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Chapter 1

The Covid-19 pandemic has had a terrible impact; there's no denying it. It's something not open to question. But not all the consequences of the pandemic were bad. Grocery stores have done a booming trade. Delivery companies' profits are up. Take-out restaurants have been busier than ever, as people eat in rather than out.
My business was undoubtedly impacted by the pandemic. But others were hurt worse. At this very moment, I'm in bed with my hand on the ass of a beautiful much-younger-than-me married woman who had been impacted much worse by it.
Her name is Lauren, and she's hot. She's 33, 5'7", with straight, fairly long, brown hair. She's slim with curves, exactly as I like them. I've known her for ages through business. We've been friends for about 9 years, actually, going back to before she was married. And until now, I've never made a move on her in the years I've known her. She has always been nice and very easy on the eyes. We would go out to dinner and a sporting event a few times a year. Her husband had no concerns about this, we were just friends, and I gave them no reason to be concerned. We were friends through business and nothing more.
But this is my story of how and why I'm in bed with her right now. The story itself really began two days ago.
Both Lauren and her husband were laid off as the pandemic hit. Surviving a few months was difficult for both of them as they dug into their savings. Periodically, I'd send her good wishes. But with no one seeing anyone anymore, that was the only communication between us.
Fortunately, they were both asked to return to their positions. Fortunately for me, neither was back full-time. The economy would need to recover before they could be full-time again, and it was crystal clear that wasn't happening any time soon.
Lauren returned to work only two days a week. With their savings having now dwindled and a mortgage to pay on their small place, they were now in a cash crunch -- and she had the foresight to see that it was going to be many months before they could return to economic normalcy.
Lauren had been trying to find a new job. She loved her industry, but it was hit by the impact of Covid. The problem with finding a job in another sector was her lack of experience and the steep competition from others who had also been laid off.
Now back in her job, but only two days a week, Lauren realized she needed to find another source of revenue. Her husband basically put his head in the sand and said, "things will work out." She saw that she needed to do something to make them work out.
Running out of options and with both determination and desperation, Lauren did something that surprised me. She propositioned me.
Now, as it happens, I'm the kind of guy who is experienced at "sugar" relationships. She didn't know that, though. And it was to my surprise to find out that she'd even consider such a relationship.
So here I was with a lot of spare time on my hands due to the pandemic. Then out of the blue, Lauren asked to meet up, our first meeting in months. We went for a walk -- there was nowhere indoors we could go. And gradually, she put it out there that she'd consider a completely discreet sugar-based relationship.
Honestly, it was hard keeping cool about what I was hearing. The urge to just move in on her was so powerful. There we were, walking by a park, as I checked her out in her tight jeans. She usually didn't dress this way when we met up; we were always coming from work. I was already liking what I was seeing.
Also, the truth is, having an affair with her would be mighty fine, but it being a sugar relationship, at least in part, would be much better. With a sugar relationship, if she gets what she needs, I am much more likely to get what I want, exactly how I want it and when I want it.
It was clear that Lauren had not done anything like this before. It turned out that a guy she didn't have any time for had already propositioned her, but she rejected him. However, the seed had been planted. And she turned, instead, to the nice guy she knew who might agree to a similar deal. Lucky me. Nod to this guy, though, for planting this metaphorical seed in her, allowing me to plant my actual seed in her.
We began relatively formally. We were still having a "distancing" walk, although I would have preferred to start taking what was mine. I wanted to play this just right. Getting in bed with her was a nice prize. Bedding her regularly, doing whatever I wanted, was the better prize.
And so, we began to talk terms. She spelled out the financial help she needed. It was certainly more than a hooker would want for hours of her time. Still, the monthly amount was reasonable, given the offer of seeing her regularly. She was concerned she was asking too much. The fact is, I would have agreed to pay significantly more as long as I got what I wanted from her. She didn't need to know I'd pay more.
Now please understand I know exactly what I want. It wasn't just that I wanted to fuck her, although that wouldn't be a bad thing at all. What I wanted was to be a "daddy" to her in bed. As I said before, I wanted to get my way with her when I wanted as I wanted. I knew this was what I wanted, but it would just be a mistake to talk to her about this right now. To get what I wanted, the first step was to seal the deal. I needed to come to terms that worked for her without scaring her off and then quickly get her in a room alone.
Lauren had figured out how much she wanted. But thanks to the demands of the other suitor, she had also spent time figuring out how it could actually work. The other man, for instance, wanted to be able to spend the occasional night with her; take her away sometimes. But she was married. That wasn't going to work very easily. Sure, her husband did sometimes travel, but in COVID times, travel wasn't happening. So while it wasn't just that she didn't like him, she would never have agreed to his conditions anyway.
The other man actually offered her more financial support than what Lauren asked me for. But the other conditions of the deal guaranteed he could not succeed. Honestly, I should find out who he is one day to thank him. His actions were responsible for me scoring.
Anyway, as I said, Lauren put much thought into how this would work. She'd tell her husband I'd hired her for two days a week as a project manager to help with operations in my company. She'd be available to me on these two days. She wanted to make it clear that spending the night or traveling was very unlikely to ever happen.
Just at this point in the conversation, Lauren surprised me. You see, I was experienced with sugar relationships, and she was not. Lauren surprised me by offering herself to me, literally, from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m., two days a week. An experienced girl might have suggested hooking up for two to four hours once a week. I would have agreed to that if she had asked.
But in her mind, Lauren had to explain to her husband how she was coming up with this money, and my "work offer" fit this bill. She basically had to come to work for me for those two days a week. She had to get out of her place! She needed to be somewhere, and it simply never occurred to her to offer me less time with her because she had no other particular place to go! Going anywhere was already complicated due to the pandemic. In her mind, she'd spend the day with me. She assumed I'd be available all day long!
So, this was an incredible offer. I spent less than I would have and got more time with her than I could have imagined! And as it happens, because of this effing pandemic, I had all the time in the world. I could easily disappear for a couple of days a week and remain in contact remotely. Now hotel rooms were particularly inexpensive because no one was traveling. I'd pay for a room somewhere for the nights in question and have Lauren drain my testicles from 9 to 5 twice a week. This was the sweetest deal I have ever been offered. I'd be getting a hot younger woman for 16 wondrous hours a week.
As an added bonus, Lauren said that if her husband had to travel, she'd also be willing to see me in the evening. I didn't ask her about spending the night with her. I was already sold on this deal. Didn't need to push further.
I agreed immediately to this plan. I knew this wasn't the time to make explicit sexual demands of her. I needed to simply get to a bank machine to get her some upfront money, then get to a hotel and get a room there, and then fuck her. The other details -which were all far less important to me, could be worked on once we had gotten to the point of no return. If I wanted to achieve those other things, you'd need to find the appropriate time to press for them. In other words, I needed to fuck her first before I attempted to get anything more.
We immediately walked back to our cars. I told her to leave hers there, and I would take her in mine to go to the bank and then a hotel. She agreed to the plan.
I moved in for my first kiss when we got to the car. The requisite social distancing was thrown out the window on direct orders from my cock. Half a second into the kiss, I placed my hand on her amazing ass. This was actually going to happen! Finally, after nine long years, I had my hand on Lauren's ass! She wasn't pushing it away! And this was my first open-mouth kiss with her!
I had admired that ass for so long. In ways, grabbing it was even more of a turn-on than the open-mouth kissing. It was such a firm ass, the product of good genetics and a hard and regular gym routine.
In the car, the conversation started a little awkward. I know what I'm doing. Every action sets a precedent in the relationship. I immediately placed my hand on her knee, something I would never have been able to do until now. It was obviously sexual in nature. It also sent the straightforward message that I was moving in on her and now felt free to do so when I pleased.
Lauren put her hand on top of mine, on her knee. This, too, was a first. It was the first time in nine years that our hands touched. I suspected she was viewing this relationship with a bit of tenderness and romance.
The drive to the bank to get some cash out to give her seemed like an eternity, but in reality, it was only a little over five minutes. I chose my words carefully. When you are about to score, you don't want to say anything wrong that will mess things up. Not messing things up was now the driving force in my actions.
Lauren, though, noticed I was quiet. I groped her denim-clad knee, and she kept her hand on mine, periodically tracing her fingers over it. It felt good.
The bank stop was quick. It would be a short drive to a decent hotel. I was confident they'd have rooms available. No one is traveling these days.
I again placed my hand on her knee, but she was still quiet. Then Lauren decided to break the silence. "Are you feeling ok about this?" I was just coming to a stop light. When we stopped, I stretched my neck to move my head over her way, and we kissed again.
"Do you really want to know how I feel?" I asked.
"Of course," was her reply.
I removed my hand from her knee and took hold of her hand. I pulled it over to the front of my pants. The look on her face changed at that moment from a romantic look to a more sexual look. Her hand was groping my hard-on. It was literally one first after another this day.
I put both hands on the steering wheel as Lauren continued to grope the front of my pants. "Dave," that was her husband, "would kill me now." I just smiled and nodded in agreement. I didn't tell her that this added an extra layer of pleasure for me. Looking down, I couldn't help but love the fact the hand that was groping my bulge was wearing a wedding ring on it.
It was all too surreal. I went from zero chance of getting into her pants to having her grope my cock in my car while driving her to a hotel. And I could now see the hotel off in the distance.
It took twelve ridiculous minutes to get checked into the hotel. She stood back, now wearing her mandatory face mask, as I checked in at the front desk. It was so hard to be patient as I watched the hotel employee type in things on his keyboard using only one finger. It seemed such a slow process made even slower by his "style" of typing.
I glanced back several times at Lauren. Even with the face mask on, the tight jeans worked on me. She really was a hot chick. And she clearly could turn it on when she wanted to. I wanted my hands on her ass again. I looked forward to working those tight jeans off of her.
Lauren seemed a bit nervous, standing there waiting. I didn't want her to get cold feet. I could imagine she was thinking that the hotel clerk was thinking that we were checking into the hotel solely for the purpose of fucking, and given our age differences, 23 years, by the way, perhaps she was worried that the clerk thought she was a whore. She wasn't exactly dressed up as a whore; but the skin-tight jeans certainly had her looking sexually provocative and could lend credence to the hypothesis that she was indeed a hooker. She was a sexy girl looking good going into a room with a bed with a much older man. For all I knew, the clerk probably saw this kind of thing all the time.
Still, this wasn't the time to make her feel uncomfortable. I needed to seal this deal and ensure she didn't get cold feet. I had to get her out of this hallway, so she wasn't being stared at. I needed to get things moving so she didn't dwell on things and start to think about backing out. I needed to get her into the room where she would be less likely to want to back out. This really looked like it was going to happen. But I needed to minimize any risk.
I acted quickly, and as soon as I had the room key in my hands, I turned to walk down the hall to the hotel elevators. Lauren walked beside me as if we were comrades rather than in a relationship. I figured she was nervous; this was her first time doing something like this. Although she had clearly thought through this whole thing, she hadn't thought about the moments standing in a lobby and having others look at her.
My guess was Lauren was now realizing a need for discretion. She didn't say anything. But it had to be what she was thinking. Going to dinner with me didn't challenge her. Going into a hotel room with me before noon was just not as palatable to her because others could see her going to a room with a bed. Fortunately, the elevators were close by, and I hoped there would be no one else going up for the ride.
My good fortune continued as we were alone on the elevator, and I quickly moved on in on what I now saw as my property. I also wanted her to stop thinking about anything other than sex with me. I planted my mouth on hers and put my arms around her, inside her open jacket. She warmed up quickly. It was our most serious kiss. I pressed myself into her. I noted that she didn't just accept my kiss; she also kissed back. It was the first time her tongue was in my mouth.
As the doors opened, I told her the room number and let her exit the elevator first, not because I'm a gentleman, but instead because I wanted to grab her perfect ass.
Lauren was not just a good-looking girl. There are plenty of those around. She was a very fit beauty, always working out. It was either those workouts or genetics. Either way, she had a fantastic ass in tight jeans.
We walked through the hallway to our room door. I thought about how much I wanted to fuck her. I also thought about how much I wanted to fuck her mouth. It was hard to decide how to take her; I wanted her both ways at the same time.
I used the magnetic room key to open the door and got her inside. It would be very hard for her to turn back now. I kissed her again. Lauren broke it off to speak.
"Is this going to ruin our friendship? Do you see me as a whore now?" She asked. I realized this was probably, in fact, the last barrier to my sexual conquest of her.
I kept my hands on her sides, gathered my thoughts, and then said, "It isn't going to ruin our friendship. There are two ways you can go here, and I'm good going either way. We could be starting an affair. An affair is a sexual relationship that could grow into something more and last longer than your need for financial support. Or, we could make this a business relationship between friends. And it continues as long as both sides live up to their part of the business deal. Either way, we can remain friends." I thought this was a pretty good answer.
"So, you might see me as a whore then?" she asked.
My response was risky, but I wanted to put some ideas in her head at some point, and I figured it might as well be now. "I see you as a very hot young woman who isn't a whore, but hopefully will be a whore in bed for me." I looked her in the eyes to ensure I hadn't offended her. "Does that make sense to you?" I asked.
It hadn't offended her. It actually seemed to be an answer she liked. "I can be a whore for you in bed." She smiled as she said that. If this issue was the last barrier to my sexual conquest of her, it seemed to be an obstacle easily overcome.
She now moved into me again and initiated another long open, mouth kiss while wrapping her arms around me. It was such a sexual kiss. My hands followed the natural magnetic currents in the air and returned to grabbing her ass. I've wanted that ass to be in my hands for nine years, and now it had been handed to me as a gift, wrapped in form-hugging denim. It was a firm ass. It was a young woman's ass. What a score this was!




Chapter 2

Lauren was now alone with me, and I was claiming her as mine. I was, of course, rock hard. At some point in our making out, her hands returned to the front of my pants to find that out for herself. How does it get better than this? 


There were many things I wanted to do to Lauren sexually, or at least have her do them to me. But it was most important that three things, above all others, happened. I wasn't going to risk them not happening by demanding something that might put a halt to the proceedings. I could take risks later in the relationship, but not now. For now, I needed to see my cock in her mouth; I needed to fuck her in a simple missionary position where I was in control. The third thing I wanted was to have my cum deep inside her.



In the longer term, I wanted so much more than that. And all of these things were probably achievable, but only if I took the proper steps. And the first step was to open her eyes to her own sexual desires. Every woman is different to a degree. But this methodology simply does not fail. Lauren was willing. It would be so much better if she were also wanting. It was up to me to make the conditions right so that, in fact, she was wanting.



If I had immediately started to demand she eat my ass out, there was a very real chance everything could have come to a crashing halt. Why risk that? I could get so much more out of her if I could create the conditions to make her horny. It isn't really that difficult to do.



The room had a full-length mirror in it. Every woman is undoubtedly unique. But every attractive woman has a sexual reaction to seeing themselves in a mirror. They check themselves out several times a day. If they weren't even thinking about anything sexual, they would still check themselves out, noticing their own curves. If, on the other hand, they were already dressed in a sexy outfit and thinking about sex, the juices would start to flow.



Lauren had been dressed in tight jeans and a tight t-shirt. She was wearing lipstick and eyeshadow. There was no doubt she was dressed to look hot for me as per her own plan. And now, she had been French kissing me as we groped each other. She was grabbing my cock through my pants. She was pre-disposed to be in a sexual frame of mind when I put her in front of the mirror.



I kissed her neck from behind and reached around her with my hands to envelope her breasts. I moved my hands down her stomach to the bottom of her shirt and then moved them up again, this time underneath her shirt. I cupped her bra-covered breasts again. She was watching it all. She was basically watching herself getting sexed up.



One of my hands moved down to the front of her pants to begin to masturbate her through her jeans. You could tell she was responding by the look on her face. She was watching it play out in the mirror. She was getting felt up and watching herself get felt up at the same time. I noted she was clean-shaven.



My next move was obviously closer here. It was the same move I've done on just about every hot chick I could get my hands on. Women can be so different. But every hot chick responds to this one move.



I unbuttoned her jeans as she watched. I lowered the zipper slowly. You could see the anticipation on her face. And then I tucked my hand into her panties. She gave out a light groan when my fingers found their destination. She was wet.



There was really no way she couldn't be wet. She absolutely looked smoking hot already. Now she could see a man's hand invading her panties while she stood there looking hot. The physical stimulation from my fingers combined with the physical stimulation of my lips on her neck combined with the visual stimulation courtesy of the mirror, and Lauren was in stimulation overload. She had no defense against this. I'm not sure there is one.



She enjoyed my fingers working her over. She enjoyed watching the scene in the mirror. She did not realize the power this gave me over her. She surrendered to the stimulation. Or, more correctly, she surrendered to me due to the stimulation.



After a few minutes of fingering, I told her that her wetness proved she was "in" to it, and it wasn't just about the money for her. I told her this meant she wasn't a "whore." She obviously really wanted the sex. I made a point of telling her this.



"I do," was her only reply.



I kept rubbing a finger against her clitoris. I let her soak it all in. She was melting into me. She was in my control now. At some point, I `whispered in her ear and said, "You're ready now."



"Yes," she nodded, biting her lip.



With my hand in her panties, focusing on her clitoris, and with my obvious knowledge of her wetness, and her awareness that I knew she was wet, there was no avenue of denial open to her. Lauren had to admit she wanted sex. She had to admit she wanted it with a man other than her husband. She was getting financial compensation. She had approached this as a necessary business decision. But now she was conscious, for the first time, that she had the sexual desire to be unfaithful. She wouldn't have processed these ideas yet. That would come later. Right now, she was lost in concentration on the here and now. I knew I'd get what I wanted for the rest of our time together this day.



I saw her close her eyes to concentrate on the feelings emanating from between her legs. Sexually, she was lost to her husband already. Lauren leaned into me to support her as I kept up my fingering of her pussy. She pushed her still denim-clad ass into my still-clothed cock and swayed against it in a straightforwardly sexual response.



"Ummmm....," she said. "Right there. I could see that Lauren frequently bit her lower lip as an involuntarily sexual response. And as predicted, she would open her eyes from her dream-like state simply to check herself out in the mirror. You could see her eyes were focused on the mirror image of exactly where my hand was plunging into her jeans and panties for the treasure it was taking. Her juices were flowing.



The first time doing this, I wanted her to come close to cumming. But I didn't want her to cum. I wanted her to still have the need to get off. I wanted her to need to get fucked to get that orgasm she was now wanting and building toward.



The underlying theme of my actions and decisions was to get a maximal return from my sexual conquest of her. I wanted her to sexually desire me, to get sexual fulfillment through me.



It is undoubtedly a deep betrayal of your marital vows to give sexual pleasure to another, but it is a deeper betrayal to have received sexual pleasure from another because it means your sexual desires are elsewhere.



As an older man, this meant I was well-educated in stimulating her mind and body. I also wanted her to eventually be turned on by the very idea of cheating on her husband. I wanted to convince her this was empowering for her and that it should add to her lust, not detract. I could see I was well on the way to planting these ideas in her head. It was a longer game to play, but I would play it.



My lips and tongue had left my DNA in her mouth, on her breasts and neck, through my saliva. It was now time for her to take on my DNA from a different source from me. It was time she tasted my cum. I was sure that pre-cum was ready to form at the tip of my cock, and my cock now belonged firmly planted in her mouth.



I removed my hands from fingering her. Her eyes opened again. I turned her to face me, both of us now perpendicular to the front of the mirror. I asked, "Why don't you unbuckle my belt?"



Lauren complied. She followed this by opening my pants up and pushing them down. I stepped out of my shoes and pants at the same time. She grabbed my cock through my underwear. More importantly, she was looking at my bulge. The fingering had left her horny. She had cock on her mind now. She was clearly looking for the satisfaction my fingers didn't deliver. It was clear visual stimulation worked strongly on her.



I removed her t-shirt and reached behind her to unhook her bra. I bent down to briefly suck on each nipple. Wearing only her unzipped jeans and presumably underwear, Lauren then dropped to her knees before me. She glanced again at her image in the mirror. I think every woman should know what she looks like when she's before a man whose cock is going to go into her mouth. Lauren instinctively knew this.



It is obvious I have a dominant streak. I like to be in control. For me, nine years of secretly lusting after this chick was coming to fruition. She was topless in tight jeans and on her knees before me. This symbolized my conquest of her better than anything else.



From this vantage point, both of us could see what was transpiring either directly or from the mirror's side view. I had so wanted to see this girl on her knees for so many years, and I finally was getting my wish.



Moments later, my underwear now off, Lauren leaned forward and made first oral contact with my cock. She simply kissed it, letting her lips linger. In many ways, that moment was the actual moment where she crossed the line into being an unfaithful wife. She had been moving dangerously close to the line until then, but now she had crossed it.



I watched her lick around the rim of my cock head. As expected, pre-cum began to form at the tip. I moved my cock so that this drop of semen went straight to her lips. I could see by her reaction that she could taste it. She looked up at me to share the moment. She had tasted my semen. My cock head disappeared in her mouth soon after. I let the moment be a tender one for Lauren as well as a victorious one for me. Physically, she had sucked a cock before. Psychologically, this was her first act of being unfaithful. There was no going back on this, even if she stopped now. My hard-on had been in her mouth. This also was quite the victory over her husband. A guy's wife was sucking my cock!



This was simply her mouth and my cock in action. I watched my cock head repeatedly disappear into her mouth. Her hands were holding onto my legs to keep herself steady. This is one of the highlights for me of the sexual experience, the hot younger woman on her knees with my cock in her mouth. The visual merely enhanced the potency of the idea. I was further spurred on by this moment, being nine years in the making.



Lauren was by no means an expert at sucking on a man's cock. But she was assuredly more than adequate. I ensured she kept a slow pace and I kept at least one hand at all times placed behind her head so that she'd maintain the pace I wanted. It was a sensual blow job.



My eyes remained fixated on Lauren. In accordance with my previously mentioned experiences with other women, she occasionally checked herself out in the mirror. The proximity of the mirror was absolutely crucial here. It added sexual energy to her by being able to watch herself. And it also distracted her, keeping her from any negative thoughts about her infidelity or whorishness. She would later tell me she had never seen herself go down on a guy. She would also freely admit it was hot to see it. It just worked perfectly.



But for now, I simply absorbed the visual and physical sensations of watching her sexy mouth move up and down on my cock shaft. I always admired her lips. Now they were on my cock. Nine years of thinking about them made this experience special.



As I've said, there are many things I want or will want to do with Lauren. But right then, I was experiencing one of the top three sexual experiences I wanted with her. This moment was the first of the crown jewels of my sexual conquest of her.



It wasn't just her sucking on my cock that was the big achievement. It was, instead, a totality of things. First, I needed to be standing. To make this a top sexual experience, I needed to be standing, and she needed to be on her knees. I needed the dominance that position delivers. Seeing her on her knees is part of what made it a "conquest" for me. Putting my hands at the back of her head sealed the deal on this point.



Secondly, I needed to be sure she could taste my pre-cum. I wanted those drops of semen, my actual DNA, in her.



Thirdly, I wanted to see at least four inches of my cock in her mouth, and I wanted to hold it in her mouth for a few moments, also in an act of dominance.



Fourth, I wanted her to suck on my balls. I wanted them licked. I wanted them sucked on.



Finally, fifth, I wanted to spend at least a few moments rubbing my cock slowly into her face.



I did not manage to time her blow job, but in the ten to fifteen minutes she spent sucking my cock, I achieved all of my goals.



It ended with her asking, "Do you want to fuck me now?"



Now actually, I would have been happy to have her continue to suck. There are lesser jewels in the crown I was starting to covet.



I would, at some point, want to cum in her mouth. I want to be able to watch her as I'm cumming in her mouth. I'd like to see her in the act of swallowing my cum. And I want to be able to watch her in the moments after she swallows my sperm.



Almost equally important, I wanted to be able to cum on her face, especially around her mouth. I wanted the visual pleasure of seeing my sperm on her face. I wanted it to stay there for a while before she washed it off. She had such a sexy face. It would be intensely hot to see it covered in my sperm.



I would, at some point, like to receive from her the longest blowjob she'd ever given to a man. I'd want her to actually know that she's given a longer blowjob to me than to her own husband or any other man. I'd want her to spend more time on her knees before me than she had for any other man. These were notches in the belt I craved. Of course, I needed them to be voluntary notches. I needed her to do these things willingly. It would be something I would really work hard to achieve.



But achieving the crown jewels of this sexual conquest was first and foremost on my mind. And here she was, offering me the next crown jewel, the opportunity to fuck her.



While I certainly wanted to fuck her in many positions, if I were to only do it once, I would want it to be in the missionary position. And I would want to cum in her. I have an absolutely clear need to plant my sperm in her.



Understand that although there was a likelihood that this was the beginning of a long-term relationship, I had no way of knowing this for sure. She could change her mind. Circumstances could change.



Today, then, was primarily about achieving the crown jewels of my sexual conquest of her.



Please understand I liked Lauren as a person. There is no pretending otherwise. I did not really want, though, to "make love" to her. Please also understand I respected her and lusted after her but did not love her. And nine years of liking her and being filled with lust for her meant that on the very first hook-up, I would be going for those simple crown jewels. Whatever crazy things might happen afterward, I would always know she gave me an on-her-knees blow job and always remember that I fucked her and came in her. Nothing short of dementia would ever erase these memories.



And so, I picked Lauren up, struggled to push her tight jeans and panties down, kissed her on her mouth, and maneuvered her to the bed, pushing her down on it so that she was lying on her backside. She instinctively spread her legs for me. She was ready to be mounted.



I couldn't help but think that although 33 was very young to me, when naked, she looked like she was in her mid-twenties. I was scoring with such a hot young chick.



Instead of mounting her, though, I surprised her by swiftly going down on her as I planted my mouth on her pussy. As I said, she was clean-shaven here. Naked and with legs spread before me, she really looked so much younger than me.



My tongue's first contact with her clitoris resulted in a very surprised, sexual gasp. I knew before she went down on me that she was very wet. What I didn't realize until I went down on her was that she had remained wet. This whole thing was turning her on. The element of surprise was a sexual turn-on for her. She expected to get mounted; instead, she was being eaten out.



It has been my experience that women are turned on by the surprise of the strength and aggressiveness of a man when it comes time for sex. The idea of it is even more powerful than the actual physical sensation.



I knew that Lauren was already turned on by what was transpiring. The whole idea of what she was doing was turning her on. It was partly exciting to be with someone new. It was also exciting to be doing this in secret. I could guess the cheating aspect was turning her on, even if she wasn't conscious of this fact. Now -- with my mouth - she was finally starting to get the physical stimulation to the parts of her anatomy that would lead her straight to sexual fulfillment.



Any thoughts about her husband had long passed. Lauren was clearly "in the moment," enjoying the physical pleasure of being eaten out, combined with the pleasant surprise that it was happening. She was watching me. There was a hand on my head. I heard soft sounds of sex emit from her mouth.



I did not, though, spend much time going down on her. I was just ensuring easy entry so I could collect my next crown jewel. Quickly wiping my face on the bedspread, I moved on up, taking a moment to suck on each breast before landing my mouth on hers.



I then lifted my head a couple of inches upward. I wanted to examine her face as I entered her. It was exquisite to watch. I quickly asked her if she was on birth control. She nodded that she was. I absolutely was going to take her on her word on this -- and may well have attempted to put it in even if she had said no. I would have been tempted to cum in her too. That is the power of lust.







Chapter 3 



Please try to see that being unfaithful isn't a yes/no kind of thing but rather a matter of degree. In open-mouth kissing me, Lauren was being unfaithful to her husband to a degree. Allowing me to place my hand on her ass as I kissed her was just a bit more unfaithful. Going into a hotel room with me and removing her shirt and bra while we kissed and groped each other was certainly more unfaithful yet. Being wet for another man and letting him finger you is that much more unfaithful. But pulling my pants down and dropping to her knees, and kissing my cock, brought her infidelity to a new level. Sucking on that cock and tasting my pre-cum was nearly totally unfaithful. But you can get more unfaithful yet. 


I'm sure many other acts show a degree of infidelity. Giving another man a hand job is surely such an example. But the height of infidelity for a woman also comes in basic threes. Firstly accepting a cock, other than her husband's into her vaginal entrance. Secondly, letting that other man's cock cum in her and fill her with his sperm. Lastly, getting fully sexually satisfied by the other man. This is the holy trinity of sexual infidelity. And this is what was going to deliver my remaining two crown jewels. I needed to fuck her. I needed to cum in her. And then I needed to be able to luxuriate in the experience.



Because this was a crown jewel for me, I absolutely needed to watch her face as I collected it. I made sure there was eye contact as I thrust into her. My focus was split between the first sensation of her wetness on my cock and seeing the expression of desire on her face as I entered her. It was not a gentle thrust. I figured, to what extent I could, I needed to surprise her. This was her first moment of infidelity. It needed to be a powerful moment for her. It needed to be different than whatever lovemaking she did with her husband.



The thrust received an immediate gasp of surprise sensation. It had done the trick. The next steps were simple here. Pound it into her at a pace that would surprise her while planting my mouth on hers again.



Lauren was on her back, legs spread to accept my manhood, getting fucked, while my tongue kept her tongue busy. She did not have time to think. She only had time to fuck and feel the sensations.



Somewhere between five and ten minutes later, Lauren came for me. An intense orgasm ripped through her. I felt it in the way her legs and pussy squeezed me. I felt her pussy contractions rip through her stomach. I felt it in the way she arched her back upward. I watched her intently as a series of "Ohs" emerged out of her mouth. I felt her leg muscles finally loosen up and quiver. She ended it with a quiet whimper of, "Oh God."



I had my second crown jewel. To be her king, I needed one more. I needed to put as much seed into her womb as I could. I was singularly focused on this now. Other achievements could come later. I needed to complete my conquest of Lauren by cumming in her.



There were other jewels I could have attempted to get. It would have been good to see her cum a second time with one fuck, for instance. It would be nice to hear her beg for it a bit. I was sure, at some point, I would want her to tell me how much better I was in bed than her husband.



All of that could wait. The last crown jewel was waiting for me in my sexual conquest of this hot young woman before me. I was going to watch her face as I came in her. I would see it as her crowning achievement in her infidelity, the fidelity she surrendered to me.



My thrusts into her never stopped as I fixated on her orgasm. I continually pushed in as far as I could, balls deep into her. I would enjoy a slower fuck another time, but this fuck was all about my conquest of her. Perhaps it was four minutes later, I'm sure it was at least three, and I emptied my balls into her very unfaithful pussy. I watched her expression as she accepted another man's cum for the first time in her married life. I saw her eyes widen each time a bolt of sperm entered her. She could feel it. The bolts of sperm were replaced with a slower oozing as I relieved my testicles. My sperm was finally deep inside her.



I interpreted the complex expression on her face as one of completion, satisfaction, tenderness, and gratitude. Lauren moved her hands up my back -- her fingers had been digging into my back minutes earlier -- to the back of my head and pulled it down so that our mouths again connected in a soulful kiss. At that moment, she belonged to me wholly. If I could keep that moment and those feelings going, she would never be able to return to her husband. For that moment, she was lost to him, and my victory over him was as complete as I could want it to be. His wife, behind his back, had dropped to her knees before me and paid her respects to me by sucking on my cock; then got on her back in bed and spread her legs so that I could fuck her; then came for me as I fucked her, and then accepted my sperm into her womb. It was clear at this moment she wasn't thinking of him, only of me and how good it was. He was a cuckold, now, in the truest sense of the word.



I lay on top of Lauren, still in her, as we continued to kiss. I stayed on top of her when the kiss broke off just to stare into her particularly beautiful eyes.



I'm a firm believer in reading eyes. You can read anger, fear, and a myriad of other emotions under the right conditions when looking at someone's eyes. In my opinion, eyes can smile, sometimes as much as a mouth.



In Lauren's eyes, I saw a somewhat surprised happiness I hadn't seen before. And I could see that it was mixed with a bit of admiration and satisfaction. Without having said a thing, my conjecture was that the experience exceeded her expectations. That was just an educated guess.



Her arms wrapped around my back, holding me in place. They weren't needed because I had no intention of getting off her just yet. I had just planted as much seed as I possibly could, as deeply as I possibly could, into her. I've never been fond of the experience of seeing a woman, right after sex, getting up to go wash herself. I much prefer that when I make a deposit, it stays deposited and is not washed right out. And as long as I'm on top of her, she's going nowhere.



The thought of my sperm swimming deeper into her was most appealing. The idea of her hapless husband perhaps wanting to go down on her later today was also appealing. Although my crown now had its chief three jewels, there were still other jewels to be had with Lauren. And having her keep my sperm in her for a while was one of them.



After a couple of minutes of kissing, Lauren asked, "Was it good for you?"



It was a rather insane question to ask. But when a hot younger naked woman you are on top of asks this of you just after you've fucked her and popped your nuts into her, it is a rather sexy thing to ask.



"I think you felt my answer just a few moments ago," I responded. "But you seemed to enjoy yourself too."



Lauren smiled. "Yeah. I kind of surprised myself. I don't usually cum just from sex."



She didn't intend to release that bit of information, clearly. But I was surprised by this and had to follow this up. "You don't usually cum from sex?"



"I usually cum from masturbating," was her answer.



"So, your David doesn't make you cum?" I was incredulous.



As my cock was softening, I took this moment to dismount her and move to her side. I kept an arm around her, though, just to keep her in bed and, therefore, my sperm in her.



"You know," she said. "We've been married a while now. We're in our routine. We have sex once or twice a week as part of that routine. I like it, but I just don't cum."



I wanted to rub this point in a bit. You see, everything is a matter of degree in life. Inadvertently, Lauren had made my victory over her husband even bigger. She'd just told me I was better in bed.



I certainly couldn't let the point go. "So," I began, "I made you cum, but your husband doesn't. Do I have that right?"



She smiled and sensed the opportunity to stroke my ego. "Yes," she said, "you have that right. Does that make you happy?"



"If you want me to be particularly happy, you will look me in the eyes and say that I was better in bed than your husband," I replied. "Then you can kiss me again.



Lauren looked at me with renewed lust. She may not have been aware of it yet, but the act of being unfaithful itself was now turning her on. She was responding sexually to my desire to get the "win" over her husband. "Yes. You're better in bed. You were a lot more sexual than he is. You actually surprised me. I guess I didn't know what to expect."



This was about as perfect an answer as I could get. Really, that mirror was my greatest ally. If you haven't used one on a hot chick before, I highly recommend it. It energized her sexually. She was already in a sensitive state -- not knowing the outcome of propositioning me. She'd be a bit fragile in taking such a gamble. Seeing the sexual imagery of my hand pushing its way into her panties hit on a raw, sexual nerve. It turned her on to a level her husband didn't bother to try to reach.



I gave a slight nod in approval of this answer. I could see the romantic look in her eyes. I wanted her to keep liking me. I wanted her to continue to see me as sexually superior to her husband. But I did not want her to fall in love with me. What I had just experienced was absolutely incredible. I wanted to keep it this way.



She moved onto her side, and we started kissing again. My hand went to her ass again. It really was an amazing ass. I knew that fucking it was one of the many other jewels left open for the taking in this relationship if I continued to play my cards right. Without a doubt, the day had gone very well so far, and I'd do well just by repeating it. Still, conquerors are never satisfied with a win.



It seemed impossible, but somehow Lauren appeared more beautiful now, with my sperm deep inside her, than she was just an hour ago. Perhaps it was the red tint in her cheeks, not from rouge, but instead from the sex. But there, before me, was a perfect, young, naked woman who had just had a pleasing sexual experience.



It was now just before 1 p.m. I could see Lauren had something on her mind. "Are you good to stay with me today until 4 p.m.? I don't want to be home too early nor too late," she paused. "But Thursday, I can be here with you from 9 to 5." She paused again before adding, "In fact, I will need to be out of the house from 9 to 5, so I'm all yours. Is that ok?"



"Of course. Yes," I replied.



"And I'll have to dress like I'm going to work. I hope that is ok too." She was actually showing a bit of concern about that. She was acknowledging I didn't want to see her in work clothes.



"Lauren, I'm going to do nothing to make your life difficult. When you leave home, you wear what you want to wear. You can always bring something different to wear for me when we are together." I said this with as much sincerity as I could muster. She seemed to admire the answer.



I wanted to continue the discussion about her wardrobe, though. There were certain outfits I was determined to get her into. Again, it's all a matter of degree. I had just won a lot and still wanted to win some more.



It had been about fifteen minutes since I had ejaculated in Lauren. My sperm had, by now, made its way even deeper into her. I suggested we take a bath. The romance of the idea burned brightly in her eyes. We made our way to the bathroom, me following her, so I could check out that ass.



I'm not a "big ass" person. I like small but round, and very firm. Lauren's ass was, for me, perfect. She had a slim, toned body and longish brown hair, and I now could attest to the caliber of her small but perfectly shaped breasts. From behind her, I have to admit I saw her behind as a target of my sexual desires. I knew it would take a lot of time and preparation to have a chance at a bullseye, though. But yes, I would want to find a way to fuck her in the ass.



We entered the bathroom. Lauren was in good spirits. I was watching for this. Sometimes, with a married woman, reality comes crashing down when they realize that having been unfaithful, there is no way to re-earn the faithful badge. It's something lost forever. There is no way of going back. She can't ever claim to have been a faithful wife. I could guess that she went into this relationship knowing it would be longer term. Her decision to be unfaithful wasn't made today, so by now, she'd have had a chance to come to terms with her decision. And obviously, it went as good or better than she anticipated. She saw it as a "win" and was happy I saw it as a win too. That was just my guess as to what was going on in her head.



Turning the water on, I went back to kissing her and grabbing her ass, just to pass the time until the bath was full. And then we made our way in,  me first because I'm twice her size. Lauren chose to sit facing me, squeezing between my legs and wrapping her legs around my body. We again began to make out. She had such a youthful look, such a young body.



When the kissing broke off, I decided it was time to talk again. I wanted to keep positioning the ideas in her head to maximize what I wanted to get out of this relationship. Say something the wrong way, and you risk much. Say it the right way, and the rewards will keep coming.



I started off by reminding her of our conversation just a little while earlier. "Remember when I said you could approach our relationship one of two ways?" I continued, "One way was to become my mistress. Such a relationship goes beyond just a financial relationship. Even when you don't need my financial help, you could still be seeing me. The other way is to keep this as a business deal between friends. Please understand that I don't want to harm you or your husband or your relationship with him. Not at all. I just happen to want to have great sex with his wife behind his back. I want to be hearing from her that I'm better in bed. I want her to cum for me and not him. I want her to want more from me. That's all. Does that make sense to you?"



Lauren smiled and said, "You're evil, and I like you and how you think. You have a way with words, a way of putting things that really turns me on."



"So," I continued, "It isn't just a financial need that should drive your decision here. The fact is, I think you do love your husband, but the sex apparently isn't very good. You have multiple strong reasons to consider continuing the relationship with me beyond the financial support I'm giving you. You like me; I'm respectful and considerate, and I can fuck you better than your husband can. My point is that I don't think this should be a strictly business decision for you. I think, instead, you should become my mistress. And I think this conclusion is rather obvious, given the circumstances. I, of course, will be helping you out."



Women are so particularly funny in non-humorous ways. Women make a lot of fuss about not wanting to be a whore; but love to be a whore for the man they are into at the moment. Unfaithful women are generally more sexually adventurous with their lovers than with their husbands. It has deep appeal.



Lauren, it seemed, so wanted to hear this message. She was of this strange tribe who saw it as something terrible to be a whore, but something very good to be a whore in bed for a man they liked. I had guessed this just right. She wanted to navigate her circumstances and still be able to keep her head held up high. And stupid conventions, combined with my navigation, were getting me to get her where I wanted her to be.



You might say I was manipulating her. I don't think that's true. The game, here, had rules of her own making. She's the one that proposed that we play the game. I just used the rules to my advantage. From Lauren's perspective, it was a dream come true. I was solving her financial nightmare. And -- I was reawakening her, sexually, in a way her husband didn't or couldn't. By carefully planting the right ideas in her head, I would work on making it even more difficult for her to find sexual satisfaction with her husband. Her experiences with me would highlight what was missing in her sex with her husband. If I could make her conscious of these differences, it would be impossible for her not to think of them when they were having sex. It's like telling someone to not think of a pink elephant. Try all you want; you'll see a pink elephant in your mind. I wanted to get her in a place where she thought he was a lesser man in bed each time she had sex with her husband. Having achieved my immediate goals magnificently, I dreamed of the longer-term conquest.



Lauren already had her hands on my back. She leaned forward and kissed me on my mouth. "I guess it is obvious. I do love my husband, but I'm agreeing to also be your mistress as long as we can keep this discreet. I actually want to be your mistress. I do want to be a little whore in bed for you. You're really bringing out my sexual side."



I was tempted to check under my ass for a horseshoe. How could this day go any better? Well, in fact, it just continued on with its magic. Lauren found a bar of package soap. She opened it up, took the soap into the water, and used her hands to wash my cock. We leaned into each other's mouths again to kiss as she "washed" my cock repeatedly. I could feel the bar of soap and one hand on my soft cock; while the other hand ensured my balls were clean.



"You know you really have big balls," she said with a smile. This was not the first time I'd heard this. Some guys have a small nutsack, but that's not me. My cock is slightly above average length but a lot thicker than most. And my balls are pretty big. Sure, I'd prefer a longer cock; but if I can impress with girth and my big balls, so be it. I've always known that in the looks department, I didn't rank up there amongst men the way Lauren did with women. Nine years of being a gentleman and a friend to Lauren while also happening to be reasonably well off were the only reasons I was scoring above my pay grade now.



Regardless of the other circumstances, there is something unbelievably special in having a hot young married woman tell you that you have big balls.



Having a hot chick kiss and fondle you in a bathtub is something special. You can get lost in the sensations. You know it won't last forever, but while it is happening, you feel you could spend an eternity doing it.



I made a point of stealing the soap to wash her pussy. I enjoyed the fact that it was totally shaved.



Color me surprised when, with her tongue in my mouth, a hand departed from my balls and began to "clean" my ass. "You're kinky!" I said with a smirk.



Lauren acknowledged the assessment and said with a wicked smile, "You said you wanted a whore in bed. I assume you want one in the bathtub too." I could feel her hand move back and forth over my asshole. She didn't attempt to penetrate it. But her fingers tips, without a doubt, made direct contact. I collected another one of those jewels at this moment. I wanted that finger to be her tongue. I knew, though, that this would have to be well thought out to get it to happen.



The one drawback I have with taking a bath and having dry skin is staying in too long. With my cock and ass sufficiently clean, it was time to get out of the bath. I suggested we order some room-service food as restaurants weren't open due to the pandemic. She agreed to the plan, so we dried off, and I got dressed -- I knew I had to accept the food and give a tip. I wanted to look appropriate for that. Lauren chose to just put on the hotel bathrobe. Those bathrobes looked stupid on me; on her, well, she looked hot. We ordered food, and then Lauren disappeared back into the bathroom. She emerged ten minutes later, still in the bathrobe but with make-up re-applied.



I was sitting on the couch; she sat beside me but put her legs over mine. It was time for another conversation as we waited for our food.



Lauren asked me what outfits I wanted to see her in. This was my opportunity to add to my jewel collection. I have particular tastes in this matter, like almost all matters, and I wanted to check my newly minted mistress out in each and every one of them.



I told her she should have several pairs of very, very tight jeans, some with rips. Tops should be skimpy, stomach-revealing tank tops, and add to this red lipstick, eyeshadow, and blush. I informed her that for me, sexy became "slutty" when alone with me. Lauren's only response was, "I can do that."



I then added to the conversation a pair of ridiculously short and skimpy pair of denim shorts or cut-offs to the mix to replace the jeans. This, she said, she didn't have. I took out my phone, went to the Amazon website, and found a pair of short shorts that I was sure she'd never wear in public. I told her I'd pay her for them if she ordered them. She told me her husband would kill her if he found such shorts in her wardrobe, but she'd order them immediately. She added, "Dave never asks me to dress sexy for him. If you want me to look slutty, I will look slutty for you."



I added a few items, like skimpy mini-dresses, skimpy underwear, and even lingerie. And I reassured her what she didn't have, I'd buy for her. She wouldn't be out any money over this.



I wasn't exactly sure how Lauren was responding to this. Was I going overboard here? Did she now see me as a pervy kind of guy? Her response was non-verbal. She took my hand and brought it to her pussy. I quickly discovered she was getting wet again.



Talk about perfection. I was having my way with a hot younger married woman whose libido had suddenly been reawakened. She wanted a man to talk to her this way, and to my great luck, her husband didn't. Lauren bit her lip again as my finger focused on her clitoris again. I was considering moving down on the couch to go down on her again when there was a knock at the door. Our lunch salads that we had ordered had arrived.



The hotel busboy came in, saw me dressed, and saw Lauren just in her bathrobe. I noticed he tried to avert his eyes.



We ate. We reminisced about our past together. She asked me if I was always attracted to her.



"I wanted to get into your pants the first time I saw you. But you were very young then, and we didn't know each other well and had a strictly business relationship. I'd never act on anything in that situation. Wouldn't think of it." She liked this explanation, and, really, it was the truth.



After our quick bite, Lauren excused herself to use the washroom. She returned only in her panties. She had obviously added lipstick as well. She stood before me as I was still seated in a chair by the table where we had lunch and said, "I was thinking about, perhaps, going down on you again. Would you like that?"



"Yes," I responded, but first, I want a taste of what I was fingering just before lunch." I stood up, put my hands on her hips, and turned her to the bed. I bent her over so her head and arms could rest on the bed while her feet remained on the ground.



I pulled the chair I had been sitting in over to the bed, just behind her, and sat down in it. And with my head near her ass, I rubbed her vaginal area with my hand before slowly pushing her panties down to her knees.



I kissed and licked her ass cheeks. I had a good view of her pussy, and her asshole too. She didn't know it yet, but that asshole was what was on my mind. It would be the site where I would add another jewel to my collection when I fucked my cock into it. But for now, my plan was to start my tongue in her pussy, and later surprise her by eating out her freshly bathed ass.



Lauren released another of her gasps as my tongue found her perfectly wet pussy. Her labia lips parted most willingly, wanting deeper penetration. I attached a finger to her clitoris and enjoyed her quiet groans. There is nothing better than the taste of freshly washed pussy



I eat pussy with determination. I don't do it just to brag that I did it. I'm not trying to score points in a discussion afterward. My goal is to get a sexual reaction. Getting that sexual reaction is how you score points. I wanted Lauren to be of the mindset of wanting to have her pussy eaten out by me. That way, she'd be around for my own satisfaction as well. I'd get what I wanted. I'm aggressive and determined when I eat a girl out. I focus on masturbating the clitoris too.



For guys, the sexual excitement keeps building and then explodes in orgasmic wonder. For girls, I find the buildup is much more sudden. The upward curve is steep. It's (hopefully) good, good, good, good, then explosive. I started Lauren at an intense pace and simply kept it up. I wanted to ensure I was receiving a true sexual response from her. I didn't want her to cum by me eating her out. I wanted her to need to get fucked in a bit, but I wanted her to get lost in the sensations rather than think about things. When I felt she was sufficiently lost in the moment, which took a little more than 5 minutes, I saw the opportunity to move my tongue into her ass.



It caught her completely by surprise. My mouth quickly moved up to attach to her asshole, and I inserted my tongue. The whole time, I kept my finger on her clitoris. Lauren's head immediately arched up, and uttered the sexiest, "Oh!" I have ever heard. She then collapsed completely down on the bed, and only her toes could touch the floor.



I had intended on letting her orgasm only through fucking. But after some three minutes of her ass being eaten out and her clitoris rubbed, she hit her high notes. The resultant wetness was getting on the bedspread.



Lauren had cum very hard. I could see her legs had turned to jello. I could again guarantee I had delivered a much better sexual experience than her husband could. It laid bare certain truths to her about her marriage, things that she knew unconsciously before but now could not possibly deny.



When she finally spoke, her words were, "That was sooooo good." You can guess rightly that I saw this as another victory over her husband.



Lauren, now, had a clearly more languid appearance. I help her slide off the bed and down to her knees. In the dominant position again, I put my partly erect cock toward her mouth. I planted my hands at the back of her head and fucked myself into her mouth. I had the pleasure of seeing lipstick marks on my cock. I was completely hard in seconds.



There is simply no better sexual interaction for me than to have my cock sucked by a woman on her knees. Make her a hot, sexy younger woman, and you're just improving on the best possible. Make her married, and you're adding jet fuel to the fire. Make her willing and wanting to suck my cock, and you have perfection.



This second act of oral sex will go down in history as my all-time favorite sexual moment. The first time I was concerned about making a mistake. I knew I needed, above all else, to fuck her and plant my sperm in her. I didn't want to mess up in any way which might prevent that from happening.



Now, though, I was more confident that I could get whatever I wanted. And now, I had achieved that goal of filling her with my sperm, so I could just concentrate on the conquest playing out before me.



Lauren, the attractive, sexy, much younger woman married to another man, was, for the second time today, voluntarily on her knees before me to worship my cock with her mouth. She belonged to me. I felt a powerful sense of ownership over her.



I focused on the intense lust that must be emanating from my brain but seemed to be entirely contained in my cock.



This time, I would last longer in her mouth. I wanted to ensure her jaw wasn't going to be available for her husband tonight. Timing my thrusts to her bobbing head for the briefest of moments, my cock was balls deep in her mouth. It surprised her a bit the first time I did this. It was still something I would occasionally repeat. She obviously sensed my dominant lust, and honestly, I think her response was sexual to my aggressive approach. Everything was, of course, consensual. If she had wanted me to slow down, I would have immediately; if she had wanted to stop, I'd have stopped immediately. Power is only fun if they enjoy your power over them! I could guess my blatant lust wasn't the feedback she got from her husband. It didn't really matter right now, though. I just wanted my cock in her mouth.



For several moments I would tell her to just hold my cock in her mouth. She did as I asked each time. I could feel her tongue moving against my shaft. I let the sight burn an image in my head, imagining her going home to her husband later and kissing him on the mouth. I just wanted a lot of my cock to be in her mouth; the very idea of it fueled me.



She also spent significant time sucking on my balls. When they weren't being sucked on, they were being tugged on by one or the other of her hands. I again had the luxury of seeing her wedding ring against my cock shaft.



All in all, it was a triumphant blow job. I have met others with more talent at it, but the prizes this brought were unparalleled.



When I began to sense she was slowing down, I picked Lauren up and told her I was going to fuck her again. I had lasted much longer in her mouth than the first time.



Lauren was, perhaps, getting tired. She had spent considerable time on her knees this day. That isn't easy. She had sucked serious cock. Her lipstick had smudged and almost disappeared again. Her approach was more languid. I could only guess that the effort she was putting in for me was tiring her a bit. But she had also cum twice this day. That certainly would have a taming effect on anyone, man or woman.



We got into the bed this time instead of on top of the bedspread. It was still the missionary position like our first time, but the sheets and blanket over us added to the control she was surrendering to me. Lauren was now in a more tender mood, and I wondered if she could have a third orgasm today. The first two had been earthquakes for her.



It became apparent she didn't want ultra-aggressive thrusts this time. She wanted deeper, slower kissing and a deep, steady rhythm to our fucking. I could see her periodically looking into my eyes for their apparent intense lust. She was using the lust she could read in my eyes to fuel her own. While I'm sure the physical sensations of my cock were doing a good job, I think it was her seeing the intensity in my eyes that was now turning her on. I felt her sexual response.



Lauren was getting consistently wetter yet again. I could feel her leg muscles contract periodically. Her pussy seemed to live for every thrust. It led to moaning, with my grunts followed by her moans.



She stayed at that level of sexual excitement for a long time. Once again, just as I didn't want her going down on her husband today, I wanted to ensure she didn't fuck him today, either. I lasted a long time, and Lauren got into a groove of constant, steady sexual desire.



I let the steady routine lull her into a pattern. If I were to get another orgasm out of her, it would be by sudden intense action. I waited for the right moment; as we all know, timing is everything.



And then it happened. I immediately picked up the strength and pace of my thrusts into her. It caught her by surprise. It was totally unexpected. She gasped, and she moaned. Her eyes widened. And then she did it. She came for me a third time this day.



"Oh. I've... I don't know. Oh. I've never. So good." Her legs and arms were limp noodles that enveloped me.



My mouth had been nibbling on her ear as she came. I whispered into it, "Tell me where you want me to cum."



Lauren whispered back with dreamy eyes, "In me. Cum in me." I quickly dumped whatever sperm I had left into her.



I said to her, with my now trademark intensely lustful eyes, "You belong to me now."



Her only comeback was, again, "That was sooo good."



I didn't have much strength in my legs either, but I managed to roll off her. She moved onto her side to face me, and we again kissed.



"You know, I haven't cum three times in a day, I don't think ever before. Have you had a good time too?" She asked this as she put her hand on my softening cock and tugged it a bit.



"This was a dream come true for me. That first fuck -- I've been wanting that for nine years now. I've wanted my sperm deep inside of you forever." To me, it seemed like it was forever. It was nice. I always played the long game. This time it certainly was paying off.



She continued to probe, "Was it everything you wanted it to be?"



"It was beyond amazing. But with you, there is so much more I want. I definitely need to repeat all the things we did today, but there are many more things on my bucket list with you." I thought this was a complimentary but fair reply.



"What else is on this list of yours?" Lauren asked.



"Well, let me ask you a question. Did you enjoy my tongue in your ass?" Her face lit up a little at the question.



"Yeah. I did, actually. I've never had that done before. It was good."



"Yes, I know it is good. I'll be wanting you to remind me just how good that is," I replied.



That, of course, was part of one of my plans. Do it to her first, let her tell me she likes it, and then ask for the quid pro quo. This gave me the most likely chance of her saying yes.



"I've never done that to anyone. But I'd be willing to build up the courage to try it for you if you want," she replied.



"It's one of the things I want," I quickly responded.



"Anything else on your bucket list?" Lauren asked.



"Of course. You're amazingly hot -- from both sides." I watched her intently as I made this comment. "I'd love to one day fuck you in the ass. You are blessed with a really amazing ass. And -- frankly -- I want to own it for a while."



Lauren gave me a more rueful look. I've only done that once before. I wasn't a real fan of it. But if it is something you need...."



"That sounds like a plan to me."



"Anything else," she again asked.



"Absolutely. Many things. One thing you can do today, actually." She was likely not expecting anything else today. When you go home tonight and greet your husband, kiss him on the mouth while thinking about how much time my cock spent between your lips.



"You are really, really wicked. I never thought you'd say anything like this," she replied. "But it would be hard not to think about it. There is no way I'll be having sex with him tonight. I've had enough cock for the day."



"That's actually exactly what I wanted to hear. Life is very competitive. I like winning. I think you do, too, actually. It isn't anything personal against him. I don't want harm coming his way. I just want to win. And that means he loses."



"Until recently, I never thought I'd ever cheat on him," Lauren responded.



"I totally understand that. I respect that too. But on the one hand, you need financial support. And I now know that he really isn't satisfying you in bed, either. Masturbation is all fine and well. But for a hot girl like you to not get it good from your husband gives you two choices: leave him, or cheat on him. It's pretty straightforward. It's one or the other. I don't think you should live your life having sex that doesn't do it for you. It was pretty clear from what we did today that the problem isn't you." I could see that the use of obvious truth and compelling logic was setting a path forward in her mind.



I don't believe for a second that she made the decision to be unfaithful easily. I think it was a huge struggle for her. In my opinion, she's really a decent person. She's hardly the only person to be in a financial struggle. She's hardly the first woman to lose some of the sexual attraction to her husband. The bottom line was that I was using these facts to help ensure she was a train on a pair of tracks going only one way -- into bed with me.



Her financial need put her on those tracks. Her husband's lackluster performance in bed put her on those tracks. I don't want to say I'm so great in bed. But my deeper understanding of a woman's sexual psychology was also setting her firmly on those one-way tracks.



She thought for a few moments about what I had said and then finally responded, "I did, though, never want to cheat on him. But," she paused, "I'm actually glad I did. I guess I've waited a long time to act on something I could have figured out earlier."



"Well, I'm delighted you did too. It was a bit of a revelation today for me. You know, as a fairly dominant man, I've wanted as much sperm as I could produce deep inside of you since forever. But I never thought I'd get the chance." Lauren liked my earnest expression of lust.



"I like how you put your words together. It's very sexy," was her complimentary response. "I, umm, actually like having your cum inside me too. I like the sensation. It's hot. The first time, you came a lot. I could feel it all."



We kissed a bit more. I grabbed her ass a bit more. Lauren glanced over to see the time and asked, "You'll stay with me until 4?" I nodded affirmatively. She pulled the sheets over us, snuggled into me, and kissed me again.



After a few minutes, she started talking again. "So you're good for Thursday?" I nodded to this. I can be here at 9. Don't forget I'm telling Dave I'm going in to work for you."



"Can you make it 9:30?" I asked.



"Yeah, that will work too. And we'll stay 'til 4:30 next time, ok? If I'm working, I can't go home early. It will look suspicious." I again nodded to this too. How could I disagree with this?



Lauren was making a mental checklist to prepare for our next rendezvous. "I'll bring my sexiest ripped jeans and a tank top, as you asked, and change in the room. I'll bring some make-up and lipstick too to put on. Am I missing anything?" I shook my head. I couldn't think of anything missing from that list.



"I do have one request," I said. She waited for me to speak. "Please send me as sexy a picture of yourself as you're willing to give me from home -- whether dressed or undressed or partly dressed. As my girl, now, I'd like some pictures of you. And sending them to me when you're with him would be hot.



"Hmmm," she started, "I guess I could find a way to send you something."



"Don't forget, you belong to me now," I said with a slight smile.



" Yes, I know," Lauren replied. "David is just the guy I happened to be married to that I'm cheating on now. I actually will kiss him tonight and do what you said -- think about what was in my mouth earlier. It's very kinky. I think I have the drill down now."



We kissed again and played some more, again. We stayed in bed until she had to go.







Chapter 4 



Lauren told Dave that night that I was hiring her two days a week for a few months. It would explain the extra money she would be getting. Later that evening, she sent me a picture. In it she was kissing him. 


In this competitive world, my victory over David was both massive, decisive, and complete. In about 6 hours, I had turned my platonic business-oriented relationship with his wife into a sexual affair. She was now an unfaithful wife. She told me I was superior in bed. She would be coming back for more. She was willing to be a whore for me. And she more clearly now saw him in a lesser light -- as a cuckold. I had actually accomplished a lot in just this. It was a day of true sexual conquest.



That's the story, in a nutshell, as to why I'm in bed right now with Lauren. This has been our second day together. My sperm is, once again, deep inside of her and she apparently shares my delight at this fact.



I see two sides of Lauren very clearly now. I see a very strong physical sexual desire in her expressions, fueled mainly by ideas I've help germinate inside her head. I also see her romantic side -- I feel she is liking me or feeling affection for me because I've brought out this physical sexual desire in her in a way she doesn't think is degrading. I gave her a path forward without the negativity that was possible.



She's not a whore, except when she wants to be -- and she wants to be for me. She's not a slut, except when she wants to be -- and she wants to be for me. She doesn't want to be dominated, but clearly enjoys me -- a dominant man -- in bed. She's a cheating wife -- but there are no negative consequences with her naïve husband.



Lauren is hardly the first woman to be a man's mistress. History tells us there have been men who have been in a similar role too. Her willingness to take on such a role was surely exacerbated by her financial situation. But it seems that her husband's unwillingness to even talk about that situation helped her ease into such a decision. I took advantage of it to the best of my abilities.



Don't think for a second that I don't realize how lucky I am. I'm not the guy who propositioned her. I owe that guy my thanks. He put the idea in her brain. He made her an offer. She rejected it partly because she didn't like him; and partly because he had demands -- like spending the night with her -- that she could not accommodate.



And even in this, there is irony. This morning, Lauren told me her husband will be out of town for a couple nights toward the end of this month. There would be the opportunity to spend the night together (she added, "If I wanted.") If you've figured me out at all by now, you know I want to fuck her at her place in the bed she shares with her husband. It's just a matter of how I approach it. The other guy had the right idea; he just had a really creepy approach. I made my creepiness seem reasonable.







Chapter 5

From an outsider's perspective, one can see marriage as the beginning of the end. Routines become set. The relationship and its trappings become one big, stifling security blanket. Maybe that's not true for every marriage. But it sure seems like it. 


I'm sure we've all seen the good-looking man who starts putting on weight after getting married. I know I've seen women simply lose their spark after marriage. The clothing they wore when dating got discarded or put at the back of the closet. The styles become more conservative.



I think this happens to many people who often don't realize it. For most, they will never realize it. It's like they've stopped breathing or stopped living. They let their daily routines take over their lives in an act of subliminal surrender. The rest of their lives is about passing the time.



I have fought all my life against such a slide into irrelevance. I know I'm not immortal. But I will fight. It's just in my nature.



Lauren presented me with an opportunity. It so very clearly wasn't just about emptying my balls into her (or onto her). The mechanics of sex, at this point in my life, are mundane. I'm still very capable of masturbating. And so, the act of ejaculation in itself isn't enormously important to me. It's getting all the details right that matters.



Like so many other people, Lauren had built a solid life routine. If things didn't change, she'd have stuck in that routine for the rest of her life.



She worked. She worked out. She spent time with her very nice husband. She saw her family. She saw her friends. She took a summer trip every year to see other family members. She stopped exploring, or,  to put it better, she stopped exploring, in particular, herself. Every person I've ever known is their own undiscovered country.



The pandemic brought Lauren to life. Nothing in that routine of hers could handle the financial pressures the pandemic was suddenly placing on her. It took people to a place outside the box. Her husband wasn't responding to the crisis. But let's not blame him, he simply couldn't figure out a response, and like an ostrich, he stuck his head in the sand. That's a part of human nature.



The pandemic meant Lauren had to make a decision -- a decision to leave that routine that otherwise would have gone on for her indefinitely. It put her on a path of self-discovery.



Before I knew she was even on this path, she was clearly putting thought into it. That internal decision process must have gone something like this: What are my options that will allow me to preserve as much of my built-up routine as possible? It was very much about self-preservation. The instincts in your DNA kick in.



Lauren wanted to go back to work full-time. It just wasn't yet an option. And so, she had to figure out a way to survive until such a time as it was an option. She wanted to continue to work out at her gym for as long as it remained open to the public. She wanted to keep going home to her husband. She wanted to continue to see her family and friends. She wanted to maintain her lifestyle.



To keep what she wanted to keep, it was clear to her she needed financial help. Other avenues were closed to her. You couldn't get a job as a waitress or at a bar; the pandemic shut down these avenues. And such a job, even if they were there to be had, would impact her routine in ways she wouldn't want.



Don't judge her. She's thought this out. I'd probably do the same if I were in her shoes and could convince some woman to pay me for sex. I'd prefer that to selling my place or sacrificing my gym membership.



If she wanted the least impact on her routine, I suspect she'd have been best off going to some sugar-dating website and going to the highest bidder. But there are obvious risks in doing that, risks that going to me didn't pose.



My great luck was to be the right person in the right position at the right time.



And so, when she met up with me some 5 weeks ago, she was taking her first steps in coming back to life. These were decisions outside of her routine. Lauren saw me as the path of least resistance. She'd be able to keep as much of her routine as possible by arranging a sugar relationship with me. She'd keep waiting for the job to return to full-time. She'd keep going to the gym. She'd be going home to her husband. She'd be seeing her family.



Lauren wasn't trying to explore a new world (mainly herself). She was trying to preserve the current one. My goal, then, was particular: to help her choose the path that she felt would maintain her current world while making that path one of what would be self-exploration for her. She'd quite likely be a changed person through this process.



This should have been obvious in many ways. Lauren had had sex before. There was nothing new there. This, though, was extramarital sex. I focused on it, and I created the link in her head between being turned on and being unfaithful. This was entirely new to her. But it was clear, she found being unfaithful to be empowering. She found being unfaithful to be sexually energizing. It actually made the sex better for her.



The ideas around being unfaithful were now front of mind for her. It didn't just turn me on. Being unfaithful was clearly also turning her on. And Lauren was thankful to me for making her realize this. If she felt guilty at all about cheating on her husband, it didn't show. But if she did, it was clear that feeling guilty about being unfaithful was making the pleasure even more intense for her.



This automatically had her redefining her relationship with her husband. Yes, she wanted to go back to that routine with him. But in going back to the routine, she was now seeing him not just as her husband, but instead as her cuckold husband. Her road back that she was so desperately clinging to really didn't get her back to the exact same place here. Her view of the world before her had changed.



By now, there must have been multiple occasions where she had spent a lot of time sucking on my cock and then going home and kissing her husband. We can guess the first time might have been a bit difficult. But when you're doing it twice weekly, it can become the norm. She was used to doing it now.



Another path of discovery for her was on other aspects of her own sexuality. Not only was she turned on by being unfaithful, but the fact is, in general, the sex was better with me. She told me this regularly. I very deliberately wouldn't finish until I was sure she had. This contrasted with sex with her husband. She rarely achieved orgasm with him. Masturbation had become her main routine for sexual satisfaction. She had accepted that until now.



Now personally, I don't think I'm physically better in bed than he is. I think two things were going on here. First, she was stuck in a routine with him, and there wasn't anything particularly sexy about a routine. Second, I worked the visible and audible cues for her to cum. He either didn't know to do this or didn't really care. The end result is that she saw me as demonstrably better in bed. And this brought her to life. Sexual desire is a mental construct. Lauren was susceptible to having ideas become the driving force of what turned her on.



In return, Lauren wanted to be more sexual when she was alone with me. She pushed her own boundaries, inch by inch. It excited her sexually. She felt safe in doing so with me. But I'll take the credit for putting her on this path.



If all I had wanted from her was to fuck her, then that is what would have happened. But I took her in a different direction. You can make fun of it if you want, but I think she really just came back to life. She broke free of that routine she was stuck in, without realizing it.



In our second week together, I asked Lauren to masturbate herself for me to completion. Now, she had mentioned that she was a frequent masturbator. This was nothing new. What was new was doing it in front of someone, having that someone staring at her, staring at her sexually. That made it new territory for her. It was a challenge for her -- it is hard to lose yourself in front of someone. It's hard to focus. Some women can't get off by masturbating in front of someone else. Lauren took about fifteen minutes before she came. It was new territory for her, not just as an action but as an idea. The thought of masturbating in front of someone had never even occurred to her before. She had to adjust how she approached it to finish herself off. It, again, was outside her normal routine. And when you discover things outside that routine, you can't easily go back to what it was before.



She bought, at my expense, blatantly sexy, or even slutty, outfits. These were items of clothing she didn't even want to wear in front of her husband. He didn't know about this secret wardrobe. She was exploring her overt sexuality with me, not him. With him, there was the routine. With me, there was an exploration into the unknown. And Lauren was liking the unknown.



Last week, I had the opportunity to fully explore her most particularly magnificent ass. It took a careful plan and approach, along with a most helpful glass of wine first. But the wait was definitely worth it for me, and the experience was decent enough for her to be open to doing it again. I've always felt you can't claim to own a woman until you've taken her in the ass.



All of this was far more sexually interesting to me than the mechanics of the sex. She might actually get back to that routine she was in at some point down the road, but she'd return as a different person.



I had no doubt Lauren's sexual awakening would have impacted other aspects of her life if it weren't for the fact that so much of her life was on hold. Even going to the gym was sometimes not possible, depending on the rules at the time of the pandemic. But it was clear to me there was straightforward sexual confidence in Lauren now, and it was not difficult to imagine this would manifest itself elsewhere in her life.



Without a doubt, Lauren is an unfaithful wife. Yes, she had a financial motivation for this. But there is no way of pretending that she didn't have a sexual response to her sexual encounters with me. She seemed to be committing to the relationship with me lasting longer than her need for financial help now.



We can agree she is violating her vows to her husband. But at the same time, you must admit it is at least possible that by having a solution to her financial issues combined with having sex that was satisfying her on both a physical and emotional level, Lauren was in a better frame of mind to make her marriage otherwise stronger.



By removing the stress factors in her marriage, it would actually be possible to put it on a better course. It would certainly help that she could now see her husband in a different light. Everyone has faults, none more than me, but you must accept your partner's faults and weaknesses in a relationship.



For my part, there was the straightforward value of getting a hot woman I liked in bed, doing what I wanted to them when I wanted and having them say what I wanted to hear. The pandemic gave me a lot of time on my hands. This relationship was a no-brainer.



Now technically, Lauren wasn't really part of my social bubble. Without a doubt, as things shut down and opened and shut down again, I was bending the rules by seeing her. But as the song goes, "the cock wants what it wants." (Or something like that.)



I was having a full array of sexual experiences with Lauren. I have no interest in bragging about it to others. I'm certainly not bragging about it to you. I'm not pretending I have a 12-inch cock. I'm not pretending I look like a male model. But I was enjoying every minute and it certainly added a lot of fuel to the fire that was my own lust that she was married. Criticize me all you want. But this is what it was.



It certainly was not the same experience you'd get when seeing an escort. It wasn't the same experience you'd get at seeing the same escort again and again. It was a relationship that blurred lines. It was partly now an affair, brought into being through financial circumstances.



The last point I want to make is that Lauren is not the only person in a difficult financial situation. So many men and women are. So many people struggle to find solutions. Traditionally, though, women are more likely to go the sex-for-money route than men. That's because men control most of the money. Maybe things are changing. But there is a long way to go there.







Chapter 6



This last point was brought home to me via two separate emails directed to two separate email accounts.
The first was from my massage therapist. The second was from a now 21-year-old Asian chick whom I had met online through a "sugar" dating website.
Pre-pandemic, I had put a little effort into finding a new mistress. I've mentioned before that I'm experienced in these matters. I have enjoyed several previous long-term sugar relationships, the longest lasting four years. I believe the relationship was a win/win in each of these cases. All ended amicably.
Finding a mistress isn't easy. The principal methodology, now, is via particular websites. The problem is these websites aren't trustworthy. Fake profiles are prevalent. Further, escorts troll these websites posing as "college" girls, looking for a sugar daddy.
Finding an attractive young woman who wants to add one and only one daddy into her life for a longer-term relationship is hard. You have to waste your time going through all the fakes, and at a cost to you for doing so. And she needs to not only be attractive, but she also has to have intelligence too. Without a brain, you will get bored of her quickly.
I again digress. Her name was Anna. She was allegedly 20 when I first saw her profile on the website and was a student at the main university downtown. She was apparently my height at half the weight. Very attractive; long black hair; long slim legs. I liked that she was actually in university. I think smart is sexy. Seriously, you can be supermodel hot. But I can't be attracted to you if you don't have intelligence and confidence. It is that simple.
We had progressed in our conversation, Anna and I, to the point where we shared personal email addresses and had begun to talk about expectations. I, of course, had created an email address just for these purposes. At some point in the conversation, Anna disappeared. I moved on.
And here she was, months later, reaching out again.
Her story, now, was unsurprising. She had gotten cold feet. She had gotten a job working as a waitress. The tips were good enough to keep her going. Honestly, that sounds like a smart plan to me. I just wish she had let me know!
Regardless, her situation had changed. Now, restaurants only did take-out. She was out of work and not finding anything part-time. A sugar relationship became more appealing.
Well, this was an excellent problem to have! I went months in searching for a "right fit" for me, and now, thanks to this horrific pandemic, I was in a sugar relationship/affair with Lauren, and I had young Anna wanting my attention too.
Anna was an appealing candidate to me. I had never had a sugar relationship with an Asian chick before. She was as young as I was willing to go. She was in exactly the kind of situation where a sugar relationship would be appealing to her -- that is, she needed regular financial help, and he studies meant she had precious little time to earn anything. The high rewards of a sugar relationship would be enticing.
We can also look at this from the labor theory of value. I had put hours and hours into searching for my next mistress. I had attempted to reach out to several hundred women on the website I was using. There had been a previous website before that. It was a very frustrating experience, with very few actual promising results. Here, now, one of the few promising results seemed to want to go forward. Now that the opportunity presented itself, turning her down seemed a foolish decision. And yet, I had just spent the entire day with Lauren, who clearly ranked as the greatest sexual conquest of my life.
Now you have to have figured out I wasn't looking for Lauren to leave her husband for me. On the contrary, that was the one thing I absolutely didn't want. A traditional relationship between Lauren and I would be doomed to failure. I'm not naïve about this; you shouldn't be either. I had no delusion about her leaving her husband to live happily ever after with a much older me.
More to the point, I was pretty happy that Dave, her husband, was kept in the dark about my sexual relationship with her. I actually didn't want him harmed in any way that he'd ever know about. For me, the perfect victory over him was one that he didn't even know ever happened. He'd be the hapless, unknowing husband whose wife was fucking someone else, someone better in bed.
In the relationship with Lauren, I was, if anything, rising in her esteem. I was living up to my word with her. I was removing the financial pressure from her. I was discreet. Everything we did was consensual, and more to the point, everything we did was sexually arousing to her. And I wasn't trying to impose negative consequences on her. I wasn't trying to embarrass her. I wasn't telling her to leave her husband. I wasn't telling her she had to spend the night with me. If anything, here, I exceeded expectations. I was making it better than it otherwise could have been. I added no further pressures to her life.
But there was nothing in my relationship with Lauren that said I couldn't date someone else. There was no promise or suggestion that I would be "faithful" to Lauren. She had no business to even attempt to impose that on me, given that she was married!
Now, before we go on, let's make something clear. I'm a decent-looking guy, but I'm under no illusion that it's my great looks getting me all these opportunities with much younger, attractive women. I know full well that my success and circumstances open doors for me that wouldn't be open to others.
So here I was with a renewed opportunity with Anna. This was the culmination of hours and hours of work online in the pursuit of a sugar relationship with a young woman. The opportunity was before me. And I did not see my relationship with Lauren as a reason not to at least check her out. And checking Anna out meant meeting her, getting her into a hotel room, and getting her into bed. Given all the work she put me through, I should get to fuck her at the very least.
I began a response to Anna while remembering I'd have to look at what my massage therapist wanted after. I hadn't seen her in months. The last time I was with her was pre-pandemic.
And so, I sent a message back to her. It was a "let's move forward to the next stage" kind of message. I asked her to send me another picture of her, even though I already have 3 or 4. I asked her when she'd be available to get together. I mentioned that we could meet outside, but the only real place we could be indoors would be a hotel room. I would be okay with meeting in the hotel room if she was sure she was now going forward. I made it clear I wasn't looking for a lot of back-and-forth emails at this point. We either move forward to the next stage, or we cut ties.
Anna had sent this message to me two days earlier. I didn't know how quickly she'd respond, if at all. Perhaps she had even moved on to someone else. It's certainly a lesson I've learned when you set your sights on someone, you move in with precision, and you don't wait for other opportunities to develop, which might undermine your approach.
With that done, it was now time to look at what my massage therapist had to say. Jemma had been my registered massage therapist for the past 4 years. She was 34 back then and now 38. She was a very attractive woman with a toned body because of her dedication to fitness.
Lauren when to the gym every day. Jemma took it to a different level. I doubted there was an ounce of fat on her body. She was married with two young children. It was hard to believe babies had come out of that body.
Jemma was maybe an inch shorter than me and at half my weight, very slender with shorter, shoulder-length, straight blonde hair. It was my opinion only, but I saw her as very straight-laced.
Lauren had a natural sexuality about her. Jemma never gave off that kind of vibe. She was naturally attractive but had no desire to be noticed by men. It was an attractiveness that wasn't sexual. Cinderella may be beautiful, but I don't have to find her sexy. She was a legitimate registered massage therapist, and I saw her to deal with a problem I was experiencing.
That problem of mine was relatively serious and kind of funny. It involved a muscle I had never heard of, the piriformis. It just happens to be located in your upper butt, on each side. When it's sore, it can get really sore. Sitting down was actually getting bothersome. Getting out of a car was hard. Pills provided temporary relief. But the pain got severe enough for me to take it seriously. Physiotherapy, private yoga sessions, and massage therapy became part of my routine.
Now, if you know me by now, you'll know that I would insist on going to someone really good at what they do. And for yoga and massage therapy, these people had to be good, female, and attractive. That's just my way. You get added value this way by having something to stare at.
I'm not making that up. I insisted on private yoga lessons simply because I wanted to look like a fool in front of as few people as possible. Hot chicks look great in yoga poses. I don't.
I saw my massage therapist twice a week for two-hour sessions each time in the beginning. With the massage therapist going to have their hands on me for that length of time, it would be just so much nicer if those hands were female hands and she was attractive. This was especially true if those hands were working on my ass. I didn't want them to be a guy's hands. And I'd prefer an attractive, rather than unattractive, woman's hands on me. Who wouldn't? The truth is, Jemma's massages hurt. But I'd still rather have her hurting me than a guy.
With the private yoga lessons, the poses I was working on were very basic; the only value-add I could think of was to choose someone who looked good in yoga pants or even better in yoga shorts.
Now, as it happens, Jemma also wore yoga pants religiously. They made her ass look magnificent. She'd never wear make-up. She'd add a baggy t-shirt or tank top to the yoga pants. She wasn't interested in trying to be sexy. She was beautiful but simply not interested in showing it. And that's fair enough. When you're on your stomach, wearing only your underwear, and someone's elbows are drilling down into your ass cheek, it was of small comfort to know it was an attractive woman who was doing so.
It took over a year of my life, it really required a dedicated approach, and my problem disappeared. I gave up yoga early. But I kept the massage therapy up, although I gradually decreased the number of appointments; I just didn't want a relapse.
In the year before the pandemic, I saw Jemma less and less frequently to the point where the last time I saw her was around Christmas. I had reached the point where her massages were "relaxation massages." My particular problem was a thing of the past. There was no reason to see her except to look at her ass or feel her hands on my body.
I had gotten to know Jemma reasonably well. She was definitely someone in remote control going through her daily/weekly/monthly routines. She wasn't exploring anything new. Even when she traveled, it would be to a place she'd already been. Her marriage sounded stable and somewhat stale.
There was one interesting item worthy of discussion, though. Maybe the fourth or fifth last time I saw her, she wore a pair of jeans. With such great legs and a fantastic ass, this was something special to see.
Again, please understand I have never in any way pursued Jemma sexually. I enjoyed looking at her ass. But in the hour session, I couldn't see it most of the time. Seeing her in tight yoga pants was always a treat. But that ass in jeans was something special.
You can imagine that over the many sessions with her, I found out a lot about her. I believe she was one of these people firmly stuck in her routine. It would take an earthquake to change that.
Her husband traveled a lot across the country. The nanny took care of the kids when she was working on someone. She spent a lot of time with the kids the rest of the time.
While she was working me over, I teased her about wearing jeans. Told her she should wear them more often. Her reply was, "That's not going to happen. They are way less comfortable than yoga pants." That was the end of that. There was no acknowledgment of the compliment. And that is fair enough, really.
I'm known for being persistent. My success in life, for what I've had of it, doesn't come from my looks. It doesn't come from being the life of the party. It comes from a few things. I know myself very well. I study the situation well. And I'm persistent. I just don't give up when things don't at first work out.
The next time I saw Jemma, I joked about not wearing jeans again. I was teasing her, wanting to get a reaction out of her. I already knew she found yoga pants more comfortable. I didn't forget this. It was a way of saying she looked impressive in tight jeans. I really didn't expect much of a reaction, and I really didn't get much of one.
Jemma responded, "I see they made an impression on you." She then told me, again, yoga pants were way more comfortable, as if I hadn't heard that the first time.
For the remaining times I saw her up until Christmas, I probably mentioned her not wearing jeans once or twice more. I got a smile out of her, nothing more.
I heard from her several times, wondering if I wanted to schedule anything. But as the pandemic began, it wasn't something I was very interested in. She was allowed to remain open - out of her office in her home basement. I had no medical reason to see her and didn't want to have to lie there on her table for an hour wearing a mask.
So now, Jemma was again hoping to convince me to start seeing her. I could imagine that her business was drying up due to the pandemic. People were avoiding each other more than earlier on. She said she wanted to speak.
I took a chance and called her. I was absolutely not thinking about getting into her pants. I want to make that clear. I was being just a nice guy to someone I knew. I absolutely was not thinking about going for a massage. I just didn't want to put myself in a situation where I'd be wearing a mask for hours. And I didn't need one. I didn't need an extra person I was in contact with.
If I were to violate the pandemic rules, it would be in small ways, not large ways. I wouldn't go to indoor parties. I would go to a hotel room to fuck Lauren. And if I were to violate the pandemic rules, it would be for a big payoff, not a little one.
Somewhat to my surprise, Jemma answered the phone. We exchanged pleasantries. She had just finished dinner, while I hadn't even thought about mine yet. She told me she had a lot going on.
She told me her husband had been transferred out west. It would be for 6 to 18 months. He was allowed to come back twice a month for a few days each time. Air travel was stressful, particularly now. She was staying here with her kids. She told me he also had to take a temporary pandemic pay cut. All employees did across the board where he worked. And yes, her business had dried up, and she really had to do something about it, which was why she was calling. She mentioned she didn't want to lose her nanny.
I tried connecting the dots on what she was saying and asked her about the nanny issue. Jemma suggested we get together and grab a cup of coffee somewhere and drink them outside while walking. It was still warm enough to do that comfortably. It was clear she wanted to do that sooner rather than later. We agreed to do so the next day.
Ninety minutes later, I had had something to eat for dinner and had heard back from Anna.
She was all in on meeting me in a hotel room. She was hoping we could do this next week. She again apologized for backing out last time, but waitressing was the solution she needed back then. Now that wasn't a possibility.
She was hoping the deal I offered was still open. It was a pay-per-meet offer. I always go in a little high; I'm not too interested in negotiating a lower price when I just want to get my hands on something.
Anna remembered my outfit requests and said they wouldn't be a problem. She remembered I wanted eye-shadow and red lipstick. Apparently, that wasn't going to be a problem either. And she also remembered my request that she get tested for sexually transmitted diseases. She informed me she would be getting tested tomorrow if I agreed to meet her. She was available in the afternoons, only Tuesday and Wednesday.
I, of course, was going to be fucking Lauren on Tuesday. I was beginning to think it would be nice if weeks were more than 7 days. Spending a day in bed with Lauren only to spend the afternoon in bed with Anna seemed rather tiring.
So -- I needed to respond. On the one hand, I wanted it to happen. Even if it were only a one-time thing, I'd like the opportunity to fuck her. Anna, don't forget, had gone AWOL on me. We had actually agreed on the details as to what the terms of our relationship should be and started arranging our first meeting, and then she simply stopped responding. She didn't, at the time, let me know she would go the waitressing route. She just stopped responding. Suddenly being non-responsive isn't all that unusual. It's not a regular occurrence, but it happens.
Now, Anna's needs were more immediate, and she offered me the opportunity to fuck her. Well, given that she disappeared on me, it seemed appropriate that I should at least once get to fuck her. She knew for the relationship to continue, we both had to want it to continue. There was no guarantee, upfront, that after our first meeting, we'd like each other. And at this point, I wasn't going to tell her about Lauren.
My approach to Anna was short-term, while my approach to Lauren was particularly long-term. And I could not see how I could have a sugar relationship with two women simultaneously. But given all the work I put into getting to the point of meeting her, given all the work I put into trying to meet a hot young chick in general, and given all I had paid for to use that website, surely, I should bet my payback by fucking the girl at least once. At the very least, it was another notch in my belt to score with a hot 21-yr-old chick.
And so, I suggested we meet at a different hotel than where I was meeting Lauren on next Wednesday. I gave her the location and time. I spelled out a particular routine.
As you'll recall, the details matter to me. Any of the relationships I've had have been based on living up to my end of the bargain and insisting on everything we do to be 100% consensual. I need agreement from them, and I need them to know that if they say "stop," even in the middle of doing something, I will stop immediately. The big turn-on for me is their willingness. You lose their willingness, and I'm done.
At the same time, I also like to push boundaries. To the prospective babe, I tell them I like to "explore" their boundaries; take them to new territory. It's funny. They get worried if you say to a girl you want to push their boundaries. It sounds hotter, perhaps kinkier, when you tell her you want to explore those boundaries. Don't ask me why. Just try it. The words you use are precision tools.
I instructed Anna as to how our meeting would proceed. I'd get a room at the hotel and go to it. When she arrived at the hotel and parked her car, she should message me, and I will respond with the room number. When she came up to the room, she should give me a long, slow kiss on the mouth before saying a word. Then, we would spend some time talking before we got into things sexual.
The immediate kiss on the mouth was important to me. I wanted to be the only guy she'd ever kissed before ever talking to. It's little things like this that are the jewels I collect. It's not a crown jewel, but don't think for a moment it's not precious.
For Anna, it pushes her boundaries into promiscuity. She was attempting a sugar relationship with a man over 30 years older than her. She would be kissing him the moment they actually meant. She'd be fucking him some minutes later. She obviously did have boundaries. She chose waitressing over a sugar relationship with me just months earlier. She was close to making the jump but backed away. Now, it seemed she intended to cross the line, and I was going to attempt to push her to get a little bit further over it.
By the sounds of it, next week was going to be a busy week for my cock. I went to bed that night thinking about the three women who, thanks to the pandemic, wanted to spend time with me, two of whom were willing to take care of me sexually.
I woke up at 9 a.m. the following day. I've been sleeping really well, particularly after my all-day sessions with Lauren. I'm getting into a deeper sleep. I'm falling asleep more quickly. I'm not waking up in the middle of the night. It's amazing the other benefits you get when a hot chick drains your nuts regularly.
I know for sure that when I was younger, getting that hot chick in bed boosted my overall confidence levels in every other aspect of my life. You can call me whatever names you want, but these experiences had a measurable positive impact on me. I hope that's food for thought for you.
So -- I had to get dressed quickly. I was meeting Jemma at 10 a.m. at a Starbucks not too far from where she lived. The late time meant showering, getting dressed, and foregoing breakfast.
It was clear to me that she wanted to meet for reasons beyond just wanting me to check in for a massage. She had mentioned her nanny. I didn't understand my connection to that.
And so we met. I saw her from a distance as I parked my car. She didn't see me yet. Of course, the first thing I noticed was that she was wearing tight jeans. It looked like she was wearing a buttoned shirt (not a baggy t-shirt!) and what I would guess was a leather jacket. She already had her mask on, even though she was outside. For all she looked good in yoga pants, the jeans were a step forward, in my opinion.
I walked to meet her, mask in hand. We greeted each other but kept our distance as we lined up to buy a coffee. We exchanged pleasantries and small talk as we exited with our coffees. Everyone was well with her family, and she was adjusting to Aaron, her husband, being away so much. The boys miss him, of course. This is the point where she finally said something that caught my attention.
"I even remembered to wear jeans for you," she said with a smile, clearly wanting a reaction from me.
Now think about that for a moment. We're talking pleasantries and her family situation, and she changes the direction of the conversation on a dime. Always do your math. The calculus here is important. She wouldn't have needed to meet if she just wanted to get me in for a massage. She wants to talk about something and that talking about it in person would be better for her. And now she's basically telling me she's wearing tight jeans for me. There is something further here that needs to be found out. It doesn't mean I'm about to score. But it does mean something is up. And it also means that there was a payoff for my repeated mentions about her wearing her jeans now. I had been teasing her about it. I understood yoga pants were more comfortable. If I hadn't mentioned it, she probably wouldn't be wearing them. She was wearing them, though; better yet, she was wearing them for me.
Remember, the details really matter in every aspect of life. This was likely Jemma's first time trying to look sexier for a man other than her husband. Regardless of where this was going, at the moment, I was liking my life.
I told her I had noticed and that "you're looking great." I wanted to say "hot" but didn't. I then promised to be checking her out as we walked. She smiled at that.
As we started walking down a fairly main street, now mask-less, she began to tell me her situation.
People aren't coming in for their massages due to the pandemic. She's not bringing in any money and given she's not working, and he's earning less, her husband wants her to give up the nanny.
That, in a nutshell, was the nanny connection. Basically, his position was that if she could stay with the kids, they could save the expense of the nanny.
Jemma absolutely did not want to lose the nanny. She said her sanity depended on having her. She understood how Aaron felt. The only solution she could think of was to find some clients who would see her regularly, and if she could do that, she'd be keeping her kids' nanny.
Her problem was getting worse, though. Massage Therapy Clinics were allowed to be open. The rules did not say that you could operate out of your house, though. Her husband had pointed this out.
Her mission, then, was to find a clinic that might take her on for a day or two and then find clients willing to come in.
It didn't sound very easy. It sounded like something that wouldn't happen. "I wanted to try to convince you to see me weekly again," she said with a hopeful look.
"Even if I did, where would you find a place for this?" I asked. "And if you do find a place, don't they get some of the income?"
"I don't know if I can find a place, and I'd have to be able to see enough clients to cover the additional costs. I get to keep most. I need to find a place that has a table available for the same times as my client's needs."
"Do you have enough clients lined up for this?" I asked, doing my best not to sound incredulous.
"No -- no one wants to come regularly anymore. I don't know what to do."
I had to deconstruct this to see if there was any solution possible here that I could be a part of. I thought about the possibility of trying to find a way of simply backing out, but a quick glance at her denim-clad ass changed my mind. "Let's start at the beginning, here, to see if we can figure this out. You have to cover your nanny's expenses. Can you tell me how much you pay her?"
Now I'm sure you'll know nannies are paid very poorly. You can condemn me all you want. You can condemn Lauren all you want. But now, I'm judging you all. Nannies are severely underpaid for their labor. It's not fair; it's not right. Market conditions discriminate against almost all nannies.
The per week cost for her nanny added up to a bit less than what I was giving Lauren if I looked at it on a weekly basis.




Chapter 7

My mind was racing about many things here, although I was trying to keep the conversation simple. Complicating my ability to think, I was internally asking myself what it would feel like to have my hand on Jemma's very toned perfect ass.
I decided to be aggressive if I were to negotiate anything with her. I didn't really need her clinical massages. And I had only been paying $250 for a two-hour massage with her. That alone wouldn't cover her costs.
I started this part of the conversation with the mask issue. If I were to see her, even for an hour, I simply didn't want to wear a mask. It was an intelligent stipulation to begin with because it gave her a glimmer of hope that, under the right conditions, I'd be seeing her weekly. I could very well be the only glimmer of hope that she had. I was guaranteeing her nothing.
"But where would we meet?" was her reply. "I haven't found a place yet."
She hadn't even bothered to answer my first demand about going without a mask. She was just giving in on it to work on the obvious, more pressing issues. She was apparently willing to let me forego the mask. Already, I was finding this fun.
"As far as I can see, you're going to have a lot of trouble finding clients and also a clinic to work. I could probably find someplace unconventional to meet up with me," I started. "I can guess if I were paying you $500 a week instead of $250, it would go much further to helping you out here."
"You'd do that?" She was incredulous. I can't ask you to do that. It would mean I'd only have to find one or two other clients. It would be amazing. But I can't ask you to do that. I'd owe you forever. It wouldn't be fair." Jemma clearly didn't want to get her hopes up.
"Look, Jemma, we've known each other for several years now. We are more than just client/massage therapist now. We're friends. So, as friends, let's look at different ways of figuring out a solution that works for both of us. Maybe we will figure something out; maybe not. But let's try." She was listening intently to what I was saying.
I continued, "let's just hypothetically suppose that I was willing to cover your nanny's cost for you. That's more than double what I have been paying you for your two-hour sessions. In return, I'd want you to spend 6 hours a week with me, fitting my schedule."
Without hesitating, she said, "Ok." That was surprisingly easy. Quickly the look of hope was replaced with a look of worry, "I'm guessing you want more than just a massage." She said this quietly, this time. She added, "Where would we meet."
It had dawned on her that I was discussing a sexual relationship. I hadn't spelled it out; it could have been massage therapist to massage parlor masseuse. But at the core, she inferred it would be something sexual.
"Your massage would be a very major part of what I get back from you. You're not going to get out of that. I definitely want to be pampered by you. I am going to insist on your foot massages, too," I said. She smiled a bit at this. But the first thing is that neither one of us will wear masks. You'll have to be in close contact with me without a mask.
"That won't be a problem," she replied.
"Next -- I'll want you looking good for me when we're together."
"You mean like these jeans?" she asked, already knowing my penchant for seeing her in them.
"Yes -- any sexy jeans you own would be good, other outfits too. You have to understand -- I'm being upfront about this. This is between you and me only, as friends. I want you looking hot for me." I now used the word 'hot' deliberately.
Please understand I knew Jemma well. There is no way she would have suggested anything like this on her own. She was far too straight-laced to have come out and offered this.
"I don't mind wearing skinny jeans for you. What other outfits do you have in mind?"
"I don't have anything in mind. I just want you to look good for me. I don't want to be just a client. I'd be particularly happy to see you in a bikini, for instance."
"A bikini??" It was clear this was a surprising answer to her.
"Don't forget, you see me in my underwear. It's time I saw you in a bikini or your underwear too."
"My husband would kill me. And I'd lose my license for sure. I don't think I can do this."
"Hold on a minute - this is just strictly between you and me. What I'm offering you isn't what a registered massage therapist gets as compensation. I'm offering you much more. This isn't just a client relationship. This is just between friends. I'm offering you more; I'm expecting you to let this move beyond a client relationship too."
"As for your husband, he definitely wouldn't want you to be alone with me in a bikini or your underwear, or even your tightest jeans, for that matter. I understand that. I don't think he'd even like it that you put on a pair of jeans today to look good for another guy. I also know he wants you to get rid of your nanny. He wants you to be earning enough money if you're going to keep her. He gets what he wants this way. You get what you want. It's only fair that I, in return, should get what I want. If I'm stepping up to the plate for you as a friend, I want you to do the same in return.
"I'm guessing you want more than a massage, though," was her reply. She looked a little downcast or nervous.
"Let's take this step by step. Today, you put on your skinny jeans to look good for me. You knew I thought you looked good in jeans, so you wore them for me and asked me if I noticed. You wanted me to notice. I don't think Aaron would appreciate you wanting to look good for another man. But you know me and trust me. You wanted to convince me to help you. And you wanted to look good for me. Maybe I'm offering you more help than you were asking for, but I can't help but think it's actually a good offer for you."
I paused for a moment as people passed on the sidewalk. And then, I wanted to press my case forward again. "From a health perspective, I don't need massages now. My problem is over, thanks to your good work. If I'm coming to you for a massage now, especially with this stupid virus messing everyone up, it would be because I like you, and I want to check you out with you looking good for me, and because I want to feel your hands on my body. It has to be different than before when I needed you when I could barely get out of my car!"
We continued on our walk, and it was clear that Jemma had become quiet, perhaps contemplative. I needed to get her engaged in the conversation. The best way to do that is to ask questions.
I continued, rehashing what I had just said by asking questions. "So truthfully, did you want to look good for me today?"
Jemma looked at me and said, "Yes. You're right. I wore these jeans because you always said to me about them."
"And you knew I thought you looked hot in them, right?" I again replaced the word 'good' with 'hot' now. I wanted her to see that she had already started down this path.
"I know. I see your point," she replied. "I did want to look good for you." She had rejected my use of 'hot' and reinstated the word 'good.' As I always knew, she was a tough nut to crack.
"Good. And I appreciate it. Is there any other guy in the world besides your husband that you've deliberately looked good for since you've been married? I wanted her to realize that she had put me in exclusive territory.
She smiled ruefully at this and said, "No."
"So that already gives me special status with you. I'm the only other guy you want to look hot for." I paused for a moment.
I can figure out a solution for where we could meet -- just for you and me. It would be a hotel room. You wouldn't need to use your place. Hotels are still open. It would not get you in any trouble. I'm asking you to be not just my registered massage therapist but a friend who will spend time with me each week, wants to look good for me, and gives me a massage that is perhaps more playful than relaxing, and maybe have a little fun while we are together."
We had reached the side street where my car was parked. I asked her to get in it so we could finish the conversation. I was going to look for the right time to kiss her if I still maintained her interest. She got into the passenger seat. It was her turn to talk.
"Everything you're saying is true," Jemma restarted the conversation in the car. "I know you're suggesting something sexual. I just don't think I could have sex behind Aaron's back. I can't betray him like that. I love him. I do trust you. I like you too. I did want to look good for you. And I was hoping you'd be able to help me out, but never imagined you'd help out as much as you're offering." She paused for a moment to gather her thoughts and then said, "I'd be willing to go to a hotel with you. I'd be willing to look good for you. I just don't think I could have sex with you and look at my husband in the face again."
"You know," I replied, "There are other ways to please a man than by sex. You've had your hands almost all over my body already. Would you be willing to put your hands on some of the places they haven't been yet on me?" Here I was, finally directly asking for a sexual act from her.
"I don't know. I've never crossed that line before. I just don't know if I could. I don't know what to say. Maybe I need to think about it a bit. I -- I don't want to close the door on this with you. But I don't know what to do. I don't want to do something I will regret."
"Would being alone with me -- just alone with me -- be something you'd regret?" I asked. I wanted her to think I was a little hurt.
"No. Not at all. I've been alone with you for massages. And I like you." She was trying to ensure she hadn't hurt might feelings.
I pressed on. "You wanted to look hot for me in skinny jeans. Would you really mind it if I were checking you out in a bikini?" The only path to success here was to take one step at a time down this slippery slope.
"Aaron would mind," was her reply.
"But you wore skinny jeans for me, and he'd mind that too," I countered.
"That's true. Honestly, if all that was involved was wearing a bikini for you, I'd probably do it." That was a small concession in itself but offered me an inch, and I'll attempt to take a yard.
"Ok. So how about we start there. We get together one day a week. You're going to look hot for me. We will likely call room service for lunch together. You're going to give me an amazing massage, and because I like it, you'll spend as much time on my feet as I want." This brought that slight smile back to her face again.
I continued, "Anything else that happens has to be with your full, 100% consent. I'm not going to do anything you don't agree to. If you want to push your boundaries just a bit, that's great for me. If not, that's ok too. It has to work for both of us. If I think it isn't worthwhile, maybe I will back out. If you find you can't handle it, you may back out. But this isn't a business relationship; it is a friends-with-benefits relationship. Can we agree to this?"
"I guess I can agree to this," was her relatively quiet response. I loved looking into her blue, worried eyes.
It was the time to act. I moved over and kissed her on the mouth. It surprised her. She half-heartedly tried to push back for a second, but my persistent kiss wore her down, and she accepted my kiss.
Kissing was more than what she thought would happen. But just as she agreed to look hot for me, every inch forward created a new reality.
I needed to press the point home to her. "So, you wanted to look hot for me -- and -- you seem to like kissing me too."
She didn't respond but had an accepting look in her eyes. I moved in and kissed her again. Our tongues met for the first time.
I asked her, "How much time do you have today?"
"Well, I told the nanny I'd be home for lunch, but I can change that."
"Change that, please," was my immediate response.
"Look. Honestly, I don't think I can get myself to go to bed with you. I'm married," she said with a pleading look in her eyes.
"I'm not going to try to get you in bed. I already told you that. I have been and will always be a gentleman," I said reassuringly. This was funny, given I had just tongue-kissed her. But she accepted it. "Let's go where we are alone and not sitting in a car. We can talk more, maybe kiss more." I reached over and kissed her again on the mouth. After breaking it off, "I'll be helping you out."
Jemma had been surprised by the kiss. I knew I was walking a fine line. But it was clear that she accepted my kiss. It was evident that something was interesting to her in what I was saying.
I started the car. Jemma reached for her phone to text her nanny. It seemed we were going to move forward.
I knew I had to act fast. If she spent the time thinking about everything, she would get cold feet and call it off.
I started driving, having not stated my destination, which happened to be a hotel. As she was texting, I placed a hand on my knee. That's just my move, the act of claiming her, acclimatizing her to a fact that she did not fully realize yet that she belonged to me. It was an overtly sexual move.
She paused for a few seconds to look at my hand and then at me. It was a critical moment. She was thinking about whether or not she would or should remove it, but she was not acting on her thoughts.
She had worn tight jeans for me. She surrendered when I kissed her and then kissed me back.
By leaving my hand on her knee, she was further acquiescing -- letting me take something more that was supposed to belong to her husband. It was just one further step here. Without a doubt, Aaron would not want her looking hot for another man. He wouldn't want her kissing that other man. He wouldn't want the other man to put a hand on her knee.
I didn't know how much more I could escalate things. I didn't know how much I would be scoring this day. But the goal was to keep scoring the occasional small points and gain new territory each time.
I drove to the closest hotel I knew. She had been very quiet, clearly having doubts but choosing not to express them as I kept my hand on her denim-clad leg, just above her knee. As I drove into the hotel parking lot, Jemma said, "I'll go with you, but I can't promise I'll be doing what you want."
"Jemma -- seriously -- I'm not asking for anything other than coming into a room with me and letting me check you out, and if you're willing, I would want your hands on me. We won't be doing anything you don't feel comfortable doing."
"I didn't feel comfortable kissing," she replied. I think it took courage for her to say that. I had to acknowledge the point.
Perhaps I pressed too far with the kissing. I wish I had waited to do that in the room. But I had to find a way to move forward. "I'm sorry, I said, a bit dejectedly. "I've wanted to do that for a long time. And I have to tell you, I really liked it. I hope it wasn't too horrible." I was glad I did it, but I'm sorry she wasn't comfortable with it. I was wondering if I should keep my hand on her knee.
"It wasn't too horrible," she said, trying to make me feel better. It just caught me by surprise. I haven't been kissed like that by another man for a long time. For that matter, even Aaron doesn't kiss me like that."
"So then. We'll be at the hotel soon. May I keep my hand on your knee?" The hand was already there. I was now just ensuring it was set as a precedent. She'd allowed it to be there. It would be hard for her to say "no" now.
She gave a furtive glance at my hand. She had to think about what to say here. After a brief pause, she turned to me and said, "yes,." I was definitely making headway with Aaron's wife. This was good.
"Thank you. I would take it off if you asked. Let me ask you another personal question, if I may." I was gently moving my hand on her leg. I was staking claim to ownership of it.
"Ok," she said.
"It's a simple yes/no question. Are you liking my hand on your knee?" I asked. She was allowing it to be there. But that's not the same thing as liking it there. Having been allowed to put it there, I want her to go that one further step and say she liked my hand on her knee. I wanted to hear her say it.
"You know I have mixed emotions about it," she replied, leaving everything else unsaid.
I persisted. I know you are concerned about being unfaithful. I'm not asking you for sex here. I just want to know, in the overall balance, considering everything, right now, do you like having my hand on your knee."
Jemma again glanced down, looking at that hand on her, hoping to see the answer there. She saw no obvious way to say no. She had already given me permission to put my hand on her knee. As she realized this -- and realizing it was a specific yes/no question, she quietly said "yes."
"Good answer," I responded. I wanted to reassure her now. "This remains strictly between you and me, just between us as two friends. No one else is ever going to know. I'm pleased you like my hand on your knee. I want you to know I like it there too." She looked at me knowingly. She knew I had her going down a road. She knew I hadn't gotten her where I wanted to get her. But she knew where the road was leading.
Let me ask you a similar question now, given you just said "yes."" I paused for effect and then asked, "You've now told me you like my hand on your knee. Do you, just between us now, do you also want my hand on your knee?"
I wanted to reassure her now. "Just between you and me. No one else is ever going to know. Do you want my hand there?"
For Jemma, it was a terrible dilemma. She's given me permission to put my hand on her knee. She's said she likes my hand on her knee. It would take a lawyer's mind to find a way to wiggle out of saying that she didn't want my hand on her knee. But telling me that she did want it meant she was telling me she wanted something between us that was clearly sexual. And this, in turn, had her realizing she was, to some degree, unfaithful to her husband by what she was about to say.
I had such an advantage over Aaron right now. I was the solution to her nanny issue. And I was there in the car at this moment, and Aaron was far, far away. She saw that it could be her dirty secret. Her mind was thinking of all the angles.
The hotel was in sight now.
Jemma struggled with actually saying the words that I was confident she would say. She again acquiesced as I turned into the parking lot and simply said, "yes." Total victory was not possible here. I got her into the car, thinking maybe all I would get was a massage. Now I thought that even though I said there would be no sex, all was possible.
I parked the car but didn't get out. I wanted to press on and thought it best to do so before we checked into the hotel room. I was confident it would help remove the barriers guarding Jemma's fidelity.
"I have just two more personal questions for you," I began. She said nothing but nodded that she was ready to be asked.
"You told me you didn't feel comfortable kissing me. I understand that. But -- I want to know -- did you like the kissing?"
If I were right in my guesswork, Jemma was feeling all kinds of mixed emotions. I think there was fear of being on the path she was on. I think there was nervousness. I think there was guilt playing on her conscience. And I'd guess there was a bit of excitement, too, as this would be unchartered territory for her. This is the kind of territory where a person becomes alive again. The lessons of one's daily routine tell you nothing as to how to react. You're on your own here.
The logic of my questions was clearly playing out in her mind. How could she say she say she wanted my hand on her knee but didn't like the kiss? My castle was being built one logical brick at a time.
Jemma finally responded, "It caught me by surprise, as you could guess, but yes, I liked it."
If I played my cards right, there was no escape for her. I was mightily tempted to move in for another kiss. I resisted the urge. There was a better card to play.
"Last question, then, before we go in," I began. "Right now, do you want me to kiss you?"
There was one thing better than just kissing her right now. And that was kissing her after she told me that she wanted to be kissed! I wanted to have gone from apologizing for kissing her just minutes ago to her telling me she wanted me to kiss her again. I wanted her to surrender to me. I wanted her to succumb to the logic imposed by her own answers.
It was such a gentlemanly question to ask. But if she said yes, she was clearly much further down the road to infidelity. I saw the defeated look on her face. I knew I was going to get the answer I wanted. She knew instantly what it meant. She knew the consequences. Hours ago, this would have been unfathomable to her.
Jemma surrendered to me, nodded her head up and down, and said, "Please, yes."
I have no doubt in my mind that cosmic circumstances lined up in my favor. The pressures on Jemma were very significant. There was the general financial pressure on both her business and her husband's income due to the pandemic. There was her husband's transfer to the other side of the country. There was the potential loss of her nanny. There was the tremendous effort into finding a solution, perhaps out of desperation. And there was me, at the right time and place, with an easy solution. The withering impact of these economic forces made her susceptible to my advances. Being with me meant things could return to stability. And perhaps kissing me would mean she could stop thinking about other things and get a few moments of respite.
I had kissed her earlier without her explicit consent, although she opened her mouth, suggesting she consented. Now, she had asked me to kiss her. It would be her first truly unfaithful kiss. Those jewels I collect -- this was a sparkling one. I again moved in. Our mouths again locked. Our tongues met. I wondered when her husband last kissed her like this. Was it the last time he was back home? Or has it been a long while?
Jemma was far less emotionally revealing than Lauren. She was much harder to read. I could see the relief on her face, having gone this far with me, knowing things would be working out better for her. But she was far more straightlaced than Lauren, and she had been far more concerned about her fidelity to Aaron than Lauren was to Dave. I had clearly made headway, she seemed to like the kissing, but I couldn't say if she were in any way actually turned on. She was kissing me willingly, but the sexual impact on her was hard to decipher.
I had told her I wouldn't ask for sex. I would keep my promise by not asking her, but I'm like any man, but as the saying goes, only more so. If a girlfriend tells you not to cum in her mouth, the thing you want most is to cum in her mouth. If she says she doesn't swallow, the thing you most want is to be the guy she does swallow for.
So, while I would keep my pledge and not ask her for sex, I would do whatever I could to get her into a state where she would ask me. I certainly wanted to fuck her all the more because of her stated desire to not do so. I would do what I could to get her into such a state where she had done everything else but allow me to fuck her so that she'd see going that extra step to be a tiny step to take. From her vantage point, now, it was a big hill to climb. But by taking one step at a time, I had a shot at this.
I was aware that my original kiss did not receive much resistance. I wondered if that could be an in-room advantage I could use. But I cast this idea aside. Given her much stronger desire to severely bend but not fully break the rules of fidelity, I was driven by the idea of wearing her down to the point where she was the one asking me to fuck her. Maybe I could even get her to beg for it if I played my cards right.
As we exited the car, I made sure to stare at her ass. After years of staring at it, mostly in yoga pants, I was definitely going to have my hands on it for the first time in just a few minutes. I wasn't exactly sure how she would react. But I was going to go there. I had had my hands on her knee. I had French-kissed her. But I didn't know where I would run into barriers with her.
Lauren and Jemma had many similarities and many dissimilarities. Both could rock a pair of tight jeans. But Lauren had a sexier approach to how she appeared in general. Lauren always had some makeup applied; Jemma never had makeup applied, not even lipstick. Jemma had a natural attractiveness and worked out to ensure a very toned body, not to look hot, but for her own health. She didn't wear tight jeans to look hot. It wasn't something she thought about. By now, I had seen Lauren in at least 5 different pairs of tight jeans. Clearly, Lauren was more focused on looking hot in general.
I thought of this as I stared at Jemma's ass as we walked into the hotel lobby with our masks on. She walked with me to the counter as if she were my wife. Lauren had felt embarrassed to be going into a hotel with me. These thoughts never occurred to Jemma.
Lauren had basically told me she was not an anal virgin, though it was clear getting fucked in the ass wasn't a big priority with her. And yet I achieved this goal. I believed strongly that Jemma's ass was virgin territory. She was way too vanilla.
This quality in her was actually a driving force in my sexual desire for her. I didn't just want her to have extramarital sex with me; I wanted to awaken a sluttier side to her. I wanted her to be more of a whore for me. You could say I felt the same way for Lauren, but there was a difference in degree. Sending Lauren home to her husband, with my cum inside her womb, was the major turn-on with her each time we were together. Turning Jemma into a whore in bed was the major turn-on I had with her. It would be a difficult challenge, though. And it would definitely take time.
My game plan with these things has always been to arrange for a suite rather than a mere room. I want to ensure there is a couch in there, as well as a bed. The women I'm with are impressed with the nicer room and my extra spending. They saw it as a sign that I respected them and that I wanted the conditions to be as nice as possible. Today would be no different. A suite was quickly arranged. We were soon on our way to the elevator. I saw a bank machine near it. I stopped there to take out some cash. Unfortunately, it had a $400 limit. All of it was going to go to Jemma. It wasn't covering the amount I owed her, though.
As the elevator doors closed, I thought about ripping off our masks and going in for some more mouth contact. I knew we'd have to get the masks back on, and with Jemma, I felt it was more important to wait until we got into the room. I wanted to get my mouth on hers and my hands on her ass. Inside the room, it was more likely that I'd get my mouth and hands where I wanted for as long as I wanted without any resistance. As we exited the elevator and walked down the hall, I stared at her ass, knowing my hands would be taking possession of it momentarily.
I let her enter the room first but planned to pounce quickly. I wanted my hands on her ass already!
Jemma, though, acted before I could. "I just need to talk first," she said. I could see a look of concern on her face.
"Let's take our jackets off and sit on the couch to talk," I offered in return. Getting that jacket off was an important, though small, step. She agreed to this.
We sat on the couch, with just a bit of space between us. She began, "I realize I'm being very unfair to you." I must admit that this wasn't what I expected her to say.
She continued, "You've always been good to me and always behaved appropriately. I obviously knew you found me attractive, which is very flattering, by the way. And I did wear these jeans to look good for you, and I did hope you might be willing to see me regularly to help me out with the nanny."
"So, what's unfair about that?" I asked.
"Well -- because you're always good to me, you offered a lot more than I expected. But it caught me by surprise, and instead of being very grateful to you for helping me out like this, I began to feel sorry for myself and said things to you that maybe were self-centered. I should have shown gratitude, and I didn't."
"I'm still not following." That was about the only response I could think of.
"When you first kissed me. I wasn't prepared for it. I should have been. I should have seen it coming. I should have known it would happen. And -- I should have kissed you back better." This sounded quite promising to me. Jemma continued, "You see, Aaron and I aren't getting along well right now. He's only here a few days a month. We argued over money and the nanny when he was here last week. We didn't even have sex. It's actually been a month since I last got laid. I guess there is a lot of stress on both of us; financial and being apart for so much time each month."
"I can understand all of that." Again, there wasn't much more for me to say here.
"I never married Aaron without taking marriage seriously. I always intended to stay faithful. But the circumstances have changed here. You've been very good to me. I can see I clearly encouraged you to move on me sexually. I knew you didn't need a clinical massage. I should have been prepared for your sexual advances. I think I should have simply had the common sense to accept them. When you first kissed me, I should have been prepared to kiss back. I think despite wanting to be a faithful wife, the circumstances now say you should get what you want."
This was going amazingly well. Jemma was giving me permission to take what I wanted. I'm pretty sure that if she knew I wanted to fuck myself deep into her ass, she might have spoken a little differently, but I would leave that issue for another time.
"Jemma," I started my response, "I like getting what I want. It's very important to me. But the truth, the full truth, is important to me too. It's important for me to know not just what you're willing to do with me but what you want to do with me. I asked you earlier if you wanted my hand on your knee. You said, "yes." Was that true? Do you want my hand on your knee? Do you want me to kiss you? Knowing these things is important to me."
I continued, "I promised you that I wouldn't ask you for sex. I live up to my promises. If you want sex with me, you'll have to be the one who first asks me. And I'm going to want to hear you say it to me. I'll want to hear that you're ready to be unfaithful to Aaron and that you want to be unfaithful to him."
Jemma listened to me intently. She was so very different from Lauren. The part of her that was a whore inside Lauren surfaced quickly. Jemma had not discovered her inner whore yet. I was just beginning to help her find the path to discover it.
"I'm ready to be unfaithful to Aaron. Given what our relationship is right now, what I'd most like, between you and me, is to have an affair with you."
An affair! I wasn't sure I was even going to get my hand on her ass a moment ago, and here is Jemma wanting an affair!
Lauren's first offer was a business offer, my financial support for her spreading her legs for me. It quickly became a friend-with-benefits relationship, primarily because, in the relative scheme of things, I was better in bed (which merely meant I understood sexuality better) than her husband. The relationship certainly blurred lines.
Jemma could not see any aspect of a business relationship with this, even though, to a third-party observer, there was very little difference between these two interactions. She saw it strictly as an affair. Jemma had literally made the decision to be unfaithful to her husband with me in the last 30 minutes.
Now I have to tell you upfront that I did not want a relationship with Jemma that might lead to her divorcing her husband and eventually marrying me. Jemma is a very nice, attractive woman. She was great for legitimate massages. And I'd like to fuck her. My interest is deeply sexual. And like Lauren, the fact that she is married drives me, sexually, to new heights. I absolutely wanted to fuck Jemma, making her cum, as her hapless husband works, blissfully unaware, on the other side of the country.
But I don't want to create a mess for her or her children. And the only mess I want to make for Aaron is the kind of mess he should have to eat out between her legs after I'm done fucking his wife. I am turned by taking his wife and fucking her behind his back. That's the victory I want. I'm not turned on by harming him. I don't want him grieving.
I needed to respond. I needed to fuck her. But I didn't want to fuck her under the delusion that it would one day be possible, should she leave her husband, that I would be open to marrying her. I needed her term 'affair' to cover this off.
"You know," I began, "my parents divorced when I was in my teens. It was an angry, messy divorce. I wish that on no one. Certainly not on you. And even not on your husband. I don't want to harm your husband. I'm not trying to break up his marriage with you. I don't want to cause any further problems in your marriage with him. I just want my hands on his wife. I want my mouth on his wife. And I want to fuck his wife. And I want to do this, not to rub it in his face. But because I think his wife is hot. The fact that you're not having much sex with him just makes it easier for me to move in on you."
I continued, "If we are actually going to have an affair, there are some simple rules. They are important for both of us. The first rule is that our relationship can't interfere in any way with your marriage. If it is making things worse for you in any way, we are breaking it off. I won't put kids through any kind of pain. Is that understood?"
"Yes. That is very considerate of you."
"Second rule is that when you are with me, you belong to me. You're mine. I take absolute precedence over Aaron. You're not trying to be my wife. This is a different kind of relationship. I want you looking hot for me every time we are together, even hotter than you'd look for him. And then, when you're with me, I'm going to be all over you when I want. Does this work for you?"
I think Jemma wasn't expecting such an intense performance from me. But she simply replied, "yes."
"Okay. Then this is exactly what I want. I want you to stand up and unbutton your blouse for me. When your shirt is unbuttoned, I want you to look me in my eyes and tell me that you want to have a full sexual affair with me behind your husband's back; you want to be unfaithful to him with me. And then I want you to kiss me. When you do that, from that moment on, you belong to me, and I will take over." I suddenly shifted gears from hoping to grab her ass to fucking her.
Jemma didn't hesitate. We both stood up, and before me, she watched me as I watched her unbutton her blouse. She unbuttoned it from top to bottom, never taking her eyes away from watching me. When she finally undid the last button, she pulled open her shirt for me to see her stomach and bra.
Jemma was a very lean girl. Her breasts were smaller inside that bra than they appeared in the shirt. In fact, they were smaller than Lauren's. But make no mistake. I liked what I saw. And it belonged to me. I stared at it with the lust-filled eyes of a conqueror.
It was her turn to speak. Again, a bit of a curveball came with her words.
Holding her blouse open and staring into my eyes, Jemma said, "I want to be unfaithful to Aaron with you. I'm now going to belong to you. But there is one other thing I have to say before anything else. I'm not on birth control. Aaron uses a condom. I don't have any condoms on me. Do you?"
Now please do understand I still had one immediate desire. It was behind why I asked her to stand up. I wanted to clamp my hands on her ass. I held off on the elevator. I held off when we first entered the room. I couldn't easily grab it when we were sitting down. But now, with both of us standing up, I had to think about condoms instead of grabbing her ass.
"Jemma. I want to assure you I have no intention of impregnating you. I suggest we get you on the pill, if you're willing, as soon as possible, and in the meantime, I will be very, very, very careful to ensure I do not cum in you. I need to be in you. But I will pull out. Also, if you use your mouth on me for a while first, it will be unlikely that anything else leaks out." I deliberately didn't want to use vulgar words yet in the relationship. I added, "Aaron can use condoms with you. I want to have it better than he gets. And I want to be fucking you more than he does too."
My goal was to turn the conversation onto the betrayal of Aaron. I didn't want to focus on the pregnancy issue. It would be tough, but I don't want the complications of impregnating her. I smiled a bit at the suggestion that I should get more from her than her husband. I was guessing she liked being valued and therefore didn't mind the idea that her husband should be the loser in this contest. She enjoyed being a prize.
Jemma replied, "I'll get a prescription for it as soon as possible. But I must be on it for a month before it works. Is that ok for you?"
I nodded. It was time. It was finally time. I was going to be grabbing that toned ass. She came in, and my hands went straight for that denim-clad ass. The waiting was over. For the second time in two days, I was French kissing a married woman and now groping Jemma's ass.
Jemma had the firmest ass I have ever groped. All those hours she put in at the gym were clearly work done solely for my benefit. We kissed, I groped, and she had her arms around me. I was taking, again, what belonged to another man.
She was not an experienced kisser. I would later find out I was the third man she'd ever been with. That would have explained a lot to me. But as I've said, she was very straightlaced, and her mouth accepted the intrusion of my tongue in complete submission.
I was intent on spending time grabbing Jemma's denim-clad ass for some time. I kept her close to me so my erection would press against her lower stomach. I was finally taking everything I wanted as I wanted it. She gave me her mouth and body as an act of surrender.
Life is full of ironies. Lauren went to great pains to get my assurance that I didn't see her as a whore. She had proven herself quite willing to dress up like a whore for me. She was willing to play the whore in bed for me, both in what she did and what she said. She was the one who approached me on a money-for-sex deal. She even got easily turned on by any sex play. But she didn't want to be a whore and didn't want me to perceive her as one.
Jemma had no concerns about this issue at all. The thought simply never even occurred to her. Her transition was from faithful wife to wife having an affair with another man who happened to be helping her out of a problem. Jemma wore tight jeans very well. But she didn't dress like a whore; I'd wager she didn't even have the wardrobe for it. She didn't slut herself with makeup. And I could now say she didn't kiss like a whore or respond sexually like a whore either.
Instead, Jemma kissed me as if I were her serious boyfriend. There was a sensuousness to it. There was a submissiveness to it. My tongue did most of the probing. For now, this was good. I wanted to be the one in charge. I did muse to myself, though, about what it would take to give her a makeover and find in her a whore to explore, or if not that, what it would take to transform her into a whore for me.
For now, she kissed me as if I were her serious boyfriend. It would be a long road to transform her into a whore. But then again, she could surprise me. She already had several times today.
Now most men want what they haven't got. The moment a girl says she "doesn't swallow," the thing most guys want is to be the guy she does swallow for. It's human nature, and I'm no different. To fuck another man's hot wife is pretty hot. To turn her into a whore for me is just a little bit hotter.
As you may remember from my first experience with Lauren, the three main jewels in this conquest had yet to be had, and only two would be available to me today. I would want to see her down on her knees, sucking on my cock. I would want to fuck her in the missionary position. And I'd want to cum inside her while watching her expression as I cum. The latter wasn't going to happen. It was something in my sights, though, for the future.
I eventually pulled Jemma back to the couch. I ensured, when we sat down, that she would be able to see herself in the mirror on the other side of the room. I noticed that she had no interest in the mirror. Her focus, instead, was on me, just like I was her serious boyfriend.




Chapter 8

Women have told me that you can see an intensity in my lust when engaged in sex and sex play with them. I could only guess that Jemma saw this in me for the first time. I could further guess that she had not seen such intensity in a man's eyes for a long time, if ever. She seemed to like it. But I can't say that I could tell that the kissing and groping of her ass had a sexual impact on her. Her approach was much more timid. She probably was well-skilled in keeping her feelings inward, as if, somehow, that was more proper.
My hands couldn't be on her ass while she was sitting down. Instead, they roamed her body. I spent time cupping her breasts through her bra and touching the skin around her bra. I wanted to see if I could get some kind of sexual reaction out of her. But she was a tough nut to crack. She seemed to be enjoying it, but I could not tell if any desire was building between her legs.
I had had one hand on her knee. I decided to move it up quickly to the front of her jeans to grope at her pussy. The move caught her by surprise. But she offered no resistance. Kissing her and rubbing her was finally yielding some results. I noticed that her legs were slowly parting, ostensibly to give my hand more room to rub her. She really was open to me taking her now. How suddenly fortunes can change?
Her legs continued to part to allow me greater access. I saw her eyelids flutter a couple of times. I could see a distant look in her eyes now. The change in approach was working, it seemed. She was getting turned on. Masturbating her through her jeans was working.
It was now time for my mirror trick. I had hoped she would have noticed the mirror when we were seated. That didn't happen. I firmly believe that any half-decent-looking chick will get turned on when watching themselves in the mirror when a man puts his sex moves on her.
The problem with Jemma is that this was an undiscovered country for her. She wasn't a prude, but sex was tied to romance, not carnal lust, not conquest.
So, I took her by the hand, pulled her up off the couch, and took her toward the mirror. She thought we were going into the bedroom, so I had to stop her from passing the mirror entirely.
I had Jemma stand directly in front of the mirror. Before she could ask why I was kissing the back of her neck while rubbing the front of my pants into her ass. I placed my right arm around her waist, holding her against me. She was no more than two feet from the near floor-length mirror.
With my left hand, I reached again for her crotch and began to rub it. Finally, I saw her look at her image. She focused on the image of my hand between her legs. It was suddenly riveting to her to watch. I could only guess this was her first time seeing this. I saw her eyelids flutter again briefly. I was beginning to think this was an unconscious sexual response.
I continued to rub her crotch through her jeans. She occasionally turned her head to kiss me. I took my time with this. My goal was to get her into a sexual lather. And then, at one point, when I saw she was watching my hand, I raised it to the button on her jeans. It was time for my signature move.
Jemma watched as I unbuttoned her jeans. She watched as I very slowly unzipped her fly. She watched as I parted her jeans. In the mirror, both she and I could see the new appearance of her red panties. She watched as I continued to hold her with my right arm while lowering my left hand to make contact with her panties. And she watched as my hand slowly moved into her panties in search of her most intimate treasure.
My hand did move slowly. But I could confirm in less than four seconds that Jemma was indeed wet. She knew that I knew at the same moment. I was pretty sure there was no way she'd ever watched herself be taken like this. For Jemma, it wasn't just the eroticism of it. It was also the fascination with discovering something new.
Jemma was so very different from Lauren. And yet you can cut away at all the differences in the world, and the bottom line remained that their basic human mechanics ensured that putting each in front of a mirror and plundering their panties with my hand left them with no way to not be turned on.
Finally, I was getting sexual responses from Jemma. She'd turn her head to me in desperation for a kiss now. I felt her body move to my rubbing of her clitoris. I wanted her to verbalize what she was feeling, but when I asked her if she liked it, she merely closed her eyes and nodded. I felt her lean into me for support as her legs weakened. She was now, finally, watching in the mirror as my hand masturbated her. She surrendered to the eroticism of it.
With Lauren, I single-mindedly wanted her to cum while my cock was buried in her. I did not feel that way with Jemma. I just wanted to see if she could cum at all. Her sexual response to my fingering suggested it wouldn't be as difficult as I first thought.
Now I'm the first to admit I cannot masturbate myself to completion by standing up. My legs would collapse well before I was able to cum. I think many adults are no different than me on this. But I approached Jemma with dogged determination. I was going to have my way with her giving everything I had to her. She was very physically fit.
Still, masturbating a woman for a longish period of time isn't easy. I could feel the muscles in my left arm complaining from the onerous workload they were doing. But the end result was simply magnificent. Jemma had her first-ever standing-up orgasm thanks to my left hand rubbing her clitoris. I finally heard the sounds of sex come from her mouth. I felt the orgasm ripple through her stomach. I felt her collapse against me. She kept on her feet only because I had an arm wrapped around her and a hand now holding her by her vagina. My fingers never lost contact with her clitoris throughout her orgasm.
"I think I'm going to fall to the floor." Those were her first words when she returned to earth. With my arms firmly around her, I let her slowly sink down, not to collapse on the floor, but to finally get her where I absolutely had to have her before the day was over -- in front of me on her knees.
It took a lot of work to break down Jemma's psychological barriers to sexual pleasure. But the mirror trick removed the foundations of those barriers, and she finally broke down into a pure, physical, sexual response. It was memorable.
And finally, after all the twists and turns and further twists of the day, I had Jemma on her knees. Aaron's wife was about to pay her respects to another man behind his back.
There are many conventions humans have to show respect for one another. The Japanese bow. We -- at least before COVID -- would shake each other's hands. All of these things are conventions. They are human constructions to display respect.
But there are different, although related, forms of respect. Shaking hands is a show of both acknowledgment and also equality.
Kneeling before someone is an act of respect; in particular, it is an act of respect for the other person's power. A sexually dominant man is respected by a woman sexually by her kneeling before him. It is a far greater respect when the woman kneeling before him belongs to another, adding to the respect being paid by disrespecting the other person. It is an added gift. It simultaneously signifies the sexual conquest of a woman (which was, in this case, well underway) and the victory over another man. This is what she was doing for me.
Having Jemma on her knees before me was indeed a major gift of respect. I was not forgetting that this was the second married woman in two days to be on her knees before me. In a few moments, she'd be the second married woman in two days to give me a down-on-her-knees blowjob. My cock was swelling in anticipation. This was indeed the moment a crown jewel was collected.
I undid my belt and dropped my jeans as fast as possible. I left my underwear on. I wanted Jemma to see my erection attempting to rip through them. I wanted her to see it while she was at eye level with it. I saw Jemma stare at my bulge.
She managed to pull her eyes away to look into mine. "I may not be any good at this. I haven't been with many guys. And Aaron isn't crazy for it."
"I absolutely want to see my cock in your mouth. I want to see your lips around it. I want to see your lips move up and down it. I want to see you suck it like it was the most important thing in the world to you. I'm sure you'll be good at it. If I want anything done differently, I won't hesitate to let you know. Now -- I want you to pull down my underwear and kiss the tip of it. I need this. I need this right now."
Jemma complied. She tugged my underwear down to my feet. My cock stood at attention, not at 90 degrees from my body, but actually pointed a little upward. It was aiming for her mouth. I saw that pre-cum had formed at the tip already, even before first contact. And first contact happened a moment later.
Jemma gently kissed my cock head. Feeling that first contact was electrifying. After the kiss, she slowly pulled her head away. A slight, sinewy strand of semen could be seen between the tip of my cock and her lip.
My cock demanded attention. I placed my hand behind her head and just gave it enough of a tug so that she returned her lips to my cock head to kiss it again. It was a lingering kiss. Her lips trailed just below the slit. I saw more pre-cum ooze out and quickly pressed it against her lips. I wanted her to taste it. I know she saw the pre-cum too. I kept my cock head pressed against her lips and my hand at the back of her head. Her lips parted to accept me into her mouth. I had achieved my first crown jewel with Jemma.
True to her word, Jemma was not an experienced cocksucker. I made a mental note to myself to change that to what extent I could. She had the basics down. Her head bobbed back and forth, and anywhere between 1 and 3 inches of my cock was in her mouth at any time.
She didn't know where to put her hands and mostly had them on my legs to help brace herself. After a few minutes of this, she took her mouth off it to ask me how she was doing.
"You're doing great. You look very hot with your lips on it. Now I want you to go very slowly and take it in your mouth again." And again, my cock invaded her mouth. "Slower. I want you to move your head very slowly. There. That's good like that. Now, take more of it in your mouth. Deeper." Jemma added a further inch of hard cock into her mouth through this encouragement.
I focused her on moving slowly over it. I gradually gave tiny thrusts forward with my hips. This may be added a further half inch of cock into her mouth. She was now sucking on, maybe four and a half inches. My target was to get at least five inches of cock past her lips. It was likely no cock had gotten this far into her mouth before. I instructed her to hold it in her mouth at its deepest. The urge to dominate her sexually was strong. I did feel the need to bring the whore in her out to the surface. Learning how to suck cock would be a small step in the right direction.
I repositioned us both just a bit so that she could get a view of herself in the mirror. She didn't look at it, though, until I told her to. I wanted her to know what she looked like as a cocksucker.
I watched intently as Jemma's lips moved up and down my cock shaft. I reached for her left hand and guided it to my balls. I told her to continue to suck slowly while tugging on my balls. This was working particularly well. I felt the tingle of a little more semen oozing from the tip of my cock directly into the depths of my mouth. And I could see the band of her wedding ring making contact with my nutsack. If only there was a way to thank Aaron for buying her such a lovely wedding ring. She was putting the ring to such good use. This was the second day in a row that a married woman's wedding ring was rubbing against my genitals.
For a solid five minutes, I had Jemma suck my cock. I'm not a young guy anymore. Having a day of sex with Lauren yesterday should have been a sufficiently draining experience. But my lust has always been what drives me -- as Jemma was finding out.
If Jemma had limited experience in terms of sex partners and her husband wasn't into getting blown, this blow job might be one of the longest times she had spent with a cock in her mouth. But my long-term objectives were always to go for the top. That might not happen today. We would likely have to build up to that. Today, I just wanted her to go home with a tired jaw.
A couple of times, it seemed my cock reached the five-inch mark in her mouth. It was time for a switch-up. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and placed her hand around it instead. I told her to point it upward and slowly jack it off. I then instructed her to open her mouth and start sucking on my balls. I didn't know for sure, but this might be the first time she had worshipped a man's testicles.
The experience was triumphant in its pleasure. I drove the sense of conquest home to her by commenting on her wedding ring rubbing against my cock. It was a detail she apparently hadn't noticed. I wanted to keep an aggressive approach to her. I now knew that the first time I had surprised her with a kiss had no negative consequences. An aggressive approach had paid off. As she sucked my balls, I pushed my cock shaft against her face and rubbed it against her face.
After around what must have been three minutes, I had Jemma return to sucking my cock and reminded her to maintain a slow pace as she sucked. My legs soon got tired from standing, though, and instead of continuing the blow job from the couch, I took her to the bedroom.
I tugged her open jeans down. I moved in for another kiss -- which surprised her -- and stuffed my hands in her panties again to grope her ass. As we kissed, I moved to get her naked. And then I slowly moved her backward, gently pushing her onto the bed.
It was such a pretty site -- Jemma, who wanted to have an "affair" with me -- was on her back. I saw her spread her legs to accept me in her. There is such symbolism in the act of a woman who lies on her back and spreads her legs, inviting you into her womb. It can be an act of acquiescence. But that wasn't the case here. There was no reluctance on her part. Instead, for her, it was an act of acceptance combined with anticipation. She lifted her head up to watch the act of being taken by me.
She was ready to move forward in her betrayal of her husband. She was completely committed to a complete betrayal now. I don't even think he was on her mind anymore. There was only the anticipation of being fucked by another man. But there was only one thing I wanted to do first; I was going to go down on her.
Some fifteen minutes ago, Jemma orgasmed while watching me masturbate her. I wasn't sure at all if she was capable of cumming again. I wanted to make sure she was wet again or still wet from before. And I wanted to see her reaction to being eaten out.
I was pleased to find some wetness there as my tongue explored her pussy. I gauged her expression to see any kind of sexual reaction. While it was clear she was surprised by it, even if it was working on her, Jemma didn't want to lose control again so soon. I felt Jemma thought an orgasm was an act where self-control was lost.
She watched me. It seemed enjoyable to her. But there were no signs or sounds that could verify this. At the very least, I was leaving her pussy wet for entry.
My cock remained throbbing hard. There was no sense now, having seen her cum already, in taking a lot of time going down on her. I chose to move forward, keeping my lips on her skin, past her belly button, spending time on her small breasts, and then to look her in the eyes for when I would enter her.
I saw Jemma take a last glance at her wedding ring. It was enjoyable to see. She was aware this was a big moment for her. She was aware it was the moment of a significant victory for me over her husband. In sucking my cock for a solid fifteen minutes, she was squarely in the category of a "cheating wife," but once my cock was in her, there would never be any going back. I had made her aware of the ring, and for the first time, she was contemplating what it meant to her. I decided to spell it out for her.
"This morning, that was your wedding ring. When your hand grabbed my cock, the ring made contact with it. And when your wedding ring touches another man's cock it automatically becomes an infidelity ring instead." I placed my cock at the entrance to her pussy, pushing in ever slow slightly. "When you look at it now, you'll be reminded of your infidelity to him, with me." I saw her eyes widen a bit. This was her only reaction. She did not dispute or debate the renaming of her ring.
I slowly moved the head of my cock into her. Jemma said, "Please be gentle." I watched her face as I slowly fucked my way into her. With most of my cock in her, she added, "And remember, please don't cum in me. I can't get pregnant."
I slowly embedded my cock in her and lowered my mouth to hers. My move into her was gentle. I slowly pulled back and then proceeded to gradually pick up steam to achieve a pace that was anything but gentle.
Jemma, this afternoon, became a taken woman. She did not anticipate my intensity in approach. She did not anticipate the intensity of my lust. She did not expect the intensity of my thrusts into her.
At one point, I slowed the pace and expressed my gratitude to her because she was a major sexual conquest -- this was something which she liked -- but then I added that she was giving me a major victory over her husband, too, in going to bed with me and being unfaithful to him -- which I saw her acknowledge with a slight nod. She was understanding her infidelity was adding to my sexual excitement. I wanted her infidelity to be full, front and center in her mind.
My hope was to get her to not merely be unfaithful but instead to embrace her infidelity. I wanted it to turn her on. I persisted on the infidelity issue, "So, exactly now, who is the winner between him and me in terms of getting you in bed?"
I fucked her deeply with a steady rhythm as I asked the question. "You are," was her breathy response, with my face just an inch or two away.
I moved each of her arms above her head and then used one hand to hold them both there as if she were my prisoner as I fucked her.
I continued my questioning. "Who do you want to be fucking you right now?"
"You," was the only word she uttered. We kissed, and I continued to fuck into her with that rhythm.
"Tell me again, who is the winner," I repeated the question just to get to hear her answer again in that breathy, sexually aroused voice.
"You. You're the winner," Jemma said. I could see she was getting sexually charged. I could tell her answers were sexually charged.
"So tell me now," I continued, "If I am the winner, what does that make Aaron?" I could see in her face the moment the word formulated in her head. In calling me the winner, she was praising me, not realizing the logical conclusions that would follow.
Jemma was reluctant to say the word. I increased the intensity of the fucking. Her arms remained pinned above her head.
"What does that make Aaron?" I repeated.
In defeat, she gave me her answer, "A loser."
"Say the whole thing to me. Aaron is a loser. Say it to me."
This would be another moment of sexual triumph. The words finally came out of her mouth. "Aaron....... is.... a loser." It was another victorious moment.
I pushed Jemma further as I deep-fucked her. "Repeat it to me."
"Aaron is a loser!"
I persisted with my dominant line of questioning. "Should losers be cheated on by their wives? Tell me!"
Jemma was beginning to realize that the fact that she was cheating was turning me on. I also think she was now aware that cheating was turning her on too. She breathlessly responded, "Yes," as I continued to fuck her.
"Tell me, again, who is a loser?"
"Aaron."
"Tell me you should cheat on him. Say it."
She was starting to pant now but still managed to say, "I should cheat on him."
"Tell me that you're turned-on cheating on him," I demanded. I could feel her sexual response was now definitely building. I was between her legs, but they were now squeezing me, holding me in, to keep me fucking her.
She'd say anything I wanted now as long as I fucked her. "I'm turned on."
"Turned on by what? Say it," I commanded.
"I'm turned on by cheating on him," saying what I wanted to hear.
"Tell me Aaron's a loser again. I want you to keep on saying it."
"Aaron is a loser." She paused to catch her breath and then repeated it.
"Keep saying it. Repeat it again and again," I ordered.
"Ohhhh... Aaron is a loser. Aaron is a loser. Ohhh... Aaron is such a loser." Jemma added the word 'such' on her own. She started saying it one further time when a much bigger orgasm ripped through her body. Her arms were pinned above her head, but she tried mightily to lift them. Her tone, muscular legs wrapped around my body as she had to see the orgasm through to completion. I felt her pussy work like a vacuum on my cock, contracting on it to ensure it got the stimulation it needed. And best of all, I watched her face contort as the waves of pleasure ripped through her. Seconds later, she was as limp as a noodle. Her tone body had taken on a languid appearance for the first time. She had cum by my fucking in the midst of saying her husband was a loser. It was a thrilling victory for me.
I immediately pulled my cock out of her. If I had kept it in a minute longer, I would have cum in her. The desire to have my sperm in her womb was at its greatest at that moment. I owned her, and that womb was now mine. The consequences of planting my seed in it, though, were still unwelcome.
I didn't want to give her any time to think in her weakened state. I moved forward on her, straddling her body, but with my cock now closer to her face. I pushed it forward to her mouth.
Jemma had clearly never sucked a cock that had been fucking her. Oral sex was something performed before fucking. Her expression wasn't one of horror but one of thinking I was making some kind of mistake. I could guess she was not wanting to taste her own pussy on my cock.
She was, though, completely wiped out by her orgasm. With all the gravity I could muster, I commanded her to "suck it." I was fortunate that she didn't have the strength to argue the point. And by straddling her, she wasn't going anywhere until I was finished.
Jemma opened her mouth, and I thrust forward. I placed one hand on the bed's headboard and another on her head, and I began to fuck her mouth. My guess is that no one had ever taken her this way. I lasted about four minutes before cumming in her mouth. I have to admit I hadn't asked permission to cum in her mouth. But then again, I never promised that to begin with. It was an intense, ball-draining orgasm.
I honestly don't know how much cum there was. I had fucked Lauren twice just yesterday. Yes, it does regenerate in a day. But I'm not the younger guy I was either. Regardless, I had the pleasure of looking at her face with my cock in her mouth as I was cumming.
I'm pretty sure I would have collapsed on her without being able to hold on to the headboard. Thanks to that headboard, I kept my position straddling her. And I kept my cock in her mouth.
Cumming is such a wonderful thing. But there is so much more to sexual pleasure than just cumming. There is so much pleasure to be had before you cum. But also, there is so much pleasure to be had after you cum. I could feel "aftershocks" of pleasure in my cock as I kept at least half of it buried in her mouth. I continued to gently fuck it between her lips. But also, by staying there, I was giving her no choice but to swallow. There was no way I was going to let her hold it in her mouth and spit it out.
After a few further minutes of this gentler cocksucking, I presented my balls for her to take in her mouth. The balls are so often forgotten once a man has shot his load. But seriously, after an orgasm, the two places on a cock that still can produce sexual pleasure are the tip (of course) and the balls.
Exhaustion would soon beat me into submission if I didn't, at some point, get off of her and lie down. And so I did. We lay next to each other, her face glistening from the mess of her own saliva on my cock.
She did not mention that I had cum in her mouth, but I sensed she was proud that she took care of my needs by the romantic, somewhat glowing expression she had on her face.
"I never imagined you were like that," Jemma said. She reached out to put an arm around me.
"Like what?" I asked.
"You were really bad making me say all that about Aaron," was her reply.
"Were they true?" I asked, rather cruelly, if I think about it.
"I guess they are true."
"And did it not turn you on to say what you said?"
"It did. I guess that means I'm really bad too. But I'm not feeling guilty or anything. I thought it was really good." Jemma was trying to compliment me. The fact was, I already knew by the caliber of her orgasm and her extremely languid appearance that it had been really good for her.
"So, am I better in bed than Aaron?" I asked, reasonably confident of the answer.
"You are actually much better in bed than him. He and I stopped any foreplay a long time ago. And I already told you I haven't been having much sex with him anyway. We aren't connecting with sex. I guess I realize now I was ready to cheat. I probably should have done it earlier," she said with a little giggle. That was, I thought, a ringing endorsement of the state of her marriage.
I reached over and placed my hand on her ass, partly because it felt good to grab this incredible ass and partly to reassert my ownership.
We kissed a bit. She was a bit surprised I'd kiss her after cumming in her mouth. I contemplated how very different she was from Lauren. My routine with them had been so strikingly similar. But their sexual trigger points were so very different. My sexual physicality with Lauren surprised her and triggered her orgasms. She sexually responded to a sexually aggressive man. She responded to the visual stimulation of herself looking sexy in a mirror.
By verbalizing her husband's inferiority, Jemma used the fact to trigger or at least enhance her orgasm. The sexual energy surprised her, but it was the surrendering to me that triggered her first orgasm, and it was focusing on her betrayal of her husband that started the second. She didn't look in the mirror to check herself out. When she looked in the mirror, it was to see what I was doing to her, and that is what turned her on.
To Jemma, she was embarking on an extra-marital affair, where she was beginning to question her marriage. She saw romance in the affair. I'd have to be careful about this. On the other hand, Lauren was in no way giving up on her marriage at this point. But she would consider a pure extra-marital affair a fling simply because the sex made it worth it. There was no romance beyond being friends.
Lauren had contemplated a sexual relationship outside of marriage for some time before she propositioned me. Another man propositioned her first, and she spent time thinking about it. On the other hand, Jemma came to the same conclusion very suddenly, literally an hour before she was in a hotel room with me groping her. Emotionally, they approached their first mating sessions with me in strikingly different ways.
After about fifteen minutes of recovery, I told Jemma I needed a massage. She was happy to oblige. In her mind, as this was an affair, the relationship would be more than fucking. She was highly skilled at delivering a professional massage. This, though, would be different. It was to be a massage of her man.
Like anyone my age, my body has aches and pains. My neck and shoulders can always use a regular professional massage. My legs, both sides, can always use a regular professional massage. Jemma delivered this to me this day. She would work on my piriformis muscles as well, and for the first time, without my underwear on. And this was the first time that she was as nude as I was.
Now, you'll all know a registered massage therapist violates the rules regulating the profession if he/she performs a massage as a sex act. Jemma could work over the piriformis muscles in my ass legitimately. But she couldn't grab my cock and give me a hand job as part of her professional services.
Still, there were two other areas that were perfectly legitimate to massage that, frankly, I found very sexual. The first was a scalp massage. Jemma had spent several minutes massaging my scalp before, and I'd always found it singularly pleasurable. And I have to straightforwardly say I wanted a woman to massage my scalp and not a man. The pleasure for me was, in some sense, sexual. Given how sexually spent I was, I insisted on a scalp massage.
I also insisted on a foot massage. A foot massage is one of the great pleasures in life. To have an attractive woman massage each of your feet for fifteen minutes was something to truly treasure. There was a submissive subtext to having your feet massaged for such a length of time by a hot naked girl. The image of her face as I was cumming in her mouth was still burning itself into my mind.
The day moved on. There was no way I was going to be able to get it up again. Having spent so much time these last two days fucking younger attractive married women, my thoughts were to return home to the bliss of single life. Home is my sanctuary, especially after a day of conquest.
We got dressed. We left the hotel room, and I checked out at the front desk. I drove Jemma close to her house. We talked about next week but set nothing in stone. I knew she'd need financial help again, and I'd have to add something for short-changing her for today. Next week was looking to be a costly week for me.
In the car, I wondered if I should cancel next week's date with Anna. I decided not to, as I had been still thinking that, given how much effort I had put into setting something up with her, the very least I should do was fuck her. If it were great, well, that would be a nice problem to have. If it wasn't great, we'd go our separate ways. But next week would be an expensive week indeed.
I dropped Jemma off. She was understandably reluctant to kiss me in public. But she put her hand on my leg and moved it to my crotch. She thanked me for being a "real friend" and thanked me for the fun in the hotel room. I thanked her back while silently thanking her husband for being "such" a loser.
I went home.
I slept well this night, and it was after 10 a.m. on Saturday when I awoke. I had a busy schedule for a Saturday, including going to the gym. I try to go twice a week, sometimes more. I'm not a serious gym guy. It's more about the cardio for me.
The day passed quickly. I can honestly say I was not thinking about pussy. The day was for charging my batteries.
In the evening, I was watching television. It was sometime after 9 p.m. when I received a text message from Jemma. She was wondering if we could talk. I replied, "sure." A few minutes later, my phone rang.
Jemma told me she had just put her boys to bed. They had talked to their father just before going to bed. She had spoken to Aaron too. She said it got her thinking about everything, and she realized something. She asked me, "Do you want to know what that is?"
I dumbly asked, "What?"
"I realized that right now, I need a man. I need a man in me right now. I need you to do what you did to me yesterday. I need to know if it can happen like that more than once. Can I convince you to come over?"
Every fiber in my body said this should be a day to recharge. And here was Jemma begging to be fucked again. Yesterday, I was gathering, was an emotionally charged day for her. She had come to a swift conclusion to have an "affair" with a guy who was helping her. She had great sex with that guy. The guy was much better in bed than she was getting with her husband. Her relationship with her husband was already less than smooth. And now she'd be seeing her husband in a different light entirely.
"Are you sure you want a visitor to your house? You don't want the neighbors to see." This was all I could think of as a way of staying home. During the pandemic times, we were to severely limit our visitors. And in my mind, I was already weighing the value of continuing my regeneration at home against the value of taking Jemma in her marital bed.
"Park a few houses away. Try to be discreet. Text me when you've parked and come in through my side door. I don't think anyone will see. You'll have to be quiet as the kids are asleep. And you have to be gone before they are up." She had apparently thought this through before reaching out to me. I liked this. She was having a sexual awakening. She was out of her routine.
"Ok," I paused before saying, I have a few conditions." If I were really going to do this, I would need to get maximum value out of the experience.
"I think I will like your conditions; tell me them," was her response.
"First, I want you to look your sluttiest for me. And that includes what you're wearing and lipstick and eyeshadow. I don't think I've ever seen you with makeup on before. Second, I will need you to beg for it when I'm fucking you."
"I need it badly now."
"Are you agreeing to my conditions?" I liked badgering her.
"Yes," she replied. "I think you knew that already." Jemma was a woman in heat. And she was now living life outside of her routine.
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Discovering Her True Slut: A woman's journey of discovery through her kinks
 
I guess most people nowadays would refer to me as a slut, and I'm fine with that. The thing is, I haven't always been a slut. Sure, it's always been in there, but it was a journey, a long journey of discovery.

It all began in my late teens and went from there. Sure, aged 18, I sucked my neighbor's cock while his wife watched. That was pretty bad, although when she went down on me, I guess we pushed it to a new level, and that was before I went to college.

But since then, I have discovered so much about myself. I have discovered my love for the feeling of power that comes from cuckolding a man. The sense of control I get from holding his face between my legs while he licks another man's cum out of my pussy. I discovered my love for cocks that are so big and black they would intimidate any man, especially Mr average. I found a lust for being pounded by an older man who knows exactly what he's doing.

I'd love to tell you this is the story of some girl who grows up and learns that being a slut, but it isn't. This is just me and how I discovered my many slutty kinks, one by one.
Discovering Her Dominant Side: A submissive husband discovers a new side to his wife
 
---------------- Revised 2nd Edition ----------------

When I discovered my husband had been looking online at dominant women and clearly fantasied about being used by a dominant woman, I couldn't decide whether to be angry, hurt, or turned on.

As I looked at what he had been watching, something about it turned me on more than I ever thought it would have. I started to imagine what it would be like to dominate him like that, to use him, to humiliate him the way these women were.

And then we ended up here, where we are today. My husband locked in chastity, and my best friend sat on his face while I'm pegging him. Just a normal Friday night once you fully embrace this lifestyle.
Consequences: A couple push their boundaries when they enter the world of sharing
 
It was all supposed to be so simple. The plan was to join the local country club, attend a few events with my pretty young wife and make some contacts. Yep, contacts. I was there for business. We joined this club so I could make contacts and generate work, much like many other people that join.

So how on earth did it go from joining the country club to find clients, to watching my little blonde wife on her knees, in front of this guy with a massive black cock?

Well, we met him and his wife at the club, so I guess that bit sort of makes sense. In fact he was a prospective client. But that was the last part that made sense. His wife was pretty flirtatious, and it wasn't long before I was enjoying her, naked and at my mercy.

But as I discovered, everything has consequences. My pretty little blonde wife was the consequence. This started as a little fun, a bit of swapping for an hour, something different to spice things up. But it's brought something out of both of us.

Now it isn't really swapping any more. My wife is on her knees in front of him while she makes me watch. And he is much, much bigger than me and she seems determined to tell me all about it.

It was my idea in the first place to join the country club, and it was my idea to play along with this partner swapping thing with them. So I guess that makes it my fault my wife has just told me all about how huge this guy's big black cock is.

This is all the consequence of my actions, I'm just not sure if I like the consequences or not!
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