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About They Walked in on Me in Bondage:

Like a lot of college students, I needed some money on the side — and sitting for the Jensen family seemed like just the way to do it. Of course, it helped that the family patriarch, Simon Jensen, is basically the sexiest older man on the planet. Oh, the things I'd let him to do me …

What I didn't bank on was sitting going a little more difficult than I thought. What I didn't bank on was being bound tightly to Mr. and Mrs. Jensen's bed, left there gagged and helpless for whenever they got home.

What I didn't bank on was enjoying it so much. Or being so eager for Mr. Jensen to find me like this …

This hot erotic short features bondage, BDSM, humiliation, male domination, female submission, and much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Absolutely no need to apologize, Cara,” Laurel said, holding my hand up to quiet me down. “This isn't the first time they've done something like this. I'd be willing to bet you good money I know exactly where they wandered off to, as well. I'm going to go ahead and give Ms. Mulready down the block a call and see if they've wandered over to meet up with her boys.”

She wandered out of the room, pulling her cell phone up to her ear. I could hear her talking into it as she walked down the hallway, and Simon and I were suddenly alone. He wasn't even picking at the knots anymore.

“Well,” he said quietly, “seems like you've had a bit of a fun night.”

My chest heaved, but it had nothing to do with nervousness anymore. Now, I was simply turned on. I couldn't stop my motor from running, it was simply too perfect for me to be in this kind of position with Simon sitting over me, looking down at my helpless body. I wondered if he liked what he saw.

“You could say that,” I said with a faint smile, so distracted by where my mind was going — where I wanted Mr. Jensen to go — that it was hard to concentrate on anything else.

I began to wonder about his complete lack of effort to untie me, and what exactly he was waiting for. I was more than happy to stay like this if he was going to do something with the opportunity, but otherwise I would've liked to have been out the door and well on my way home to think about all of the wonderful sexual exploits that could have been.

“My, my,” he said, his gaze shifting down my body toward my lifted dress and exposed pussy. “Looks like you've had more than just a bit of a fun night. Enjoying yourself a little, Cara?”
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The things us hungry college students do for money on the side ...

I craned my neck to look up at the clock. It was 9:45. Simon and his wife, Laurel, would be home in fifteen minutes. I looked at each corner of the bed, each one responsible — along with some rope I'd definitely be asking Simon and Laurel about later — for keeping one of my limbs stretched out and stuck in place. My mouth was filled with a thick rag, held in place by a severe layer of duct tape that wasn't going anywhere. Sweat beaded up on my forehead, and my hair clung to my neck and face in some spots from all of the thrashing and struggling I'd done since I got left there an hour before.

The ropes weren't going anywhere. The bedposts certainly weren't going anywhere. I was completely stuck, and I had no choice but to wait until Simon and Laurel got home and helped me out of this little predicament.

I didn't exactly want to wait for that, though, for a number of reasons.

First and foremost: My dress had hiked up considerably during my struggles, leaving my lower half pretty well exposed to the room — and I, figuring on being able to spend some quality time with myself once the kids were put to bed, hadn't worn any panties.

Secondly, and perhaps somehow more embarrassingly: As much as I was struggling to get out of this situation and hated the idea of being discovered in this state, a part of me was so deeply into being this bound and helpless that I was wet as could be. Glistening, even. The Jansens were going to walk into their house, hear my struggling and mmphing, and come running into this bedroom — only to find that the lady they'd hired to watch their teenage boys was not only tied to the bed and spread like a Thanksgiving turkey, but she was very obviously enjoying herself.

I only made it worse for myself by thinking about Simon being the one who walked in on me. For a man in his late forties, he was in incredible shape. He wore plenty of suits tailored to his body, and they were snug in all the right places to show his time at the gym never went to waste. His skin was lightly tanned, his hair only just now showing a little bit of the salt and pepper gray quality I'd loved in a man long before I ever saw it on Simon.

Yeah, it'd be fair to say that in almost any other situation I would be absolutely thrilled to have Simon Jensen walking in on my bound and half-nude form, because I'd be ready and raring to have him ride me until I couldn't even think anymore. Unfortunately, this just didn't feel like that situation. I couldn't account for where the teenagers had run off to after they bound me to the bed, and I certainly couldn't explain why I'd shown up to watch said kids and neglected to wear any panties.

I rolled my head around as best I could and shifted around a little, trying to at least keep my muscles from cramping up or getting sore. I'd been tied up plenty of times, but always for fun. It had always come with at least a modicum of looseness or free movement, if only so I could participate a little bit in sexual games. Bondage in the dorms was a great time.

Bondage in the Jensens' home, however, was another story entirely. Those little shits had really done a number on me, and I was stretched more tightly than I'd ever been bound before.

I looked at the clock again. Five minutes had passed. Earlier, when I would look at the clock, it felt like minutes took hours to pass. Now, as I found myself getting closer and closer to when the Jensens were getting home — and closer and closer to giving up on ever getting out of this before they got back — the minutes seemed to pass faster and faster, as if challenging me, as if daring me to find a way to make my pussy less wet and push my dress down and unbind my hands and legs and find the teenagers all in one mad dash before the locks on the front door turned.

I looked again. Another minute, gone. It seemed almost impossible. My jaw ached, my skin was hot, and my pulse throbbed in both my temples and my longing pussy. I couldn't even imagine how red and desperate my folds looked.

I groaned into the gag and let my head drop onto the bed, resigned to my fate.

One day, Cara, maybe you'll look back on this and laugh.

Just as I closed my eyes, feeling the sweat make my tanktop cling to my body and coming to terms with the notion that my next half hour or so was going to be extraordinarily embarrassing, I heard the front door open.

“We're home,” Laurel called out, obviously expecting me to be in the living room and the kids to be safely tucked away in bed.

When she didn't get an answer and I heard the slightly panicked curiosity in her voice as she called “hello?” once more, I braced myself and decided to start yelling into the gag to get them upstairs and into the bedroom that much more quickly.

No sense in dragging it out, I guess.

“Cara?” Simon called, and I heard the two of them bound up the stairs. Their footsteps came heavy and quickly down the hall, and after a few moments they appeared in the doorway, silhouetted by the light from the hall.
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“Oh Jesus Christ, not again,” Laurel said, a mix of anger and exasperation in her voice.

One of them flicked the light on, and I squeezed my eyes into slits against the brightness, mmphing gently into the gag.

The bed was perpendicular to the door, so looking into the room at the angle from which they were looking didn't let them see the full show made available by my lifted dress, but they could certainly see more than enough to know I didn't have any underwear on. Instinctively, I tried to close my legs — but of course, the ropes weren't exactly cooperating.

“Dear, are you okay?” Laurel said from the doorway. I mmphed and nodded slowly, trying to communicate with my eyes just how sorry and embarrassed I was.

Simon walked over to the bed and began to peel away the tape holding the rag in place. It definitely stung as it was getting pulled off, but the relief of getting rid of it and getting the rag out of my mouth more than outweighed it. I spit the rag out onto the bed beside me and worked my jaw, trying to get some bloodflow and motion back into it. I was breathing heavily — partially out of the inherent nervousness of the situation, but partially because Simon was sitting on the bed right next to my bound and half-naked body. I fantasized briefly about him shielding one arm from view of his wife — or maybe taking advantage while her back was turned — and running one of those powerful, masculine hands of his along my bare thigh, up toward my dripping pussy. The very thought made me shiver just a little, and I think he noticed, but he didn't say anything.

Once I could really work with my jaw again, I spoke up.

“I'm so sorry, Ms. Jensen,” I said, my eyes wide, as Simon set about undoing the ropes. He seemed to be taking his sweet time. “I don't know how I let the two of them get the best of me, but before I knew it they had me stuck here and I was—”

“Absolutely no need to apologize, Cara,” Laurel said, holding my hand up to quiet me down. “This isn't the first time they've done something like this. I'd be willing to bet you good money I know exactly where they wandered off to, as well. I'm going to go ahead and give Ms. Mulready down the block a call and see if they've wandered over to meet up with her boys.”

She wandered out of the room, pulling her cell phone up to her ear. I could hear her talking into it as she walked down the hallway, and Simon and I were suddenly alone. He wasn't even picking at the knots anymore.

“Well,” he said quietly, “seems like you've had a bit of a fun night.”

My chest heaved, but it had nothing to do with nervousness anymore. Now, I was simply turned on. I couldn't stop my motor from running, it was simply too perfect for me to be in this kind of position with Simon sitting over me, looking down at my helpless body. I wondered if he liked what he saw.

“You could say that,” I said with a faint smile, so distracted by where my mind was going — where I wanted Mr. Jensen to go — that it was hard to concentrate on anything else.

I began to wonder about his complete lack of effort to untie me, and what exactly he was waiting for. I was more than happy to stay like this if he was going to do something with the opportunity, but otherwise I would've liked to have been out the door and well on my way home to think about all of the wonderful sexual exploits that could have been.

“My, my,” he said, his gaze shifting down my body toward my lifted dress and exposed pussy. “Looks like you've had more than just a bit of a fun night. Enjoying yourself a little, Cara?”

I looked up at him, my eyes wide, completely unsure where he was going with this. 

Is he asking me if I'm turned on? Is that seriously what's happening right now?

“I ... I don't—”

“Calm down, Cara, please,” he said, his voice low, his expression warm. God, I wanted him so badly. “You don't have anything to worry about here. You're not in trouble with us, and you certainly have no reason to be embarrassed.”

I craned my neck to look down at my lower half, which was still every bit as wide out in the open as I thought it was. I then looked back up at Simon, as if to say, really?

Just then, we both heard Laurel's footsteps and voice coming back down the hall. She said goodbye to whomever she was on the phone with and hung up, then placed the phone in her pocket and looked at the two of us. I wondered if she'd have some choice words for her husband, who apparently saw fit to leave this college-aged woman tied nearly naked to their bed. Instead, she simply looked at me, then at Simon.

“Dear,” Simon said, something in his voice betraying an excitement and anticipation I couldn't remember hearing in his voice before, “it would seem our young Cara, here, has found herself in a situation she's rather ... okay with.”

I picked my head up to look more clearly at Laurel, then looked at Simon. My eyes were darting back and forth. Every muscle in my body tensed. I wasn't sure what was going on, and the uncertainty was killing me.

“Is that so?” Laurel said, her eyebrows raised as she walked into the room to stand beside the bed. She took a look at my heaving chest, my flushed skin and the glistening wetness of my pussy, then looked up at Simon. “Isn't that something? I think you might be right, dear.”

She looked down at me, a smile on her face.

“Well then, dear Cara, if you're up for it ... I think it would be a shame to waste this opportunity, don't you?”
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Everything froze. Including my breathing. It took me a few seconds to remember exactly how, and when it came back it was deep and frequent.

“Opp- ... opportunity?” I asked, the uncertainty in my voice overriding the anticipation I had welling up within me. I wasn't stupid — I could tell what they were getting at, and I'd been able to tell since Simon simply didn't bother untying me — but it seemed too good to be true, simply too incredible for my rational brain to accept. I wanted to hear it, straightforward and simple.

“Don't play coy with me, Cara,” Laurel said, her voice tinged not with anger or malice but rather with pleasure and acceptance. “I've seen the way you look at my husband. Seen the way you lust after him.”

“I—”

“And I can't blame you!” she continued. “He's quite the specimen. A beautiful man, if ever there were one. And he considers me to be a beautiful woman. We both cherish that, both appreciate it about one another, and both work hard to maintain the bodies and looks that keep us that pleased.”

I looked at Simon, who was looking at his wife longingly. I snuck a glance toward his crotch, which was bulging. He was obviously very, very turned on. I could see the faint outline of his thick, hard cock, and for a moment couldn't believe it was actually as large as it appeared. I tore my eyes away and placed them back on Mrs. Jensen, who was still talking.

“And one night, we figured ... why should we have all the fun?” she said with a small laugh. “I don't mind sharing Simon, and Simon doesn't mind sharing me. That applies to everything, including some of the ... kinkier ... things we like to do.”

Oh holy fuck, it really is going exactly where I think it is. How is this even possible?

“You might have been wondering where the boys got all this rope,” Simon said, gesturing toward the ropes that were still quite effectively holding me in place. “Simple answer is, they have a tendency to find and get into our stash of goodies. Terribly sorry you've become the victim of that, but, then again, you don't seem to mind too much.”

He punctuated that last statement with a glance toward my pussy, which was still every bit as wet and shining as it had been when they first walked in. I shifted in the ropes, wanting to feel their bite on my wrists and ankles again, praying this was not all just a dream.

“Which brings us to now,” Laurel said. “We're going to give you a choice.”

“A ... a choice?” I said, barely able to think straight.

“We can let you out right here and now,” she replied. “We'll pay you triple your normal rate tonight for your trouble, you can go back to the Arbor Forest dorms and we'll never speak of this again.”

The thought of making triple sounded pretty wonderful, but Mrs. Jensen's tone made me feel like whatever was coming next might somehow be even more wonderful.

“Or,” she continued, “I can leave to go pick up the kids from Ms. Mulready's house and take my sweet time, so that you and Simon can enjoy this little situation you've found yourself in.”

Oh holy shit.

“It's entirely up to you, dear,” she said. “We're not going to do anything you don't want to do, so make a decis—”

“Fuck me,” I blurted out, my eyes locked squarely on Simon. When he spun his head around to look at me, he was clearly surprised at my focus. I don't think either of them had expected me to be not only completely okay with this but eager and demanding that it get underway.

“Now that's what I like to hear,” Laurel said with a laugh. She leaned over and kissed Simon, then leaned down over the bed and kissed me. Her lips were warm and soft, and tasted faintly like strawberries. Her scent was intoxicating. I didn't typically find myself attracted to women, but in that moment Mrs. Jensen was a very fuckable lady.

“I'll be back in a good while,” she said, walking out the door. “You two take your time and enjoy yourselves.”

As her footsteps retreated down the hallway and the steps downstairs, I looked at Simon. He was looking at my body, running his one hand over it, feeling my smooth skin, taking in every inch of me that he could. I writhed gently under his touch, the anticipation welling within me like a great tide. I needed him. I wanted to feel him inside me.

The front door opened, then shut.

I was completely helpless, my shaved cunt open to anything and everything he could hope to offer.

And we were alone.
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“Now, then,” Simon said, his voice low and soothing as he leaned in close over me. I could smell him, smell his aftershave, the faintest scent of Mrs. Jensen's perfume. “I wonder how we might take advantage of this situation. Any suggestions?”

I bit my lip and arched my back, pulling hard on the restraints, wanting to give him all the access I could. I didn't have much movement to work with, though, and he seemed to admire that all the same.

“Those boys did a wonderful job,” he said. “If I didn't know better, I'd say they've been practicing. How do the ropes feel, Cara?”

I'd shut my eyes, losing myself in the absurd pleasure of the moment — but opened them again to answer Simon, looking him in the eyes, communicating my longing with every second we maintained contact.

“They feel wonderful, Mr. Jensen,” I said.

“Excellent,” he replied, and ran a hand along my torso, over my shirt. He fiddled around with the hem of the shirt, slipping a finger under it. Just the feel of that one finger on the bare skin of my tight stomach was enough to make me gasp and tighten up, the anticipation of the moment almost too much for me to bear.

“So sensitive,” he said. “So ready for me. Look at how wet you are, look at how desperately you want this.”

“I do,” I said between gasps. “I do want this, I want this so, so badly.”

He grabbed at the bottom of my shirt gently with both hands, and slowly began slipping it up the length of my torso. I had to arch my back to help him slide it up above my breasts, but he did so without trouble. He admired the view — admired the way my young breasts practically popped out of the bra they were in, partially because they were too big for the bra and partially because I'd been struggling wildly for a while before the Jensens had gotten back.

With one confident hand, he reached up and pulled down on the cups of my bra, pulling my breasts out.

I moaned deeply, as he brushed one of my nipples with his hand when he did it and the electric jolt it sent through my body was enough to get me going on an even higher level. I was entirely his. I couldn't move, I couldn't form coherent thoughts, and I had no control over what was going to happen. I didn't want it.

My breasts were exposed and pushed upright from below by the cups, the nipples hard and erect, pointing up at the ceiling, waiting for any kind of touch in much the same way my pussy waited. I writhed and wriggled in the bindings, certain that if nothing were done soon, I was simply going to burst.

“You seem so eager,” Simon muttered, and I moaned again in response. My lower lip was sore from all the biting I was doing, and that situation didn't get any better as he brought his face down to my bare stomach and kissed along it, planting gentle nipples and pecks all around my abs and ribs, moving the waistband of my dress down just slightly and kissing along the sensitive spot between my hipbones and my stomach. It made me shudder and quiver, made me long for him to go just a little further down.

I couldn't bear it, I couldn't handle the sensations rocketing through my nervous system. It wasn't fair. It wasn't fair that he should get to tease me this way and not bring me just a little bit further, give me just a little bit more. I grew impatient, desperately horny and incapable of controlling myself.

I pulled against the ropes, tried everything I could do to gain some bit of control, but was reminded yet again that the ropes were going to hold steady.

“Patience, Cara,” Simon whispered as he began to reposition himself. He was moving his body and legs between mine, crouching down, bringing his head closer and closer to my furled-up dress. I inhaled deeply and shut my eyes, knowing what was coming and endlessly grateful for the release I was about to experience.

The darkness of my eyelids made it so I couldn't be exactly sure when he was going to finally touch his tongue to my wet and eager folds, which meant when he finally did, it made me flinch and yelp. The surprise was quickly supplanted by completely and utter arousal, though, and an unbelievable tidal wave of warm pleasure that radiated throughout my body starting directly at my clit.

My entire body tensed, and I could feel the muscles tire as they pulled hard against the ropes, my back arching, my hips gyrating. I was doing everything I could to help Simon out, but he was showing me very plainly that he didn't need any help. His tongue was doing incredible things, magical things, things that only come with the experience and confidence of being an older man who still fucks regularly. There was a certitude to his every movement, and I was helpless at the breakwater of it as he lapped me up, tasted my juices and flicked his tongue over every powerfully sensitive millimeter of my pussy.

I moaned loudly, groaned, whimpered, thrashed. The pleasure was enormous and completely inescapable, the sort of thing I was so pleased to be experiencing that I didn't know how to reconcile it with how wholly overwhelming it was. He was a magician, he was a complete and absolute genius, he was lord and commander of my body and I was going to do whatever he wanted me to do, even if it meant just lying here and receiving whatever it was he was willing to give me.

The distant drumbeat of orgasm welled up within me, and I could feel it approaching with every second, the product of a cunnilingus technique more incredible and effective than any I'd ever felt. I craned my neck to look at him and he looked up at me, half his face obscured by my mound, the glistening shaved surface of it the altar upon which he'd rested the top half of his face.

God, he's so fucking gorgeous.

I thought perhaps he was simply going to lead me at this pace into the first orgasm, but I was taken pleasantly by surprise when he brought one of his arms up and gripped my bare breast, squeezing it and rolling the nipple around in his fingers, making the sensitive red pebble of flesh tingle and buzz with delight — and bringing me to an entirely new level, making me scream louder, making me writhe just a little bit harder. It was unfathomable, how well he seemed to know my body and its every need.

And yet, even as I was thinking that, his other hand was getting ready to deliver the real coup de grace: he slipped two — or what felt like two, anyway — fingers into my moist folds.

Were I not tied down, I'd have leapt right off the bed. It was that powerful. It was that immense. It rocked me that hard. I couldn't escape it, I couldn't even close my legs to it, and in a matter of seconds he'd gone from licking at my clit — which was wonderful in and of itself — to licking my clit, rubbing my breast and nipple, and thrusting fingers in and out of me, letting them explore my crevices, letting them get familiar with the warmth within.

To this point, I had been helpless. Only then did I truly understand what it meant.

The orgasm hit me like a runaway train and didn't at all cease when it realized I couldn't struggle and thrash enough to accommodate what it wanted my body to do. My every muscle tensed and released with a furor I'd never before experienced, as a wave of warmth and tingling shot out from my clit, down my nervous system and out of every pore, every hair, every single inch of skin exposed to this onslaught of pleasure. It was like an immense wall, one which I could never hope to scale, simply advancing, forever advancing, until finally it collapsed upon me and broke like a wave.

When it was finished, my neck was sore from keeping my head craned. I dropped my head back onto the bed, gasping for breath, shining and clingy with sweat.

“Holy ... shit ...” I gasped and gulped, and I heard Mr. Jensen laugh from his position — propped up between my legs, watching me cope with what he'd just unleashed.

“Th— ... thank you,” I whispered, and Simon began to get off the bed.

I looked at him, puzzled briefly about where he might be going, when I realized he was reaching for his belt buckle — situated quite ominously over the massive bulge in his pants.

“Well now, you don't have to thank me,” he said. “But I can think of a way you could.”
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He unbuckled but paused before actually taking the belt off, then reached up to begin unbuttoning his shirt. It came off quickly, revealing the white undershirt beneath — which clung to every bulge and ripple in his muscular torso as well as anything could, a fact that I admired from my position while also bathing in the orgasmic afterglow.

The undershirt came off and revealed a tanned and toned body free of blemish, the kind of thing I'd expect on a man half his age but was ecstatic and hopelessly aroused to see on Simon. He watched my reactions, took in my small writhings and struggles as he teased me just by undressing himself. Finally, his hands sunk back down to his belt buckle, and he began to remove his pants.

Everything came down in one swoop, and suddenly I could see everything — including that huge, throbbing cock. My mouth dropped open slightly as I watched it spring forth from his pants, unrestrained, incredible in length and girth. I'd never seen one that big in person, and I longed to wrap my hands around it, wrap my mouth around it and pump him until he exploded into the back of my throat. I wanted to run my hands along the length of him, feeling the bumps and ridges and veins and the throbbing heat of it ... I wanted to know everything there was to know about that cock, and wanted to do unspeakable things to it.

“Do you like what you see?” he said, watching me as I stared at his huge member.

“Absolutely,” I said, just now coming back down to earth from the incredible orgasm of earlier.

He walked over toward the foot of the bed, and squatted. I could feel the ropes around my ankles loosening slightly.

“I can't get to you the way I want to get to you with your legs tied down,” he said, standing with the ends of the ropes in his hands. My legs were still bound, but the other end of the ropes that had been holding them in place was now under his control. “I think this is going to be a much better solution. Don't you, Cara?”

I bit my lip again. “Yes, Mr. Jensen,” I said.

He climbed up onto the bed, and I watched his huge cock swish back and forth as he moved toward me. I brought my legs up, giving him as much access as I could, and as he approached to mount me he arched over me and pulled the ropes to bring my legs even further up toward my head.

“Tell me you want me to fuck you,” he said, his voice commanding and certain.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, the look in my eyes doing everything it could to convince him I knew precisely what I was asking for.

“How hard do you want me to fuck you?”

“I want you to fuck me harder than I've ever been fucked,” I said. “I want you to fuck me until I can't see straight. I want to feel every inch of you, hard. Over and over.”

“That's our girl,” he said. He slipped a few fingers into my pussy and I flinched and gasped, but they were gone just as quickly — used only to lubricate his cock before he got ready to fill me with it. Once that was done, he prepared himself to enter me and I braced myself for his force.

When he did plunge into me, it was perhaps the single most impressively filling and immense thing I'd ever felt. It stretched me, did things to me I wasn't aware I could do, poked at depths I'd never understood myself to possess. I yelped and moaned, which quickly turned into screaming, the pleasure taking me over entirely as he thrusted hard. His tight abs and musculature slammed into me over and over, pushing me hard into the bed as my mouth hung agape and my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

It was a furious kind of fuck that I'd never felt before. Much like his tongue, Simon's cock was as confident and powerful as anything I'd ever experienced. Between flashes of blinding orgasmic bliss, I thought about all of those other boys in college who would suddenly seem so disappointing. I thought of their hangups, their inabilities to please me in the way I was being pleased right then and there, on the Jensens' bed. 

So much time wasted with so many guys who could never hope to fuck me the way I really wanted to be fucked. So much time wasted never experiencing anything like this.

The entire bed creaked and groaned under the strain of it, the power of it making the headboard slam into the wall over and over. Before, when I was struggling on the bed before Simon and Laurel had gotten home, I worried about my struggling pushing the headboard into the wall and making marks. Only then did I realize the headboard probably hit the wall nightly in this house, and with considerable force.

I watched as his every muscle tensed and rolled under his skin, surging like boiling water. A sheen of sweat formed on him and mingled with mine, and together we were a giant, convulsing, overheated pile of limbs and flesh, ticking away like a metronome and communicating through grunts and moans. We were unstoppable, but I was just along for the ride.

When Simon's thrusts got harder and more pronounced, I realized he may be about to come. The look on his face — the eyes slammed tightly shut, the teeth gritted — told me that was exactly what was happening.

“Come all over me!” I blurted, desperate to feel the heat and stickiness of his load on my flesh.

He obliged, taking a few more thrusts before groaning loudly and pulling out, his huge, throbbing cock shooting jets of his sticky, white cum all over my stomach and legs. Some of it reached my breasts, sinking down between them and losing itself in the crevice.

With a few last great gasps and one groaning sigh, Simon collapsed onto the bed next to me. We lay there together, immobilized by sexual fatigue, looking up at the ceiling.

“That was fucking incredible,” I gasped a minute or two later, only then coming back to reality.

“It truly was,” Simon replied. We looked at one another and smiled. He planted a kiss on my forehead, which was no doubt slick with sweat.

Suddenly, I remembered precisely how I got into this situation in the first place — and that they might be coming back shortly.

“Do we have to get moving?” I asked. “Your kids will be back soon, won't they?”

Simon chuckled. “Sure,” he said, “but Laurel's going to want in on some of this fun herself, and I'd hate to short her on that.”

I was confused.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Simon stood, then walked over to the bedroom door. He closed it just as I heard the front door open. A bunch of footsteps romped inside and up the stairs as Simon turned around and put one finger over his lips. He calmly walked back to the bed and lay down next to me once more.

“I'd hate for Laurel to feel left out,” he said, “so I was hoping you could stick around for a while longer.”

I blinked, completely flabbergasted by what he was offering.

“If you think I was good at going down on you, you have no idea what you're in for with her,” he said with a smile.

I smiled back.

“I think that sounds good,” I said.

“Wonderful,” Simon replied, and together we waited for his wife to walk in.
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