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Stuffed by Her Best Friend's Husband
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Now, this is Thanksgiving! I thought as I sipped my coffee and looked out at the crashing surf.

My best friend Libby had invited Rob and I to stay at their house in Hawaii for Thanksgiving. How could we say no? It was a gorgeous place, close to the ocean, and the warm sun was so unlike the rainy November days in Portland.

I finished my coffee on the beach, then made my way up the weathered walkway to the house. Outside it was quiet, Libby had sent her kids to stay with her grandparents in Maine, so we could have an honest-to-goodness grown-up weekend in paradise.

The only thing that marred the beauty of the place was Libby's husband, Mike. Libby had always been a strong and independent woman, a real go-getter despite her family's money. She graduated at the top of her class in law school and was on her way to becoming a partner when she met Mike.

Mike wasn't at all anything like Libby, as far as I could tell. He was good looking, sure, in a rough way, but he didn't work. Instead, he seemed content to live off of Libby's inheritance and spend his days fixing motorcycles and surfing.

Not only was he lazy, he was also demanding. Within a year after being married, Libby had her first child. Not long after that, Mike knocked her up a second and third time, putting paid to any thoughts of Libby going back to the partnership. Instead, my once strong, independent friend had become a housewife and mother.

Not that she didn't seem happy. If anything, Libby seemed to relish the comfort of domesticity. So much so, that she had planned this entire Thanksgiving weekend, including cooking dinner. That morning, she had rushed me out of the kitchen when I tried to help, so I walked down onto the beach, leaving Rob sleeping in the guest house.

During my walk, I mused about the changes in my best friend from college. We had always talked about having children, but I was the one who wanted to quit school and start a family. Libby was always the one who wanted to be a professional. It was ironic that I could not get pregnant and was still working as an office assistant while career-minded Libby had become a housewife.

I had to admit when I saw her beautiful kids running around the day before they left for their grandparents; I felt a little jealous. Rob and I had been trying for months to get pregnant and nothing seemed to work.

I wondered if Rob was still sleeping, and I thought about walking over to the guest house to see if he was awake. Instead, I decided to check on Libby to see if she needed any help in the kitchen.

If only I had gone to see Rob, everything might have turned out differently.

I heard the noise as soon as I walked in the door. Libby wasn't in the kitchen, but I could hear her voice echoing down the hallway. At first, I thought she might be in pain and I hurried to the master bedroom.

When I got to the door, however, I knew it wasn't pain I was hearing.

"Oh, God! Yes! Just like that!"

Unable to stop myself, I peeked into the door through the doorway, at once regretting my decision. Libby was lying on the bed, her legs spread lewdly to the sides as her hard-bodied, tattooed husband pounded into her gaping pussy.

"That's right, you little slut!" Mike hissed down at his wife and the mother of his children as he fucked her hard. "You've wanted this cock ever since your friend got here, didn't you?"

"You know I did!"

"So why did you tell me no?"

"It's not right?/! It's not right to do it when they're staying with us!"

"Bullshit! You just don't want your pretty little friend to see how big a slut you really are!"

"Oh, God!"

My eyes were transfixed on Mike's hard, glistening ass as it drove deep between my friend's thighs. I couldn't see his cock, but I could see his enormous balls slapping wetly against Libby's upturned ass. I'd never seen anything so hot before. Yet, the words he was using burned into my brain. Libby had never been a slut, even in our younger days, and she certainly wouldn't want to be called one.

Yet here she was screaming in pleasure as her husband fucked her savagely on their marital bed.

"You're uptight little friend needs a good fucking!" Mike grunted. For a moment, I didn't know what he was talking about, then suddenly it dawned upon me. He was talking about me!

"No!" Libby cried. "No! She's happy!

"With that loser? She needs a real man, with a real cock!"

Libby couldn't protest because Mike's violent thrusts took her breath away. My body was responding to his pounding as well, the heat building between my thighs as I witnessed the lewd display.

I should have run away, but I couldn't move as Libby screams filled my ears. I knew she was coming on Mike's cock. A moment later, Mike growled and slammed his ass down hard, pinning my poor friend to the mattress. His buttocks flexed hard, and I knew he was filling her up with his seed.

Finally, he pulled out, and I gasped in shock. His dripping, sticky cock was the biggest thing I'd ever seen in my life.

I covered up my mouth to stop the sound, but it was too late. Mike's head came up, and he turned to the bedroom door, his blue eyes latching onto mine. My heart stopped as he looked at me, gave me a smug grin, and winked.

I stumbled away from the door, my body trembling. What I had just witnessed was the most horrible, most exciting thing I'd ever seen in my life. So much more raw and powerful than any porn I had seen on the internet. My body was virtually bursting with need.

There was a sudden need to find Rob. I needed my loving, sweet husband to fill me up and make me forget what I had just seen. I almost ran to the guest house, slamming open the door.

Rob what's in his boxers in the small kitchenette.

"What's up?" He asked as he raised his coffee to his lips.

I didn't answer. I ran into his arms, plucking the cup from his hand, and set it on the counter. Then, I gave him a full mouth, deep kiss.

"Wow! What did I do to deserve that?" he asked.

"Nothing!" I chuckled. "I just love you."

It wasn't a complete lie. I loved him, but, at that moment, I needed to get fucked.

Rob didn't protest as I pulled him into the bedroom and pushed him to the bed. I knelt down, my pussy throbbing between my thighs, and ripped off his boxers. He wasn't hard, but he came awake quickly enough when I began stroking him.

Fuck! I thought. So much smaller than Mike!

I shook off the thoughts. Don't think about him, not now. I ripped off my shirt and bra revealing my heavy tits to my husband. He couldn't resist, grabbing my fleshy orbs in his hands and squeezing eagerly. I moaned, rolling to the side to push my shorts and panties down over my round bottom. I couldn't wait anymore! I pushed Rob to his back, straddled his hips, and sank down onto his cock.

I sighed as his cock slid into me, but I didn't give him time to relax. I rode him hard and fast, the image of Mike's ass rising and falling between Libby's thighs burned into my brain. I couldn't shake the images and stopped trying. Instead, I closed my eyes and ground my pussy into Rob's pelvic bone.

I wasn't even aware he was close until I felt him groan underneath me. He gripped my hips, trying to stop my furious grinding. I felt the sticky warmth of his cum as it dripped around his cock and out my lips, but still I kept humping, trying in vain to achieve my orgasm.

"Alyssa!" Rob groaned. "Alyssa, stop!"

Rob's voice slowly penetrated my ears/ I opened my eyes and looked down at my husband's pained expression.

"Oh my God!" I cried. "Are you okay?"

"Yeah, it's just," he said, through gritted teeth. "It just...kind of hurts."

"Oh!" I cried and rolled off of him. "I'm sorry... I didn't mean to..."

"It's OK," he smiled. "I like seeing you so excited. I just couldn't hold back."

"Aww!" I said. "That's sweet."

"I'm sorry if you didn't, you know..."

"No!" I said even though my body was still throbbing with me. "It's fine!"

Rob seemed mollified and laid back onto the bed, sighing in contentment. I lifted my legs above my head in an attempt to guide Rob's seed to my womb.

I took deep breaths, trying to tamp down the heat still burning between my legs. I wished Rob could have finished me off. Maybe, if he had completed the job, I wouldn't be thinking of Libby and her bastard husband Mike.
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I KEPT MY DISTANCE for the rest of the morning, still in shock by all that had happened. But, it was Thanksgiving after all, and Libby had prepared a veritable feast for us.

So, Rob put on dress pants and a crisp white dress shirt while I slid my body into a dress.

"You look beautiful," Rob said as he came up behind me as I looked at myself in the mirror.

I was nearly thirty, but my curves were still round and firm in all the right places, with long dark hair that hung to my shoulders.

As I smoothed the dress down over my hips, I felt an echo of the thrill I'd had earlier, but I squashed that feeling quickly.

"You ready?" I turned to Rob and smiled.

"Oh yeah," Rob said. "I’m starving."

He grinned and took a playful bite of my nip at my bare shoulder.

"Ow!" I chuckled. "Not now! I just got all dressed up!"

"Later," Rob said with a mock growl. "For dessert."
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I LAUGHED AT MY HUSBAND'S excitement. Our little trist that morning must have sparked something inside of him. Maybe this Thanksgiving weekend Rob and I might get lucky and finally make a baby. I rubbed my stomach and smiled at my reflection in the mirror.

I was ready to face my sister and her husband.

The house smelled amazing. As we walked into the dining room I was shocked by the feast laid out before us. It had all the regular Thanksgiving favorites like turkey and stuffing, along with some Hawaiian editions, like purple sweet potatoes.

"Welcome!" Libby said happily and pointed to our chairs.

We took our places in front of the wonderful smelling food as Mike came in carrying glasses with an orange drink inside.

"It's not traditional," Libby explained as he said the drinks in front of us. "But Mike thought Mai Tais might be fun."

"Oh, wow!" Rob said, picking up his drink, and giving it a sip. "Wow, that's good!"

"Hey, I used to be a bartender," Mike shrugged and his thick biceps pulled at the tight t-shirt. He looked like a bartender.

The bastard couldn't even be bothered to dress up.

Still, the Mai Tai was good, although a little heavy on the rum.

I glanced over at Libby as she sipped a glass of juice.

"You're not drinking?" I asked.

"Oh no," she said with a secretive smile.

She reached over and grabbed Mike's large hand. He looked down at her and grinned, then turned his head towards me and winked.

"Libby's knocked up again," he chuckled.

"What?" I said. "Really?"

"That's great!" Rob said and reached out to shake Mike's hand. "Congratulations!"

"Thank you!" Libby blushed. "We weren't planning on it but..."

"Hey, what can we say," Mike grinned smugly. "My swimmers are always on target."

"Oh, Mike!" Libby slapped his thick shoulder in mock irritation. "Stop it!"

I watched the happy couple, feeling an empty pit open in my stomach. It didn't seem fair that someone like Mike could father a child while poor Rob and I couldn't get the job done. I resolved that, if I didn't get pregnant this weekend, we would go see the fertility expert. I really wanted to start our family.

"That's great!" I said. "You guys are going to have a full house!"

"I love it," Mike said and kissed Libby on the lips. "Libby runs a tight ship. Plus, she's gorgeous when she's pregnant."

"Oh, Mike!" Libby simpered and French kissed her husband. I had to stop myself from choking on my Mai Tai.

Rob looked over at me as I watched my friend and her husband canoodling like school children. He reached over, placed a warm hand on mine, then raised his glass to me.

"Happy Thanksgiving," he said.

Libby finally unlocked her lips from Mike and turned to us.

"Sorry!" Libby giggled. "Come on. Let's eat!"

For the next hour and a half, we tucked into the feast Libby had prepared for us. I did my best to avoid Mike's knowing smirk and flashing blue eyes as I stuffed myself with turkey, potatoes, and a healthy slice of pumpkin pie. 

Soon enough, we were all growing groggy with rum and good food. When I looked across the table at Libby, I could tell she could barely stay awake. Now that I knew she was pregnant, I felt even more guilty for letting her do all the work.

"Libby? Why don't I clear the table and you can go get some rest?" 

"Oh no! You don't have to do that!"

"Don't be silly! You made all this food there's no reason you should have to clean up as well."

"I can help," Rob said, although he looked almost as tired as my friend.

"You can help me put dishes away later," I said, patting his arm. "Please, Libby?"

Libby looked at Mike and he actually smiled tenderly at his wife.

"Does sound like a good idea, honey. I'm sure Alyssa can put the food away. We can always do dishes later."

Libby looked at me and smiled gratefully.

"Thank you, Alyssa, I really appreciate it.

"No problem!" I said brightly. "It's the least I can do."

Mike and Libby got up from the table and I watched his broad figure as he led Libby to the bedroom. I hoped the bastard actually let her rest.

Rob stood up and grabbed our plates, carrying them to the kitchen. I grabbed the others and followed him.

"Why don't you go get some rest too?" I said. "Leave this mess to me."

"Are you sure?" Rob looked nearly as tired as I felt.

"Yes." I gave him a sly smile. "You can make it up to me later."

"Deal!" Rob said with the crooked again, gave me a kiss, and headed off towards the guest house.

I shook off my lethargy and got busy grabbing the food from the table. On my third trip, I bent over the table to pick up the turkey, and felt a presence behind me. Hands slid up my hips and gripped my wrist.

"I thought you were tired," I laughed and turned around, expecting to see Rob behind me.

I was shocked when I found myself staring at Mike's broad, hard chest underneath his tight t-shirt. Large arms gripped my waist  and nudged up against the table.

"Mike? What are you doing?"

I planted my hands against his chest and pushed. Iit felt like I was pushing against stone covered in warm, pliable skin. It took my mind a moment to register that my hands were exploring the thick muscles of his chest before I dropped my arms to my sides.

"Just thought you might need some help," Mike grinned.

"I'm fine," I said, but my heart was racing and I could feel my palms sweat. I wasn't tired anymore.

"You didn't look fine earlier," Mike murmured. "When you were watching me and Libby."

"I don't know what you're talking about!" I lied. "I didn't see anything."

"Are you sure about that?"

Mike slid closer, and his crotch grazed my belly. I tried to back away, but I was stuck between the table and Mike's muscular body.

"Yes, I'm sure," I said. "Now please let me go."

Mike paused for a moment, loomed over me, and showed me just how powerful he was. I felt a thrill of fear and excitement flash through my body. My God! Was he really going to do this while his pregnant wife, my best friend, was asleep just down the hall? And what about my husband waiting for me in the guest house?

The worst part was, my body was reacting to his presence. Images from that morning burned through my brain. Libby's foot flopping wildly in the air as Mike pounded her. His gleaming, perfect ass pumping up and down between my friend's thighs. The thick trickle of cum dribbling onto the sheets, proof that he had just filled Libby up to overflowing with his seed.

"I'm not keeping you here," he said. "I just wanted to help."

"I don't need your help! I snapped. "Now, go look after your pregnant wife!"

"Oh, I think you need more help than you realize." Mike leaned forward and his lips grazed my ear. "I can give you what you need!"

"You...you're crazy!"

"Oh, really?" He grinned. This close, I could smell the woody scent of his cologne and underneath it a musky, male odor. The smell brought back even more images of Mike fucking Libby. "Just tell me one thing, and I'll back off."

"What?" I asked, fighting to keep a tremor from my voice. God! I was so excited and scared!

"You enjoyed watching us, didn't you?" Mike murmured. "Just admit it, and I'll let you go."

"I didn't!" I lied. "I can't believe how you treated Libby! It was so..."

"Hot?"

"Disgusting. Disgusting and cruel!"

"I understand," Mike said. "Everyone from Libby's past thinks she is so strong and confident. But, she isn't like that. That's why it never worked out with any of her other boyfriends. She didn't want to be in charge."

Mike slid his hands over my breasts then upward and I moaned as his long fingers gripped my neck.

"She wanted me to own her. So I did." His hot breath caressed my cheek. "I think you want the same thing."

"No," I whined. "No. I love Rob."

"Of course you do," Mike chuckled. "Because Rob lets you do whatever you want and expects nothing. How boring."

"He's not boring," I whimpered. "He's nice."

"Just another word for boring," Mike said. He leaned forward his lips once again touching my earlobe." Now tell me the truth. You enjoyed watching me fuck your friend like a little slut, didn't you?"

"Yes!" The word felt like it was forced out of my mouth. "Yes, I did!"

"Good girl," Mike growled, his deep voice sending a tremor of lust through my body. "Good girl."

And then he kissed me.

I gasped in shock as his hot lips covered mine. My gasp made it possible for him to slide his tongue into my mouth. Instead of biting down on It, my lips opened, sucking him in.

I whined and pushed my hands against his hard chest. He swallowed my weak complaints, pushing me up onto the table with his strong arms.

This can't be happening! I'm married! He was married to my best friend!

What was happening?

My mind was filled with conflicting thoughts and emotions as his rough hands explored my body. He gripped my tits and squeezed them to the point of pain, making me yelp.

"Might want to keep your voice down," Mike whispered in my ear. "You don't want to wake your friend up to you?"

"Oh, God!" I moaned as Mike chuckled and pushed me down onto the table right next to the turkey.

"I can't do this!" I cried. "I can't do this to Libby!"

"Don't worry about her," Mike growled. "You should be worried about your husband. What would he say if he could see you now?"

"Stop! Please!"

"Not yet," Mike grinned and, to my surprise, he lowered himself to his knees.

I twisted on the table as Mike's hands ripped off my panties. Then, he hiked up my dress over my hips bearing my pussy. I groaned, my head moving from side to side. I was suddenly just another dessert to be devoured and that's precisely what Mike did.

He pushed his head between my thighs and I yelped as I felt the electric touch of his tongue slithered up the swollen furrow of my cunt. I hadn't realized just how turned on I was by my best friend's muscular husband. When the tip of Mike's tongue bumped against my swollen clit, I cried out as my pussy throbbed and my thighs closed on Mike's ears. I lowered my hand to his head to push him away, but when his tongue split my pussy lips and tasted the tender inner flesh, I gripped his hair and pulled him forward.

There was no doubt, I wanted this. Whether it was seeing Mike and Libby fuck, or the disappointing sex with my husband, the lust in my body have been building all morning long and Mike had just the spark to ignite it.

"Fuck!" I moaned. "Stop! You have to stop or I'll... I'll..."

"You'll what?" Mike lifted his face from my pussy, a cruel smile on his face. His cheeks and chin were dripping with my juices. "What are you going to do, slut?"

I groaned in anguish. I couldn't fight the intense feelings burning between my legs. My hips humped off the table, searching for the heat of his mouth.

"What are you going to do, slut?" Mike asked again.

"I'm going to come! If you keep doing that I'm going to come!"

"And do you want to come, slut?"

The lewd name burned into my brain, calling to some submissive creature lurking inside of me. My ass twisted in a puddle of my own juices trying desperately to find my bliss. But Mike was more experienced than that, and he kept me squirming on the edge of the table.

"Yes!" I cried. "Yes, I want to come!"

"Good girl!" Mike laughed and dove back into my pussy.

This time he dug a rough finger into my cunt and fucked me with it while attacking my clit with his ravenous mouth. His tongue swirled, his teeth nipped, and his finger stabbed the roof of my cunt, hitting a spongy area just inside the entrance. Every time the tip of his finger hit that spot, jolts of electricity burst through my limbs. I dug my head into his hair and fucked my body into his face, both of us working together until finally a powerful wave of pleasure crashed over me.

I screamed, not caring if Libby heard, or if Rob walked into the room. My whole being was centered on the ecstasy that Mike was giving me.

Finally, Mike raised up between my legs. I moaned, in a daze from the powerful orgasm as he pulled my dress and bra down over my heavy tits, leaving my nicest dress a wrinkled mess around my waist.

"You like that didn't you, slut?" Mike asked.

I moaned, unable to get my mouth to make words. Instead, I nodded up at the powerful man. He grinned and nodded back at me, knowing I would submit to him all along.

He pulled off his tight t-shirt, and I moaned at the rock hard body underneath.

Christ! Why does he have to be so much hotter than Rob?

Then, he pushed down his pants. His huge cock sprang from his pants and slapped against my belly.

"Oh, God!" I whimpered." It's so big!"

"Rob isn't that big?"

"No!" Tears of shame and frustration stung my eyes. "No! He's not even close!"

Mike grunted out a laugh.

"I knew it," he said. "That must be why he can't knock you up!"

"No!" I didn't want to admit it. The size of somebody's cock had nothing to do with their ability to get a woman pregnant. Yet, as I looked down at the throbbing member that had impregnated my best friend, I wondered.

Was the reason we couldn't have children Rob's fault?

While I tried to shake off the thoughts, Mike lifted his heavy cock and swabbed my pussy with the fat head.

"Wait! You need to wear a condom!"

"I have three kids already," Mike growled. "Do you think I ever wear a fucking condom?"

Oh, shit! This had just gone to a whole new level. I put my hand down over my pussy, inadvertently touching the long thumping rod between my legs. I couldn't do this! It was bad enough that I let him eat me, but this?

I expected Mike to force my hand away and plunge his thick cock inside of me. It's not like I was running anymore. That masochistic, submissive creature deep inside wanted to be fucked by this powerful alpha male.

But, Mike didn't immediately thrust inside of me. Instead, he rubbed his spongy head up and down my pussy, probing with just the tip to let me feel his girth, then pulling out. He worked the head of his cock over my clit, then teased my lips, only to bump the fat head into my clit again.

I moaned in anguish, my hips twitching, my legs spreading wide open for him. I wanted him inside me!

Rob, forgive me! I cried out silently.

"Tell me what you want," Mike growled, pushing his cock in an inch or two, stretching the entrance to my pussy, then pulling out. "Tell me what you want, slut!"

I shook my head back and forth, trying in vain to deny what I wanted. I could smell turkey and pumpkin pie, all the comforting scents of thanksgiving. And yet all I could feel was the overwhelming need to get stuffed.

"I want you!" I cried. "I want you!"

"And what do you want? Tell me what you want."

I whined submissively on the table, opened my eyes, and locked onto Mike's cruel gaze.

"I want your cock!" I cried. "I want your cock inside me!"

Mike's mouth curled up into a smile.

"I knew it!"

Then, with a savage thrust, he plunged that beautiful cock deep inside me.

He was so big it felt like he was tearing me in half as he plowed deep within me. His powerful hands grabbed my hips and pulled me over the edge of the table so his cock could stab deep inside. He was embedded inside my belly, his throbbing flesh filling me with pulsating heat.

I screamed in anguish, no longer caring who heard me. The intense pain flared white hot, then suddenly broke like a wave upon the beach. Intense pleasure washed over me.

"Fuck you're so tight!" Mike grunted. "Rob must have a tiny fucking cock!"

"Please!" I moaned. "Please don't talk about Rob!"

"Why not?" Mike growled. "You know I'm better than he is!"

"No!"

"I guess I need to prove it!" Mike grunted.

Then, all thoughts of Rob, of Libby, of Thanksgiving dinner, everything was gone as Mike violently thrust his cock inside of me. His shaft penetrated all the way to my womb, pulling back before he could hit my cervix as if the primal animal inside of him instinctively knew the limits of my body. He continued to growl, that deep sound penetrating my brain as his cock stabbed deep into my helpless flesh.

He hammered me mercilessly into the dining room table. The dishes and glasses shook, and the table creaked under my body. The pleasure I felt before when he had eaten my pussy was nothing compared to the intense ecstasy of that cock taking me, owning me.

The orgasm too was like nothing I'd ever experienced before. My entire mind went blank, and I lost long seconds as I was lifted by the force of my lust, every nerve in my body exploding at once. My arms thrashed about knocking aside turkey and stuffing. I didn't care. All I wanted was that beautiful feeling of being lifted out of my body and then crashed down onto the tabletop.

"Oh my God! Oh my God!"

"Now, who's better? Me or your husband?" Mike murmured.

I rolled my head back and forth in silent protest, but I couldn't fight it any longer.

"You!" I cried. "It's you!"

"That's right! Now it's my turn," Mike growled and thrust mercilessly into my gaping pussy. "I'm going to give you something to be thankful for, bitch!"

The lewd words reverberated through my brain, but I could no longer understand them. All I could do was focus on Mike's thick cock as he pounded deep inside me, working my body towards yet another overwhelming orgasm.

Just as I was about to reach another peak, Mike bent over me and hissed in my ear.

"I'm going to knock you up, slut! I'm going to give you what your husband can't!"

"Oh, fuck!" I cried. His promise ripped through my brain and my body responded. My eyes rolled up into my head and I came again, every thought wiped from my broken mind.

A second later, Mike tensed, but I was so caught up on a wave of my pleasure, I didn't notice. I was still coming, my body twitching uncontrollably on the table, when Mike growled and stabbed all the way to the hilt inside me.

I felt his cock bulging inside me, then I was filled with a liquid, sticky lust. I could feel the heat of his cum filling me, my whole belly warmed by his load. As I imagined his virile seed penetrating my womb and attacking my defenses eggs, came again..

Finally, my orgasm subsided leaving me a sticky, wet mess on the table. Mike chuckled in my ear as I came back to the real world.

"Fuck! That was good! So good!"

I smiled wearily as the shame overcame the pleasure. I tried to block out my betrayal, focusing instead on Mike's beautiful, hard body on top of me.

"Happy thanksgiving, slut!" Mike said, but with a gentle tone in his voice that made me feel warm and soft

When Mike kissed me, I couldn't help but kiss him back gratefully.
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"OH, THERE'S MY BABY!"

Libby cried as we entered their house. I raised the little three-month-old bundle in my arms.

"Say hi to Rob!" I said and turned to my husband. Rob gave me a grin full of pride.

"Oh my God! He looks just like you!" Libby said to Rob.

I almost laughed. Little Robert had dark hair like Rob, but his eyes were an intense, cold blue.

"Come in, come in!"

We walked into the house. Once again it was decorated for Thanksgiving. I smiled as Libby plucked Little Rob from my hands and held him up. Her own baby, now six months old, was lying in a crib inside the dining room.

"I just think it's so great that baby Sara and little Rob will be able to play together!"

"It sure is!" I said smiling as Libby reveled in her happy domesticity.

Rob went to get the bags and take them to the guest house. I left Libby with the two kids and walked down the hall to the bathroom. I had just finished my business and washed my hands when there was a soft knock at the door.

"Who is it!" I called.

Another knock. I chuckled, opened the door, and stood face to face with Mike.

"Hello," he said, stepping into the bathroom.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

He turned me towards the bathroom mirror and pushed me up against the sink. I wiggled against him half-heartedly.

"So, it looks like little Rob has his father's eyes!"

"I looked up and saw the reflection of my baby's eyes in Mike's face. He grinned, that smug, charming grin, and lifted the hem of my dress up over my ass.

"Libby's just outside!" I hissed.

"I know," Mike said. But she's obsessed with the babies right now. And Rob's putting your stuff away. So, we have some time."

"Time for what?" I moaned as Mike confidently pulled my panties down over my ass.

"Time to give you something to be thankful for, slut. Don't you think we should give little Rob a brother or sister?"

I groaned as I felt the fat cock I'd been dreaming of for over a year, forced its way into my pussy. "Yes! Yes, please, Daddy!"

"Ooh, Daddy?" Mike said, grinning. "I like that. I'm your baby daddy."

"Yes, Daddy!" I pouted into the mirror. "You're the only daddy here. I'm yours."

"God! You are such a filthy, little slut!"

"I'm your slut, Daddy!" I moaned, then gasped as Mike's thick cock entered my unprotected pussy. "Only your slut!"

"Fuck yeah!" Mike gripped my hips and began fucking me hard against the bathroom sink. Any doubts I had had about letting him fuck me again we're quickly burned away by that beautiful cock I remembered.

This was going to be a great Thanksgiving!

The End
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Stuffed by Her Husband's Boss
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Ipulled another pie from the oven as my husband's nephew, Ralphie, ran behind me, nearly tripping me and spoiling the whole thing.

"Damn it, Ralphie!" I cried and immediately regretted it as my sister-in-law threw me a dirty look from the dining room like it was my fault her kids couldn't behave themselves.

My house was full of people but the one person who wasn't there was my husband. I still couldn't believe Harry's boss, Carl Winters, had called him into work on a holiday! So now, as usual, everything depended on me.

"Is there anything I can help with?"

Harry's mother, Martha asked.

Martha was a kindly old woman, but I knew her help in the kitchen would come with a set of reasons that I was doing things wrong. That list usually led to the subject of children and the fact that I had yet to provide her with a grandson.

I managed a smile and shook my head.

"No, that's okay," I said. "I've got just about everything I need. Hopefully, Harry will be home soon."

That hope was crushed a half hour later when my phone rang.

"Hey," I said, forcing a cheerful tone. "Where are you?"

"I'm sorry," Harry said, dismally. "Carl's making me stay."

"What?" I moved from the kitchen into the pantry for some semblance of privacy. "Didn't you tell him it's Thanksgiving? Our house is full of your family!"

"I did. He said if I wanted to keep my job, I needed to get it done then I can come home."

"Oh, for fuck’s sake!"

“Aunt Gwen said 'fuck'! I” heard Ralphie cry from outside the door.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

"Is he there?"

"Who?" Harry asked.

Fucking Carl, that's who!" I yelled.

"No."

"Wait. You're in there on a holiday working and your boss isn't? Where the hell is he?"

"Home, I guess," Harry said. I could practically see him shrug through the phone.

"Damn it, Harry!"

"I'm really sorry, honey," Harry said. "I'll be home as soon as I can."

I bit back my frustration with my husband. Harry didn't like conflict which, under most circumstances, benefited me. I usually got what I wanted, when I wanted. But today, his spinelessness was turning into a real problem.

I guess I would have to take care of this myself; I thought. Just like everything else.

"All right," I said. "It's not your fault."

I hung up with Harry and slid my phone back into my pocket. I took a few more deep breaths, then opened the pantry door.

Martha was waiting for me.

"Was that Harry? Is he going to be home soon?"

My sister-in-law, Pam, Ralphie's mom, came up behind her mother, a look of distaste on her face.

"Gwen, we really need to talk about your language," she said.

I'd had enough of Harry's family for one morning. I brushed past Martha and then paused and looked Pam in the eye.

"Fuck off, Pam!" I said.

I left my in laws in the kitchen, their mouths open. I dodged Ralphie and Katie, Harry's niece, and stomped up the stairs, opened my bedroom door, and slammed it behind me.

I sat down on the bed and tried to control my breathing. God damn it! Why did Harry's boss have to be such a dick? He already made my husband work weekends, but Thanksgiving?

To make matters worse, Carl Winters had a disturbing habit of flirting with me right in front of my husband. Not that I hated it. Carl was a tall, good looking man with a chiseled draw and salt and pepper hair. He was an older, powerful man who never lacked for his share of female attention. It was flattering to be noticed, but he seemed to delight in embarrassing Harry by constantly flirting with me.

The thought of Carl's flirting gave me an idea. Somebody was going to have to save Thanksgiving, and I knew my husband would not do it.

I walked to the closet and rifled through my dresses. After a few minutes, I found my sexy red dress, the one I had worn on our fifth anniversary. I laid it on the bed and looked at it, wondering what I should do.

Finally, Finally, I made a decision.

I stripped off my sweater and jeans, picked up the dress, and slid it over my curvy body.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror behind the closet door. I shook out my shoulder-length blonde hair and smoothed the dress out over my curves.

I'd filled out a little since my fifth anniversary. Not enough to make the dress too small, but enough that it emphasized my heavy breasts and round bottom.

I smiled at myself in the mirror. I looked pretty good.

But, did I look good enough to change Carl Winters mind?

There was a soft knock at the door and I heard my mother-in-law's voice.

"Gwen? Are you okay in there? Do you need any help?"

I bit back a retort, went into the closet, and grabbed my red heels. I slid them on, walked to the door, and opened it.

Martha stood there and blinked, looking me up and down in my slinky red dress and high heels.

"Gwen? Why are you dressed up?"

"I need to go out," I said and pushed past my mother-in-law and stalked down the steps.

As I passed my sister-in-law Pam, I stopped.

"The turkey still has two hours,'' I said. "And the pies are done. Think you can manage mashed potatoes?'

"Um, sure. I guess." Pam said, not at all happy to be relegated to potato duty.

"Good," I said. "I'll be back soon."

I turned and stumbled into Ralphie who had snuck up behind me. I bent down and gripped him by the shoulders.

"Ralphie?"

"Yes, Aunt Gwen?"

"Do you think you can stay the fuck out of everyone's way while I'm gone?"

Ralphie's mouth dropped open and he nodded silently as I pushed him gently into his mother's arms and stormed out the door, leaving my husband's shocked family behind me.
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CARL WINTERS LIVED in the stereotypical palatial home like every other entrepreneur who made a killing in tech. But, while his home was stereotypical, Carl Winters was another thing entirely. Yes, he had money, and yes, he did like to control his employees, but that's where the similarities ended.

First, Carl was older than most tech guys. He got his start in venture capital, but made the move into apps, hence my husband working on Thanksgiving to test the company's newest dating app. Carl dated, a lot if the rumors were to be believed, but, he kept his affairs pretty quiet for a business that thrived on rumors.

That's what made his obvious attraction so frustrating, but exciting as well. If I could leverage that attraction to get my husband home for the holidays, it was worth it.

I walked up the front sidewalk, that cut through an enormous sculpted and freshly cut lawn. There was a large two-car garage attached to the house, with a shiny silver Mercedes parked in front of it.

The door was a neo-modern white with frosted windows along one side. I rang the doorbell and listened to it echo throughout the vast house.

Would he be home on Thanksgiving? I asked myself as I peered through the window. It was empty inside. He's probably at a party or something.

I turned around to leave when I heard the front door open.

"Well, well," Carl Winters' deep voice said behind me. "What have we here?"

I turned around and felt a sharp thrill run through my nerves. Carl was standing on his porch in tight jeans and a white dress shirt opened at the collar. His skin was a healthy tan underneath the crisp white fabric, and his smile was enough to make any woman's heart speed up.

His intense, gray eyes scanned me up and down and I felt almost naked. Still, I shook off the feelings running through my body, and smiled.

"Hello, Mr. Winters", I said. "My name is—"

"Oh, I know who you are, Gwen," Winters said with a sly smile. "You're Harry's wife."

"Yes," I said. Of course he knew who I was, but I was trying to keep this professional. "It's actually Harry I wanted to talk about."

"Oh, really?" Winters said. "Is he okay? He should bet at work today."

"He is," I said and climbed the steps until I was standing in front of the older man.

Despite his age and the salt and pepper gray in his hair, he was extremely good looking. He had broad shoulders and was tall enough that he had to look down to see me.

The intense gaze he used in business had a disconcerting effect on me now that I was standing just a foot away from him. I struggled to collect my thoughts and summon the courage to speak.

"It's Thanksgiving," I said. "We have a house full of Harry's family, but no Harry."

"Oh!" Carl nodded. "I see. Please, won't you come in?"

He stepped aside, and I had to brush past him to get inside the house. As I did, I caught a whiff of his expensive cologne and a musky, manly odor. The smell reminded me how sexy my husband's boss was, and I had to fight the growing heat in my belly.

Carl led me to a large living room with a marble fireplace. He gestured to a white couch, and I sat down.

"Can I get you a drink?"

"No, Mr. Winters," I said, although now that I was here, I could have used one. "I really can't stay. I just need to talk to you about Harry."

"Call me, Carl," Winters said.

"I'm sorry?"

Winters could have taken a seat in an armchair across from me, but he sat down beside me. I was forced to turn towards him, noticing the short distance between us on the couch.

"Call me Carl," he said. "You are a guest in my house, after all."

"Okay, Carl," I said. I felt a flush of heat rushing to my cheeks and I was forced to turn away from Winters' intense gaze. I sat there for a few moments, trying to collect my thoughts when Carl interrupted me.

"So, you wanted to talk about Harry?"

"Oh! Yes!" I said. "Listen, we have an entire house full of guests and I really need Harry to be there. It's Thanksgiving."

"So you said." Carl laid an arm across the back of the couch. I was very aware of his fingertips inches from my shoulder.

"It's really important that Harry be at home today."

"I see," Carl said. "You know, I've never given much weight to holidays. They always seem superfluous to me. I mean, if your life is that good, shouldn't you be thankful every day?"

"Well, yes! I agree, to be honest," I wasn't one for holidays. "But, not everybody sees it that way."

"True," Carl said. "So, let's say I let Harry go home, which will postpone the launch of our new app. Now let's say that delay means a loss of money. Lots of money. And, since I don't hold to all these sacred beliefs about holidays, what's in it for me? What do I get for my generosity?"

The words were loaded with innuendo. I knew that Harry's older boss found me attractive, but other than using my obvious charms, I hadn't really thought this through.

I leaned forward, letting him catch a view of the tops of my round breasts and the deep cleft between them. His eyes narrowed and I knew he liked what he saw.

"I was hoping you'd let Harry have the day off, Carl." My voice lowered, turning into a purr that usually had my husband eating out of the palm of my hand.

That didn't work for Carl Winters. He let his eyes linger on my chest for a moment longer than was comfortable, then raised his gaze to my face, his smile handsome and mischievous.

"Oh, I think you can do better than that, Gwen," Carl said. "Don't you?"

"What do you mean?"

Carl leaned forward, his fingertips brushing the skin of my shoulder. His musky, male scent was stronger now, and it made my mind reel.

"I think you know exactly what I mean," he said, then dipped his head, and kissed me.

I was shocked into senselessness by the force of his kiss. His powerful hand locked behind my neck and held me in place as his tongue probed my mouth.

Our tongues battled for a moment, his musky scent filled my nostrils. I pressed against his chest, my fingers exploring the rigid muscle and the supple flesh covering them. Finally, I came to my senses, pushed against him, and dislodged his lips.

"What are you doing?" I cried.

"What?" He asked, innocently. "You're telling me you got all dressed up in that sexy dress to come over here and what? Bat your eyelashes and make me change my mind?"

"You, bastard! I certainly didn't come over for that!"

"For what?"

"You know what!" I sat back on the couch and crossed my arms. "I can't believe you just kissed me."

"Why not?" He slid a little closer, but didn't touch me. My body shivered, but not in fear. "You know, I've been attracted to you for a long time."

"I know!" I spat. "You never let me forget it. Especially when Harry is around!"

"Well, I just don't think Harry knows how to treat you," he said.

"Harry is wonderful! He's kind and... and..."

"And?*

"Just forget it!" I yelled. "I'm leaving!"

"Wait," His hand shot out and caught me by the wrist.

"What?"

"Listen," he said. "You want your husband home for the holidays? I get that. But as you can see I'm all alone. All I want is a little company."

"Company?"

"Yes." He smiled and stood up, placing his arms on my shoulders. "I've wanted you for so long!"

He looked at me, the charming smile still on his face, but his gray eyes were filled with hunger. My need built inside my belly and spread like a fire to my chest.

Why did he have to be so charming?

"I have to get home," I said. "Harry's family is there."

"I know." he slid his hands down my shoulders and over my arms. "All I'm asking is for a little attention. Don't tell me you haven't thought about it."

"No!" I lied. "I would never cheat on Harry!"

"Hmm, thinking about it isn't cheating, is it?"

"Well, no," I said. "I guess not."

"So, you have been thinking about it!"

"No, I—"

He kissed me again. I moaned, pushing against him, but my resistance was weaker. This time it allowed him to slide his hands down my sides and cup the round cheeks of my ass. I yelped as he pulled me closer and I felt something large rubbing against my stomach.

It can't be! It's... it's huge!

Carl took advantage of my hesitation and pushed me back onto the couch. He stood above me and slowly unbuttoned his jeans.

"What are you doing?"

"Just giving you something more... tangible to think about."

He pushed his jeans down over his hips and the biggest, fattest cock I'd ever seen flopped out of his underwear.

"Oh my God!"

"Well, I guess that confirms my suspicions," Winters chuckled.

"Wuh... what suspicions?" I asked, unable to tear my eyes away from the massive python slowly coming to attention in front of me.

"That Harry has a small cock," my husband's boss laughed. "I swear, how did a guy like Harry end up with a gorgeous creature like you?"

I moaned as his cock bobbed inches from my face. I admit, it felt good to hear those words coming from a man as rich and powerful as Carl Winters. Still, it didn't make the shame I felt go away.

"I love Harry," I said. "He's good to me."

"I can be good to you," Winters murmured.

He bumped my leg out of the way with his foot and stepped forward. The spongy flesh of his cock grazed my lip. I tried to lean back but his hand flashed out and caught a handful of my blonde hair, holding me in place.

"I know you want to touch it," Winters said. "If you didn't, you would have left already."

"I can't," I whimpered. "I can't cheat on Harry."

"But you're doing this for Harry, right?" Winters chuckled. "I mean, that's why you really came over here."

"Yes," I murmured. "Yes, I'm doing this for Harry."

"Good girl," he said and a flush of heat crept up my neck and to my cheeks. "Now be a good little wife and show me how much you really want your husband home for the holidays."

He held my head in place and rubbed the fat head of his cock over my lips. I whined, but didn't pull away as he gently teased my mouth open.

Finally, unable to stop myself, I raised my hand to his meaty shaft and stroked it, the head bulging against my lips.

Without thinking, my tongue flicked out and slid up the slit of his head, and tasted a tangy drop pre-cum. This gentle action had an effect on the older man and I felt him shiver. He wanted me, maybe more than I wanted him. Maybe, I could get away with just giving him a blowjob.

So, I lifted his heavy shaft and kissed the round globes of his balls. His musky scent filled my senses as I ran my tongue over the glistening skin of his shaft, then swirled it around the head.

"Oh, God!" Winters groaned. "You really love your husband!"

I closed my eyes, a tear of humiliation trickling down my cheek. Still, it was too late to stop now. I opened my mouth and shoved the head of his cock between my lips.

Fuck, he was big! Bigger than Harry, bigger than any man I'd ever taken before. I did my best to take as much of his shaft into my mouth, but before I knew it he reached the back of my throat.

Winters groaned and gripped my head in both hands holding me, choking, on his throbbing cock. I held him inside for as long as I could, but I ran out of breath and pushed his hard thighs until he let me go.

"Fuck!" I gasped when Winters withdrew, drool and pre-cum running down my chin. Finally, the head of his cock popped from my mouth. "Fuck!"

"Not used to that, are you?" Winters growled. "Not used to having a real cock in your mouth?"

"Stop!" I moaned, but my hands were already gripping his girthy shaft and guiding him back to my mouth. "Harry has a nice cock."

"But not like mine."

"No," I whined. "Why does your cock have to be so big?"

My admission drove Winters crazy. This time he placed a hand on the top of my head, the other hand pinched my chin, and opened my mouth. Then, he drove his cock deep inside. I whimpered submissively as he fucked my face, mercilessly pounding my open mouth like it was a sex toy. No one had ever treated me like that before.

His hot flesh throbbed against my tongue and hammered the back of my throat had an effect on my body. Winters' powerful thrusts, his domination over me, made the burning sensation between my thighs burst into a raging fire. My pussy dripped. I was getting my face fucked by a man who wasn't my husband and it was turning me on.

Winters could see the effect he was having on me. He pulled out of my mouth, slapping the wet length of his cock against my cheek and chin.

"You like sucking that cock?" he asked. "You getting turned on?"

"No!" I lied. "It's just... so big!"

"Wait until I put it inside you!"

I whimpered. I realized as he lifted his shaft and pushed my face into his heavy balls a blowjob would not be enough. He was going to take my pussy.

My mind went blank as I buried my face in his sweaty balls. Life seemed far away. Harry, his family, Thanksgiving. All of my worries melted away as I gave in to Carl Winters' body.

My brain was wonderfully, mercifully gone.

Winters pulled out of my mouth, a cruel grin on his face and he pushed me back into the cushions. I moaned helplessly as his hands pulled my dress down over my shoulders, over my hips, and onto the floor.

He pulled my body forward, and unlocked my bra, freeing my heavy breasts.

"You're too good for Harry", he growled then sucked a fat nipple into his mouth.

I moaned with shameless abandon as my husband's boss squeezed and sucked on my breasts, sending even more shivers of pleasure through my body, directly to my pussy. By the time his confident hands pulled off my panties, they were soaked.

"Just doing this for your husband, huh?" Winters chuckled, holding my wet panties up to his nose. "You must really love him a lot if you're getting this turned on by me."

"Please, stop teasing me. I can't take it!"

"Fine, then tell me what you want."

He slid his cock up the wet furrow of my cunt. My hips bucked upward as he bumped my swollen clit, my legs opening involuntarily.

"I want it!" Winters continued teasing my clit with the head of his cock. "I want you!"

"What about poor Harry?" He chuckled, as he shoved the girthy head of his cock into my pussy.

"God!" I moaned as I felt my pussy stretch open. "I don't care! Just please, go slow. I've never had a cock this big!"

"Oh, really?" He pulled his shaft out a fraction of an inch, then thrust it back in. "So you want my cock, do you?"

"Yes!" I screamed. Just the tip wasn't enough. As I felt him stretch me open, I wanted more, needed more, and I would do anything to get it.

"That's a good girl," Winters cooed. "Nice and slow. I want you to remember every inch of this cock when you're eating turkey with your husband."

" whimpered in anguish, but it didn't stop the overwhelming pleasure as he stretched me open to the point of breaking. Yet, even when I didn't think I could take it, my body took him. Juices dripped out of my cunt and onto the couch. I had never been so turned on before, and I wanted nothing more than my husband's boss.

He plowed deep into me, stretching me open, the head of his cock punching inside me. That wasn't enough for my husband's boss, however. He lifted my legs, hooking my knees with his elbows, and shoved my thighs backward until they smashed against my heavy breasts. This position left me open and helpless as he stabbed into me again and again with this enormous cock, pounding so deep it felt like he was inside my belly.

I'd never been dominated like this before, never been fucked like this before, and now all I wanted was his cock. I would have done anything to have him keep hammering that throbbing shaft inside of me. So, when I heard his growl, I responded to the only way I could.

"Who's better? Me or your husband?"

"You are!"

"Are you going to think about my cock when you're with your husband tonight?"

"Yes! Yes!"

"Now tell me," he slowed his savage pounding, and bent down, his face inches from mine. "Tell me why you really came?"

"Because," I moaned, the truth now clear as my body quivered on his fleshy pole." Because I wanted you to fuck me!"

"Oh, poor fucking Harry!" he laughed. "He doesn't know what kind of slut he married, does he?"

"No!" I screamed as he thrust deep inside of me again. "No!"

"That's because you're not his slut, are you?" Winters growled. "You're my slut!"

"Yes, Carl!"

"Call me Mr. Winters!"

"Yes, Mr Winters! Yes! Yes! Yes!"

The moment I screamed his name, the pleasure that had been building up inside me boiled over. I cried, thrashing on the couch until he let my legs go. I wrapped my thighs around his hard body and pulled him inside of me.

"Fuck!" Winters cried, his self-control abandoning him. I felt him against me, and I had a rush of panic as I realized he was going to come inside me.

Oh God! I thought. I could get pregnant!

A moment later, his cock swelled, then exploded inside of me. An aftershock of my orgasm quivered through me when I felt hot blasts of cum splash inside my body and fill up my pussy. WInters stayed buried deep inside of me releasing so much cum that it overflowed my cunt and dripped out around his thick cock. Any worries I had were washed away by the burning flood of his lust.

Finally, he stopped thrusting inside of me, and looked down at me, smiling tenderly. He brushed the sweaty hair back from my face, then gave me a gentle kiss.

"Thank you," he said. "I've wanted that for so long."

"You're welcome," I murmured. "Mr Winters."
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AN HOUR LATER, WASHED and dressed, I walked into my house. Pam immediately met me at the door.

"Oh my God, Gwen! Where have you been? The turkey is almost done!"

"It's all right," I said, happily. "I'm here now."

I walked through the living room and into the kitchen, ignoring the stares of my husband's family. When I stepped into the kitchen I saw Harry bent over the open oven door, sticking a meat thermometer into the turkey.

"Hey," I said. "You're home."

Harry stood up, grinning.

"Yeah, it's the craziest thing!" Harry said. "Carl called me half an hour ago and told me to go home because my family missed me."

"Wow!" I gave my husband a lingering kiss. "That's so nice!"

"Yeah, I know. I didn't think he had it in him."

Harry ran his tongue over his lips and I wondered if he could taste his boss. I knew Winters had called him; I had been there in fact, on my knees with my lips wrapped around his beautiful cock while he talked to Harry. The shameful thrill made me throat my husband's boss until he filled my mouth with another load of hot, salty cum.

If Harry noticed any difference in my taste, he said nothing.

"Where have you been?" he asked, looking down at my dress.

"Oh, I just needed a break," I shrugged. Winters' cum was in my mouth and was dripping down my inner thigh. "This holiday can be pretty overwhelming."

"I understand," he said. "My family can be a lot."

"Yes, yes they can," I squeezed his shoulder. "But, you're here now! That makes everything better!"

I felt a flash of guilt as I remembered Winters' cock inside my mouth and pussy, but instead of making me sad, I felt a twinge of lust.

"I wish Pam and the kids weren't staying," Harry said, a teasing smile on his face. "You know how much that dress turns me on."

"That's why I wore it, handsome," I lied. "Now, go get everybody gathered up. It's time to eat."

"I can't wait," Harry said. "It smells so good!"

I shooed Harry out of the kitchen, then bent down over the oven. The turkey was ready and, as I hefted it out, I heard Carl Winters' voice in my head.

I want you to remember this when you're eating turkey with your husband.

I moaned, the sticky wetness an all too potent reminder of my husband's boss. And, with everyone at the table, my husband carving the turkey, all I could think about was Carl Winter's cock deep in my body.

The memory was burned into my brain and not even turkey with all the trimmings would ever make me forget being stuffed by my husband's boss.

The End
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Stuffed by the Neighbor
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"You really need to visit him on Thanksgiving?"

Jill was in the kitchen, checking the turkey, while Gerald wiped down the dining room table. He looked up at her with his cute, lopsided smile.

"Come on, Gerald," she said. "He has no one else."

"I know, but that doesn't have to be your business."

Jill didn't reply and why would she? Ben was a tall, muscular man who spent much of his spare time fixing motorcycles outside his house and annoying Gerald with the noise. He and Rebecca and their two kids had lived across the street for as long as Gerald could remember. It had been a shock when they found out Rebecca was leaving with the kids.

Ben was despondent after Rebecca and the kids had left and Jill, feeling sorry for him, had taken it upon herself to figure out what happened. Gerald loved his wife, but sometimes she got too wrapped up in the lives of their neighbors. Besides, Ben was a typical bad boy who, in Gerald's mind, had gotten exactly what he deserved. He certainly didn't deserve the casseroles his wife made him, and Gerald wasn't happy about Jill taking him Thanksgiving dinner.

Jill came out of the kitchen and hugged him from behind. Gerald's temper melted away as Jill pressed her large, soft breasts into his back and the smell of her perfume tickled his nostrils.

"Come on, honey," she said. "He just needs some help."

Gerald smiled, there was no use fighting with his wife, when she put her mind to something, there was little Gerald could do to stop her.
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JILL LEFT THE HOUSE, carrying a glass dish with turkey, potatoes, stuffing, and in a separate container, a healthy slice of pumpkin pie. She looked back at her house for a moment, as if making an internal decision, then walked across the street and knocked on Ben's door.

He opened it even before she had lowered her hand. He must have been watching for her. He glanced over her shoulder at her house, then took her arm, and pulled her inside, slamming the door shut.

"Ben! Wait—"

Ben yanked the food out of her hands and pushed the pretty housewife and mother up against the front door. Jill let out a shocked cry, and then Ben's mouth was on hers, his tongue slipping between her lips.

Jill trembled, but didn't fight as Ben's rough hands groped her body. When his calloused fingers slid between her legs and scraped the thin fabric of her panties, she pushed against him, shocked as always by the hardness of her neighbor's muscles.

"I can't," Jill moaned. "I can't keep doing this! It's not right!"

"That's what you said the last time," Ben growled and bit the tender skin of her neck. "And the time before that.

"I know! But it's wrong, Ben! I'm married!"

"So am I. Technically. But we both know Gerald can't do what I can do to you." Jill whimpered in anguish. He was right. She loved Gerald, but he just wasn't the same man that Ben was. Ben was hard and strong, and he could make Jill feel things she had never felt before. And he could make her do things she had never done before. "Please, don't make me do this!"

"I'm not making you do anything!" Ben growled. "You'll do it because you want it! You'll do it because you need it! Your family can't make you feel as good as I can."

Ben wrapped his large hands around her neck. He didn't squeeze, but she could still feel the power in his fingers. Slowly, he pushed her down the front door, until she was on her knees in the entryway.

He lifted his hands from her neck and unbuttoned his jeans, slowly pushing them down over his hips. She stared at his belly button, the rippled ridges of his abs, and the thick V of muscle that pointed down, down, into until they reached the thing she had been dreaming of for weeks.

"Go ahead," Ben snickered. "Go ahead and leave. I won't stop you."

Jill whimpered again. She should leave. But, bouncing in front of her was the fat head of Ben's cock. It moved up and down with a life all its own, a thick fleshy rod. Her mouth went dry just looking at it, imagining what it would do to her.

"That's right," Ben murmured, stroking his cock inches from her face. "You should run. Run and never look back. Go home, lock your door and spend the day with your loving family."

Ben reached down, gripped a handful of her dark, brown hair in one hand and her chin in the other. He pulled her jaw down and her mouth yawned open. Finally, he forced the fat head of his cock between her lips.

"I didn't think so," Ben grunted. "I know what you're really thankful for."

Jill let out a gurgled groan as Ben's cock filled her mouth and probed the back of her throat. As the heat of his fleshy shaft throbbed in her mouth against her tongue, she thought back to two weeks earlier, the day her whole life had changed.
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REBECCA AND THE KIDS had been gone for a few weeks when Jill decided to go check on Ben. Not that she was necessarily that close to Ben or Rebecca, but in the weeks since his wife left, Jill had watched Ben's yard become overgrown and the motorcycles in the front yard had fallen into even further states of disrepair. To Jill, it was a sure sign that Ben was in trouble.

At least that was the reason Jill told herself. The truth was, Jill was bored. She had lived on Peachtree with Gerald and her son Robbie for almost seven years. While she liked her quiet little neighborhood, nothing ever happened. And Jill, like most bored people, loved gossip.

The rumors about Ben and Rebecca had been flying for weeks. Theories ranged from Ben cheating on her (the most popular theory) to Rebecca fleeing for her life after a drug deal went bad. After all, Ben liked to work on motorcycles, and he often had rough-looking friends come over to pick up one of the machines he had been working on.

So, her curiosity going wild, she prepared a chicken and noodle casserole and, while Gerald was at work, she walked across the street to Ben's house and knocked on the door.

It took a long time for him to answer the door, so long that Jill set the casserole on the stoop and turned to leave. Just as she was bending over to leave the dish, the door opened, and she found herself looking up at her neighbor.

They had spoken maybe a dozen times over the years, mostly to complain about the noise of Ben's motorcycles. He was younger than Jill, but looking up at him in his wrinkled flannel shirt and faded jeans, a rough five shadow outlining his jaw, he looked older.

"Jill?" He blinked in the morning sun. "That you?"

"Yes," Jill said standing up. "I just came to give you this."

Ben blinked, then looked down at the casserole dish, a humorless smile on his face. Jill could tell by the hazy look in eyes and the smell of strong liquor that he was drunk.

"You didn't have to," he said, still smiling.

"Oh, I know. It's just... I know Rebecca left, and I wanted to make sure you were OK."

"Very kind of you... neighbor." Ben took the dish from her hand. "But I'm fine."

"Are you sure? Jill asked, trying not to sound like she was fishing for information.

If Ben saw through her ploy, he didn't show it. Instead, he stood to the side, his long muscular arm beckoning her inside.

"You know, I do feel a little lonely," he said. "Would you like to come in for a cup of coffee?"

"Oh!" Jill said and glanced back at her house. She hadn't expected an invitation, but a friendly cup of coffee might be the best way to find out what was going on. Her friend, Heidi down the street would turn absolutely green with envy if Jill got to scoop before her. "Sure. That sounds nice."

She brushed past Ben and entered his house. Her shoulder rubbed against his thick chest, and underneath the smell of the strong liquor was the scent of male sweat. It wasn't an unpleasant smell. In fact, mixed with the whiskey, the scent was almost intoxicating.

She expected to find the house in shambles, but the surfaces were clean and the carpets had been vacuumed. It certainly didn't look like the home of a newly minted bachelor.

"Surprised?" Ben said behind her.

"What? No!" Jill gasped. "I just thought..."

"A grown man can't take care of himself?"

Ben stepped up behind her. This close she could feel the heat of his body and his scent enveloped her. She shivered slightly, a feeling she had not experienced with another man for a long time. Hell, she hadn't felt this excited by Gerald for a long time.

Get a hold of yourself, she thought. He's not that good-looking! Besides, he probably cheated on his wife!

Ben stood behind her for a long moment, his breath drawn deeply into his lungs as if he was smelling her. Jill shivered again, wondering what she should do.

Then, he slid past her and into the kitchen. He poured two cups of coffee and set them down on the table.

"So, what's the rumor?" Ben said, taking a sip of coffee.

"What do you mean?" Jill hid her shock behind the coffee cup.

She took a sip and almost choked. It was too black and too strong.

"Well, I think you've been over to our house about ten times since we lived here. And mostly that was to complain about the noise. But, since your husband's not here and you're being so nice, I assume there are rumors going around about why Rebecca left."

"I... I suppose," Jill said. "I mean, you know people. They talk."

"Yes," Ben eyed her over the lip of his cup. She never noticed before but he had very intense gray eyes that seemed to read her like an open book. "People will talk."

"Right."

"So, what do you think happened, Jill?"

"Oh, I don't know," Jill laughed uneasily.

She had her suspicions, of course. Ben was younger than Rebecca. He was also good-looking in that rough, bad boy way. Jill's first thought when she had heard Rebecca had left was that Ben had cheated on her. It wasn't that far of a leap to make.

But, Rebecca could have been cheating on Ben. Or maybe it was something completely different. She didn't know, but she sure wanted to find out.

"I suppose you think I cheated on her," Ben said bitterly, and took another drink.

"Oh, no!" Jill lied. "I wasn't saying that!"

"Everybody's saying that," Ben laughed.

Jill took another sip of the bitter, powerful coffee. The taste and smell of it brought her awake and her mind sped up with the jolt of caffeine.

"I mean," Jill said. "Not everybody. But, I suppose people are naturally curious. You and Rebecca were together for what? Ten years?"

"Twelve," Ben said. "We got married when we found out she was pregnant with Peter, our oldest."

"Okay," I said. "So, naturally people are curious what happens to a couple that's been together so long."

"Don't you know? You've been with Jerry for how long?"

"It's Gerald," Jill chuckled. "He doesn't like Jerry. And we've been together for almost fifteen years."

Ben looked her up and down and she felt a blush creep to her cheeks.

"You must have been very young when you had your son," Ben said.

Oh, well," She felt a heat rise to her cheeks. "Yes, I guess so. I was twenty when I got pregnant with Robbie."

"Hey," Ben smiled. "You don't look thirty-five!"

"Oh, well, thanks!" Had her voice really just gone up an octave? To cover up her nervousness, she took another sip of the strong coffee.

Jill was very proud of her body. She did yoga three times a week and took a walk every day. She'd been a cheerleader in high school, despite her heavy curves, and she worked very hard to get her body back after having Robbie. Still, as the years went by, she had noticed gravity taking its toll on her heavy breasts and round ass. It was nice to have a man besides her husband notice.

"You know some women, when they have a baby and settle down they stop worrying about their looks," Ben said. "You obviously haven't done that."

"Stop, Ben!" She laughed, nervously. His intense eyes made her heartbeat speed up, and she did her best to slow it down, but the strong coffee didn't help.

Suddenly, Jill had an epiphany.

"Is that why Rebecca left?" Jill asked. "Because she let herself go?"

"What?" Ben scoffed. "No! What kind of asshole do you think I am?"

"I'm sorry, Jill said. I didn't mean—"

"Oh, I think we both know what you meant," Ben leaned forward, the coffee cup clenched between his large hands. "Do you really want to know why Rebecca left?"

"I, uh..." Jill hesitated. The look on Ben's face was so serious. She wondered if she made him angry. "I guess so. If you want to tell me."

"I guess it doesn't matter now," Ben said. "She's gone and as far as I know she's not coming back."

The serious look on his face faltered, and she saw just a flash of sadness. Then, Ben's jaw tightened and his mouth curled into a thin smile, covering up any weakness.

"The truth is,” Ben said, gazing straight into Jill's eyes. "The truth is Rebecca couldn't handle me."

"What do you mean 'handle?"

Ben laughed.

"She couldn't handle me... my sex drive."

"What?" Jill gasped. "Your sex drive?"

"Yes," Ben said. "After we had Andy, Rebecca didn't want to have sex anymore. She said she never enjoyed it because I was... I was too forceful."

Jill nodded trying to keep her face neutral. She took another sip of coffee but the bitterness stuck in her throat.

"Forceful? You mean..."

"Let's just say... I like to be in control."

"Oh!' Jill's heart stopped, and she imagined all kinds of ways the rough, tattooed man across from her would take control.

Rebecca pinned to her bed by Ben's powerful hands, his body hammering her with punishing thrusts...

Jill shook the thought from her mind.

"Well, I'm sure you guys could have worked that out! Right?"

"It wasn't just that," Ben said and leaned forward. His knuckles grazed the back of her hand, making goose pimples on the skin of her arm. "Rebecca said I was too... big."

"Big?"

Ben nodded then looked down toward his crotch. Jill stifled a moan. Of all the conversations she had imagined when she came over, this wasn't one of them.

"You have to be joking!"

"No," Ben said, sadly. "Unfortunately, I'm not. Evidently Rebecca couldn't handle a man like me."

"Well! That just seems... ridiculous! I mean nobody's that big!"

Ben sat back in his seat, eyeing the pretty housewife.

"So, after 15 years you and Gerald... you guys have a good sex life?"

"Oh, well," Jill dipped her head as her cheeks burned. “I don't think I should talk about that."

"Really?" Ben chuckled. "I just let you know everything about my sex life. After you get out of here, you'll probably go tell all of your little friends on the street."

"No! I wouldn't!" Jill said, although she had already decided to tell Heidi first. Her friend would be so jealous!

"Sure," Ben smiled.

"I won't! I promise!"

"You don't have to promise," Ben laughed. "But, I did just share something private with you. Isn't it friendly to share something about yourself?"

"Well," Jill murmured. "I mean, I suppose it's only fair. Obviously as we get older we don't have sex as often as we used to. But we still have a decent sex life."

"Really? When was the last time you two had sex?"

"Oh, Ben!" Jill laughed. "You're not supposed to ask a woman that question!"

"Is it because you can't remember or because you're embarrassed?"

Jill scoffed, but already she was racking her brain to remember the last time she and Gerald had sex. It had been at least a month. Not that she didn't want to have sex it's just she and Gerald were in a comfortable place in their lives where sex didn't mean as much as it used to.

"I'm not embarrassed!"

"So, you can't remember?" Ben grinned.

"Shut up!" Jill laughed. "You don't know anything!"

"True," Ben nodded. You are still married and I won't be for very long."

Jill felt a wave of guilt wash over her. She could see now that Ben was sad and a lot of his teasing and attitude were just a mask to hide his pain.

Men! They always had to act strong!

"You know," Ben said. "I could actually use your advice about something."

"Really? What about?"

"Well," Ben planted his hands on the table and pushed himself to his feet. "Maybe you could give me an opinion on whether you think this is a reason to divorce someone."

Ben reached down and grabbed Jill's wrist, then placed her hand on his crotch.

Jill froze.

"Ben? What are you doing?"

"Just getting your opinion." Ben smiled down at her.

Jill's mind went blank as her fingers involuntarily curled around the bulge in Ben's pants. It couldn't be! But she could feel the throbbing heat of it through the thick fabric of his jeans. He was huge!

"You probably can't tell when it's covered up," Ben chuckled and unbuttoned his pants. "Maybe this will help."

Before Jill could move he had pushed his pants down over his hips and his enormous cock fell out of his underwear and slapped the top of the table.

"Oh my God!" Jill cried.

"Does that mean it's bigger than Jerry's?"

Jill's tongue was thick in her mouth and she couldn't take her eyes off Ben's fleshy monster. It made Gerald's cock look like a child!

"Ben!" She forced her eyes away from his manly cock. "What are you doing?'

"I'm just asking. Is this any reason to leave your husband?"

"My husband?" Jill didn't understand the question. Is he asking her to leave Gerald?

"No," Ben laughed. "I know Jerry doesn't have a cock like this. I mean, is this any reason to leave someone after 12 years? Because you were too afraid of it?"

"I don't... I don't—"

"You can touch it, jill. It won't bite."

"No," she said, but her eyes were drawn back to the massive, veiny shaft. "I couldn't."

"Why not? You wanted some gossip, right?"

"Are you doing this to punish me?"

"Oh no," Ben grinned. "Your punishment is going to be so much better!"

Oh God!

Jill moaned, but she felt a secret throb of lust pulse inside her pussy. Was he going to have sex with her? Was he going to force her?

Again she saw the image of Rebecca being pinned to a mattress, Ben's hard body hammering into her. Jill's belly flip-flopped and she felt a trickle of lust moisten her panties.

God! Did she want this?

"Put your hand on it, Jill," Ben murmured. 'You don't need to be afraid."I'm... I'm not!" she moaned. "I'm married!"

"So am I...technically," Ben chuckled. "But, I think we can help each other."

"Help... each other?" Jill was having a hard time thinking. The musky, masculine scent she'd detected earlier was now a thick cloud assaulting her nostrils. That, mixed with Ben's low growl and the sight of his enormous cock slowly growing harder in front of her, made her brain fuzzy with lust.

Before she could stop herself, she slowly reached out, and wrapped her pale fingers around the thick shaft.

"So big!" She moaned.

"Bigger than Jerry's?" Ben asked.

She nodded slowly, as if in a trance.

"I've never seen one so big."

"Thought so," Ben chuckled. "I'll bet Jerry's just a little guy, ain't he?"

Jill whined deep in her throat, entranced by the feel of his thick cock in her hand.

"Please, don't talk about my husband," Jill begged.

"Maybe you shouldn't talk at all," Ben pushed the fat head of his cock against my lips. "Maybe you should use your mouth on my cock."

Oh God! What was she doing? This was crazy! His cock was so big! But, when she pushed against his thighs to stop him, her hands ended up rubbing the firm muscles.

Ben grinned and unbuttoned his shirt revealing his muscular, tattooed body. The blue ink of a snake curled up one pectoral and wrapped around his bicep.

Jill moaned. She tried to fight the lust burning inside of her, when Ben placed his hand on the back of her head while his other hand pinched her chin and stretched open her mouth.

"It's too big!" There were so many other reasons not to do this, but the size of his fleshy monster was the only thing that came to mind.

"It'll fit," Ben murmured. "Just relax your jaw. That's it. You know what you want it."

His voice was soft, like a cowboy coaxing a wild horse. The sound of it penetrated her mind even as his musky scent filled her nostrils. For a moment, she let herself be lulled by his tender teasing.

A moment was all it took. Her mouth opened, and he plunged his cock between her lips.

It smashed her tongue to the floor of her mouth and filled her with throbbing heat. She tried to groan, but all that came out was a wet gurgle. Her head was suddenly full of Ben's pulse as hot blood and skin throbbed against her tongue.

"Oh, fuck!" Ben sighed, both hands buried in her hair, holding her head in place as he slowly penetrated her mouth. "Fuck! I knew you needed my cock! I fucking knew it!"

Any protests the housewife had were burned away by the heat of Ben's thrusting cock. Her nails dug into the thick muscles of his thighs holding on to him as he thrust again and again into her mouth.

Jill couldn't remember the last time she'd sucked Gerald's cock. Gerald would never force her to her knees and fuck her face. She'd never in her life felt so powerless.

But, as Ben made her gag on his cock, Jill felt the trickle of lust between her legs become a river. Her body throbbed with the rhythm of Ben's thrusts, each time that fat head hit the back of her throat he felt a burst of lust rip through her body.

How could she like this? What was wrong with her?

Finally, Ben pulled out of her mouth leaving the housewife . Spit and drool dripped down Jill's face. She gasped for air, weaving on her knees, intoxicated by the smell and taste of his body.

He gave the housewife no time to rest. He lifted her up by her shoulders and pushed her down to the table. Jill's head lulled from side to side as the powerful man lifted the Hem of her dress and pulled down her panties.

"Ben," Jill moaned weakly. "What are you doing?"

"Shh," Ben whispered. "Don't worry. I'm sure you're too tight for my cock. So, I'm going to loosen you up."

"Oh, God!" Jill whined and pushed against Ben's head as he lowered his face between her legs. But, the fight drained from her arms as she felt the first electric shock of his tongue against the swollen furrow of her pussy. "Oh, God!"

"That's right," Ben growled. "I can taste you. You're wet already. So just relax and enjoy it!'

The helpless housewife moaned and writhed on the table as her neighbor's tongue split the cleft of her pussy and tasted her inner cunt. She tried to screw her hips into the table, but she couldn't get away from her neighbor's tongue.

Ben knew what he was doing. He teased open her wet pussy, working upward slowly until he hit the swollen bud of her clit. The intense shock of pleasure made every muscle in Jill's body tense as if a thousand volts of electricity were being forced through her nerves.

"My God! Ben... it feels... it feels...'

"Feels good, right?" Ben said, then lapped at her sensitive clit.

"Yes! So good!"

"I'll bet Jerry doesn't give you this much attention does he?"

Jill sobbed pitifully, unwilling to answer the question. It didn't matter. Ben knew the answer, and he attacked her pussy with increased vigor.

This time he slid a rough finger inside of her wet, clasping cavern, probing her pussy and stretching her wife. Jill realized he was preparing her for his monstrous cock and that thought permeated her senses as first one finger then another, stabbed into her, massaging the spongy, yielding walls of her pussy. The wet pleasure built inside of her until it spilled onto the table.

"Oh my God! I'm... I' m..."

"Say it!" Ben yelled, stabbing fingers hard and fast into her dripping cunt. "Say it!"

"I'm coming!" Jill screamed, and the admission touched off an incredible explosion of pleasure inside her loins.

Her body jerked and twitched on the table and her hips humped upward of their own accord as she sought more pleasure from her neighbor's talented fingers. Wet, hot juices overflowed her spasming cunt and dripped out onto the top of the table.

Finally, her body came to a rest. She sighed heavily, and, for a second, she didn't know where she was or who she was with.

Ben stood and pulled her forward to a sitting position, ripping her dress up over her head and taking off her bra. In moments, she was completely naked and quivering in front of her neighbor.

"I'll bet Jerry doesn't know just what a hot piece of ass he has, does he?" Ben growled in her ear.

Jill couldn't speak, the lewd words sending more messages of lust through her nerve endings. How could Gerald know when she didn't know? She'd never felt like this before!

Ben grunted, her silence was answer enough. He pushed her down to the table and suddenly the vision of Rebecca being pinned to her bed was replaced by Jill herself, being pinned to the hard tabletop as her neighbor rubbed the wet length of the shaft up the furrow of her cunt.

"I'm going to stretch you out," Ben grunted. "I'm going to stretch you out and make your pussy mine."

"Oh, God!" Jill groaned as Ben probed her pussy with the thick head of his cock. He was so fucking big! No wonder Rebecca hadn't been able to handle him! Jill didn't think that she could take it.

Ben pushed an inch of his thick cock into her cunt. Jill gasped as he stretched her, the sides of her pussy being forced out of proportion. Her muscles tensed around his fleshy intruder and Ben hissed through gritted teeth.

"Fuck! You are so fucking tight! I'll bet Jerry has a little tiny cock."

"No! Yours is just so big!"

"That's right!" Ben sank another inch of his cock inside of her. "But you can take it, can't you?"

Jill moaned on the tabletop as Ben continued to thrust inch by inch into her pussy. She didn't know if she could take it, but the thrill of being filled by such a massive cock made her want to try.

Ben's mouth and fingers had primed her pussy and even though it hurt, he finally sank the full length of his pole inside of her.

"Look at it!" Been pulled her head up so she could look down the length of her body, past her heavy tits, to that place between her legs where they were joined. He was completely inside of her, his heavy balls smashed against her upturned ass. She had taken anything so big before and had never felt so full of a man.

Ben waited inside of her as her muscles tensed. Finally, after long moments she felt her pussy relax against his throbbing shaft.

"That's my girl!" Ben cooed and released her head so she could fall back down to the tabletop. "That's my good girl!"

Jill whimpered, but felt a hot thrill as he praised her. She wanted to be a good girl for him, didn't she?

Ben lifted her thighs, digging his fingers into the muscle. Then, withdrew his cock until just the tip was inside of her, then slammed the entire shaft into her body with a savage thrust.

Jill screamed as he plumbed her inner depths, attacking parts of her that had never known the touch of man. His slow thrusts turned into hard, pounding penetration.

She couldn't breathe, couldn't tell where her body began and where her body ended and where Ben's began. She was aware of the coffee table creaking ominously underneath her; the cups rolling with each thrust of Ben's body until finally they fell off the table and smashed onto the floor. There was a moment of worry about the smashed cups and then it all thought was burned away by the intense pleasure of being dominated by such a beautiful, manly cock.

"Oh God!" She cried. "I'm going to come again!"

"Who's making you come?" Ben grunted. "Who's fucking you, slut!"

"You are! You are!"

"That's right, slut! I'm fucking you! Not your husband! Me!"

"Yes! Yes, Ben! Fuck me! Fuck me!"

Ben fucked her, harder and better than she'd ever been fucked. Her orgasm burned through her body, forcing her back to arch over. Her large breasts jutted out from her body and her toes curled as she lost control of all her muscles.

Then, the pleasure burst inside of her and she spasmed on the table her body fucking upward, meeting Ben thrust for vicious thrust.

"Fuck, yes!" Ben howled. "I knew you wanted to fuck me. I knew you'd be a little slut!"

"Oh, God! Yes! Yes! I'm your slut!"

That was too much for Ben. He growled, then pulled out of her body leaving her convulsing helplessly on the tabletop. He stalked around the chairs, then pulled her head towards the edge. His other hand was on his cock, stroking the dripping shaft.

Jill only had a moment to register what was happening when the first sticky rope of cum splashed across her cheek. She moaned, catching another shot of salty jizz directly in her mouth. She gurgled, cum dripping between her lips as Ben continued to spray his thick load over face until she was covered with his sticky, warm cum.
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THAT HAD BEEN THE FIRST time Ben had fucked her, but it certainly wasn't the last. She visited him daily while Gerald was at work and Billy was at school. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't resist the powerful man's hard body and huge cock. In fact, every time she kissed her husband, all she could picture was Ben's cum splashing across her face and into her mouth. More than once she had kissed Gerald when he got home from work, Ben's taste still thick on her tongue. The guilt and shame she felt were nothing compared to the pleasure she got when she gave herself to her powerful neighbor.

And now, here she was again, on her knees her head banging against the front door of Ben's house as he fucked her face.

"Fuck yeah!" Ben grunted. "I've missed that fucking mouth!"

He pulled his cock out from between her lips. Spit and drool spilled down her chin and onto her dress. Then, he slapped her cheek with his cock.

"Is your family waiting for you?" Ben said. "Are they waiting for you to get the turkey out of the oven?"

"Yes!" Jill moaned.

"And what about the gravy? Have you made the gravy?"

"Oh, God, Ben! Please don't talk about my family!"

Ben gripped her by the hair and pulled her to her feet. His muscular arms pushed her up against the door and he kissed her savagely, forcing his tongue deep into her mouth. Jill moaned, clawing at his hard chest, and kissing him back.

"You want me, don't you?" Ben murmured against her lips.

"Yes!"

You want me more than you want to be with your family, don't you?"

"Yes!'

"Say it!" Ben gripped her head in both hands and forced her to look into his eyes. "Say it!"

"I want you more than my family!" Jill sobbed with shame. "I want you more than anything!"

"That's what I thought!" Ben grunted and pulled the hapless housewife further into his house. "That's what I thought!"

Gerald's phone rang, and he saw it was Jill.

"Jill? Where are you? What's going on?"

"I'm... I'm sorry! Jill said breathlessly. "I'm... I'm going to be over at Ben's a little while longer!"

"What?" Ben asked. "Why?"

"Well, you see," Jill paused and there was a muffled scuffling sound on the phone."Ben's having a... a really hard time right now."

"Are you okay?" Gerald asked. "You sound out of breath."

"No!" Jill said. "No, I'm fine! I'm just... just worried about Ben!"

"Oh, all right!" Gerald sighed. "When will you be home?"

"I don't... I don't know for sure! Maybe an hour?"

"Come on, Jill! The turkey is almost done and Billy and I are starving!"

"I know, honey! I'll be home as soon as I can!"

There was a sharp cry that sounded like pain to Gerald and then the phone went dead.

"What's up dad? Where's mom?"

Gerald sighed again and set down the phone. He looked up at his son Billy as he came into the dining room.

"You know your mother, always wanting to find out what's happening to everyone on the street. Well, now she's gotten all involved in Ben's business."

"Well, is she going to be home soon? Billy asked as he opened the oven and checked the turkey. "I'm starving!"

"I know," Gerald said. "We'll eat in about an hour. I'm sure your mother will be back by then."

Billy shrugged and grabbed some chips from the pantry.

"You want to watch the game?" Billy asked.

"Sure," Gerald said, looking again at his phone and wondering about the cry of pain he thought he heard. Then, he shrugged, slid his phone into his pocket, and followed his son into the living room.

"That was funny!" Ben laughed. But you're right I am having a hard time!"

Ben gripped her hips and pulled her down onto his cock. They were in the dining room, Ben seated in a chair while Jill rode his rock hard cock, her heavy breasts bouncing in his face as he manhandled her body.

"Oh, God!" Jill cried. "I am such a terrible wife!"

"Forget about your husband!" Ben hissed. "Forget about your son! Right now, you're mine!"

"Yes! All yours, baby! Fuck me!"

Ben pushed his face between her tits, sucking and biting on her nipples as the desperate housewife rode him hard and fast. It had taken her weeks to take his cock this deep into her pussy, but now she savored every inch as it burned inside of her.

"God, I love that pussy!" Ben groaned." Whose pussy is it?"

"Your pussy baby! It's yours!"

"What about your husband?"

"I don't care about him anymore!" Jill screamed. "I don't care about my son! All I want is you! You!"

"Yes!" Ben growled. "You really are my little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes! That's all I am! Your little slut!"

Ben lifted out of the chair, hoisting Jill's body in the air like she was a child. He turned around, his cock still embedded inside of her, and laid her down on the table where he had first taken her.

"My turn!" He grunted and hammered his monstrous shaft deep inside of her. A full body orgasm attacked her nerve-endings, every limb spasming with pleasure. She screamed, unable to hold back her bliss.

She felt Ben's body tense, and she knew from experience that he was about to come. Usually, he came on her face, but this time he didn't stop. He pounded harder inside of her, his muscular arms pulling her body towards him as he thrust deep. Ben's beautiful heat throbbed, then burst in a hot spray of his cum. It splashed against the walls of her pussy and shot deep into her defenseless womb.

"Oh, God! You're coming inside me!"

"Now it's my pussy!" Ben grunted.

"Yes, baby! Yes!"

Ben kept fucking her even though his cum was spilling out of her pussy. He continued to hammer inside her until she came again, her copious juices mixing with his cum and spilling down her ass and onto the table..

Ben pulled his cock out of her and she felt suddenly empty, cool air drifting across her fevered pussy. Her neighbor stepped away from the table and walked into the kitchen. He came back holding a large gravy bowl.

"My special recipe," he chuckled. "All it needs is the one last ingredient."

Jill pushed herself up to her elbows and watched as Ben lowered the gravy bowl between her legs, pushed two fingers into her pussy, and forced their combined, frothy juices down over her ass and into the gravy. He stuck his fingers in the dark brown liquid and mixed in the white, milky cum.

"What... what are you doing?"

Ben put the bowl by her head, then kissed her.

"Well, your family has sacrificed so much for me, the least I can do is make them some good, old-fashioned gravy."

Jill moaned in shame, but Ben just laughed then kissed her until her anguish melted away.

Jill came into the house an hour and a half later. Billy and Gerald had tried to watch the football game to distract themselves from their hunger, but they both jumped up when she came in the door.

"It's about time!" Billy said. "We're starving."

"I know, honey," Jill said. "And I'm so sorry. Ben was having a really hard time."

Gerald came up to her and gave her a light kiss.

"Are you okay?" he asked.

"I'm fine! Just give me a few minutes and we'll eat."

Gerald looked down at the gravy bowl in her hands, the opening covered by a clear plastic film.

"What's that?"

"Oh!" Jill said. "Ben made us homemade gravy! Isn't that sweet?"

"I guess so," Gerald said. "Did you taste it?"

"Oh, yes!" Jill said, smiling. "And it's the best gravy I've ever tasted."

"That's good enough for me!" Gerald clapped his hands. "All right. Let's eat!"

The End
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Thank you for reading these hot, holiday tales. If you liked it, check out even more of my Holiday themed Cuckold and Cheating stories...

manusdare.com/holidays
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