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Subliminal Super

The buzzing started shortly after Jennifer returned home from dropping the kids off at school. The high pitched whine seemed to fill the apartment, and it was making her crazy. The 35 year old wife and mother of two should have been doing the laundry or getting the shopping done for dinner, but instead she found herself trying to locate the source of the noise. She moved from room to room, and while the sound was everywhere, it definitely seemed loudest in the master bedroom.

Jennifer stood in the room straining her ears to try and gauge the exact location of the sound. And the more she tried, the more she found herself listening.

…and listening…

…and listening…

…and…she swore she could almost hear a voice…words…something that she just couldn’t quite make out…but that was okay, she just had to listen…it felt good to listen…felt good…felt…

Jennifer blinked.

She turned her gaze to the Echo and saw that almost twenty minutes had passed since she entered the room. Had she really been standing there that long? It felt like she had just entered the bedroom.

But that wasn’t the only strange thing. She realized suddenly that she felt flush, excited…horny?

Jennifer certainly wasn’t a frigid woman, but it wasn’t like her to be randomly aroused in the middle of the day. However, she couldn’t deny that’s what she was feeling. And she felt pretty desperately that she wanted some relief.

She pulled down the blinds and closed the bedroom door. Yes, the apartment was empty, but she still felt like she wanted that extra layer of privacy as she began to strip. While she had masturbated since she’d been married almost ten years ago, it wasn’t exactly a common occurrence, and she always felt a little guilty doing it, like she was secretly keeping something for herself that she should be sharing with her husband. But she knew in that moment that there was no way she could wait until later that evening when they would be alone together.

Clothes discarded, she lay back on the bed, black hair splayed out over the comforter, her pale skin flushed pink with arousal. She spread her legs and began to work her clit with her right hand. A soft moan escaped her lips as she gently toyed with herself.

The buzzing sound was still there. It rang in her ears and seemed to fill her head, only now she didn’t find it to be an annoyance. There was a warmth to it. The shrill sound had become something of a comfort. She closed her eyes, listening to it as she continued to work her clit.

She began to imagine herself with a lover. No concrete image formed in her mind, but she knew this man she was imagining about to take her was not her husband. She bit her lip and moaned. Perhaps fantasizing about being taken by a tall, dark, and handsome stranger was cliche, but she felt it was deliciously naughty.

She opened her legs wider, moving her left hand down to her opening. Her fingers sank into her soaked snatch as she imagined her mystery lover driving his manhood into her. She began to work herself more urgently, the vision of being taken by this stranger spurring her on towards her peak. The soft moans and whimpers that escaped her lips grew in frequency. Finally she announced her climax with a loud gasp and a long groan of pleasure. Her fingers continued to work, helping to prolong the sensation until it ebbed away.

Jennifer lay on her bed for some time, savoring the feeling of post-orgasmic contentment The buzzing sound continued, but at this point it had drifted to the background of her thoughts. While she recognized it was there, it barely registered in her conscious mind.

After some time, Jennifer forced herself into motion. Well over an hour had elapsed, and she still had a range of chores she needed to accomplish. She took some time to ready herself, getting back into a presentable state, before starting with the laundry and setting out to do some shopping.

When she arrived in the lobby of the building, she found that the doorman was on break, and the superintendent, Vinnie, was watching the door. Vinnie had always made Jennifer a little uneasy. The way that he looked at her, she could just tell that he was undressing her with his eyes. When he didn’t think she was paying attention, she would catch him staring at her chest or gazing at her ass. He never did or said anything inappropriate, so there was nothing to report or take action on, but Jennifer never liked being around him, and she refused to be alone with him in the apartment if he had to do any work there. A couple of days earlier he came up to check on the pipes in the master bedroom for some reason, and she made a point of doing her errands and taking a good long time with them while he worked to make sure she wasn’t stuck in the apartment with him.

As she walked towards the exit, she could feel the eyes of the heavy-set, middle-aged man on her. She knew he was trying to imagine what she looked like without her jeans or blouse on. But somehow this time the thought didn’t bother her so much. She did have a nice body after all, naturally curvy with C-cup breasts that stood out prominently on her 5’3” frame, flaring hips, and leg, butt, and core muscles she kept toned with a regular gym and pilates regimen. Maybe she shouldn’t get so upset over someone appreciating the work she put into keeping herself fit.

The rest of the day passed in its usual fashion. Jennifer ran her errands, did the chores that needed doing, and then went to go pick the kids up from school. By the time she got home the buzzing had stopped. It was a fact that she noted, but her mind didn’t dwell on it. She set the kids up to do their homework. Eventually her husband returned home from work, and they had family dinner. Then there was clean up and letting the kids watch some TV and wind down for the night before sending them to bed.

Yes, it was all very normal…except for the fact that through it all Jennifer was still horny. Unlike earlier in the day her level of arousal was manageable, mostly ignorable really. But every moment her mind was free to wander, it returned to thoughts of her shadowy lover, and she would begin to feel her body respond to the lurid fantasy. She did her best to block out the intrusive thoughts and get on with things…at least until the kids were safely tucked away.

“Oh. Uh. Yes, baby. Yes.”

Jennifer moaned softly as her husband took her that night. It was rarely difficult to coax him into sex, and that night she sorely needed it. They made love as they had countless times over the years, her hips moving with his as he thrust in and out of her, working both of them towards a release. Only this time, unbeknown to her husband, Jennifer was imagining it was someone else who was on top of her. With her eyes closed, she pictured her shadowy lover as the one who was with her, the one who was penetrating her, the one who was eliciting and being spurred on by the soft stream of moans flowing from her lips.

She came with that fantasy swirling through her head, gasping with pleasure as she imagined that it was some stranger who brought her to those heights. She felt her husband finish shortly after, his thrusts speeding up until they became erratic and he released inside of her.

As they lay together after, their sweaty bodies still entwined, Jennifer felt slight pangs of guilt for fantasizing the way she had while being intimate with her husband. She had never done anything like that before, and it felt wrong. Or at least some small part of her felt that way. Another louder part of her enjoyed it too much to think it could be all that bad. She figured it had to be normal to have some naughty fantasies once in awhile, and that what her husband didn’t know couldn’t hurt him.

By the time she fell asleep she felt perfectly fine about it.

X-X-X

The rest of the week played out in much the same way.

Jennifer would drop the kids off at school, and by the time she returned home the buzzing would be back. It seemed to only ever be there when she was alone in the apartment. Not that she minded. In fact she couldn’t even think why she had been so irritated with it in the first place. She had come to think of it as a comforting background noise. At least in the few instances that she ever thought about it at all.

Most of the time she found herself to be preoccupied with her stranger sex fantasy. It would seep into her mind whenever she wasn’t distracting herself with some task, and she would find herself, at least once each day, masturbating to the thought of it. When this had gone on for a couple of days, she worried briefly that there might be something wrong with her and that all this fantasizing about someone other than her husband might be bad for her marriage. But that thought didn’t last long, and she figured her husband would be hard pressed to complain about the increased amount of sex he was getting that week, regardless of where his wife’s arousal was actually coming from.

With the weekend came respite from the buzzing and a bit of a cooling down for Jennifer’s libido, which was just as well, since it was harder to fit in a masturbation session when she didn’t have the place to herself. Some part of her missed the buzzing though, the way it hummed on in the background. Whatever it was, having it there felt…good.

So when Monday rolled around and the sound returned, Jennifer felt a sense of relief. It greeted her when she entered the apartment after dropping off the kids at school for the day. She smiled and followed it back into the bedroom where it was loudest.

And then she just…

…listened…

About half an hour later she was naked on her bed fingers moving frantically in and out of her snatch. Visions of her fantasy stranger played through her head as she worked herself closer and closer to relief. Then, just as she was about to peak, the image of the stranger turned into Vinnie. Hairy, overweight Vinnie thrusting between her legs. And it was to that image that she came.

Lying on her bed afterwards, Jennifer felt puzzled as to why Vinnie of all people had popped into her head during her sex fantasy. She had never found him attractive or thought of him like that before. And though his leering had stopped bothering her, she couldn’t say that she especially liked him. But she couldn’t deny that it had been hot imagining him…like that.

Jennifer forced herself to get off the bed and get on with running some errands. She could already feel arousal building in her again, and while the thought was appealing, she knew it would be a bad idea to spend all day pleasuring herself. After a quick rinse in the shower, she dressed again and left the apartment.

Vinnie was downstairs when she left, and Jennifer felt herself start to blush when she saw him. The image she’d conjured of him while masturbating popped into her head, making her feel self-conscious. She walked past him quickly, meeting his gaze just long enough to give him a sheepish smile. She knew he was likely looking her over as she made her way through the lobby, and somehow that sent a little thrill through her body.

X-X-X

Over the course of the week Jennifer continued to fantasize about Vinnie. He came to totally replace the handsome stranger she’d been imagining before. And while the thought of him had popped into her head at random, she started finding it more appealing. It felt naughty to fantasize about someone she knew, someone she could plausibly seduce, even though she knew she would never go that far. It added a certain spice to the whole scenario. The fact that Vinnie was so unlike her husband, or any man she had ever dated or been attracted to, added some freshness to the fantasy as well.

Speaking of her husband, just as they had with the fantasy of the stranger, thoughts of Vinnie would fill Jennifer’s head while she was making love to him. She had come to accept that this was probably just some phase she was going through, so she didn’t worry about it…except for the one time where she almost moaned out Vinnie’s name. Luckily she caught herself, but it was something she became more mindful of.

When the weekend arrived, the buzzing stopped again, though Jennifer hardly even noticed or thought about it anymore. She was aware of her urges subsiding somewhat, but her fantasies of Vinnie continued, slipping into her mind whenever she had a spare moment to herself. While fantasizing about someone like Vinnie and for the length of time she had was new to her, the sex scenes she imagined weren’t all too different from the kind of sex she normally had. With the arrival of the work week, that began to change.

Monday found Jennifer engaged in one of her now regular masturbation sessions. But as she worked herself a new set of images began to pop into her head. She imagined herself on her hands and knees, Vinnie’s body slapping into her backside as he thrust into her. She pictured, almost felt, his hands roughly squeezing her breasts, as he took her. As he fucked her.

“Oh, yeah, take it, slut!”

She could almost hear him saying those words, degrading her as he used her body. It wasn’t the type of thing she had ever liked, much less fantasized about, but in that moment it brought Jennifer to the heights of arousal. She came moments later, her body shaking with pleasure as she let out a series of loud moans.

She lay on her bed for some time after, feeling content from her release and the soft hum of the buzzing that filled her head.

Later, when she was in the elevator heading to the lobby, she found herself unbuttoning the top couple buttons of her blouse, just enough to show off some decent cleavage. It happened impulsively and was accompanied by the thought that Vinnie might be in the lobby. On that count she wasn’t disappointed.

“Vinnie,” she said, as she walked by the superintendent. She saw his eyes drop to her breasts and puffed out her chest so he could see just a bit more.

“Hello, Mrs. Winters,” he said, without ever looking up at her eyes. “You look nice today.”

“Oh, thank you, Vinnie,” she said, giving him a little wave and smiling to herself over how she had drawn his attention. It made her feel nice, the way he had looked at her. She wondered idly at how she could ever have been bothered by the man as she walked out of the lobby.

X-X-X

“Oh! Ungh! Yes!”

Jennifer came with one set of fingers playing over her clit while she pulled on the nipple of one of her tits with the other. A week had passed since she first started fantasizing about having rougher, kinkier sex with Vinnie. It was like each day brought some fresh thought of how he might take her, each of them a far cry from the kinds of intimate moments she shared with her husband or even her past lovers.

Over that time she had imagined him spanking her while he took her doggy, fucking her face and making her gag over his cock, and even taking her virgin ass. And in those fantasies she imagined him telling her how much of a dirty, slutty whore she was.

Some far off part of Jennifer’s mind knew this wasn’t normal, that maybe there was something odd about these new sexual fantasies that were blossoming in her head. She had never considered such acts arousing before, but now she found herself craving them. It was even affecting her sex life.

While the fantasies of the mystery lover and then of Vinnie had fueled her sex life with her husband, these new ones put a damper on it. When he made love to her the way that he always had, the way that she had always previously wanted, it just didn’t get her off. She had tried after a couple of nights to get him to spank her while they were doing it, figuring it was the tamest of her new fantasies, but he couldn’t do it, at least not like how she had imagined it. The whole thing felt forced, and so she dropped the idea. The string of regular sex they’d been having over the previous two weeks ended.

Jennifer had let him make love to her once over the weekend, but that was mostly to keep him happy; she didn’t really get much out of it. In fact she was relieved when the week began, knowing she’d have some time to herself and the opportunity to indulge in her new fantasies and the accompanying urges.

And it had felt so good to do just that.

After enjoying the calm of post-orgasm for a few minutes, Jennifer rinsed off and put together an outfit to go run her errands.

That was another thing that had changed over the past week. While Jennifer had always cared about how she looked and wanted to appear put together when she went out, she had never been one to readily flaunt her assets, so to speak. Now she found herself spending more time on her make-up, laying it on just a bit more thickly, and wearing skimpier outfits. None of these outfits were scandalous or especially slutty or anything like that, but they showed more leg and definitely more cleavage.

And she mostly wore them to draw Vinnie’s eye. Every time she walked past him in the lobby, she would feel his gaze on her, and it made her feel good. Sometimes, if there was no one else in the lobby, she would stop to say hi and angle her bosom to give him an even better view.

She found herself doing just that as she was leaving to run some errands. She was bent over slightly, letting him look down her top, smiling at him in the flirty way she now regularly did, when she suddenly felt the urge to invite him upstairs. She could picture it playing out, her asking him to come up to the apartment to take a look at something and then really giving him something to look at. From there things would play out just as she had been fantasizing for the last couple weeks. It would be discreet. No one would know. But she knew it was wrong, that she would actually be cheating then, that it would be so much more than flirting and fantasizing.

“Mrs. Winters, are you all right?”

“I, uh…” She realized that she must have just been standing there staring off in front of Vinnie. Vinnie who she wanted…no needed to come up to her apartment. Just to take a look at something. She could feel the words forming in her head, something about how the pipes he’d looked at in the bathroom before were still messed up, but she fought them down. “I’m fine…I, uh, should get going.”

She gave him an awkward smile then quickly walked away putting as much distance between herself and her object of desire as fast as possible before the urge to make her sexual fantasies become reality overwhelmed her. She didn’t know where that had come from, had never experienced anything like it before, but she knew that it was dangerous for her family and for her marriage. Fantasies about Vinnie were fine, but that was where things had to stay. She couldn’t allow this to become anything more.

As she walked out of the lobby she resolved that she would not give in or cross that line, no matter how many strange urges she had to stifle.

X-X-X

“Hey, can you tell Vinnie that there’s something wrong with the sink in our bedroom, and I’d like him to come up and take a look?”

“Of course, Mrs. Winters,” the doorman replied over the intercom. “I’ll send him up right away.”

“Thank you.”

Jennifer let out a sigh as she hung up. It felt like a weight had come off her. She felt giddy, a fluttering of excitement stirring in her belly. And of course a fluttering of arousal stirring in her loins.

It was Thursday, three days since she had first felt the urge to invite Vinnie up to her apartment. Each day the desire had gotten stronger, her will to fight it weaker. It pervaded her masturbatory sessions. The self-stimulation that had taken her to such great heights of release over the last couple weeks no longer felt like enough. Her body craved more.

In fact it was as she had been trying to masturbate that morning that the last walls of resistance finally crumbled. She knew she wasn’t going to get off, not like she wanted to, even as she was mid-session. But she knew there was a way that she could fix that. It was naughty. It was bad. It was wrong. But she could do it.

No…she needed to do it.

She knew deep down that those urges wouldn’t go away. She also knew that she couldn’t keep fighting them. She had to reach out, to ask Vinnie to come up, and to see what would happen from there.

She had made herself up before making the call, wanting to be ready if Vinnie responded quickly, which she hoped he would. She was lounging in the living room, waiting for his arrival, when she noticed the buzzing sound stop. She had gotten so used to its ever-present sound, at least during the week when she was alone, that its disappearance felt strange. And with that disappearance she felt like her mind got just a little less foggy, a little less clouded by arousal. But before she could wonder about that, the doorbell rang.

“Well hello, Mrs. Winters,” Vinnie said, as Jennifer answered the door for him.

She gave him a smile, waiting in the doorway as his eyes traveled up her bare legs and over the short kimono robe she was holding shut to her well made up face with pronounced red lips and dark eyeshadow.

“Hello, Vinnie. Why don’t you come in?” She sashayed into the apartment and heard the door close shut behind her as Vinnie followed. “The bedroom’s back this way.”

As they made their way to the bedroom area, something felt off to Jennifer. She had been craving Vinnie all week, but now that she had actually invited him up to the apartment, little flashes of doubt worked through her mind. Should she really be doing this?

When they got to the bedroom, she turned to face Vinnie who continued to ogle her body. The arousal she felt from his gaze and the excitement from her object of desire being so close warred with the sudden misgivings she was feeling about the whole situation.

“The bathroom’s over there,” she said, nodding towards it. There wasn’t actually anything wrong with it, but the conflict within her drove her to stall.

“Is that really why you asked me to come up here, Mrs. Winters, or was there something else you wanted to show me?”

Jennifer hesitated. This would be it, she would be crossing a line that she couldn’t walk back from. But in that moment her arousal won out, and she slowly let the kimono fall open, revealing her naked body underneath.

“Oh, yes,” Vinnie said. “I’ve been wanting to see this for so long.”

“You like?” Jennifer said coyly.

“Very much,” the older man replied. He stepped forward and cupped her breasts, eliciting a sigh. Then he bent forward and traced his tongue over one of her nipples.

Jennifer closed her eyes and let out a moan. The doubts that had been nagging her were pushed to the back of her mind as her arousal and her need came to fully take over. It might be wrong, but she wanted this, needed this. She gasped as she felt his hand move to her pussy, spread her legs as she felt his finger dip into her soaked opening.

“I see you’re ready for me,” he whispered into her ear.

“Yes,” she moaned back.

He moved his lips over hers and began to kiss her. Jennifer opened her mouth to accept him, her tongue playing against his. She moaned into his mouth as she enjoyed the feeling of his hands continuing to move over her body.

After a moment Vinnie broke the kiss and pulled away. Jennifer opened her eyes to see him staring at her body as he worked to unbutton his shirt.

“Why don’t you help me with the pants?” he suggested.

Jennifer let the kimono fall off her shoulders to the floor, then dropped to her knees and began to work on getting Vinnie’s pants down. As soon as his cock sprang loose, she took it between her lips. It was semi-erect, but as she bobbed her head up and down on it, it began to grow.

“Yeah, that’s right, slut,” he said. “Work that dick.”

His words aroused her further and she began putting more vigor into the blowjob, deep throating him to get his tool slick, and then stroking him as her lips and tongue played over his cock head.

“Ungh, that’s nice,” Vinnie groaned. “You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Mmm-hmmm,” Jennifer moaned around his cock, staring adoringly up at his broad, jowly face as she continued to suck him.

He grinned down at her in response. Then he grabbed hold of her head and began to force his cock into her throat, thrusting it in and out like he was fucking her. She gagged around it, tears and mascara running down her cheeks as she did. It was uncomfortable, but she was enjoying every second of it, only getting hornier as he used her like she’d never let anyone use her before.

“Alright, on your feet, slut,” he said, stopping his thrusts and letting go of her head. “I think it’s time I got inside that pussy.”

Jennifer let Vinnie’s cock fall from her lips with a wet pop. She moved to the bed, as Vinnie worked to shuck off the rest of his clothes, and lay back on it, spreading her legs and idly playing with her clit as she watched her lover undress. Anticipation built within her as he tossed his under shirt aside revealing his hairy, flabby chest and rounded beer belly. When he kicked off his pants and moved toward the bed on his stubby legs, her stomach began to flutter. The mattress dipped as Vinnie joined her on the bed, kneeling between her spread legs and slowly stroking his cock, and he took in the view of her body lewdly splayed before him.

“Are you ready for this cock?”

“Yes,” Jennifer moaned. “I need it.”

“Tell me what you want,” Vinnie said, goading her on as she writhed in front of him.

“I want you to fuck me,” Jennifer said, breathily. “I need you to fuck me!”

Vinnie lined himself up and pushed his head against her wet opening.

“Oh God yes!” Jennifer cried out as he penetrated her. He thrust his hips forward, easily sliding all the way into her and causing her to moan loudly with pleasure. In a couple of thrusts he established a rhythm, and that was all it took for Jennifer to cum. She let her head fall back as the wave of pleasure swept through her.

"That’s right, cum for me, bitch,” Vinnie grunted.

Jennifer looked up at him, watching his belly wobble as he thrust into her, his portly frame working to drive his cock into her fit, toned body. It was finally happening, her fantasy coming true, and it felt better than she ever imagined.

“Oh fuck! It’s so good!” she moaned, gazing into his eyes.

“Yeah, you love this cock, don’t you!”

“Ungh! Yes! YES!”

“Better than your husband’s, isn’t it?”

“Yes! So much better!”

Hearing her words elicited a roar of triumph from Vinnie. He thrust into her even faster, his hips slapping into hers as he took her with force. At that pace it didn’t take long for him to cum, and as Jennifer felt him erupt inside her, another orgasm overtook her body. She screamed in pleasure, as Vinnie’s cock pulsed inside her pussy. She felt him thrust deeply into her one last time, then his body collapsed onto hers. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, keeping him connected to her as her body continued to shudder from the pleasure of her release.

Jennifer wasn’t sure how long they remained entwined like that, but eventually she started to come back down to Earth. And with the bliss from her orgasms faded and her arousal satiated, the gravity of what she’d just done started to come down on her.

“Oh God,” she said, this time with a moan of despair rather than pleasure.

“Yeah that was amazing,” Vinnie sighed, not picking up on the tone of her voice.

“No, no, this was wrong,” Jennifer said, pushing against the super’s bulk, trying to get him off of her.

“Hey, it’s alright,” he said, moving off of her so she could get up. “We’re just having a little fun. You did have fun, right?”

“No, I mean yes, I — ” Jennifer stuttered as she scrambled off the bed and grabbed her kimono off the floor. “It doesn’t matter,” she continued, turning to face Vinnie as she put on the garment. “This was a mistake. It shouldn’t have happened, and it can’t happen again.”

“Well, if that’s how you feel,” Vinnie said. His eyes moved over her body, clearly still hungry for her. Jennifer felt a mixed warmth of happiness and desire build in her as he looked at her like that. She could see him starting to get hard again, and there was a part of her that wanted to go again. But she knew she couldn’t do that She had to shut this down once and for all for the sake of her marriage.

“It is,” she said with as much firmness as she could muster. “I’m sorry. It was…fun, but I…I shouldn’t have let this happen. I need you to go.”

“Okay,” he said, holding his hands up in a placating gesture. He started to gather up his clothes, and Jennifer had to tear her eyes away from his body, especially from that cock which had just given her such immense pleasure.

“See you later, Mrs. Winters,” Vinnie said when he was dressed. She nodded at him with a wane smile, as he left the bedroom. She heard the sound of the apartment door opening and closing as he exited.

She sat on the bed, alone with her thoughts, trying to wrestle with how she had let things go so far. It wasn’t like her to be so impulsive. How had she let herself give in to her fantasies so easily? And then there was the fact that it was so good. She enjoyed sex with her husband, or at least she had until recently, but he had never made her cum like that. It was knowledge she’d have to live with now, but she was sure that with time she could move past this fling with Vinnie, move past her fantasies about him, and find that kind of satisfaction in her marriage again.

It was as Jennifer was building this resolve to stop her dangerous fantasizing that she noticed the buzzing sound had returned. It was louder now than it had been before and much more intense. That didn’t bother her though. In fact a cloud of calm began to descend over her thoughts, and she felt her arousal starting to build again.

But as that happened, something clicked in the back of her mind.

The buzzing: that’s when it all started — the fantasies, the heightened sex drive, and now the impulse to have sex with Vinnie — it all started with that sound.

Jennifer forced herself off the bed. She began to move lethargically around the room, checking under furniture, looking in the closets. Her mind was fogged over, and she was so, so horny, but she knew she had to find whatever was making that buzzing. She pulled the cord on the surge protector that all the electrical devices in the room were plugged in to, but the buzzing persisted. She looked under the bed, then tore away the sheets, but she found nothing.

The bathroom.

That was it. That was where Vinnie had initially been working. The idea blossomed in her head, and she found herself walking towards the bathroom. The buzzing sound was overwhelming at that point. She knew she had to stop listening, to fight the sound so she could find where it was coming from and turn it off.

But the sound was so nice, so nice to listen to, so calming…

She shook her head. She couldn’t listen. She needed to stop the noise so that she could stop…stop…stop being so horny.

But it felt good to be horny, so good being aroused, and so good getting to cum. She wanted to cum.

She resisted the urge, taking another step towards the bathroom. She wanted to touch herself, to feel something inside her pussy, but she had to find the sound. She needed to stop the buzzing, to stop Vinnie, to stop him from…from fucking her again. To stop him from giving her more orgasms.

But she wanted more orgasms.

And shew knew only Vinnie could give her more orgasms. With that beautiful, beautiful cock that satisfied her like nothing else. She wanted that cock in her pussy. In her mouth. In her ass. She wanted to make it cum, to feel it shooting inside her. Because she was a cum-slut. She was Vinnie’s cum-slut. She loved being Vinnie’s cum-slut.

She needed to be Vinnie’s cum-slut.

X-X-X

Jenni came to lying on her back on the floor of the bathroom. The tile was cool against her naked skin. She couldn’t quite remember how she got there, but it didn’t bother her. She realized her legs were spread, and that she was playing with her clit. It was making her nice and horny, but she knew there was only one way she was going to get her cunny to cum.

She knew what she had to do and smiled at the thought of it…

“Hi. Sorry to be a bother, but could you send Vinnie up here again? I think he left something a little unfinished from before.”

Jenni smiled as she hung up the intercom. She had spent the past few minutes tidying up the bedroom (which she had somehow found a mess), calling a mom-friend from her kids’ school who owed her a favor to watch the kids at her place for a bit, and re-applying her make-up. It was important that she look good for Vinnie, even more so this time because she had to make amends for how she had treated him earlier.

Moments before she heard the front door of the apartment open, the pleasant little buzzing sound she liked so much ceased; she acknowledged the absence, but it didn’t concern her. She was much too excited for Vinnie’s return.

“Mrs. Winter?” she heard him call out after closing the apartment door.

“Back here,” she replied.

Still naked, she sat on the edge of her bed, feet on the floor with her legs spread to reveal her glistening snatch, her arms propping her up as she leaned back just a bit to make sure that her tits were thrust out prominently and invitingly. She held that pose as Vinnie walked into the bedroom and took in the offering before him.

“Mrs. Winters, what are you doing?” Vinnie asked, eyes flitting between her tits and her pussy.

“What do you mean, Vinnie?” Jenni purred in a sensual voice, as she smiled at the way he took in her naked body.

“I thought you didn’t want to fool around again, but now I find you here like this,” he said. “You’re not teasing me, are you?”

“No, of course not,” she replied with a pout. “I wanted to tell you I was wrong, and I wanted to apologize for how I treated you earlier. It was very rude of me.”

“It was very rude,” Vinnie said, nodding in agreement. “You were quite the bad girl earlier.”

“I know, and I’m sorry, baby.”

“I don’t think sorry is quite enough,” he said, stepping toward her. “For being such a bad girl. I think you need to be punished.”

“And how do you want to punish me?” Jenni asked, giving him a coy smile.

“I think a good lashing is in order,” Vinnie said, smiling cruelly as he took off his belt. “Get up on your hands and knees.”

Jenni did as instructed, turning on the bed so she was on her hands and knees, her ass presented to Vinnie. She felt his hand move over her buttocks, giving each cheek a nice squeeze.

“I have to say, you have a wonderful ass, Mrs. Winters.”

“Call me Jenni,” she replied.

She felt a sharp sting on her right cheek as Vinnie’s belt came down on her ass with a loud smack. She let out a yelp of surprise. She’d never been spanked or lashed, had never fantasized about it until very recently, and while the contact stung, she found herself even more aroused than she had been.

“Okay, Jenni,” Vinnie said. “I think from now on, at least when we’re alone, you should call me Daddy.”

The belt came down again, this time on her left cheek. More prepared, she didn’t yelp that time. But she did still feel herself getting more turned on.

“That’s two,” Vinnie said. “I think for the rudeness of kicking me out of your apartment earlier, ten is a fair punishment. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Jenni said, looking over her shoulder at him.

“Good girl,” he replied, smiling at her. “Now count out the rest.”

By the time Vinnie got to ten, Jenni was a hot mess. The punishment had only served to inflame her arousal, and she desperately needed relief.

“Please, I need your cock, Daddy,” she mewled as soon as the number ten rolled off her lips right after Vinnie’s last lash. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me.”

“Don’t worry, baby, it’s coming,” Vinnie said, and she could hear the rustling of his clothes as he got undressed. “But you have to promise that you’re going to be a good girl for me from now on.”

“I’ll be good, Daddy,” Jenni moaned desperately. “I’ll be a good girl for you, I promise.”

“Good.”

She felt the bed shift as Vinnie mounted it behind her. Then she felt his cock at the entrance of her needy pussy. She tried to push back to get it inside, but he held her still.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Jenni?”

“No, Daddy.”

“Well, I think it’s time we fix that. And don’t worry, I came prepared.”

She heard the pop of a cap and then felt some lube splash onto her backside. She let out a little moan as she felt Vinnie’s finger explore her virgin hole. Then she felt his head pushing. And pushing. And then as it slid in her body hummed with joy. Any first-time discomfort she was feeling was dwarfed by the overwhelming pleasure she felt from having Vinnie’s dick inside her.

“Oh! God! Yes! Oh! Fuck! So! Good!” she called out as Vinnie began to fuck her in earnest, his hips slapping into her rear as he established a steady rhythm.

“Ungh! Yeah! So nice and tight,” Vinnie grunted as he thrust into her. “You like having this cock up your ass?”

“Yes! Ungh! I love it!” Jenni howled with pleasure.

“You’re gonna be my good little fuck-slut from now on, aren’t you, Jenni?”

“Yes!”

Jenni felt her head jerk back suddenly, pain in her scalp as Vinnie pulled her by the hair. He paused, his cock stuffed deep inside her ass, and she felt his breath next to her ear.

“‘Yes’ what?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned.

Vinnie let out a laugh, and then she felt his had land on her raw backside. He started thrusting again, but he kept his grip on her hair, keeping her head pulled back as he resumed fucking her. His rough treatment, the feeling of his cock in her body, the way he took her, it all felt so wonderful to Jenni, and she decided to spur him on.

“I’m your little fuck-slut! Take me, Daddy! Take that ass! Cum in my slutty ass! Make it yours!”

“Oh fuck,” Vinnie grunted. He let go of her hair and grabbed her hips with both hands, ramming his cock into her harder and faster. “Here it comes, bitch!”

It was the last thing Jenni heard before her world exploded in pleasure.

She came to lying face down on the bed feeling warm, content, and peaceful, her arousal momentarily sated.

“Mmm…that was amazing,” she purred.

“Yeah,” she heard Vinnie say from beside her. “Fucking you is even better than I dreamed it would be.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said, turning to face him. “I’m glad it was good for you.”

“It was. You’re a good fuck,” he said, smiling at her. He slapped her ass playfully, and she giggled. “But I gotta get going. Actually have some work to do. And don’t you need to pick up the kids?”

“I asked a friend to look after them for a little,” she replied. She raised her head and looked over at the clock. “I still have some time.”

“It’ll have to wait,” Vinnie said, standing up from the bed and gathering his clothes. “But don’t worry your needy cunt about it, I’ll be dropping by regularly.”

“That’s what I like to hear, Daddy,” Jenni said, smiling at him.

“Here, enter your number,” he said, tossing his cell phone onto the bed. “I’ll send you mine, and then this way you can let me know any time you’re free to fuck without the doormen getting suspicious.”

“I can tell you I’ll be texting you tomorrow,” she said, as she typed in her number. “Once the kids are away, momma’s gonna want to play.”

“I can’t wait,” Vinnie said, taking the phone as she handed it back to him. He was fully clothed at that point and looked about ready to go, but then he paused. “Just one more thing, before I forget.”

He walked into the bathroom, and Jenni heard him moving things around for a minute. When he walked out, he was holding a small device between his fingers. “Don’t need this here anymore.”

“What is that?” Jenni asked.

“Nothing you need to worry about,” he said, putting it into his pocket. He smiled at her, looking over her naked body once more before making his way towards the bedroom door. “See you tomorrow, my little cum-slut.”

Jenni blew him a kiss as he left. She lay on the bed once he was gone, deciding just to relax for a moment before taking a shower and getting dressed to pick up the kids. As she lay there, she noticed that the buzzing she was so used to didn’t return. But that was okay. She knew she was Vinnie’s cum-slut now, and that was all she needed to know to be happy.
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