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Chapter 1

Marci Stevens was pretty blonde with black eyes and the face of an angel. All the women told her how beautiful she was, and the men were always watching her, but Marci was shy. Painfully shy. However, Marci had become obsessed with her need for a satisfying sexual experience, and it threatened to overpower her social anxieties and shatter her wallflower lifestyle.

She had married her high school sweetheart, the captain of the football team. Everyone said they were the perfect couple. That had been eleven years ago, and Marci was still waiting for the ‘perfect’ part. Isaac had not been the best provider. High school football talents only go so far in the real world, but he had worked his way up to assistant manager at a local grocery store and they lived comfortably, if frugally.

All her friends told her how lucky she was to have a hunk like Isaac. Admittedly he had kept himself in good condition. It was kind of a passion of his.  But as good as he looked, Isaac was a less than adequate bedroom partner. Marci liked big, strong muscular men. That was what had attracted her to Isaac in the first place and her husband was reasonably well-equipped between his legs.  But the sex just never clicked for her.

However, Isaac seemed perfectly happy with the situation. He would kiss Marci a few times, briefly fondle her breasts, then push her legs apart and slam away. A few minutes later he would be fast asleep, and Marci would lay awake with cum dripping down her leg, wondering what was the big deal?

She heard other women talk about hot sex with their husbands or their lovers and the way the magazines covered it, there was supposed to be something earth-shaking about the experience. As near as Marci could tell, she had never had a climax.

She had gotten close once in high school. Isaac had gone down on her on a dare. God his tongue felt good on her clit and her labia. Her juices flowed like a floodgate had broken and she spread her legs out to give him all the access he wanted as she pressed herself eagerly against his warm mouth. But it didn’t last long. He had quit just as she was beginning to feel a strange impulse welling up deep inside her.

Isaac collected his fifty bucks on the bet and never tried again.  Said, “It wasn't his thing. What girls really like is a hard cock.”  How the fuck would he know what a girl likes, Marci thought bitterly.

*****

There was no specific event that changed Marci from a bashful beauty to an active seeker of carnal adventure. It was probably just the total accumulation of sexual dissatisfaction.  Every woman has their breaking point and Marci had reached hers.

She awoke one morning and decided that: Today is the day that I change my life! I long for my pussy to throb with desire, not desperation. I want to feel strong male hands roaming over my body in a primal hunger, not just a few cursory paws at my tits. I need to feel the urgent want in my partner, not just him hurrying toward his own climax. I’m desperate to be fucked proper! Marci was twenty-nine years old, and she simply wanted to cum.

Marci told her husband that she was having a drink with the girls at the office, but instead went to a local adult shop. She parked behind the building, out of sight of traffic, and entered through the rear entrance. She wore a white blouse and a short black skirt that showed off her elegant legs.

Her husband liked to show her off and insisted that Marci dress on the conservative side of provocative.  At first, she had resisted because it inflamed her shyness. But Isaac had insisted. He liked the way men looked at his property. It excited him. She was a prize and like his other trophies, he wanted Marci out on display.

The man behind the counter looked her up and down. Boy might be a better description. It was obvious he liked what he saw. Marci wanted to smile and return the attention, but instead, she turned away and blushed.

It took her a long time to find what she needed. She spent more than an hour wandering up and down the aisles. She had never imagined the range of sexual paraphernalia. Everything from vibrators to padded handcuffs to magazines to instructional tapes to strap-on dildos.

Several customers had come and gone, and Marci was still transfixed and overwhelmed. Three had been men, two were good looking and her panties turned moist at the thought of them seeing her in this naughty place. She wanted to return their smiles, but she turned away instead. ‘That's me,’ she thought ‘The blond iceberg!’

Finally, a young man approached her. She recognized him as the kid behind the counter when she had first entered. He could not be more than nineteen or twenty but good good-looking with a shock of brown hair that matched his eyes. He was tall and well proportioned. He wore a t-shirt that was tight across the chest and his biceps more than filled the short sleeves. Probably a college student working his way through school.

“Can I help you find something?” he asked. He had a soft, soothing voice. Not sexy, but gentle, caring.

Marci went bright red. They were in the vibrator section. Dildos and vibrators of all shapes, sizes, and colors surrounded her. Everywhere she looked, there was a substitute cock.

It took all of Marci's willpower to raise her head and look at the boy. He had kind eyes and her fears melted a few drops, but her stomach was still in knots and her brain was screaming run, run.

“Maybe I should do this online?” she managed to say.

“If you are looking for a personal device, you’re much better off judging the size, weight, and feel in person” he advised. His voice was very business-like, but all Marci could think about were his words 'size, weight, and feel'. She visualized comparing cocks. Holding each in her hand and lifting them to judge their heft and feel. She almost smiled, but the boy was waiting for an answer.

Marci glanced back up at the boy and their eyes met just for an instant. He had a nice smile, and his soft eyes were expressive. A girl could do much worse. She wondered if he had a girlfriend. Probably had a dozen she thought. College kids these days fuck like rabbits. He was tall and well-built. Not on the muscular side, but tall and solid.

Marci thought about him with his pants down, his cock hammering some coed until she shrieked with the culmination of their mutual desire.  She could feel her panties growing wet and she shifted her weight. The heat rushed back into her face, and she froze in place. Wondering how to flee without looking like a complete fool.

“I can tell this embarrasses you. I can call a female attendant if you prefer” he offered.

“No!” Marci blurted without thinking. Marci wasn’t sure if she was being polite or didn’t want the boy to leave. Her emotions were in tumult. The boy gave her a soft understanding smile.

“Do you have a preference as to style?” he asked.

“I have never used one,” she confessed, wondering how red her cheeks were getting.

“Do you climax from vaginal or clitoral stimulation?” his question caught her off guard, but she looked at him and his face was sincere. His eyes warm and welcoming.

“I don't know” she signed after a long pause and wondered if the store had a trap door that she could drop through.

“I see,” he said softly. Then led her down the aisle, selected a gray box from the top shelf and opened it for her. A pink dildo lay inside. Not terribly long, but rounded and smooth. It looked more like a ray gun than a cock.

Marci peered into the box like it was full of magic beans or some other object with mystical powers.

“It does not have the penis shape, but it is very popular as a starter.  It’s rounded for maximum stimulation of both the vaginal opening and the clitoris and has several speeds. No cords, it's battery powered.”

“Thank you,” Marie declared. Their gazes locked for a moment. She tried to convey her gratitude in their brief exchange but got a glint of something else. Something that made her panties even wetter.

“Please let me know how it works out. My name is Chuck, and I am here most afternoons” he informed.

“I will” she replied and immediately wondered why she responded so willingly. She was not in her wildest dreams coming back and explaining to this college kid how her orgasms were with her new fuck toy.

*****

Later that afternoon, before the kids got home from school and long before her husband Isaac would come bursting through the door demanding dinner. Marci pulled off her panties, pulled up her skirt, and switched on her new vibrator. It was so feminine, and it made her feel sexy. She rubbed it against her opening. At first, she was dry, but the subtle motion made her moisture flow. She glided the oblong ball over her labia lips, and they tingled with a delightful sensation.

Marci worked her hand faster and faster. The tingles were compounding, growing one on top of another. She was close. She could feel that promised release building up inside her, but it was ever elusive. No matter how fast she moved the toy, no matter how hard she thrust it into her opening nor how deep it penetrated, it just didn’t happen. She was always on the edge, teetering, but never plunging over.

The experience left her frustrated and depressed. She had gotten close and could tell it would be glorious, but no cigar. The pleasure was compelling, and she loved the intensity of the sensations, but what Marci wanted was an eruption. To boil over. To have her throbs and twinges mushroom into a cascade that would rush through her like a rampant wave, overpowering her and leaving her weak and whimpering.  That’s what was supposed to happen. That’s the way her girlfriends described it. Why wasn’t it happening to her?

Marci tried every night for a week. It got to be a midnight ritual. She grew ever more anxious about her naughty sessions. Several parts of the device were motorized, and she gave them all a shot. She tried using the long shaft that doubled as a handle, for insertion, and that provided a delicious feeling, but it wasn’t fulfilling. Alternately, she rubbed the vibrating head along her slit, working her labia until they pulsed. That was especially pleasing but holding it directly against her clit was fucking exquisite.

Every configuration was relaxing and sexually stimulating. That little machine was addictive. Each session was more than Marci had ever experienced, and she was beginning to understand just how much she had been missing. However, none of it was earth-shaking. None of it gave her that total explosion that she had long sought.

Each night her mind drifted to the brown-eyed boy at the adult store with the lean biceps and the flat stomach.  Marci remembered how much she had loved her husband's hard young body. He had tried to stay in shape, but the years do take their toll. His sculpted chest and his tight six-pack and his rock-hard ass were all showing signs of wear. She had found joy in that body, reveled in its strength and tightness. But it had never made her cum.

The boy in the adult store reminded her of a tall, stringy version of her husband at his prime. She imagined his strong arms around her, his hard-young body pressing into hers. His lips kissing hers with a hungry urgency. Their tongues dualling while his hands explored freely. She could feel his desire, his desperate need and she lunged up and thrust the toy harder and faster. God, she was close, but it was always just out of reach.

Her sexual encounters with her husband had become a source of seething anger for Marci. She had become just a vessel for her partner’s discharge. When Marci spread her legs for her husband, her role was simply to be the “cum catcher.”  She was there solely for his brief pleasure; a warm receptacle that he emptied into before he rolled off and fell asleep. Wham bam, thank you, mam. No wonder she never came!

*****

A week later Marci slipped into the back of the adult shop again. It was mid-afternoon and there was only one other customer. The boy who had helped her was behind the counter and he smiled and nodded, but Marci looked away and wandered down an aisle full of chains, ropes, leather collars, gags, and other items that Marci could not identify.

She snuck a look at the boy, but he was ringing up the other customer. Then they were alone in the store. Marci wanted to hide. Why was she here? She had been drawn here, but now her anxiety overwhelmed her, and she wanted to run.

She took a right turn and found herself in the costume department. The wall was filled with exotic lingerie and skimpy outfits. Naughty nurse, naïve schoolgirl, sexy secretary, willing cheerleader, cheap streetwalker, and leather-studded dominatrix.

“I think you’re in the wrong aisle,” a friendly voice said.

Marci turned and smiled. “I think you’re right. This just isn’t me. I’m more the frumpy neighbor,” she teased.

“More like the hot MILF next door” he corrected.

That was frisky, thought Marci. Her first impulse was to walk away. Run was probably a better description, but part of her liked his boldness and charm.  His brown eyes twinkled at her. There was mischief in them and desire. This boy wanted her, and she could feel it between her legs.

“That’s a little bold, don’t you think” she responded, hoping she didn’t sound too harsh.

“I meant it as a compliment” he assured and smiled warmly.

“Language is so curious” observed Marci, returning his smile. “If you had said the actual words, social convention calls for me to slap your face. But an acronym is somehow acceptable, even complimentary.”

“Yes, our language is curious and full of nuance and complexities. Much like our mating rituals” he teased.

Marci was surprised at herself. This hunky young man was coming on to her. He as much as said he’d like to fuck her, and she was not running away. Just the opposite. She was flirting with him. Who is this person and what has she done with painfully shy Marci?

“Be that as it may. Can we get back to my problem?” asked Marci.

“Sure! Of course,” he agreed. “If you feel comfortable discussing it, I’d like to know if my selection worked for you?”

His voice was kind and gentle. Marci had a flash of that deep voice whispering in her ear, urging her on. “Cum for me baby! Let it go! Cum for me!”   She flushed at the thought and felt the heat in her cheeks. She had to avert her eyes and look away.

After an awkward silence, Marci recovered her composure and turned back to him. “It was wonderful, but I still didn’t climax. I want the Skyrockets! And there weren’t any. Maybe there is something wrong with me” she opined.

“It's highly unlikely that it’s anything physical with you. Women are designed to cum like crazy. Nature's little gift to keep them for procreating. All they need is a partner that understands their needs” he observed.

“The head of the penis has about four thousand sensation receptors, but the clit has over eight thousand” explained the boy. “Think about that. The four thousand are spread out over the whole head of the penis, but the ones on the clit are focused in a tiny area. Talk about intense!”

“No wonder we are always touching it” Marci exclaimed, then covered her mouth, astonished to have said such a thing in public. She could feel the heat returning to her face. I must be bright red, she thought. Fucking beaming.

But the boy laughed. Not just chuckled to be courteous, but laughed and he had a nice laugh. One that made Marci want to laugh with him and she did. It was funny after all.

“God, I can’t believe I said that” declared Marci as she colored vividly.

She could feel the heat rush to her face, but still, she laughed. Not just a polite chuckle, a hearty laugh. Half from embarrassment and half because she felt so liberated. Marci was laughing so hard that she had to reach out and grab his upper arm to steady herself. Their touch was electric, and she paused, as they exchanged glances. They both felt the sexual attraction and  Marci dropped her hand like she had touched a hot stove.

The feel of him lingered on her senses.  That was quite some arm, his biceps bulged invitingly. Hard and enticing. His body called to her, and she had to fight the urge to melt into him.

“Oh, God! I shouldn’t have said that last part” Marci declared.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s fine” he assured as they both recovered from the mirth.

“In most women, the clit is essential to sexual gratification and most men don’t understand that. The clit is the only human organ that’s dedicated solely to pleasure. The male penis is a multi-use design. But a clit has no other function. 75% of women can’t reach an orgasm from vaginal penetration alone.  The clit has to be excited in one way or another. Either by direct or indirect stimulation.”

“Well, someone needs to tell my husband that” complained Marci. “His idea of sex is wham, bam, then skip the thank you mam, and go straight to sleep.”

“You sound bitter,” he observed.

“I guess I am. I feel like he robbed me of part of my life.”

“Well, it’s not too late. You could teach him.”

“He’s not exactly a willing student. Besides, I have to teach myself first. Maybe it is me.  Might not be his fault at all. Maybe it’s just easier to blame him?”

“There was a study in the Journal of Sexual Medicine that indicates that the distance of the clit from the vaginal opening can affect sexual gratification. Women with a clit that is five or six millimeters from their vagina have a harder time climaxing” he instructed.

“So, do we just measure me?” asked Marci. It was an innocent question, but it came out wrong and she really colored this time. She could feel the heat on her face. It had to be as red as her skirt.

The boy didn’t answer, and the silence was awkward. Marci looked away.

“I think I should leave” she announced.

“Please wait,” he pleaded. “we could try a Sensual Massage.”

“You mean like my self-stimulation? That’s what I’ve been doing” she laughed, then flushed, and cast her eyes down.  “It doesn’t seem to work on me.”

“No, Sensual Massage is a learning technique that allows women to explore their body’s sexual needs in a relaxed environment. It’s entirely dedicated to the woman’s pleasure as well as teaching the male partner how and where to touch in order to maximize her sexual gratification. I’m a certified practitioner” he faltered a little as he delivered the last sentence.

“Oh! You want to give me a massage?  Hands-on and everything?” she smiled, and her eyes danced with amusement.  ‘This guy is like all the rest. He just wants to fuck me’ thought Marci, ‘but he is cute and more charming than most. Maybe he knows what he’s doing?’

“It’s strictly clinical,” he assured.

“Of course, it is!” Marci challenged. Where was shy Marci? The old Marci would have bolted for the door long ago, but here she was actually considering letting this luscious young man rub his hands all over her. In fact, she was aching for it.

“How do I know if this isn’t some ploy to just get into my pants?” suggested Marci.

“Well, you don’t, not really. But what do you have to lose? From what you’ve told me, nobody has ever been in your pants that knew his job!”

Marci smiled at that. “You’re right. Let’s give it a try.”

*****


Chapter 2

Brad went to clock out and hand off the register to a co-worker and Marci found herself in a small room with a massage table, a shelf with oils and creams, and a rack to hang her clothes on.

“Get naked and wrap the towel around you” had been his instruction. But Marci had chosen her sexy lace underwear in the event of just such an eventuality. So, she stripped down to her bra and panties. A matching set in white satin and mesh. But she did hide them under a towel. Part of her was still the shy Marci.

Brad came into the room dressed in white. Sweatpants and a tight-fitting tee shirt. Both accentuated his lean and muscular physique.

“We’re going to start with a normal massage. It’s intended to relax you. Free your body of tension and your mind of stress. Make you more receptive to stimulation” commented Brad. “I’ll turn my back while you lay face down on the table.”

Marci crawled onto the table and laid a towel over her back. “OK, you can turn around now,” she said.

The backrub was routine, both relaxing and pretty tame. No hanky panky and Marci felt her whole body begin to relax. He wiggled and stretched her arms and fingers. Marci had had only one massage in her life, and this seemed like pretty standard stuff. It did clear her mind and Brad had a firm, but gentle touch.

She didn’t resist when he undid her bra strap. She had started to imagine what his hands would feel like in other places. The shy part of Marci was relieved that his approach was so conventional. But horny Marci wanted to be touched in all the right spots and that filled her with anticipation.

The oil on her back was warm and soothing. It consoled her and when Brad moved to her butt, it seemed natural for him to run his hands completely over her ass cheeks. That’s when Marci’s motor started to rev a little and she silently urged him to go lower. To dip his hands between her legs and get to work.

But he didn’t. He switched to her toes and worked his way up her legs. Massaging the calf muscles and cocking her legs at an angle and squeezing the tension out of her thighs. The way her legs were spread, Marci knew that her lace-covered entrance must look inviting to him. The oil-soaked satin would be transparent and clinging to her labia lips. How could Brad resist that? She could almost feel her pussy muscles pulse. ‘Why the fuck doesn’t he touch me’ a voice inside Marci screamed.

“Time to flip over” announced Brad.

Marci hesitated. Conflicted about her unfastened bra. Does she hold the cups to her body or let it fall off?  Shy Marci won! She clasped the material to her bosom and flipped over. Brad gently took the silk strap from her hand and laid it aside. Marci's perfect C’s swayed slightly.

“God you’re beautiful” exclaimed Brad. It was his first emotional act since they had started. Until that moment, Brad’s actions had been clinical perfection.

Brad stood for a moment just gazing. Marci knew he was drinking in her beauty. She had seen that look on many men, but she usually had on a lot more clothes. She could almost feel her breasts swell with pride. She had a nice set. They had attracted men’s attention since she was fifteen and that had mostly annoyed her. But today, she wanted Brad to look and admire. Just as she was stealing glances at various parts of his tight, muscular form.

He started his front massage in a classical sequence. First moving her head and neck, then moving to her shoulders and upper chest. Then the moment of truth. Marci’s internal voice screamed, ‘Please touch my fucking breasts.’

Brad swept his hands over her breasts, palms down and fingers together. He moved his hands in broad circular motions. Then the circles got progressively smaller until he was massaging just her breasts with firm pressure. One in each hand. Oh, Fuck! That felt good. Not at all like her husband’s rough pawing. She wanted to arch her back and shove those babies harder against him, but she resisted and remained passive. Her nipples were hard as little pebbles and the friction of his palms sent wonderful sensations coursing through her. This was a lot better than the toy and that had felt pretty damn good.

Suddenly Brad switched to her legs and stared at her toes. He raised her legs, one at a time, supporting them against his body, then massaging the back of her calves firmly with his palm. Squeezing the muscles firmly as his oil-slick hands slide down her sculpted muscles. Marci could feel the heat in Brad’s hand. His sexual want was bleeding through his professional demeanor and Marci moaned from both the release of muscle tension and her growing sexual stress.

When Brad finally touched Marci’s thigh she was coiled for a carnal encounter. Her body ached for intimacy. Her fears and anxieties had been washed away, but they had been replaced with an enormous build-up of primal need. She could feel its internal pressure, like a dam about to break and send forth a torrent of desire.

Brad still cradled her leg against his body, but this time ran his palm down the meat of her thigh. He repeated the motion several times and each time he came just a little closer to her pussy. God, it was taunting. She thought about throwing her hips up to meet his hand. Marci was desperate for the contact.

When he touched her, it was just a brief second of contact. The side of his hand barely grazed the crotch of her panties. Marci moaned but cut it short when the hand moved on. Suddenly he brushed the thin material aside and ran an oiled hand along her slit. Marci arched and slightly rolled. The contact was electric. Like she had been blasted by some kind of pleasure beam.

“Let’s get rid of these” suggested Brad pulling off her panties and Marci gladly raised her hip to assist his efforts.

Brad massaged her vaginal area with two hands. One on each side of her labia lips, then brought his hands together, closing in a sliding movement. It felt delicious. Then he formed his hand into a ‘V’ and ran the “V” up her slit, the soft tissue at the base of his spread fingers rubbed gently over her engorged clit.

Marci wanted to scream from the pleasure but settled for a loud moan and a series of whimpers. Her normally soft bud was swollen enough to burst and as hard as a bullet. It was sensitive too, almost painfully so.  Marci wanted to scream when it was touched, and Brad was doing a lot of touching. He rubbed it lightly with his thumb, then changed to two fingers. It seemed like Brad’s hand could move even faster than her little toy.

Then he bunched three fingers together and pushed them inside her. She felt them flutter inside her and curl against the front of her vaginal wall. Marci was on fire and lunged up at him. Then Brad straightened his fingers and thrust them into her. Firmly, rapidly, repeatedly, pumping her pussy just as fast as his hand could move.

“Oh Fuck!” exclaimed Marci as she pulled her legs up and spread them farther apart. She was flooded with a cascade of pleasure; it was coming in waves. Pulsing through her like an electric current. ‘If I can’t come now, I never will’ she thought as she moaned and chanted “Oh God! Oh, God!”

Then Brad bent and ran his tongue over her clit. It was the most delicious feeling that Marci had ever experienced, and he just kept licking. Long, firm strokes at first, then he drew her sensitive little bud into his mouth, and it pulsed between his lips as he sucked it in and out of his mouth.

“Oh, Fuck” moaned Marci. She had never been so close. She could feel the big one, just out of reach. Pulsing and growing, still hidden, but lurking nearby.

Then the tongue again. This time Brad wriggled it quickly. As fast as a hummingbird’s wings and Marci screamed as she came for the first time in her life.

“Oh Fuck! That was incredible” exclaimed Marci, still panting. Her long, sexy frame writhing sensually, like a snake. But Brad didn’t give her a chance to come down. He licked her clit again and fingered her with his thumb. The rest of his hand slid along her ass crack. ‘Boy it's slick’ thought Marci. I must have pumped a couple of gallons when I came. That thought in and of itself excited her. She was usually so dry.

Brad’s hands-on both ends of her slit was another wonderful new sensation.  There had been a lot of “news” in the last few minutes and Marci was on sexual overload.  She had never imagined herself an ass girl, but when Brad’s fingers brushed her butt hole it made her tingle. Then she came again. This time bigger than the first and she screamed and rolled and turned away from Brad.  The pleasure was just too intense to withstand.

*****

For the first time in her life, Marci Stevens wanted to fuck. Not make love. Not be cuddled and held. But fuck and be fucked hard. She didn’t want romance or foreplay, she wanted raw, course, unrelenting sex. She wanted to spread her legs around a strong male body and throw her cunt at his onrushing cock. She wanted to be ravished until she was exhausted and lay panting and twitching from carnal overload.

Marci reached out and pulled Brad’s cock out of his loose pants. She was astonished at her boldness as she jacked his shaft with one hand and explored beneath his ball sack with the other. Marci had never enjoyed giving head. She viewed it as a duty, but she wanted to suck Brad’s cock in the worst way. He had given her the pleasure she had missed for so many years and she was determined to return the favor. Besides, all hyped up like she was, she wanted that cock to suck on.

She pulled his cock head to her lips and swirled her tongue around the tip. Then swallowed a few inches and closed her lips tight around it. Brad let her have a few sucks, then gently pulled it away.

“This day is about your pleasure” he announced. “We will get to me eventually.”

Then he climbed on top of her. Marci grabbed his cock and ran it up and down her slit. Teasing her opening. She had heard of girls doing that but had never done it herself. Her husband just shoved it in.

Then she inserted it gently an inch or so before Brad gave a heave with his hips and it slid in, up to the hilt.

“Oh God that feels wonderful” moaned Marci. With her husband, it was a wifely duty. Her bargain for the house and the kids and she was almost always dry on the first entry.  With Brad, she was soaking wet, and her pussy lips flowed around Brad’s cock like it was a delicious dessert.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” begged Marci, thrusting her hips up, anxious to impale herself on Brad’s plunging cock. At home, her husband pumped, and she lay lifeless. With Brad, they were equal participants. Both eager for the next stroke.

Their first round was fast and furious. Brad pounded into Marci like a man possessed and Marci reveled in his primal assault and fucked him right back. Her body aching for him, never able to get enough. Both of them caught up in a carnal rage.

It didn’t take either of them long to come. Marci had shuddered from a few smaller orgasms, but Brad pounded her right through them. At one point, Marci raked his back with her fingernails and was astounded that she would ever do such a thing, but she was amazed at the release it provided her. Marci felt Brad’s body tense when her nails sank in, and he came almost instantly. Marci was only a microsecond behind him. They both lay panting, Brad moving his hand lovingly over Marci’s incredible body and her hand still gripping his softened cock.

“That was incredible!” Marci whispered after a few minutes of silence. But Brad wasn’t done yet. His rod stiffened as Marci fondled it softly. Her husband was one and done, but Brad was ready for seconds in just a few minutes.

The second time was gentler, more loving. He pulled one of Marci’s legs up and entered her from the side. They fucked in long, languid strokes. Luxuriating in the feel of each other’s bodies. Marci drifted into a sexual bliss, she was floating in some ethereal plain, bombarded with sheer, raw carnal sensations. She never wanted it to stop, and it lasted much longer than expected.

But eventually, Brad cut loose, and she joined him as every muscle in her body tensed violently and uncontrollably. Marci shook and shuddered and then went limp. She lay in her lover’s arms, barely moving. Just listening to his breathing and feeling his closeness and his warmth.

“Oh God, what have I been missing” she whispered softly and felt a slight pressure as Brad squeezed her hand in response.

They fucked the rest of the afternoon and when Brad’s body failed them, he unwrapped a few select toys. Marci was late for dinner and caught hell from her husband who demanded punctuality. She met Brad again the following afternoon and they fucked their brains out, but Marci was home in time to have supper on the table.

Brad had a roommate, named Tyler, whose ripped muscles put both Brad’s and her husband’s to shame. He was a handsome, silver-tongued devil and he charmed Marci with his effusive flattery. The man was gorgeous. He could easily have been on a magazine cover. More importantly, he had looked at her with desire in his eyes, and for the first time in her life, Marci understood exactly what that meant.

She snuck out of bed that night and used her toy. She thought of Brad, then her mind soon turned to images of Tyler and Marci switched her little machine to high.  Then she jammed it into her opening as fast as her hand would move.

Marci knew that she was out of control. That this would be a dangerous time for her. She was a woman now and had new wants and needs. She had become a creature of lust and she ached for a stiff cock and a virile man. She would just have to work through this and learn to control her lust.

She had a million questions. Should she see Brad again? Should she find out when Brad worked and pop in on the roommate? She even considered fucking them both. That thought astounded her but filled her opening with a flood of moisture, and an intense need to be filled. She certainly had changed!

The real test she knew, would be Saturday night when her husband demanded his weekly servicing. Would she have the patience to pretend? Would he be able to tell she had changed? Could she teach him how to do it right?

*****

Unfortunately, Marci’s attempts at spicing up her marital bed failed miserably, and Saturday night turned out to be no different than a hundred other nights. Marci tried to draw out the foreplay. Gently guiding Isaac’s hands to where she had learned they would excite her. In return, she also touched him lovingly and insistently. Just as Brad had taught her. Her goal was to make sure Isaac knew that he was wanted. That this was a game for two and that she was eager to play her part.

Isaac completely ignored her signals and her attempts to slow down his lovemaking. To direct some of his ardor toward her own desires and draw out the experience for the benefit of both of them. There was nothing in his psyche that recognized her need for fulfillment or inclusion and in the end, he did just as he always did. Rolled on top of her, jammed his cock in while she was still half dry, grabbed her ass to pull it in tight, then stabbed into her.

Marci tried to meet his thrusts, throwing herself up at this onrushing stiffness. But he just didn’t seem to notice. He was too wrapped up in his own pleasure. It didn’t take him long to cum. A few quick strokes and he tensed then grunted “Here it comes, baby!”  Then he moaned and fell off of her.

Moments later he was snoring peacefully, but Marci lay wide awake, touching herself. Letting her fingers play tenderly over her vaginal lips. For the first time, her husband’s pitifully ineffective thrusts had built some heat in her loins. But now it needed nurturing and quenching.

Marci lay in the dark, her fingers searching for just the right spot to put her over the top. She thought about Brad and the way he had touched her. She thought about Brad’s roommate, Tyler, and his cavalier smile and fantastic young body. She wondered how big his cock was and she pretended it was bigger than Brad’s and her fingers moved faster. Her husband was snoring loudly now and somehow her fingers were moving in rhythm with his sounds. Then she was there, and as the desire rushed through her, Marci rolled and muffled her cries in her pillow, as the spasms overcame her and left her trembling.

Marci wanted more. She was no longer that frightened wallflower. She was a woman with a hunger, and she demanded better. If her husband couldn’t fuck her properly, then she would find men that would. Brad had been a good start. He had taught her a valuable lesson that changed her life, but he was too tender. His body was too soft and willowy. She wanted stronger hands and longer fingers to squeeze her breasts, stroke her thighs, and press firmly into her openings. She wanted rock-hard muscles on top of her, a body that would make her quake with its power and its need for her.

But her new lover must be attentive. Marci had needs that could not be ignored. Brad had taught her the joys of multiple orgasms and she would never give that up. Marci and her husband weren’t two people fucking. He was fucking and she was getting fucked! Marci was tired of just being a sperm receptacle. She would find a lover that was attentive to her needs and together they would revel in their mutual hunger for one another.

*****


Chapter 3
 

Three days later Marci found herself on Brad's doorstep, her heart racing with anticipation. Her knock was tentative at first and went entirely unnoticed. Then she mustered up enough courage to give the brass knocker a few solid whacks.

As expected, Brad’s roommate answered the door. Marci knew full well that Brad was at work.

“Brad’s not here Pretty Lady,” said Tyler, running his eyes up and down Marci’s alluring form. She had dressed special for the occasion, in a pair of super-short running shorts that showed off her legs and slender ass. The soft cotton kind that clings to every curve and tends to bunch up at the crotch. She also wore a Tiffany blue mesh top, braless with plenty of cleavage.

Tyler’s eyes lingered a long time on her long, elegant legs and between them. The shorts were drawn uptight, and they had a stripe at the crotch.  A purple line that followed the contours of her labia. Marci knew where he was looking and stood quietly while he inspected her. A few weeks earlier she would have run. Literally, run down the hall and cleared the steps two by two.

“Oh Darn!” Marci exclaimed, pretending to be disappointed. “Do you mind if I come in and wait?” she asked, flashing as sexy a smile as she could muster. She was new at this seduction game, but like all beautiful women, she was learning quickly.

“Tyler is six by six” Brad had once remarked.

“What’s that mean?” Marci had asked.

“His dick is six inches long and six inches around” announced Brad.

“Oh My! That could hurt” Marci replied and winced.

“I’ve never heard any complaints coming from his bedroom. Lots of ‘oohs’ and ‘awes,’ but nothing that sounded painful” Brad assured.

“No shit?”

“No shit” insisted Brad. “You sound interested!”

Marci was quiet for a moment. But deep down she was wondering what it would be like to be spread that much. Some women swear by it. Marci’s friend Marge said it was a spoiler event, actually life-altering. Forever after, if she knew a man had a thick one, he was irresistible. Fat, thin, good-looking, or ugly. She didn’t care, she just wanted the meat.

“Would that bother you?” she had asked quietly, her voice almost a whisper.

“No, you can fuck whomever you want,” replied Brad, sounding sincere. “Now that you know how,” he added.

Marci giggled and punched Brad playfully.

Then she kissed him softly and begged, “Fuck me again.”

Tyler looked up and met Marci’s gaze. He had the deepest blue eyes. It went well with his shock of blond hair. They both knew where he had been looking. Tyler was unabashed, but Marci colored a little.

Their eyes were still locked, Tyler reached out and touched her crotch. Marci tensed as he drew two fingers along her slit. The thin cotton did little to dull the sensation and she could feel the warmth of his hand. ‘Oh Fuck!’ that felt good she thought and her knees damn near buckled. Then he applied a little pressure, gently rotating his fingers in a small circle. Moisture flowed like a river and Marci moaned, as she leaned forward and laid her cheek on his shoulder.

“Please me!” she whispered in his ear as his fingers between her legs became more insistent.

She turned her face to his and kissed him gently, romantically. ‘Oh, God! A great kisser’ she thought, then felt his fingers inside her. ‘Boy, the new Marci gets wet quick.’  Then he fluttered them.

“Ohhhh, I like that” she moaned as she pushed her tongue into his mouth and pressed her pelvis against his hand. Their tongues dueled, searching deep into one another’s mouths. She spread her legs a little, making room for three of Tyler’s digits. He had formed them into a wedge and was pumping her now. His other hand was sliding along her butt, his little finger tracing her ass crack.

“Fuck I am so wet” moaned Marci, the sound muffled by their entwined tongues. Without warning she plunged both of her hands down Tyler’s shorts, grabbing for both his cock and his balls.  They landed in a nearby padded chair, and she kicked off her shorts and panties as Tyler pulled them down. He was pounding her opening with his wedged fingers. His other hand pulling her close by cupping her ass cheeks.

Marci was half on the chair and half on the floor, her ass up and her head down, but she didn’t care. She was so close. The tingle was beginning, and her thighs were cramping. Marci threw her cunt at his hand, furiously fucking his fingers like she would a dildo.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!”  Marci suddenly let out a scream and Tyler’s hand was flooded with her fluid. He held her while she trembled, but she continued to undulate her hips. Marci wasn’t done. She wanted more. Her hand found his cock and she jacked his shaft as she moved against his hand, and he began to thrust his fingers into her again.

Marci quickly came a second time, then flipped over, and buried Tyler’s cock in her mouth. She hadn’t enjoyed blow jobs until Brad, but she wanted Tyler’s cock in her mouth even more than she wanted it in her pussy. It was deliciously thick, and she had to spread her mouth wide. Marci sucked his cock head while jacking his lower shaft with her hand and running her other hand lovingly over his balls.

Brad fell back in the chair groaning, then put his hand gently on the back of Marci’s head, guiding her lips up and down his shaft. His moaning excited her, and she sucked more vigorously and jacked him faster. When she began to taste his precum, Marci bobbed her head even faster.

“Easy, easy sexy girl,” said Tyler as he gently pulled his cock from her mouth. “I love what you’re doing, but I want to cum inside you.”

He pulled her to him, and they kissed passionately; their mouths slick with salvia, and Tyler could taste himself on her lips. Marci pulled his body on top of her, pulling him to the floor with her hand on his cock. She pushed its head against her opening, running its stiff head along her slit.

“Awww fuck! I want that” she whimpered, slipping the tip into her pussy, relishing the delicious feel of spreading herself.

Tyler started to thrust, but she pulled away a little and blocked him. “Easy baby. It’s big. Let me work it in” Marci whispered.

A few seconds later they were fucking like crazy as Tyler pounded into her. Marci reveled in being spread so wide and filled so fully. The wonderful feel of that thick cock sliding in and out of her opening was utterly fantastic. The best sexual moment she had ever experienced. Tyler picked up the pace, one hand on Marci’s ass, his fingers pressing into her ass crack as he violently ravished her. Their bodies slamming against one another in a fierce mutual ecstasy.

They came at almost the same time and fell away from one another, both gasping for air.  Marci lay with her legs spread, her slit glistening with their juices, her marvelous breasts heaving and her stiff nipples almost pulsing. Brad turned to look at her magnificence and was instantly hard again. Then he rolled on top of Marci and fucked her again.

There was no foreplay this time, just an even more violent coupling. They had come quickly. The sex was the most intense Marci had ever experienced. She came so hard her belly clamped in pain and she shook uncontrollably for more than a minute. They lay exhausted. Tyler was on his side, panting beside her, his cock still impressive, but totally limp. Marci was on her back, and she touched her opening, running her hands over her slit. God, she was wet! Her fingers glided over her sensitive flesh, sending shivers through her whole body.

“I’m like a slip-n-slide,” she laughed. “What lube did you use?”

“None, baby. That's all you. Us” Tyler assured her, between deep breaths.

She reached for his cock, stroking it gently, lovingly, but it stayed limp.

“It’s done, Pretty Marci. We’ll have to break into Brad’s toy collection” Tyler announced.

“He has a toy collection” exclaimed Marci, there was joy in her voice. Tyler could tell that she was looking forward to the rest of this adventure.

“The best I’ve ever seen. Make yourself comfortable in my bedroom and I’ll grab a selection” he instructed.

*****

They had been fucking for more than an hour. Not actually fucking. Tyler was still flaccid. Marci had tried several times to revive him, with her mouth, her hands, and lewd displays of her body. He would get half-hard, but not firm enough for insertion. So, she lay back and let Tyler work on her.

Between his mouth, his fingers, and the battery-driven toys Marci had cum more times than she could count. God, she had cum. They all started to run together near the end. Her lithe body was sore from the shaking and the shuddering and the gut-wrenching spasms. They were so fucking overwhelming. They just took over her body with such intense and exquisite pleasure that it defied description. Each one deeper and more powerful than the last. But still, she craved more.

Marci lay against Tyler’s chest, three vibrators were on the bed nearby, along with two dildos. One dark brown and curved, one crystal clear even longer and wider than Tyler in full bloom.  Both anatomically correct. That was the scene that greeted Brad as he opened Tyler’s bedroom door.

“Well, you two seem to be getting along” declared Brad. He wasn’t shouting, but Marci could tell he wasn’t happy.

“Sorry man,” declared Tyler a little sheepishly. “She was here, and she is hot. How could I resist?”

Marci rolled on her back and spread her legs wide, displaying her slit. It glistened with their sex juices. The effect on Brad was obvious. Both his eyes and his crotch were a giveaway. Marci stroked herself and dipped her fingers into her pussy and met his gaze. Brad rubbed the front of his pants in response. Then she tasted herself and looked provocatively at Brad as she licked her fingers. His eyes had followed every movement of her hands.

Marci knew she had him and put her hands back into her opening and fingered herself. Giving Brad her sexiest smile, Marci motioned him to the bed. Brad shed his clothes quickly and as he came into her arms, she grabbed his cock and guided it into her. As her opening flowed around his stiffness, Marci whispered in Brad’s ear, “Please me, baby. Please me!”

Brad lasted much longer than Tyler. He wasn’t as big and didn’t spread her quite to that glorious limit, but he had more staying power, and he sure knew how to press her carnal buttons. Marci threw her legs around his slender waist, lunged her body up to take him all in, and fucked like an eager cheerleader, getting her first chance at the quarterback.

Marci was on her fourth or fifth orgasm and Brad had changed position a couple of times. She lay on her back, with Brad’s mouth between her legs, lapping eagerly at her opening. His warm, wet tongue spreading her labia with its gentle insistence and providing a delicious pressure on her most sensitive skin.

Marci was throwing her head from side to side, moaning in ecstasy. Both of her hands were on the back of Brad’s head, and she was pushing him firmly against her opening. But her eye caught Tyler's. His cock had found some life and he stroked it slowly. Leisurely enjoying the pleasure, but not wanting to climax.

“Is that for me?” she called to Tyler.

“Let’s give Tyler a chance” she exclaimed after her next orgasm. She was wet and ready, and Tyler slid in easily. Marci’s cunt swallowed him eagerly, once again savoring the wonderful sense of fullness that only Tyler could supply. As they fucked, Brad fished his cock into Marci’s mouth, and she sucked him down without hesitation. For the first time in her life, Marci enjoyed two men at the same time.
 

*****

Three weeks later, Isaac and Marci were at a party. The room was full of couples that she knew, plus a few that were new to her. As usual, Isaac had demanded that Marci dress for effect. He loved it when other men so obviously wanted to fuck his trophy wife.

Tonight was no exception. There were plenty of would-be Marci suitors in the room, but unlike other parties on other nights, where Marci hated every minute of the ogling, and the sometimes-obvious salivating, this night was different. On this evening, Marci secretly enjoyed the attention. She tried not to show it, but the adoration excited her. Made her juices flow and her panties wet. More than once she recrossed her legs and adjusted her tight little ass in the chair, just to feel some pressure on her womanly regions. Where was Brad’s toy when she needed it? The one that slips into her panties and has the remote control.

As always Marci was the wallflower. Her newfound sexual aggression did not translate into the social niceties of cocktail party banter. So, she sat alone and drank more than she should. This had never been a problem. It dulled her senses and made Isaac’s inattentive lovemaking much more bearable when she got home. But tonight, the alcohol lowered her inhibitions and increased her libido. In short, it made Marci want to fuck.

Fred Hanson was a constant Marci watcher. They’d known each other for years and he was always making his interest known.  He didn’t leer at her like most of the other husbands, nor sneak peeks at her when he didn’t think she was looking. However, he did make it clear that he was open to some intimate play, by flirting with her outrageously and complementing Marci with eloquence and charm.

Fred knew that it made Marci uncomfortable, but he just told her to loosen up. “You’re a beautiful woman” he would say. “You take yourself too seriously. Men can’t help being attracted to you. It’s just nature doing her thing. We all came from the jungle, and we still have all those primal instincts.”

Marci had to admit that Fred was a good-looking man. He was still trim and fit though he must be pushing forty. There was an assurance about him. Her beauty didn’t scare him away and the way he appraised her so openly made Marci feel like he was imagining what he would do to her. That had always unsettled her. But the new Marci began to wonder, just what he had in mind?

Fred had been especially interested in her tonight. Casting glances at her more often than usual and winking mischievously twice. Fred always threw her off balance, but tonight the game was more interesting. 

Marci didn’t see Fred approach. He came up on her blindside and slipped into the chair next to her.

“You’re looking particularly delicious tonight” Fred declared with a sparkling smile.

Marci froze for a moment, totally unprepared to respond.  Fred was always saying things like that. Attempting to charm her with words that complimented, but also hinted at something more intimate. In the past, they had made Marci uncomfortable, but this time the full meaning of the innuendo flooded through her just as surely as if Fred had placed his warm hand on her inner thigh.

“Don’t you ever stop” she shot back, making full eye contact.

“God, I love those dark eyes of yours” he replied. “They betray your mood. Did you know that?”

“Don’t all eyes” quipped Marci. “Window to the soul and all that crap!”

“Yes, but yours are unusually expressive. Or should I say revealing?” Fred teased.

Marci looked quickly away, breaking their locked gaze.

“Ah-ha!” announced Fred quickly, not giving Marci a chance to answer. His face blossomed into a full-blown smile of delight.

“I saw that,” he accused. “It was just a flicker, but your reaction is different. Something has changed inside sexy Marci.”

Fred let the words hang and stared at her, moving his face imperceptibly closer to hers.

“Come on girl, spell. Tell me all about your exploits” he coaxed.

Marci turned, shifting her entire body in the chair to look across the room. Offering Fred only her profile. Her mind raced and her body trembled internally. ‘How did he know’ she thought and that brought a blush to her cheeks.

“Oh my God, you’re blushing” Fred asserted. “Has luscious Marci been a bad girl?”

How the fuck did he know? Marci was in a panic. It must be written all over my face. She couldn’t look at him. She wanted to run and after a moment's pause, she did. Marci bolted from the chair and crossed the room without another word. Fred watched her fetchingly tight ass swing its way toward the kitchen doorway and disappear from sight.

Marci had never realized it because she had never truly understood the game of chase and cuckold, but Fred was an experienced player.  He had an instinct for lonely females. Women who weren’t being ‘properly cared for’ in his vernacular, and he had long ago identified Marci as a girl who just wasn’t getting enough love and attention.

Fred couldn’t tell you how he knew such things. He had tried to analyze it himself and didn’t have an answer. He just knew. He had chased long enough and slipped his hands in enough panties, to just know. Sometimes he was wrong, but not very often. However, with Marci, he had always been dead certain, and for years his favorite fantasy was to make the lovely Marci a screamer.

An hour later Fred caught sight of Marci going down into the basement. The upper bathrooms were full, and the hostess had directed her downstairs.  Fred sensed an opportunity and followed quietly. The bathroom was down a dark hallway and Fred positioned himself against the wall opposite the bathroom door.

Marci had not really needed the bathroom per se. What she needed was to get away from the din and clear her head. Her encounter with Fred had unsettled her and she had self-medicated with four shots of Tequila in quick sequence. She should know better.

When Marci opened the door, Fred was opposite the door. Marci immediately retreated, but Fred blocked the door with his hand and followed her back into the bathroom. It wasn’t very big, more of a closet than a bathroom, but there was room enough for intimate games and that’s what Fred had in mind.

“You can’t be in here with me” Marci objected.

Fred ignored her protests and gently rubbed her cheek with the back of his hand. “You're so fucking beautiful. Do you realize the ache you put in man?” he whispered.

Marci’s brain told her to pull away. Brush his hand aside and firmly push him out the door. But her body wanted something different. It was on fire, and she leaned into his touch.

“I, I, I,” she stuttered. “I don’t mean to.”

“Yes, you do. At least now you do. What happened to you? Did someone light a fire in you? You’re trying to hide it, but you’re on the prowl. You’re not sweet little Marci anymore. You’re much more. A vibrant, sensual woman.”

Marci didn’t know how it happened. One minute Fred was rubbing her cheek. Tenderly, romantically. The next she was in his arms, her breasts crushed against his chest, her tongue searching out his, her hand clawing at this zipper.

‘Oh, that’s a nice one’ she thought as she felt herself lifted onto the counter. She spread her legs as Fred’s hand slid along her inner thigh, pushing her short skirt even higher. The thrill was immense. Quick, spontaneous sex with a stranger while her friends and husband partied a few feet away. Her moisture came like a flood and Fred’s fingers were inside her, thrusting, twisting, pumping. Her release came fast. So quickly that it surprised her, and Marci buried her scream into Fred’s shoulder.

She had no sooner stopped shaking than she guided his cock in. “Nice cock” she murmured as her cunt swallowed it and they both began to slam their hips together.

“Oh God, Oh God” moaned Marci. “Please me, lover. Please me!”

Her words were low and guttural. Almost a prayer and her breath was hot in Fred’s ear.  She could feel his energy level kick into high gear, and he stabbed into her with a ferocity that lifted her off the counter. He was a powerful man and his need for her inflamed Marci, driving her to return thrust for thrust.

Marci didn’t think she had ever been fucked with such violence. Fred didn’t intentionally hurt her, but his need for her was extreme and he pounded into her with a force that rivaled even young Tyler’s. It lasted longer than she expected. ‘Fred can sure hang in there’ she thought reveling in every moment of their unexpectedly long and vigorous fuck.

It was intense. They were grunting and moaning and crying out and physically shaking the walls. Anyone outside the door would know exactly what they were doing, but she didn’t care. All she wanted was one more slide of her cunt along that wonderfully, hard cock.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM.

For other novels, novellas, and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no-punches-pulled sexual encounters.

cover.jpeg
-

-





