
  
    
      
    
  



    
        
          Training the Soccer Mom

        

        
        
          Manus Dare

        

        
          Published by Manus Dare, 2023.

        

    


Copyright © 2023 by Manus Dare

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

1

[image: image]


Jessie Thompson stood at the edge of the soccer field, her heart heavy with a mixture of yearning and frustration. The sun was setting, casting warm hues across the grass, yet she barely registered the beauty of the scene. Scott, her husband, had missed Timmy's match once again, leaving her to stand alone on the sidelines as other parents chattered and cheered. In her early 30s, Jessie was a vision of elegance and poise, her long brown hair cascading in gentle waves down her back with blue eyes that most men would find beautiful, but it had been a long time since Scott noticed.

She forced a smile on her face as she watched the children play. Her gaze repeatedly drifted toward Logan Matthews, the young college student who coached her son's soccer camp during the summer months. Even from afar, his charm was palpable; he moved with an easy grace, his laughter warm and infectious. He was, quite simply, beautiful – muscles rippling beneath his tanned skin, golden hair glinting in the sunlight. His face could have graced an underwear ad, with high cheekbones and piercing green eyes that could capture her attention from far across the field.

"Great job out there, Timmy!" Logan called to her seven-year-old, jogging toward them after the match had ended. His voice was rich and smooth, like melted chocolate, causing a shiver to run down Jessie's spine.

"Thanks, Coach!" Timmy beamed, his cheeks flushed with exertion.

"Your son's got some real talent," Logan said, turning his attention to Jessie. She felt a flutter in her stomach as his eyes took in her body, then settled those green eyes on her. "He takes after his mom, I'm guessing." There was a teasing lilt in his tone, his eyes lingering on her for just a moment too long.

"Oh, I don't know," Jessie smiled coyly, her pulse quickening at the flirtatious undertone in his words. "I've never been much for sports myself."

"Really?" Logan asked, his gaze lingering on her, taking in every curve, every breath she took. "I find that hard to believe. You seem like someone who knows how to handle herself."

A blush crept across Jessie's cheeks as she imagined what it might be like to have Logan's strong hands guiding her body, awakening desires she'd long since buried beneath the responsibilities of marriage and motherhood. It was a tantalizing thought, one she couldn't resist indulging in - if only for a moment.

Logan grinned, and Jessie realized she had been staring at the young man for too long. She should look away, she knew, but there was something magnetic about him that made it impossible to tear her gaze away.

Logan ignored her distress and looked over her shoulder at the gathering crowd.

"No, Mr. Thompson?" Logan asked.

"No, he had to work, unfortunately." Jessie hugged Timmy to her side and fought the familiar sense of frustration she got when she was forced to make excuses for her husband.

"That's too bad," Logan said, his eyes never leaving her face. "If I had a family like yours, I'd never leave your side, Mrs. Thompson."

The words were innocent enough, but Logan's gentle reproof and the way his low voice purred suggestively, Jessie got the distinct impression that Logan would like nothing better than to be by her side and, maybe, so much more.

The wife and mother's heart raced, each beat a thud against the cage of her ribs. She felt alive in a way she hadn't in years. The sensation was both thrilling and terrifying.

"Call me Jessie, please," she replied, and held out her hand, struggling to keep her voice steady. "It was nice talking to you, Logan."

"Likewise... Jessie," He flashed her a devastatingly charming smile, took her fingers in his strong hand and shocked her when he held them up to his lips. Before she could chide him, he laughed like a boy, turned around and ran back to the field.

"Why did Logan kiss your hand?" Timmy asked. "Yuck!"

"He was just being nice," Jessie said, her fingers burning from his kiss. "Come on, Champ. Let's get home."

As they walked off the field, Jessie couldn't help but look over her shoulder and watch Logan lope across the field. Her thoughts swirled with confusion and desire, guilt gnawing at the edges of her conscience. She had never spoken to him directly before, yet now that she had, the magnetic pull between them felt undeniable. She wondered what it would be like to feel that passion, to surrender to the lust the way she had when she and Scott were young and first in love.

But she couldn't, she told herself sternly as she gathered her things and ushered Timmy toward the car. She was a married woman, a mother – she had responsibilities, a life she couldn't risk destroying for a fleeting moment of pleasure. Yet even as she repeated the mantra to herself, driving away from the soccer field, she couldn't forget the way Logan's eyes had lingered on her and the unspoken invitation that hung heavy in the air between them.
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Logan's hips thrust rhythmically, his toned body glistening with sweat as he claimed another man's wife. The hunger in his eyes was unmistakable, a primal craving to dominate and conquer, to assert his prowess over the unsuspecting husbands of these vulnerable women.

The back of Vanessa Hart's minivan had never seen such carnal abandon. The cramped space was filled with the intoxicating scent of their lust, their breath mingling in the humid air. With each thrust of Logan's powerful body, the family vehicle rocked back and forth, the extra soccer balls bouncing around. Vanessa moaned as her son's soccer cleat hit her head and Logan suppressed a laugh. The wife and mother was so far gone, she didn't even feel it.

"You like that cock, Mrs. Hart?"

The redheaded wife and mother moaned, the same way she always did when Logan used her married name. She didn't like to be reminded that she was cheating on her husband, but Logan didn't give a fuck. Her anguish only made his lust more powerful. He dug his fingers into the plump flesh of her ass, splitting her ass cheeks so he could see the cherry bud of her ass as he took her from behind. Vanessa sobbed with pleasure and pain, her face rubbing against the floor of the van. Her kid's cleat dug into her scalp.

"Tell me you like that cock, Mrs. Hart!" Logan grunted again and slapped her round ass hard, making her cry out as the livid red print of his hand appeared on her cheek, his brand now visible on the wife's body.

"Yes!" Vanessa moaned. "It's the best I've ever had!"

"Better than your limp dick husband?"

"Yes! You know it is, you bastard!"

Logan grinned. He liked coaching soccer for the young kids of Hilldale. It was a rich community and, with the husbands off to work in the city, they left behind a bevy of beautiful, needy housewives. Logan took a special pleasure in seducing and dominating loving wives and mothers.

"Good," he growled, driving into her harder quivering cunt. "This is what happens when you let a real man fuck you."

Every inch of the confined space was consumed by a thick musk, and his hard thrusts made the van's shocks creak and groan in protest. The windows fogged over with his heavy growls and Vanessa's loud moans. The married mother's anguished sobs of lust were swallowed up by the wet smacks of her ass hitting the hard muscles of Logan's abdomen. Logan relished the feel of the redhead's soft flesh yielding to his lust, giving into his power. As the windows fogged up, the world outside ceased to exist, hiding the quivering woman as she submitted to the powerful young man while her family enjoyed the soccer game up at the field, unaware of their wife and mother giving up her body to him like a little slut.

"Ah... I can't believe we're doing this," Vanessa panted, her nails digging into the floor of the van. "It's so wrong!"

"It is," Logan leaned over her sweating, trembling body and hissed poison into her ear. "You're just a cheating little mommy now!"

Vanessa groaned again, but that groan turned into a desperate cry of ecstasy as her body thrashed under him, her will crumbling under his savage thrusts and the constant barrage of humiliation. Logan growled in triumph: There was no better thrill than making a wife and mother come like a fountain while thinking about the family she was betraying.

"Oh, God!" Vanessa cried as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy clenched around Logan's thick cock. He gritted his teeth at her unexpected strength. It always amazed him that a woman who had given birth could still be so tight, her body adjusting itself to be seeded again and again, as nature had intended.

Logan groaned, nearly losing his control as Vanessa Hart thrashed on his cock like a speared fish, her voluptuous flesh quivering as she rode out her orgasm on the dirty floor of her van.

There was one thing Logan had never attained, a reward for his prowess that meant more to him than anything else in the world. To plant his seed inside another man's wife would be the ultimate thrill. To watch her belly grow round and fat with his baby while her husband remained ignorant, raising Logan's child as if it was his own. 

Like a real cuckoo, Logan thought with a grim smile. A true cuckold. 

"I want to come inside you, Vanessa," Logan grunted, the thought making his balls tighten, just thinking of his baby growing in the wife's belly.

"No!" Vanessa moaned. "I can't! I can't do that!"

Logan bit back his frustration. He wanted it so much, but he couldn't allow himself his reward without the young wife's permission. If he got her pregnant, she might tell her husband who the real father was, and that would ruin everything. No, he needed Vanessa to submit. It was the ultimate test of her desire for him, and she was failing.

"Please, don't stop," Vanessa begged, bringing Logan back to the moment.

"Tell me what you want," Logan commanded, his voice icy.

"More... I need more of you," she moaned, completely lost in the moment.

"Ask and you shall receive," he promised, increasing his pace, his own release imminent. "I want you to remember this when you're with your husband tonight."

As their bodies reached a fever pitch, Vanessa's pleading cries filled the car, echoing through the confined space like a symphony of sin. And even as Logan succumbed to the primal urges that drove him, he couldn't hold back his lewd desire. If Vanessa wouldn't give up her womb, he would just have to fuck her until she could no longer resist.

"Tell me how much you want me," Logan demanded.

"Please... I need you," Vanessa whimpered, her cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and shame. Logan could see her mind racing with thoughts of her husband and son, but her body betrayed her, responding passionately to Logan's expert fucking.

"Your husband never satisfies you like this, does he?" Logan taunted as he increased the intensity of his movements. Vanessa's breath hitched, both from the pleasure he was giving her and the humiliation of admitting the truth.

"Never," she whispered, tears pricking the corners of her eyes.

"He can't give you what I can give you," Logan replied, a wicked smile spreading across his face.

"Nooo!" Vanessa's head rolled back and forth. Despite her lust for him, she wasn't truly his, and he growled with frustration, driving his hard cock harder inside of her, no longer caring about the wife's pain or pleasure.

"Imagine your husband coming to the van and finding us like this," Logan spat, his voice cruel. "How do you think he'd feel, seeing his precious wife begging for another man?"

"Stop," Vanessa choked out, but her protests were feeble, her body betraying her by arching further into Logan's embrace.

"Too late now, slut!" Logan growled, smirking down at her. "You're mine."

Logan watched with pleasure as the wife writhed on the dirty floor of the minivan, a mixture of guilt, shame, and desire spiraling through her voluptuous body. Logan felt her body tense, and he knew that despite the pain, she was going to come on his cock.

Logan pulled out, watching Vanessa moaning desperately, ass writhing in the air, trying to find the pleasure that he withheld.

"Nooo!" she whined. "Why?"

"I told you. I want to come inside you." Logan teased her pussy with his fat tip, then withdrew his cock, holding it just out of reach.

"Please!" Vanessa moaned. "I can't! My husband... he has a vasectomy! He'd leave me if I got pregnant."

Logan hesitated, his cock throbbing in his hand. There was her answer. She needed her husband more than she wanted him. Not that Logan wanted to take care of a child, he would make a horrible father. It was the idea of making a true cuckold, of his child being raised by a rich, unsuspecting husband that truly made this all worth it.

Vanessa was the wrong mother.

"I see," he grunted. "Good girl. Thank you for telling me, slut!"

With that, Logan hammered his cock back into the wife and mother's pussy. Amidst the frenzy of his lust, Logan thought about Jessie, her long, dark hair and the way her eyes had sparked with excitement when he spoke to her. 

She was ripe for him to take, a fertile vessel that might bear the weight of his sinful offering. As he thrust into Vanessa, his mind focused on the image of Jessie Thompson. The way her long brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her delicate face, and her captivating smile that hinted at an untapped reservoir of passion. His desire for Jessie renewed his lust, driving him to take Vanessa more forcefully, to dominate her completely.

"Please, Logan... I need you," Vanessa whimpered, lost in the throes of ecstasy as the sensations of his cock stabbing into her core overwhelmed her senses.

Vanessa's desperation excited Logan even more, but it was the thought of seducing Jessie, of conquering yet another man's wife, that edged him closer to climax. He imagined the taste of her lips, the feel of her body pressed against his, and the forbidden thrill of taking what was not his to claim.

"Jessie," he whispered under his breath, barely audible, as he drove himself deeper into Vanessa.

"Wh-what?" Vanessa stammered, momentarily shaken from her lustful haze by the mention of another woman's name.

"Nothing," Logan replied quickly, hiding his true thoughts behind a smile. "Focus on the here and now, you slutty little mommy. What would your son think of his mommy?"

Vanessa moaned with a fresh wave of anguished guilt as Logan sent the image of her son careening through the mother's brain. It urged him on and Logan gripped the mother's arms, pulling them straight back and using them as leverage to hammer inside her body. He looked down at her curled fist; the wedding ring her poor husband had slipped on her finger flashing in the dim light. The sight of this symbol, rendered meaningless by his cock plowing the married woman's hungry cunt, sent a thrill of lust burning through Logan's body. He was close, but he wasn't done with Vanessa. Not quite yet.

"I want you to think about this cock when you're with your husband," he hissed. "I want you to remember my cock in your cunt when you kiss your son goodnight."

"Oh, God! Stop!" Vanessa cried, but her body told a different story. Her ass hammered backward, twerking desperately against Logan's body, meeting his thrusts with her round ass. Not only did she not want him to stop, she was fucking him back, despite the treachery and guilt in her heart. "Oh God! I'm cumming!"

"Yes, come for me, bitch! Fucking come on my cock, Mommy! Do it, Mommy!"

The name reserved for her child bellowed with such force from Logan's lips sent the desperate wife into an uncontrollable frenzy. Her body detonated, writhing violently on the floor of the van as if she were possessed by a demon. A random soccer ball flew in all directions from her thrashing limbs, bouncing off her nose and landing in the front of the van.

Logan groaned, his cock throbbing with lust. The anger at being denied Vanessa's womb overwhelmed him, and he decided to assert his dominance in a different way. Grasping a handful of red hair, he forced her to her back, making her look up at him.

"Open your mouth," he commanded, his voice husky and thick with lust.

Confusion and humiliation flickered across Vanessa's face, but she obeyed, parting her lips as she stared up at him. Logan gripped her left hand, the one with her wedding ring, and placed the palm against her cheek. With a final growl, Logan spurted his load onto her face and hand, the hot ropes of milky jizz splattering across her cheeks and coating her wedding with his slimy lust. Vanessa's moans were a mixture of disgust and desire as Logan painted her face and ring with his cum, marking her as his conquest.

"Swallow it," he ordered.

Vanessa hesitated for a moment before complying, the taste of him invading every corner of her mouth as she fought the urge to gag. Logan could see that she felt both disgusted and aroused, a potent cocktail of emotions that sent her mind reeling.

"Good girl," Logan murmured, his fingers stroking her cheek affectionately as he admired the mess he'd made of her pretty face and the thick, white cum dripping off her diamond ring. His thoughts still lingered on Jessie, the woman who might be able to fulfill all of his lewd desires. But for now, Vanessa was his to control, and he reveled in his power over her.

Vanessa lay there, her face flushed and sticky, the taste of Logan's seed still clinging to her tongue. She looked at her hand and moaned at the thick cum dripping off the tarnished symbol of love and loyalty.

She swallowed hard, trying to rid herself of the shame and, despite her obvious anguish, she looked up at Logan with wide, adoring eyes. 

"When can I see you again?" she asked, her breathless voice tinged with desperation.

Logan leaned back against the minivan's seat, his chest heaving from exertion as he considered her question. He felt the thrill of conquest coursing through him, the satisfaction of having once again seduced and dominated another man's wife. But that thrill receded quickly, tempered by the knowledge that it wasn't enough, that it would never be enough.

"I don't know," he replied finally, his voice indifferent. "I'm pretty busy these days."

"Please," Vanessa begged, her sticky fingers reaching out to trace the contours of his muscular arm. "I need you, Logan. You make me feel better than my husband never does."

Logan watched her fingers dance along his skin, focusing on the coated wedding ring that had suddenly lost its luster. He felt the heat of his lust even as his thoughts turned inward. It was intoxicating, this power he held over her, but it paled in comparison to the allure of the next target. As much as he enjoyed conquering Vanessa,, the thought of what he really needed made him yearn for his next target.

"Like I said, I'll have to see," he repeated, brushing her hand away with a dismissive gesture. The disappointment that flickered across Vanessa's features only added fuel to his desire, the knowledge that he had so thoroughly ensnared her fed his own ego. He should be feeling guilt and shame for what he'd done, but all he felt was triumph.

"Clean yourself up," he instructed, pulling his pants back on and straightening his clothing. "The game is almost over, and you don't want your husband and son to find you like this, do you?"

Vanessa's eyes filled with tears as she reached for a discarded tissue, wiping away the evidence of their liaison with shaky hands. The thought of her family's imminent arrival only served to heighten the mix of emotions roiling inside her – desire and guilt, pleasure and shame. But as she looked at Logan, the man who had awakened something dark and primal within her, she knew that she would risk it all just to be with him again.

"Promise me you'll call," she whispered, her voice breaking as she struggled to compose herself.

Logan nodded, his expression unreadable as he watched her clean up the mess he'd made of her. He didn't know when or if he'd see her again, but for now, the memory of their encounter would have to be enough.

"Maybe," was all he said, before stepping out of the minivan and leaving her alone with her thoughts, her shame, and the lingering taste of him on her lips.
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Jessie was at the kitchen window a few days later, washing dishes. The sun was an orange-red ball sinking behind the trees, casting warm, golden rays upon her face. Suddenly, she felt a jolt of excitement as a car she didn't recognize pulled into the driveway.

The driver, however, she recognized easily, because he had been in her thoughts ever since Timmy's soccer match. Her heart pounded in her chest with a mixture of anticipation and fear as Logan stepped out of the vehicle with the grace of a panther, his muscular physique clear beneath his tight-fitting shirt. The soccer equipment he held made it clear that his visit was related to Timmy, but Jessie couldn't shake the feeling that there might be more to this unannounced visit.

"Mom, is that Coach Logan?" Timmy's excited voice broke her reverie.

Jessie forced a smile, trying to ignore the fluttering in her stomach. "Yes, sweetie. I guess he's here to drop off some equipment for tomorrow's game."

"Can I go outside and play with him? Please, Mom?" Timmy pleaded, his eyes wide with excitement.

"Sure," Jessie murmured, her voice barely audible. She watched as her son bounded out the door, a bundle of youthful energy, and Jessie envied him his innocence.

Jessie followed her son outside as Logan made it to the steps of her front porch.

"Mrs. Thompson, I hope you don't mind me dropping by like this." 

The sound of Logan's deep voice made Jessie's heart flutter. She knew it was wrong, but she couldn't deny the electricity that seemed to hum between them. Something in his presence pulled at the primal need inside of her, something that had been dormant for a long time. As much as she wanted to ignore it, the young mother couldn't ignore the primal call of unspoken desire.

"Of course not, Logan," Jessie replied, her voice barely a whisper. "Timmy seems eager to practice with you."

"Mind if I join him for a bit?" Logan asked, his eyes locked on hers, a knowing smile playing on his lips.

"Go ahead," Jessie said, her voice wavering slightly. She walked inside and back to the sink, trying to focus on the mundane task of doing dishes and preparing dinner, but her thoughts were consumed by the young man in her front yard.

The sun cast a warm glow on Logan's tanned skin as he effortlessly dribbled the soccer ball, his muscular legs propelling him across the lawn with enviable grace. Jessie couldn't tear her eyes away from the scene unfolding before her, the heat of desire pooling low in her belly. Timmy laughed, his young voice filled with delight as he tried to keep up with Logan, who was clearly holding back to allow her son the chance to feel like a real competitor.

"Mom, did you see that?" Timmy called out, his face flushed with excitement. "Logan showed me how to do a step-over!"

"Great job, honey," Jessie replied, her voice barely audible over the thundering pulse in her ears. The sight of Logan's sweat-dampened shirt clinging to his sculpted chest sent shivers down her spine and she squeezed her thighs together, desperate for relief from the ache within her. She knew it was wrong, so very wrong, but the yearning inside her could not be denied.

"Alright, Timmy," Jessie said finally, her voice carrying an edge of desperation. "It's time to go upstairs and wash up for dinner."

"Aw, Mom!" Timmy protested, but she fixed him with a stern look and he relented, trudging up the steps and into the house.

Once Timmy was out of sight, Logan approached Jessie, his predatory gaze making her breath hitch in her throat. Jessie backed into the kitchen and bumped against the breakfast table in the corner.

"Do... do you want some water?" Jessie asked, searching for something, anything, to break the tension.

"I'm not thirsty," Logan smiled. "Are you thirsty, Jessie?"

"I... I don't know what you mean—" 

Logan stepped forward, pressing his hard body against hers, and forced her lips in a searing kiss. Jessie wanted to resist, wanted to push him away, but the raw lust that he had inspired coursed through her body like wildfire. When his tongue split her lips, she moaned in protest yet allowed him to explore her mouth, tasting the forbidden thrill kissing a man who was definitely not her husband. She was torn between her desire for him and the shame her need inspired.

"Jessie," Logan murmured between kisses, "you drive me crazy."

As if on cue, Timmy's footsteps echoed down the stairs, and Logan abruptly broke the kiss, leaving Jessie breathless and disoriented against the table. She stumbled to the sink, her hands shaking as she tried to wash the vegetables for dinner, but her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

"Mom, can I go play at Mike's? I want to show him my step-over," Timmy asked as he came into the kitchen, his eyes pleading for permission.

Jessie hesitated, glancing at the clock.

"It's almost time for dinner," she said, her voice wavering with uncertainty.

"Let him go, Jessie," Logan interjected smoothly, his blue eyes locked on hers. "You and I need to talk."

She looked from Logan to her son, her heart pounding in her chest as a mix of desire and dread threatened to consume her. With a small nod, she acquiesced, watching as Timmy disappeared through the screen door, leaving her alone with the man who made her body burn with forbidden passion.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind Timmy, Jessie tried to regain some semblance of control. "Logan, we can't do this," she whispered, her voice shaking. "I'm married, and you're...you're..."

"Exactly what you need," he finished, stepping closer until their bodies were mere inches apart. His hand reached out to caress her cheek, his touch igniting a fire that spread like wildfire through her veins. "I know you want me, Jessie. And I want you too."

Jessie struggled against the onslaught of emotions, desperately clinging to the last shreds of her resolve. But as Logan smiled knowingly and dropped to his knees before her, her body trembled with desire. He lifted her skirt with slow, deliberate movements, his fingers tracing tantalizing patterns along her trembling thighs as she involuntarily leaned back against the breakfast table.

"Logan, please, don't!" she begged, her voice barely audible. 

"Shh," he murmured, his hot breath fanning over the apex of her thighs, making her gasp at the sensation. "Just let go, Jessie. Let me show you how good this can be."

As Logan's tongue delved between her thighs, his lips kissed the swollen lips of her pussy from bottom to top, splitting the dripping cleft with the tip of his tongue. Jessie bit her lip to stifle the moans that threatened to escape, but her thighs spread slightly, a silent invitation for more. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the edge of the table and pulled inward sharply. Her eyes squeezed shut as Logan pressed two thick fingers inside her, stroking in and out in a rhythm made for losing yourself. His soft, wet lips wrapped around the swollen bud of her clitoris and tugged softly, then harder; his tongue flicked over the sensitive nub once, twice, three times.

"Logan! Oh, God! I can't!" she moaned, but Logan was not listening. He continued plunging his fingers into the wife, his fingers working in concert with his mouth. How? How could a young man be doing this to her when her own husband barely went down on her anymore? The thought only brought up the image of Scott's face, smiling as he left for work that morning. And Timmy! Oh God! What if Timmy came home! 

None of that stopped Logan's expert sucking of her clit, or his fingers curling up inside of her cunt, probing the spongy roof of her pussy. Suddenly, Jessie yelped and her body shook against the breakfast table like a thousand volts of electricity had shot through her sensitive nerve endings. What was that? What had he touched?

Even as her mind searched for an answer, Logan rubbed again and again on that spot, mercilessly working the young mother into a lather of confused lust. It had been too long since she'd been touched like this. Even when she had sex, it never felt like this, so exciting and out of control. She didn't know how Logan could know her own body better than she did, but it didn't matter, because the young bastard kept pushing and pushing, working Jessie to her limit.

But Logan's relentless assault on Jessie's body did not let up, blasting away rational thought and dragging her down into the swirling abyss of pleasure. As the last reserves of her strength gave out, Jessie surrendered to her forbidden lust; her body convulsing as the orgasm tore through her and she slumped against the tabletop, her body suddenly weak.

In that moment, guilt and shame were forgotten, lost in the haze of desire that clouded her mind.

As Jessie's ragged breathing slowed, she felt the warmth of Logan's gaze on her. He rose slowly from his knees, his face dripping with her juices. His eyes never left hers as he pushed her back onto the breakfast table. The smooth tabletop pressed against her back, a stark reminder of the domestic space she was violating with every moment she let this young man touch her.

"Jessie," he murmured, his hands on her thighs, spreading them wide as he stepped closer. "Look at me."

Her eyes were drawn to the bulge in his pants, and as he unbuttoned them, she couldn't help but compare him to her husband. A wave of disbelief washed over her when Logan finally revealed his engorged cock - it was so much bigger than Scott's!

"Logan..." she whispered, caught between guilt and desire. Her traitorous body ached for him, even as her mind screamed in protest.

"Tell me, Jessie," he commanded, his voice low and seductive, "Tell me I'm bigger than your husband."

Her heart raced as she stared into his eyes and felt the force of his presence. She wanted to turn away, but her body seemed to have a mind of its own, propelled by an unstoppable desire for him.

"You're... you're bigger than Scott," she whispered in disbelief, both terrified and excited at the same time.

A triumphant smile spread across Logan's face as he positioned himself between her legs. "That's what I wanted to hear."

Before she had time to process the implications of her confession, Logan drove his cock into her. Jessie cried out in pain as the hard flesh stretched her to the point of tearing. She'd never had sex with a cock this big and it felt more like a violation than an act of love. 

Logan saw her pain, gritted his teeth, and pulled back an inch, then slowly worked his thick monster back into her swollen pussy. The young wife moaned, her head rolling back and forth on the breakfast table, swooning with pain and pleasure as the young man worked her pussy open, forcing her to accept his throbbing flesh. The pain eased and Jessie became aware of a feeling of being full, so full she couldn't tell where her body ended and Logan's began. His pulse was her pulse, his flesh was her flesh. 

She had never been so connected to another man in her life, and it wasn't her husband.

"You are so tight!" Logan grunted, working in and out of the wife's writhing body. "Your husband must really have a small dick.

"Oh, God! Please, don't mention my husband!" Jessie cried. "Please!"

Logan bent over the helpless young wife, his hard body pressing her down onto the table. His face was inches from her own and, when he spoke, she felt the moist wet heat of his breath on her face.

"Why not, Jessie?" Logan murmured cruelly. "Why shouldn't I mention your husband? Aren't you thinking of him right now?"

"Oh, God!" Jessie whimpered, but she was thinking of Scott even though she didn't want to. She was thinking of him sitting at this same table that morning, drinking his coffee while she made breakfast. Her ass, dripping with her juices, was sliding around the same place where her son ate his eggs.

But all that was gone now. This special place, this family place, was now tainted as Logan pulled his cock all the way out, then stabbed deep inside the desperate wife's body. The pain was gone, replaced by that glorious feeling of being filled to her limit with another man's cock, of being stroked in places that had never been touched by any man's cock. 

The breakfast table shook beneath her, a cacophony of rattling dishes echoing through the room. Each thrust sent shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through her body.

"Logan, please," she whimpered, though whether it was for him to stop or continue, even she couldn't say. But her plea went unheeded as he continued his relentless assault on her senses, driving her closer and closer to the edge of oblivion.

"Come for me, Jessie," he growled in her ear, his grip tightening on her hips as he pounded into her. "Just let go!"

Her thoughts of Scott and Timmy blurred, replaced by the searing heat of Logan's body against hers. She clung to him, nails digging into his strong shoulders as another orgasm ripped through her, leaving her breathless and trembling.

Jessie's chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, the echoes of her orgasm still reverberating through her body. Her limbs trembled, exhausted from being pushed to their absolute limits. Logan's desire and dominance had unleashed something within her, a primal force that refused to be tamed.

"Look at me, Jessie," Logan commanded, his voice dark and filled with lust. He withdrew from her, his cock glistening with their combined arousal. As she weakly raised her head to meet his gaze, he stroked himself, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

"Open your mouth, beautiful," he instructed, his voice urgent. Jessie obeyed, her eyes locked with his as he stepped around the table. She watched, mesmerized, as the instrument that had just given her so much pleasure was now aimed directly at her face. As he stroked, Logan opened up her blouse and freed her lush tits, squeezing the flesh and pinching her rock hard nipples. She moaned and closed her eyes just as she felt the first slash of hot, sticky jizz hit her face. There was no time to recoil, no time to protest, as rope after rope coated her cheeks and chin. Finally, he shoved his sticky cock into her open mouth, forcing her to taste their combined juices.

"Clean it, Jessie," he demanded, the thrill of control evident in his voice. The taste was bitter and pungent, but not unpleasant. His sweat clung to his torso and neck, a salty sting that mixed in with the taste of his cum as he shoved his cock down her throat. Despite her overwhelming shame, she lovingly swirled her tongue around him, driven by a need she could not comprehend and could no longer resist.

Logan finally released her, stepping back to admire the sight before him: the beautiful wife and mother, face coated with the sticky evidence of their lust.

"Beautiful," he said with pride in his voice, but as Jessie peered through gummy lids, he sensed her vulnerability.

"Jessie..." he murmured, his voice unexpectedly gentle. He retrieved a damp cloth and began to wipe her face clean, each stroke a promise that he would care for her, even amidst the chaos he had created. As he tenderly removed the last traces of cum, tears welled up in Jessie's eyes.

"Hey, don't cry," Logan whispered, brushing away the fresh tears streaming down her cheeks. "You needed this, to be touched, desired... and if your useless husband can't do that for you, then I'm more than happy to step in."

Jessie sobbed, torn between her guilt and the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Logan leaned in, pressing his lips against her forehead, a gesture of both comfort and possession.

***
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IN THE WAKE OF THEIR frenzied consummation, Jessie stared at her reflection in the kitchen window, watching as the last rays of sunlight danced across her flushed cheeks. Her heart still raced, and phantom echoes of Logan's touch lingered on her trembling skin, a tantalizing mixture of pleasure and shame.

"Jessie," Logan called softly from behind her, his presence a reminder of the forbidden lust she had just indulged. She didn't turn around, afraid that if she looked into his eyes, the intensity of her emotions would rise to the surface once more.

"Please... just go," she whispered, her voice cracking. Jessie fought the urge to reach out for him, to let herself be comforted.

"Hey," he murmured, placing a warm hand on her shoulder. The touch sent shivers down her spine, and despite herself, she leaned into it ever so slightly. "I know you want me. Just remember how good it felt when I was inside you."

"Good?" Jessie scoffed, tears threatening to spill from her eyes. "What does that matter when I've betrayed my family like this?"

"Because sometimes, what we need isn't the same as what others want for us," Logan said, his voice firm. "And if Scott can't fulfill your needs, then maybe it's time to find someone who can."

"Stop it," Jessie snapped, wrenching herself away from his touch. She couldn't deny the truth in his words – the undeniable allure of being desired, wanted, needed. But she couldn't bring herself to embrace it, either.

"Jessie," Logan said, his tone more insistent now. "You deserve to be wanted."

"Deserve? I don't deserve anything!" Her voice hitched, but she caught herself before she could cry again. She was a big girl. She had to deal with the consequences of her actions.

"Jessie," he repeated, his voice a soothing balm amidst the chaos of her thoughts. "You deserve more than you think. But it's up to you to let yourself have it."

As Logan's words echoed in her mind, Jessie grappled with the tumultuous emotions that warred within her – guilt and desire, shame and longing, loyalty and infidelity. She knew she couldn't deny the truth of what they had shared, the raw intensity of their connection. But neither could she ignore the consequences of her actions, the potential devastation that lay in the wake of their forbidden tryst.

"Just go!" she said finally, unable to articulate the storm raging inside her and too tired to argue. "You have to leave. Scott and Timmy will be home soon."

"Take your time, Jessie," Logan said softly, stepping away from her. "I'll be here when you're ready."

And as Jessie stood alone in the fading twilight, her heart aching with both the thrill of newfound pleasure and the burden of her guilt, she couldn't help but wonder if she would ever truly be ready to face the treacherous nature of her desires.
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The sun was gone by the time Jessie finished dinner and anxiously awaited her husband's return. She nervously smoothed down her silk blouse and adjusted the diamond pendant around her neck; an anniversary gift from Scott that seemed to burn against her chest like an accusation. The door opened, and there he stood, his graying hair disheveled from a long day at the office.

"Scott!" Jessie exclaimed, forcing a smile as she met him at the entrance. Her heart hammered in her chest, the guilt of her affair with Logan threatening to consume her. She wrapped her arms around him and pressed her lips to his, tasting the lingering saltiness of Logan's kiss still on her tongue. Pulling away, she tried to ignore the sickening churn of her stomach.

"Mom! Dad!" Timmy burst into the room, his eyes wide with excitement. "Coach Logan came by today! He gave me some extra soccer tips and said I'm doing great!"

Jessie's breath hitched, her pulse quickening as she glanced over at her husband. Did he have any inkling of what had transpired between her and Logan just hours before? The memory of their heated encounter flooded her mind, the way Logan's muscular body had felt against her own, the taste of his skin as he greedily explored those private places she had reserved for her husband. She fought to compose herself, swallowing hard.

"Wow, that's great, Timmy!" Scott responded, ruffling their son's hair with a genuine smile. Jessie forced her attention back to the present, straining to focus on the conversation unfolding before her.

"Logan's the best coach ever," Timmy continued, animatedly recounting the details of his impromptu lesson. "He even promised to let me start the next game!"

As her son spoke, Jessie's thoughts swirled like a whirlwind of desire and shame. She could still feel the ghost of Logan's touch upon her skin, his strong hands wandering her body with a sense of ownership that both thrilled and terrified her. Would the forbidden lust she harbored for this young man break her already fragile marriage?

"Sounds like you had a productive day," Scott said, draping an arm around Jessie's waist as he pulled her close.

"Y-yes," she stammered, her eyes flicking between her husband and son, praying neither could see the emotions raging within her. "Logan is such a devoted coach."

The words tasted like ash in her mouth, each syllable a betrayal of the secret she now shared with the handsome stranger who so effortlessly took her body in her own house. As Timmy continued to chatter away, Jessie desperately sought solace in the loving embrace of her husband, all the while haunted by the overwhelming desire for another, more powerful man.

Later, after dinner and Timmy had been put to bed, Jessie prepared for bed and threw a thin robe over her lush curves. She walked into the bedroom, her heart pounding with dread and anticipation. The weight of her guilt weighed heavily on her as she made Scott a drink, mustered a smile, and sat down beside him on the bed.

"Logan seems like a really dedicated coach," Scott said, took a sip of his drink, then set it aside. "What do you think of him?"

Jessie's stomach tightened as her mind raced for an answer. 

"He's... very passionate," she replied, forcing herself to meet her husband's gaze. "About coaching. And he's great with the kids. They all look up to him."

She could feel the heat of her lies burning on her cheeks, but Scott simply nodded, seemingly satisfied with her response. Desperate to put thoughts of Logan aside, Jessie leaned in to kiss Scott, her mouth seeking comfort in the familiar taste of her husband's lips.

"Scott," she whispered against his mouth, her hands finding their way to the buttons of his pajamas. Her fingers trembled as she undid them one by one, her lust for her husband fueled by the need to atone for her betrayal. "I need you tonight."

The sudden urgency in her actions caught Scott off-guard and his eyes widened in surprise. But as Jessie pressed her body against his, her chest heaving with desire and shame, he hesitated, his hand gently cupping her face.

"Jessie," he murmured, concern etching worry lines across his brow. "Is everything alright?"

"Please, Scott," she begged, her voice laced with desperation. "I just need to feel close to you again."

In the flickering shadows of the dimly lit room, Jessie sought to lose herself in the arms of her husband, to erase the memories of Logan's touch from her skin and the taste of his kisses from her lips. But as she kissed down Scott's chin and placed her lips on his collarbone, she heard him sigh. She knew that sound. It was the sound of her husband just before he disappointed her.

Again.

"Jessie, I'm sorry," Scott murmured, a mixture of regret and exhaustion in his voice. "I had a long day at work, and I'm just too tired right now." He offered her a weak smile, hoping to soften the rejection. "Maybe tomorrow?"

Jessie's heart sank, the sting of his refusal cutting deeper than she had anticipated. Of course, Scott worked hard to provide for her and Timmy, but there was another man, a beautiful, powerful man, that wanted her. She knew Scott couldn't possibly understand the reasons behind her sudden need for him, nor the crushing weight of her guilt. But as the silence stretched between them, Jessie felt more alone than ever.

"Alright," she whispered, disappointment heavy on her tongue. Her hands dropped from his shirt, the buttons still undone, and she rolled away from him, turning her back to the man who should have been her refuge.

As Scott settled into sleep, his breathing deep and even, Jessie lay there, wide awake, her thoughts a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Logan's presence seemed to loom over her, an invisible force that stirred an uncontrollable desire within her. The memory of his touch, so different from Scott's, threatened to consume her, and with every passing moment, the need only grew stronger.

God, what am I doing? Jessie thought, her fingers clenching the sheets in frustration. Her body ached with unfulfilled longing, and though she knew it was wrong, she couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like if Logan were here with her now, his powerful arms wrapped around her, his lips trailing hot kisses down her body.

Jessie hesitated for a moment as guilt writhed like a snake in her belly before reaching a trembling hand beneath the covers. As she slid her fingers over her bruised and swollen lips, her mind conjured up forbidden images of Logan: the way his blond hair fell across his forehead, the way his eyes grew coldly beautiful as he pushed her boundaries, the taste of him still fresh on her tongue.

"Logan..." Jessie whispered softly, her voice barely audible even to herself. The tips of her fingers blurred as she moved them faster and faster, the anticipation of pleasure building with each stroke. Her mind raced to the violent fucking Logan had given her on the breakfast table, his powerful cock sending shockwaves of bliss through her body. As the wave of sensation crested within her, a blissful moan tore from her lips, her voice muffled by the intensity of her pleasure as Logan's name escaped in a whisper. "Logan."

"Jessie?" Scott murmured sleepily from beside her, his body shifting as he rolled closer, his arm reaching out to fall heavily over her breasts. Jessie froze, her eyes wide as she stared into the darkness above her, her mind reeling.

She waited, guilt washing over her like a tidal wave, threatening to pull her under, but she forced herself to breathe, to push back against the shame that threatened to overwhelm her. She had to be strong, not only for herself but for her family, for her husband, who lay sleeping beside her, blissfully unaware of the turmoil raging within her heart.

Finally, she heard her husband's breathing slow into a steady rhythm, once again drifting off to sleep, oblivious of his wife's betrayal.

"Forgive me, Scott," Jessie thought as she closed her eyes and sought the refuge of sleep, praying that when morning came, she would find the strength to face another day, and somehow, find a way to forget about Logan.
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Jessie found herself on the sidelines a week later. The sun beat down mercilessly upon her, only adding to the growing heat between her thighs. Her motherly gaze should have been focused on her son as he weaved between opponents, his youthful energy infectious to those around him.

However, her gaze was anything but motherly, and it wasn't focused on her son. Instead, her eyes drifted towards Logan. Today, under the hot sun, the young bastard seemed sculpted by the gods, each sinewy movement radiating a raw, primal energy that Jessie knew all too well.

"Great job, Timmy!" Logan called out, clapping his hands together in encouragement. Jessie felt a shiver run down her spine at the sound of his voice – deep and commanding, yet laced with a playful charm that made her insides quiver.

"Stay focused, boys!" he continued, his tanned skin glistening under the unforgiving sun. Jessie couldn't tear her gaze away from the way his shirt clung to the contours of his chest, outlining the powerful muscles beneath. She remembered the heat of his body pressed against hers, the sensation of his strong hands exploring her every curve, and she felt a flush rise to her cheeks.

Jessie, she whispered to herself, what are you thinking? You're a married woman.

But the thought only served to heighten her desire, the taboo igniting a fire within her that refused to be extinguished.

She had hoped that the space and time between her and the young man would help her forget her betrayal, or at least come to terms with it. However, with Scott continuing to work long hours, she was left with too much time alone and unhelpful desires on her mind. Logan had broken down a dam she had built inside of her and now those feelings were gushing through her body; overwhelming her with an undeniable sense of thrill and longing.

"Mom!" her son called out, breaking her reverie. "Did you see my pass?"

"Of course, sweetheart," she replied, forcing a smile. "You're doing great." And though her words were sincere, her thoughts remained fixated on Logan.

"Keep it up, Timmy!" Logan shouted, his eyes catching hers for a brief moment. The air seemed to crackle with electricity as their gazes locked, and Jessie felt her heart hammering against her rib cage. It was as if he could see straight through her, piercing the veneer of propriety to expose the wanton lust that throbbed inside.

Jessie, she chastised herself again, you can't do this. You have a family. 

But even as guilt twisted like a serpent in her stomach, she knew deep down that the allure of Logan Matthews was a temptation she could no longer resist.

***
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LOGAN BARELY FELT THE sun beating down on his shoulders as he made a show of urging his team on, when the whole time, all he could think about was the beautiful wife and mother on the sidelines. She hadn't taken her eyes off of him the whole game, a mixture of longing and fear in her every movement.

He remembered with relish her body writhing with pleasure as he fucked her mercilessly in her own kitchen. His cock throbbed dangerously in his shorts as he imagined her swollen pussy, pink and moist, hungrily taking his cock on the same table she ate breakfast at with her family.

"Hell yeah!" he shouted, slapping a boy on the back. The other boys cheered his enthusiasm as he turned his attention back to Jessie.

Her eyes were focused on the field, a thin sun dress blowing in the wind, conforming to her lush curves. Curves, he hoped to feel squirming underneath his body very soon.

Logan's mind was filled with dirty thoughts. He wanted to bend Jessie over the bleachers and fuck her from behind in front of the whole town. He wanted to force her to the knees by her hair and pull her pretty face to his swollen cock. He wanted her husband to see him bruise his wife's pillowy, pink lips as he fucked her face.

"You're doing great, guys!" he called, his voice breaking with need. "Let's finish this!"

He watched as his team moved downfield, anxious to catch Jessie's eye.

"How's Timmy doing, Mom?" Logan asked as he passed her spot.

"He's doing great," Jessie replied, smiling through gritted teeth. He could tell she was trying not to let Logan's presence affect her, but he could see her nervousness in the way she hugged her arms under her soft breasts.

She wants me, Logan thought. She wants me and I intend to have her.

"Meet me at the storage shed by the back corner of the field," Logan murmured in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. He noticed with excitement that the young wife was trembling.

"I can't," she whispered. "Not here."

"Your choice," Logan said and walked away from her, leaving the desperate wife and mother hugging herself on the sidelines.

Moments later, Logan entered the dimly lit storage shed and wondered if he had overplayed his hand. Jessie definitely wanted him. It was all a question of how far he could push her and what lines she would cross to be with him. The thrill of the unknown challenge made Logan's cock throb. He pushed down his shorts and stroked his long member, imagining Jessie bent over the nearby table, his cock inside of her.

He didn't have to imagine for long. The door of the shed creaked open, and Jessie stepped quickly inside. Logan wasted no time. In a flash he was on her, forcing her up against the door of the abandoned shed, his hands pulling her dress up over the luscious, round cheeks of her ass.

"Logan, please!" the wife and mother moaned as Logan dug his fingers into her pliable flesh. "Not here."

Despite her protests, Logan could sense her need. He leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear as he said, "Just admit it? You want to feel my cock inside you, don't you, Mrs. Thompson?"

"Oh,God!" she cried, her married name having the desired effect. "No, I can't!"

With a grin, Logan pushed her panties aside and ran the fat head of his cock up the swollen lips of her cunt. Despite her protests, she was dripping with juices, almost as excited as he was. With one hand, he held her against the shed door and with the other; he teased her swollen furrow, sliding the blunt tip around her clit.

"You're so fucking wet, Mrs. Thompson," Logan hissed, feeding her the tip of his cock, then pulling out to continue his tortuous teasing. "You want my cock, don't deny it. Just say it!"

Jessie whimpered, her forehead flat against the shed door as she fought the urges inside of her. Logan loved this moment, the moment when a married woman submitted to his will. The little whore wanted to claim the high moral ground, but Logan could see her beginning to give in to his teasing. Her ass moved, wiggling backwards with each stroke of his cockhead on her swollen cunt. Her moans of denial slowly dissolved into guttural grunts of primal lust, like a bitch in heat.

Logan took a handful of the young mother's dark hair and yanked her head back hard, his lips poised at her ear.

"Tell me you want my cock, Mrs. Thompson!" Logan hissed. "Tell me you want me to fuck you!"

Jessie held out for a moment longer as Logan's vile words slithered into her mind, fucking her brain while he teased her mercilessly with his cock. He witnessed the moment she gave in. Her shoulders dropped and her ass bucked back against his probing cock, her body giving in to its primal needs. Finally, the young wife and mother turned her head to look at him, an expression of depraved lust on her face. 

"Yessss!" The sibilant words sounded forced from her lips. "Yes! I want your cock!"

A single tear dripped down her cheek. That tear made his cock throb with a desperate need. 

"Please," she cried. "Please fuck me!"

Logan could stand it no longer. He gripped Jessie's ass in both hands, cracking open the cheeks so that he could see her asshole, her swollen dripping lips below it. He spat on her ass crack, watching the spittle drip down between her buttocks and over her quivering snatch. Then, with one hand pressing her to the door and the other on his cock, he plunged his hard shaft into her. Despite their previous fucking, Jessie's body had reverted back to her normal size, squeezing painfully at Logan's cock as he stretched open her quivering pink lips. Jessie cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure that sent lust surging through the young man's body, driving away the momentary discomfort. Soon enough, Jessie's tight tunnel relaxed around him, pulling him deeper inside. 

Through the rush of blood in his ears, Logan could hear the soccer game going on outside.

"Your son is out there, playing the game of his life," he whispered, his voice low and husky. "And you're here with me, letting me fuck you like a whore."

"Oh, no!" Jessie moaned, but Logan felt the walls of her cunt clasp around his cock, pulling him in with an intense hunger. Logan pulled out, relishing the way her body grabbed him and sucking him back inside of her willing pussy. Logan grunted and hammered himself to the hilt, giving her hungry body what it wanted. "Oh, God!"

"Remember," Logan panted, thrusting harder and faster, "this is what you wanted!"

Jessie's body responded to his words and her hips moved in time with his, pressing back against him with each powerful stroke. Her anguish only seemed to fuel her lust, driving her closer and closer to the edge. Logan felt her body tense against him, her muscles tightening as she tried to ride out the waves of pleasure. When the inevitability of her orgasm became clear, she moaned and slumped against the door.

"Logan... I can't..." she gasped, her nails digging into the wood. But Logan only grinned, increasing his pace.

"Let go, Jessie," he urged, his voice a velvet growl. "Fuck your husband! Fuck your kid! Just let go!"

The crowd outside crowed loud and long, as if they were cheering for Logan. The cheer was hard and fierce, the clapping of hands echoing against the brick walls. At the same moment, Jessie's climax tore through her, her body convulsing against the door, rattling the old rusty hinges. Her muscles tensed against him as she screamed his name.

"Good girl," he murmured, his body nearing his limit. "Now, it's my turn."

***
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JESSIE CRIED OUT AS Logan yanked on her hair, pulling her away from the door. She was weak, and the tremors of her orgasm still burned through her body. A loud cheer sounded from outside the door, reminding her of the soccer game and her son.

Jessie looked up at her lover, panting heavily as the reality of what she had just done came crashing down on top of her.

"Get on your knees," Logan ordered.

Jessie collapsed onto the cold ground of the storage shed, her eyes drinking in every detail of Logan's throbbing erection. The veins on his cock seemed to beat as one with her own heart, and she felt a warmth radiating from him that sent shivers of anticipation up her spine. He hovered above her, a virile force, both intimidating and alluring.

"Open your mouth," he instructed, his voice low and commanding. Jessie hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her guilt warring with the undeniable lust that coursed through her veins. As the head of Logan's cock brushed against her lips, she couldn't help but imagine the reaction of the crowd outside if they knew what was happening within these walls.

"Take it, Mrs. Thompson," Logan ordered, gripping her hair tightly as he forced his blunt flesh into her mouth. She moaned as he used her married name, reminding her of her husband even as she fought back the instinctive urge to gag as he pushed deeper, forcing her to accommodate his girth. The taste was intoxicating, a mixture of salt and sweat that sent shivers of lust down her spine.

"Look at me," he demanded, his icy blue eyes locking onto hers as she struggled to maintain eye contact. The intensity of his gaze sent a thrill of fear through her, reminding that this was not her husband. This was a powerful young man who had control of her body and that knowledge heightened her senses and made every touch, every sensation, all the more potent.

Jessie felt the tension crackling in Logan's body as his hips started to jerk wildly, his hold on her hair tightening, sending shocks of pain through her scalp. Then, with a feral howl, Logan shoved his cock down her throat and erupted in a flood of scalding heat and salty flavor that coated every inch of her mouth. The taste was overpowering, bitter and slimy, and the feel of hot goo collecting on her tongue made her stomach gurgle. Still, she fought through her gag reflex and gulped it down, desperate to give pleasure to the man who had given her so much satisfaction.

Despite her furious swallowing, Jessie couldn't handle all of Logan's load. So much cum! She thought as the thick white froth backed up into her mouth. Soon, her mouth was full of his salty, pungent load and when Logan pulled his cock from her lips, cum spilled out onto her chin.

"Swallow it all, slut," Logan growled. He ran a thumb over her chin, wiping away the thick drops of jizz and pushing them into her dull mouth. Then, he held closed her mouth, holding it shut with one hand. Jessie felt tears of effort drip on her cheeks as she struggled to gulp down the sloppy load, finally managing to get all of Logan's slimy lust down her throat and into her warm belly.

"Good girl," he said as he helped her to her feet and and smoothed out her dress. "Now, get back to your son."

Jessie stumbled from the shed, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just transpired. The harsh sunlight blinded her for a moment before she spotted Scott on the sidelines, his concerned gaze fixed on her disheveled appearance.

"Scott?" she said, her heart thudding against the cage of her ribs. "What are you doing here?"

"I got off work early," Scott said and gave her a kiss on the lips, the same lips that had just been coated in another man's cum. "Where were you? Timmy just scored a goal."

"Sorry," Jessie mumbled, her cheeks burning with guilt and shame. "I... I had to go to the bathroom."

As she forced herself to smile and cheer for her son's victory, Jessie couldn't shake the lingering scent of Logan that clung to her skin, or the memory of his searing kisses that branded her soul. And deep down, she knew that despite the guilt that threatened to consume her, she was powerless to resist the siren call of the man who had awakened such a dark lust inside of her.
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"Oh, I'm so glad you made it!" Jessie said into the phone.

"Yeah, it was ugly around Hilldale," Scott said. "But once we got out of town, the rain lightened up."

Jessie looked out her window. The storm raged outside, thunder rolling through the night like an angry beast. Rain battered against the windows of Jessie's suburban home, rivulets of water streaming down the glass and distorting her view of the world beyond. The wind howled, as if in a mournful lament, and for a moment, Jessie felt as if the storm resonated with the turmoil in her heart.

"Well, I'm just glad you both made it," Jessie breathed a sigh of relief. Suddenly, the phone buzzed in her hand and she looked down at the screen. A bubble popped up over Scott's face.

Logan: I'm almost there. 

Oh, God! She quickly dismissed the text and put the phone back up with shaking fingers.

"Well, I;m just sorry I couldn't go," Jessie said. "I'd love to see your parents, but I just haven't been feeling well."

The lie ate at her guts as if she really was sick. Scott just chuckled.

"Don't worry about it," he said. "You just take care of yourself. You deserve a couple of days off from Timmy and me, anyway."

"I guess," Jessie said and saw lights flash across the living room window, reflecting off the rivers of rain. "I love you."

"I love you, too, honey. See you soon."

The call ended and Jessie paced the length of her living room, fingers fiddling with the phone in her hands. Waves of uncertainty and guilt washed over her, threatening to drown her in their depths. Scott and Timmy had left that morning to visit Scott's parents. Jessie had claimed she had a stomachache and could not leave, yet another lie in a long list of traitorous debt she was wracking up in a karmic bank she could never hope to pay back. However, she hoped to make a start tonight.

It had been two weeks since her first time with Logan, right here, in this house, on the table where she fed her family breakfast. Over the past two weeks, the affair had intensified, Logan taking her body again and again. In the shed at the soccer field, in the back of the family car where her son rode on his way to school. In Logan's apartment when she should have been at a meeting for the local library.

She had to end it. No matter how good it felt to be desired, to be pleasured, she couldn't continue to hurt her family. Just when the young wife and mother was about to collapse into the soft embrace of the couch, there was a knock at the door. A shudder ran down her spine, and she hesitated, hand hovering above the doorknob.

"Jessie," Logan called over the driving rain, his voice deep and commanding as the thunder. "Open up."

Swallowing hard, Jessie opened the door. The rain had plastered Logan's blond hair to his forehead, and his soaked shirt clung to his toned, muscular body. His eyes bored into hers, their blue depths filled with a hunger only matched by her own. He stepped inside, uncaring of the puddles forming beneath his feet, and closed the door behind him.

"Logan, I –" Jessie started, but he cut her off with a sharp glance.

"Shh," he said, his voice low and firm. "You called me, remember? There's no reason to fight it now."

Jessie's breath hitched in her throat as he approached, his presence overwhelming and forceful. The scent of rain mingled with his cologne and intoxicated her senses. She knew it was wrong to crave him like this, to allow him into her home and her life, but the raw desire she felt when he was near was impossible to resist.

"Please, Logan," she whispered, torn between wanting him to take her in his arms and fearing her need. "I can't do this anymore."

"Jessie," he said, his tone softening for a moment as he cupped her face in his hands. "You want me. And I want you. It's that simple."

His words, dripping with confidence and command, sent shivers down Jessie's spine. They ignited the fire within her again, the one that threatened to consume her from the inside out. Her body betrayed her, urging her to give in to the passion that had been building between them for weeks.

"Please, Logan," Jessie whispered, her voice trembling as she tried to gather the strength to end this illicit affair. "This needs to stop. We can't keep doing this."

He looked at her with a mixture of amusement and desire, his eyes never leaving hers. "You don't really want me to go, do you, Jessie?" he asked, tracing the curve of her jaw with his thumb.

Her hands shook, but she managed to grab onto his wrist, attempting to pull his hand away from her face. "I need to think about my family, Logan. I can't... I can't lose them over this."

"Scott doesn't make you feel like I do, does he?" he taunted, his fingers sliding down her neck to toy with the collar of her blouse. "He'll never be able to give you what you need, Jessie."

Logan's words were like a poison seeping into her mind, reminding her of the raw passion she had been missing in her marriage. Her heart raced, torn between her love for her family and the raw, primal desire Logan elicited within her. She wanted to scream, to tell him to leave and never come back, but all that emerged was a shaky breath.

"Stop it," she murmured, her resolve wavering. "You know this is wrong."

"Wrong?" He smirked, releasing her wrist only to grab a fistful of her long, brown hair. "Or just what you fucking need?"

Jessie gasped as the pain flared in her scalp. Her body betrayed her once again as heat pooled in her core. The anticipation of what he would do next sent shivers down her spine, despite her best efforts to resist him.

She had been stupid to confront him like this. Now, here he was, in her home and she powerless against him.

"Tell me you don't want this," Logan challenged, tugging her hair harder, forcing her head back to expose her throat. His other hand snaked around her waist, pulling her closer.

"Logan, I—" She hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

"Say it," he growled, his lips brushing against her earlobe.

But Jessie couldn't. The truth was that she craved the rough touch of his hands, the way he pushed her to her limits and tested her resolve. Her body ached for him, even as her mind screamed in protest.

"See?" Logan smirked again, his fingers sliding beneath the edge of her blouse, grazing the soft skin of her abdomen. "You can't resist me, Jessie."

And as much as she wanted to fight, to reclaim control over her own desires, she found herself unable to do so. In that moment, with Logan's hand exploring the sensitive flesh beneath her clothes, Jessie realized just how far she had fallen.

Jessie's body trembled, her breathing ragged, as Logan slammed her against the wall. The wallpaper felt cool against her flushed skin, providing a stark contrast to the heat that radiated from her lover's body. His fingers lingered at the edge of her panties, teasing her with his almost unbearable proximity.

"Logan," she breathed, unable to form a complete sentence, "please."

"Please what?" he countered, his voice low and seductive as he pressed himself closer. His cock strained against the fabric of his jeans, leaving no doubt as to his intentions.

"Please... fuck me," was all she could manage to say, giving in to the primal desire that consumed her. Shame and guilt fought for dominance in her heart, but ultimately, it was desire that won out.

A triumphant smile spread across Logan's face as he lifted her up and pinned her against the wall, then finally pushed her panties aside. He stabbed into her with one swift, forceful thrust. There was a sharp pain, but her body had been trained to accept his cock, to need his fleshy shaft throbbing inside of her. She grunted as Logan slammed her hard into the wall with each thrust. Her voice grew hoarse from screaming as she clawed at his back. His cock filled her completely, its size molding her, reshaping her body into a perfect receptacle for his lust. Each thrust drove her closer to the edge of sanity, her mind clouded by pleasure so intense that she nearly forgot the consequences of their actions.

"God, Jessie," Logan groaned, his grip tightening on her hips, "you feel so fucking good."

"Logan..." she whimpered, her legs beginning to shake as her orgasm loomed dangerously close.

"Come for me, Jessie," he commanded, his pace increasing until her vision blurred and her world narrowed down to the sensation of him inside her. "Come for me in your own fucking house!"

Then, with one final thrust, she shattered, her body convulsing in ecstasy as she clung to him, desperately trying to catch her breath.

As the intensity of her climax slowly subsided, Logan leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered a new desire, one that sent an icy chill down her spine. "I want to put my baby in you, Jessie."

"Wh-what?" she stammered, her post-orgasmic haze giving way to shock. A new wave of guilt washed over her as the reality of his words sank in.

"Imagine it," he continued, his voice dark and tempting, "you carrying my child, my baby, growing in your belly."

"Logan, no," she protested weakly, trying to regain some semblance of control. "I can't... I won't let you do that."

"Ah, but you will," he insisted, smirking as he thrust again and again, reigniting the fire that had only just subsided. "Because deep down, you want this just as much as I do."

"Stop it," she whispered, barely audible even to herself. But her body betrayed her once more, yielding to the pleasure that surged through her veins.

"Admit it, Jessie," Logan taunted, his movements growing more determined. "You want me to fuck you until you're pregnant, don't you?"

"Please... don't," she begged, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes as she realized just how powerless she was against him.

"Say it, Jessie," he demanded, his fingers digging into her flesh with bruising force. "Tell me you want my baby."

And, despite the storm of emotions raging within her, Jessie found herself unable to resist his command any longer. She closed her eyes, a single tear slipping down her cheek as she whispered the words: "I want your baby, Logan."

Jessie's heart raced as the rain pelted against the windows, the storm outside mirroring the tempest raging within her as Logan carried her effortlessly to her bedroom. She snuggled against his warm body, her heart pounding in her chest as the weight of what she had agreed to pressed down upon her. She hugged Logan tighter, taking solace in his body, letting his heat wash over her, the endless reservoir of lust building in her belly. Jessie let herself feel all of it, let that desire burn away her doubts. Logan wanted this, and she wanted Logan. It really was as simple as that.

It stopped being simple when Logan laid her gently on her marital bed. She turned and saw the family photo she had placed on the bedside table. Her, Scott and Timmy all smiling happily at her.  

She felt her heart lurch and tears prickled at her eyes, threatening to spill over. She fought back against those feelings, though, sternly reminding herself that she had made her decision and there was no going back. Instead, she chose to focus on Logan's body as her stripped on his wet clothes. God, he was so beautiful, so perfect. In her mind's eye she thought about what a child with him might look like and she felt an almost painful throb of lush pulse in her cunt. She looked over at the picture, realizing how awful and traitorous were her thoughts.

As if sensing the young wife's guilt, Logan reached down, gripped her chin, and forced her to look at him.

"You're mine, Jessie," Logan murmured. "I'm going to fuck you in the same bed you share with your husband. I'm going to make you remember this every time you sleep next to him. Every time you feel my baby kick in your belly."

"Oh, God!" The words were torture for her, assaulting her mind even as her body ached for Logan's meaty flesh inside of her.

Logan smiled, a dark, dangerous smile as he settled his body between her legs. Jessie felt him pressing against her, rubbing the head of his cock against her opening. He pulled her panties to the side, the wet material clinging to her skin.

"I'm going to come in you, Jessie," he whispered, his lips inches from hers. "I'm going to fill you up with my cum until you're carrying my child."

"Yes..." she whimpered, tilting her head back in bliss as he began to enter her.

"Don't ever fucking say you don't want this," he ordered as he slid deeper inside her. "This needs to happen. You need this!"

"Yes," she whispered, her fingers clutching at his shoulders as he hilted his cock inside her.

Logan thrust his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her. Jessie dug her nails into his back and moaned loudly as he stretched her out with each drawn-out stroke of his hips. She felt her body begin to tense, her muscles clenching around him, as another orgasm threatened. Her eyelids fluttered shut, her head tilted back, and she moaned.

"Yes," she moaned, as Logan buried himself inside her once more. "Oh, god, Logan..."

Logan thrust harder this time, angling himself so that each stroke rubbed against her sensitive spot. Jessie's mind went blank as she focused on nothing except the sensation of his cock hammering the walls of her cunt. The desire built up inside her until it felt like it would consume her. She rocked her hips against his, matching his pace as she pressed her body against his. "Oh, god, Logan..."

Jessie felt her body shudder as Logan fucked in and out of her, pulling her further and further into a lust-induced trance. Her eyes glazed over as she gave herself up to the overwhelming sensations that coursed through her veins. Logan's body was like a drug, pushing Jessie harder and faster until profound shudders wracked her being. Never before had she felt so alive, so completely aware of every inch of her own self.

Logan's fingers gripped her hips with a ferocity that made her gasp, the intensity of his movements growing aggressive and unrelenting.

"Such a good little slut for me," he sneered, driving into her mercilessly. "Bet you've never been fucked like this by your pathetic husband."

"Logan, please," Jessie whimpered, feeling her cheeks flush hot with shame at his degrading words. Her body convulsed with pleasure, yet she couldn't shake the guilt gnawing away at her soul.

She turned away from Logan, only to see the family picture, her, Scott, and Timmy smiling at her as Logan's thick cock burned inside of her, mocking everything that picture stood for. She turned away from the image, tears of pleasure and pain in her eyes.

"Look at it!" Logan forced her to look at the picture, her own tortured reflection superimposed on the happy faces. "You're mine mine now, so beg for my cock while your family watches."

Her vision blurred with tears as she stared at their family, Logan's muscular body pinning her to her marital bed. The cruel reality of what she had become loomed large, leaving her questioning her worth and purpose. Was she destined to carry his child? To bear the heavy burden of her sin forever?

"Tell me how much you need it, Jessie," Logan growled, his breath hot against her ear. "Beg me to give you what you my baby!"

"Please, Logan," she choked out, her voice barely above a whisper, "please... just finish inside me."

"Say it louder," he demanded, pausing his thrusts as he held her captive in his steely gaze. "Let me hear you!"

She knew, in that moment, that she was sealing her fate, betraying her husband, her family, and herself. It didn't matter anymore. All that mattered was the pleasure, the pleasure only Logan could give her. That intense lust would burn away her guilt and soothe her pain.

"Please, Logan!" she begged, her voice cracking under the weight of her betrayal. "Please give me your baby!"

"Yes!" Logan hissed, resuming his brutal rhythm with renewed fervor. The storm outside reached its crescendo, lightning illuminating the room as Jessie's body shuddered beneath him.

"Logan!" she screamed, her climax tearing through her like a searing bolt of lightning, obliterating all rational thought and leaving only raw, primal desire in its wake.

As his own release neared, Logan's grip on her tightened, holding her captive for the final part of their dark act. It was all she could do to keep from screaming out in ecstasy as he filled her with his cum and it warmed her womb. With a guttural groan, he spilled his scalding flood of cum inside her, each pulse of his seed a stark reminder of the depths to which she had sunk.

Collapsing onto the bed, their sweat-slicked bodies entwined, Jessie stared into the darkness, her heart heavy with the knowledge that she had given herself wholly to this man. As the storm gradually subsided outside, the uncertainty of her future loomed large, casting a shadow over what little remained of her once-perfect life.
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As the storm moved off into the distance, Jessie found herself washing Logan as he stood in the shower, his golden hair darkened by water. She gently soaped his muscles, her fingers tracing the outline of his abs, the round curves of his biceps, the exquisite V shaped muscle that led down to his cock.

"Lower, Jessie," Logan murmured, his voice husky.

Jessie slid to her knees and squeezed soap into her palms. Without being told, she lathered up the cock that had given her so much pleasure, lavishing his manhood with love and care.

"So good," he moaned, his eyes rolling into the back of his head as he relished the sensation of the wife's soft hands against his flesh.

She grasped his shaft and milked his cock up and down, the suds sticking to his skin. Logan moaned as she licked the tip, the taste of soap and musk driving her wild. Then, to her surprise, he turned, bending over slightly, presenting his hard, round buttocks to her.

"Don't miss this spot," he murmured. 

Jessie had never washed a man's ass before and she felt a curious thrill as she lathered her hands and soaped up his buttocks, reveling in the feel of his hard flesh under her fingers.

Logan bent over further and spread his buttocks, revealing the puckered ring of his anus.

"Here too," he said.

Jessie raised her hand to his ass, sliding soapy fingers over his asshole.

"Your mouth, Jessie. Lick my asshole."

She was shocked by Logan's words. She had never even contempated doing that to a man. It seemed so... shameful. But, as she contemplated licking the little pink bud of his anus, she felt that now familiar feeling of lust and the desire to please the man who had given her so much pleasure. 

Slowly, tentatively, she slid her tongue into his ass crack first, then licked his rosebud, her tongue lapping up the suds. Her tongue circled his tight little starfish, the taste strange but not unpleasant.

"So good, Jessie," he groaned. "So fucking good."

She slid her tongue inside his tight hole, feeling his body shudder. He relaxed and she pushed her tongue deeper inside until he tensed again. She teased his anus with her tongue, then slid inside as deeply as she could. Logan rocked with pleasure, his cock standing stiff and proud.

"That's it," he gasped, "slide your tongue in and out of my tight little ass. Make me hard, you dirty little slut..."

Jessie's desire rose at his words. She curled her tongue into a hook and thrust it in and out. The swampy taste of his ass and the feel of his flesh gave her a thrill. She was surprised at how erotic it felt, rimming him while the water beat down on her from above.

"Now, your hand," he said. "Stroke my cock while you suck my ass."

Jessie slid her hand around his manly cock and began to jerk him off, slathering his shaft with suds while her tongue darted in and out of his ass. Using hands and mouth, she worshiped every inch of his body in a way she had never done for anyone. The shame melted away as she pleasured her lover and soon she was lost in the taste and feel of Logan's flesh.

Logan pulled away from her mouth and turned to her, pulling her to her feet. He kissed her deeply, then pressed her up against the shower door, her breasts smashing against the glass as Logan pulled her hips back. He ran the fat head of his cock up her swollen furrow, then sank his slick cock into her pussy.

"Oh, Logan," she moaned, her hands sliding over the glass as her ass humped back and forth on that fat cock. Her breasts smacked into the glass every time he rammed into her, her body rocking back and forth on the hard, hot shaft.

"So fucking good, Logan," she moaned.

"You like that big dick?" he growled, his grip on her hips tightening. "You like being fucked like a whore?"

"I'm your whore," she moaned, her body rocking back and forth with the rhythm of his thrusts. The hot water beat down on her back, mixing with the sweat from his chest, adding to the slippery sensation as her body slid against his.

"That's right, you're my whore," he panted, his pace increasing. "You're my slut, my fuck toy. You're my slut, my cunt, my baby momma."

Each word hammered into Jessie's mind as their bodies slammed together with a slap as Logan rammed his cock into her cunt, over and over again, over and over. Her cunt tightened around his shaft as he plowed her with his cock, driving a spike of pleasure through her body with every stroke.

"I'm cumming, Logan," she moaned, her body tensing.

"Cum on my cock, you little slut," he ordered. "Cum on that big dick."

"Oh, Logan!" Her body jerked as she moaned, her juices running down her thighs to her feet.

"That's it, that's what you want!" he grunted. "I'm going to fill you up again!"

"Oh, Logan!" she screamed, his filthy words pushing her over the edge. She felt his cock pulse, then his hot cum fill her pussy as her own orgasm left her nearly blind with pleasure.

"Yes, yes, yes!" she gasped, her body spasming, her pussy muscles clutching at Logan's cock. "Please come inside me!"

"I'm cumming, baby," he gasped. "I'm gonna fill you up."

"Yes, fill me up, Logan!" she moaned.

Their bodies spasmed together, their orgasms tearing through them in a cataclysm of pleasure. Logan's cock pumped and spurted, jet after jet of his seed filling her quivering pussy while she clung to the shower door, her breasts smashed against the hot glass.

His cum spilled out of her, adding to the feeling of being about to burst from the sensation of his cock and the hot water beating down on them both. Logan stepped back, his cock sliding from her pussy. There was a sudden pang of regret, a desire to kneel down again and suck him to hardness. She dropped to her knees, her pussy throbbing with lust. She took Logan's slick cock in her mouth, tasting cum and juices the hard flesh.

She gazed up at Logan, sucking his cock and tonguing his balls.

"That's a good girl," he said, his hand resting against the back of her head. "That's a very good girl."

Later, in the dim light of the bedroom, lit only by flickering candlelight, Jessie presented Logan with a sumptuous meal, each dish meticulously prepared and plated to perfection. As he feasted, she knelt on the bed between his legs, dutifully devouring his cock. He murmured in pleasure, enjoying the meal, until his cock was rock hard. Only then did he set aside the plate and pull Jessie on top of his hard body. 

"Fuck me," he said, squeezing her lush breasts, enjoying the power he held over her. "Fuck me until my baby is inside of you."

Jessie gasped as Logan's hardness filled her. Her inner muscles clenched and released, urging him on as he pushed deeper into her tight core. She rode his thrusts hard, her hips grinding against him as each of his strokes drove the pleasure higher and higher.

Logan's hands were everywhere, caressing her body and tweaking her nipples until she was moaning with delight. Then, feeling her nearing climax, Logan gripped her hips and drove his cock upward, spearing her cunt with his long, hard weapon.

"Fuck me, Logan," she gasped. "Cum inside me. Make me a mommy."

"Yes, Jessie! I'm going to give you my baby!" Logan hissed. "You are mine."

"Oh god," she moaned, her body tightening as the tortured pleasure built inside of her again. "Yours. Always."

"That's right," Logan snarled, his thrusts growing more wild, more demanding. "You're my little fuck toy, a fuck toy for my cock and my cum. Your little body is for me."

"Yours!" she screamed, her orgasm sending lightning through her body. Her body tightened against Logan's, and he grunted as he shot his seed deep inside of her, his hot cum filling her hungry womb again.

She fell forward, sobbing on his chest with the pleasure of her release.

"I love you, Logan," she murmured without thinking as Logan stroked her dark hair.

"I know you do, Jessie," he murmured. "I love you, too."

Logan continued to stroke the defeated wife and mother's hair hair, then her back. Jessie stayed on top of him, her tears drying up and replaced by the insistent need in her cunt. To her surprise, Logan was still hard, his cock so deeply embedded in her flesh that she could no longer tell his pulse from her own.

Slowly, Logan rocked his hips and, soon enough, the young wife and mother rose and began to ride her lover again, desperately seeking another offering of her master's seed. Soon, she was moaning and her marital bed was rocking as Jessie sought out more of the pleasure only Logan could give her.

And Scott and Timmy looked on, smiling from the picture as their loving wife and mother betrayed them with another man.
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Weeks later, after a many secret meetings with Logan, Jessie found herself standing in her bathroom, hands shaking as she clutched the positive pregnancy test. The world around her seemed to blur, her heart thundering in her ears as the reality of her situation settled in.

"Fuck," she whispered, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her eyes were wide with fear, and a thousand thoughts raced through her mind. What would she do now? She hadn't been intimate with Scott in weeks! The guilt, a dull ache she had been able to press into the back of her mind, now threatened to overwhelm her.

"Well, what did you think was going to happen?" Logan said when she came out of the bathroom.

Her lover leaned against her bed frame, his muscular arms crossed behind his head, a sly grin playing on his lips. Since their weekend together, Logan only wanted to have sex with her in her and Scott's bed. Jessie had been forced to arrange play dates for Timmy every day while Scott was at work so she could be alone with Logan and fulfill his lewd desires. 

"Jessie, you know what you need to do, right?" He said. "You need to seduce Scott. Make him believe the baby is his."

Her eyes widened as he spoke, and a wave of fear flooded her. The suggestion was outrageous, but what other option did she have? She glanced away, the dark tresses of her hair masking her expression as her mind raced with possibilities. What would be the consequences if she made this choice? Would it be worth it in the end?

Logan rose from the bed and slid his hands over Jessie's arms, then around her waist. He nipped at her neck, her distress stifled by the sharp spikes of pleasure running through her nerve endings.

"It's the only way," Logan whispered and slid his hand down over the white stick, gently prying it from her he hand and letting it fall to the floor. "This way, Scott will take care of the baby and you and I can continue to fuck anytime we want."

"Oh, God!" Jessie moaned, the lewd words filtering into her brain. "I don't know, Logan."

Logan turned the young wife and mother in his arms. He kissed her softly on the forehead, then the lips. She couldn't resist the pull of his lust and soon her hands were exploring his hard, muscular body.

"Don't worry," Logan purred in her ear. "It will all work out just fine."

Slowly, he pushed Jessie to her knees in front of him, his long, beautiful cock bouncing teasingly in front of her face. Her knee was just inches from the white stick that would change her entire life, yet all she could think about was Logan's body.

He pushed the pulsating head of his cock into the young wife's mouth, sighing as she dutifully opened her lips and took her young master's meaty shaft deep into her throat.

"Now," Logan murmured, cupping the back of her head and forcing even more of his cock into Jessie's mouth, making the young wife gurgle helplessly on the fleshy sword that had defeated her. "Let me show you how to seduce your husband."

***
[image: image]


TAKING A STEADYING breath, Jessie prepared herself for the seduction of her husband. She had once again sent Timmy to their neighbor's house for a playdate, ensuring she and Scott would have the house to themselves. Then, after a delicious home-cooked meal, with plenty of good red wine, Jessie had excused herself and gone upstairs to begin the next phase of Logan's devious plan.

She meticulously applied her makeup, accentuating her striking features and creating an irresistible allure. She could not remember the last time she had done her makeup for Scott, but she did so now. Finally, her hands shook as she slipped into the revealing lingerie Logan had picked out for her; a sultry black lace teddy that left little to the imagination.

You need to make Scott feel like a king. Logan's instructions echoed in her ears. She remembered his hands caressing her through the lingerie because, of course, Logan got to touch her in it before her husband. Show him what he's been missing.

Jessie felt her nipples harden as she remembered her lover's hands. She glanced around the dimly lit bedroom, sure that Logan would be pleased with her handiwork. The flickering candles cast shadows across the walls, and the sultry melody of jazz music floated through the air. As the haunting saxophone notes danced around her, Jessie's heart raced with anticipation and anxiety.

First, make him a nice meal. With plenty of wine. The good stuff. She could almost feel Logan's hot breath on her neck. Then, when you're ready, call him upstairs.

"Scott," Jessie called out sweetly, making sure her voice carried throughout the house. "Why don't you come upstairs and join me for a drink?"

Scott, his curiosity piqued, ascended the stairs and entered the bedroom. His eyes widened at the sight before him - his wife, looking more seductive than he'd ever seen her before.

"Wow, Jessie... what's gotten into you?" he asked, his voice wavering with both excitement and uncertainty.

"Can't I surprise my husband with a romantic evening?" she replied coyly, pouring two generous glasses of whiskey.

Good girl, Logan said in her mind. Make him feel lucky to have such a beautiful wife. He doesn't need to know you want me more than you ever wanted him.

Jessie suppressed a moan as the traitorous words burned in her brain, and she sipped her drink. Jessie could see Scott growing more relaxed, his inhibitions gradually slipping away. She couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt as she continued to ply him with alcohol, knowing full well that it was all part of Logan's plan.

Now, when he's drunk, but not too drunk, lead him to the bed.

"Jessie," Scott slurred after several glasses, "You look incredible."

"Thank you, darling," she purred, placing her glass on the nightstand. She took his hands and led him to the bed, gently pushing him back on the mattress. The picture of her, Timmy and Scott grinning at her threatened to undo her careful seduction, but as always, Logan's voice was there to tell her what to do.

––––––––
[image: image]


NOW, GET DOWN ON YOUR knees, and worship Scott's cock like never before.

Jessie knelt before her husband, remembering Logan's instructions on how to worship her husband's cock. She wrapped her delicate fingers around Scott’s growing erection, her heart pounding in anticipation.

"Are you ready for this?" she whispered seductively, and Scott nodded, his eyes glazed with lust and alcohol.

The first thing she noticed was how small her husband's cock was compared to Logan's. It twitched in her hand, skinny and meek, not at all like Logan's dangerous, girthy monster. She wondered, as she stroked her poor husband, if she would even be able to feel him inside of her.

Put him in your mouth.

Jessie moaned and took Scott into her mouth. But it wasn't her husband's cock she remembered as she slid him easily to the back of her throat.

Perfect, Logan had groaned and stroked her hair with one hand as she sucked his superior cock. Then, he had gripped her head, thrusting gently into her mouth. Now, Jessie, how do you make Scott weak for you?

A distant part of Jessie's mind registered the fact that she was sucking her husband, not Logan, but that didn't stop her mind from remembering the young man's pulsating flesh on her tongue, or the way he took control of her mouth. 

She moved her hand, stroking her fingers along Scott's thighs, cupping his balls in her palm as she picked up the pace, bobbing her head up and down. Scott groaned, his ass giving little hops on the mattress, childlike reactions compared to Logan's long, slow thrusts. Still, she did her best to match his rhythm, closing her eyes and feeling his thin member tickle her tongue.

Now, choke on it! Logan's voice boomed in her head. Choke on it and make him feel like a real man! That's how you make him weak!

And Logan had hammered her throat with the fat head of his cock, forcing the poor wife and mother to gag and spit on his huge shaft. He held her head down and impaled her skull on his rod, making her mind swell with the taste and heat of his flesh.

But, she couldn't gag on Scott's cock, it was too small. But, as she remembered Logan's monstrous cock choking off her air, she shoved her husband to the back of her throat and mimicked a gag. Scott jerked as she held him deep inside, letting him feel her made up distress, her hand massaging his testicles.

"Oh, God, Jessie!" Scott simpered as he fell back on the bed. "Jessie... I can't hold back."

NO! Jessie's mind screamed in panic. She practically jumped off the floor and shoved her husband back on the bed. All of Logan's instructions flitted through her mind.

Ride him Jessie. Just like you ride me.

No chance of that. Scott's poor cock was nothing at all like Logan's, half-limp with drink and already leaking pre-cum. Still, she pushed what she could into her pussy, barely able to feel his pale worm inside of her.

Make him believe my baby is his! Tell him you love him. Make him believe!

"I... I love you, baby!" Jessie moaned, more worried about whether Scott was going to finish inside of her than her conflicted emotions.

Scott shuddered and gasped as the waves of pleasure crashed through him, but before Jessie had time to feel anything other than disappointment, it was all over. His rapid climax compared to Logan’s slow, enveloping pleasure only heightened her feelings of disgust.

As Scott lay there, exhausted and gasping for air, Jessie couldn't ignore the wave of regret that came over her. She had been so scared when she realized that Logan had gotten her pregnant and as much as she wanted to deny it, she couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. She knew she would never admit it out loud, but despite the consequences, she was happy that she was having Logan's baby. 

A real man's baby.

"Thank you, Jessie," Scott mumbled, his words slurred from the alcohol. "That was amazing..."

"Of course, my love," she replied, her voice soft and distant.

Scott soon drifted off into a drunken stupor. Jessie let her hand fall to her belly as she lay beside her husband, gently rubbing it as she smiled. Her thoughts drifted to Logan and the baby growing inside her. As she thought of her lover, she slid her hand down between her legs, the guilt washed away by her lust and the triumph over her husband. Scott would now think the baby was his and Jessie could continue to see Logan.

She stifled a moan, trying to be quiet, but she couldn't help herself. Having Logan's cock filling her again was consuming all of her thoughts. She could feel him on top of her and wanted to let go. The thought of being with him again pushed her over the edge, and her orgasm crashed through her as the distant voice of Logan whispered in her ear. 

Good girl, Jessie. You're my good girl.
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The sun bore down on the soccer field, casting long shadows as players darted across the emerald expanse. Jessie Thompson, a new life growing in her belly, sat on the sidelines, watching her son Timmy chase after the ball. She fanned herself with a pamphlet, beads of sweat glistening on her forehead, reflecting the dying light of day. Her husband Scott, newly attentive to his wife's needs, fetched her a bottle of ice-cold water and handed it to her.

"Here you go, sweetheart," he said, smiling warmly at her. "You need to stay hydrated."

"Thanks, Scott," Jessie replied, taking a sip of the refreshing liquid. She reveled in the sensation as it cascaded down her throat, offering momentary relief from the sweltering heat. Yet, the water could not quench the deeper thirst bubbling within her.

As she watched her son play, her eyes were drawn to Logan. His muscular physique flexed beneath his tight-fitting shirt, a testament to his athletic prowess. The sight of him sent a shiver down her spine, stirring up forbidden desires that gnawed relentlessly at her conscience.

"Isn't it amazing?" Scott asked, oblivious to his wife's wandering gaze. "Our little family is growing. I can't wait to meet our new baby."

Jessie smiled weakly, her heart swelling with guilt as she glanced at her husband. Her seduction had worked better than she could have imagined. Not only did Scott think the child was his, he had become ever more devoted and loving, which only increased the guilt she felt. Still, it was too late for regrets. The child within her womb was not his – it was Logan's, conceived during their illicit affair and fueled by lust and longing. A living reminder of her infidelity, nestled snugly inside her, growing stronger with each passing day.

"Scott, you're going to be an amazing father," she said, forcing a cheerful tone into her voice. "Our child is going to be so lucky."

"Thanks, Jessie," he replied, his eyes shining with love and gratitude. "I'll do everything I can to make sure our family is happy and safe."

As the game continued, Jessie's thoughts wandered from her husband and back to the man whose seed had taken root inside her womb. Logan's very presence sent a tremor through her body, igniting a fire that threatened to consume her soul. Her heart raced as she struggled to reconcile her love for her family and her insatiable desire for that powerful young man.

And despite the shame that clung to her like a second skin, Jessie's eyes remained locked on Logan as he coached her child, his muscular form moving with fluid grace. She could feel the heat of desire coiling inside her, even as Scott, her husband, sat beside her, one hand resting protectively on her belly.

As if sensing her thoughts, Logan glanced over at Jessie and offered her a knowing nod before turning towards the storage shed near the edge of the field. The unspoken invitation hung in the air, and Jessie felt her pulse quicken at the prospect of stolen moments in the shadows.

"Scott, I need to use the bathroom," Jessie murmured, rising from her seat. She could sense the weight of guilt settling upon her shoulders as she willingly walked away from her family, drawn by the irresistible call of her lover.

"Alright, be careful, and let me know if you need any help," Scott said, his eyes never leaving her. Jessie nodded, her heart pounding in her chest as she crossed the grassy field, each step taking her further away from her life as a devoted wife and mother.

The shed door creaked open, admitting the dim light of the fading day. Jessie stepped inside, her breath shallow and quick with anticipation. Logan stood at the far end, his muscular form silhouetted against the slats of the wooden walls. The scent of sweat, grass, and masculine musk hung heavy in the air, intoxicating her senses.

"Jessie," Logan whispered, his voice low and commanding, "Good girl."

He stepped forward into the light, his chiseled features and intense gaze making her heart race. He placed a strong, warm hand on her belly, nearly making the young wife swoon.

"How is our baby?" Logan asked.

"Fuh... fine." Jessie murmured, only able to think of Logan's finely muscled body under his t-shirt.

"And Scott?"

Oh, how she didn't want to think about her husband, but she knew this was Logan's way of asserting his dominance, the same way he insisted on having sex only in her marital bed, pregnant or not. She realized the dual purpose behind his actions. It made her remember the guilt she felt for continuing to betray her family and fed Logan's ego as he once again proved he was the better man.

It would all be so infuriating if she didn't want him so much, if she didn't actually believe that Logan was the better man.

"He's good," she said, then couldn't help but smile. "He's so proud at having knocked me up."

Logan snickered at her husband's ignorance.

"Who wouldn't?" Logan said, his warm hand rubbing her belly. "I know I am."

"Oh, Logan!" Jessie moaned, unable to hold back anymore. "Please, stop talking about Scott. I need you."

"Really?" Logan grinned. "How about you show me, Jessie? Show me how much you need me."

As if under a spell, Jessie felt all guilt and doubt slip away, replaced by an overwhelming sense of love and devotion. She knew what was expected of her, and she wanted it just as much as he did. Slowly, she sank to her knees on the dirt-covered floor, her eyes never leaving the bulge in his shorts.

"Take it out, Jessie. Worship my cock," Logan ordered, his tone firm yet laced with desire. Her hands trembled as she reached up, deftly unzipping his shorts and freeing his impressive erection. It stood proud and hard before her, a testament to Logan's masculinity as much as the life growing within her.

Jessie's lips met Logan's throbbing cock with reverence, her tongue swirling around the head as she took him into her mouth. The taste of his pre-cum mingled with the earthy scent of his groin, igniting a fire within her that burned away any semblance of regret or shame. As she sucked on his shaft, she found herself lost in the act of worship, her world narrowed down to the feel and taste of him.

Her attention turned to his balls, taking them in her mouth one by one, lavishing them with the same adoration she had shown his cock. Logan groaned in pleasure, his hand finding purchase in her long, flowing hair as he guided her movements.

"God, Jessie, that's it... don't forget my ass," he panted, the game outside nothing more than a distant echo as she indulged in her lover's carnal desires.

Obediently, Jessie continued her exploration. Her tongue flicked out and licked slowly from the base of his perineum to the top of his scrotum, as if tasting him like an ice-cream cone. Her lips pursed together to create a seal around her mouth, keeping the sensitive skin tight against her closed lips. She licked and teased his sensitive starfish, paying particular attention to that sweet spot between his anus and testicles. Like a child on a candy hunt, she explored him with her tongue until he was panting and moaning in ecstasy. The sensation of power and control, even when submitting herself to his every whim, coursed through her veins. She reveled in this intimate act, embracing the depths of her degradation.

As Logan's breathing grew ragged and his grip on her hair tightened, Jessie knew their time was drawing to a close. Still, she held onto each moment, savoring the taste and feel of him as she worshiped the instrument that had forever changed her life.

"Jessie, I'm so close," Logan rasped, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. He looked into her eyes, dark and full of devotion, as he delivered his command. "I want to come all over your beautiful face."

Jessie's pulse quickened at his words, the heat of her desire rising like a tide that threatened to sweep her away. She felt the weight of her guilt melting under the burn of shameless lust. With a compliant nod, she released him from her mouth, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she awaited his climax.

"Look up at me," Logan instructed, his intense gaze pinning her in place. Jessie obeyed, lifting her face towards him - an offering, a submission, a plea for absolution. She could feel the muscles in her neck tighten as she tilted her head back, her cheeks flushed with anticipation. "Beg me to come on your face."

"Please," Jessie whined, feeling the need to be bathed in her master's cum. "Please, come all over my face. Make a mess out of me for my husband."

Logan groaned at her words, and she smiled. Logan loved it whenever she mentioned Scott. He loved it when she spoke about him, belittled him, letting Logan know he was the real man in her life. And even though she still felt a trace of guilt for her cruelty, it was nothing compared to her need to please her lover.

"Bathe me in your come, baby," she whimpered. "Make my worthless husband taste your come when he kisses me."

"Fuck! Here it comes, Jessie!" he warned, his voice thick with lust. And then, with a guttural groan, Logan erupted, releasing a surge of hot seed that splattered across Jessie's upturned face. The sticky warmth coated her skin, sliding down her cheeks and pooling at the corners of her lips.

As he painted her face with his cum, Jessie stared into his eyes, unblinking, unwavering. She saw in them a reflection of her own darkest desires – a mirror of the passion that had ensnared her. Every hot rope of cum was a mark of his power and she relished being on her knees before her master, showing him a devotion she had never, ever shown her husband.

"Good girl," Logan whispered, his voice laced with pride and satisfaction. The words stirred something deep within Jessie, a primal need for validation that threatened to consume her entirely. She had given herself to him completely, and in return, he had marked her as his own.

As the last drops of hot jizz scalded her face, Jessie closed her eyes, breathing deeply to steady her racing heart. Her head was thick with the scent of his lust and the salty taste of his cum, a mixture that clung to her skin and filled her mouth.

"Mine," Logan murmured, his voice a low, possessive growl that sent shivers down Jessie's spine. She recognized the weight of his claim, the authority it held over her heart and body. In this moment, she belonged to him and him alone.

Jessie couldn't resist the urge to submit further, to demonstrate her devotion in a way she had never allowed herself with anyone else. With trembling fingers, she scooped the thick jizz from her face, gathering it up as though it was a precious gift. As she raised her hand to her lips, she met Logan's eyes, seeking permission, encouragement – and found it in his darkened gaze, the fire of desire still smoldering there.

"Only you, Logan," she whispered before slipping her fingers into her mouth, savoring the bitter taste as it mingled with her own saliva. The act was one of surrender, an offering of her loyalty and submission. She didn’t care about the guilt or shame that clawed at her insides, she didn't care about her child or husband; all that mattered was pleasing Logan, keeping his attention on her.

Swallowing the mixture, she felt a renewed sense of connection, as though the very essence of Logan had seeped into her bloodstream and settled in the core of her being. Her thoughts were consumed by him, the memory of his touch, the heat of his passion. Even as she knew she should feel remorse for what she had done, for the betrayal of her husband, she could only revel in the exquisite pleasure that Logan brought her.

"Always Logan," she repeated, her voice soft but resolute.

"Good girl," he praised, his words caressing her soul like a lover's tender touch. The smile that danced across his lips was a promise, a vow of the illicit pleasure they would share again and again.

Logan helped her to her feet, then wrapped her in his powerful arms. The air inside the shed was heavy with the scent of their lust, and Jessie could feel the remnants of Logan's cum still clinging to her face – a tangible symbol of the forbidden bond they shared. Her heart thundered in her chest as she gazed into his eyes then rested her head against his chest.

"Jessie," Logan murmured. "We can't stay here any longer. Scott might come looking for you."

She nodded in agreement, though every fiber of her being longed to linger in this secret haven, away from the prying eyes of the world outside. Reluctantly, she pulled away from him, feeling the cold air rush in to fill the void left by his absence.

"Will I see you again?" she asked, her voice tremulous, betraying the uncertainty that gnawed at her heart.

"Of course," he replied, his smile warm and reassuring. "I'll be with you every step of the way, Jessie. No matter what happens."

As she turned to leave, Jessie paused for a moment, her hand trembling as it reached for the door handle. She closed her eyes, trying to imprint every detail of this stolen moment upon her memory, every caress and whispered word forever etched within her soul.

"Jessie," Logan called out softly, drawing her attention once more. "Remember who you are now. You belong to me, body and soul."

"I know," she replied, a sense of calm determination settling over her. "Always Logan."

With that, Jessie opened the door and stepped out into the fading sunlight, leaving behind the darkness of the shed and the man who had claimed her as his own. Her face still sticky with the remnants of their passion, she felt a bittersweet smile tug at her lips.

The world outside seemed suddenly brighter, more vibrant, as if the colors of her life had been heightened by the intensity of her desire for Logan. Yet even as she rejoined Scott, laughing and cheering on the sidelines of the soccer game, Jessie knew that a part of her would always remain locked away in that storage shed – a living testament to the love and longing that burned within her heart.

"Hey, you OK?" Scott said and kissed her cheek. If he noticed the sticky lust of Jessie's real lover, he didn't say anything.

"I'm fine, honey," she said, peering back towards the shed and the promise of Logan hiding inside.

Scott took her hand, pulling her attention away from the shed and back to the game, back to her reality.

"I love you," Scott said, smiling warmly and Jessie realized that, just a month ago, having Scott here would have been enough. It was all she had longed for, attention from the man she loved.

Now, however, she knew that Scott wasn't enough. She could only be satisfied by one man. Just thinking of him made her belly tingle and she slid her hand from Scott's, rubbed her stomach, and imagined the life growing within.

"I love you, too," she lied to her husband as her eyes noticed Logan emerging back out onto the field. "I love you, too."

***
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THANK YOU FOR READING this book! If you liked my brand of twisted cuckold and cheating stories, please check out my links page. From there you can find me on Medium, Patreon, and book retailers! You can also sign up for my newsletter to get weekly updates and freebies!

https://manusdare.com/links

Thanks again!
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