instant William said that I wanted it.

“I can’t.”

“Think about Darren being inside of you in just a little while.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned.

“Think about giving me the thing he wants so badly that you don’t let him have. Think about the pleasure of having that secret while he fucks you.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. The wave was growing closer. I pulled William in for a kiss. He was fucking me with purpose now. I could tell he was getting himself ready to come.

“Tell me what you want, Pamela.”

I looked at him, still trying to resist.

“Think about how good it will feel. Think about the moment Darren first puts himself inside of you.”             

“Oh, fuck,” I panted.

“Tell me what you want.”

I finally relented. “I want your come,” I whispered.

William turned me over onto all fours. He fucked me hard. The sound of our bodies clapping together echoed through the room. William, fit as he was, was getting winded.

“Are you gonna give me what you don’t give Darren?” he demanded loudly.

“Yes! Fuck! I’m gonna come! Come inside me!” I cried back.

William started grunting. I could tell he was going to come soon.

“Yes!” I growled again as William filled me with his seed. I reached down and flittered my clitoris, helping put myself over the edge again.

“You’d better hurry,” William urged, breathing heavily.

I looked at the clock on my cell phone. I only had twenty minutes to get home in time for Darren.

As I rushed to get dressed and get out the door, William handed me my panties. “Have fun,” he smiled.

I kissed him. “Thank you.”

“Pamela,” he called as I was walking out the door.

“Yes,” I turned in a hurry.

“I’ll put you on the schedule for next Wednesday,” William said, smiling wickedly.

I smiled wickedly back.

Thanks for reading!
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