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My wife Judy is a fucking whore. Not that I am going to let her know that I know what she does with other men.
I'm the guy that got a couple of friends to help me catch her and I'm the guy that decided to write the stories.
My problem was that I'm one of those naive bastards that goes through life not suspecting a thing. I like to look at a nice ass and a good set of tits from time to time. Even a pretty face can be appreciated. But, I figure I got this sweet piece of ass at home, why fuck it up? So, it's been hands off, dick to myself, the few times I probably could have fucked some strange babe. Granted they were drunk enough to fuck anybody at the time. I had a couple of beers, which probably helped them out in the looks department as well.
Except for my buddy's wife this one time. She just wanted to fuck and was stone cold sober. Same circumstance as me with him. The poor bastard didn't have a clue. I was helping him work on his car and I could have nailed her right there in his house when I went in to use the bathroom. This is while he was working in his garage. And, stupid me, I passed up an amazing fuck just so I could dump my load faithfully into my own wife. Now I learn that she was probably on her back with her legs in the air at the time and some other guy was between her legs fucking her for all she was worth.
So, what's with women? Rumor has been that some guys would fuck anything that would move to the extent the saying arose, "he'd fuck a snake if someone would hold its head."
But, women? If some guy is fucking around and is reputedly one of those guys that has screwed a dozen chicks, where the hell did the dozen chicks come from?
Answer: Eleven other guys wives! Figure it out. Most single girls are looking for a husband, and I don't mean somebody else's husband. They want their own fucking husband. So, what have we got left? This cocksucker is fucking my wife and your wife, and nine other guys wives!
And, they are loving it. Sneaky little cunts. They give us some shit for even glancing at other women and all the while they are taking some other guy's cock up their cunt whenever the whim strikes them. Really, if any of us went up to ten women and simply said, "Could we go somewhere and fuck?" we'd get kicked in the nuts or squirted with mace every time. If my wife, or your wife, or just about anyone's wife went up to most men and asked the same question, "Could we go somewhere and fuck?" the wife would have a strange cock sliding into her cunt within a few minutes.
Sure things could be different depending where it was asked. At your house? The marriage bed would need the sheets changed to hide the cum stains. Near a motel and the guy is paying for a room. Do you think if we could actually get a woman to fuck that easily that she would be the one paying for the motel? How about maybe in the middle of a fucking creek? You betcha! Or, in that nice mini-van or SUV you bought for her? If she asked some stranger in a mall parking lot to screw her? That motherfucker would be rockin' whether or not someone came knockin.
My point is, we are fucked. Well, they're getting fucked and were getting screwed. If you wife wants to fuck somebody else all she needs is opportunity. And, how do you fix that? You don't! If you don't know where your wife is while you are reading this, she could be fucking somebody else.
Now what do we do? If you are like me and never suspected, you need to get suspicious. If you think she might be cheating, she probably is. And, probably often. Check those panties, smell that panty crotch. Maybe the next time you get some and she seems extra ready ... sloppy seconds dude. Maybe you could fake cumming and see what runs out. She'll probably brag about how excited you must have been to dump a load like that one in her.
Of course, my problem is how in the fuck to fake cumming? I mean, that's what I do. I can make it last sometimes, but say you're in there and your dick is kind of floating around in a bunch of goo and you're thinking "This feels like sloppy seconds. Some other man has cum in my little bride." Then you're going to wonder if his dick is bigger than yours and shit like that. Too late man, the balls are churning and you've shot the wad.
Your cum and his cum are going to be hard to sort out. So you have to take her word for it. "Wow Hubby, you sure filled me up with cum. Look at it run out of my cunt."
We aren't going in to the age old question of, "Who the fuck's kids are these anyway?" They are officially yours.
Are you and I the only ones not cheating? No, probably not. But, if you had the chance at something better than you have and was sure you wouldn't get caught, what would you do? Now, think about this ... is there any chance that your wife could run into somebody maybe a little better looking than you? Maybe a little smoother talker? Maybe a little taller, dresses a little nicer, doesn't fart.? Maybe a guy with a honkin' big dick?
What's our plan? Do you want a wife that cheats and doesn't tell? Do you want to catch her and see if she will tell? Or, is your wife one of those that would cheat if given the right opportunity, but hasn't? Maybe yours is the conventional wife that thinks you are a stud and all the pussy if for you?
I started this off to tell you about my wife Judy. Does she fuck around? Yes! Hell, yes! But, we work different hours and she used that for all it was worth. Something about that little cunt that made her feel good when she would find someone new to fuck for a while.
Tricky bitch. I checked the panties, smelled the crotch. Looked for a cum stain. Too smart for me. The off days when she didn't fuck somebody she would put her panties in the hamper. The days she fucked around on me she would hide her dirty panties and do the laundry when I wasn't around. I even found where she was washing panties with the fucking rugs so I couldn't do a surprise inspection. She must have suspected something, because after a while she would hide the panties with cum in them and put a pair of clean ones in the dirty clothes to throw me off.
Now, I like the smell of pussy. Judy's pussy smells great. I even love the taste of it. It gets and slick and wet when I eat her out and make her cum. I remember lots of times when she would push me away when I would try to eat her. Now, older, wiser, and maybe no so stupid now, I realize the reason why.
This turned out to more difficult than I ever thought. First of all, I learned one important thing. Keep a journal of your suspicions. You'll be wrong a lot, but with a journal you can compare odd little occurrences, dates and locations. Like Judy and I both had Tuesday off together, but she always would come up with a reason to have to drop by work, go to the store, and things like that.
It was never a long time, but most certainly long enough for her to drain some guy's balls and get back home.
So, if she said she was going to drop by the discount store and then stop by work, I'd hide across the street from her work and she wouldn't show up there. Then when she got home she would say she ran a little late because there was a "'load" of things to take care of. But, she always had the stuff she went after at the store.
Then I'd stake out the store thinking she had a hookup with someone there. But, she didn't show up at the store either. I'd go home and she would be there and would have the shit from the Walmart. What the fuck?
I'm totally puzzled and am wondering what Walmart she went to and I look at the receipt to see and damn if it is the Walmart where I had my stakeout. Then I noticed something odd. The cash register printed the date from the day before. Judy, my cheating whore wife, bought the stuff the day before and kept it in her car so she could fuck her boyfriend and still get home to me. Well, this is going in that fucking journal I was telling you about.
Figuring out a cheating wife if going to be way worse than catching a cheating husband because at the least we have a little bit of remorse about being unfaithful. Women just don't have a conscience when it comes to snagging some strange cock.
Now I've got the fake trips to the store to work on and I've got the panties from times she got pretty wet for some reason, but none that look like a cum stain. Maybe if I can find where she hid the ones she leaked some sperm into I'd be a little more sure she is fucking around. I looked around the house in all the places I thought would be a good place to hid panties with cum in them.
The thought occurred to me to check her clean panty drawer and I see she has bought some new ones that I haven't ever seen. Of course, by this time catching her in her underwear is like finding a piece of the space shuttle in your back yard. Anyway, no cum in any panties there, so I give up, and then think what a dumbass I am because I'm not thinking about looking in her car.
It took about a week to get a chance to search there. Still no luck. Maybe since she bought new panties she throws away the ones she gets cum in or maybe she is giving them to the guy she is fucking.
Ninety-Nine percent sure she is fucking some other guy. Zero percent proof. Then one day I am going through the pantry, way in the back I'm looking for a can of chili or something and I knocked of a canister of rolled oats. You know, the kind with the guy from Pennsylvania wearing the funny hat on the front of the package.
And, I wonder, we haven't eaten any of this shit in a long time. I bet this stuff stale or full of bugs. I open it up and there are seven pairs of Judy's panties and each one has a huge cum stain in the crotch where this guy's sperm has backwashed on her. Suddenly I have my proof. I feel a little sick at my stomach, but I feel a little proud, too. My wife's a cunt and I caught her.
Don't think about presenting the proof with some drama is going to go in your favor. She going to tell you she is keeping them for a friend that is a nymphomaniac or if she admits it she will insist it was just those seven times and it is all your fault she fucked the guy. So, things are saying hush hush.
I was prepared for the day. Did you know there are places online you can order sperm detection kits? And, if you order and pay for express shipping the shipper will hold it a one of its shipping stores for you to pick up? Cool, I did that. Ended up ready to test a stain in Judy's crotch to see if it might be sperm and there is so much of it right there in my hands that only and idiot would think it was not cum.
What a proud day, my wife, mother of our children, is a slip-around, cum loving, cock whore.
Now is not a time to over think the situation. About now you start to wonder who it is she's screwing. You go through all of your friends and wonder which one of them it might be. Then you realize why would it have to be someone you know. Let's get the journal. Let's make a list.
The journal and the list aren't going to cut it. She's got her own friends ... obviously.
Time for drastic action. She gets a quickie cum load on our days off, so the guy has to be off that day too, or have a long lunch hour. I can't follow her in my car because she will catch my clumsy stupid ass in a heartbeat.
Brilliantly I rent a car and park it past my house in front of a foreclosure. When she leaves on Tuesday for her "Store run" and trip by the office I be in covert operations mode and learn where the bitch goes and who she is fucking.
The plan is in effect. Judy gets in her car to leave, I bolt for my rental and fire it up, slip it in gear and fall in behind her. When she gets to the stop sign at the main road she turns a block sooner and heads back down to our street. I'm thinking she forgot something so I hang back to wait.
Instead of turning like she is going home Judy turns two streets sooner and I hurry to catch up. She wheels the car up by the soccer field in our neighborhood and parks, then jogs back towards our house. I'm in a panic thinking about explaining where I went. Then I see her jog up a sidewalk, the door opens and she goes on inside.
So, she is fucking some guy over the back fence on our block. I can't tell which house it would be for sure so I count from the corner and write down the house number. I take the rental car back with five miles on it, get a strange look, hand over the keys and walk home.
I stand in my back yard watering some shrubs looking at the neighboring houses thinking about my wife with some stranger's cock in her, wondering if she could be looking outside a window, watching me, while this strange cock is sliding into her from behind. I try to count the houses and can't be sure. I think it is the house directly behind us. I've seen the wife and spoken to her over the fence. She has the nicest smile and one huge set of tits with sort of a boyish ass.
She is also the white woman in an interracial marriage with a very black husband. A very big husband. I'm not a crotch watcher, but when I spoke to the wife, Judy had talked to the husband and commented to me later how nasty the woman must be to have married a black man. Judy was also looking at his crotch as he stood on the opposite side of his fence and even I noticed the guy was well hung under those sweat pants. Actually the woman noticed Judy staring and we really haven't spoken since.
Holy Shit! My cheating wife is fucking a black guy? Right under my nose. No wonder I don't get much pussy. This man probably has a foot long dick. And, Judy loves a cock to cum in her from my experience. I don't even know this couple's names.
Now I know my wife comes back to me in our house with a black man's seed shoved up into her womb. I know now that her cheating is real. I can't get the idea of her having an interracial fuck out my head. I want to see her fuck this guy. I want to see the contrast of her white pussy getting fucked by his black cock, and I hope it is huge. I know from his cum in her panties that he is bare backing her slut cunt.
Now is the time to trap her in her game. I'm thinking of sneaking a camera in the black guy's house. If they keep fucking in the daytime there is no way I could windowpeep on them. His wife is hot. I'd fuck her even though she is a white gal fucking a black husband. That's what I have now. Only it's my wife fucking her husband. Maybe I can find a way to talk to her without him around.
I guess my first problem is how I act when Judy comes home. I know she has slipped around the block to fuck our black neighbor and a I know she is coming back with some remainder of his seed in her cunt. Being a a racist bad and I don't consider myself one. But, how does one reconcile having a black guy fucking your wife?
I've taken the rental car back and walked home. That hasn't taken more than a half hour since Judy left. How long can this black man fuck her? Will she fuck him more than once? Does she suck his cock? Will she clean up before she comes home? Is his wife working so they have a set time or do they have to hurry before his wife gets home?
It's been more than an hour. She used the excuse that she had to check on some things at work. How long does she think she can be gone with that excuse, even using the line that she stopped by Walmart? I know what items she has hidden behind her seat in the car. She'll come carrying them in.
Now at a hour and a half, I've cleaned up some stuff in the garage, done the dishes, and folded laundry. Is he still fucking her? Have they been fucking once for an hour and a half or has she fucked him several times in an hour and a half.
I decide to walk down the block to see if her car is still hidden at the soccer field. Shit. Still there. It's been over two hours. Can he really fuck her for over two hours. Judy can get into sucking cock. Maybe she is sucking his cock, her fucks her, she sucks his cock, etc.
Well, that's not better. I don't want to think of my wife sucking a black guy's cock. I really don't want him fucking her either. Does Judy kiss me after sucking his cock? She used to like clenching her cunt muscles and carrying my cum inside her the next day after we fucked. Is she doing this with her black seed? Is she hugging and kissing me, and sleeping with me at night with this black guy's cum in her cunt?
Three hours. Three long, fucking hours. Well, yes, "Fucking Hours". Can real people fuck for three hours. My sweet wife Judy is naked with the black man at his house. He's fucking her. He likes white women. His own wife is white. Why does he have to fuck mine?
Four Hours. I'm checking on her car again. Still at the soccer field. God, but my wife must love black cock. How much cum has he put into her now? We go for about ten minutes and she is good for several days before I get it again. Is her cunt going to be huge when I get some again or will I notice a difference? If he is the one she has been fucking I can't say I noticed her pussy being any larger. Then again if I'd flop one leg over hers while we fuck so I'm straddling it, the angle could put me to where I was hitting the end of her cunt. I don't remember that happening lately. I'm not sure I could forgive her with a white guy, but with her being from North Carolina I can't believe her fucking the black neighbor.
I've decided to check her car again. Oh, Thank God her car is not longer at the soccer field. I rush home to see if I can act like I don't suspect anything has happened or that her little "errand" is taking four and a half hours.
Finally her car is back in the garage. I scooted over to sit down at my computer and when she comes in I asked, "What's up, Babe? Did you get everything done you set out to do today?"
"Hi Darling," I did get everything done. At work I stayed with it until I got everything where I wanted it. Sometimes it's hard to swallow what is expected of you. I thought it was going to be more than I could handle, but you know me, never say never."
"It seemed you were gone forever this time. I was thinking of calling the hospitals and the police, telling them to find my hot little wife," I nervously teased her. "I was beginning to think you ran off with some stranger."
If Judy was going to tell me in some sneaky code about how she was fucking the black guy that lives over our back fence all of this time I thought I should at least offer something in return.
"Silly man! You know I could never leave my darling husband. You mean ever so much to me. The last couple of weeks I've gone back in to work I wasn't able to take it all in as there was just too much for me to handle. Today I decided go right at it. I could see when I got there it was going to be hard for me the whole time I was there. After getting a good start I realized that maybe I was taking on more than I could chew. I decided to take a more laid back attitude. After a while of being laid back I decided to get more on top of things and it all was sliding into place after a little while."
"Sounds like you were having fun once put your mind to it."
"Absolutely, now that I got everything exactly where I wanted it I'll want to do the same thing every week."
"We it's too bad you have go in when it should be our day off together."
"You and I don't do anything on our day off anyway, plus when I am off the clock at work I can do more of what I want. I even went to lunch with Jessica and had a nice time. The trip to Walmart seems to take longer to get the shopping done and through the checkout line. I'll put this stuff away and then I need a shower."
I guess she did what she wanted alright! The trip to Walmart was a lie because the stuff was in her car last night, and with her getting fucked for four hours she sure wasn't having lunch with Jessica. She apparently took all of the black neighbor's cock today for the first time. That means it must be huge and she has had to have a few tries at it to get the monster dick all the way up her cunt.



The damned guy must have a foot long cock because as Judy is putting away the Walmart stuff she seems to be walking a little funny. She's stopped a couple of times and just seemed to space out for a moment, then runs her hand over her tummy. I wish I could get a good look at her her cunt right now. It's probably gaping open and leaking black seed.
"All done! I'm off to the shower. I feel all sticky and yucky." Better yet, to celebrate a good day I think I soak in the tub."
She came by me and gave me a kiss. Better brush your teeth too, I'm thinking. I've tasted my own cum after a few "Accidents" in her mouth that I've had in the past that she immediately spit out.. The taste of this kiss is most certainly cum. She probably didn't think I could detect it in her mouth but my little slut has been eating some cum today.
"Hey, a soaking bath. I think I'll join you."
"No, you are not. A girl needs some personal time every now and again you know."
I gave her a head start and slipped into the bedroom and stood where I could see her look at herself in the bathroom mirror. Judy took off her shirt and bra. The little skank has a couple of hickeys on her tits. Things must have gotten pretty hot and heavy. She held her boobs in her hands and looked at the marks in the mirror. Then opened her mouth real wide to see how far it would open. She took her hands and pushed on both sides of her jaws, like they must be sore.
Judy seemed to be tasting inside her mouth. Then she put a finger in, rubbed it around, and spit in her hand. She took her index finger and poked at something and smiled at the mirror. After a moment she stuck out her tongue and drew whatever she spit out back into her mouth and swallowed.
Her pants came off and she admired her mound in the mirror and turned around to check out her ass. She put her hand down the front of her panties and moved her fingers around on her cunt, then leaned forward and seemed to slide a finger or two inside herself.
She hooked both hands in the sides of her panties and took them off. Judy held them up and looked at a very wet crotch on red panties. Her eyes shifted to the bedroom, but I was far off enough to the side trying to get a better view for myself for her to see me. She turned the panties inside out and used her tongue to lick a pretty good glob of cum from where her pussy would be covered.
Judy was standing naked now in front of the mirror. She rolled up the panties and put them in the pocket of her pants. She looked pretty damned hot. I guess fucking a black cock can put a glow on a woman's face. She put a hand on her cunt and held it up covered with fuck juices. Probably as much hers as her black man's cum because she does get wet when fucked.
She gave herself an playful astonished open mouth look because of all the jizz. She gave another quick look in my direction, still not knowing I am actually about six feet from her, but just out of sight. Judy's tongue licked at her hand and fingers and took the cum in her mouth but did not swallow. She repeated the same thing three more times, giving herself the same astonished, 'could you believe this much cum?' look.
With what was truly a mouthful of cum Judy opened her mouth and looked at it. From my spot I could see her work it over her tongue. They she closed her mouth and let some leak out of the corners of her mouth, only to take a finger and rake it back in. She leaned forward and spit a little gob on each nipple and then lifted her tits so she could lick it back off. Judy raised her hands in some kind of celebration and swallowed the mouthful. Then she opened her mouth and looked at what still remained. She gave herself a big wink and a two thumbs up.
My wife turned around and started the water in the tub. I got my wish because what I got was a pretty clear view of her well fucked cunt. Her outer lips which normally are a pretty tight camel toe were spread apart about an inch. He inner lips were hanging down from her outer lips about the same amount. I had never seen anything like it. I wonder if the will go back or if her new black cock boyfriend has fucked them into a permanent state.
Judy turned back around to the sink and took her toothbrush and toothpaste from the drawer. She put toothpaste on the brush and moved the it towards her mouth and then paused while looking at herself in the mirror. She squished around with her mouth a moment and put the toothbrush down, I guess preferring to have the cum taste in her mouth a while longer.
It was a point where seeing what I had seen even if she caught me watching I had too much on her for her to give me any hell about it. With the water running I could get out of there without her catching me with no problem. I decided to hang there to see what else I could see.
Judy went back to the tub to test the water. Maybe the drain didn't seem tight, but she bent over from the waist again with her open cunt right towards me. My tight little bride was most definitely stretched open by fucking this black guy that lives over our back fence. Her fat outer lips were still spread open about an inch wide for about two inches up the length of her hole. There was a think glob of jizz about to drip out and hit the floor at her feet.
About that time Judy must of felt it about to drip and put her hand to catch it. "Oh my God," I heard her say. "I'm so huge the way he has stretched me out." She put her hand to her mouth and again sucked his cum into her mouth. She stepped over to the mirror a rolled it around on her tongue again and swallowed.
Judy spread her pubic hair to get a good look at what had been a nice tight cunt. She ran her finger tips from back to front and then used both hands to pull on the lips and look at the size of her well fucked pussy. Looking at herself in the mirror she got smirk on her face and said, "What the fuck, it was worth it."
For me I'm frozen in my spot watching Judy. She seems absolutely pleased with herself and the fucking her new boyfriend gave her. I wonder if I want to ever fuck her again or if she would even let me after obviously taking on on black lover that must have an enormous cock. And he seems to deliver some large loads of seed that keeps running out of my wife. How much did this guy shoot up inside her and how many times did the fuck to get her so God Damned full.
My little black cock whore moved over and turned the water off in the tub and tested the temperature. She sat on the end of the tub with her legs facing outward on the floor and used both hands to rub herself, starting to rub faster she dropped one hand away and it looked like all four fingers from the other hand were in her slit.
Judy reached back with her free hand and grabbed the bottle of shampoo she had just told me she had bought at Walmart. I couldn't figure her interest in shampoo at this time until she directed the bottom of the bottle at her pussy while she held it open with four fingers. I quickly realized she was thinking of this bottle as her black man's cock and I am telling myself there was no way this was going to work as the bottle was almost the diameter of a soda can and about half again the length.
That was her idea though as she removed her fingers from her wide open gash, placing the bottom of the shampoo bottle against her pussy lips and gave it a little nudge. I almost came out of the shadows for a better look as about half of it slipped in with no resistance. Amazingly it just went inside her cunt without lubricating the bottle first and with not even a wiggle to get it started.
There sat my wife Judy on the edge of the tub with half a large plastic bottle full of shampoo sticking out of her cunt. Again, with not much additional effort she slid it in until her pussy lips curled over the top, just leaving the cap in sight.
With the bottle now inside her she starting talking to herself, "Oh Judy, what have you done? Mamma has a cunt full and she loves it. Ernest, I can't believe your wife complains that your cock is too big. You can stuff me full of your black monster any time you want and shoot me full of your hot seed."
I think my mind just got made up whether or not I'll ever want to fuck her again or for that matter if she will ever let me fuck her again. So, Ernest is his name and his cock is about the size of Judy's arm.
The action started to pick up at the bathtub and even though she wasn't moving the bottle in and out much she was rocking against her hand that was holding it in. I could no longer see the cap, but from her finger positioning it must be another couple of inches inside her.
If I had not seen her take that thing up her fuck hole I would just think it was my woman finger fucking herself. It was clear where inside Judy's tummy things had moved around to let her vagina expand. There was a visible ridge where her flat stomach would usually be. I had to get ready to sneak out of the room, but waiting to see if she would cum from the fucking she was giving herself. She stayed pretty calm and then the orgasm hit. She convulsed and rocked around and came hard, letting out a cry that I could have heard from the kitchen and from where I was only a few feet away, scared the shit out of me.
After a few seconds, Judy looked up to see if I might have heard her cry out and quickly started to pull the bottle out to get in the tub. Instead she pulled it out part way and then pushed it with her fingers back inside, again looking at herself in the mirror, making little dance motions with her hands and shaking her hips as if to music.
I looked at the woman I married which was once the innocent child like bride. It apparently all melted away when our youngest child left home and got married this spring. Now Judy has moved into a whole new strange realm of sex and lies. I still love her, but I am going to hang the bitch for what she had done to our marriage and our lives together.
First I have to find a way to see her take that big black cock and watch him unload his sperm up inside my little wife.
Judy got into the bath with the bottle still stuck in her cunt and laid back and relaxed as if taking a nap. I left the room and went absentmindedly into the living room and pretended to watch television and start to plot some revenge.
In about a half hour she rejoined me all clean and smiling. She had put on shorts and a top that stretched tight over her tits. We talked a few minutes and she sat down against me on the couch and gave me a big hug and a kiss where I got some tongue. Obviously she had brushed her teeth before coming out to see me.
"What was that all about?" I asked wondering what the fuck was up.
"I just wanted you to know how much I love you!"
"Oh, are you feeling a little romantic, darling?"
"No, I just want you to hold me and to be near you."
Judy snuggled up to me and went to sleep in my arms. I was totally blown away and confused as shit. After she awakened she fixed me a light supper.
This was my first chance to get to the bathroom and inspect that shampoo bottle. I held it in my hand and was amazed at what Judy must have felt taking the whole thing in her snatch with so little effort. More than anything I wanted to be sure the bottle was back on the side of the tub and not nestled up against my wife's womb.
Now I have to figure out what she is up to being all loving after spending the afternoon sucking and fucking a black neighbor. Maybe she thinks she can put off fucking me long enough for her cunt to snap back into shape. But, I don't think she can stay away from spreading her legs for Ernest long enough to let that happen.
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"My wife Judy is a fucking whore." I started the story in part one with the same sentence. Now I can say for certain she is a fucking whore and now I have my proof.
When this shit happens to you do you have to wonder if it is your fault for not giving your wife all the fucking she needs.
With Judy I thought when the kids were out of here we would fuck ourselves silly. I think instead of me getting more pussy I think I actually got less. Maybe she had to feel a little naughty about fucking with a kid in the house to be able to get off.
Here is my summary of women. If they can fuck somebody they think is better than fucking their own husband they are probably going to do it. Not that we as men would not do the same if the chance happened to us. But, we have to face facts; women would just have to ask a man to fuck them and they would get shoved full of cock. Men; yeah sure, if we ask a woman that question we get the fucking cops called on us instead.
Any woman can probably get any man at almost any time. It's true, ugly and fat women will probably slow us down a little bit, but without a lot of body odor or really bad breath, we're going to fuck her. And, fuck her anytime she offers it.
Women accuse us of letting our penises tell us what to do. Well, duh! Fuck yes! When was the last time you told your wife you weren't going to do some little errand or favor when she asked? Did you actually think you could get away with it or was your penis screaming, "Do it man! Do what she asks. If you don't it will be like a full month of PMS for us. There will be no pussy for like forever and she will do a lot of little fucking mean things to us to make us suffer." That's your penis talking.
Fellas, even though they give us shit about it, listen to your penis. Our penis rules our mind, God created the universe, but our world is ran by cunt. The world is like one big cunt. We think about cunt all the time. When do you think women think about a cock? Not so much! There's other things on their minds, but when their mind is on cock you had better hope it is yours. Because if it is not, she is going to get the one she wants.
My wife Judy turns out to be a good example. She thought about the black guy in our neighbor and must have heard a rumor that black guys have large cocks. I didn't start the rumor. I just got fucked over by it. Worse yet, I guess it might not be a rumor.
Now about the rumor about a man with a big nose, big hands, and big feet having a big cock? I keep that one going because I do happen to have those. And, my cock is okay in size. Nothing to send Judy out to try to find one bigger. I don't think bigger or better or blacker was anything she was looking for. I think she suddenly realize to herself that she was just looking for strange cock.
If you remember the several pairs of panties in the oatmeal can I found that had the cum stains on them? That's what told me I was right to smell her panties and look for evidence she was doing some guy. I assumed she fucked a guy several times and kept souvenirs of each time. Now, since she indicates she took three different weeks of sex sessions with Ernest to get all of his cock inside her, that there must mean several other guys. Even if one of their samples of their cum is not going to be cum from Ernest.
I made a trip to the pantry after Judy drifted into her cum addled sleep and sneaked a look inside. I looked for the red panties with the cum stain on them from that day, but there was no new panties in there. But, in looking them over I noticed something I had missed before. Written inside the lid was a code:
1. JL - Blue & White - 7/10
2. RB - Pink w/white dots - 8/05
3. TC - Green Stripes - 8/07
4. BB - White - 8/22
5. JR - Black Satin - 8/31
6. MJ - Purple Dots - 9/03
7. EA - Tan & White -09/06
Fuck! It's like a diary in a can. There are seven strangers that fucked my wife in less than two months. She started the week after my birthday and I recognize the "EA" being for Ernest two weeks ago. Unless, there is more than one can. I think is the only can because, our daughter Christie moved out in June.
Judy made it until July before finding a fuck buddy. This "JL" bastard must have started talked her into cheating on me. Unless, she just offered it to him.
Well, I can't go back and beat up everybody for fucking my wife. I have to remain cool. I want to know who, when, and why, but I also want to be ready so when the time is right I'm ditching her ass and it will be a complete surprise.
My main focus is catching her with Ernest. If this black guy has a cock big enough to stretch Judy out like he did, I'm wanting to know more about it. Maybe I can give her a time when I won't be home that she will bring him over and fuck him at our house. I could hide a camera or maybe sneak back in house and watch them at it without them knowing it.
After some careful thought I need to know who this first guy was that she rode his cock and if he is white or if she just has a thing for fucking blacks. I went through her friends and people I knew from her work and like I have said in the past, "It isn't going to be somebody you know."
Why would Judy starting sleeping around on me the week after my birthday. I gave her a real good fucking because I guess that was part of my birthday present. She was absolutely wild. She made me go down on her, which I like anyway. She has a sweet tasting pussy. Then she fucked me so hard I thought my dick was going to fall off.
I thought it was because she had a few beers at my party. Things got out of hand more than I wanted, but it all ended without one of those stories where some poor schmuck let's his wife fuck his buddies. I don't usually drink much myself, but my neighbor Jake and my buddy Rick came over. We had cake and watched a baseball game on television. I had made one beer last through the first five innings. Judy was on her third beer, but Jake and Rick had both gotten past a six-pack.
Jake is kind of an obnoxious cocksucker. He is the neighbor with a really hot wife he treats like shit. He has an expensive car and expensive clothes and toys. I figure he earned it, but he does piss me off when he gets on his wife about something, as if she really isn't good enough for him. Even Judy faults him for that.
My buddy Rick has been my friend since seventh grade. We've shared a lot of good and bad. He is kind of the "Anti-Jake". A really nice guy. Well, except maybe at my birthday party. He and Jake were getting out of hand with Judy, but she was putting up them and trying to keep things in control because she didn't want to ruin my birthday or insult my friends.
Judy like to dress flirty when the guys were coming over. To the extent if someone would pull in the driveway unexpectedly she would run and change. Even if it were and man and his wife or girlfriend. On my birthday Judy looked really hot with a bare midriff top and a skirt that was about 6" above her knees.
There had been times in the past after some beers the three of them had gotten a little touchy feely. I enjoyed the guys trying to cop a feel of Judy's tits and they had both ran a hand or two along her thigh, or rubbed the back of a hand over her crotch if she was wearing shorts.
I'd seen Judy drift her ass across a cock or rub a tit "Accidentally" on their arm. Tonight was one of those nights. Usually if one of them went too far Judy would give them a kiss and threaten to cut their nuts off. After all, they were my friends and pretty much her friends, too.
Rick had just grabbed a little more tit than was allowed when he tried to brush a nipple and Judy had turned into him at the same time. She leaned up and gave him a kiss that looked like it included some tongue. Then made the threat about cutting his nuts off. It wasn't until then that Rick gave up the hand full of tit.
Jake tried to get her to watch the game from his lap, Judy sat on him and mocked a complaint that she need a seat without a lump in it.
After things had gotten going pretty good, Jake ran his hand under her skirt when she reached for the chips. I expected a slap. Instead she froze motionless and asked Jake, "What do you think you are doing?"
"I was feeling your thigh and thought I'd try to get my fingers in your panties?"
"Are you fucking nuts? Do you want my husband to kill you, you miserable little prick!"
"Jake," I scowled, "Don't fuck with my wife!"
"I'd love to fuck her, but right now all I am trying to do is get a finger in her."
Rick was scared to death about what was going to happen next, and I had no clue where this was going.
"Maybe I should just let Judy kick your fucking ass. Or, send her over tomorrow to tell Bev what kind of shit you tried to pull tonight."
I hadn't paid a lot of attention that his hand was still on my wife's pussy through her panties and she had not moved from the spot. Both Rick and I watched as Judy stiffened because Jake got his fingers around the fabric and was in direct contact with Judy's cunt lips. I don't know which of the three of us wanted to kill him the most.
"Move you hand, Jake." My wife's voice trembled. "Jake, this isn't funny. I didn't mean move your hand, I mean remove your hand. If you don't get that finger out of me right this instance I will fucking ruin your life."
Yet, still, Judy hadn't moved until now. She shifted a little to get her balance to hit Jake. In doing so she moved her thighs a little further apart and Jake took the opportunity to slip in another finger. That is judging from the conversation the two were having. Rick and I were mostly guessing what was going on under that skirt. I was still pissed, yet I wondered how much Judy was going to let him do to her.
"In case you guys were wondering what you can't see me doing to her cunt, I have two fingers in it and am wiggling them around. She is wet as hell and I think we can all fuck her, but I get first turns."
With that Judy punched him right in the face and tried to push him back against the couch. As Jake went backwards his fingers stuck in Judy's pussy caused her to fall on him giving both Rick and myself proof that her panties were pulled aside and Jake really was fucking her with two fingers.
Rick finally had enough and knocked the shit out of Jake. Jake headed for home, but was too drunk by then to even walk. I was the only sober one and I was watching to see how far Jake would get with my wife. To tell the truth, I think that if it had gone on and she fucked one or both of them I would have been all for it.
Rick, said he had enough and was going home. He was too drunk and too upset to drive and I started to let Judy drive him home, but she had drank too much as well. There was my choice, to take my buddy home and leave Judy with that drunken little motherfucker in my kitchen, or call Rick's wife and let her bitch at him for a month about drinking too much. I gave her a knife and told her to really cut his nuts off if he gave her any more shit.
When I got home Jake was gone. Judy said she helped Jake across the street and he had his hands all over her again in front of his house. She didn't want to cause trouble for Bev and their kids. Later I found out from her that he got his finger back in her again and had his hands all over her tits. She finally got him to his door and shoved him inside for Bev to find passed out in the morning.
All of that was what had her so fucking hot for my cock on my birthday. After thinking it would be stupid to suspect a friend or neighbor, that turns out to be where my wife started. I didn't even know Jake's last name, so the JF first on her list was Jake. Evidentially, he made some kind of apology during the next week and they ended up fucking each other. I went over to Rick's house to watch a ball game the following week. That gave Jake a chance to come across the street without me home.
Then it took her almost a month to get to my good friend Rick. The RB on the list was my best friend for 25 years. And, my wife had to fuck my best friend. Later I learned that the two of them had discussed Jake's actions with her at my birthday party. I was on the phone with my boss during one of his visits. Judy told him how brave he was to defend her. He told her he couldn't get the image of Jake's fingers in her from his mind.
Judy suggested he erase the memory by putting his own fingers in her cunt. Rick finger fucked her while I was on the phone and they hooked up a few days later. That tells me the first two to fuck my wife and Ernest had his black cock in her as the last on the list. I'll figure out the other four as time goes by. Now it's time to catch her with somebody and it's going to be Ernest.
The natural thing to do is to bust in on your cheating wife with her lover and beat the shit out of both of them. But, I love Judy and besides, Ernest could easily whip my ass. He used to play football and still works out and jogs everyday.
My first idea is to get some input from Ernest's wife. All I need to do is to catch her in her backyard and start a conversation. It was rare when she was out there and then it with with her husband. I don't know much about her except she wants children and is a white woman married to a black athlete. Maybe the white cheerleader fucks the black quarterback story.
Our subdivision doesn't allow a fence over four foot tall and you could see a few loose boards where neighborhood kids had pulled themselves by the top of the board and torn it loose. I saw Ernest jog off one morning and went over and rang their doorbell. His wife answered in a robe and I explained that I wondered if I could get in their yard to re-nail the loose boards.
"I'd normally just say my husband would take care of it, but I see you have come prepared with your hammer in hand."
"Yes, that's me! Always prepared. Is the gate unlocked?"
I know I kind of let my eyes take in her figure behind the robe. The fact Ernest told Judy that his wife thinks his cock is too big leaves me impressed. I had not given any thought fucking her until I saw her standing in front of me then.
"No, the gate has a padlock on it. Just come on through the house. You can't get into too much trouble."
"Thanks," I said, introducing myself and followed her inside.
"Nice to finally meet you. My name is Haley." You just missed my husband. His name is Ernest."
As we got to the sliding door that led into the back yard Haley stopped and turned around to face me.
"You know coming over with a hammer to fix a fence right after my husband leaves sounds like kind of a lame excuse to get into my house to talk to me."
"Uh, really? Why would you say that?
"We aren't stupid and we are both adults. My husband has been awfully cheerful the last couple of weeks. I'm a grownup girl so if you have some news to share just tell me. It will between the two of us."
"Now that I'm here I'm not sure I can."
Haley stepped up to me and gave me a hug. Those big tits I had admired out in the yard were under that robe and it was easy to tell there was no bra holding them. I had to do something fast because my cock was about to swell so she could feel she had excited me.
"Haley, I think you are incredible. I, also, think my wife is fucking your husband."
"I don't know why that bastard has such a thing for fucking white woman. He's been pretty good of late, but I guess I can expect that to happen. For some reason his idea of heaven is going into a white woman balls deep."
"Wow, I'm shocked and surprised that you can be that calm about it. But, from what I've seen of my wife I think he may have found a wife wants his cock balls deep in her."
"I don't think he has any interest in fucking a black woman. It was fun when we first started fucking and early into our marriage. Then I noticed that I couldn't lose the little tummy I had developed. Some of my girlfriends that I was a couple of months pregnant. It was Ernest and his foot long cock keeping my vagina stretched, which distended my tummy."
"Judy, my wife is Judy, was admiring his work in the bathroom and didn't know I was watching or could hear her talk to herself in the mirror. Cum was running out of her and she used her fingers to fill her mouth with it. Then she shoved a rather large shampoo bottle up herself with little resistance to it's size. She told the mirror that Ernest had ruined her cunt, but it was worth it to get it all inside of her."
"I'm glad he has someone else to bother with that thing. I got so I won't let him put it all the way in, and if I can avoid it I don't want him fucking me at all anymore."
"As much as it disturbs me that Ernest has probably ruined Judy for me and our marriage as well, I'd like to see her take him all the way. You say it is really a foot long?"
"I measured it once with a twelve inch ruler and part of the head was over the top. I'm curious. How much have you been giving your Judy?"
"Ouch, I think do pretty good. I'm just under eight inches and I thought she was happy with that because she would talk of her friends being jealous."
"That would be enough for me. All the stretching still makes me cum, but it's not as good as when there is more romance to fucking than there is feeling you are in some kind of contest."
"You sound like my kind of girl. Do you think a shorter cock can still do you some good?"
"I'm not going to fuck you just because my husband is fucking your wife. But, yes, I do tighten up when he isn't jabbing that thing at me. You probably could do me a lot of good. Ernest knows nothing about being romantic or gentle. He thinks his cock is his key to the world. You seem like you would do just fine."
Haley hugged me again, put her arms around my neck so those big tits were mashed into my chest. We continued to hug. My cock was pressing against her stomach. I was thinking what a wonderful woman that stupid Ernest was cheating on.
"Hey Mister? Are you getting frisky with me?"
"Come on. You are so fucking hot and you shoved these tits against me and don't expect me to get a hardon?"
"It feels like it might be a dick I could fuck in comfort. I'd probably cream myself silly. Let's figure out what we want to do about our errant spouses before we do something ourselves. First you told me you wanted to see Ernest fuck your wife, but you aren't so sure what to do about them. Let's think it over."
"I guess you are right. What do you want to do?"
"First, I want to give you something to watch. I'm giving you a home movie Ernest and I made early in our marriage. I don't want you to feel bad when you actually see what he can do with that cock of his."
"Your loaning me flick with you and Ernest having sex?"
"My husband is fucking your wife. Seeing me naked taking it in a movie isn't going to kill you."
"I thought you said you weren't going to fuck me just because my wife is fucking your husband."
"I'm not. I'll fuck you when and if are we ready because you have a nice cock and are a good soul. Plus, we both are going to need a friend."
Haley left and came back with a flash memory drive. "Here, enjoy your movie. Now you better go home before Ernest gets back."
"Here's my number. For a signal of when it is okay for you to call me I'll take that broom from beside the back door and lay it on the chair."
I started for the door, not wanting an encounter with Ernest.
A little later in the morning I saw Ernest out nailing the boards back on the fence.
Returning home that flash drive felt like a fire in my hand. Judy is gone to work until late afternoon and I had plenty of time to check out the size of the cock my wife had been fucking, but even more so now I wanted to see Haley naked and having sex.
I figured it would be poorly lighted and probably grainy to watch and wondered if it would have sound. I guess Ernest spent some of his money back then on a really good recorder because it was like going to a theater when I plugged it into my computer. The lighting was good and the picture clear and there was sound so I could hear as well as see Haley fuck her husband's cock.



I cued to start and the first scene was from a tripod or resting on something nearby with both Ernest and Haley casually dressed somewhere at an outside table in a resort. He had a remote for the zoom and they sat side by side with their hands joined so the camera showed her wedding rings. Ernest zoomed in on them. The contrast between him being black and her being white was interesting.
Then the scene changed to a view of Haley's ass as she walked to their room. Ernest made crude remarks about fucking her white cunt and Haley turned around and flashed her tits at the camera, then made a beckoning sign with her index finger as they approached their room.
I had to get out of my clothes and found myself stroking my cock as I watched him capture her as she did a real seductive undress which ended in her lying on the bed and squeezing her big tits. Then he moved around to her feet and had her spread her legs to show her pussy. I was expecting a shaved cunt, but she had a fair amount of hair that she left untrimmed.
When Haley spread for the camera I could see the effects of Ernest's big cock. Haley lay there with her legs spread wide. Her cunt without being touched looked like you could slip in small soft drink bottle with not much effort. Even with that I had an urge to bury my face in it as I stroked my cock a little harder. I watched her take the camera from Ernest and point it at him.
Ernest filled the screen, his shirt already off, showing his color as a really dark brown. He started talking shit again as Haley panned the camera down to his crotch as he unfastened his pants. Lots of talk about having all the cock she could ever need and how his cum would run out of her when he finished fucking her.
Haley steadied the camera as he dropped his pants, showing he was not wearing underwear. His cock hung straight down. Still soft, but looking as big as mine when hard. "Tell me you want it baby. Tell me you want my big cock. Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you with it."
"You know it baby, show me what you've got. Let me see what you have for your little white bride."
That inspired Ernest to take his cock and begin to stroke it. The damned thing started to get hard and looked huge pointing straight at the camera. Turning sideways he asked Haley, "Is this it baby? Is this the black cock you want me to fuck you with? Pump you full of my seed?"
I was stunned by the size. It was sticking out a foot as advertised. Even for a big man the size of Ernest this thing is huge and I felt for Haley. Then thinking this is the cock that was just inside my wife and delivered on the same promise of filling her up with cum.
My own cock was forgotten while I stared at the computer screen. Matter of fact, I think mine tried to crawl up inside my groin to hide.
Haley put the camera down and sat on the bed as Ernest came over and focused so Haley was off to one side. Holding the remote, he walked over to the bed and Haley turned to face his cock. Her white hands on his black cock looked so small as she began to stroke, then taking the head of it into her mouth.
She made a valiant effort and got it started down her throat, but never succeeded to get more than half of it past her lips. Ernest zoomed in on her mouth and the camera showed her struggle to get in as much as she could. Haley started to gag as some of his cum came out around his dick. I don't know if he held back or she drank it down as he spurted in her mouth.
In either event, it stayed the same hardness as her spun her onto the bed and started to eat her cunt. He didn't spend a lot of time down there. Maybe just enough to be sure she was slick and wet enough for him to fuck her. I would have spent a week down there myself and I was gaining nothing but admiration for Haley and the fact that his huge cock seemed to be terrifying her.
Ernest got up on his knees between Haley's legs and point the big mushroom head at her cunt, ready to start to work the monster into her.
"Wait a sec," Haley slid away to the edge of the bed and stood up. "I want to get a pillow." She grabbed one from beside the bed and flung it in front of her kneeling husband.
As she stood ready to get back on the bed I could see what she meant by her friends thinking she was two months pregnant. She actually had a little round tummy where I guess taking Ernest up her cunt had distended her out enough to be noticeable.
Haley sat her ass on the pillow and leaned back with her arms behind her, holding herself up, ready to start taking some of the big cock. Ernest started to zoom the camera to show him enter her. It wasn't a great angle so he walked to the dresser and brought the camera back to the bed.
This was real fucking hot. He had a full on shot of Haley with her cunt tilted upward ready to take the assault of way more cock than she needed. Her cunt was still parted like I mentioned before, enough to take in a small soda bottle. The camera was looking a couple of inches into her wet vagina and her distended outer lips seemed to reach for the lens.
Ernest was telling her to get ready for a trip to heaven and telling her what his cock was going do to her little white pussy. Then his cockhead sort of bounced into view. He must have had both hands on the camera because he poked at Haley until the head nestled between her outer lips. Haley actually rocked up and the head of his prick disappeared from sight.
The camera moved up from Haley's crotch and up to her face.
Ernest asked, "What to you want me to do with this big black cock, baby?"
Haley's reply was, "Fuck me Lover!"
The camera lingered on her face. Her expression suggested Ernest was starting to stroke his way into her depths. Her big tits framed her face from that angle. She was so fucking hot. My own pecker, once trying to hide, had come back to full attention.
The camera lowered down to show the huge black shaft nudging it's way up Haley's white cunt. Ernest pulled out so just the head was laying within her cunt. He had only put a few inches in her before pulling back out. With him all the way out Haley was laying there wide open. What she had taken so far had stretched her cunt so that it stayed like an open flower bloom with no indication of closing.
"That's what a black man's cock does to a white girl's cunt." Ernest laughed, "It lays open waiting to get black cock as often as it can!"
Haley didn't say anything and a quick camera shot to her face showed her a little less than happy about his comment.
With the camera again focused on her pussy, Ernest lined up his cock to her slit and started to fuck into her again. He got the first half of his cock into her pretty much with ease. I was watching Haley's stomach rise and fall a little with each stroke. She sure looked hot taking cock.
Haley laid there, fucking back at her husband's cock for several minutes. It didn't seem like he was going in any deeper, but then the his pubic hair was now appearing in the shot of him fucking her pussy. At about two inches to go the motion stopped and Ernest moved the camera back to Haley's face. "Here's the hard part babe. You ready to take the last couple of inches?"
Haley's little noises had changed from regular fucking sounds, including three or four orgasms, to sounds of pain. She had a look of determination on her face, but the sweet little thing was lying there with more than ten inches of his black cock already inside her. At the moment I felt so bad for her. Yet, again I realized this was the same huge cock my wife took all the way just yesterday. I wanted to protect Haley, but at the same time wished Ernest did permanent damage to Judy's cunt.
Even with the hint of anticipated pain in her eyes, Haley smiled and said, "Push!"
The camera went back to where Ernest was buried in her pussy. The cocksucker pulled out a little bit, then shoved back at Haley several times, finally just leaning into her with all of his weight. You could see Haley's pussy start to let more of his cock inside her. It had to be stretching the hell out of her inside.
About another half inch had gone in and I found myself cheering for her to take it so it would be over with for her. She reached to her pussy lips had amazingly started to try to slide them up his shaft with her fingers. Still the inward motion continued and if Haley could take another inch of cock it would be totally within her.
They had come to the point it looked like they were done. I guess if you watch someone take all but the last inch of a cock that was over a foot long, you expect all of it to slip in.
Ernest was speaking to her in a soft voice, "Come Haley, we've been this close before. Let's do this today. We are so fucking close!"
"Don't give up. Keep pushing into me. Let me try to help." Haley started to rock her hips towards him and wiggled side to side. Her own juices were running off his cock and down her ass.
I stared in amazement as the remainder of the black cock moved inside her body. His cock must have bowed up inside Haley as it shoved against the very end of her womanhood. Her tummy really looked pregnant now as it seemed to stand almost four inches above where it would be had it been lying flat.
Ernest sounded both surprised and pleased as he bragged on her ability to take the whole thing. The camera went back to her face and she smiled back at him. "Are you going to just hold it inside me or are you going to fuck me with that big thing?"
Un-fucking believable! Ernest began to fuck her, picking up speed as he slid in and out of her now slippery cunt. Her little grunt sounds were once again those of a woman enjoying getting a big cock put to her. Haley took control of the action and grabbed around his ass to pull him all the way into her now cock hungry snatch.
"Fuck me, Honey!" Don't cum yet! I need this so bad. Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Right now I think I could take another inch or two of hard cock inside me."
That must have set Ernest back. He really started to pump into and she gave right back to him still screaming, "Don't cum yet, Don't cum yet! I really need you fucking into me hard. More, more, try to get more in my little white pussy. Fuck my little white pussy! Shove it all in me!"
I suddenly realized the reason Haley loaned me the movie. After all their efforts Ernest's pubic hair was mashing into her pubic hair and she was begging for him to go in deeper. Fucking her husband time and time again and having cock left over Haley finally didn't have to worry about how much she couldn't take. She was taking it, and in the process she was making Ernest think his cock may not be big enough for her anymore. Probably feeling like her insides were destroyed she was striking back at his manhood, and I think she won.
Ernest was whipped when he finally heard her quit yelling to fuck her harder and to fuck her deeper and finally yell to cum inside her. He dropped like a dead man on the bed. Haley looked like she was ready to fuck all over again. She filmed him lying there and declared that she was the queen of fucking a black cock.
She handed the camera to Ernest and told him to focus on her well fucked cunt. "Hello World," she gloated at the lens, "I am Haley, and I just took the big black cock had room for more. I'm full of cum and a lot of it is my own."
Her cunt was unbelievably stretched open as if it was never going to start to close back in on itself. Cum was running out and down both thighs. She took both hands and scooped it up, then used her tongue to take it into her mouth.
"Get my mouth, baby. Show my mouth." Haley opened wide to show there was so much it was going to run down her chin. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed, then opened her mouth back at Ernest and the camera.
I could hear Ernest grumbling something in the background as the screen went black.
Way to go Haley!
I need to hide the evidence before Judy got home. I watched the film again. Jacking off like crazy while watching the black cock in Haley's well fucked white cunt.
Having a few minutes to spare I looked across the fence and the broom was laying on the chair. I blocked my caller id and dialed Haley's number.
"Hello," came her soft voice from the other end.
"Hi, loved the movie."
"I thought you might."
"You're kind of mean, aren't you?"
"I have my moments. Now that you know what happened to to your wife do you still want your revenge?
"Hell, yes!"
"How about me? Still want to fuck me?"
"Absolutely! Can I?"
"I'm still thinking about it." I could see Haley step outside and move the broom off the chair. She put her hand on her crotch and then pointed at me watching out my window. "Bye, talk to you later."
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I understand the first stage of getting through a problem is denial. My wife Judy certainly brought me to that. I didn't see it happening, especially with her seeming to be the complete happily married housewife.
Then after deciding maybe Judy really was fucking around on me was recognition of the truth. Well, I sure had the proof of that now, so we move on to "TOTALLY FUCKING PISSED!"
Now totally fucking pissed is wondering how my best friend, a neighbor across the street, and a black guy that lives over my back fence would have the nerve to fuck my wife. Those guys and four or five others that have been pumping her full of their seed in the few weeks since my birthday.
Funny thing about wives and relationships, I found myself mad at them for fucking my wife without giving it a lot of thought that I should be even more pissed at her for letting them fuck her.
I guess it's like a favorite toy I had as a kid. I loved that toy and kept it hidden when I wasn't using it so it wouldn't get damaged. I loved it and took care of it and thought it was mine, mine, mine! But, when I wasn't playing with it, even with it carefully hidden, my brother and his friends were playing with my toy. I couldn't tell because they really weren't hurting it, not that I could tell.
My wife is like that toy in that respect. I guess they weren't hurting it. It's just that my toy now had its legs spread and a huge fat black cock planted in the middle of its slut fucking cunt. I can't follow that shit. How am I supposed to feel when I'm fucking my wife? I'd get on her and be poking my dick around inside of her and she has to be remembering how much better another four inches of cock would feel inside her when it starts to spray its black man's seed up against her cervix.
Yeah, that's really fucking pissed. If Ernest's white wife Haley is tired of taking on his big black dick, then she shouldn't have married him. Haley is such a sweet gal and way more sexy than my own wife. So why does he have to come over and fuck mine?
Maybe Haley will decide to give me a revenge fuck or two, but probably not most likely. My wife fucking my best friend and the obnoxious neighbor from across the street fucking her as well, I can maybe get over that. It's kind of like they fuck her and get off and go home. I come home, my dick is about the same size, and I climb between Judy's legs and commence to fuck her. She just goes, "Oh good, more cock. I'm getting fucked again, and he doesn't know I'm fucking his buddy."
But, like I am trying to express, following up after a black monster cock like old Ernest has been sliding in and out of her just isn't going to work. Ernest has ruined my fucking toy. Not maybe broken my toy, but stretched my toy's fucking pussy all out of shape.
It's surprising how quickly dealing with the anger part turns in to getting the revenge part kicking in. First you analyze the problem. I don't need to be mad at the seven guys that fucked my wife. It's my slut fucking wife that is the problem.
If say, my best friend was fucking his neighbor's wife or vice versa, and I knew about it, it would be a wink and nod and a punch on the shoulder with a "Way to go, Duuuuude!" Just because it's my wife taking in the strange cock I'm going to be pissed.
I'm not going to be one of those pussy cuckold guys that goes, "poor me, some guy is fucking my wife, and I can't do anything about it but watch deals." Other guys are fucking my wife, I don't give a shit what you do of it happens to any of you, but the cunt is going to pay.
AND, JUST ABOUT NOW IS WHEN YOU CAN SAY THE "WIFETRAPPER" WAS BORN!
The first logical step is to try to work something with Haley to link Judy to fucking her black husband. Let Judy's friends and family know she is not only a tramp, but a black man's white slut tramp. Not that I would forgive her for fucking my best friend and the others, but she went black with the neighbor with that huge cock.
The secret is to get mad and stay mad. Just in case you haven't noticed, I'm still mad and I'm writing this almost two years since I first learned of Judy's affairs.
The next day my wife said she had to go in to work early and Haley's husband was out jogging when Haley called me on the phone.
"Hi," it was good to hear Haley's voice, "I came by your house as you wife was leaving. Ernest is supposed to be out jogging. Do you suppose they are meeting up some place?"
"I stood out to see that she didn't double back to the soccer field. I suppose Ernest could have jogged out far enough for them to meet up the road. I hate it that he is doing her if they are doing it in her car that I ride in myself sometimes."
"That would be a sight to see," said Haley, "Ernest being as tall as he is in between her legs in a car. I guess she could sit on his lap and get enough cock into herself to do her a lot of good. That was one advantage of when I dated Ernest. With the extra cock I didn't need to get it all in to get well fucked."
"Thanks, you know how to make a guy feel good."
"You're welcome. I called to see about what you said about hiding a camera in my bedroom. Then give them the opportunity at my house again. Are you up to an idea like that?"
I was just thrilled to have a chance to do some serendipitous with Haley. It might get me a shot at getting some of that. Funny how I'm pissed at my wife for fucking her husband while scheming some way to get to fuck Haley.
"Do you think we can plant a camera some where in your bedroom so that they wouldn't see it?" I asked.
"I think we should get one of those tiny spy cameras that transmit to a remote computer."
"Sounds expensive. Any idea what it would cost to do that?" I asked Haley.
"There is a spy gear store about twenty minutes away that we could go check it out."
That sounded good that she said that we could check it out. Great, when do you want to go?"
"How about now? They are probably busy with each other somewhere. I'll go park at the grocery store. You come by in about five minutes and I'll ride over to the spy shop with you."
I followed Haley's plan and parked near her car in the grocery lot. She looked around and got into my car with me. She looked hot. Nothing specially sexy or revealing. For some reason she just looked really hot to me. She actually leaned over and gave me a kiss on the mouth. I sat there hoping we were going to make out in my car.
"Come on, we need to get moving if we are going to do this, Haley chided me in a teasing way."
Haley knew where the spy shop was so she directed my driving. We went in looking like a couple and browsed around while as we waited for a clerk to be free. It was a busy place. We looked at some stuff and Haley would hang on to my arm, standing with her body against me as we examined things we had no idea what they were.
Finally the other people had cleared out and we were the only customers left in the store. The clerk turned out to be the owner. He was really sharp with his knowledge of what to buy and how to get things done.
"We want to buy a hidden camera and a way to record for a bedroom." I told him.
"Why not just use a regular camera on a tripod?"
"No, it's not to record us, it's to record someone that wouldn't know a camera is there."
"You need to be careful if you are planning to record guests. I have to tell you that is against the law."
"No," Haley jumped in, "It's for my brother. He thinks his wife is screwing around on him while he is at work."
"Oh, I was noticing how you two we clinging together. I had no idea you two were brother and sister."
"This is not my brother. I have a brother. He thinks his wife is cheating on him." Haley got a little streamed at a guy who was obviously making a joke."
"Sorry, just little humor there. Tell me what results you are trying to get."
I told the man we wanted to get a good quality picture that would show good detail for proof.
"Let me tell you there are lots of ways and quality you can do, depending on what you want to spend. The first thing people learn is that they try one camera and everything that happens is off camera in the scene or off to one corner, or too far away."
"Yeah, that sounds like my kind of luck."
"If your brother-in-law can afford a good system let me tell you to start at the top. Most people start cheap and keep adding stuff. They either miss what they wanted and end up getting caught before they get their proof."
That was kind of cool that the guy thought Haley and I were married and we were helping my brother-in-law. I told him, "let's hear the way you would go about it."
"Let me tell you about the top of the line. The cameras are wireless and feed to a computer. The range is about 150 feet. I recommend three cameras so you probably won't miss anything that goes on in a room. You can even set them up to use in three different rooms if you settle for an overall view."
The price sounded good to me because I wanted as much quality and detail as I could get. We told the man that we would take his best.
"Here's another good thing about going top of the line. If you get something good I've got a place that pays up to two grand for spy video. That would get you money back, revenge, and a profit. Heck, you two could even make a video and just say it was spy video. I know I could get even more for one with your cute wife in it."
Again, thinking we were married!
"No, thanks. What goes on in our bedroom needs to stay private!" Haley informed him. Then gave me a quick kiss on the mouth in front of the guy.
Haley and I headed for home like kids waiting for Santa Claus. She kept up the friendly gestures and even kissed me again at a traffic light. All the time I'm thinking I'd trade Judy to Ernest for Haley at any time. The fact that he had his big dick in his wife didn't affect me at all like me knowing he has had his big dick in mine. I really wanted to fuck her more than anything.
"So, who's house do you think we could use for the set up?" Haley asked me.
"I thought we were setting up in yours."
"It's your wife. Do you think they are as likely to meet at your house as at mine?"
"I was thinking that if I set up in my house I might get her fucking someone else as well catching her with Ernest."
"You need to consider one thing. If you set it up in your house Judy is more likely to notice a difference in a room, like a tiny camera lens. As a guy, you aren't paying much attention about what changes. I could paint the room and Ernest wouldn't notice any difference."
She had a point there. I wouldn't notice anything either. Plus, the set up in Haley's bedroom would let me check her out.
"Okay, your place it is. When do you want to set it up?"
"Let's get it done now while they are both out and probably together. I hope they're in the car so they are uncomfortable while they are doing it. Just be ready to run out the back door and jump the fence if Ernest comes home."
I left my car in the lot and rode home into Haley's garage so no one would spot me going over there. Not knowing squat about video equipment Haley and I were surprised it was pretty simple to set up her bedroom.
"Give me a hug and let's get started." Haley seemed really enthused about getting this set up. I gave her a hug and as the hug broke up she kissed me on the mouth briefly. "Wow, look at me. I've got a stud in my bedroom."
The idea that she would refer to me as a stud took me by surprise.
We had three cameras and a relay transmitter set up in no time at all. One on the wall behind a the top of dresser mirror, one hidden to give a good side view, and one concealed at the top of the headboard of their bed. We should get a good view from three directions.
"How do we know this is going to work and have the right lighting and everything. The guy said you don't want to mess up what might be the only shot you get at catching them." Haley seemed concerned, "Why don't you load the software on my laptop and we can see how it looks? That way I could record a back up in case the transmitter doesn't reach yours."
This girl was on the ball. I should have thought of that. That done, Haley had the laptop open on the dresser and all three cameras on screen.
"The cameras are supposed to me motion activated, I guess I'd better move around to get them going," I moved and waved and two cameras came to life and the record signal came on. A little more movement had all three going. There we stood, the two of us, in Haley's bedroom. I guess seeing it on the computer made it seem all the more real. Last week I would never believe I'd be doing something like this.
"To be sure this is right maybe we should go through the motions of being them for the camera," Haley spoke and knocked me out of my deep thought. She took my hand and led me into the hallway. We walked back in and stood by the bed.
Haley unbuttoned my shirt and stood back and looked at me. "Are you going to make a girl take off her own shirt, neighbor?"
"Oh, I sorry. I never dreamed I'd get the chance." I nervously reached out and undid her buttons and slipped her shirt off her shoulders. She turned and let it slide to the floor. She looked great standing before me with her tits hanging heavy against her bra.
"Well, we want to cover all the possibilities," she said as she reached and unfastened my belt. She undid the button and zipper and let my pants fall to the floor. My cock was rock hard and straining against my briefs. Haley just gave it a glance and said, "That looks interesting."
I was wondering how far this would go as I reached to unbutton her jeans. She laid back on the bed so I could pull them from her legs. I couldn't believe I had her down to panties and bra. I was watching us on the computer screen and then back to Haley, to the screen and back to Haley.
Haley said that we looked pretty good in the movies. She slid off the bed onto her knees in front of me. "I suppose we should check the camera angles in case your wife does this." Then she put her hand on my cock and put her face right up to it through my underwear and moved her head back and forth like she was sucking me off.
Then she got up and laid on the bed and spread legs to reveal her panty covered crotch to me. "Then maybe your wife would move up to this position."
My cock was hard as a rock, as they say, wanting out of my underwear. I moved in between her thighs and we both looked at the computer screen. She kept watching it and I looked away to stare are her pussy mound. I guess I wasn't the only one enjoying this because she had a wet spot on her panty crotch. I could smell the heat starting to radiate from her pussy.
I moved my face down and faked eating her pussy while she still watched the camera angles on the computer. I figured this would be my only chance to be this close, so I planted a kiss on her panties right on her pussy slit.
"Oh, so that's the way you are going to play it? I thought this was supposed to be a rehearsal for catching Ernest and your wife fucking in my bed." Haley scolded.
I'm not much of a lady's man, but she didn't say no and she didn't slap me upside the head, so I decided to kiss it again. I looked up and Haley was still watching the computer, so I got my mouth on her crotch and kind of took her cunt lips into my mouth and did a chewing motion. Haley took her eyes off the camera and looked down at me, "What do you think you are doing there, Cowboy?"
Feeling a little bolder, I said, "Well, I was doing this, then I did that. Then I got to wondering would you let me do this?" At which time I pulled her panties aside and planted a big kiss on her naked cunt, following with running my tongue in her pussy slit and ending with sucking her clit into my mouth."
"Well, that feels nice. I guess another couple of minutes of that wouldn't hurt anything"
I started to work on her and visualized Ernest's big black cock pumping in a out of Haley. I stopped and asked, "Say, you and Ernest, you haven't been ... you know?"
"Fucking? No, we haven't been fucking for a couple of weeks. Everything you are getting is all me! And, I found that if I just lay there and let him fuck it all the way in without saying how good it feels or how bad it is stretching me, he loses interest really fast.
I continued eating Haley's pussy like there was no tomorrow until she decided to stop me. "They could be home any minute. I guess them catching us wouldn't be such a serious thing, but we would lose the element of surprise if they knew we knew about them."
She was moaning as she was talking and she seemed surprised that my last couple of kisses and nibbles sent her over the edge and she had an enormous orgasm against my face. "Oh Shit, that was a nice surprise! Do you have that tongue registered anywhere? Get up here between my legs so we can check the last camera angle and lighting for when they are pubes to pubes."
Haley didn't have to ask twice as I moved into a position to simulate fucking her. "Wait. Our white underwear is making a lens flare and makes it hard to see what we are doing on the camera."
I got up and took off my briefs and Haley slid off her panties and went reached behind her back to unhook her bra. She dropped it my the bed and looked back at the computer screen. She said the problem was solved, and that we looked pretty good. I can't say about me, but she sure was a knockout, and there she was laying naked and motioning me to get between her legs.
"Get closer. That isn't exactly crotch to crotch. I can't see the lighting or how the detail will look."
We were both looking at the computer screen. All three cameras were really set up well. "I can't get any closer. My dick is bumping against your pussy where I am now."
"Let's figure something out. I want to be able to see them actually fucking, with his big fat cock ripping her apart."
"Well, I guess I could put the head of my cock right here," as I lined it up with her swollen pussy lips. "Then I could get closer."
"What if I don't want it there?"
She had been cock teasing and running the show too long. I kept it lined up and exerted a little pressure, allowing the head to slid inside her. "Look, I'm closer already."
She gave me a little grin and I shoved most of it in. After knowing she fucks her black husband I didn't think getting it in was going to be a problem. Another couple of strokes and I was what you call balls deep. We started a rhythm and was fucking like old lovers. Man, I did not expect her to feel that tight.
I almost lost it, so I stopped for a couple of minutes hoping I could hold back longer when I restarted. Haley was kind of moaning and humming at the same time. "That feels good in me. Given the choice, this is the kind of cock I can fuck. It is easier to move my cunt over you and the motion feels so much better that just being speared on his black dick until he cums and then rolls off."
Gee, what a nice compliment. "Sure you cock seems little, but I like it." I guess it is all in the way you take it. Haley genuinely meant it as a compliment, I'm sure. She started rocking her hips against me and I started fucking her again. We both picked up speed. Her cunt felt like a soft glove around my cock and I got to the point I just couldn't help it. I was cumming inside her.
I leaned up a little and started kissing her neck and those magnificent tits. After a few minutes Haley asked, "Did you cum in me?"
"Uh, yes. I assumed it was alright. I mean I didn't give it a lot of thought. Judy and I just fuck during her safe cycle."
"Ernest and I have been trying to get pregnant ever since we got married. I don't pay much attention to safe and unsafe. But, my period was long enough ago that I should be dead center in my fertile cycle. Oh, well, if it hasn't happened with us by now I wouldn't figure you and I just made a baby."



"I'm sorry. I should have asked."
"My fault for not saying anything. It was feeling so good I don't think I could have asked you to not cum in me anyway. You really help me to understand why some women fuck their neighbors. That was really great! Who would have thought it?"
We scrambled to put Haley's computer away and for her to clean up enough to take me to get my car. There wasn't a lot of need to hurry. It was over an hour after I got home when Judy showed up with her fresh fucked look about her.
I had installed the software on my computer and Haley modeled naked in front of the cameras, which I recorded on my hard drive. She looked so good vamping for the lens, squeezing her tits and showing her ass. She even laid back on the bed to show me a little bit of my cum run from her vagina.
Man, what a day. I thought of fucking Haley's white pussy and thinking, "Ha, Ha, Judy. You fucked her husband and she fucked yours. You got a stretched out cunt and I got a great fuck from Haley."
>>>Judy didn't come home with her bag of items she usually bought the day before to cover for her being gone. Matter of fact she didn't even mention stopping by work. She had fucked Ernest for sure as she had that relaxed looked about her she gets after cumming a lot. Ernest's cum was probably working its way out of her womb and trickling down into her panties as we stood in the kitchen together.
"It's later than I thought. Do you want to go out to eat tonight." Judith asked me in a relaxed soft voice.
"Sure babe! What ever it takes to make your little tummy full. It's still a little early. Do you want to grab a shower?" Actually I could smell her and Ernest's cum on her.
"No, I'm good. I'll go like this."
"Okay, how about a quick fuck before we go? It seems like about since my birthday we just don't seem to get the chance. Maybe my cock buried in you and my balls slapping you ass is just what you need." I couldn't wait for this answer from her since I know she just had twice the cock in her than I could ever give.
"Well, since your birthday it's been hectic at work and there seems so much to do that you and I just don't link up at the same time any more. Let me finish up on all this other stuff I've been doing and we'll see about you and me."
There was no way I wanted to fuck her anyway after having her insides stretched by Ernest's oversized black cock. Sure Haley was tight and I really enjoyed doing her. But, my wife isn't supposed to fuck around on me.
"Do you want to change clothes or anything before we go?" I could see a damp spot on her slacks. I guess she wanted to go out as a fresh fucked black cock whore and have dinner with her husband. She has been in a bit of a downward spiral from her usually picky-assed, "everything has to be perfect" little cunt.
I guess sitting at dinner with your husband while a black guy's seed slips from your cunt must make her feel good about it in a trashy, I'll fuck anybody that asks way. Going to fucking a black guy when she used to bad mouth them so bad is the real shock to me.
Dinner went great. Kind of like a date in our earlier days. Except I didn't get any pussy. Not sure I would have settled for a blow job, because none was sure not offered and I don't think I want her nasty mouth on my cock anyway.
Judy decided to shower after I told her she was getting a funny smell about her. She still undressed in front of me, probably hoping I'd get hard and she could turn me down. He tummy still had that little swelling like she was barely pregnant as a result of having all of Ernest up inside her most of the afternoon. I wonder when it goes away, because Haley doesn't show it.
>>> Judy didn't come home with her bag of items she usually bought the day before to cover for her being gone. Matter of fact she didn't even mention stopping by work. She had fucked Ernest for sure as she had that relaxed looked about her she gets after cumming a lot. Ernest's cum was probably working its way out of her womb and trickling down into her panties as we stood in the kitchen together.
"It's later than I thought. Do you want to go out to eat tonight." Judith asked me in a relaxed soft voice.
"Sure babe! What ever it takes to make your little tummy full. It's still a little early. Do you want to grab a shower?" Actually I could smell her and Ernest's cum on her.
"No, I'm good. I'll go like this."
"Okay, how about a quick fuck before we go? It seems like about since my birthday we just don't seem to get the chance. Maybe my cock buried in you and my balls slapping you ass is just what you need." I couldn't wait for this answer from her since I know she just had twice the cock in her than I could ever give.
"Well, since your birthday it's been hectic at work and there seems so much to do that you and I just don't link up at the same time any more. Let me finish up on all this other stuff I've been doing and we'll see about you and me."
There was no way I wanted to fuck her anyway after having her insides stretched by Ernest's oversized black cock. Sure Haley was tight and I really enjoyed doing her. But, my wife isn't supposed to fuck around on me.
"Do you want to change clothes or anything before we go?" I could see a damp spot on her slacks. I guess she wanted to go out as a fresh fucked black cock whore and have dinner with her husband. She has been in a bit of a downward spiral from her usually picky-assed, "everything has to be perfect" little bitch.
I guess sitting at dinner with your husband while a black guy's seed slips from your cunt must make her feel good about it in a trashy, I'll fuck anybody that asks way. Fucking a black guy when she used to bad mouth them so bad is the real shock to me.
Dinner went great. Kind of like a date in our earlier days. Except I didn't get any pussy. Not sure I would have settled for a blow job, because none was sure not offered. I don't think I want her nasty mouth on my cock anyway.
Judy decided to shower after I told her she was getting a funny smell about her. She still undressed in front of me, probably hoping I'd get hard and she could turn me down. Her tummy still had that little swelling like she was barely pregnant as a result of having all of Ernest up inside her most of the afternoon. I wonder when it goes away, because Haley doesn't show it.
I suppose in a few days or maybe a week or so I could have my wife's usual cunt back. The swollen tummy and the outrageous way her cunt lips hang down and open would be something of a turn on if I looked up"overfucked cunt" on the internet, but on my own wife it's kind of unsettling. I'm sure she would tighten back up after a while, but first she would have to stopping fucking Ernest, and it doesn't look like that could happen anytime soon the way they are going at each other. And, I'm kind of going "yuck" about sticking my dick in her after her getting loaded up with sperm from a black guy.
While Judy was in the shower I flipped on the computer and went to the video shot of me fucking Haley. When I hit play the sound jumped out at me and scared the shit out if me. I had the sound on mute when I watched it before and I didn't remember the guy at the spy shop saying we would have sound. Luckily Judy had the water running so she didn't hear it.
While I was watching my cock pumping in and out of Haley on the computer a pop-up screen said I had a recording in progress. Haley had control of what records and retransmits with an off, on, and motion activated modes. This one said live mode and Haley looked all excited on the screen.
"I don't know when you'll get this, but can you believe Ernest just wanted to fuck me? I mean after fucking your wife all afternoon he wanted to stick his cock in me without even taking a shower. Plus, look at this," Haley stepped back from the camera, spreading her knees apart a little, and ran three fingers over her cunt.
Holding her fingers up to the camera Haley says, "That's still inside me from you. I've kept your little swimmers warm all evening long. My silly husband would have thought I was wet from wanting to fuck him."
Looking at my cum on her fingers Haley smiled at the camera and in a girlish voice told the camera, "Now that they are out, no point in wasting them. Let's see how good they taste."
Haley licked her fingers and then put them in her mouth, rolled her tongue and showed me a little bit of my cum in her mouth before swallowing, "Hey, Lover, your cum tastes pretty good. I may need some more of that ... oh, well, all gone! Me, too!" and with that the screen went blank.
My wife came back into the room and gave me an indifferent look as I logged off the computer. She most always put on a flannel gown no matter what time a year it may be. This time she crawled in the bed naked, covered herself with the blanket, turned her back to me and went to sleep.
I may be a creepy bastard, but I waited to hear a light snore from her and slipped out of the room. I went downstairs to the kitchen junk drawer and retrieved the small flashlight. For whatever perverted reason I wanted a closeup view of my wife's black fucked pussy.
It's not easy to decide how to move a blanket off a sleeping person. I finally just decided to uncover her so if she awakened she would think she had kicked it off in her sleep. I got her uncovered past her tits and noticed some redness around the nipples. The bastard had chewed down hard on them and they were sticking out even while she slept.
Keeping with it I got the blanket down to her knees. With her on her side I had a good view of her pussy, all swollen and gaping open. There was some wetness that looked like sperm. I took the tip of my finger and poked at it. My finger met no resistance and slid in easily to the second knuckle. Judy stirred, but did not wake up. She seemed to be moving backward on my finger.
I pulled my finger out and looked at what seemed to be some of Ernest's cum on it. Yeah, his cum on my finger! How fucking weird is that? Then I started wandering what it would taste like after being inside my wife all evening. That passed quickly and I then started wondering how to get my finger removed my hand.
Checking back with her cunt I could see that when I pulled out my finger a rivelet of cum starting running down her ass toward the sheet. It didn't just hang there, it actually ran down her ass and onto the sheet. There was quite a bit of it, too. I took my finger and got some more to run out until I had a pretty good cum stain on our sheets.
What I was doing must have gotten my wife to dreaming she was being fucked because she gave a few whimpers and rolled onto her back. She didn't notice the blanket was off her and she kind of spread her legs like she had someone crawling between them.
I was trying to shield the small flashlight from her eyes, but still get a good view. Shit, but that black cock had really made her cunt huge. I wondered what it must have looked like when he first pulled it out of her, leaving her full of his seed. Or, what if still looked like when she came home.
Judy flopped one leg straight out, but left the other splayed open. I was between her legs with the flashlight about a foot from her pussy. She moved one hand down to her mound to feel herself. A couple of fingers rubbed into her wet pussy and she gave a little contented moan when she felt the wetness inside her.
This left me with a full view and more cum was making its way out of her pussy and starting down the crack of her ass, only to quickly dribble down and hit the sheet. This looked amazing to me. My wife full of a stranger's cum. My thoughts went to what she would do if I just buried my face in her cunt and sucked her clit. Then I considered vomiting and realized waking your wife up to show her that her lover's cum was on your chin wouldn't leave a good impression.
Instead, I was shaken from my thoughts when Judy starting into the motions she makes when she is ready to cum. At first, I thought she knew I was there and she was just fucking with me. But, as it continued I could see she was still dreaming of fucking someone and was about to have an orgasm. With her cunt spasming another load of Ernest's seed bubbled out of her cunt and wet the sheet.
My wife just dreamed about getting fucked and had cum in our bed while thinking she was fucking someone other than me. Among her mumblings it sounded like she said, "I love the way it feels when you cum inside me."
Why, that fucking whore! I hate her for being a whore, but that is coming from a guy with a flashlight looking between her legs while cums runs out of her while she sleeps.
The next morning Judy's moving around in the room woke me. "Hey, sleepy head. Did you sleep well?" she asked.
"Finally, it took me a while do doze off."
"Really? I came to bed naked. I thought about what we had said about us not fucking any more. I got kind of wet thinking about while we were out eating supper and on the way home. I was hoping if you didn't want to fuck me you would at the least eat my pussy for me."
Could you believe this fucking slut? She knew she was full of a black man's cum, and she wanted to trick me into eating her! "I really didn't give it much thought. I had no idea you were horny. You rolled on your side with your back to me and went right to sleep."
"I was hoping you would touch me and that I could show you how wet my pussy was."
"Well, I guess I missed my chance to eat some pussy. Would you have been interested in sucking my cock?"
"That's kind of crude, asking me to suck you cock like that."
"But, asking me to eat your pussy is okay?"
"Do you want to eat my pussy? Would you eat my pussy right now?"
"Would you want to suck my cock first?"
"You're awful to talk to me that way."
"Okay, I'll eat your pussy right after you suck my cock. It's an open ended offer. Just let me know when you are interested."
"Fuck you! Get out of bed. I have to change the sheets."
"My side is okay. What's wrong with yours?"
"They're just sheets. Sometimes sheets need to be washed. Get the fuck out of the bed!"
That may have been an argument about something more than sheets. The next few days didn't go so well either. Judy made a point of being naked around me all the more. Even to the point of watching television from the couch with her boobs and bare cunt in view. I got a hardon several times, but made no comment about it. She would see it and make an effort get me worked up even more.
There was no idea whether she was trying to reclaim her husband's cock or setting me up to get ready to fuck her so she could turn me down.
A couple of days later she was cooking supper in the nude. When she bent over to get a pan out of the cabinet her swollen cunt came into view. Actually she pointed it right at me. It was fresh fucked and hugely stretched. There was even cum in her slit and some dried in her cunt hairs.
This seems to be where she is going to prove a point and let me know she won, whatever the contest was we were in. If I hadn't seen her pumped full the other night I guess I would have been more surprised. What surprised me is when she had the chance to fuck somebody.
I didn't say anything, but looked over toward Haley's house. She had the broom over the chair arms. She wanted to talk. I slipped into the guest bathroom and made the call. Haley was really pissed.
"We've got some more video. That God Damned whore of a wife of yours is fucking my husband again. What I can't figure out is what the fuck the deal is. According to the timestamp on the video he had to take time off work to fuck her."
"She's been after me to show some interest in fucking her for the last week. I guess the message is that if I don't fuck her she will find someone that will. She just gave me a peek at a well fucked pussy full of your husband's cum to prove her point."
"What did she say?"
"She didn't say anything. Neither did I."
"Well, if you are going to get revenge, you need to get started. You need a plan and you need it now. I'm so fucking mad at that slut I could kill her."
"Oh, I like that plan. So little for me to do. Can you come over now?"
We both started to laughing. The more we laughed, the harder we laughed. Two people that had ended up fucking each other once while plotting revenge.
"Sorry, I'm all hormoned out. I started my period, so you didn't knock me up with your white baby. That's one less thing for me to worry about. Let's get a chance so you can fuck me again. Maybe then I won't be so angry at that cunt you married. If you're a good boy I'll even suck your cock. That was some pretty good sperm you left in me last time."
"Sounds like a date."
"No, I don't fuck on a first date. Sounds like an encounter to me," Haley giggled and hung up the phone.
I could have let it go on forever, knowing my wife was fucking a black cock and me fucking his wife. I felt like a kid in high school around Haley and getting to fuck her again meant more to me than letting her husband fuck my wife. This sounds like a good wife swap story, but I like it as it is, with knowing about her being a black cock slut, but me fucking the hot little wife he should be fucking himself.
At the computer I clicked on the file. Haley had left the motion sensor on for me. The camera came on when she entered the room. I got to watch her dress. I don't know what makes some white women marry a black man. With Haley I think she truly loves Ernest. Haley blew a kiss at the camera and left the room. The motion sensor turned it back on like she had just left the room. Judy and Ernest came into the bedroom. Judy already had her bottoms off like he may have fucked her somewhere else in the house before coming into the bedroom.
Ernest's huge black cock stood out in front of him as he dropped his shorts and stepped towards Judy's face. There goes that blow job I was talking about. It's just that I'm not the one getting it. My wife was doing a pretty good job of shoving it into her face. She was having no trouble getting about two thirds of it in. He must have enjoyed it because I saw Judy's eyes widen and cum start out the corners of her mouth and drip down chin and onto her chest.
You could see she was swallowing as fast as she could and the black dick just flooded her throat. "My husband was telling me that he thinks I should suck his cock like that. I wish he could see me now."
"You always make me shoot a big load. I cum in my wife, but never as much as you get from me."
"Maybe your dick knows I appreciate black cock more than she ever could."
That may have been the line that got Haley so pissed when I talked to her over the phone.
I watched Ernest look at her pussy. You could see that he had already fucked her so that he wasn't about to eat it. He did get his face in and kissed her stomach and onto her pubic mound.
"Oh God, I wish you'd eat me."
"With that pussy full of cum. No way!"
"Maybe you could just suck my clit a little."
Ernest moved his face over her clit and you could see from the headboard camera that he was sucking it between his lips. The contrast between brown face and her white stomach was really neat to see. Ernest kept working her clit and my wife went nuts and started into a huge orgasm. I could almost kiss the guy at the spy shop for this.
Judy went limp and Ernest stayed in position and alternatley kissed her pubic mound and her clit, all the while reaching up and pinching the hell out of her nipples. "You know you are only about an inch from eating my pussy."
"Fuck woman! Don't you ever let up?"
"If I keep bugging you will you do it. If I can swallow your cum surely a little taste won't hurt you. I mean it will be mostly me you are tasting anyway."



"Oh, what the fuck ... "
I couldn't believe it, but the cunt talked him to eating her pussy after he had fucked her. My little bride laid back with a contented look on her face. She had a man eating her cunt after he fucked her. And, the bad part was that the dumb fuck ate her for about fifteen minute and into another really big orgasm.
"Wow, Ernest. Have you ever eaten you wife like that?"
"No. I thought about it, but after I fuck her the bitch's cunt smells like walnuts."
"Walnuts?"
"I don't know what the smell is, but it reminds me of walnuts."
"Better than fish I guess." Judy laughed.
"Yeah. better than fish. I don't know why it just reminds me of walnuts."
Then again, this could be the reason Haley was so pissed over the phone.
Ernest stood up. His cock was almost sticking straight out again. Not only do I. worry about him having twice the cock that I do, but if he fucked her before the camera picked it up and she sucked a load from him. Now is heading towards cumming a third time for my wife. Judy laid back and did that routine I have seen her do so many times in the past. She hunches her back and spreads her legs out almost into a perfect split. Then brings them back to a more normal, but still widely splayed position. For good measure she reached over and took Haley's pillow and positioned it under her ass to give Ernest a better angle for getting his cock in deeper.
Maybe that's why Haley sounded so pissed over the phone.
Although I had seen the old video of Ernest fucking Haley, this time it was my wife's slit he was pointing the head of that huge cock towards. She was laying there, all ready, not the least bit concerned that this thing was a foot long and in proportion, of considerable girth.
I know she had been fucking him, but I was dying to see how much she would take and how long it would take to work it all inside her. "Aw, gee mister, please don't hurt me." The head went right in and they both laughed.
"I love that moment when my head first goes inside you."
"You should feel it from here. My cunt just goes crazy knowing you are starting to fuck me."
Ernest starting sawing into her with considerable vigor. Judy just laid there and took more cock inside her. Here was my wife with a black man between her legs fucking her bareback and she doesn't use birth control. Before long I know she will be screaming for him to cum in her. Her period was about ten days ago so I have to wonder if she wants him to knock her up. That's silly. She doesn't care if he knocks her up.
I'd clicked the cameras to watch all three videos at the same time. My wife looks good getting fucked from three angles. The one on the headboard showed it best as she had all but about a couple of inches inside her. The one from behind showed Ernest pumping his ass in the air to give her some good down strokes, and the side view from the dresser showed her laying there getting stuffed full of cock, her tits jiggling, like she never wanted it to end.
She was getting to the part where she screams for him to cum in her, only what I hear her say is, "Fuck me hard, make me cum, shoot your black seed into me. Knock me up with a black baby! I want you to fuck me until I have your black baby. Oh God, cum in meeee!"
I'm beginning to think my marriage is suffering irrepairable harm. You couldn't get me to fuck her now if you got behind me and shoved both feet against my naked ass. I hope he does knock her up with a black baby.
The headboard shot was giving the best view. Ernest was obviously releasing balls full of seed into my wife and she was loving it. Every inch of Ernest's cock was now disappearing into her cunt. He was really ramming it to her. You could see her stomach rise and fall with each thrust.
I thought I could tell where I could see a bulge from the head of his cock in her. I don't know if her cunt was that stretched or if he was past her cervix and into her womb. Whatever, something gave and my woman was full of his cock, and now his seed.
"Baby," Ernest he said to my wife, "You are one great fuck. Your cunt feels like a warm glove soaked in hot butter, gripping my cock like you want my balls in you, too.
"I assume your wife, Haley, doesn't feel that good to you?"
"Oh, she starts out good alright. Then when I get the last three or four inches in her it feels my cock was in a cat fight. Kind all clawed up and hurtin'. Not like you. I think you would like it if my balls were in you, too If I had you to fuck the rest of my life I wouldn't ever ask for anything else."
Maybe that was why Haley was so pissed when we talked on the phone.
My wife climbed up from under Ernest and fluffed Haley's pillow from under her ass and put it back near the headboard where it had been. Then she put her hands on her legs and pulled her ass up into the air.
"What in earth are you doing?" Ernest grinned at her.
"When you are trying to get pregnant you are supposed to keep the sperm in as long as you can and get it headed for the egg." There was my wife with her ass raised up so her cunt was level like someone was going to fill her with a funnel, wanting this seed to impregnate her.
"Man, you are crazy. Any idea what people would say if you and your white-assed husband would have a half black kid?"
Just because you didn't get your wife pregnant in six years of trying doesn't mean you wouldn't have better luck with me. I'd laugh my ass off every day knowing I had your baby for him to raise."
"Watch cha doing?" Judy had walked up behind me. I had just clicked off the video. I know she didn't see anything because I am still alive. Even though she was fucking the black guy it would have somehow been my fault.
"Nothing. Nothing at all," I replied, "I was just thinking of all the stuff I need to get started getting done.
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I don't know what makes women go cock crazy. Some fuck a guy at work or get infatuated with a neighbor. Some women would go to a bar and just find a guy to fuck Maybe just fuck a couple of guys and be done with it. The husband doesn't know and everything is fine. My wife told me her sister Joanie was like that.
I mean pick up a stranger and fuck him. Go home with a cunt full like nothing happened. Joanie liked to go home and fuck her husband afterwards. He liked to tell me she would go dancing on a girls night out and come home hot to fuck. Much like me he had no idea how women can be.
Joanie was one of those babies you have when you think you are long over having babies. Judy was fifteen when Joanie was born. Joanie stays married to her husband. Judy says that her sister has probably fucked a hundred guys. I think Judy got tired if the stories about all the great cock Joanie was getting at those bars and roadside honky tonks. Joanie even told her about a time she crashed a family reunion in a park and fucked about a dozen of the cousins and uncles.
So, I guess if there was a bad influence it would be baby sister Joanie making a mile long string of cock sound good with no regard for marriage. Or, like my first statement: "My wife's a fucking whore!"
Whatever the case, my wife has a black guy fucking her now. Maybe I should say breeding her now. She sure wants to have his black baby. I think the others that fucked her are long forgotten as sex partners since none of them can fill her with twelve inches of black seed spewing cock. I don't think she ever set out to fuck a black guy, let alone want his baby. She just wanted to fuck around on me for some reason and got hooked on having her cunt spread wide open.
My plan is to dump her and leave her with nothing. Not even a home to live in or a car to drive. I don't care if she fucks black guys on a park bench. She just isn't doing it while married to me. Haley really hates her and we get together as often as my wife and her husband. I don't see us as a permanent thing, but she wants it over. She says this isn't high school. That real life shouldn't be like this.
I watched the videos of me fucking Haley and Ernest fucking my Judy. Had they been on film I would have worn them out. I must have watched them a hundred times. More often I'd watch the ones of Judy getting fucked. As much as I had learned to despise her I was fascinated to watch her get fucked with that black cock. After we made four videos Haley had quit turning on the cameras. I had two of me fucking her that I told her I had deleted.
Again, it was the ones of Judy fucking I watched. Most times I would take out my prick and jack off while watching her fuck him. By the time she would be screaming for him to cum in her I would have spilled my load into a tissue.
Then while watching Haley and I one day I could see she really cared for me and was enjoying the fucking I would give her. That's when I realized I was in love with her. Suddenly it hit me ... "I was fucking some other man's wife."
And, I liked it. Maybe I should see how easy it is to fuck a married woman. They all seemed to enjoy a good fuck. I hadn't tried to get one to cheat with me, but I knew several that did by rumor that was probably true.
I told Judy we needed to talk over a few things. We had discussed getting a bigger house. One to make her friends jealous. I told her we should sell our house and live in an apartment for a while. That would give us time to get just the one we want. Our mortgage was paid down twenty years and the value was sky high for the area.
Judy agreed and we listed the house with an agent. I made sure it was a young and pretty one. Judy liked her right from the start. A really good offer came in the first week. The kind I would jump out of my shoes to sign. I played it like I wanted more and made a counter offer that the prospective buyer turned down.
Our agent's name was Emily. Married four years and wanting a house and family. She got her real estate license while her husband worked two jobs. I wanted one young and pretty mainly to piss off Judy. But, as I said, Judy liked her right away. I was stupid enough to think I might have a shot at Emily when I found out that her family are members of the LDS Church. The Mormons, as they are known. So, I picked a girl with highly religious and family values.
I'd been by their church. I didn't know much about them except for a few jokes about unusual underwear. Emily was super nice. Pretty, with blue eyes and blond hair. She gave me a call about the offer and wanted to talk about it.
"What is there to talk about?"
"I talked to your wife and she said talk to you. I think if I can explain the offer you would want to accept it. Can you meet me at my office?"
"It would be easier for me if you came over here. This house is what you are selling after all." I was standing at my front window looking at her picture on the for sale sign cursing the fact I picked a religious chick for an agent.
"Will you wife be there?"
"I wouldn't expect her." I told Emily. Haley had called and said Ernest was running errands. That means he is fucking my wife ... over and over again.
"I wouldn't feel comfortable being alone in your house with you. Not that I mean it in a bad way, but it is not considered decent to be alone with a man. People could talk. My husband could be offended."
"Look, Emily, that's the deal. If you are a big enough girl to sell my house you can certainly come over here and talk to me about it. Otherwise, we can try to get in to your office in the next few days."
"No, I have to respond to the buyer in 24 hours. I'll come over if you won't meet me here."
I'm not real smart about the ladies, but I just got Emily to agree to do something she did not want to do. Maybe I can work a little something into this in my favor.
Less than 15 minutes later Emily rang my door bell. She had an armload of papers. She looked good. I could see her shaking a little when I opened the door and asked her inside.
"Could we just do this on the porch?"
"Do what, Emily? Come inside. I don't bite and I don't expect you to bite either." That got a little laugh as she took a deep breath and came inside.
"Can we sit at the table here in the dining room?"
"It would be more comfortable for me on the couch. If you are trying to get me to take less money for my house you should want me to be comfortable."
We sat on the couch. She showed me some papers and started to explain that we were getting a good price. The young woman had to sit close enough to me to show me the papers. Her shoulder was touching my shoulder and my knee was against hers. She pointed to a figure on the far side of the page. I pretended not to be able to read it as we pressed together.
"Don't take this as an improper move," I said as I raised my arm around her, "but I need to get closer to see."
I first thought she was going to get up and run. Then she sighed a little sigh and settled back against me. I think the commission was adding up in her head. "So, you see if you accept the original offer you are only about five thousand dollars off what you were asking."
"That's a lot of money. What would you do for five thousand dollars, Emily?"
"Gosh, I don't know. I've never in my life had that kind of question to where I was deciding over lot of money like that."
"Well, Emily, let me ask about your commission on the sale of this house. Do you know how much you would make if I accepted this offer? I mean to the exact penny?"
"No, I think that would be wishing for something I might not get."
"Are you working on a regular rookie agent commission where most of the money goes to your broker?"
"Do you realize that if you take the deal you and your wife will net almost a quarter of a million dollars?"
"Do you realize you will get almost twenty thousand for commission for a house less than a week on the market? The price you want me to accept is five thousand less than the asking price? What are your dreams for making use of your share, which is about twenty grand?"
"As you may know, this would be my first sale. I need a better car, some more professional clothes. My husband and I want a place of our own so we can start a family. Actually, we've been trying to start the family with no luck yet."
"This takes me back to my earlier question. I'd like to ask you to take the difference out of your commission. Or, if the offer doesn't fly it would be the whole Twenty thousand in commission." My heart was about to beat out of my chest. I still was on the couch with my arm around her shoulder. I could look like a real horses ass here if she flat turns me down.
"If we are talking about my commission, what do you want me to take off?" She looked intently at me to see if I meant what I really meant. She turned just enough to plant a tit against my chest while she spoke. There wasn't a lot of tit there, but I could feel the nipple stiffen as she locked into my face.
"To quote an old punch line from a joke, you could leave on your earrings." There it was out there. I just propositioned the religious chick.
"So, your offer is to get to see me naked you will sign the buyer's offer and I keep my full commission?"
My God! The deal was done. Every woman has a price. Shitcan the marriage vows. My husband won't ever know I fucked you to make the sale on your house is what she must be thinking.
"Not exactly, I can see that for less than ten bucks at most dancer bars. I want to know if you are serious about the sale enough to either get the customer to pay the price, make up the difference out of your commission, or you can have sex with me to get me to sign." There! Am I going to jail for this, I wonder?
She must have given some thought as to what she would do if this ever came up. Hell, I was going to take the offered price. I just want to see if this is another woman that will fuck around on her husband if the circumstance suits them.
"I don't think you are a stupid man. I think you know you should take the offer. Are you a stupid man?" she asked.
Shit! Which way is this going? She just called me stupid. I really feel like she is right. I was stupid to asked her to fuck me for her commission.
"No, I don't think I am a stupid man. You just told me what you would do with the commission. In that light I don't think I am a stupid man. Are you a stupid young woman?"
"What if I tell your wife?"
"Why do think I am selling the house? I have more on her that is enough to make what I just said to you trivial."
"Oh, a standoff seems to be what we have. I need the papers signed today. Are you in or out?" she threatened.
She was still so close I could easily kiss her. Her nipple was still hard against my chest. Could it be she was getting wet in her panties as well?
"No, It's not a standoff," I answered her. "It's up to you. You do me I sign. If you don't I won't."
"What's with you. I could sense something was wrong between you and your wife?"
"If something is wrong it's twelve inches long and black?"
"Oh my God! She made me think of someone that would sleep with a black man when I first met her. Does she even feel it when you do her now?"
"Hey Church Lady, it's not that I'm small. I could show you a really good time. My wife didn't have any complaints for twenty years. She just went nuts!"
"Is that what you want me to do? Just go nuts?" I'm twenty two years old. I can have almost any guy I want my own age. You're old! How old are you, anyway? Like forty?"
"God Damn it. Yes, I'm like forty!"
"Yes ... "
"Uh, yes what?" I asked her.
"I'll do it," Emily answered. "I knew when we signed the listing contract that if it came to this to get you to close the sale that I'd do it."
"You'll fuck me if I accept the offer? You made up you mind when we listed with you?"
"Yes ... but I don't use those words ... and you better be right about showing me a good time." She thumped me on the chest with a clenched fist. Then Emily rose up and came back down on me with a leg each side of my lap. Her skirt went up and where I was supposed to see some frilly panties on a young woman I saw that plain looking Mormon garment.
"Oh, it's true. You do wear funny underwear!"
"Yes, but it comes off. It just makes what is underneath all the better. This is our women's promise to be faithful to our husbands. Some promises are made to be broken. Mine are made to be removed and taken off."
"Do you think he will be upset?"
"It's not like I'm going to tell him," she laughed.
Emily got up from me and dropped her underwear to the floor. There were regular panties underneath. "The ugly underwear rides into my slit and the crack of my butt," she offered. "But, on the top" she spoke as she removed her blouse and took off the garment, "I like the way my nipples rub against the fabric. And, I don't have a lot to flop around up top anyway."
She was right about that. Her tits were small, maybe tiny. Most certainly A-cup size. But, God seems to give women a nice pair of tits or a great ass and pussy. Trust me, God gave her the second selection. She was incredible below the chest and the little titties were becoming a turn on for me.
"Well?" She asked as she stood naked with her hands on her sides as she spun around, "Any surprises?"
"Oh God, no." I stammered, "you're perfect, just perfect ... "
"Let's see if I'm getting the good deal you seem to think I am getting. Am I the only one naked here?"
Getting my clothes off seemed important. Getting them off fast seemed even more important. I was naked in seconds and standing in my own living room with a twenty-two year old wife of another man. A damned good looking wife of another man.
"Wow! You aren't so bad for an old guy. Little out of shape around the waste," she commented as she poked me as she continued to circle me. Nice enough ass ... and, holy shit. I can't believe I said that. Your man thing is way more than I expected."
"I didn't say it was huge. I am a big person ... " Was I apologizing for my dick being too big for this little Mormon gal?
"Oh, I love it. It's just that it's more than I thought they could be." She reached out and touched it. "My parents would just die if they could see me. After all those years of dragging me off to church affairs and I end up with a stranger's penis in my hand.
I damn near felt some guilt there for a second. But, that passed quickly. I grabbed her and gently lowered her to the couch, sliding between her legs as we went down. I moved my face down and kissed her stomach. She let out a groan. I kissed her on her pubic mound and then planted my mouth on her pussy slit. I started to lick. She started to wiggle and moan. She was wet when I started and getting a lot more wet as I continued. She started to having a couple of little orgasms.
Emily grabbed my hair and pulled me up after she got hit with a little bigger orgasm. Her cumming released a lot more of her cunt's juices into my mouth. "Where did you learn to do that?"
"It's mostly inspiration from you. Haven't you had your pussy eaten?"
"My husband tried it a couple of times. He got a hair in his mouth. I thought he was going to gag and die. That was the end of it. I'm so glad we are doing this."
"Not as glad as I am?"
"You don't know that."
I had to nurse on those little tits of Emily's. I moved up from her cunt to her chest and start to kiss her nipples. For a gal with small tits she sure reacted strong to having them kissed. When I sucked a nipple into my mouth she started bucking around to where I almost couldn't stay connected. After a moment she calmed down and let me work them over.
As you may have heard, anything more than a mouthful was a waste anyway. I really couldn't argue with that. This girl's little boobs were fun. Almost like she was grateful that I found them sexy. Unlike some broads with big tits thinking you were receiving some kind of gift from the gods.
"I'm ready for you to fuck me."
"What did you say?" I asked her surprised.
"You heard me. I'm ready for you to fuck me. If I'm going to fuck you, surely saying the word isn't going to hurt me."
"I couldn't agree more." I moved to where the head of my cock was lined up with her pussy opening.
"I'm not going to ask you to be gentle with me. I know you are bigger, but I have no doubt I can take you inside me. Just don't be disappointed if you don't have couple of inches sticking out that won't go in because I fully intend to get it all."
I gave a little nudge and the head settled into her folds. A little more and I had it past her inner lips. Things were going well and I had about half in when Emily started rocking her hips and thrusting her pelvis at me. She gave a couple of big heaves and starting to cum like I can't really remember making a woman cum before.
There was still some more cock to feed her and she was just lying there limp. "Oh, don't stop. It feels good. That was kind of overpowering."
I got about another inch in and Emily started to fuck back at me. I started to shoved a little more when Emily stopped me.
"Right there. Fuck me right there. Don't go any deeper. That's about where my husband goes in me when it is all in. Just fuck me right there."
Emily reached down and grabbed about three inches of me that was still wanting to get inside her hot slippery cunt.
"Darn, that's still a bunch of cock left to fuck me. I guess the inside joke about Mormon's having small penises might just be true. Okay, I'm well stretched wider than I've ever been. Come ahead and fuck me with the rest of it."
"I'm looking forward to that. Amen, sister."
"Now don't you be fucking with God. Oh, shit I can't believe I said that. I mean don't be mocking prayer. I feel so naughty. I was thinking that would be a nice t-shirt. You know, DON"T FUCK WITH GOD! I think I have been fucked silly on your cock for saying that."
"I'll go in the t-shirt business with you. How about MORMON PUSSY IS REALLY GREAT PUSSY? Do you think that would sell?" I asked as I was thrusting away.
"I'd buy one! If I was your wife would you let me wear it?"
"If you were my wife and I had this every day you could wear whatever you want."
"Oh, I need to tell you. When you get ready to cum you need to pull out. I'm in my fertile cycle."
Fuck ... is every woman I'm ever going to be with be in her fertile cycle? What ever happened to "Not now, I'm having my period?"
"I'll try. You had me close a couple of times. Maybe if you been trying three years you should take a chance. It might not be his baby, but it would be your baby. Maybe you won't ever get knocked up with him."
"That's just crazy talk. We could adopt."
"If you adopt it still isn't his."
I had kept stroking and I was just at the point my balls were hitting her ass. Another inch or so and she would have me all inside her. God, I love to shoot my load deep in this woman.
"Hey, you almost have it all inside you. I guess you knew what you wanted."
"What? Oh, it does feel good. I don't think we should ever stop doing this."
"Most of my days are open. Especially for you."
"I meant now. I don't want to ever stop now. But, what you said about another time. Yes ... The answer is yes. You aren't a very good negotiator, but the answer is yes. Once isn't going to be enough."
My cock was all in. Bumping against the end of her cunt. I don't know if she could have taken another inch at the time. This little Mormon bride was all into it as well. We were going at it with me stroking for all I was worth. Her own cum was squeezing out of her and down her ass crack onto my couch.
I knew I was to the point of no return and it looked like Emily needed a couple of more minutes. I leaned to her ear and told her I was about to cum.



"Oh Fuck, how would love to feel you fill me with your seed, but you need to pull out."
But, she didn't quit and I thought I could hold out enough to get her to a huge climax. I kept stroking and she got louder. Along with her getting louder I could feel her clamp down on my cock with her pussy walls. That was it. I wasn't pulling out.
She started cumming when I started cumming. I don't think either of us ever had cum harder than the two of us did there in my living room. I shot my load way up inside her. We kept rocking for another few minutes. I stopped and was thinking about how pissed she was going to be when she learned I came in her bareback.
"You came in me, didn't you?"
"I'm sorry."
"No, I wanted you to cum in me. I wanted to feel your seed up against my womb. Thank you. I would have been so upset had you pulled out."
"What about you being fertile?"
"Hey, my husband has had his chance. If your sperm gets to one of my eggs before his does I'm calling it God's will. Whether I have sinned with your or not, it will be God's will. Even though you sperm may start out a few inches closer to my egg than his, it will be God's will. Maybe we can put that on a t-shirt."
I was still well inside Emily when the phone rang. I reached over and picked it up. It was Judy on the line. "Did you sell the house?"
"Yes, I did. Emily is with me now. We are just starting to clean up some of the details."
"God, what did she do? Fuck you to get you to sign. I didn't think you were serious about selling."
"She's right here. Do you want to ask her?"
"No, I don't think we'll see the day you can get some nut case religious wife to fuck you."
Emily heard what Judy said to me and motioned for me to hand her the phone.
"Hi, Judy. It's Emily. Your husband is such a great guy. I need more clients like him."
"You must see something no one else does. He's kind of a stupid ass."
"I don't think so. Is there something you wanted to ask me? I overhead what you asked him on the phone?"
"Oh, I'm sorry. I never dreamed you would hear that."
"Yes ... "
"Uh, yes you heard it, or yes, what?"
"Yes, just yes ... the answer is yes!"
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If you follow my stories you know I have a condescending attitude towards women in general. And, that women are a treacherous lot.
Jimmy was suspicious of his wife Jessica cheating on him. I had never met either of them. He is a friend one of my wife trapper buddies. My buddy said that Jessica was pretty sweet, but that he would be surprised if Jessica wasn't cheating on Jimmy.
Jimmy, on the other hand, was a good looking guy, but extremely stupid. Dumb like a fucking rock. He started to tell me his story, along with my buddy reminding him not to leave out some of the parts of it.
"Jessie and I knew each other from high school. It took me a long time to ask her out. After a few dates I decided to try to fuck her. I guess we were thinking the same thing because that night her parents were out and she took me to her house."
"That sounded pretty easy," I stated.
"She told me she did it with a few of other boys, starting when she was just fourteen, but went on about how she really liked it with me. We were both seventeen at the time and I had never even seen a girl naked, let alone fuck one."
"Did she date a lot of other boys?" I asked.
"Yeah, quite a few actually."
"So, pretty popular?"
"She seemed to always have a date. She turned me down several times before I finally asked her to a concert she really wanted to see. Plus, I took her to a really nice place to eat."
Sounds like a typical broad to me. The poor guy wasn't interesting until her blew a whole week's pay on the girl. Jimmy went on to tell me Jessica dated a lot of boys, but was very selective about having sex. She claimed she and Jimmy were exclusive when he asked her to marry him.
My thoughts on women being honest about sex partners is to adjust what ever number they tell you. If they tell you one, it is probably three. If they tell you two or three it is probably somewhere between five and ten. A four or five probably means fifteen or twenty.
In Jessica's case she told Jimmy it was twelve boys over three years. Then she asked him if that seemed like a lot to him. In this case I am thinking "SLUT", but let's give the girl a chance. She admitted to twelve, so there couldn't be more than sixty or eighty.
I hadn't been filled in on why Jimmy thought Jessica might be cheating on him and almost laughed in his face when he told me she was a bartender in a nude bar down by the rail yard. I know the place. There was no way a wife would go down there looking for her husband or why a decent person for any reason would not be scared shitless in that part of town after dark.
"I love Jessie and really don't think she would cheat on me, but sometimes I just feel a little unsure about it. If you fellows could check it out it would be a load off my mind. When you go down there she doesn't use Jessica as her name because she if afraid some stalker will try to find where she lives. Just look for a redhead named Brandy."
"Brenda?" I had to mess with him.
"No, Brandy! Like in bottle."
"Oh, shit ... " I looked at my buddy and I honestly think he was thinking we were going to be able to relieve Jimmy's trouble mind.
"Listen fellows, Jess works from 6PM to 2AM. I work 11PM to 7 AM. So, I usually hang around there until about 10:15 keeping a eye on her. I just wonder if anything happens after I leave for work."
"So, she is home when you get off work?"
"Usually, every now and then there is a lot of clean up and she just crashes at a girlfriends house rather than drive home. She sleeps in and comes home by ten in the morning."
"Yeah, I don't think I see any problems. Let me drop by there and check it out a few times. Maybe switch off with one of the other guys just to shake it up." I hope he didn't pick up my mocking him.
I showed up at the bar the next night. Dumbass Jimmy didn't bother to tell me she has Tuesdays off. Then again, I didn't ask what nights she works. So, I hit it again the next night at about nine o'clock. Jimmy has a seat back by a wall and I take a seat at the bar so I can meet "Brandy".
Maybe I should have already guessed, but her name tag revealed it is "Brandi" with an "i".
Brandi turns out to be a pretty good looking chick. Probably a step better than Jimmy, so I guess the guy did alright. She makes a great looking bartender with a cute smile, red hair and blue eyes. First you notice the boobs. Nice big boobs. Nice big natural looking boobs under a t-shirt that states, "Hey, my eyes are up here." Cute. Not hard to tell there is no bra.
When she turned around to get a bottle off the back bar I see something that doesn't usually come along with a great rack. Brandi has a great ass. Unless she is standing on a built up platform she must be about five foot nine and the figure is pretty trim. Like she gives the body a good work out.
She was giving it a good work out now. Showing the cleavage and then stretching on her toes to make her legs and ass look perfect. What's a girl to do that gets ninety percent of her income from tips? Brandi knew how to play the came.
I hadn't been in a nude bar in years. Mainly the reason was the loud fucking music. And, the music in here was loud. A couple of girls on stage were down to the garters and guys were stuffing dollars into them along with a lot of whooping and hollering to go along with the loud music.
When I turned back to the bar Brandi was standing in front of me. My eyes locked on the freckles on the tops of her tits when I understood her to say, "Can't you read?"
"Read what?"
"My shirt says that my eyes are up here."
I looked up to her eyes and she had a big grin. Then I guess she stomped her heels into the floor to make her tits bounce and quiver. It was a show all in itself.
"What can I get ya?"
"What do you have that come in pairs?" I asked.
"Aren't you clever? I've never heard that before," she mocked me.
"I'll have a straight Coca-Cola, on the rocks."
Bringing back my coke with ice Brandi tells me, "Now if this gets to be too much for ya, big fella, we have the cab company's number right here posted on the bar. That'll be $4.50 for the man beverage."
I handed her a five and told her to keep it. Brandi stood in place and I handed her a dollar more. "Wow, if you keep throwing money at me like that I'll have you kissing me between the legs."
"Really? How much more would that cost?"
"You couldn't afford it!"
"If I can't afford it, I guess there must be a price on it."
"Just keep up the sweet talk, honey, and maybe you'll get a freebie. Or, maybe you can just go fuck yourself."
I'd say Brandi can handle herself. I kind of liked it. I turned around to look at Jimmy and got the big thumbs up. Then I staked out a table along the other wall for myself.
The crowd started to grow and got louder as the evening wore on. I'll swear the music got louder as well. About 10:30 Jimmy got up and headed for the door. He looked at me and did the hand pistol thing with the thumb coming down on the index finger and blew away some fake smoke. Then pointed at me and left the bar in my hands to see what happens after he leaves Brandi unsupervised. Oh, to be so cool as that Jimmy!
I decided to move back to the bar to try my luck at being abused by Brandi again.
"Hey, sugar, back for more? You were kind of cute when you skulked away with you little soft drink earlier."
"Well, I wanted to see if you were one of those women that got better looking as the night wore on. It doesn't fucking look like it! Hit me again with the soda pop, but this time make it diet."
"Whoa, you make me wet just listening to you order like that. Did you notice my nipples poke out when you said 'Diet'?"
I gave her another six bucks and she told me to try to make my drink last that she was going to be busy for a while.
With that she motioned one of the waitresses over to tend the bar. A group in the crowd around the stage were chanting "Brandi, Brandi, Brandi". She gave me a big smile and bounced over to the stage. And, the fucking music got louder. Not just hearing, but brain damage loud.
Bradi went up the steps and yelled, Howdy, fellas!!!"
Just about everyone shouted "Howdy" back to her.
"What do you guys want to see?"
"Pussy!!!" came the loud response.
Brandi gave a laugh that no one could hear over the music and she started to move with the song playing. All the yelling and shouting stopped as everyone just froze and they watched Brandi take off the top and jiggle the tits. She kept her Black shorts on that made her ass look so good and danced around the edge of the stage with guys stuck bills into her garters.
About half way through the next song Brandi went back to center stage and teased the crowd with her ass. Rolling her hips and rubbing her pussy with her hand on the front of her shorts. Then she undid a button and danced around with the fingers from one hand in the front of her shorts. Moving back to the edge of the stage again the hands starting stuffing the garters again.
I've always be a guy to stand back and watch on the other guy's dollar. You know, close enough to see, but too far away to pay. I was starting to move in closer because this I had to see. I was actually going to let loose with a buck when Brandi skipped back to center stage again. She bent over to give a good view of her pussy lips through the shorts. Then stood up and worked them down her thighs and legs to the floor.
Poor fucking Jimmy. He thought his wife was still tending bar, but he hadn't been gone twenty minutes when 'Brandi' was on the stage totally nude with guys hands trying to brush her pussy as they put money in her garters.
Brandi danced the edge again collecting cash. I got near and put a dollar in there myself. I went to put in another when I saw all I had was a twenty. I was working the garter belt when the song ended and it got deathly quiet.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Brandi screamed at me.
I had several bills in my hand that I had removed from the garter. "All I had was a twenty. I was making change."
Then I put the twenty in her garter and added two more dollars bills. Several of the crowd laughed. Then rest of them grabbed me and headed for the door to throw my ass out.
"Wait, he's okay. Maybe a little crazy, but he's okay. Let him stay." Brandi rescued me.
They turned me loose, but not until after throwing me into a table.
Brandi picked up her clothes and while still holding them mingled with the patrons. Some were still handing her money and I could see it was in exchange for a feel of her pussy. She went nude into the dressing room and came out dressed again and starting working at the bar. The crowd started to leave and about half were gone in no time. I guess they were regulars coming in just to see and fondle Brandi.
I was trying to come up with something else clever to say when I went back to the bar. Instead a couple of dancers came up to me and sat at the table I had up righted and was using.
"That was funny as hell. She wanted your ass thrown out, but knew it would look better for her if you got to stay. She really knows how to work a crowd, and men are putty in her hands."
"Sorry, girls, I'm not the guy that buys a round of drinks for the ladies."
"Oh, fuck no! Let us buy you one."
Wow, two ladies letting me look down their shirts and willing to buy me a drink. "Diet Coke!"
One of the girls went to the bar. She spoke to Brandi and Brandi looked at me and gave me the finger. I guess the Diet drink was the tip off. I hope she didn't spit in it. She met me eye to eye, it looked like she put her hand in the front of her pants, and then stirred my inside glass with her finger. Then she flipped me off again.
I gave my drink a wary look when the girl returned. "It looked like she ran her finger in her pussy and then my glass."
"Oh, she did. It's a wonder she didn't charge me extra."
I gave a nod to Brandi and raised my glass before drinking. It got a smile from her and a bit of a pelvic thrust.
"Anyone that gives her a hard time is a friend of ours. She started the dancing about a year ago. She would wait for her dumbass husband to leave and hit the stage. It got pretty bad because the men would hold their money for when she danced and then most left soon after she was done."
The other girl joined in. I think their names were something like Pepper and Ginger. I remember asking them if they were the Spice Girls. "We finally came to an agreement that what ever she got dancing she would split with the rest of the girls working. It' 50/50 but she counts it. We still get more than we did when we danced alone. So, I guess there is good and bad."
"I was trying to piss her off. I guess it worked. She sure hates me." I said.
"No, she doesn't" That's just her. She starts a hate relationship because she likes it. I'll bet you twenty bucks she fucks you by Friday. Trust me it has happened a lot before."
"Do you mean she screws around on her hubby?"
"Hey, I don't think there are many nights she doesn't. She uses some of her cash to keep her own place that her Jimmy doesn't know about. She'll get a mark like you and ask for a ride home. Then on the way home she will come up with some story about most of her tips go to the bar and she is short on the rent or the water bill or the cable bill."
"Yeah, the other girl took over. Then the guy will think he will be the hero by paying what she owes to help her out and that she will fuck him."
"Does she?"
"Usually. It's just a way to get paid to fuck without calling herself a whore. I've had several guys telling me they are paying the same bills. She even uses the story that she is married and needs money to fix her husband's truck or the like. Guys like to fuck a woman that is cheating on her husband."
"Are saying she has guys in here she fucks on a regular basis?"
The girls looked at each other and nodded, "On any given night there are probably ten guys in the bar that are fucking her on a regular basis. I know there have been nights some guy would show up at her apartment about the time she was needing to head home to Jimmy. I know she tells Jimmy she works late and stays over at a girlfriends house when she is fucking some guy to pay her fake water bill."
"Don't apartments usually include the water in the rent?" I asked?
"Oh yeah, but she tells them she is three months behind. It's usually good for a couple of hundred."
"Do you two do that?"
"Sometimes. It's part of the game."
The girls shut up abruptly and I looked up as Brandi set a glass down on the table in front of me.
"Here is another diet soda. I want to see what you are like totally shit faced."
"I'll bet this one won't taste as good." Thinking about the finger stirring the last one.
"Oh, it will. Trust me it will!" Brandi smiled and the other girls scattered leaving us alone at the tiny table.
"Did you get an earful about me from those two?"
"No, they were trying to get me to give one of them a ride home. Then the one was going on and on about being past due on her water bill."
"Did you believe that shit?"
"No, I think they were conning me," trying to act like I knew better.
"Well, you could give me a ride home, and my water bill is paid. What do you say?"
"Sure, be glad to do it."
Brandi went back to work at the bar and I sat at the table until closing. She gave me a wink and I went out to wait for her in the old truck. About half an later she came outside. I fired up the engine and she walked by me, got in here own car and went home, giving me the finger as she drove by me. Leaving me sitting there in the parking lot.
She might be a slut, but she plays a good game.
The next morning Jimmy called me on the way home from work. I told him I didn't see her over friendly with any man and that I sat in the parking lot and watched her leave by herself to go home. I was tempted to tell him all I knew, but I wanted to continue the game with a very worthy adversary.
I hit the bar again the next night. Other than bringing me over diet cokes on the house all evening I didn't interact much with Brandi. Soon after Jimmy hit the door to go to work the waitress took over the bar and Jessica/Brandi took the stage. It was pretty much the same scramble to stuff money in her garter and look at her wet pussy from the usual crowd.
One man across the room pretty much took my approach and sat and watched the show while letting the fools provide the cash. About midnight as the crowd thinned the other cheap bastard came over and asked to sit at my table.
"Are you a regular here?"
"No, not really." I answered.
"I see you and that bartender that danced looking at each other. Are you friends?"
"What? Me and Brandi? No not hardly."
"I was hoping you were. I'd give a thousand dollars just to fuck her once."
"Oh Shit! Are you serious?"
"Do you think she'd do it?"
"We have kind of a hate/hate thing going. I'd love to ask?"
I was out of my seat in a heartbeat. This was going to be a good test. "Hey, Brandi," I called as I bellied up to the bar.
"What do you want? Diet soda getting to ya?"
"No, you see that guy that sat at my table over there?"
"You mean Mr. Fancy Pants?"
"Oh, I didn't notice his clothes."
"Well, you might try. He is dressed way better than you."
"Funny ... hey he liked your little naked dance. He says he'd give a thousand dollars to fuck you."
"You think I'm a whore? I'll scratched your fucking face off for you."
"No, I thought it would be funny to ask. Since we are such good friends, and all."
"A thousand dollars? He is kind of cute. He seems kinky to me. Does he seem kinky to you?" she asked while stretching her neck to get a better look at him.
"Shit, what do I know about kinky? I'll go tell him you said no."
"Wait a minute. A thousand dollars could fix my husband's truck and buy a new water heater." She is looking him over again.
"Is that a yes or no?"
"I'll fuck him if he gives me money to fix my husband's truck and buy a new water heater."
"I'll go tell him."
"Wait! You're going with us. I've got a gun I'll give you. If he tries anything kinky, you shoot the motherfucker."
"I'm not your pimp and I'm not shooting anybody. If you are getting your husband's truck fixed and a new water heater a little kinky won't hurt you."
"No, you have to be there. He's your friend ... "
"He's not my friend. I met him ten minutes ago. I met you yesterday. Are you people fucking nuts?"
"I'm not nuts!" Brandi was offended. Don't ever tell me I'm crazy." She yelled at me. Whoa, shit, and this broad has a gun?
I went back to the table. I don't even know the guy's name. Still don't know it. "Dude, we're on. We'll be going to her place after the bar closes."
"What do you mean we? Are you her pimp?"
"No, she thinks you are my friend. She is a little scared. You fuck her in the bedroom and I'll sit in her kitchen or something. She won't do it unless I am there."
"Man ... doesn't she have a girlfriend or something that can look out for her? I don't want some guy staring at my asshole while I fuck her."
"You need to know the rest ... she's not a whore. She's fucking you because you are paying to fix her husband's truck and buy a new water heater."
"Dear Lord!"
"Not only that, but if you try anything kinky I have orders to shoot to kill."
"You have a gun?'
"No, she is loaning me hers?"
"She has a gun?"
"Apparently so."
"Would you fuck her if you were me?"
"That depends ... if I were you would you still be buying? I'd like to fuck her. The danger can only make it better. If she doesn't kill you maybe her husband will."
"She has a husband?"
"Hey, she may stand us up anyway. Are you in or not?"
I got the okay and gave Brandi the thumbs up. She didn't stand us up and all three of us drove their own vehicle over to the apartment she pretended was her full time home.



"You got the money to fix my husband's truck and buy a new water heater?"
The guy handed over the grand to Brandi and she handed it to me. Then took a gun from her purse and handed it to me, too. "Don't be afraid to use it if he tries something kinky."
Brandi and a really nervous guy went into the bedroom and true to my word I sat at the kitchen table.
"You check on us every few minutes. The safety on the gun goes to over like this to fire."
After a while I heard Brandi call out to me, "I haven't seen you checking."
I got up and went to the doorway. There was Jimmy's wife Jessica, aka Brandi with her legs wrapped around this stranger fucking him for all she was worth. I watched his balls slapped her ass a few seconds and listened to the suction sound of his cock going in and out of her. Next thing I knew I was focused on his asshole. Just like he said he didn't want me doing. That's and image you hurry to forget.
They were moving around enough and he was raring up so as I could see her big tits jiggle around as he stroked into her wet cunt. Brandi was having a really good time and making money, too. The guy was just having a really good time. I think he had forgotten about me with the gun.
Brandi lived up to the bargain. Even going at it a second time with the stranger and sucking his cock to try to get it up a third time. He got up and left looking extremely pleased.
"If you need to fix anything else let me know. Paying to get your things fixed is a real pleasure."
"Well, I am a little behind on the rent. Come see me at the club."
The guy went to slide past me in the kitchen. "Hey, I saw your asshole in there while you were fucking her."
"You two are a weird couple of people." And, out the door he went.
"Are you going to stay in my kitchen or would you like to come in here and accept a little charity?"
I stopped and stood in the doorway. The man had unloaded twice in her and she was laying with her legs spread. They went bareback and cum was running down the crack of her cute ass.
"Hey, now is your chance to eat that pussy I told you that you couldn't afford ..."
"Like, I don't think that is going to happen."
"Then how about some sloppy seconds?"
"Those aren't seconds. Those are sloppy thirds. How about I catch you again at work tomorrow?"
Brandi got out of the bed to walk towards me. Cum ran down the inside of both thighs and dripped onto the rug. "Come on. You know you want some of this."
"Maybe after a couple of showers. Do you know how full of cum you are?"
"Full of cum is good. I love it when I feel a man's cum in me."
"I have to pass." I wondered how a woman can fuck half the guys in a bar and not get some kind of disease. Maybe the kind that causes and little itch for a while would be worth it to fuck her, but I don't want my cock full of sores or maybe to fall off on me.
"Okay, let's say I owe you one. You and I make a good team. You can do the set up and I can fuck them."
"Sure, but how often will you husband's truck need fixed or something need replaced around this place?"
"Oh, it happens a lot. It could happen every day if need be. And, this guy that just left, he seemed weird, but he sure knew how to use a cock. Nobody can appreciate getting a cock used in her like me."
"Let me bust you on something Brandi, if that's your real name," Hell, I know it's not her real name.
"Don't you think my parents could have named me Brandi? And, what else you got?"
"You mention a husband, yet there are no men clothes, man things, or any sign of a man it this place. Unless you count the cum dripping out of your cunt just now. A man named Jimmy told me that his wife seemed to be taking good care of me at the bar. That would have been you. And, as soon as he leaves you jump into your magic phone booth and change into Super Slut, the cock teasing bartender, collecting cash for all your admirers."
"What are you? A fucking private detective? Because if you are there is no way Jimmy is going to see money to pay you from the shit job he goes off to each night."
"I'm not a detective. I just really felt a connection to you. And, not just your t-shirt. Now that I've seen your boobs, let me tell you I think they are awesome. So, what is your real name?"
"If you don't believe I am Brandi would you believe it is Jessica? And, the things I do here at the bar I do for myself and my husband. He thinks I get really good tips for bartending by telling my stories about needing money for things."
"Jessica? Yes, I can believe Jessica and I believe your story. But, you do a lot for yourself with having your own place."
"Are you standing there with a hardon?"
"Are we changing the subject?"
"Probably ... let me suck your cock."
"Uh ... okay. Why do you want to do that?"
"Let's call it a pact between us. I think I can trust you to be my friend if I suck your cock." Jessica reached for the front of my pants, unzipped me and took out my cock. My cock really needed the air and whether she took it out, or if I stood there until it busted out from looking at her naked with cum running from her pussy, it was coming out!
I was hoping Jimmy didn't call me in the morning, because I really didn't know what to tell him.
Maybe hoping for something works sometimes. Jimmy didn't call and I got one hell of a blowjob.
End of Part I
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If you follow my stories you know I have a condescending attitude towards women in general. And, that women are a treacherous lot.

Jimmy was suspicious of his wife Jessica cheating on him. It went way beyond cheating and I had gotten involved myself. Jimmy hadn't called for a couple of days. That was a big relief to me because I couldn't decide to tell Jimmy that his wife working under the nickname Brandi at the bar was really quite a whore.
I showed up the following night at the bar after the blowjob at Jessica's little hideout that Jimmy had no idea existed. Passing up the chance to fuck her in fear of getting some kind of penis rot had me at odds with my own self.
That kind of feeling is why I say women rule the world through a guy's penis. I usually don't go for the Jessica type, but her Brandi cover name and the character she becomes after Jimmy leaves are real fucking intriguing. Cheating on her husband makes her naughty. Working in a nude bar serving drinks makes her even more naughty with all the naked ladies on the stage.
Then when hubby leaves and she turns whorish really gets to me. My ex-wife went cock crazy and even went to the black cock. This little babe really does it because she enjoys the fuck and is stashing cash that guys voluntarily give her.
I'm afraid the next time I get the offer I won't be able to say no. I'm even more afraid I may have to pay to fix Jimmy's old truck to get to fuck her.
Jimmy had done his usual routine in sitting around watching his wife at the bar and then leaving at 10:30 to go to work. He didn't act like he knew me. Or, maybe knew me too well. Anyway, he left with no acknowledgement I was even there.
I'd been over to the bar a couple of times for the diet coke and getting slammed for not drinking hard liquor by Brandi. When I got back to the table this last time I looked up and there was the fancy pants guy across the room staring at me.
After just dropping a grand to fuck Brandi is he possibly back for more? The guy either has a serious problem or a serious bank account. He walked over to my table and sat down.
"How you been?" I asked.
"Fine. I couldn't get that girl out of my head. I need to fuck her again. Do you think I could help with her rent like she said? Fuck her for another thousand?"
"Don't you know there is cheaper pussy to be had than that? I'm sure for a couple of hundred there are some other girls in here that could be had."
"This is my last night here. May never be back again. Besides, if you could fuck her once or one of the others five times for the same money what would you do?"
"I told you before, I really don't know her. And, I don't even know your name."
"Harold, my name is Harold." he shouted over the loud music. God Damn it I hate loud music. Loud music and movies with little kids and monkeys in them.
"Okay, Harold. I'll go ask as soon as I take a piss. These diet cokes are going right through me."
I got up and crossed the room to the hallway to the restrooms. I liked the restrooms here because they took you past the dressing rooms for the dancers. Even though they go on stage nude I get a kick of seeing on of them getting dressed or a flash of pussy or tit.
Done at the urinal, I washed my hands and headed back down the hall hoping to catch a peek. Right across from the dressing room door was one marked office. Without warning the door flung open and Brandi grabbed me by my belt and pulled me inside. There was a desk, a file cabinet, and a couple of chairs. There was also a twin size bed.
Brandi started grabbing at her clothes. "Get undressed. I see our buddy with the money is back. I figure he wants some more pussy and knowing how you are about sloppy seconds I thought I'd better get to you now."
"What? We're going to have sex in this office?"
"This office has had plenty of sex in it sweetie. And, you're about to fuck me now. We'll let moneybags have the sloppy seconds and see if he notices."
That was amazing. I never gave another thought to disease or maybe my dick falling off. I probably would have put my face in it first if she had asked. Brandi fell back on the bed with her legs spread. That revealed her thinly covered red haired pussy and the lips looking like they were reaching out to take the head of my cock inside them. I rolled right between her thighs and started to bump her pussy with my cock.
Normally I like a woman to guide me inside her, but also like to line it up and shove it in her as well. This time, maybe from Brandi's experience, the second nudge placed my cockhead right at her cunt slit. Before I got the chance to stroke down she rocked up and had half of me inside her. I covered her with my body and started fucking. She was fucking me back even harder.
To catch a breath and not cum in ten seconds I stopped and raised up to look into her face. She was watching me with those blue eyes while I noticed those cute freckles across her nose. I looked down to admire the same freckles on her tits and her nipples where hard and pointed. I lowered my face and started to kiss her boobs and suck her nipples.
Brandi started fucking me again and I was worried about losing it when I guess I got a second chance from somewhere and really started putting it to her. I'll swear we had the bed moving across the floor as I was getting my ass up and giving her some deep and fast stokes. Brandi starting moaning and biting her lip, I guess as not to scream as she began to cum on my cock.
That set me off and almost instantly she had a cunt full of my seed. That was some intense pussy. No wonder Harold had come back for more of it. Speaking of Harold, Brandi was trying to get me up and off of her.
"Come on let me give it a quick wipe and get back out there. You go first. I'll follow. Try to get another thousand from the guy, if you can."
I watched her grab several tissues, wipe her cunt and pull on her panties before she shooed me from the room.
Back at the table Harold asked why I was gone so long. "Decided to take a shit while I was back there. Then I ran into Brandi by the dressing room. She's says you're on for later. She's half a month behind on the rent and the next month is due this weekend."
"So, what does that mean in terms of what it is going to cost me?"
"Looks like twelve hundred. She says it is $800 per month."
"Well, it's still cheaper than my keeping my last wife and a hell of a lot better pussy."
"I'll go let her know." I headed over to the bar to tell Brandi I scored big for her."
"I set the guy up for twelve hundred." The fucking music had gotten louder. I think every new dancer has to turn it up a notch. I finally got to her ear so she could hear me.
"Are you fucking shitting me? Hell, I was going to do it for anything above five hundred."
"Now that I've had some of it myself I don't think that is too high of a price."
"Oh, you are so sweet. I want to fuck you again! Put your cell number in my phone so I can text you since you can't hear me anyway. You old bastards do know how to text, don't you?"
"Yes, old bastards can text ... not very fast, but we can text."
I stood at the bar while Brandi punched in a text in about two seconds. I checked my phone. She likes my cock. Cute text. And, real classy, too.
I snagged a double diet coke and headed back to sit with Harold. Harold had moved over to the stage and was watching either Pepper or Ginger take of her top to the music. I just still know them as my 'Spice Girls'. Harold had a couple of bucks out to stuff in her garter later in her dance.
Another dancer came up to me. "Hi, I'm Tiffany. I know you were fucking Brandi in the office. What if your wife finds out you fucked her?"
"Don't have a wife. Got an ex-wife. You can tell her if you want."
"So, you're divorced and slut dating now?"
"Um, could be. Are you asking me out?"
"Fuck you. I have a boyfriend that can kick your ass."
"Then why are you bothering me?"
"Oh, am I bothering you?"
"No, not really. You just want to fuck me because Brandi did, but you know you aren't as good, and worry I'll tell somebody."
"What did you pay the whore? A couple of hundred bucks?"
"If you need to know I gave her a freebie. You see I was telling her about my cock and about how a couple of minutes before I cum the end swells up to about the size of a beer can and gets about three inches longer. The base gets like a dog knot in it and I kind of tie to in a woman's pussy just like a dog. While we are stuck I still can ram the head around up against your cervix. Most women faint, but Brandi stayed with it and had a killer orgasm."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"It's only going to cost you fifty to find out. You know you want to try it."
Tiffany stomped off to the back of the bar. Harold got the chance to put his money in the garter and sat back down by the stage. I went back to the table. Tiffany was on stage next and all through her dance she would look at me and I'd pat my area by my cock. Towards the end of her set while she was totally nude I'll swear she was about to cum all by herself.
Not everybody that is a nude dancer is smart. After she dressed, Tiffany dropped a note on my table and went outside. The note said, "Meet me outside, blue SUV, in the back row." I went outside half wondering if the boyfriend was out there waiting for me. I went over to the SUV and Tiffany opened the door and invited me inside.
"Okay, you got me curious about your cock. How about you show me?"
"I told you it is while I am in a woman and about to cum. The only way to show you is to fuck you. And, I told you it would cost you fifty dollars."
"I'm not going to pay you, but if you want to fuck me, I'll let you."
I got a text. I'm not good at texting. It was from Brandi: "Are you with Tiffany?"
"Yes"
"Are you going to fuck her?"
I wasn't sure what to say. I didn't want to mess up a good thing with Brandi.
Before I could answer I got another text. "If you can find a way to get her to fuck you I want all the details."
"Kind of embarrassing," I started to cover for myself, "I'm with a beautiful girl and my brother wants to set me up to double date with him and his girl friend."
"Gee, popular guy." Tiffany was smirking at me. "Want to get in the back with me?"
I looked in the back and the seats were out and I'll swear the girl had a queen size mattress back there. All made up with sheets and pillows.
"My boyfriend likes to camp. When we get time off we like to go out in the woods and rough it."
"That's a relief. It looks like a whore wagon." Whoops. I might have just fucked up a good thing.
Instead of me fucking it up, Tiffany slid between the bucket seats and motioned me back with her.
She slipped off her clothes and laid back waiting for me to undress. I got naked and she was staring at my cock. Then reached out and took it in her hand.
"You know, my boyfriend is the only guy's cock I've ever touched until now. Yours looks pretty ordinary for what you are saying about it."
"Like I told you, it's after I am inside you and right before I cum."
"Do you have a condom?"
"Do I need one?"
"Guess not. I'm on the pill and didn't much like it when my boyfriend would use one."
I noticed she was lying in such a way that she had one hand over her crotch and the other across her tits.
"Kind of modest for a girl that was just on stage totally nude."
"The girl on stage was Tiffany. I not the same person in private. My real name is Susan. My friends called me Susie. My dad loves to call me Susie Q."
"This isn't going to be an issue is it? I mean, I must be about your father's age. I don't want you screaming out 'Daddy' while we are doing it."
"No, I'm the youngest in the family I'm twenty two. My dad is fifty-two. I don't think you are that old. What makes you think you will make me scream?"
I moved her onto her back and asked her, "What makes you think I won't?"
Susie just smiled and gave a look of surrender on her face. She wanted to do it, but wasn't really sure about it.
"Do you need a little foreplay?" I asked.
"Heavens no. That's the last thing I need. Wait until I see how wet I am already. I've been wondering what another man would be like. You better not disappointment me."
"Oh, good. No pressure there." I bounced the head of my dick off her crotch area with it quickly resting between the lips."
"Goodness. Have you done this before?"
"It's my third time." I answered her. "Would you believe that?"
Susie didn't answer except with a little catch of her breath in her throat and a soft moan as I put about half my cock in her before she got a chance to speak. I'm not going to say it was a super tight pussy or felt like hot butter, but is was really good.
"So what do you think? Is different better?"
"You'll need to show me more than that for me to be able to tell."
I stroked in about half of what was left and asked, "How about now?"
"That's about what I am used to, except maybe a little bigger around. When does it do that swell up inside me thing?
I gave it a lunge and buried myself in her and held it there. "How about now?"
"That's different. I think that's a couple of inches more than I've ever had in me. Not that I am complaining."
I don't have an oversized dick, but I am a big person, so I assume mine is bigger than a lot of people have. Susie seemed to be enjoying the extra length so I moved a little bit side to side as I pumped into her.
"Ohhhh ... that's good."
"What?"
"You moving side to side like that. My boyfriend just puts it in and strokes in and out."
"Where did he learn to fuck?"
"I don't know. I'm beginning to think his mother taught him."
Probably when I snort it's not a sexy thing, but that got to me. I'm just glad I didn't blow snot on her. We both laughed and it changed the rhythm of things. Susie relaxed and flopped her legs and just let me fuck her. She put her arms around my neck and rocked with our movement. Her tits looked great with her arms squeezing them together. I bent down and spent a lot of time kissing them and nuzzling her neck.
Time slipped away in the back of that SUV, lying there with my cock in little Susie. I felt like it was me that was twenty two again. Every stroke was meant to please her, not me. Even though I had just fucked Jimmy's wife in the bar and had pimped Brandi out for twelve hundred dollars after work, all that seemed to matter was being here on this old mattress with Susie.
"You know, I have to get back in there. I have to dance one more time tonight. You're not really going to swell up inside me and get stuck in me like a dog are you?"
"No, I feel bad about telling you that."
"I'm not. I like what I'm getting even better. Do you want to cum?"
Hell, I hadn't even thought about that. "Did you cum?"
"You know I did, lots of times."
I guess I did know that. I picked up the pace and stroked her hard for several minutes. Susie fucked back at me and would squeal with almost every stroke, even cumming a couple of times more before I emptied my load of seed into her sweet little cunt.
We got dressed after lots of kisses. We both were excited about doing it again later. I sent Susie back in to be Tiffany for the rest of the night and later settled back in at the table with Harold to await Brandi getting off and fucking him twelve hundred dollars worth of good.
We did the caravan thing again over to Brandi's place that her husband Jimmy had no idea she had. I brought up the rear, thinking about my affair with Susie Q.
"Well, did you fuck her?" Was the first thing out of Brandi's mouth when we got out of the cars.
Harold looked at me funny as I answered. "No, she's just a silly kid. I think she must think of me as her father."
"Damn, I was hoping to get something on that little cunt."
We went inside and Brandi fucked Harold to pay her imaginary rent. I held the twelve hundred dollars and held Brandi's gun while he fucked her. Once, Harold slowed down and looked over at me. I had lowered the gun to the cushion and he almost stopped fucking Brandi. I pointed it back in his direction again and he started fucking like crazy.
Boy, I'm glad I'm not that guy. Fucking a twelve hundred whore that is some guy's wife while under gun point. I think he paid the twelve hundred more in a way to have the gun held on him while her fucked as much as the pussy itself.
When they got done and they were cleaning up Harold asked her is he could have her little panties for a souvenir. The guy just spent all that money to fuck her, so that didn't seem too much to ask. Brandi agreed and the bastard put them on and wore them out to his car. I don't know where the crazy fuck is flying off to, but I sure the hell hope he stays there.
Brandi and I stayed behind and I knew it was time to have the talk.
"You want so more of this?" Brandi teased.
"No, I'm good. Good for a long while. Listen, I know your real name is Jessica and I know you are married to Jimmy."
"You son of a bitch. You are a detective."
"No. Just an amateur that's own wife tried to screw him over." I heard from a friend that Jimmy thought you might be cheating and I thought I would help out."
"What are you going to tell him?"
"I'll tell him you do cheat on him. That was his question. He can get the details from you."
"I don't really care. He can take me like I am or hit the road."
"My thought is that he doesn't have anywhere to go. Maybe you two can work something out since you seem to afford two places to live when he can't afford one."
That's the way I left it. I still stopped in at the bar. Brandi still fixed me up with diet coke on the house. Jimmy took the news pretty well. I think Brandi/Jessica told him the whole truth. Jimmy still hangs around until time to go to work. Then his wife starts making some real money dancing, fondling, and fucking whoever has the cash.
For about a week I didn't spend a lot of time in the bar. I'd wait for a call from Susie and we'd meet in the back of her SUV on the mattress. We talked a lot about her family and how she left home at seventeen because her parents fought a lot. She got a job at a sandwich shop for a while and then a job at a bank. She couldn't balance the money as a teller and they let her go. She tried grocery checkout. Screwed that up, too. Same at the quick stop store.
Susie finally went back to the sandwich shop. There she met her boyfriend. They dated for a while. He was in college and needed her to make more money for rent and tuition, etc. He was the one that found her the dancer job. He worked part time and went to school. They would fuck about every day, but she didn't see him a lot.
After we had been banging each other about a week I offered to check up on him at school. I found him feeling up some flat chested redhead that looked like she was about fifteen. I walked up on them a little later in the parking lot. She was sucking his cock in the car.
I got a key from Susie for their place and the next night walked in on him giving her a royal fucking in the bed Susie's dancing paid for without any help for the boyfriend. Roger. The motherfucker was named Roger. I felt like Susie's father figure and wanted to beat the shit out of Roger.
I broke the news to Susie and she asked if she could move in with me for a while. It was great, but I knew a man almost forty wasn't going to keep a twenty two year old happy once she learned there was more than one cock in the world. I just wanted to be sure I didn't get her knocked up and have twenty years of child support. She kept on her pill. I was careful to count them and hope they weren't getting flushed down the toilet. I don't think she wanted me to be a daddy to her kid anyway.
We would lay around during our times off from work and enjoying being with each other. Susie Q naked in my arms. Usually with my cock inside her. If she wanted to watch a television show more for women I'd eat her pussy to distract her. She suck my cock during something about sports.



Funny thing about that. She could watch the whole program with I ate her out and keep in control. She would get her hot little mouth around my cock and within seconds I couldn't tell you the score of the game or even what sport it was that I had been watching.
I called her Susie Q until the day she moved out. The father figure thing never came to light, but she seemed to enjoy being called that.
After about a week she asked what I thought about her quitting dancing. I voted for her to quit. Within a couple of days she was working at a sandwich shop again. I had given her advice to work at one near offices rather than a mall or free standing shops. And, to hold out for a man with a good job, nice car and nice place to live. As well as one that would love her just because he wanted to be with her.
It wasn't long until she had a real nice young man about her age ask her out. After a few dates he was picking her up at my place as if she was my daughter. I bet he would be surprised to know I was fucking her after he brought her home, while she played the good girl routine with him. Often times we would have a good fuck before they went out.
Then he asked her to marry him and she was in love with the guy. I'd still get to fuck her, but she had to be in just the right mood for me to get any. After they got married she would get pissed at him for something and come over and tell me she really needed me to fuck her.
That was always a special treat because I really fell in love with Susie Q. The new husband must have learned his boundaries because the visits got to be fewer and within six months after we met it was over. I've continued my pursuit of cheating wives. Never really gave it up.
As far as Jimmy and Jessica goes, she did tell him all the truth about what she had been doing. Jimmy didn't seem to be bothered by it all. They moved out of the dump and into the secret place she had as Brandi. Best of all, Jimmy got a new pick up truck.
End of Jessica Stories.
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Heather was a looker, as they would say in the old movies. Style, poise, legs that went all the way to heaven.
My friend Josh on the other hand was a pig of sorts. While Heather was the very description of elegance and grace that appeared right at home wearing a thousand dollar suit and holding a glass of five hundred dollar a bottle wine, Josh was the kind you expect to find passed out in front of the TV with a football game on and a couple of emptied six packs scattered on the coffee table.
Josh was a whole lot more like me than Heather. Yet, Heather could let Josh have a bunch of us rowdies over for a party and be a good hostess with all the vulgarity and grossness going on around her.
Not that I am that much of a rowdy. I'm better than those guys. They just remind me of my family roots. And, if you think this is one of those stories where the wife gets drunk and fucks everyone in the crowd you have the wrong fucking idea. Heather is ever the lady. They can cuss around her and be as foul and gross as they want. She won't condemn you or even raise an eyebrow. She just won't participate.
I don't remember how Josh and I became friends, just the day he invited me over to a football came and said there would be some other guys there, too. Beer and snacks were included, but I was advised if I wanted something special I should bring my own. When I hit the door with my six pack of diet coke the party was well underway. Everyone had consumed at least a couple of beers already and I thought I was getting there early.
The beer was the cheap kind they advertise on the front window of the quick mart and the snacks were potato chips and some of those cheap little cakes that seemed to arrive at the store already stale. The pregame wasn't even on the TV yet and the smallish 30 inch screen wasn't really the size a dozen drunks would gather around. But, everything seemed to be already in full party mode. Some of the guys had been there for an hour or more already.
Then Heather came into the room. Some of the men greeted her in catcall voices and others like me just became still at the moment and took in the sights. Now I knew what drew an early crowd to drink cheap beer and eat cheap snacks and watch the game on a too small television. It was her, Heather.
It was like someone invited the Queen. This woman did not belong in this crowd of slobs dressed in their camping shorts and ragged t-shirts bearing college names or pro sports team logos. Heather was wearing an expensive shiny shirt that looked like satin and pants that had to be tailored to look that good on that ass.
That was Heather. Long legs and dynamite ass. Trim waist, pretty face, dark brown hair, blue eyes and a beautiful smile. Maybe the lack of tit made the rest look better, but Heather was one of those girls with a dresser full of A-cup bras. Probably sexy and expensive bras, but still A-Cup. I didn't mind and the rest of the guys didn't seem to mind either. The draw to the party was not the beer, the game, or the television. It was Heather.
My first thought was like yours. She was going to get drunk and fuck everybody. But, Heather didn't drink and there was not even as much as a nipple slip showing all day. That was Heather and every guy there had a huge crush on her. Including the most recent arrival, me.
That was my first party. I never missed a one after that. Never much cared for Josh as a friend and as time went on, liked him even less. Probably mostly jealousy, but the guy is a fucking prick. No matter how early I would head for Josh and Heather's there was always several there ahead of me. I was beginning to think they arrived at dawn or spent the night camped on the front lawn.
I learned about Heather from conversations over heard between some of the guys. Heather's mom and dad were a lot like Josh. Heather's old man beat the shit out of her mother, and did it often. Finally he got sent off to jail for some picky-assed crime and while he was in jail the mom took Heather and ran.
Heather's mom found a job in another city and ended up marrying the boss. At eight years of age Heather had a new Daddy. One that was good to them, bought them nice things, let them live in a nice house, and sent Heather to college.
Out of college the step-dad got Heather a job at a friend's company. Heather did well and rose upward in the company. Then when she moved to a bigger apartment Josh was along helping friends at a moving company unload Heather's stuff into her new place. That's when they met and soon married. Heather married down to a comfort level. Josh was good to her, but really doesn't amount to a shit.
Heather makes six figures a year and Josh works for $12.75 per hour down at the plant. Where they live is more than a compromise. Josh would never fit in at a level where Heather belongs.
The only one on one encounter I had with Heather was one Sunday morning when I had forgotten to put my diet cokes in the fridge and she invited me into the kitchen to get some ice. While she stood facing away from me getting the ice all I could do was stare at her legs and ass. All the while wondering where in the fuck was Prince Charming when a girl needs to be swept away from here.
"This should put some sparkle in your soda." Heather gave me a sly smile.
I made eye contact and it seemed we locked on to each other for an awkwardly long time.
"Well, I guess I'd better get back in there. The game is going to start in another hour or so."
"Sarcasm, I like sarcasm. That's what keeps me going some days. Helped out a lot right now."
"Glad to be of service. What's the deal?"
"Josh needs friends. The parties are his way of keeping them. I know why these guys are here."
"You do? Why is that?"
"Let's just say Josh put on a few parties and the people kept showing up along with a new one every now and then. Like yourself, with you not missing a game the last month or so. Josh got to drinking too much and one weekend I decided to go shopping at the mall. The next week about half the guys didn't show. Josh was crushed. The next week he was down to two guys and one of them went home before the game was over."
"Yeah, I can see that. It's not about the game."
"The next week I let Josh know I would be there. Josh told his friends and the crowd was back. Even a couple of guys I'd never seen before. I know they stare at me when I am not looking. I know what they are thinking and I know what they hope would happen."
"I think it's more than hope. I think it's prayer. But, I guess it isn't going to happen."
"God, no! If you were a girl is there anyone in there you would want drunkenly ramming their dick up inside you?"
"Whoa! That's different."
"Sometime the lady forgets and bad things fall out of her mouth. Let's try to keep my potty mouth between us. I don't want any of those bastards thinking I would approve."
"Why are you here? You seem to be above everyone in this group."
"Same reason they are, except I don't expect you to take on everyone in the room."
"That was honest enough. So, what's your potty mouth phrase of the day?"
"So much comes to mind and I only get one phrase? I guess if I get one of these a week I'd say my phrase would be I want to eat your pussy."
I waited for the answer, or the slap, or the get the hell out of my house. Instead, it was the awkward meeting of the eyes we experienced a little earlier.
"You are a fucking dreamer, aren't you?"
I grabbed my ice and started the hell out of there.
"I can't wait to see what you come up with next week."
No Shit? Did she mean that or don't I know how to be beat down and insulted? All during the game I tried to think of what I would say the following weekend and what I should have said this one.
It got to be a game. I think we both wanted to flirt a little bit. I tried the girlfriend approach. Where I act more like a girlfriend and asks a silly question like the one I came up with the next week. Same situation ... ice for my diet soda, when Heather turned around she asked if I was staring at her ass. I said yes. She said good.
"Now then, what's your potty mouth saying for the week?"
"If you were going to let someone in this bunch do it, say they were all cleaned up and sober, who would be the one you would want to eat your pussy?"
"Hmmmm ... What's that new guy's name, or the guy that always sits on the arm of the couch. The guy in the wife-beater sleeveless undershirt leaves me breathless. I hope you don't think I am mocking you?"
"You don't have an answer?"
"I have answer. I'm just not going to tell you."
The next week I was wondering how she felt about her A-Cup tits. I really would have loved to see them. She surprised me with her answer when I asked her if there was anything about herself she would change if she could.
"I'd guess I'd change my ears."
Ears? I couldn't even tell you if she had ears. Then she showed them to me. She wanted them not to stick out so much. I didn't see it. When I asked if there was anything else she said no.
"Now your turn. Why aren't you married?"
"I divorced my wife."
"Why?"
"I wouldn't be a gentlemen if I said."
"I heard she was a slut and fucked some of your friends and a black guy."
"Okay, that covers it."
"I always wondered what that would be like."
"You mean cheat?" I was all excited.
"No, I mean fucking a black guy."
"Can't help you there. Would you really?"
"No, I said I wondered about it. I couldn't actually do it."
This out of character shit went on with Heather every time I went over there. I guess I was her outlet. But, I wasn't getting any pussy out of it.
Then came a Saturday when I stopped by the quick mart and there was Josh in the parking lot with the beer truck driver. The driver was wheeling eight cases of beer over to Josh's car rather that hauling it inside first.
I went inside to get a soda and a snack. Josh followed soon after. He walked over to pay and greeted the cashier.
Hi, Darlin'. Came in to settle up. Eight cases.
"Okay Joshie!"
Joshie? What the fuck was Joshie? He really seemed to hit it off with this little gum popping bimbo with her tight jeans and low cut top. They looked like a couple that should be fucking in a grainy porn tube movie on the internet. Josh was just a pack of cigarettes and a tattoo away from being a perfect match for her.
Disgusted I paid up and headed for my car while Josh said a couple of more stupid things to her.
"Hey, wait up. I need to talk to you."
"Oh, I'm not going to say anything about your little friend in the tit-top in there."
"No, that's not it. I understand your wife cheated on you and you really fucked her over for it. Left her stuck with some black guy that dumped her ass along with a half black kid."
"Gee, thanks for bringing that up." I wanted to knock him on his ass. Not for asking, but flirting with a big titted tramp when he had Heather at home.
"No, you talk to Heather in the kitchen every week end now. Do you think she would cheat on me?"
"I could think of a million reasons why she should, asshole. But, hey, I'll be honest. I'd love to fuck your wife. I flirt a little with her, but she just isn't interested."
"Maybe you aren't her type, Dumbass. Do you think there is any chance she would cheat?"
"I sure hope so. What the fuck is the purpose of this conversation."
"I just want to know if she would cheat. If she would, then I wouldn't mind nailing little Shelly in the store back there."
Honest to fucking Christ here. I have to kill this son of a bitch. "Josh, I said I don't think so."
"What about one of those fancy suit guys at work? It sounds like you have some experience in finding things out about women."
"Josh, she knows who I am. What am I supposed to do? Fuck her by email?"
"Uhhh, Hell yes. You could try that. Get her to fuck you by email. Make like you are one of those fancy suits at work. See if she will fuck the rich guy. Hell, you and me ain't got shit."
"You ain't got shit. I have some shit. Some of my own shit. Not shit my wife buys for me."
"Ouch, Dude. You don't have to get mean about it. Will you help me or not?"
I needed a plan fast. I could completely fuck up my invite to the weekend party that gets me in touch with Heather. Maybe I can pretend in an email to be some exotic stranger and then show up and fuck her somewhere in a fancy hotel. Shit, I know better than that. Talk about a dreamer.
"Let me see what I can do. How do I get her email?"
"Here's her card. Now don't be thinking you can fuck her. I just want to know if she would. You know, like it would be okay to do Shelly back there at the quick mart. You know, big tits. Man you ought to see her in a tube top."
I snatched the card from his hand and almost ran to get away from the miserable prick.
Now I had myself wondering what Heather would do. I went home to my computer. First I would need an email address without my name in it. Good old gmail is perfect. Great spam filters and hard to figure who is the sender. I opted for one of those combo names like tiger8742. That's not really it. The one I used has been cancelled. So, don't try to fuck with me.
I sent an email. "Just a note to say hello. I stole your email from somewhere. I see you around from time to time. Maybe more often than that. Just wanted you to know how super I think you are." I signed it Tiger.
There was an answer really quick like. "Why did you steal my email and who did you steal it from? Do I know you?"
"Yes, Heather. You know me. Maybe not so well, but you would recognize me if you saw me and knew it was me."
"Doubt that. You sound like a pervert. If you are really a Tiger how do you work your paws over the little keys?"
Maybe I do have her interested.
"Do you have a private email I could use to write to you?"
"I'll have to get one. The last thing I need is some dumbass writing to me at my work address."
"Well, hurry up and get one."
"Can't believe I did this. I see you liked gmail so how about tigress8742? (Don't try that one either.)
I sent off a quick one. "Can't believe you really would get a new email just for me."
"I can't believe you would think I would play your silly game. Who are you and what do you want? You better not be some creep from work."
"Already have told you that I just wanted to say I think you are super. Are things going well for you and are you happy? You don't really know me. I just see you around. I'd ask to meet for coffee, but I think you could use a little mystery in your life for a while. Can I be your secret admirer?"
"I have a meeting. When you feel like telling me who you are I'll get back to you. Bye. Heather."
The rest of the week I sent little notes. Josh was calling to tell me what she was wearing and asking what was going on. I'd tell Heather she looked nice in such and such blouse of whatever making her think I was in the area of her work each day. She seemed to be enjoying the interest I was showing.
When we met in the kitchen that weekend she made her potty remark and I made one in reference to her ass looking good. Then she said, "I want to ask what you would do if you were me."
"Oh, that's easy. I rub the hell out of my nipples and then finger fuck myself until I passed out."
"No, I'm serious. God, why did I decide I needed a friend like you anyway?"
Nice to be listed as a friend. "Sorry, shoot. I guess I don't get a potty mouth chance next weekend."
"Someone started emailing me at work. He has been real sweet. I'm afraid I have been answering him in private email and worry that I am making a fool of myself. He won't tell me who he is or even give me a clue."
"Are you enjoying it? Who do you think it is?"
"I'm pretty sure it isn't any of that bunch in my game room or my husband. All the words seem to be spelled correctly."
"Why don't you ask him what you would have to do to find out who he is and see what he says."
On Monday I got an email asking that question. I guess Heather will play the game.
"Heather, I don't think you are ready to know. Right now I am this great mysterious person. You could be disappointed in me and I need this as much as you do. I really enjoy our emails. I'm going to messenger over you a gift this afternoon. Will you be in?"
"I'll be in. What could you possibly send me?"
"There will be a note in the package. Open it where no one can see."
"Hate to say this, but I can't wait."
Great now I have to buy a gift, write a note, and take the package downtown to a messenger service.
That afternoon the package was delivered to Heather by courier. My note said, "I want you to wear these and think of me tomorrow. Wear the little pin on your blouse as a sign you are wearing the panties. As people comment on your pin you will have to wonder if that person is me."
I went Victoria's and spent $30 on one pair of fancy panties. Then I bought an enameled pin in the shape of a butterfly. My answer came fast in an email.
"I can't do that. That's a really personal gift. I don't think I can wear them."
"Sure you can. Nobody knows but us. Think about it. Put them on when you get dressed in the morning. Don't forget to wear the pin."
"I'll think about it."
The next morning about half way to noon I get an email from Heather. "You win. I'm wearing them ... and the pin. This is weird. Have you seen me yet?"
"No, not yet. Had a lot of comments? What kind of weird. Good weird or bad weird?"
"Good! I've had a lot of comments. Glad none of them was you, although there was this one guy ... just teasing. As far as weird goes, I guess it's a good kind of weird. Knowing you bought them and I have them on, you know, down there is getting to me from time to time when I have a chance to think about it."
I had to call Josh to see what she was wearing. Josh told me and commented that she even put on some new panties he had never seen her wear before. I worked the clothes remark into my email later so she would think I saw her. I told him not much was happening.
"When you saw me did you speak to me about the pin?"
"No, too far away. You looked hot. Kind of had a glow."
"Don't know about hot, but the glow is your fault. Wearing these panties gets me kind of aroused as much as I hate to say it. What's your next bright idea?"
"Tomorrow don't wear underwear at all, but wear the pin again."
"I've tried that before. My hair down there tickles my thighs."
"Make believe it's me blowing on them."
"God, but you are awful? No panties at all you say? I'll really have to think about that."
"I said no underwear. That means no bra either."
"I can't do that. If you can see me you know I am all nipple."
"Wear something thick. It will feel good rubbing across them."
"You're insane. Don't you think it time to tell me who you are?"
"Having too much fun. Aren't you?"
"Yes, but not knowing is killing me."
"Don't forget. Tomorrow. No underwear."
The morning email came early. "I can't believe I let you convince me to do this. My nipples are rubbing my shirt, which makes them hard, and the rubbing get all the more frustrating. Then my hair is tickling the tops of my thighs, which makes me think of what you said about you blowing down there. I've been here an hour and I'm a total wreck. I should have brought underwear with me to put on. What was I thinking?"
"Too late now. Have you considered touching yourself?"
"Thought about hitting the restroom and relieving some pressure. Damn you, I haven't done that in years."
"No. Do it at your desk. Go ahead. Touch yourself. You know you want to."
"I can't do that. I have two dozen people working for me all around."
"They won't figure it out. You don't get loud when you cum, do you."
"No, I don't get loud, but I just can't do it."
"Did you wear slacks of skirt?"



"Skirt. Why?"
"Then you are half way there. Get you hand up you skirt and touch yourself. Take the other hand and work your blouse across your nipples and just let it happen."
"I feel like everyone is watching."
"Are they?"
"No."
"Then go ahead. Put one finger in your pussy and one on your clit. Move them around a little. Keep the nipples going."
No answer for about 10 minutes, then: "Oh God. I did it. I came at my desk. Right here with all these people around me. You are a bad man. I guess I'm a bad girl. Oh, shit! I have to clean up or I will leak through my skirt to the chair. Damn you!"
"Where are you? Are you okay?"
"Sorry. Had some office things to do. Cumming on my fingers didn't solve my problem. My hair still tickles me down there and my nipples are trying to crawl off my tits from the rubbing my shirt is giving them. I wiped a lot of my own cum from my slit. I'm going to have to cum again ... soon. Kind of wish you were here."
"Sorry, you are on you own."
"Okay, the day is almost over. Only had to finger fuck myself about four more times. My nipples are going to need a vacation. There were several times if some of the guys would have asked me to fuck them I would have spread my legs right there."
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Yes, I did enjoy it. You are the best secret pal ever."
Next morning: "Hey, Heather. You wearing panties?"
"I thought you would show up again after what you did to me. Just wearing the ones you bought again. I think I may try the no underwear thing a day or two each week. Too much of a good time not to do it. You rascal."
"What do you think about meeting up somewhere?"
"Really? Love to meet up. See what you look like."
"Let's think about it over the weekend. Meanwhile, let your fingers do the walking."
"Sure thanks. Even the bedpost is starting to look good to me."
"I'd buy a ticket to see that!"
"Yeah, you wish ...!"
Thank God for Sunday football. Came close to being the first one there this time. Josh gave me a funny look like I wanted something. I did. I wanted to fuck his wife.
I made a quick move to the kitchen for my ice. Heather was making some snacks for the game. First time I ever saw her in a sweatshirt and jeans.
"Downgraded to a sweatshirt, did we?"
"Yes, I kind of like the way it feels."
"Rubs you nipples, does it?"
"God, the way you talk."
"Well, tell the truth. Are you wearing a bra?"
"You don't get to ask. Use your imagination."
"So, no bra?
Heather lifted a finger and pointed it a me. "I have to get your advice on something."
"Go ahead. I'm listening."
"Okay, the email thing really took off this week. The one with the man saying the nice things. Some things happened and he asked me to think this weekend about meeting somewhere."
"Do you want to go? Is it to see who he is or is it for sex or the like?" I asked.
"I want to go, but I don't. I look at Josh."
"Okay, don't look at Josh. Is it yes or no?"
"I think it's yes."
"Then go." I encoouraged.
"What if we meet and there is nothing there between us. The emailing has been a great ride. I'd hate to lose that."
"Make up your mind. Agree in advance. Don't just meet. Meet and fuck each other silly. If there is nothing there decide after that. You will both have something from it."
"Why do I listen to you? I think I'll go. What is he is really creepy? Too creepy?"
"I guess you will really need to go to see for yourself."
"Okay. Thanks. Now get out here."
The sweatshirt and jeans got a lot of comments from the guys. I was the only one to suspect no bra, but the others were probably wishing so. Now I couldn't wait for Monday.
Monday I couldn't wait to email: "Heather, how was the weekend? Have a good time?"
"Ugh! You got me started on something. My husband had the guys over and I went naked underneath my sweatshirt and jeans. Actually wore a sweatshirt and jeans."
I hadn't given any thought to her not wearing panties. "What was that like?"
"All the leering and grunting was kind of like going to the zoo. Then I'd get back in the kitchen and rub myself through my clothes. I made my self cum twice."
"There you go. What to you think about a meet up?"
"That was kind of what had me going this weekend. I asked my friend and it seems maybe we should go ahead with it?"
"You asked a friend?"
"Yeah, everyone has to have someone to talk to every now and then. Where would you like to meet?"
"I was hoping for a motel. I wanted to have it quiet and private while we figure things out." came her reply.
"Really? Wow! That's so great."
"Nothing fancy." she insisted.
"Is there one of those cheap motels near by where they leave the light on for you?"
"Just next block from the grocery where I shop."
"I'll go out early and get a room and email the number to you. Can we meet at eight?"
"Let's make it seven?"
I didn't want to tell Josh, but a deal is a deal. There was a faint memory of him telling not to fuck her. I gave him a call and told him to meet me at 6:30. He made an excuse to be gone, which also cleared the way for Heather to meet me.
We met down from the motel. I told him he could be in the room waiting for her and give her hell or I could be the one there and may get myself kicked in the nuts.
"I guess I could go. But, she might never getting over being pissed."
"Yet, if you go you won't know if she just wanted to know who the guy is or if she would really fuck him."
"We'll they are going to a motel. But, I can imagine my Heather cheating on me."
"If you find that out then you could go ahead and fuck Shelly at the quick mart."
"Oh, that problem long passed. I went back and fucked Shelly that night when I saw you there on Saturday. Love those big bouncy tits and the girl gets down and dirty. Says I can fuck her in the ass if I want to."
"Looking at Shelly that may be the best place."
"Buddy, you go right along and head in there and find out what Heather is going to do to you. You may lose your party invitation. Keep her busy for a while. I'll go over and fuck Shelly. It's her night off."
What an awful piece of shit. Heather has some serious self esteem problems to hang around with that guy. The woman is a goddess for Christ's sake.
I left my car and walked to room 128 at the motel to await my fate. I went into the room and watched the outdated alarm clock flip over each new number for the minutes. I didn't know whether to wish it would hurry up to seven o'clock or just fucking die right where is was so this would never happen.
Seven o'clock went by and I got worried. At 7:04 a light knock was at the door. I opened the door. Heather started in and saw it was me. She went about eight directions at once and finally came inside for me to close the door.
"Well, I guess that is out in the open." I was scared to breathe.
"You? You are my friend. You put me through this."
"Didn't you have a good time?"
"Yes, but this just isn't right." Heather walked past a chair and sat on the bed.
She rocked, she fidgeted, she twisted, she bounced. Then she tried to talk.
"What ... Why ... When ... What the hell were you thinking? I trusted you like a brother."
"I didn't want to be your brother. Josh wanted to know if you would cheat on him so he could justify fucking little Shelly over where he buys his beer. It was an idea that kind of got out of hand."
"Where's Josh now?"
"Fucking Shelly over at her place."
"Shit. I felt so guilty even thinking about fucking some magic person from an email, just thinking of the effect on poor Josh if he ever found out. Hell, there are times I even thought about fucking you."
"Here I am. Your magic lover and your friend. What do you want to do?"
"I think I just want to cry." And, she fell into my chest and started to sob. "I have so totally messed up my life. What am I going to do. That asshole is cheating on me."
"Well, I wouldn't fuck him for a while after he's been with Shelly."
"No problem. He has a permanent cut off with me."
"How about me? What happens now?"
"I'm either going to kill you or knock you back on the bed and fuck you." Tears and snot was everywhere with all the sobbing she was doing. I'm not sure it was a good time to fuck her.
Not that I hadn't kissed a snot faced woman before, I leaned in a gave her a soft kiss. She looked back at me and returned the effort. Which turned into some kind of awkward embrace that involved trying to get each other's clothes off.
She lost the race as I still needed to get my pants off. She laid on the bed with that fantastic ass and those to die for legs exposed to me at last. When I was as naked as she was she rolled over and opened her legs for me. Those tits that she call mostly nipple gave her a school girl look. I couldn't help but kiss them all over. For a girl without much tit they sure did get her excited.
I felt her reach for my cock and guide it towards her open cunt. I really wanted to eat her first. This was not the time to stop the flow. I can eat her first the next time. Hell, I might still eat her this time. Heather ran my cock head against her pussy then both tugged me into her and rocked up to take all she could.
It was wet and it was hot. Heather was actually hot inside, so that my dick felt cool compared to her inner warmth. I was stroking away. I was fucking Heather. Miss Elegance is getting fucked by Mister Ordinary and boy was she enjoying it.
"Think you are so smart do you? Getting me to finger fuck my self at work and cum all over the place and then look at me on the weekend like you have no idea. Then getting me to a motel to fuck me, did you?"
"I can't say I sorry."
"No, me either. Don't think you'll get away with doing this just once. Give me all of your cock and give it to me hard!"
"So there is no question later, do I cum in you or not?"
"Cum in me. Flood my womb with all you've got. Just fuck me. Cum in me."
"Does this mean you forgive me and are you having a good time?"
"Probably and yes. The good part is that you are bigger than Josh. I should have fucked around on him before this."
I don't know what kind of night Josh had, but his wife about fucked me to death. We went on for a couple of hours. Fucking like rabbits, then laying about and talking, then fucking some more. Heather showered before she left and I got to thinking about eating that pussy.
Heather told me she thought most of my cum was out of her so I had a go at eating her snatch. Her pussy tasted good, whether I contributed to that or not, I don't know. But, it was good. That lasted another forty five minutes until Heather had to beg me to stop making her cum.
Both of us were certainly up to doing it again. The silly emails continued. I still could get her to skip the underwear at work and then finger herself to an orgasm. We went to the motel a couple of times. Josh seemed to know I was fucking his wife. He wasn't getting any there, but there were a few nights each week he would disappear when we figured he was fucking his Shelly.
That made us stop the motel visit, and although we could have gone to my place, we went to Heather's and I'd fuck her in their marriage bed. Not that it was much of a marriage anymore. Josh came in a little early one night and Heather and I were in the middle of mutual orgasms. I had just dumped a load of cum in Heather when Josh walked into the bedroom.
He went out and got a beer and sat down to watch television until I left. We decided to prove our point as we fucked each other again before I left. I didn't say anything to him and he said nothing to me. After that whenever we wanted to fuck, which was fairly often, I just go to their house and Heather and I would go to it. Once I even fucked her on the couch while he watched his programs.
We'd screw, not caring if he was home or not. And, usually at least once each day, with me going over to nail her after she got home from work during the week. We kept thinking he would go stay with Shelly. That didn't happen and the weekend parties continued during the with the same old gang. They still couldn't get enough of looking at Heather.
Word got out that I was fucking Heather and nothing seemed to change. We even went into the bedroom and fucked a couple of times and everyone acted like nothing happened.
Heather decided to cut her losses and divorced Josh and gave him the house.
Heather told me she didn't think I was interested in marriage and she was starting to miss the chance to have a family. At my advice I told her to please marry on her own level this time and she started looking around a little more at work.
Some guy in the office building next door kept wanting her to go out. They went out a few times while Heather and I kept fucking each other. He seemed to be everything she wanted in man. Yet, she comes to my place or I drive in to see her at her apartment in town usually at least one night each week. We still fuck like it is the first time.
By now time has passed and I had another acquaintance asks me to catch his wife cheating. The bitch is cheating, but we can't seem to catch her.
Her husband says she gives off little clues in mannerisms when she has just been fucked. So far, she has been elusive and it doesn't happen so often as to give any clues. But, that's another story.
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My buddy Ron had been over to a friend's house for a party. His friend Larry had married and divorced. Then moved home to live with dad and mom. Then mom moved out and filed for divorce leaving Larry living with his Dad. Then the dad remarried.
Brenda was pretty cool for a step mom. MILF all the way according to Ron and Larry. Dad had met her in church and fell head over heels in love. At age thirty-two she was thirteen years younger than Larry's Dad and just six years older than Larry.
What could possibly go wrong here? Well, not enough to suit Larry. And, Ron sure wanted to fuck her as well.
Larry tried hitting on her without any luck. Brenda turned up the heat by dressing more provocatively when dad wasn't around. Brenda loved being the tease.
Ron and Larry started going to church. Brenda sang in the church choir. Good enough to do some solos. The boys thought the religious route might get them into Brenda's pants. It worked for dad. Larry heard them going at it several times a week.
Then one day Ron told Larry about his friend that the freind had caught his own wife cheating and left her in the cold after she found a black lover and eventually had a black child.
"You've got to meet this guy. He doesn't really like women and can see right through their shit. He can spot their weaknesses. He really hates the bitches and likes to expose them for what they are."
"Sounds like a bad ass son-of-bitch." Larry was impressed.
"Oh yeah. He's sent several wives down in flames. If he can get Brenda to cheat on your dad maybe we can blackmail her so we can fuck her, too."
"What does the guy charge?"
"He didn't charge anything. He does it for the pussy and the challenge of fucking a cheating wife and making sure she gets what's coming to her."
That's when my phone rang. Ron had a few beers and decided to give me a call. Yes, that's me. I'm the guy. We set up a meeting at a local fast food restaurant for the next night. The main story was related to me and I was interested.
You would think Larry would have had a photo with him or something. Instead her went on about how good looking she was and how he wanted to eat her pussy and fuck the daylights out of her. Ron liked the idea and wanted to fit in the plan. They both talked excessively about her big, bouncy tits.
"Well, guys. I'm going to meet this babe to get an idea what kind of plan to try." We decided that I would go by the house when Brenda would be there, but Larry and his dad would be gone. We decided for Larry to take his dad bowling.
Larry gave me a call a couple of nights later that he and his Dad were going out. He said that I should show up a half hour later. When I got there I wasn't quite sure what all the fuss was about. This Brenda was nothing special. I guess she could be in the "Mom I'd like to fuck" category, but the loose fitting dress she was wearing hid all the body and she was wearing no make up at all.
"I stopped by to see Larry. Is he home?"
"No, sorry the took his dad bowling. They've been gone about a half hour. Isn't that kind of strange?"
"I never figured Larry for the bowling type." We both laughed at my comment.
"Well, I don't know how long they will be gone or I would invite you in."
"I really have no where else to go if you want some company."
Brenda perked up a bit with the idea of having some strange male around. She got kind of fidgety and invited me it. I got a really good glass of iced sweet tea. I was still trying to see some shape under the baggy dress. Then she bent over the waste basket to put in a new liner.
All of a sudden I was staring as a great looking pair of legs. Being the guy I am, I leaned down trying to up her skirt to see her ass. The skirt was still about six inches below her butt. I'd swear putting a liner in a trash can was taking a long time and just as she started to stand back up she took one hand and tugged somehow to make her hemline go up and I got a clear view of a nice trimmed cunt for the shortest of a second.
Brenda had to know her pussy came into full view. I could now see why Ron and Larry wanted to fuck her. If she never did anything sexy that little stunt could have carried me for quite a while.
If she wasn't stupid she had to know I was interested. To complicate things she said she wanted to show me something in the church bulletin. It was a church cartoon about the collection plate and the preacher that really wasn't funny. The kicker to all this was as I was looking she propped on one elbow and gave me a down blouse shot of her right tit all the way to the nipple.
Again, there was no way she did not know she just showed me her naked tit. So, what I was dealing with was a pretty hot woman that was now married to a friend of a buddy of mine's father. Fuck it, that practically makes us family and Brenda was naked under the house dress.
"Listen, they may be a while. I feel all grungy in this dress. Let me go change and put on a little bit of makeup. Then we can continue our visit until the boys get home."
Brenda went into what I assumed was the bedroom. I was have hoping she would come back out totally naked. Then she could just be a tease. Trying to get a reaction and then back lashing me like shit if I say something. Cockteasers can be fun. They have to play to get their way, even if you do get left with a bad case of the blue balls.
I was ready for the game. But, the rules changed really fast when Brenda came back with light makeup on and wearing a shirt with obviously no bra and jogging shorts that outlined a camel toe cunt in the front. All that and a really round ass. There was no way she could have a mirror in the room and not know the show she was putting on. Suddenly I understood Larry's problem, even if he had to imagine seeing as much as I was seeing just now.
"You look great."
"Why thank you. I didn't want to look all haggy with a handsome young man in my house."
"Well, in that case ... you look delicious."
"You mean like an apple?"
"I thinking more of a peach." My gist meaning I was referring to the cunt like cleft on a peach and the fuzz.
"So, you like fruit?"
"The thought of some fruit makes my mouth water."
"Do I remind you of fruit?"
"You look good enough to eat? What do you say about that?"
"I'd say you are pretty bold for some guy that came to my house looking for my stepson and out of the goodness of my heart I let you wait with me to see him when he gets home."
"Yes, and you could dress hot for me today and feel good about yourself singing in church on Sunday."
"You know about me singing in church?"
"Larry mentioned it. He says you are pretty good."
"Tell me. If you think I look good enough to eat, where would you start?"
"I'd start at the center of the most edible part."
"And ... can you tell me what part that might be?"
"I could tell you or I could show you."
"If I let you show me do we stop when I say stop?"
"That wouldn't be a problem."
"Then why don't you show me?"
"You may have to lose the jogging shorts."
"Oh, you want to eat my pussy? Bury your face in my cunt?"
If she's a tease, she is the best tease ever.
"Yes, I'd like that."
Brenda stood up and removed her jogging shorts. I was right. No underwear underneath. Then she took off her shirt. No bra? Brenda was totally naked in front of me. I was still sitting at the kitchen table. She sat on the table in front of me, dragging one leg over my lap to the other side. Now her beaver was fully open and exposed to me. Like I had seen through her shorts, a nice and fat, camel toe pussy.
"I'm waiting mister. You going to stare or eat?"
I put my face right up to her gash and ran my tongue between her fat outer lips. A big glob of her juices were right at the tip of my tongue.
"Kind of got a little head start with the sticky stuff did we?" I kind of worried it might be from her husband, but this was deliciously feminine and slippery.
"No, I'm always wet. I think about sex a lot. I watch men and wonder with some how it would feel to have them fuck me. You could feel me there just about any time and find me ready to drip. You should see the mess when I have to wear panties."
This lady that sings in church just said the f-word and fantasizes about men fucking her. I'm thinking I'm going to score even though I'd settle for just getting to eat her out.
"Messy panties you say? Could I have a pair to take home with me?"
"Let's see. I'm sure I have a pair around somewhere." she teased.
She was starting to wiggle on the table. And, she was starting to rock her hips. As much as I liked the taste of her slit I moved up to kiss and nibble her clit.
"Go ahead and bite down. I like my clit bitten."
"You mean like this?"
"A little harder. It hurts, but also sends tingles up my spine. Oh, fuck!"
Brenda started to cum. I kept my teeth locked on her clit until she settled down.
"Did I do okay? Did I bite to hard?"
"No, fine. You can bite a little harder."
"You mean now?"
"Yes, now ... bite down hard."
I bite down hard and Brenda screamed. I stopped because I thought I had hurt her. She had an orgasm just that fast with me biting her hard.
"Sorry, I thought I had hurt you."
"No, it was good. Bite as hard as you can. Actually chew my clit. Don't stop no matter what I say or how much you think you are hurting me. I want it that way. Okay ... don't stop no matter what."
Whoa! Brenda the church slut is a kinky little cunt. I bit down really hard and she screamed and rocked her pelvis into my face. I bit a little harder, actually as hard as I could. I did like she asked and begin to chew at her clit. It had gotten huge between my lips. She was screaming every couple of seconds and must have cum a dozen times. I had a hand on her cunt and it was soaked and dripping on the table top.
Then she calmed down a little as I continued to chew. I bit again as hard as I could. She started to cum and started to beg me to stop. I was afraid I was hurting her, but she was the one that said no matter what not to stop biting her. She was bouncing all over the table, screaming and crying for me to stop.
I looked up into her face. Her eyes were closed and her face contorted. She was shaking her head from side to side. She had her nipples pinched between her thumbs and fingers so hard it looked like they would pop right off her tits and land on the floor.
She let out one hell of a growl like scream and collapsed back on the table. I gave her a few minutes to catch her breath. Her right hand came down and pinched her clit. Then she used her fingers to roll around her fat outer lips. A stream of her cum was running from the bottom of her pussy slit. I took my tongue and sucked it into my mouth while she kept working her hand in a circle.
I set back a little to watch. The sight of how much her swollen lips were moving under her hand had me wanting to get my dick between them. Another puddle of moisture gathered at the bottom of her snatch that I again took care of with my tongue. As I moved away again Brenda begin to quiver and she made a couple of thrusting motions with her pelvis as she quietly became to cum.
How many orgasms is this babe going to have? Fluids escaped her slit again. I lapped at it, taking it in my mouth and swallowing it.
"Whew! What did you do to me? Turn me inside out?"
"Just doing like I was told. I was afraid I was going to remove your clit for you."
"I've never asked any one to bite down like that before. Your nibble felt so could I figured a bite would be better and it was like heaven. I feel like my whole body is flopping all around my clit. My husband hasn't gone down on me so I thought I'd better get what I can while I could. My first husband did a lot. Never with the biting though. He liked to lap the juices from my cunt while I came."
Now the church woman said cunt. My kind of broad.
"I like lapping juices from your cunt, too. You are delicious."
"Are you going to fuck me now?"
"Are you going to make me fuck you now?"
"If I have to make you. Don't you want to fuck me?"
I stood up and took off my clothes. My hard prick was ready to go.
"Oh my, you have a nice cock. I want it in me."
I stepped forward and aimed the head at the soaked cunt opening. Those puffy cunt lips felt good on the tip. She was so slick I started the head and continued to shove and went to my balls in one motion. I was leaving it buried when she started to pull me in and out by rocking her cunt at me.
"Oh, I like that. You hit places that don't get hit anymore. Do you want to go to the bedroom for this?"
I wasn't about to pull out of Brenda now and maybe let her have a change of heart. I started fucking her in slow and steady strokes letting that be my answer. Her wet cunt was the best kind of kitchen smell I had ever known. I don't think fucked her for five minutes before I could feel I was about to cum..
"I'm about to cum. Do you want me to pull out?" I'd been happy to pull out on cum on her stomach or squirt on her tits or face. Maybe let her suck me dry.
"In me. Cum in me. It's been a long time since I've had another man's cum shoot into my cunt. Don't you dare pull of me me now. Keep fucking. I want your sperm deep inside me."
That wasn't hard to do although the conversation did slow me up a couple of minutes longer I emptied my balls into her, much to my relief and her enjoyment. When she felt me spurt into the depths of her cunt we both went off together.
"Wow, when I said cum in me I had no idea you would be so good at it. I can feel it leaking out around your cock and down out of my slit and onto my asshole."
"My pleasure." I usually get a compliment about having a nice sized dick or meet a little resistance. With Brenda I had no problem burying myself full length and we fucked each other like it was an ordinary day. After several minutes of laying between her legs while my dick went soft and my cum running from her she started the conversation.
"Oh, it's good to get a bigger cock in me again."
"Really? How so?" Now I felt better.
"I married right out of high school. My husband was my first. I didn't have any reason to think his penis was small or even average. I just assumed a bigger man might have a bigger penis."
"One could assume that. You know what they say, big hands, big feet, big dick." I was showing her hands.
"Anyway, smartass. Will was five foot nine and we did measure it one night and it was five inches. Having heard five or six inches was average that was fine with me. He must have seen the wheels turning while I was wondering why I couldn't have been fucking the six inch one. Often I had felt that it would be great if there was a little bit more during those times I would almost orgasm and not quite make it."
"Then one night Mr. Short Pecker has a friend over." Brenda continued. "After a few beers he tells his friend Gary that I had never seen a big cock. A couple of beers later the two assholes both have their penis out and fully erect. I walked into the room and there they were."
"Hey Babe, see ... I told you some guys have bigger cocks than others!"
"Oh my God! You guys are so disgusting. What are you, queer for each other?"
"Brenda! No, oh hell no! Your old man said you had never seen a big cock." Gary was so excited, "want to touch it?"
"I looked at my husband. He wanted me to touch it. I looked at Gary's exposed hardon. It was about the size of yours. I wanted to touch it alright. There was no way I was going to fall into that trap. After chasing Gary from my house I gave my husband holy hell, never letting on I was interested and that the sight of Gary's big cock had me all wet inside."
"Sorry, Sweetheart. You didn't think some guys had bigger cocks than some others. Gary's about my size and his cock is huge. Are you mad at me?
"Fuck yes I am mad at you. Did you actually want me to touch his cock?"
"Well, maybe. I didn't think it would hurt anything. We've know Gary forever."
"Then what would be next. Put it in my mouth and suck it. Then fuck him while you watched in a God Damned drunken stupor? Is that what you wanted. Me to fuck somebody else?"
"Well, I don't know. I guess I would have let you go as far as you wanted. If you fucked him you fucked him. I'd love to see you take a big cock."
"Would you like to see me fuck the dog, Dumbass? The dog's got a big cock. He is a German Shepherd, you know. He has to have a big cock. Would that make you happy if I fucked your stupid dog and your worthless best friend.?"
I was little stunned. "So, what did you do?"
"Oh, I called Gary back and sat down on his big prick and tried to get his balls inside me, too. After he left I called old Bullet into the house. I got on all fours and had him fuck me for about an hour. A dog cock is hot and the shape hits different places. When I felt him knot up in me and his doggie seeds shoot into my womb I lost my fucking mind. Pretty much like you must be out of yours if you believe I'd do either one of them."
"So what really happened?"
"I cut the old man off. Told him right there it was over with him ever fucking me again. I meant it and that's the way it happened. I did want to fuck a cock like Gary's, but not his. I had thought about fucking the dog a few times in the past. A couple of times I tried to fuck him. Dogs are idiots. I could get him over my back and jabbing at my cunt. He never got it in. Then I got to thinking about it a figured even though a dog couldn't tell on me I rather fuck a well hung man if I could find one."
"How did it finally happen? Cheating on your first husband."
"Pretty much like you and me just now. Will was out drinking rather than bowling. I'd been alone about a half hour. I'd laid in the tub under the bubbles in some real hot water and finger fucked my self until cumming real nice twice. I got out wanting some real cock. A really large cock and this man came to my door. Pretty much like you just did. I was in a mood to fuck around on my husband and the right guy came into my life at the right time."
"Lucky me!"
"Yeah, lucky you. What you don't know is that you just signed up for the season pass. You ass is mine. I'm not going full time slut on this husband, but I do need some discrete pecker. That's going to be you. Is that alright if you have to fuck me a couple of times a week on the sly?"
This sounded like a pretty good deal. But, I had some questions.
"To get this straight you cheated on your first husband with lots of guys, but this time you want it to be exclusive just with me. Like a steady boyfriend?"
"Yes, I have to be careful. I don't want to mess up this marriage, but I need extra cock really bad. This time I have a nice house, new car, and don't have to work. My husband loves me and I don't have to fuck him very often to make him happy."
"How did you happen to meet him in church?"
"Read it in a magazine. Find a good husband in church. It gave me a chance to be a good girl and find a nice man. It worked out really good. They even found out I could sing a little and let me solo. That made me look even more like a fucking church princess bride. The old man fell for it and I'm all set. Plus, when he fucking dies I get all his shit. The only down side is that idiot son of his. The motherfucker is like a stalker."
"Since we're going steady now I can tell you that he really wants to fuck you. I got sent over here to see if there was a way to make that happen."
"Have you ever looked at that worthless piece of shit? The only way I'd fuck him would be to get him out of this house and if he promised move to fucking Montana or something!"
"And, your first husband? What did you do to him? Didn't he have nice things?"
"The cocksucker was poor ... and stupid. Never made much more than minimum wage. We always owed a shit pile full of money. Bill collectors were calling trying to get money he thought was better spent on beer."



"How did you cheat on him the first time?"
"Well, I thought about his friend Gary and his big dick. But, I just couldn't do that. One afternoon I had just masturbated in the shower. I came naked out to the living room. I liked to walk around naked when I was alone. Bullet was in the house and wanted me to play with him with this old sock we teased him with. After wrestling him around a bit he stuck his nose in my cunt. I used my fingers and the sock trying to get him to lick my slit. This dog must be borrowing stupid from hubby. The doorbell rang."
"And, some guy with a big cock was at the door?"
"I didn't know it at the time, but yes. He had a loan company downtown. He was trying to find someone that owed him money. I figured it was us, but it wasn't. All I had on was a dress that was too big for me just like tonight. This guy had a line for everything and about five sentences into the conversation I had my dress off and was reaching for his belt."
"So, that did it?"
"Oh, yes. I had half again more cock almost all the way in me than I ever had before. There was an inch of so to go and the guy was being gentle when I lunged up and took all there was. I didn't mind a small cock after that, but I sure loved the big ones. After getting fucked Roger mentioned that he needed someone to answer his phone and take payments when he was out of the office."
Brenda continued to tell the story. "My husband was excited that I was getting paid for a job if hired. I went to the office downtown. It was in an old building. Roger had an big front office and a private one and bathroom at the back. Their wasn't a job interview. I had him fucking me ten minutes in the door. He offered me the deal that we could fuck whenever we wanted and that I'd get ten dollars per hour to be his office girl. Ten dollars an hour and nine inches of cock sounded really good to me."
"You were all set, weren't you." I was fishing for details.
"I probably should have settled for Roger. My husband didn't have a clue what I was doing, but he did say he wanted me to fuck another man. So, I did. I fucked another man. Then another man, And, another man after that. And, then another man. I enjoyed the cock. Most were smaller than Roger, but more that I could have gotten at home had I not cut my husband off. Then there was Gerald. I'd screwed a couple of guys better hung than Roger ... but Gerald, oh my God!"
"Pretty good?" Even I wanted to know more about Gerald.
"Good? Yes, but he didn't have to be good. He could just put it in and my cunt would do the rest. Gerald came into the office at the loan company. Roger used him for a collector. He was six foot ten and slim. Dressed like a cowboy, big hat and all. My first look at him started at the hat and went to about half way from his waist to his knees. There on the left was this thing hanging down halfway down his thigh. I thought it might be for protection if he was doing collections.
"Was it a weapon?" I led her on.
"It was a weapon alright. Gerald had a cock more than a foot long. Not that it was huge. It was like him, long and thin. About the thickness of yours so I'd get spread open real well, but the length must have been fifteen, sixteen inches. Since letting Roger fuck me I had done maybe twenty guys when I met Gerald. I still couldn't help but stare. Without saying a word to me beforehand Gerald asked if would like to come to his place after work. I just giggled and said okay. He wrote down his address on a piece of paper for me."
"By the time I got to Gerald's house I my pussy was soaked. I wanted to see that thing in the flesh. His apartment was nice, but he could have been a lot neater with the place. Real matter of fact like he reached in his pants and pulled out his cock."
"I guess this is what you came over to see."
"There is was. Being long, it looked thin. Like I said about the size of yours in thickness, but way longer. I had to have him fuck me and God knows I was ready. I undressed and laid back while Gerald took off his clothes, too. He pointed the head at my slit and pushed in on in me. The wasn't any resistance until I was full. I was watching it enter me and it was cool to see a lot of cock still not inside me when it hit against my cervix."
"Did you get all of it in you?" I asked.
"No way. That was the fun of it. I sure didn't have to wish it was longer. It was longer and it was strange that Gerald stayed far enough away that we didn't really touch. It was like being fucked from across the room."
"I guess I've never had that problem." I lamented
"Don't feel bad. The man was a freak. One of those conquest guys that beds the girl a few times and moves on to some fresh pussy. We stayed exclusive for all of a couple of weeks until I saw the signs. After that he referred to me as his backup pussy."
"What's backup pussy?" I think I knew the answer, but would love to hear her say it.
"Backup pussy. That's where he goes after some new girl and she shuts him down all hot and bothered or he goes a while without getting any in general. He would come and fuck me as his backup pussy. I'd get a cunt full and he had a place to leave a load when frustrated. It was good for both. I caught him when he was pretty worked up. In a way it was the best sex ever, relieving the blue balls."
"After that you decided to go for some stability and money over sex with a lot of guys and married to this guy now?
"Well, that's how in ended up. I got through almost two years and the dutiful wife until you arrived at the just the right place at just the right time. You're going to be it. I'm not putting out for a bunch of guys again."
"There's more to the story?"
"Sure, at about the end with Gerald I was slipping around and giving my husband excuses. Then one night when he thought I'd be out late I came home and caught him fucking some neighborhood slut. Turns out it had been going on for months. I went and filed for divorce the next day. The son of a bitch isn't going to cheat on me and get away with it."
"But, your were cheating on him all along."
"Yeah, well that was different. I was fucking guys to just be fucking guys. These two it seems were serious about each other."
"So, if he fucked a lot of women instead of just this one you would have been okay with it?"
"Whose fucking side are you on here?"
That's how Brenda and I started out. Typical woman fucks over the man story. They are still together and Brenda and I got together several times a month in the beginning. Then her old slut ways started to show again and I got out of the loop. The change in attitude started to appear when I ran into Larry in the bar.
"Hey, Dude? Guess what. I'm moving to Montana."
"So, what I told you about her fucking you to get you out of the house if you'd move to Montana was true?'
"Yeah, Man. I thought about it for about a month and just decided to ask her about it one morning."
"So, what part are you moving to up there." I hear it gets cold in the winter."
"I was thinking Boise. Me and Ron are both moving."
"I think you'll find Boise is in Idaho."
"Really? Oh, well, Ron said he always heard things about Rock Springs."
"Dude! You dumb fucks. That's in Wyoming. Maybe you should think about Bozeman or Billings."
"Or, Rapid City."
"Oh, shit. Get a fucking map. Rapid City is in South Dakota. So, how was the pussy>"
"Excellent. Good stuff. I think she might be seeing other guys though. I'm not going to say anything to Dad."
Myself? I've moved on. I think Larry and Ron are probably somewhere in Montana shooting beer cans off each other's heads or the like. Brenda and her husband seem to be happy. Brenda still sings in church ...
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Sometimes life's greatest adventures start out in a bar. This probably isn't one of them. I have gotten the reputation of being one to bring out the worst in wives. Including my own apparently.
I had a failed marriage after finding my wife was sleeping around. I managed to keep my cool and laid my plans to wreck her life and move on with mine. Since then I have messed up a few other guys wives and had some pretty nifty girl friends. Marriage always seems to get into their heads and we have to move on. Friends think of me when somebody either wants me to help them catch their wife in a affair or get into one with them.
For that my life is an adventure. Most of my dates and girlfriends usually are ready to hit the road when they find out I am a guy that likes to expose a wife for the cunt she is. I don't get by on being a pretty face, nor do I have a foot long cock. I just let a woman be herself ... and every woman is a whore on the inside.
Even though this adventure did start out in a bar I was home in bed. My phone rang, and according to all the racket some guys I knew were drinking with a guy that insisted his wife would never cheat on him. Sometimes that's true. They may want to, but they won't. Heard it all before. They wanted to buy me a beer.
At just before midnight I didn't need a beer. I'd been in bed an hour and a half. As far as beer goes, I've never had more than three in a night. Beer only makes me smarter and better looking when consumed by someone else.
"You guys sound like you better sober up and go home."
Chuck bet us a thousand his wife won't cheat and we each bet him a thousand that she would. As it stands now, if she doesn't we each give Chuck a grand and he gives us a grand if she does. Four of us say she will."
Do you happen to even know what this woman looks like?"
"Hell yes, me and Brian have seen her. She's hot as hell."
"Was that before beer or after beer?
I met with Rick and Brian the next evening. We played a couple of games of pool while I drank my diet coke. They were already well into the beer. We talked about Chuck and his wife Samantha and what possessed them to make such a stupid bet.
"Brian knows Chuck because he once worked for him. Got fired over some minor shit." Ricked started to explain.
"Yeah, I hate the son of a bitch. He always had the attitude he was smarter than everybody else." Brian added.
"So, anyway," Rick continued, "Brian saw Chuck come in the bar and he had never seen him out without Samantha. Turns out that Sam was visiting her sister for a couple of days. We got to talking shit and teased him about Sam bouncing up and down on some huge cock miles from her sister. It all led into stories, most about you, and wayward wives and how sneaky they could be."
I knew who Chuck was. Chuck owned a heating and air business with a fleet of about thirty trucks and dozens of employees. His company sent men out to my house and they pretty much just switched expensive parts on my unit before telling me it needed to be replaced. Brian certainly fit right in with that bunch. I couldn't figure how he fucked that job up.
"Well guys, as we well know going to see a sister is the biggest lie a wife will tell. What husband can check up on that without just parking out front and peeking into the windows? And, about wives being sneaky, they don't have to be. Husbands are just too stupid to suspect the lying cunts of running around on them."
"Except for my wife."
"Sure, Rick, I started to mock him, "Everybody's wife but yours. Maybe we should make Julie a target some time to see how long it would take find out who she is fucking while you are down here drinking beer every night."
Brian started razing him about Julie fucking some stranger when Rick turned on him.
"Look, prick ... we know your wife cheats, don't we now?"
"She only let you fuck her a couple of times. And, she told me about it later." Brian seemed to think that made it alright.
"Well this is going great. How about we get to the subject at hand. Do you think you can find out if Chuck's wife cheats or do we need a plan to see if she will?"
"I don't want to lose a thousand dollars on the bet. He'd probably have us hurt if we don't pay." Rick sounded nervous. "We don't know if she ever cheated or if she even would cheat if the opportunity was offered to her."
'"Do you have a photo so I at least know what the woman looks like if I meet her?"
'"I think there is a picture of her on the business website. I just looked at it last week." Brian responded.
What a sorry pair of simple fucks. They deserved to lose the bet. I left for home to check out what I could online. Heading straight for the computer I pulled up the website for Chuck Evans heating and air.
Bingo! Samantha was sitting behind a desk on the home page with a friendly customer service kind of smile. It looked like she had some nice tits, definitely a little better that average looking. One of those moms you would love to fuck. Then in a photo taken in the warehouse you could see her in slacks. She looked pretty good to me.
Why was I getting a hardon looking at a photo of a fully dressed woman in a warehouse? I guess it wouldn't hurt to see what I can find out about her and old Chuck. I found their home address and decided a little drive might be nice.
When I drove by their house there was a light on though a window on the side of the house. Samantha was supposed to be at her sister's house and Rich said he and Brian we going to buddy up with Chuck and do some more drinking. I decided to give Rick a call.
"Rick? I'm at Chuck's house and a light is on. Isn't he with you?"
"Yeah man, right here. We're at a nude bar and Chuck has been stuffing five dollar bills in a redhead's garter."
"Somebody's at his house. Maybe his wife is home early."
"No, he called her before we came in here to make sure she was still gone."
"Well, someone is there. I'll check it out."
Hey, I don't have a lot of morals, scruples or what ever the fuck you think I need. I parked a couple of blocks away and walked back to the house. The light was still on. Hell, maybe Samantha is home and I can get a free look. I slipped along the side of the house. I peeked in the window. There was a blond and a young man on a couch. She looked like Samantha in the photos, but too young to be her.
I was trying to decide if this might be her daughter when the guy pulled out his dick and she took it in her mouth. She alternated between sucking it and jacking it. I decided I had better get out of there, but the guy took off his pants and the blond stripped naked. If Samantha looks anything like this I really need to fuck her. The girl swung a leg over the guy's lap and a his cock was buried in her in cunt.
Okay, so I reasoned a few more minutes wouldn't hurt. Then I decided to get the fuck out of there before someone thought I was a pervert.
I gave Rick a call. "Hey, while you guys are with Chuck tonight find out if there is a night when he is not a home that would give his wife a chance to slip around and cheat on him."
That worked out pretty well. Chuck belonged to a lodge that met once a month. He also was on the board of the Chamber of Commerce which made him be out several times a month for various functions. The window of opportunity was there even if he was too stupid to think she might want to get some strange pecker.
Then there was the Saturday morning golf game at the country club where his golfed with his suppliers. They were always picking up the tab. While he golfed Samantha went to a gym to work out. So, things looked pretty good even though I worried it might be a women only club.
No problem there. It was a popular local gym where the men and women both went to work out. I guess I needed to join a gym. As far as Chuck goes, things were looking up for us. Samantha had nine or ten chances each month to cheat if she was wanting some strange cock. So, Samantha went to a coed gym and right now was supposed to be at her sister's house for a few days. Sounds like a window of opportunity. Maybe the bet for Rick and his buddies wasn't so stupid after all.
I went to the gym the following week. I didn't know what to expect. I had belonged to a gym before. I never put much into it and the only thing I wasn't too lazy to do was hang out at the pool and hope some babe would have a nipple slip or a full swimsuit malfunction. I quickly learned that bikinis and small two piece suits are too well engineered to allow anything pop out or the suit to shown a nice camel toe.
What I learned to look for was a nice one piece swimsuit. Not the old 1940's style, but the ones cut to fit more modest woman had a lot better chance of a free show than some Barbie cunt in a tiny little suit that was more string than fabric. And, the one piece broads were a lot more friendly. The more generous tops left a better chance of the material dropping away and exposing some tit. The extra fabric in the crotch was much more likely to outline nice cunt lips.
Even though Chuck played at the country club, Samantha worked out at a place that was twenty bucks to join and twenty bucks per month. With my plans I shouldn't be out more than forty dollars if things went right. After settling up for the initial fees I was given a quick tour of the facility. Wow, things had changed since I was in gym. First of all it smelled a lot better and second everything seemed to be electronically controlled except the weights.
Getting through with that on this Saturday morning I headed over to where I had seen Samantha exercising a few moments before. She had been swinging some kettle weights and looking pretty good. By now I knew she had a decent ass and an even better set of jugs. One of those figures I'd give an eight in tight clothes and a ten if she was buck naked. Of course, buck naked almost always rates a ten with me.
I caught up with Samantha on the treadmills. The one next to her was empty. The row behind her had four guys watching her ass as she walked. The last treadmill I was on had an off and on switch and a timer where you twisted the knob if you wanted to time your workout. This thing had sound, a television, and more lights and gauges than the heart monitor on my Uncle Jake when I visited him in the hospital.
My feet were on the belt, but I had no idea how to get the thing started. I caught Samantha out of the corner of my eye with a smirk on her face. My mind clicked. She thinks I am some clueless sap. There are a couple of looks on women's faces that pretty much record the impression you just made. A woman impressed and in awe tips her nose up a little and reveals a faint smile. A smirk isn't quite so good. I got the smirk.
"Hi, you must be new here." Samantha had a lyrical voice that hid the sense of pity well.
"Yeah, that's me. The new kid. I was afraid I'd hit the wrong button and get flung across the room."
"Oh, we couldn't have that now, can we? Let help you out with that."
The top she was wearing clung to her upper body. As, did her shorts on the bottom half. I could see an outline of nipples through her top. Either she bought a sport bra with nipples or she wasn't wearing a bra at all. And, if she wasn't wearing a bra that was one impressive set of tits on a woman that had to be right at age forty.
"Great. That would be great." I always have something smooth to say like that in any given situation. This time I had a broad that wanted to feel better than me in every way. And, she was ... except that I had a dick and she didn't. But, I had the feeling she may be a lady that would like to have a dick. Hopefully my dick. I kind of waved my hands at the machine.
"Here. This would be a good start for you. It's a couple of notches below the speed I use."
I have this cunt figured out. Let her be the smart one in control. Chuck apparently tries to give all the orders and have it his way. If she doesn't fuck around on him it's because men try to be all macho with a woman. Samantha leaned into me to reach a control on the right side of the machine. The belt started to move. She moved back as I settled into the pace, brushing one of her magnificent boobs across my arm as she stepped away.
The tit drag had to be on purpose. I could barely walk as slow as the slow speed she had set for me to start.
"When we see you can handle that we can step it up a little faster."
I wanted to introduce myself, but the man usually initiates that and I wanted her in charge. She started her belt again. After a few steps she looked over to me to speak.
"Oh, by the way, my name is Samantha. My friends call me Sam."
I wanted to use a name that sounded less than manly. All I could think of one I had seen on television.
"My name is Horatio. My friends don't call me anything. I'm usually him or you or Dude."
"Well, I'm going to call you Horatio."
"Thanks, Samantha. That is fine with me."
"I told you my friends call me Sam." She gave me a wink and a big smile.
I kept on walking, catching a glance whenever I could at those luscious tits jiggling with each step she would take. I was wearing a old t-shirt and baggy basketball shorts. Sam was in spandex. I don't know how she was doing, but I'm glad I had the shorts to hide the hardon that was starting to grow in my pants.
"Horatio, hit that button over there on your right to stop the machine. You seem to be doing really well. I'll set you up on a higher pace."
I had it figured out without a lot of problem, but if I let her do it I might get another tit dragged across my arm. I hit the stop button. Sam stepped behind me instead of in front to reset the speed by reaching around my right side. That put her left tit square in the middle of my back. I could feel the nipple on her right breast lightly press my shoulder. I could spend a week like that. It only lasted a few seconds before she spoke.
"There Sweetie. Let me get out of your way and you can hit start again. So, how are you holding up? Are you doing okay?" It was like she thought I was five years old.
"I'm fine. It's a lot more fun than I thought it could be."
She was still there with her right arm across mine and both tits planted in my back.
"Why Horatio, you might be a little more or a devil than I thought."
We walked side by side for another 15 minutes making a little small talk mostly about her kids being gone from home.
"I usually shower and spend some time in the pool. Then I do some light weights. Do you have a swimsuit with you?"
I told her I hadn't planned to swim.
"That's okay. We can get something to drink and go straight to the weights."
I ordered my diet soda and she had the same. Even insisted that she pay.
"Sweetie, what do you do for fun ... other than work out with me?
I knew Chuck was playing golf with his buddies, so an anti-golf comment would be good.
"I used to play golf. Didn't really like it that much. Maybe better if I had a wife I was trying to get away from."
"That's kind of funny you would say that. My husband is supposed to be playing golf even as we speak."
"Oh, is he trying to get away from you?"
"He had better not be or I'll make him pay."
"That sounds serious."
"Oh, trust me it would be."
We had been lifting weights on the weight machines. Pulling on the handles kind of made my shoulders sore. Sam and I had the same weights. I was doing okay, but it was a movement I wasn't used to be doing. When she suggested we add a little more weight I told her I was fine, but she could go ahead. I felt like a pussy working out with a woman that was pulling half again more weight that me. Not, that it didn't go unnoticed with Sam. Another superiority rush for her.
Five more minutes of that and Sam seemed ready to quit.
"Why don't we call it for today and call it any easy workout session. Let's hit the shower."
"I think I was getting my second wind. I hate to quit now." I was really liking being with Sam while her husband golfed with his friends. But, I was about shot since working out isn't something I usually do.
"Too bad, 'Mr. I didn't bring swim trunks', we could have hung out at the pool."
"I suppose they have a no trunks, no swim rule."
"Yes, they do. Thank God. Can you imagine about half of these people naked? I could try to sneak you into my pool at home, but I have a pretty nosy neighbor. I can't work on my tan without him jacking off while watching me from his bedroom window."
"I didn't expect you to have that term in your vocabulary. Although I can't say I'd blame the guy."
This conversation took a turn I didn't expect. Maybe Chuck should be a little more careful about trusting his wife.
"So, are you saying if you say me naked you would have to jack off?"
"To be honest, I'd have to do something."
"When you get to the shower maybe you should just turn on the cold water."
"I hate to see the morning end. Will you be here next Saturday?"
"When you are done with your shower why don't you sit and wait for me?"
Holy shit! Even a fire wouldn't have driven me from the place after that comment. I was being held hostage with my consent. Sam came out about 15 minutes after me. I know about girl things taking time, but was afraid she might have slipped out on me as some kind of cruel joke from the cosmos.
"Hey ... there you are!" Sam bubbled. "I wasn't sure you would wait. I had to dry my hair. It looks like shit if I don't blow dry and comb it about a hundred times. And, of course, a girl needs a little bit of makeup."
"It was worth it. You look great!"
She did. She was wearing shorts that just came a couple of inches below her crotch and a scoop necked blouse that showed a lot of cleavage. The way her nipples started to nudge against the fabric as we spoke suggested she couldn't have been wearing a bra.
"Thanks. I'm glad I had these in my bag. Otherwise I would have been wearing slacks and a sweatshirt. Then I thought I'd want to show some skin if I was going on a date."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt anything."
"You're not, silly. The date is with you. I'm taking you to lunch."
My old truck is nice, but Chuck made sure Sam had a top of the line BMW to drive. I guess he was living the dream, putting his hot wife in a nice car.
Sam and I talked as she drove about twenty miles before pulling into a restaurant just off the interstate. It was a real nice place that was open for lunch and dinner. The prices on the menu told why I had never been there before. I'd be too cheap to be able to even cover the tip.
We stopped inside the door to be seated. The hostess asked me where I would like to sit. Sam quickly told her somewhere away from the door and in the corner. Hey, let he pick what she wants. I must be a pity date, if we are going to call this a date.
We both laughed as we ordered diet sodas. Sam asked me if I had to be any place. I told her my whole weekend was free. She said she would need to get home by three or so for her husband.
"This might sound a little trite, but do you come her often?" I asked.
"No, never been here. I've driven by it and always wondered what it was like inside. Then when I was in the shower I was thinking of you and wondering were I could take you that would be nice, yet out of the way from where I live. I wanted our first date to be fun."
"I was thinking of you in the shower, too."
"Oh, my God. You weren't jacking off were you?"
"What do you think?"
"I'll bet you were. You did, didn't you? You were in the shower jacking off thinking about me."
"No, I was hard. But, I wasn't jacking off. Are you always like this?"
"No, I'm trying to make my mind up about you What's your story?"
I gave her the brief run down about my life. She seemed to like the idea that my wife fucked around on me.
"Was she a slut? Did she have a lot of guys or just have an affair?"



"Without being impolite, I'd say she was a slut and did have a lot of guys."
"I wish I could be like that. You know, just see somebody you like and do them right on the spot. I think I'd like that."
"You've resisted the urge so far?"
"A lady couldn't say."
"I'll take that as a no."
Sam blushed a deep red. I just wish I could get the details out of her. She kind of fanned herself with one hand.
"Is it getting hot in here?" And, blushed some more. She took her hand and undid a button on her shirt. Then looking innocently away she undid another one. I'd like to say hello to the twins. God, she had a nice cleavage.
The waiter came with our sodas and asked to take our order. Sam kept one hand in front of her neck while he was there as if the hide the exposed tops of her tits. Then I noticed her other hand was under her arm in such a way that she was pinching her nipple through her shirt. When the waiter went away and she lowered her hand her nipples were sticking out like bullets.
"For someone that thought it was hot in here it looks like the air conditioning must be set too low." I grinned at her nipples. "What seems to be the problem there?"
"Oh, that isn't much they stick out farther that that. I was thinking I was hiding my boobs from the waiter with my hand. That made me feel naughty and I started to feel a little aroused. Without thinking I rubbed my nipple and ended up pinching it between my thumb and finger. Which made them both start to stand out. Will you stop staring? Now!"
I kept staring at them. They did get bigger like she said they could.
"So, how big will they get?"
"Quit staring. My face is up here!" Her nipples looked like they were out almost an inch and were easy to tell it through the shirt.
"Stop it now. You are starting to bothering me in other places. I'm not walking out of here with a wet spot on my pants. Quit it or I'll make you sorry you didn't."
I looked up and into her eyes. She was really flushed from the attention. The idea of a wet spot in her shorts kind of had me a little distracted.
"All I can say is the gym is worth the effort. You have a marvelous body."
"Okay, thanks. But, my ass, my thighs, and my waist I owed to working out. My boobs I owe to a check my husband wrote."
"Really? You look so natural. How did that all come about?"
"They look natural because we used saline implants. They are more like natural breast tissue. One day my husband asked me if I was happy with my breast size. I had a little trouble filling out a B-Cup, but thought we were happy with what I had. I was a little hurt that her asked. He said I might like the extra attention larger boobs would attract."
"Yeah, they do attract attention, don't they?" I was feeling playful.
"Yes, they do. But, I thought it over and I did like the idea. I'd had three kids and had my tubes tied after the last one so my baby days were over. We met with the doctor and decided on a C-Cup and scheduled the surgery for the next week."
"The more I thought about it I thought if my husband wanted bigger tits, then I was going to get bigger tits. I called the doctor and told him to schedule me for D-Cups and not to mention it to my husband. When I was in the surgery room my husband was in the waiting area. The doctor showed me how I would look with the C-Cup and with the D-Cup. I didn't have any doubt what I wanted until he showed me one just a small size larger."
"Wow. What size are they? And, didn't your old man notice?" I asked.
"Well, have have my bras made for me and my saleswoman says I'm a D+. My husband never asked and I never told him what I did. When I left the doctors office I was sore from the cutting and the pulling to get the implants in and groggy from the atheistic. My husband just kept looking at them as he helped me to the car. I kept looking at them, too. Even I wanted to play with them. They were huge. Mostly from the implants, but I had a lots of swelling and they turned almost black from bruising."
"That sounds like an ordeal."
"True, but within a couple of weeks the stitches were gone, the swelling was down and I had these babies and I was ready to show them off."
"Who did you go show them to?"
"No one, silly. I meant I started to dress more to accent my new look."
"They do look good ... "
"Stop it!"
"So, then, did you cheat on him before or after this amazing rack?"
"Mind you manners. I told you a lady never tells. So, what about you? Did you cheat on your wife?"
"No, what I did was not tell her about girlfriends I had before we met."
"Did you have sex with them?"
"Yes, that's why I didn't tell her."
"A lot of girlfriends? A lot of sex?"
"Am I under arrest? Jeez, woman. It was three girlfriends. Once with the first one and she broke up with me. I thought I was defective in some way. The second one seemed impressed. We dated about thirty times and after the second date we were doing it every time we got together. I thought she was going to be the one ... you know the one for me."
"So, she wasn't the one?"
"I guess not. She decided we should see other people, but didn't tell me about it. Then I met my wife and fell for her innocence shit. So, here I am. Happier, but wiser."
"As opposed to sadder but wiser?"
"Yeah, since I met you this morning, anyway. So, come on ... what about you?"
I felt her bare foot on my ankle. She rubbed it up and down on me. If she wanted to make me hard I wasn't disappointing her.
"Okay, I was like you. I dated two boys in high school. The second got my virginity. Then out of high school I dated a guy that was in his early thirties. We did it a lot for a while. He lost his job and I started looking for one. I applied to work at my husband's business and got hired. I thought Chuck was handsome and admired his hard work ethic and his success. Even though my boyfriend and I were still doing it every day I played the virgin for Chuck."
"Chuck ... your husband?
"Yes, my husband. He liked the idea that I was a virgin. I liked the idea that he was good husband material. He was slow to pop the question and ever slower to set the date. I juggled dating him and screwing the old boyfriend a couple of times a week."
"The question now is did you cheat on your husband?"
"Technically not. I was still doing it with the old boyfriend, but probably should not have. Chuck was up to it most every night. When he would have to stay a little late I'd run by and see Bill. Some nights my husband would end up with sloppy seconds."
"Didn't he notice?"
"If he did, he didn't say anything. Then I learned I was pregnant and had no idea which one was the father. I stopped seeing Bill. The baby looked like me. With Bill out of the picture ... life goes on. I had two more kids. Chuck's kids."
"Aren't you the good little wife?"
"I do love the attention I get now. Even from Chuck. We are good for three or four times a week."
"Everything was good then? You didn't cheat and neither did Chuck?"
"With one exception. When I was pregnant with my last baby and two already at home I was too busy to work the last the three months and keep up with the kids. Chuck hired a temp. She was young and good looking. She went after Chuck and he ended up doing her. She got married to some guy and had a baby. With the timeline I always wondered if it was Chuck's kid."
"Did he tell you he had an affair?"
"No, a woman knows. And ... I was the one that hired the security company to do the cameras. I never saw her and my husband in action, but it didn't take much imagination to know what went on for thirty minutes they were in the office together with the door closed some evenings before he came home."
"You didn't say anything?"
"No, I got even, and that's also the reason I had my tubes tied after my youngest daughter was born."
"You found a lover?"
"You might say that. I had sex with my brother-in-law. It seemed like perfect revenge and he had a bigger penis. We were at his house and we were alone in the kitchen. He commented on how sexy he thought pregnant women were. I was within a month of my due date and looked about ready to pop. I couldn't feel sexy at all until he asked to feel the baby by putting his hand on my stomach."
"I could imagine you being a hot pregnant wife." I volunteered.
"I'll bet you can. While he had his hand on my belly the baby kicked and we looked at each other. We were right there ... and so close. I leaned in and kissed him. He kissed me back. After a few moments of heavy kissing and his hand rubbing my tummy he moved his hand between my legs and cupped my crotch. I moved my legs apart to give him better access. He moved my panties aside and shoved a finger in me. I grabbed for his cock and got it out of his pants."
My dick was as hard as a rock as she told her story. She continued.
"We could see Chuck and my sister-in-law in the back yard where she had a little garden spot. Chuck's brother took the end of his cock and tried to direct it at my slit. I told him we didn't have time even as I raised myself up on the table and moved my legs apart. I didn't feel sexy, but I sure wanted him in me."
"Well, woman, don't stop now. Did you do it or not?"
"He said that he always wanted to know how his penis would feel in me. That we had time enough for him to put it in so we could say I had him in my vagina. I leaned back a little more and scooted so my butt was half off the table. He put the head of it between my lips and nudged forward. I had gotten more wet that I would have thought. The head went right in and he held it there."
"Felt pretty good, huh?" I teased.
"Oh, you bet. He pushed it in until his nuts were against my butt. We looked out and Chuck and Bill's wife had turned to walk back to the house. It may have been the pregnancy or may have been my position on the table, but I had never had a man that deep in me before. He pumped about ten times and I wanted to cum so bad. He could sense what I wanted and buried it in me. I lost it and he shot his seed into me. We had about ten seconds before they would be at the back door."
"I assume you didn't get caught."
"It's a wonder. His dick was still ejaculating while he was trying to get himself back in his pants. I felt so warm from his sperm inside me. I wanted to run to the bathroom, but waited because our spouses were coming in the back door. I talked to them a few minutes, feeling all gooey inside. I tried to clench myself to hold his load in me. I was feeling so evil talking to them full of his cum. I wanted to keep it inside until I went home, but it had other ideas. I guess the two of us made juices that were too much to handle. I could feel it start to run out of me and dashed to the bathroom."
"Did you make it all right?"
"Just barely. I raised my dress and pulled down my panties. I started to sit on the toilet. There was a mirror on the door in front of the toilet. I wanted to see the seed run out of me. I stood and I watched the mirror. I squeezed my inner muscles and a big glob dropped from me and into the toilet. Before it hit the water a long stream started its slide from deep within me. I stood and watched it trail out past my lips. I got two finger slick with it and raised them to my lips. I loved the taste of him."
The more she talked the more graphic she got. She seemed so comfortable telling me her story. Maybe she thought I was a gay friend or something. Shit! I sure hope not.
"I had forgotten that I wanted to get even with a cheating husband. All I knew was that I wanted to fuck him again and again. Whenever I got the chance. We kind of broke it off after he had met him in secret. I fucked him several times after the baby came. I went to his house and his wife pretty much caught us, but didn't know she did. It made him afraid as much for her as what his brother would do to him if he learned I was fucking him."
This is all going so well. It's for sure Sam gets off on being in charge. One ... she said "fuck" it was she fucked him rather than saying he fucked her. I couldn't figure out what was causing my good luck.
We finished our meal and went out to the car. Sam made no effort to start it up. I leaned her way a little and she bent mine and we kissed. Nothing too passionate, but we did swirl tongues a little bit. I wanted to grab a tit, but needed to stay non-aggressive. I needed to let her make the moves. We sat back and I asked the question ...
"Why are you interested in me?
"You remind me of my brother. Not that I could tell this to my brother. You have his easy going way. When I saw you trying to figure out the machine at the gym it reminded me of him."
"That sounds a little weird?"
"I didn't have sex with my brother. I meant that it made me feel at ease with you. Which is probably why I've told you way more than I should have."
Sam had me wondering what to do. I had my story that she cheating on her husband, even though it was a long time ago. And, I didn't have any proof.
"Horatio. I think I'll drop you off. I have a lot of things to think about."
She hadn't called me Horatio since at the gym. Now I kind of wish I had told her some name other that didn't sound so gay at the moment. We drove along in conversation. All about her. Which was good. Let her talk. I enjoyed the sound of her voice and so did she.
She parked away from where I was parked and took the BMW out of gear. She leaned towards me for a kiss. It developed into a two minute make out session. I really wanted to feel up her tits.
"Are you going to be at the gym again next Saturday?"
"I wouldn't miss it for the world." I assured her.
"I get there at 8:30. Is it a date?"
"I'll look forward to that."
"I think I have made up my mind. But, now we are out of time. See you Saturday."
She asked for my phone number and put it in her cell under "Betty"
My next move was to get out of the car. I wasn't taking any chances of hanging around and messing up. I wasn't even thinking of the dumbasses that made the stupid bet with her husband. Not that I would have taken my mind of Sam any time soon anyway.
My cell phone was left in the truck when I went in the gym. There were two messages. The first one was from Rick.
"Hey, Bud. I wanted to tell you that after drinking with Chuck we got enough on him to have him offer to cancel the bet about his wife fucking around on him. Give me a call."
The second one was from him, too.
"Hey, damn it. Why aren't you answering your phone. I really want to tell you about what happened last weekend."
If it was that important why did he wait a week to call me about it? Then the phone actually rang. It was Sam.
"Hi, just wanted to say thank you. I had a wonderful time. Now you have my number in your cell."
"I had fun, too. Thanks."
That felt pretty good. I guess I'll let Rick know he may just win his bet. I gave him a call."
"Rick, why did you call the bet off?"
"It was Chuck, man. You know I told you he was stuffing five dollar bills in this redhead's garter? Well, she was doing a lap dance totally nude across his lap when he handed her a hundred and she let him put an finger in her. She was getting into it when Chuck offered her a grand to let him fuck her. She told him to piss off that she was married."
Now Rick had my attention.
"Chuck offered her two thousand to let him fuck her. Her husband was over at the bar and she waved him over. I thought it was to kick Chuck's ass. The redhead him told him the deal and he said to go for it. She got mad and slapped her old man. We thought that was it, but she took Chuck's hand and took him to the back of the room where they had pool tables."
Did she fuck him?
"Yeah, there were a guys at two of the tables. She just laid back on one of the tables back in the corner of the room and spread her legs." We followed them in and stood there and watched Chuck slide his cock and start pumping. The guys at the other two tables stopped their games and came over and watched. Her husband stood at the door with his mouth open and watched from there."
He paused and I didn't say anything. So, Rick continued with his story.
"Chuck took forever to cum because he had so much to drink. I don't know if the redhead was trying to piss off her old man or if Chuck was doing that good, but I never heard a woman get loud like this little cunt did. Chuck kept fucking into her and she started urging to cum in her pussy. That finally sent Chuck over the edge. A pretty good load ran out of her when she stood to go clean up."
"Well, Dude, that's great." I told him, "I've got to make a phone call."
I called Sam, hoping she wasn't home yet.
"Sam, are you home yet?"
"Yes, but Chuck's not here. Did you miss me that much already?"
"I have. But, that is not why I called. Don't have sex with your husband. Have you done it with him since you told him you were going to be your sister's house? He fucked some slut at a nude bar last weekend while you were gone."
This didn't go as bad as I expected.
"The answer is no I have not. How do you know about my sister's house?"
I had to explain the whole thing. She didn't lose it like I thought she would.
"For your information, I was at my sister's house. Thank you for telling me about Chuck."
Then she hung up the phone. You might be thinking that was a pretty stupid thing to do. Yet, thinking about it, if she had screwed her husband after he screwed the skank I didn't want to risk my dingus by trying to fuck Sam myself. At that time I expected it to be the end.
On Wednesday evening Sam called me.
"Are you still coming to the gym Saturday morning?"
"Sure. Will you be there?"
"Yes, I'll see you then. I am not mad at you. You may have saved me from something awful. I'm not having sex with Chuck. I didn't tell him I knew what he did. He is just cut off from getting any from me for a long time. I don't want to do anything with him until I see whether or not his dick falls off."
She said "good bye" and the call ended.
I'm still alive in the hunt. Now that the bet is off with Chuck and he wasn't the one I was trying to trap Samantha for, I'm not obligated to anyone. And, I really would like to see Sam again. All the while hoping she doesn't claw my face or stab me with some scissors.
By Friday night I was really excited about seeing Sam again. At about 10:30 I got another call. I figured it was to tell me to fuck off.
"Hi, it's Sam. You okay?"
"I am. Are you? Is everything okay?"
"Instead of meeting me at the gym meet me at Denny's. The one about 20 miles north near the interstate. I'll buy your breakfast. Be there about 8:30 or I'll come looking for you."
Not to take the chance, I got there at 7:45 AM and took a booth in the corner. Sam came in a few minutes later. I guess 8:30 was longer than either if us wanted to wait. Sam looked radiant in slim fitting slacks and a white blouse that had an open neck that closed by 3 buttons. She had the top two undone and I knew enough about those tits now that I was sure she wasn't wearing a bra.
Everyone in the place watched her walk over and scoot into the booth with me. We greeted each other with a kiss. A quick peck while we sat next to each other and then one that lasted a little longer. It lasted until a waitress banged two classes of water on the table.
"You people need more time?" It was obvious she thought it was too early for anyone to be happy to see each other.
"Oh, no. We're ready," Sam answered her with a smile. As we ordered Sam took my hand in hers and held it on her lap. We both had the pancakes.
We didn't have much to say, but when we did Sam would mash her boob into into my arm while she talked.
"You can take you time with the pancakes. When we are done I'm taking you to the motel across the street."



"I'm done!" I pushed my plate away.
We caught the waitress near the register on our way out. Sam gave her a twenty and told her to keep the change. We drove across the street to the motel and parked beside each other. Inside I asked for any early check in. The motel was part of one of the upper end chains. I gave my I.D. and asked for a king size bed. Sam upgraded it to a suite and then handed two one hundred dollar bills over to the clerk.
We held hands to the elevator, then stepped to the back wall for the ride up. I wanted to kiss her. I guess that was minor to what I expected in the room. On the ride up all I could do was thank her for covering the room cost.
"Money needs to be spent. When customers pay us in cash Chuck hides the money to save taxes. It's bought us a lot of things. Sometimes is there is more than can be discretely spent. So, you can say this one is on Chuck."
When we got to the room nothing was said. I tried to take it all in without appearing to be fresh from a farm somewhere. Chuck was paying for a nice room ... and I was hoping I was about to fuck his wife. Sam stopped with her back towards me at the foot of the bed. It was natural to walk up behind her and put my arms around her waist. She reacted in a way that kind of moved my arms to the side of those giant tits.
Then she spoke ...
"Before anything happens I am telling you I am not a slut or a whore. It's been a long while since I was with a man other than my husband. This itch has been growing and you came along at the right time. We have all day to make love. Don't be in a hurry and don't worry about trying to impress me with your dick or your stamina. When you are ready to cum I want you to cum."
"I think I can enjoy doing that."
"This is how I have made up my mind. This is not a one time fuck to get even deal. I expect you to meet you on a regular basis. Unless you have a defective dick or turn out to be some kind of nut job I want you in me often. I can tell by what is pressing into my ass there is nothing defective about your dick. You better not do anything to screw this up for me."
Sam turned around and planted those nipples into my chest. I'd never felt tits like that press against me. She put her arms around my neck and moved her pelvis so as for her pubic bone was against my dick.
"Do you understand?" she asked in a soft yet menacing tone. Her eyes were sparking and her breath was warm on my face.
"What if we just get started and I cum in you in about twenty seconds?"
"I want you to cum in me. If you didn't cum in twenty seconds the first time I might be disappointed."
"Maybe I should eat you first just to make sure this lasts a while."
"Then maybe I should suck your cock."
"I'm not sure that works that way. "
Even though I still consider myself the wifetrapper, I think I have just been trapped. Voluntarily. It seems the only way it could work with Sam. I'll let her run the show. I still didn't get as kiss.
Sam backed away from me and went to the far side of the bed. She took off her pants. Revealing those smooth and tanned thighs and exposing the hottest looking g-string underwear I think I have ever seen on a woman. She looked up to me to speak.
"Maybe I should let you rip and chew these off me." Indicating the G-string. "Chuck's money paid a hundred and twenty five bucks for them."
I couldn't thing of the right thing to way. If my dick had lips I'd be slapping it right now to shut up.
Sam grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and the girls were standing proud with the nipples pointing straight at me. I'd seen bigger and smaller, but none like these. Even though I knew part was implanted, these tits were perfect. The moved with a slight jiggle when she laughed at my stare ... in spite of what she had told me were their D+ size the was no sag.
Now nude from the waist up, and me frozen in my tracks, she moved a hand across her lower stomach and slid her fingers into the G-string. Then pulled it down to show her pussy hair. She had it shaved down from just above her clit, leaving the actual clit and cunt lips bald. My cock was threatening to pull away from me a glide across the bed to bury itself deep inside her.
Sam turned her back to me and bent over, pulling down the g-string in the back enough that I could see her juices on her pouting outer lips. Then turning back to me she pulled it down about halfway to her knees, then slowly pulled it back up and into place. With that she lifted the covers and slipped into the bed.
Since I was still in the same spot and still dressed I decided it must be my move. I went to the closer side of the bed and just peeled off everything. Sam kept her eyes on my cock, never averting her stare until I joined her under the covers. She was showing a lot of interest. An evil little grin developed at the corners of her mouth. I visualized my cum leaking at the edges.
As soon as I got into bed I started kissing her mouth. She shoved her tongue against mine and I got a hand on a tit. God damn, but that felt good. I pinched her nipple. She groaned into my kiss. Next thing I knew she was on top using her hands to hold my arms above my head while she ground her naked tits into my chest.
The little cunt was a control freak all right. I let her do it. She moved down on my cock with it against my stomach and through the fabric of the G-string I could feel her cunt lips on each side of it. She started sliding up an down. Suddenly I hated that fucking little G-string that Chuck had probably never seen. Sam must has been reading my mind. She let go of my arms and told me to leave them above my head.
"Get you arms up. I've got some ideas you'll probably like."
Sam look a hand to move the material to one side. Holy shit! Her wet snatch was rubbing up and down on my hard cock. I wasn't sure how long this would last. Much to my surprise, she started to cum on about the fifth time up and down on me.
"Thanks, Baby. I needed that." Sam was gasping. "That's my first one out of the way."
"God, but you're easy!"
"Oh, yeah? Let's see how you do."
She put both hands on my shoulders and lifted herself up at bit. Then lowered herself down enough to take the head of my cock inside her cunt. She made a bunch of short strokes. That was one soaked pussy and it was all her. The tightness of her inner lips at the back of the cockhead was so good. Then I got to thinking how great it would be if she found out she couldn't make me cum in just a few seconds.
I tried to think of my ex-wife. That didn't help. Even though I hated the whore, she was a good fuck and I did enjoy fucking her when we were married. That would have been embarrassing ... dumping an early load in Sam while wasting it by thinking of the ex.
"How ya doing, Lover boy ... about to lose your load?"
"I don't know. Show me what you've got."
Sam came down more on my shaft. The head was in a couple of inches now and she was going to tease me there before taking in more. She was wanting me to cum in her before I could get it all in. Not that I didn't want to cum in her right now, but I wanted to try to get some control back.
I tried to imagine I was fucking my mom. Everybody must think of what it must be like to fuck their own mom. My mom was pretty and had a nice womanly figure. Kind of like in those naked old-time paintings that can get a guy hard.
Anyway, thinking about fucking my mom had me about to bust my nuts into Sam. A lot of guys would have liked to have fucked my mom and several probably did when Dad was out of town. Sort of like Chuck being somewhere else and what Sam and I are doing now.
Sam had her tits bouncing off my face and my cock three quarters up her cunt hole. She was starting to sweat. From the look on her face and the sounds she was making Sam was about to cum again. She was probably mad at herself for cumming twice while I was still holding my load. I caught myself thinking about my mom again to try to hold back. It was Mom's tits in my face and Mom's cunt bouncing on my cock. What the fuck was wrong with me?
"Going to be a tough guy are you?"
Sam was panting for breath and rocking against my cock. She was trying to smother me with her big tits. I could die that way. It would be okay. Seriously, she had her hands at the sides of them and pushing down, cutting off my breathing. I could have rolled her off, but she started to cum with me inside her. Sam forgot all about her tits and trying to kill me and let an orgasm surge her cunt.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"I'm saving myself. I wanted to eat your pussy. I'm not doing it full of my cum."
"Trust me, there's cum in it, my own cum. But, knock yourself out."
Sam pulled off my cock and flopped on her back with her legs spread. My mind almost let me cum in my Mom a few minutes ago. Man, I have to lose that thought or Thanksgiving at home is going to be awkward this year.
Sam looked so fucking good. The big boobs held themselves up well. Her nipples were still hard like pebbles. Pebbles wouldn't describe it ... her nipples were the size of a pair of dice on her heaving chest. And, I had fucked her to where she almost couldn't get her breath after that last orgasm. Her eyes were kind of rolling around. Her breathing seemed even more ragged. Her tits quivered with each exhale. I think I caught her off guard.
That damn G-string seemed like a pain in the ass.. She had moved it aside for me to enter her. Now is was just in the way. I pulled it down from the top and lightly pulled her clit into my mouth.
"Oh, fuck, don't do that. I'm too sensitive after I cum. I can't stand it."
I thought I could kill some time by doing as she earlier suggested by tearing the G-string off her with my teeth. I wasn't having any luck getting it to tear. I kept pulling it, then banging my lips back into her cunt. She started moaning and groaning again. I pulled the G-String aside and stuck my tongue in her cunt and wiggled it up and down. I sucked one of the lips into my mouth. She exploded again and screamed.
My opinion about Sam had changed. I thought she was a hard ass towards men, but the silly cunt was just easy to make cum. Not that there is anything wrong with that. I was feeling I was working her over good. The truth was rather than be hard to make cum, she had to work hard not to flood her cunt with a serious orgasm.
"You motherfucker! What was all this worry that you were only going to last a few seconds?"
"Aren't you having a good time?"
"Best time in my life. I should have done this years ago."
"But, you didn't know me years ago."
"Yeah, whatever!"
Sam put her feet down and raised her ass enough to get the G-string off. Then settled back on the bed with her legs splayed and her cunt wide open. A thick stream of her juices trickled down towards her ass.
"Get that for me will ya? She motioned with her hand towards the goo running out of her.
It was good. Her cunt had a light musty smell. Like stirring up leaves in the woods ... mixed in with a light lavender scent. I started at the bottom and sucked in her pussy cream as I moved towards her clit. It was amazing how fast I found myself swallowing so I could get each new amount in my mouth. If I could cum as much as this woman cums I'd have a hundred kids.
I dropped back down and sucked in a cunt lip. Worked it with my teeth inside my lips and in turn pulled and sucked each one at a time into my mouth. Samantha was near the edge again. I snatched her clit between my teeth. She started bucking and screaming. I could feel fresh cum against my chin that was starting to follow my neck down to my chest.
Sam would go from trying to beat me away with her clenched fists to pulling my face tighter into her slippery twat. I made her cum time and time again. Or, rather, she was using me to cum time and time again. I could hear her begging me to stop. Then she got kind of incoherent, went completely rigid and screamed. It was quiet in the room. It smelled like cunt. Sam keep cumming until she passed out.
I looked up at her. Over her bush and pubic bone. The tits rose enough to conceal most of her sweet face. I leaned up a little more. She seemed so peaceful lying there. I nuzzle her pussy with my nose and mouth. God, I loved the smell of her. I needed another taste.
Samantha reacted to my tongue. She was still out of it, but her cunt was interested. She made little muttering sounds and her inner folds were sending out more girl cum onto my tongue. Might as well give her a treat. I slowly kept licking and sucking and her womanhood. I could feel her vagina contract towards my tongue. The juices kept coming. I could tell that she was having one little cum after another.
After about ten of those I moved up beside her and cradled her from behind while she napped. Okay, it also put me into a good position to play with her tits. I had the nipples poking out and rubbing them between my fingers. I could feel a little shudder run through her and she made a little cum from my contact. I was thinking having a woman to cum like this would be every man's dream.
Sam started to stir after about a half an hour. It caught me off guard. I had been thinking how beautiful she looked there in my arms. Especially for a woman at forty with the youngest kid finishing high school. Life had been good to her. She was so pretty, even with little wrinkles starting around the eyes.
My thoughts were also on why I got turned on thinking about fucking my mother. I almost sent a load of sperm racing into Sam's womb when I tried to distract myself imagining I was fucking Mom. Not that Mom wasn't a looker, easily turning heads.
It was Dad that was gone a lot and Mom treated him badly when he came home with suggestions that he cheated on her. I don't think Dad was that adventuresome. It was Mom that got caught. Dad came home one time a day early. Before my sister and I would be home from school. He caught Mom fucking Mr. Arnett from a few houses down the street.
Mr. Arnett was around for a while after Dad left. Dad took care of us alright but just didn't come around much to see us. I was thirteen at the time, my sister eight. I guess my distrust for women and thinking all women would cheat came from what I saw from my own mother.
Mr. Arnett was a tall and lanky man with a burn scar on his left cheek. Not the kind of man you would think Mom would trade for Dad if she hadn't got caught. A buddy of mine said the rumor was the Arnett's wife left him because he had this giant cock and was always hurting her with it. I didn't know a lot about sex at thirteen, but I did know from the bed sounds and moans coming from Mom's room that they were fucking.
With Arnett there it was Mom loud as hell every night. When they would go to the bedroom it would go on for what seemed like for an hour. My sister came to me about it. She was concerned Arnett was hurting Mom. I told her what I knew about sex and what I heard about Arnett's dick.
Dad's leaving totally fucked up our lives. Or, maybe I should say Mom had fucked up our lives. I learned later that Dad had actually caught them in the act and saw Mom crawl off that giant cock. No wonder the marriage was over.
Only my imagination let me know what Mom was doing until my little sister came to me and made it a reality. At age ten she had some older friends and they talked about what people were saying about Mom and Mr. Arnett. Then one afternoon after school she came to me to tell me she had been watching them fuck.
"What do you mean watching them fuck? First of all how does a ten year old know the F-word and why in the hell would they let you watch? They haven't hurt you, have they?"
"No, I'm just watching them. They don't know I'm there." I had almost made her cry. "I hide in the closet, then when they get back up to go watch the news I sneak back out."
That had been the pattern. They would drink a couple of beers and watch television with us. Then about ten they would go to Mom's room and that's when we could hear all the noise from him fucking her. Just as the news would be about to come on they would come back out and watch the news.
We lived in an old house, so the closet just had a curtain on it rather than a door. And, it was plenty big enough to hide a ten year old.
"When did you start hiding in the closet?"
"A couple of months ago. I've done it dozens of times. They come in and take off their pants and underwear. Arnett usually lays on his back and Mom starts working his cock into her cunt until the whole thing is buried in her. Then she rocks around on it until she almost passes out."
"Fuck? Cock? Cunt? Where did you put my little sister?"
"I can't wait until I'm married so I can fuck a cock like that." She moved to the foot of the bed. "The thing is like this big!" My sister Gracie was holding her hand a foot over the bed and took both hands to indicate something bigger around than a beer can. "It's amazing to watch Mom fuck it."
This was getting pretty weird. My worst friends didn't talk as dirty as little Gracie was describing what went on in the room. Then we heard their voices. Mom and Arnett were coming down the hallway.
"The kids should have been home. They must have gone to friend's houses when they saw I wasn't here." Mom's voice was heading towards the bedroom. Gracie grabbed me and pulled me into the closet, jerking the curtain shut just as Mom got to the bedroom door.
"So, you want to knock off a quickie." I heard Arnett ask Mom.
"You know I always want that thing inside me whenever I can get it. Close the door. If the kids come home they won't bother us."
Fuck! Here there I was trapped in Mom's closet with my little sister and Mom was about to fuck Arnett. Gracie was shoved up close to me. The curtain had a gap, but no light shined to reveal our hiding place. Mom kicked off her shoes, laid her pants on the chair and kicked her panties on the bed. Arnett pulled off his pants and underwear. My God. His cock was about half hard and already looked huge.
Mom grabbed his cock with both hands and tried to feed it into her mouth. Mostly she sucked and licked along the shaft but did get the head and a couple of inches in her mouth. In moments Mom had his cock rock hard. It rose from his public hair well over a foot. And it was as big or bigger around than a soda can. It looked like a fucking fence post.
Gracie was wrapped around me in the closet. I think there was more room in there for us than that, but it was pretty cool. I was shocked by what I was seeing. I had no idea what my little sister was thinking, except she wanted to marry a guy with one that big one day.
Then the shock continued. Mom lifted a leg over Arnett and pointed the head of the monster at her pussy opening. It messes with your head when you see your Mom's pussy. Especially if it is tripping cunt juice and having it's lips split as she settles down of a huge cock. I don't consider Mom hollow and wasn't surprised to see her stomach swell forward as the whole length slid inside in with not a whole lot of effort.
Like Gracie said, then mom fucked him. Then I knew what all the noise was about. Mom loved that cock. It was a quickie. After about ten minutes sperm started to run out of mom as she bounced on Arnett's huge cock. She wiped herself off on her panties, but her pants back on and left with Arnett for the kitchen.
Gracie sprang from the closet and grabbed Mom's panties. "Look at all the cum. Think how much Mom must still have in her. I want that some day."
Okay, that was too relationships that were never the same again. With that in my life I guess I could have just as easily been a serial killer of slut women as the man that seems to always fall in love with one.
Sam was waking up. My thoughts returned to her and me realizing I'd fallen in love again. She kind of looked around, not sure of who she was laying back on in the bed. Then she ran a hand over her sticky cunt lips. After making a few moaning sounds she rose to her knees and looked curiously at me.



"What did you do to me?"
"Hopefully something you liked."
"Oh, I liked it all right. How long did I sleep?" She reached for my cock.
"Maybe twenty minutes." I knew it was thirty.
"I guess I owe you." She took my cock in her mouth. Then mumbled, "You seem to be the only one in the room that hasn't cum yet."
"Really? How many times did you cum?"
"Ha! A lady never tells!"
Sam began to work my cock. It was a little awkward, but she got right into it. I watched her smile at me with my cock buried back to her throat, wondering if she could take in on down. I looked at her and wondered how that stupid Chuck could want to fuck some skanky pole dancer when he had this at home.
My balls were sending a message that I didn't have a lot of time. I wanted to fuck Sam, but also, really wanted to cum in her mouth. She was really making it feel good. I didn't need to think of my ex-wife or my mother to try to hold back. The ex was really good at cocksucking, so that wouldn't be an option to think of her. I wasn't about to bring Mom into my thoughts again with Sam so thoroughly loving sucking me off.
I hoped it was alright with Samantha to fire my load and have her take it in her mouth. Nature took its course and sperm rocketed from the end of my cock. Sam didn't seem surprised and gulped to keep from letting any escape. Even as I started to soften she kept me in her mouth licking and sucking as if she thought she could coax out another blast from my balls.
"There shouldn't be a surprise that it may take a few minutes to get the penis straight up again," I warned her. "You can either cuddle or get eaten out again."
"That's not a tough choice. I'll go with getting my pussy eaten. This time I won't let you make me cum so easily."
Sam flopped back on the bed and spread her legs really wide. I put my face right in her slit and sucked both sets of lips into my mouth. Sam was really wet and it seemed extra slick. I let the juices run down the back of my throat. The legs that had been widely spread worked themselves back to trying to squeeze my head and neck. I starting sucking one side of her lips into my mouth and then the other ... moving up on her clit. When I hit her clit she sent girl cum in my mouth. So, much for holding out.
It wasn't like I had to do all the work. She kept grinding her cunt into my face. I had my right hand under her ass and my left hand on her stomach ... feeling it quiver when she would cum. I shifted so I had both hands under her ass checks. Doing that I could rock her pelvis up and lift her off the bed. It was easy to really bury myself and Sam loved it. She must have cum three more times.
I was laying on a hard pecker. It was time to put my cock in and cum inside her. I moved to get up and lined myself up so I could bury my dick.
"You didn't do a very good job of making it harder for me to make you cum."
"Is that a complaint?"
"No, it's good to know I was appreciated."
I looked at Sam's pussy. The outer lips were all red and engorged. The inner lips we protruding out past the outer ones. The whole thing looked twice the size it had been when we started. Her gash was open enough that getting the head of my prick in wasn't going to take any guidance.
Sam started arching her back and moving her slick cunt towards the end of my cock. I nudged in down at the opening. I hit the slit dead center and pushed. I pushed slowly until I hit bottom. She was really hot and really wet. She was also panting in short breaths. With each breath her tits would bounce and quiver. I had about an inch to go and just held it there ... pressing against her cervix.
She started to rock and let out a little gurgle sound. I held it steady and she started to cum. I gave her a minute and she started rocking again. I moved my cock in and out a couple of inches, stopping again with it buried. There wasn't as much to still go in as before. I started fucking her in slow strokes, then hit her with several hard ones and she was cumming again.
I kept doing the same series over and over. Rest a minute until she would start to squirm, then stroke slow, followed by a dozen hard jabs and she would cum. The count was seven. I made her cum seven times in pretty quick sequences.
"Sam? Are you having a good time?"
"Oh fuck me. I should have done this years ago. I don't want it to ever stop."
"It's going to stop pretty soon. I'm going to cum in you. You need to get that last bit inside you."
"I can feel myself opening up for you. It is just going to take a little bit longer."
I don't get a lot of times where I don't go all the way and wish I had more. Of course, she had me pretty much worked up. That might had added a smidge to the length.
"Fuck me hard. I think I can take the last. How much more is there?"
"Not more than an inch. Maybe even a half."
"Oh, yes. I want it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Cum deep inside me."
I started fucking her for all I was worth with no intentions of stopping for anything. I could fell her start to open up. I wasn't hitting the end of her vagina as hard as I was earlier. It felt like I was working into some tightness. Then my balls started to send her the gift. Sperm was rushing up my shaft. I think I felt a little growth in the size of my cock as I was about to send my load into her.
At the same time as I started to cum in her I felt my cock go into a new area. It was strange. Like the end of it was being squeezed or pinched on just the end of the head. I think I was beginning to shoot my seed past her cervix. I'm not a doctor to know what was happening, but I liked it and so did Samantha. She screamed and thrashed so violently I thought we would both be tossed to the carpet.
We collapsed onto the bed. I awoke to the sound of the shower running. Sam was washing her pussy. I opened the door and joined her. We hugged in the water. Those big jugs felt good against my bare chest. We kissed and Sam dropped to her knees. She started sucking my cock. She had me hard just feeling her nipples touching me. Sucking my cock had given me a raging hardon. I wanted to fuck her again.
Not really taking time to fully dry off Sam went to the bed and got on it with her knees at the edge. Then moving her ass slightly towards me it was obvious that she want fucked dog style. I stepped in behind her. My dick went right in. I started to pump my cock into her inviting cunt.
Two minutes later, Sam is cumming on my cock. I liked fucking from behind. My ex wife used to let me fuck her like that but said she preferred face to face. Sam was a good fuck in any position. She was cumming again.
About the fifth time Sam started to cum I was ready, too. Not that I had lasted that long. After that we washed up and laid in the bed together. Discussing likes and dislikes and fondling each other's body. As the afternoon got later we decided we needed to fuck and call it a day.
We fucked for several minutes, with Sam cumming several times, this time face to face again. The walls of her cunt mush have adjusted and her cervix opened up. Instead of the pinching it seems her cervix was letting me in. Her cunt was not as stretched in length. As I pressed my pubic bone against hers I could feel the openness at the end of her vagina. Instead of resistance the head seems under less pressure and the entire head of my cock seemed to be resting inside her, beyond her vagina.
I filled her with a huge load. One she wanted to take home with her. Best of luck. She is due for a soaked crotch the way we had her loaded with sperm. It was running out already.
We call ourselves boyfriend/girlfriend. We see each other at least twice each week ... sometimes four or five times. Sam had an gyno exam a few weeks into our affair. The lady doctor said she was concerned that her cervix was open about the size of a quarter. She wondered if Sam knew what may be causing it.
"I have a new boyfriend!"
The doctor smiled.
You can either have a foot long cock or have a lover that makes you feel like you have one.
Thanks, Sam!



        Trapping Samantha Ch. 02

        One affair ends after another begins. Wifetrapper is back!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/trapping-samantha-ch-02

Title: Trapping Samantha Ch. 02

Author: wifetrapper

Category: Loving Wives

Description: One affair ends after another begins. Wifetrapper is back!

Tags: married pussy, cuckold, cheating wife

Series: Trapping Samantha


I'd been out of the game for a while. Almost four years with Samantha, this last one. After trapping my own wife and wives of friends I straightened myself out and promised myself to behave. I liked Samantha this last trapped wife. We decided to be together. I thought we had both learned our lesson and found the right person.
Going out for a beer with the guys had become rare. The conversations always went to about how I would trap a friend's wife. Some were cheating cunts that deserved to be busted. Some were ones that had been good that let me the bad temptation that led to their downfall.
There's nothing smooth or cool about me. I'm just the guy that if a woman wanted to cheat she wouldn't mind cheating with me. Maybe I seem harmless. Most I trick them into seeing me as a project. None realized until too late that I set them up with the approval of their husband. Some men wanted their wife caught. Some insisted their wife would never cheat and made a foolish bet.
With Sam it was different. The bet was called off after things started to happen. The success for me had been to leave the cheating candidate in charge. Make her feel smarter than you and in control. Much like a wife finds her husband in the first place. Sam was sweet. The D+ knockers didn't hurt, but she was beautiful and really a good kid. When she got to the point in her marriage that she thought she might want to cheat I let it be totally her choice.
The first two years she stayed married to her moneybags husband. Her totally fuckable daughter still lived at home. Even though the daughter was legal and tender I knew enough to leave that alone. Sam and I saw each other several times per week. She didn't work and I could flex my hours. I also flexed my cock in her a lot.
Then when the daughter moved out Samantha decided it was time to move on. A big chunk of the family business went to Sam. The judge gave her 30% of whatever the husband made. They agreed to sell the house and split the proceeds. Samantha was, to me, a wealthy woman.
She bought a house in a lesser neighborhood. I put a little cash with hers on the down payment. I moved in when my lease was up a montha later. I'd never been so close to too much pussy. But, it was great. Great until this party at some friend's house. I had ditched my old friends. Samantha said they were untrustworthy trouble makers. With all that pussy and those big tits who would complain about giving some guy friends? Samantha had made new friends and had a couple of old friends she had known since high school. Now, there were some untrustworthy troublemakers.
Nothing is more fuckable than a group of two women or more. Women by themselves cheat, but women together take it as a challenge. Having your girlfriends knowing you are knocking back some strange cock on the side is a status symbol. Especially if you can brag that it's trophy cock.
So, two high school friends and our neighbor two doors down ... not a good influence. Samantha loved to tell the stories. The two broads from high school were pretty tied up with family. Maybe once a month the three of them would go out. I'd hear stories about how Sam would buy the drinks and hold back on hers so she could drive.
Her friends though, one of them fucked a guy in the men's room much to the delight of those that needed to pee and got the floor show, or should I say stall show. The next time the other one went out and fucked some guy in his truck. She claimed both girls got felt up and/or finger fucked on various outings while Samantha watched what was happening.
Samantha got a kick out of it and realized she might have a voyeuristic problem. She always told me what her friends did and fucked me hard when she got home none the worse for wear. I would always eat her soaked cunt. There was never a hint of a man in her juices. Samantha wasn't wired that way. She had to have the control. It had to be her decision. Guy's coming on to her in some aggressive fashion wouldn't work. They weren't God's gift to women. Samantha was God's gift to a man.
Several month's ago the dynamics changed. Samantha's neighbor friend Jess and her husband Nick were having a party for their tenth anniversary. Jess and Nick had four kids much to the pride of Nick. You could see the wear on Jess as the mother of a nine year old daughter and another daughter in kindergarten, age five, with two boys in between. At least they were all in school now giving the twenty eight year old wife a partial break.
Samantha and Jess had become friends after a few waved hellos across the driveways. The age difference between the two was almost mother and daughter like. Jess was envious of Samantha's free lifestyle and not being burdened down by children. That and Sam's D-Cup Plus knockers. Jess had a boyish figure and almost titless, her less than A-Cups didn't require a bra and she often didn't wear one. Something I appreciated a few times when I got a mostly nipple only view down her shirt.
We had a few BBQ's in the back yard, both at our house and theirs. Usually when the kids were at Nick's mom's house. I couldn't blame Nick for staring at Samantha's breasts. That's why she went with the big implants ... for guys to look and admire. Nick wouldn't know they were just as spectacular without the blouse and bra. The surgeon had done a beautiful job. Her boobs were even in his catalogue of his work he showed perspective clients. The photos were also on his website. Naked tit shots probably drooled over by men from all over the world. Sam knew about it and liked it.
After a few visits to their house Jess and Nick were at ours. Halfway through the Saturday evening and into the second bottle of wine I looked at Jess sitting on the other end of the couch. She was leaning forward enough I could see her right boob with no bra to conceal the nipple.
The next trip to their house Sam came out of our bedroom with no bra. With the D-Cups you couldn't hide her being naked under her thin shirt.
"All set?" I asked.
"All set. Let's go." Sam headed for the door.
There had to be a purpose to the madness. Sam must have caught me looking down her friend's shirt. I wasn't about to start a fight because a fight was probably simmering somewhere inside her. Jess saw Sam's braless knockers before Nick noticed. When Nick noticed it was awkward. I soon had a tit shot down Jess's shirt followed by several more. In spite of the huge tits on Sam seeing Jess's little boobs had me hard.
Finally I was coming from the hall bath past the kitchen when Jess was getting more snacks for us. She made sure I could see both nipples at once.
"Caught you looking!"
"Huh? What?"
"I said I caught you looking."
When I looked up Jess was looking me in the eyes and smiling.
"What do you think?"
"I think they are nice."
"Really? I thought I was outgunned."
"No, not at all. I like them. Very perky."
"Thanks for the ego boost. Sometimes I feel like just a wife and mom, not a woman. Especially with my husband fawning over your wife's set of huge breasts. All he has left to do is drool over them."
"Off the record? I find you very womanly. Very arousing."
"Arousing? Really?"
Why had I said that? Shit ...
Jess looked down at my crotch.
"Oh, my God."
"I told you that you are very womanly. More than a wife and mom."
"Could you translate that?"
"Translate it?"
"It's just a question to make me feel good. Nothing else!"
"What do you want me to say?"
"Am I fuckable?"
I was surprised at the word.
"Yes! Fuckable. Very fuckable."
"Thank you. That's for reference purposes only."
"How about me?"
"You? Yes, you are very fuckable, too."
"For future reference?"
"I needed to feel sexy. Thank you."
Jess never stopped showing them to me during the whole conversation. On the way home I decided not to overplay my cards with Sam. I didn't mention her showing off her jugs with Nick and sure as hell wouldn't mention the little treasures on Jess's chest. I wanted to fuck, knowing better not to tip my hand I tried to be aloof.
Sam raped me! If the saying about fucking someone's legs off were a fact mine were going to need reattached. I think she started cumming and never seemed to quit. Afterwards she admitted to being turned on by Nick's fascination with her tits. I didn't tell her that while I was fucking her I was pretending she was Jess with the trim figure and flat chest, almost twenty years her junior.
I'm in sales, so I can change my hours around. Late the next morning my phone rang.
"Hey! Are you okay?"
"Probably. Who's this?"
"It's Jess. Sam was over this morning apologizing for teasing Nick. I told her I got the best sex of my life."
"Me, too."
"When she went to pee I hijacked her phone and got your number. I hope that's okay."
"Maybe if you don't make calling me a habit." I was hoping she would.
"So, Sam and I were talking. She really idolizes you. The only cheating stories I could get from her were about you. You were kind of a bad boy. In spite of having a husband the next thing she knew she was in love with you. Just thought you might want to know that."
"Were you surprised about her not cheating?"
"No, but I kind of wish she had."
"How about you? Ever cheat?"
"No, I'm what you call one and done. Had a guy, married him, had kids. I guess now I'm done. But, thanks for checking out my titties. Do you think I should upgrade to some like Sam's?"
"Oh, God. No!"
"Wow! You do like them?"
"Yes, I do. You leave them like they are."
"Well, if you are good maybe you'll get another peek."
"I'd like that."
"Okay. Well, goodbye. I just wanted to thank you for last night."
I couldn't get Jess off my mind the rest of the day. My brain, the one in my penis, was kind of stuck on the term "fuckable". There were a few more of those down blouse views. Then a month later it was the party. Jess and Rick's tenth anniversary. Leave the kids at home. We walked over. Everyone else were friends from his work or somewhere else. About ten couples and a few single that maybe Jess had hoped to hook up. The party was in the back yard. They had it catered in and left buffet style on the patio. A day out of the kitchen for Jess.
Sam was stealing the party. You couldn't see through to her boobs, but guys could see her stiff nipples slide around under the blouse. Jess might have liked to be a little more the center of the men's attention as well as some of the wives. There probably wasn't a one of them that wouldn't revenge fuck some other guy right there on the spot.
I was watching Jess move her slim figure through the crowd talking from couple to couple. Sam and I were at a folding table. Nick was across from us and at the other the end.
That's when it happened. That little glance. Sam and Nick locked eyes for a brief moment. Then she looked to see if I noticed and Nick looked around for Jess. They thought they got away with it.
When did it start? How long had Sam been fucking Nick? I knew the look. There was no more secret. How many times? How many places? My stomach twisted into a knot. Jess missed it. Hell, I had missed that they could be fucking each other, too. I must have had the old radar in power saving mode. I couldn't blame Nick. Who wouldn't fuck Sam? I had to put all this on her.
My Samantha got up to use the little girl's room. Her words, not mine. Nick watched her go in the house and opted to go in to get more beer from the basement. I moved over to where Jess was laughing with some friends. I nudged her aside.
"Where's Sam?" She asked.
"Can't say. She said the bathroom. Nick went after more beer in the basement. It's your house. Maybe you should go in and check."
"You mean?" Jess went pale in the face and almost had her knees buckle under her.
"I caught them lock eyes and then look around to see if we caught it. You were busy but I locked in on the whole thing."
"You think I should check?"
"May be better to be wrong than wonder. You might be the only one playing it as one and done."
Jess hustled into the house. Some woman tried to stop her to say something. Jess blew right on by her. Being back in two minutes would have been good. Even five minutes might have been okay. This went past ten minutes. Oh, shit!
Jess came out first. Samantha a couple of minutes later. Then a in few more minutes came Nick with more beer. I watched Sam. There was that eye lock situation again, then Sam darting her eyes around to find me. Damn! He just fucked her again. Jess was in a conversation, her face blank, there being no way she was hearing what the woman said.
Samantha kept her distance from both me and Nick. I waited for Jess to come to me.
"Happy Anniversary." Maybe a little glib, but I didn't know what to say.
"Yes, Happy Fucking Anniversary. That was an eye opener for ten years of loving my husband."
"I can't believe Sam would do that."
"She did! I couldn't find them at first. The bathroom door was open. I checked our bedroom and headed to the basement. I heard Nick's voice.
"I can't wait until Monday to fuck you." Rick was trying to be quiet.
"It's only been two days, but I need your cum in me." Sam wasn't exactly whispering.
"They were on that old table down there in the corner behind the stairs. I peeked around. She had her blouse open and I just knew she wasn't wearing a bra. Those huge breasts were out for my husband to kiss and suck her nipples. Sam had her pants off and no underwear. She took his cock deep and told him to fuck her."
"I'm sorry, Jess." I couldn't hug her with everyone watching.
"They were kissing, Nick with a tit in each hand and his cock pumping in and out of her. They both groaned and you could tell he was shooting his load in her. She walked right past me hiding in the guest bedroom. When I sneaked by her she was in my kitchen using my paper towels to wipe my husband's cum from her sperm leaking cunt. Ten fucking years with that bastard. Ten fucking years. I'm going to kill them both."
"Trust me. You need to think about it. Make a plan. You don't want to be a divorced mom with four kids."
"You mean let her fuck him again?"
"What's done is done. If she fucks him again what's the harm?"
"But, her fucked her in my house."
"Yes, and he probably fucked her in mine, too."
"What am I supposed to do?"
"He's got a good job. If he cheats he will probably treat you better. That's the pattern. Samantha's been a little extra horny for me."
"Yeah, my once a week has gone up to three, sometimes four times a week the last month."
"Okay. Act like you don't know anything is going on."
"Can I call you tomorrow?"
"Sure, Jess. Call me."
Jess was going to fuck me. That's what women do. Any good excuse, but this excuse is always the best. She might throw herself at some other guy although I remained pretty sure I would be the target. I owed it to Jess to fuck her and I owed it to Samantha. I wasn't going to accuse Sam. It would be a matter of when Jess would explode. Sam didn't try to fuck me. I don't think she knew I could smell his cum in her. The idea of it all left her faking sleep and me with a hardon thinking about her fucking Nick.
The call came later than I thought the next morning from Jess.
"Can you talk?"
"Sure. Are you okay?"
"Can you believe that cunt had the nerve to come over here this morning to see if I needed any help with cleaning up after the party. I think she was trying to see if I knew she fucked my husband in my basement. It was hard, but I'm pretty sure I pulled off the stupid wife act. I've had enough practice."
"You're not stupid, Jess. Samantha is kind of a whore. We may never know what sent her spinning on Nick's penis. Maybe you didn't know you pissed her off about something. Maybe it was the age difference. Maybe she got a look at his dick. I don't know."
"It's not his dick. I've read that an average white man's penis in the United States is 5.3". He missed that. He's at five. I always wondered what that extra three tenths would do. Sometimes I think it would have done me a lot of good when I wasn't quite getting there and he was emptying himself into me."
I had to kind of laugh. Sam made the move on a guy smaller than me. She had to be somewhat disappointed. The next question would be if she was trying to get to me or to Jess by fucking Nick. When it's not cock size it's always some nitpicky hormonal bitch thing.
"Hey!" Jess snapped.
"Hey. What?"
"I'm pouring my gut out to you. Did you miss the hint about cock size."
"Maybe, maybe not. Let's just say Sam took a markdown."
"How big of a mark down?"
"Jesus, Jess!"
"How big of a markdown?"
"Well, since we are friends now ... the markdown was two inches."
"Holy Shit! Poor Sam. That settles it. I'm thinking it over for the rest of the week, then I'm fucking you."
"Are you sure you can keep a secret? Do you want to let them fuck and you and I go at it on the side."
"It might be your chance to see me naked." Jess teased. "You know you like my boobies. You'll love the rest."
"I'm sure that you are quite edible."
"Oh, God. Now you are making me wet."
"Okay, now you are making me hard."
"You smooth devil. You know just what to say to a girl. Talk to you tomorrow."
That was moving pretty fast. Jess may not want to wait the week. It was an odd conversation with your wife's friend all things considered. I'd been that good boy for Samantha for four years. If she wants to fuck someone else then it's my turn, too.
Tuesday's call from Jess was tearful. Sometime during the night, actually 1 A.M. Jess thought Rick was going into the kitchen for something to drink. She followed him and watched him go out onto the patio. It was pretty bright out there. Sam came into their yard and stripped off her gown. Nick sat back naked on the chaise lounge. Sam straddled him and rode his cock while Nick mauled her tits. Sam stepped back and ate Nick's cum from her fingers as his seed flowed out of her.
"When's your first chance to fuck me?"
"All your kids in school in the morning?"
"Yes, my little one is in kindergarten until noon."
"You can pick me up and we can do it in your minivan or you can smuggled me in your garage."
I picked a spot to meet where I could leave my car. I got in her front seat and nestled into the back so no one would see. Jess looked at me in the mirror.
"You look pretty good back there. Maybe I should come back there and fuck you now. I'm not sure my pussy can wait until I get you home."
"Really Jess? Five minutes? You've waited ten years."
"True. I want to fuck you in my bed then when I sleep by Nick I can dream of you fucking me there."
"That's my girl."
"Yes ... I am going to be your girl."
Bingo. Left her in control of all aspects of the situation Let her take charge and make the rules. She was eager to get me undressed.
"My God. It is two inches longer ... and thicker."
Jess removed her clothes. No bra on her little A-Cuppers. With her jeans off all that was left was white, faithful wife, bikini panties. Those went to the floor.
"God damn, Jess. I didn't know you shaved your pussy."
She moved side to side in an attempt to show it off.
"You like?? Declaration of Independence. I shaved it this morning."
This was stunning. Jess was shorter than Sam by a good bit. I had noticed, but not this much. With her almost flat chest, trim waist and nice, but almost skinny ass, throw in the shaved pussy and barely five foot height she looked like she was waiting for puberty. It looked like I was about to fuck a child that had four children of her own.
She spread herself open on her bed. My cock was rock hard. Jess was dripping.



"I've got to do the edible part first."
"Go ahead. Then I'll do you."
"How much time do we have?"
"I leave for the school at a quarter to twelve."
A glance at the bedside clock said 8:30 A.M.
Jess didn't get eaten out very often. I had her all over the bed. The smooth pussy and lack of tit made me feel like she was not legal. My turn had me cumming in her mouth in less than five minutes. We cuddled and talked for almost an hour. I mentioned something about Samantha and Nick.
"I don't want to talk about them. This is about us."
It became a make out session. My much learned past let Jess lead the way.
"I want you to fuck me."
The tiny woman had me highly aroused. The pretty smile, the little, almost nipples only boobs, small waist and smooth cunt were intoxicating. Jess started to cum when the head went in. I looked down where my cock was entering my sexy neighbor. Her eyes got big when she felt my load shoot into her before I got halfway in. That had never happened to me before. I managed to get the length of it in and remain hard.
"That's the extra two inches I was looking forward to having in me."
Jess was wiggling on my cock and gasping short breaths. I managed to lick her nipples while my cock pounded into her newly discovered deepest parts. I knew if I looked down where my cock entered her I would cum. Still in charge despite her eyes starting to roll back in her head as the big one hit she muttered:
"Fuck me. Cum in me. Fuck me hard."
Something else that had never happened to me. I shot my second load into her. After a few minutes I tried to get off her tiny body. She grabbed my ass.
"Don't pull out. Leave it in me. Push your cum deep inside me."
We recovered enough that when she felt me harden she wanted on top. Go, Girl. Ultimate control. I had my hands on her ass. As she would ride up my shaft I could lick her nipples. As she settled down on me again I could see this childlike woman engulfing my cock. Her face told me I made her cum a couple of times. The last time I licked her nipples I advised her to sit back on my cock to take my load.
Jess sat on me and felt small spurts of cum invade her pussy in an attempt to get into her cervix. Enjoying the feeling Jess noticed the time.
"Oh, fuck. I'll be late to pick up my daughter. We've got five minutes. I need a shower. I'll have to go with my belly full of your cum."
I dressed fast. Jess buttoned her shirt. Pulled on her panties and reached for her pants.
"Do you think that will hold it?" I jokingly pointed at her underwear crotch that was already wet with cum.
"No, but it's going to be fun feeling it dribble out."
She kissed me on tiptoes, then pulled me out to her minivan. She almost didn't make a full stop to let me to get my car. She hurried off towards the school. An hour later she was on the phone.
"Hi. I called to thank you for a nice morning."
I could hear her daughter in the background.
"No, thank you. Best sex of my life."
"You're just saying that, but me, too. How about tomorrow?"
"Really??"
"Sure. I'll set my timer this time if you don't think you've had enough of me."
We didn't miss a morning for two weeks. I could get enough of looking at her and sinking my cock in her tight cunt. Jess liked fucking over her husband. She had become a very naughty wife. I kept her pumped full of cum.
It was more difficult for Sam and Nick as they actually had to sneak around. Most of their action was on the chaise lounge late at night in Nick's back yard as compared to me fucking Jess in their bed, It had to be the cheating that attracted Sam to him.
Then on a Wednesday it was almost time for Jess to pick up her daughter at noon. Jess was in the shower. It was about 11:30. I need some more business cards that I kept at the house. I could look out Jess's bedroom and see our driveway. Sam's car wasn't in it. Maybe she was meeting up with Nick.
"Hey, Jess."
"What, Babe?"
"I need to get some business cards. I'll cut through the back yards and go in my back door."
"Okay, don't make me be late."
There was a utility easement behind our houses. Everyone had a back gate. That's how Nick sneaked around to fuck Sam some nights. I was at my back door in a minute. I unlocked the French doors and went in. I had a whole box of cards in the garage on a shelf. When I opened the door Sam's car was in the garage. Because she had shit stored in half her car was always outside. Now it was in my space.
I couldn't let her catch me there. I grabbed some cards and headed for the door. There was a noise I recognized coming from our bedroom. It was the sound of Samantha taking cock. Typical Samantha-like fucking moans and groans. Wait until I tell Jess that her husband was fucking Sam in my bed.
I got a little bit curious. Maybe a quick glance at Sam fucking a five inch dick would be good for my ego. I took off my shoes and worked my way along the carpet to our bedroom. I angled for a reflection off the dresser mirror. Sam was fucking from on top. Below was this black guy. I could see a lot of cock going up her snatch as she moaned above him. I could see him handling her big tits. I could hear him talking.
"I'm about to blow my nuts in you again."
"Do it. I love your black seed in me."
The way her cunt was stretched around his cock I could see I was out classed. She was getting as much as I could give her without the head popping out. I had never thought about seeing her with another man, not Nick, not her husband, and here it was, a black guy fucking her.
I watched a few minutes. I didn't want to miss my ride with Jess and have to walk to my car. I had fifteen minutes when I left her house. Maybe I'd watch a few more minutes. God he was giving her a good fucking. Black cock into her white snatch was as erotic as hell.
"Oh, fuck! You're making me cum. Pump that black cum in me."
The black cock hunched up into her wrecked looking cunt. I think she called out his name. It sounded like Derek. I finally got a look at his face. He couldn't be older than early twenties.
"Give me a couple of minutes. I want to fuck that pussy from behind."
He causally got up to use the master bath. It wasn't their first time alone in our house.
"I need to call my husband to make sure he isn't coming home this afternoon."
Okay? Afternoon? How long did they fuck in our house? Husband? I guess she meant me wanting to make the young black stud he was fucking married pussy.
Call??? Oh, fuck! I grabbed my phone and punched and held the off button.
"It went to voice mail. I guess he's in a meeting at work. Come fuck me from behind like you promised."
"Then I'll get between those white thighs of yours and fuck you again."
Sam let out a squeal. I could see her get on her knees and see this Derek aim his cock at her juicy open slit. She had to be dealing with nine thick inches when the fucking started again. They never knew I was there. Jess rushed me out to her minivan.
"What took you so long?"
"I caught Samantha fucking in our bed. She had her car hidden in the garage."
"What did you say? What did Nick say and why would he be there now?"
"It wasn't Nick. It a was really young black guy."
"Oh, God. I hear they have really large cocks."
"Looked like nine inches." I know I sounded stunned.
"I heard they were bigger than that."
"I think it expands her cheating standards a little too far.
By then we were where I had parked.
"Call me later." I told her.
"I will. I love you ... "
I loved her too, but I didn't say it. She stopped the car and rolled down the window, giving me an evil stare.
"What?"
"Aren't you supposed to say something?"
"I love you, too." I responded.
"You damned well better."
She drove off with a sly grin on her face. I sat in my driver's seat contemplating what I should do. The second betrayal by Samantha wasn't going to get it. Thinking about them in bed together gave me a hardon, but fucking some guy with a bigger and blacker dick than mine made me want to move on. Right then, right now, whatever!
I felt silly sneaking into my own house. I had coasted to a stop and parked out front on the street not my driveway. Fuck the homeowner's association. I quietly got out of my car, carefully closing the door so it did not make a sound. The tumblers in the front door locks sounded like thunder crashing. I didn't want to confront them in stocking feet. I had to step lightly across the tiled foyer. The carpet deaden my footsteps.
My plan was to jump into the doorway and start screaming. Instead it was Samantha getting loud. The black youth was sawing in and out of her cunt from behind. He was hunching his hips to cum in her doggy fashion. Sam was loudly urging him to fuck her and cum in her married cunt. They didn't notice me in plain sight. Hell, I was two steps inside the room. I could have reached out and tapped him on the ass had it not been moving so swiftly. He put a load deep within the far reaches of Sam's uterus.
I let them finish ... relax a little actually. Sam was telling this Derek how good his black cum in her felt. He was going on about her married white pussy being owned by him. She was agreeing that she was his now.
Then my fucking cell phone went off. For some reason I looked to see who was calling. The screen showed the code word I used for Jess. Fuck!
When I looked up this Derek, black cock going limp, was against the bedroom window like maybe I had a gun. Samantha pulled the sheet up over her like I hadn't been fucking her for the last five years.
"What the fuck is going on here, Sam? Are you fucking blacks behind my back?"
Nick's name didn't come up. She wouldn't ever know I knew about that. I had to protect Jess. Then Sam said the stupidest thing ... like in a bad joke.
"It's not what it looks like, Honey."
"What the fuck does it look like, Sam? I just watched him pull his cock out of your cheating cunt."
"Well, it was just this one time."
I glared at this Derek kid. He had both hands out as if to tell me to stay on Sam's side of the bed. His now soft cock hung halfway to his knee.
"That's not true. It's been more than once." Derek stammered.
Maybe not the best time to confess and let it all out there. Sam looked from him to me, back and forth several times. Then screamed at me.
"Get the fuck out of here. Leave me the fuck alone!"
She said it like she was making a choice. I guess in a way she already had, bringing Nick and Derek into her bed.
"If you'll be so sweet I'll be back in a few days if you'll pack my stuff into bags or boxes."
"Oh, I can definitely help with that!"
"Shut the fuck up, Derek. You sound gay when you use that voice and when you were fucking my woman it didn't look like you were gay."
"Can't we talk this over?" The tone of Samantha's voice had changed.
"What is there to talk over? You going to give me a list of who you fuck? Then I can say, oh I don't know, Sweetheart. I don't mind you fucking these fifteen or twenty, but I rather you didn't fuck these two guys. That kind of talking over?"
"Please?" Why was she begging?
"Please?? No. Not please. Fuck you, Sam. No, wait. I forgot that you've already taken care of that with your black friend here."
I sat in my car out front. Kind of making them wonder what I was going to do next. Maybe I wasn't so mad at Sam as I was at her fucking a guy with a bigger dick than mine. And, going to the dark side. That last part wasn't it. Her looking for a bigger cock than mine. That was the problem. I don't ever like to think about that. But, I saw her with it. It shooting seed into her cunt. Seed from a black guy. FUCK!
I drove quietly down the street. My mind pictured Sam's black stud hurrying around the bedroom packing my stuff. My mind went random thinking about the last 5 years with Samantha.
SA ... MAN ... THA?? If SA was her right thigh and THA was her left thigh then it would make sense that MAN would be between them.
The right thing to do would be to call Jess back. I explained everything that had happened with my planned out surprise at catching Sam fucking some other guy. Jess offered to take her daughter to her mother-in-law and pick me up. Fucking any women wasn't really what I needed at the time.
"Where are you going to stay?"
"I'll get a motel for a couple of nights then look for an apartment this weekend."
"You could stay with me." She giggled. "You'd have to explain to Nick why he has to stay in the guest room."
Her laugh was pure evil after saying that.
"I meant what I said earlier. I do love you. Anything you need just ask me."
"Let's just keep are regular meet up in the morning. Pick me up at the usual spot."
I finished the day with some half-hearted sales calls. Then stopped by the discount store for a couple of shirts and another pair of pants. I picked a mid-range motel, paid for two nights and got one free under their current offer I had seen on TV for the chain. I sat in the chair with a sports channel playing in the background.
This was the first night in over five years I had found myself alone at night. I thought about Jess ... naked ... with my cock buried in her. I could call her and she would give Nick some excuse to get her out of the house to see me. Thinking about Jess made me hard. Samantha was gone now.
I stood and took off my clothes. I sat back in the chair bare-ass naked. I wondered how many other naked asses had been in the chair before me. Maybe naked women, or even girls, cunt lips against the fabric. My hand began stroking my hard cock while I thought about naked oozing cunt. That quickly changed to naked oozing Jess, her slim hips, tiny waist, almost flat chest, sexy shaved little girl pussy. I always thought of my self as a tit and ass man. Maybe I still was. Just in smaller proportions.
Jacking myself off thinking of Jess I thought of shooting a load onto the bed sheets. Maybe they would think I had a women up to the room. But, it was Jess that sent my balls boiling a load of sperm up my shaft. Something let the images of Sam fucking her black kid enter my fantasy, his cock wrecking her cunt. That made me cum harder than I could ever remember. I stood and shot my load on the sheet, imagining the sheet to be Sam's big tits while Derek pounded his black cock into her womb.
When I went to bed at 10:30 I jacked off to Sam fucking the black man again. This time letting my cum land on my stomach and dry crusty on my skin. In the morning I showered and sent a load of seed against the shower wall, the drain in the floor reminding me of Sam's open cunt swallowing up Derek's black cum. I needed to see Jess.
At the office I gathered up some supplies and picked up my messages. I wasn't going to need to get more business cards. Nina had been the receptionist since I started at the company. She looked fuckable this morning. Usually we chatted and some mention of her husband would come up. Not today. Maybe she sensed something. Much like me thinking of the oozing of cunt into the chair the night before Nina was oozing "Fuckable".
Nina's green eyes looked at me through her ugly thick framed glasses as if to ask me a question. Maybe my taste had shifted to Plain Jane women. I had met Nina's husband at company parties and once with her at a store. Didn't like him. So, my answer to Nina, silent in my mind, was yes. But, later.
Jess wanted to fuck before we talked about anything. I wanted to eat her pussy first. I felt content between her legs, my mouth teasing her cunt, her girl cum in my throat. Then I fucked her hard, making her cum hard several times. Then when I spurted my cum into her it was the jackoff image from the night before only this time Derek pulled his cock from Sam so I could put my load in her cunt with several of his.
GOD DAMN IT!
Jess laid there with her arms out from her sides and legs flopped open as if I had fucked her into a coma. I kept my cock held in her as deep as I could get it.
"I love you." It was me that time saying it.
"I love you, too." Her eyes were moist with tears. "I'll leave Nick for you. I'll kick him out today. You can move in here with me."
My heart stopped. I know I had broken up some families. Even my own, but never anyone making an offer like this.
"No, Jess. You can't do that. Except for him fucking Sam he treats you well, the income is good, and you don't want to take your kids from their dad. I'm too old for little kids. I'd have to be more like their grandpa."
The fear of being stuck with four kids ages five to nine had me ready to bolt naked into the street. Jess wanted to be held which led me to fuck her again. This time Sam and Derek were off somewhere else when Jess begged for me to cum in her.
Quarter to twelve rolled around rather quickly. In the car Jess had a declaration.
"I'm not letting him fuck me. Then this weekend I am lowering the boom on him. Telling him I know he is cheating on me. I'll demand he stop. I'll tell him I saw him fuck Sam in our back yard."
"Okay, if you are sure you want to do that."
"The only thing I ask is that we still have our mornings together. He is never going to figure it out and I need you to fuck me." Jess grinned. "Fuck me a lot!"
"You have an evil plan."
"I've always wanted to be evil." She reached across and squeezed my cock.
The next two nights in the motel I thought only about Jess. I was over Sam and the black cock. Jess took command in bed the next two mornings. Friday night Jess made her excuse to Nick and came to my motel room and fucked me twice before returning home to her husband and the showdown the next day.
By Saturday afternoon it was over. Nick was out mowing the lawn with his tail between his legs when Jess called me. He admitted fucking Sam "a couple of times" swearing it was over. Sam never mentioned me leaving, telling Nick she was seeing another man and that two lovers was just too complicated. A victory for black cock and white women.
Jess cut him off telling him when she trusted him again she might let him eat her pussy. Nick had a very short leash and didn't seem to mind to save his marriage. After Nick's promise to be faithful Jess was fucking me Monday morning. She came by my new apartment to help me break in my new mattress. It could be pretty well considered broken. She fucked me both places from then on, depending on her mood for the day. She even had clothes in my closet.
Sam asked to meet with me a couple of weeks later. I had her come by my apartment. She handed me a check for the money I had put down with her on the house.
"It wouldn't be right if I kept it. It's your money."
I thanked her. Sam looked around the apartment with a "why don't you fuck me" look about her.
"Remind you of old times?"
Sam bounced on the bed, tits flopping with no bra around them.
"Old times?" I asked.
"Yes, old times. Back when you liked to fuck me."
"Oh, maybe a little."
"Want to fuck me now?"
"What about your black friend? Are you still fucking him?"
"Right before I came over here." Sam had a "so what" look on her face.
Sam took of her shirt, unleashing the big tits. She was naked under her shorts. Then laid back with her legs spread. I fucked her. It was pretty wild with her wet and squishy and Derek's black sperm in her. I made her cum several times, then unload a blast of my own cum deep in her cunt. Not as deep as Derek, but it had the right effect. Sam looked sad when she got dressed.
"I guess this is goodbye then." Sam's voice broke into a soft sob.
"Yes, Sam. This is goodbye. I hope there's enough black cock out there to keep you happy."
"I've already tried a few. Trust me. I'll be happy."



Sam planted her huge tits in my chest to kiss me one last time. I took one in each hand and thought about how I loved Jess.
Jess fucked me a couple of times at her place the next morning, just two doors from Sam's black owned pussy.
"I've let Nick eat me out a couple of times. I think it's funny that your cum is in me while he brags about how good I taste. I'm going to let him fuck me. He's been a good boy."
"That's okay. You are his wife ... had his kids."
"I'll fuck him tonight. I like what we have going. He'll never fuck me as good or as often as you. To be fair, if you want to see someone it will be okay."
"Well, Jess. If you are going to fuck your husband I guess it would be okay if I fuck someone else."
"If you don't want me to, I won't. I'd still run off with you, but with my kids."
She was back fucking me again the next morning. Bragging about me having the bigger cock and satisfying her so well. After our first round she mentioned the sex with her husband.
"As soon as he went to sleep I was in the bathroom douching his cum out of me with water. I'm never giving you up."
"I won't ever give you up either, Jess."
"I love you."
"I love you, Jess."
We fucked again. Fucking Nick was a every once in a while thing for Jess. I didn't have any need to even thinking about dating with Jess and her bald little girl pussy willing to fuck me.
Then, again, there was Nina at the office with her baggy clothes, and thick glasses. I'd watch her bend over to get something meaningless from the bottom file cabinet drawer. I even got a peek down her blouse once at a bare perky nipple.
Things were getting kind of flirty. With her husband at home I was wondering what she would do if I pulled her to me and kissed her. Then I remembered. Let the lady make the first move.
*****************************
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The story was written for fun not profit. If the reality of unfaithful women isn't your thing you're in the wrong place.
**************************************
So, I'm kind of back into it again. The wife trapper thing. That fucking cunt Samantha gave me a valuable lesson. I let myself get too relaxed like most guys and like most women Sam took to strange dick when and wherever she could get it. My latest change to fucking neighbor Jess became a disaster as with all women new cock is never enough cock.
There will never be another female again sharing the humble homestead with me again. It will be put out and get out from now on.
I put the house up for sale. I figured the concentration of pussy in an apartment complex would do me nicely. Again, let me say I'm not that much of a catch. I'm more of the project fuck women look for rather than a Romeo. Just make them feel comfortable, then fuck them.
The first step to selling the house was to see what different agents had to offer. First, let me say I love real estate agents. They can be real aggressive to get a listing and make a sale. With my house going at about $300,000.00 a good listing agent just putting the house on the market earns almost $9,000.00 when it sells. Do the double dip by listing and selling the home the sales agent commission can go up to over $16,500. What do you think an agent would do to get a listing and make a sale like that?
Yep, some free pussy and that explains all the fancy clothes and the Mercedes in the driveway. That's an option that doesn't translate very well for a guy. I knew several guys in the business and the ladies "Fucking" them out of listings was a major complaint. In my case the gals didn't have to sneak around and work around a wife.
I started the interviews. It wasn't my intent to exploit a female real estate agent when I went online to check out realty firms. A view of head shots, mostly professional with a slight "glamour shot" touch for the ladies got my attention. You could tell which ones expected to get by on their looks and never expect a no for an answer. Pretty woman are a special breed, but a woman that knows she is pretty can be a real cunt.
Turns out there were a lot of real cunts with real estate licenses that weren't accustomed to hearing no. What was now a love and hate relationship with women hatched my scheme. I'd call a half dozen and see if one would fuck me to get my listing, maybe fuck her until the house sold. My attitude that all women are whores should have tipped me off.
At first I went with the blondes. And, I got greedy. My first six agents were blondes. I tried to guess which women were married because I get more out of fucking some guy's wife. I was making appointments for the week. The third one I called wanted to come out that same night.
Nancy was new to the business. After making the appointment I looked her up. She had sold one house and never listed one for sale. I could see she might be a little eager. When she arrived she was dressed in a very nice suit, a pretty blouse, and like 4" high heels. Even with the heels she was pretty short. That's kind of the way I like them and her knockers looked oversized for her slim frame.
I liked this one. As agents go the listing agent is pretty much getting a gift. The selling agent puts up with the shit from the buyers and really does all the work. It was easy to tell Nancy was nervous. I showed her around the house as we talked about ourselves and Nancy verified that I didn't have a wife she would need to deal with. From Nancy's side she was early thirties starting a career after getting four kids far enough in school to give her the time with help from her husband. He being a chemical salesman that spent some time out of town.
The four kids were a surprise to me. She didn't have the appearance of a mother with children at all. The 15 years of marriage hardly showed on her at all. The declaration of motherhood had me checking her out all the more. The woman looked like she belonged on a beach in a bikini.
Finally me showing her the house was almost over. I had dragged out the conversations in each room as much as I could. I had wondered if I could fuck one of the woman agents. Suddenly I was wanting to fuck this very first one, a mom with four kids and a husband. The husband thing was pretty much a requirement for me. By fucking her I'd be in fact fucking him in a way, too. I had the feeling that it would something new to her. The other feeling was that maybe she might pitch me some pussy for the listing.
"I did some comparables on your house. I think your pricing idea is spot on. What would it take for us to get the listing?"
"By us, do you mean you or your agency."
"Well, both. But, what would I have to offer you personally to get the listing?"
"I guess that's out there. I have some more interviews. I'd like to hear your offer."
Nancy stepped to within a couple of feet of me. She took a quick breath.
"I've had listings stolen from me by women that do more than should be expected of a real estate agent to get a listing. I've been a good wife for 15 years. Maybe I should consider some options if I'm going to sell houses."
We stood there. That close together. The look in Nancy's eyes looked like she might bolt. Maybe the fear was that she had put herself out there and I was going to turn her down.
"I guess I could make my offer and take my chances." Nancy offered.
"Good ... but I'm eating your pussy first!"
"You can't talk to me that way. I'm a married woman."
Then she laughed and raced me to the bedroom. We ripped off our clothes. Nancy hit the bed with legs spread wide open. She tasted good. I could tell it had been a while. Suddenly there was no pressure. You would have thought we had know each other for years. Every move I made got a reaction from her as she squirmed against my face. I was about to leave her without making her cum. Again, no problem from Nancy. There were plenty of juices waiting for a release. I wouldn't been surprised if she didn't, but she sucked my cock.
"God! It's been ten years since I've done this!"
I'm sure if I would have cum in her mouth she would have gulped it down. Nancy was a good fuck. Easy to rate above an eight on a scale of ten. We casually dressed afterwards. Her husband was home for the kids, so no rush.
"The other perk for you if I have your listing would be I could check in on you a couple of times per week?"
"You don't even get it that often at home." I teased.
"That's for damned sure. Especially not that deep inside me."
"I bet you say that to all the guys."
Nancy laughed.
"No, I never have until now, but you can guess my new listing technique."
Nancy kissed me and left without mentioning the listing.
**************************************
The next was younger. One of those career women. Husband, no plans yet for children. I think if she would have had children she probably would have eaten them. It was all about her. The hair, the make up, the clothes, the obligatory real estate agent perfume, the fancy car. This bitch played the "women card" at every opportunity. I wanted to hose her down to see what she really looked like.
She looked at me and my house like we were shit and some of it got in her mouth. She briefly mentioned her husband. Me fucking her would be doing him a favor. That is if her bitch cunt didn't have jagged teeth grown into it. She kind of settled in and started to look at me and my house as a huge fucking dollar sign. The attitude was getting to me in a good way. I wanted to pump my seed inside her.
I showed her around the house. Her name was Sarah. Sarah put on a little show somehow figuring that a stretch here and a little down blouse was going to get the contract.
"Have other agents talked to you?"
"Yes, I plan to talk to several."
Sarah sat on my couch in a pose like a whore that had been drinking all night. I could see up her thigh all the way to what turned out to be a g-string.
"Would you like to sign with me?"
"That's kind of a deep question."
"Oh, I can handle deep. I like deep."
By now it was full knees apart.
"You sure look fuckable."
Was I about to be slapped and Sarah stomp out?
"Did you fuck any of the others?"
"Yes."
"That seems to be the standard any more. How were they?"
"Pretty good."
"Do you think I'd be pretty good?"
"Maybe ... maybe not ... I'd guess probably."
That trap was baited. Sarah wanted to be the best fuck. The clothes starting coming off. I had a naked real estate agent with her legs spread open on my couch waiting for me to fuck her. She got a good look at my dick and seemed to be impressed. I'm a little better off than most. I'll claim to be almost eight inches depending on who I'm lying to. Maybe nine or ten inches if the woman if naive enough.
I always eat pussy first. I have no standards when it comes to eating pussy unless the woman is a real skank. Then skank is okay as long as no visible sperm is seeping from her cunt. Sarah, for a haughty bitch had a hair trigger right where her clit was located. She went off in the first couple of minutes, almost ripping my ears from my head. She went from a bitch to a whore in about ten seconds.
When you get one like this where you want her you don't let go. It was obvious that if I kept at her pussy and clit she was going to blow her mind. After ten minutes of begging me to stop and ordering me not to quit Sarah let out a scream and went limp. I quickly moved up and buried my cock in her. She came to with me fucking her, her pelvis had been thrusting against my groin and her arms were locked around my neck when she realized I had almost fucked her to another orgasm.
"Oh, my God! Are you wearing a condom?"
"No, I'm more of a bareback kind of guy?"
Sarah kept humping. Her eyes rolled as she felt how deep my cock was in her.
"Okay. Go ahead. I might like some other guy cumming in me."
It wasn't a matter of like. She went berserk when she felt my seed start to spurt against her cervix.
"Oh, fuck. Cum in me. Yes, cum in me. I want to feel your sperm flood my cunt."
There was a lot more than that, but you get the idea. I drained my load into her greedy cunt. She didn't offer to get up when I pulled out. Sarah let my cum run from her onto my couch and laughed at the expression on my face when I realized it was my mess to clean up.
"Do I get that listing now?"
"I told you I had others to interview yet."
"Asshole! I thought that was part of the deal."
"Oh, is this the first time you pussy didn't get you the listing?"
"First time that I remember. Guys are so easy when I get them alone and away from their wives."
"How many times has it worked for you, anyway?" I was trying to aggravate her. I was still pissed about the cum on my couch.
"I lost count quite a while ago. It got me two listings last week. Who wouldn't fuck a guy to get a huge commission? My first time was over a house that sold for $70,000. Not much commission on that, but it showed me the way to the money."
I had to laugh at that. I knew waitresses that would fuck for fifty bucks and throw in a blowjob.
Sarah finally stood and gathered her clothes, putting on the g-string with cum still leaking from her cunt.
"I need to get home to my husband. Let me know when you are ready to list. I'll let you eat my pussy again."
Sarah was once again the real estate bitch, looking my house over like she was about to call a decorator. I watched her ass wiggle as she walked to her car. She gave me the up skirt shot at her crotch as she got behind the wheel and gave me a smile.
I guess I had the two extremes in Nancy and Sarah. The first timer and the old pro. Unless Nancy lied to me. Women will do that. It wouldn't be the first woman I fucked after claiming to never having cheated on her marriage.
**************************************
Friday afternoon at 4 o'clock it was Anna. I didn't realize I had scheduled so much young stuff. Anna was cute and just nineteen. I don't want some young husband-hungry single cunt chasing me all puppy dog style, but Anna talked as we looked over the house. She was getting married in two weeks. That made me want to fuck her. Actually most women do something that make me want to fuck them. Sometimes it's just being there in the room, across the room, in the next room, and so on.
I figured the marriage in two weeks made the girl off limits. Maybe so, but Anna's team leader must have given her the hint about getting listings. She was doing things to make me want to fuck her. She'd learn later as a sweet young thing she didn't have to do anything to get the men to want to fuck her.
Okay ... maybe I mentioned, nineteen, getting married in two weeks. I wanted to fuck her. Dressed up women like real estate agents make me want to fuck them. I didn't need a Plan A or a Plan B. Anna had her own plan.
Anna was pretty flirty. She probably thought that was enough to get me to sign a contract, me being the stupid single guy and all. It had to be more that her good looks that got her the six listings under her name. No one does that well on talent and knowledge without a little boost. I was looking for a shot at that little unmarried cunt before the wedding.
The flirting continued with her touching my shoulder and arms. We talked numbers. Then she asked for the contract.
"I don't know what extras you offer with your contract, but some of the others are pretty aggressive about what their services include."
"Oh, I see. Maybe I can be competitive. What did they offer?"
The look on Anna's face was pure dare. What could she do? Report me to the local realtor board? There was nothing illegal about what I was about to tell her.
"The listing commission is a lot of money. Two of them fucked me."
"Oh ... "
That's all she said. She picked up her paperwork and put it back in her brief case and zipped it up. She stood by the kitchen table and started unbuttoning her jacket.
"When's the last time you fucked a nineteen year old?"
"Well, I just assumed you were getting married in two weeks ..." I let my voice trail off.
"Yes, that's two weeks. So, fuck him. I tend to run a little hot. He'll have all the pussy he can handle when his turn comes."
"I mean, he's going to be your husband and he hasn't fucked you yet? I see your listings and have to say something must have went on to get them."
"That was business. Business is business. Like I said, he'll get his turn and I'll keep getting my listings."
By then Anna was naked and laying spread open on top of my kitchen table with a damp cunt waiting for my attention. I hurried to undress realizing I had been frozen to the spot while Anna went naked. No matter what is said about an older woman and women with kids having the body of a nineteen year old with no sags and a nice ass it's probably been a long time since they had seen a nineteen year naked.
I put my face in her cunt and licked upwards along her open gash. Anna wiggled and moaned for several minutes until I sent her into a nice orgasm. Then she wanted fucked, actually pushing me away from her pussy and pulling me up between her legs. My usual fuck with women with kids was good, but this nineteen year old was special. If you really think a child-birthed snatch is the same after 6 weeks then you are over-compensating.
Turns out it was a little special for Anna, too.
"Oh, God! Where's that going?"
I'm by no means huge. Anna's previous sexual encounters, which didn't include her soon-to-be husband, must have all been in the six and under department. The last two inches sent her into a wildly spiraling orgasm as my seed pumped into her.
"Oh, fuck, that was different. I haven't had one go there. Can we do that again in a few minutes?"
Fortunately for the sexy nineteen year old getting it up wasn't going to be a problem even though she did try to hurry things up by engulfing as much as my dick in her mouth as she could manage. Ten minutes later I was pumping my again hard cock deep into my own sloppy seconds. I fucked her in amazement as I watched what my cock was doing to the pretty teen.
"Wow! I may have to rethink that marriage. How do you feel about a younger woman?"
"I'm not planning anything permanent in my own relationships, but feel free to stop by whenever you feel like it."
I smiled. Anna giggled.
"I just might do that."
It was hard to tell who was the most stunned by our encounter, but Anna left without even mentioning getting the listing again.
**************************************
Maybe it was careful planning or maybe it was pure genius. I had my last three blondes schedule for Saturday morning, afternoon, and early evening. Maybe I shouldn't have the opinion that blondes are easier to fuck, but it seems to be the case. The morning appointment was Joanie.
Joanie didn't seem as happy as she could be. Turns out she was missing her daughter's peewee soccer game. By then my own lies didn't seem to bother me. I told her I was interviewing a couple of agents. Not that each one of them wasn't living their own lies with clueless husband's thinking their wives used their brains and charm to get their listing rather that the more receptive spot between their legs.
Joanie seemed resolved to her fate of missing her daughter's game. After showing her around the house she had used most of her feminine ways to try to impress me that she was still a sexy mother of five deserving children. The children now being watched by her husband at a soccer match. And, Joanie? Well, Joanie had me.
"You said you had interview another agent?"
"Yes."
"Man or woman?"
"Woman did she make any offer I could match or exceed?"
"Well, she pretty much put it all on the table."
I thought back to the night before with and Anna naked and nineteen in my kitchen with my cock buried in her.
"Okay ... what am I up against?"
"I nodded towards the table."
"Oh, God ... Again??"
I just smiled at the pretty blonde.
"How about I just suck your cock now and let you fuck me later? I'd really like to get to my daughter's soccer game."
"I'd like to make my mind up. How do I know you'd be a good fuck if all I get is a blowjob?"
"Shit! How many more are you going to interview?"
"I've got one more this afternoon."
Okay, I lied. I was three for three on the blondes, about to go four for four and had two more blondes coming. And, was going to call in some more agents the next week. It was my lie, but kind a payback. Much like asking your wife how many guys she fucked before you and she says three knowing there was nine. If she says nine it was probably thirty. If she says thirty she isn't going to remember the names and you don't want to know anyway because your party girl has fucked over a hundred.
Joanie started to undress. I undressed with her. I'll give her credit for looking pretty good for a mother of five, but she did have the Mom thing going. Maybe a little rebellious to motherhood with her pussy waxed smooth.
"Oh, I know that look. You need to know that I fucked my husband last night and don't shower before soccer games. I like to feel the cum inside me."
"Let me get started and see what I think."
A quick suck on her clit and a run of my tongue up her cunt a few times and Joanie wasn't going to any soccer game. A minute later Joanie flooded my mouth with her juices. If her husband had fucked her he must have been a dribbler. It was hard to keep up with her slit as she orgasmed rocking her pubes all over my face.
"That was a lie about fucking your husband I assume."
"Yes. I wanted to get it over with, but let's go to your bedroom."
Soccer was forgotten as Joanie was wild in the bed for the next hour. I had cum in her twice. I have no idea how many times Joanie got off. This time she was going to know how cum felt in her. She made no effort to clean up before leaving and the last thing we did was when she took my load down her throat.



"This might be my best listing ever if I get it."
I guess she was resigned to her fate, whether she was the most deserving fuck or not. The girl sure was trying. I sent her home to her husband and kids still full of my cum and with it on her breath. I assume she stopped for some gum and a quick clean up in a gas station restroom.
There was an hour for me to clean up and rest. Feeling overconfident I changed the sheets on the bed. I was watching a bit of the game on TV when Lynette ran the doorbell.
**************************************
Lynette won the "Most Perfume on a Real Estate Lady" award. Maybe she had fucked someone else on the way over and that was the cover up. Either that or she was getting one hell of a discount for buying by the case.
She looked good. One of the best in the photos, expensively dressed, and probably a $200 hairdo I would be doing my best to fuck up for her. Lynette went through my house like she couldn't wait to get her clothes off and fuck me. She was one of those spoiled wives that thought her pussy could get her whatever she wanted.
"Bottom line. I want your listing. I'll do whatever it takes to get it."
What? She was undressing already. We had never left the bedroom and she was pulling me onto my bed with me on top of her. I somehow got my pants down and she had me inside her in seconds. We were rocking in nice rhythm with my cock in as deep as it would go and she could take it. I was banging tight against her cervix.
"Oh, baby. When that thing goes off your seed is going to spurt right through and into my womb."
I hoped her husband had her on the pill or she wasn't in her fertile time. My seed directly into her womb was an idea that was going to make me cum. Then something seemed to be missing.
"I can't cum in you without tasting you first."
"Well, go for it!"
Lynette put her arms above her head and flopped her legs open. The woman was pretty tasty. If her pussy was a bakery item it would be the best selling on the menu. It sure had a creamy filling. My tongue lapped it up. I don't think she expect me to make her cum. After the little surprise she laid there daring me not to stop. I love a good dare.
Later she wanted to get back to fucking. The idea of my seed directly into her womb, fertile or not was screaming in my mind. Fuck her! She had two kids and a husband. Another kid wasn't going to hurt them. Maybe that was her plan all along. I gave her an impressive load considering all my recent activity and sent her on her way loaded with sperm.
I think if I would have asked Lynette would have told some kind of lie to her husband and spent the weekend with me. I needed to shower the perfume off me and change more sheets.
**************************************
Five for five! Stacy was next. Last of the blondes. Her voice was sexy on the phone when I made the appointment and like the others she looked hot and self-centered. She called about fifteen minutes before the appointment. I thought my streak had ended.
"Hi, I wanted to beg for an extra few minutes to get to our appointment. I had floor duty answering the phones. When I went out to my car it would not start. My husband is going to pick me up. I'll be there, but a few minutes late if that is okay."
"Yeah, sure. No problem. Don't rush yourself."
This could be new. Her husband was bringing me his wife not knowing it might be for me to fuck her if all went as planned and as how things had gone with the others. She was late by less than 15 minutes. The trick would be what to do with her husband.
"Hi, I'm Stacy. Sorry I'm late."
I didn't glance towards the car. I sure wasn't going to invite her husband along. I got her inside. She was still somewhat flustered.
"What about your husband. Does he want to out for a drink and come back when you call or something?"
"Oh, no. He brought the kids. They'll just sit out in the car and wait. It's our two kids and the baby. The baby is 5 months. Probably much easier just to wait in the car with them."
I probably should have invited them in, but that was the last thing I wanted was her kids clamoring about my house and it seemed like she felt that way as well.
"I feel like we are off to a nervous start, but I find your home to be lovely. Just what most young couples are looking for. I wish my husband and I could afford it. I guess I need to keep getting those listings."
That was followed by a nervous laugh as I continued to show her around the house. I really wanted to go six for six. Stacy had a "thing" about her. Not sure what it was, but I wanted a shot at that pussy. Baby or not her tits looked worth sucking. They hung large and round in her bra.
"Lets look at the Master again before we talk business."
She actually led me back to my bedroom.
"Look, my day has been all fucked up and now the whole car thing."
I was surprised by the quick use of the F-word. Maybe I blushed a little.
"So, you talked to other agents. I'm sure at least one of them a woman. You probably fucked her so I want to be sure my name stays in the hat for the contract. As hectic and disastrous as my day has been I'm sure a good fucking is just what I need right now. Could you do that? Could you give me a good fucking?"
That was sincere. She really meant it.
"I get to eat your pussy a little first."
"Great! All the better. The way I feel I hope you can swallow fast."
Stacy could lubricate fast. It was slick and pleasant tasting. I made her cum pretty quickly. She just laid there afterwards.
"Oh, fuck. That was part of what I needed."
I flicked my tongue at the twat a couple of more times and sucked onto her clit. Boom! Got her good twice and I had built a load for her. I moved up to fuck her.
"Let, me get on top. I've got something special for you."
I laid on my back. Those big round tits were still covered by her blouse and bra. Her tits spilled out when the bra came off. They hung right in my face as I felt her reach for my cock and guide it into her stickiness.
"You ever fucked a nursing mother before? These things are full. I should have milked myself out before coming over here."
There was a lot of tit there. The baby kept the nipples red and swollen. Some milk had leaked through her nipples at the tips. I tasted it and then started to suck. Suddenly warm milk had an attraction for me. I was drinking it down in gulps.
"That's going to take you a few minutes to drain those just like I'm going to drain your balls."
Who was this woman and where had she been all my life? Just then I could feel my cock go upside her full length. Her cunt walls barely struggled.
"Hmmmmn. Nice cock. We had a neighbor with a cock about your size right after I got married."
"Oh, were you in real estate then?"
"No, I've just really always been into cock. Keep fucking me."
If I had her around I'd nurse at her big tits every day. We didn't seem to be in a hurry and her husband and kids were waiting outside in the car for Christ's sake. I'd get interested in milking her tits and almost forget I was fucking her. After about 45 minutes my balls tightened and I fired my load up her cunt.
"Oh, my. You shot almost as much up inside me as you sucked out." She teased.
Stacy stay on me with her fuck motions continuing. Her tits now leaked baby's milk on my face and chest.
"I guess I should strap these things back up and get back to the family. This was a most unusual fuck, wouldn't you say?"
"I couldn't agree more." I laughed.
"Just remember who showed you a good time a the contract signing."
"I promise I'll never forget."
I pointed out my cum running from her snatch.
"Want to clean up first?"
"No, I take it to go."
"She used two fingers to scoop up the leakage and licked my cum into her mouth."
"Extra protein for the baby." She grinned.
Then she put her mouth over my dick and sucked for a couple of minutes.
"A baby can never get too much protein."
She dressed as I watched.
"Do I look like I've just been fucked?" She teased.
"A little bit."
"Fuck it. He's never going to notice."
And, then she was gone.
Blondes! Six for six!
**************************************
Sunday! My heart and brain along with my dick told me I could have given the listing to any of the blondes. Maybe it was the stupid part of me that had we scanning agency rosters for what else looked fuckable. Some of the other blondes looked good, too. There were 22 real estate brokers in town. Maybe I could cherry pick one good fuck from each of them.
Having had success with six ladies in 4 days I could run the table on the other 16 brokers, score with some cunt from each, in less than a couple of weeks I could get an agent to fuck from each company. Surely it wasn't just the blondes that let themselves get fucked to sign a listing.
Brunettes, redheads, old, and young. There was a lot of variety out there. I had marked three when the phone rang.
"Hi, What are you doing right now?"
"Uh, just checking something on the computer."
I had no idea who it was and she was giving me no clues. It was sex talk and she was missing my dick. It had to be one of the blondes. I didn't dare guess the wrong one. Finally the clue.
"My future husband would rather golf with his friends rather than hang around with me. Do you think I should have fucked him?"
"What? And, ruin the honeymoon surprise?" It was my nineteen year old, Anna with the hard body.
"Can I park in your garage?"
"What?"
"When I come over can I park in your garage. I don't want my car seen on the street for three hours."
"Sure! Come on."
"Okay, Sweetie. See you in ten."
The first hour was eating pussy with a little sixty-nine thrown in. That's what Anna wanted. Me eating her pussy. They I got to fuck her. It was like fucking Barbie except there was nothing plastic about Anna's figure. I was fucking a knockout. If you ever heard the expression "I'd give my left nut to fuck that" ... this gal would leave a trail of left nuts behind.
Anna arrived at ten in the morning. After fucking her twice we hung out naked together and fixed some lunch. Then I fucked her again and she hurried home full of my cum right at one o'clock. I hope the soon-to-be new husband liked his golf.
**************************************
By three in the afternoon I had circled the faces of a couple of more agents when the phone rang.
"I got kind of bored around the house. I told my husband I was going to driving around looking for For Sale by Owner signs to look for clients. How about you fuck me a couple of hours instead?"
"Okay. Sounds good. Wanted me let you park in the garage?"
"No, the street's fine. I don't care who sees me. They'll just think it's a follow up call."
I had no idea who was coming to my house when the knock came at the door. I opened it to find Nancy my first-fuck blonde. The newbie with the casual attitude. Nancy was durable and do-able. No conversation necessary. She undressed. I looked at her cunt.
"You can eat me. I've been a good girl."
She liked getting off with my tongue, but she was there to fuck. Ten minutes and my cock was in her. Even though she got me to cum in her when I went soft I left it in and was hard a fucking her a few minutes later. We seemed to have a connection that just kept it going. We went to two hours and a half with lots of kissing and making out. Nancy dressed.
"Better get home to the family. I'll be cooking Sunday dinner with your cum in my cunt."
"Sounds delicious."
"How's the agent hunt going? You probably fucked all of them, didn't you?"
I just smiled.
"Oh, shit. How many?"
"Six for six."
"And, you made them all think they might get your listing. You know you can go to hell for that, don't you?"
"Might be worth it."
"Could be. Let's do this again in a couple of days. Keep me at the top of the list."
Those were the two that came back. Nancy and Anna. Anna with the wedding looming even closer was back on Tuesday for a couple of fresh loads and wanted to fuck on the weekend. The next week would be her wedding.
Nancy was the spur of the moment one. Sometimes she would take off work, fake an appointment or do that phony looking for For Sale by Owner thing again. He husband never suspected as I nailed her two or three times a week for months.
**************************************
Monday I had a redhead over that had a real "fuck me" look about her. A little landing patch as the only unshaven part of her pussy made that thing very edible. We spent two hours with her showing me she could cum every couple of minutes whether I was fucking her or eating her out.
The girl had a small set of tits and a very round ass. I guess the Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. I liked the small tits and hard nipples poking my chest. The round ass kept her cunt right up against my me so my cock was always buried in her.
She and her husband settled on having just one kid and if that is the body she gets left with it was a very good decision.
We fucked after I ate her out, chatted and then fucked again. Why do women cheat on their husbands and when offered a chance to clean up decide to leave the sperm in their cum soaked cunts? It must be for the hello kiss for their spouse with another man's cum in their wet pussies.
This way the first agent to get pushy about me signing a listing agreement. Things got a little ugly when she found out offering her pussy wouldn't always get her a signature. When she was cussing me while slamming on her clothes I had to get a dig in:
"What are you going to do, tell you husband on me?"
"Fuck you, asshole!"
On a scale of one to ten she was no match for the blondes.
**************************************
Tuesday morning found me with some regret for making appointments by hair color. After the good pussy and bad attitude from the redhead the day before I had some reservations about the listing appointment I had make for ten that morning.
Something should be said for a morning fuck. Maggie arrived smartly dressed and with a curt, but friendly attitude. After showing her through the place Maggie had loosened up and had gotten a little touchy/feely. We discussed my state of being single and her marriages. I offered her a beer and was surprised when she accepted. My mind was picturing how her long red curls would look brushing over her bare nipples.
The late thirties showed on her. Plus, the multiple marriages were to seven men from which she had nine children. Two were still in high and the rest out of the home. She showed me pictures of them and of her husband. The pretty girls had gotten Mom's good looks.
Things were going well. In spite of her age, her husbands and all those kids Maggie was on my "Must Fuck" list. She had ten years on my gold standard for women of being mid to late twenties and twenty years on nineteen year old Anna.
I offered another beer. After a gulp from the second bottle Maggie offered some advice.
"Maybe I should warn you, after the second beer I usually end up fucking the guy."
She stood to take off her jacket and placed in on the back of the chair. I could se her generous tits right through the blouse and Maggie was going braless. I went over behind her and started playing with her boobs. The nipples hardened. She unbuttoned her blouse as I fondled her breasts. She had the kind of sag that I loved on older women. Her large tits curved down a few inches then rocketed straight out with the nipples.
Now standing she faced me, shaking her long hair so it hung over her nipples like I had imagined. I teased her nipples while she worked my shirt off me. The big jugs felt good against my chest. During all the kissing and stroking that was going on Maggie worked her ass back to sit on the edge of the table. When her legs came up and her skirt opened for me she didn't much believe in panties either. A thick red bush of pubic hair was saying hello.
Maggie smiled at me.
"Maybe we should go to your bedroom for this."
"Okay, but I'm eating that pussy first."
I didn't care by then if some guy had fucked her on the way over. I was eating that pussy. What a trip. Seven marriages and nine kids for the redhead and I wanted to eat her out. I sort of waited for her to lie back in the bed.
"You back first. I'll make this right for you."
Once on my back Maggie put her head towards my knees and brought a leg up over my face. This could work. Her cunt was a heavy thatch of red hair with the pinkness of her pussy looking soft, wet, and puffy right in the center of it. Maggie leaned down towards me until my tongue lapped at her center. A few quick few laps from my tongue and the lips opened up and settled down over my mouth. As the heat of her slit settled over me her mouth took my cock to the base within a half dozen plunges into her throat.
Morning sex was nice. Neither of us had been through anything to make the day stressful. Rather than a tired sex at the end of the day all couples should start the day with a morning fuck.
Maggie was a creamer. Once her pussy got started she kept a continual stream of her juices flowing into my mouth. She got off several times before I sent my load down her throat. After cumming she didn't move from my face. I had her cleaned out and was carefully lapping each new droplet as it would appear. On Maggie's part, her boobs felt good mashed into my chest as she sucked my mostly limp cock in and out of her mouth.
Maybe I wouldn't understand her six divorces, but I could sure understand why seven guys would want to marry her. She must have been wild as hell in her twenties. I found myself eating her again and she was face down on my hard cock. She was feeding me quite a snack again when she moved and asked me if I was going to fuck her.
"I was just waiting for you to be ready."
"Hell, I was ready when I came through the front door. I was ready riding over her in the car. I've had that big thing down my throat now I need it up my snatch. What I need is a load of cum spraying around inside it."
Maggie went on her back and I started fucking her. Something about it put me at ease. No pressure, no worries. We were just fucking. It was comfortable fucking Maggie. Not comfortable like an old shoe, but I fit in her just right. Like a shoe she didn't feel too tight and there wasn't any room to flop around. As much as I was enjoying all the variety I'd been offered when it came to fucking Maggie I could make her a regular. Maybe even daily. It was that good.
She got that load sprayed around inside her she wanted and was cumming hard when she got it. I left it in her. She had a way of making it show some little signs of life. We kissed and chatted. I'd burying my face in her tits and suck her nipples. She'd thrust back at me whenever she felt any sign of hardness. Finally we were going full force. Something about the way she could say "fuck me" let you know that you wouldn't be able to hold back. My testicles must be getting used to the extra fucking because I sure put a load in her.
Again, Maggie kind of lingered. For me, most of my work is from home. As long as I log at least thirty-two hours per week on the company server I'm good. And, it can be any day, any time, day or night. Maggie had been there three hours. I wondered about her job.
Women sure had a casual approach to sex as compared to say, my Mom's generation. Women I've known before, but especially my real estate ladies never asked me to wear a condom, or pull out. Except for the snotty bitch a condom was never mentioned, and I think that was more for her housekeeping reason rather that fear of disease or pregnancy. They all just barebacked me with no concern for the consequences what-so-ever.
Then you look at today's families. Whether it's two or three kids or a half dozen. You look at most of them with their mothers and wonder who the hell the father's must be. Then you talk to them and find out the couple has been married ten or fifteen years. You want to ask the Dad if he works out of town a lot. The moms seem to be happy with their mismatched kids and proud to know other people are figuring it out and their husbands are not.



So, that's what went through my head while my cock was softening and I was sucking nipples and sharing a few intimate kisses. I didn't want to spoil the mood, but Anna could be calling me any minute as she had said she would see me Tuesday.
"I'm not going to get you in trouble with you boss or husband, am I?"
"Oh, no. My boss is my husband."
"What?"
Maggie got up and began to dress.
"My boss is my husband. We met ten years ago when my previous husband and I were selling our house. Now he's my broker and we are partners at the firm. He had a hand in raising every one of my kids even though none of them were his. I started fucking him while the house was for sale. He had money and a nice dick. We liked to fuck. I got my real estate license and now here were are. Well, here I am anyway. You would think he would have caught on by now, but everything is good and he is clueless."
The wheels were spinning in my brain. Maggie had six husbands and nine kids before she was 38 years of age. I wondered if any of them ever caught her fucking around. I was imagining the possibilities. I wondered what my number on her list I might be.
"Did you hear me?"
It was Maggie's voice.
"Oh, no sorry. I was lost in thought about what a great fuck you are."
"I was saying we should do this again next week."
"Really??"
I was a little shaken.
"I should have my mind made up by then about the listing."
"Oh, that won't make a difference. I can always use some cock. Not that I'm a slut. I do fuck to get listings, but I'm not one of those that gives it away to everybody. I'd like your cock in me again and again. I'm comfortable with you."
There was that "comfortable" word again. This time coming from Maggie. I kissed her and watched her walk to her car. As I waved to her I thought, "There goes another wife going back to her husband with a cunt full of cum."
**************************************
I wasn't sure when I'd hear from Anna. She could be tied up with a client or maybe fucking for another listing. I showered Maggie off me and changed the sheets. I was doing a lot of laundry. I got in an hour or so logged in to work. Anna's called about three with a 5 minute warning that she was on her way. She was ready to fuck when she arrived.
The green light was given to go down on her. She said I had been her last fuck when we got together on Sunday.
"It's because you just aren't trying." I teased.
Anna beat me undressed and straddled my thighs facing me. Her busy little cunt gaped open a bit as I went for a finger in her. Something had her so hot she was squirming before I was in to the second knuckle. She kissed me while I finger-fucked her. Then she broke the kiss.
"Want to eat my little pussy?"
She knew I did and squealed as she ran naked for my bedroom. By the time I caught up her legs were spread and she had my meal all ready for me.
"Do me good. I've been thinking about this and needing it badly all day long."
My tongue was flooded with girl juices. Anna was fucking her cunt right at my face. She got what she needed pretty quickly and was polite enough to lay there and let me continued to give her little orgasms that made her tummy quiver.
"Go ahead and fuck me. I might get out of here and sell something today."
She wasn't really in a hurry and I managed to cum in her twice.
The contrast with Maggie was staggering comparing a woman with seven marriages to a nineteen year old waiting for her first. Don't expect me to explain the difference between fucking someone with all that experience and someone about to become a first time bride. I didn't bother to dress as Anna got ready to leave. I'd work naked at the computer for a while before cleaning up for a late evening appointment about the listing.
"Hey, you are on your own for a while. I've got wedding things to do the whole rest of the week. You'll fuck me Saturday morning. Dumbass thinks he needs to golf again with his buddies before we get married. A couple of hours after you fuck me I'll be Mrs. What's-his-name." She laughed.
"Whoa, I thought is was next week."
"No, this Saturday. After that you'll be cumming in a married woman. The way he likes golf we should figure on four hours every Saturday. You can eat that pussy you're always after. And, maybe we'll get a couple of chances like this every week."
"Are you sure you want to get married?"
It all seemed kind of surreal. New husband and planning to fuck me on the side several times per week.
"You shouldn't complain. You know that married pussy is the best pussy. Don't be complaining." She teased.
"I feel bad I didn't get you a gift."
"Oh, you already did!"
She patted her pussy and raised her skirt. Cum was already wet and through her panties as she prepared to take my load back to work with her.
**************************************
Tuesday night would be my first brunette and my first Asian. Both her he parents were born Japanese. Muri was cute little thing married to an American soldier. They had met in California. They had two very young children. He husband was overseas on duty. Sales records showed she was pretty proficient at selling and listing houses. I was going to find out if her hairy little twat had anything to do with it.
Petite and short, there was nothing girlish about her figure. I wondered if tits that looked D-Cup on her could be fake. A trim waist and flared hips made her look more than fuckable.
As we talked going through the house I asked about her husband.
"We just talked via Skype before I left the office to come over here. He gets horny and I flash my tits at him to keep him going. He shows the other guys. When they are back in the States I'm pretty popular. Everyone looks at me like they want to fuck me."
"How about me?"
"Yes, you kind of have that look."
Muri laughed which made the big knockers jiggle. My eyes locked on them. Muri blushed and laughed all the harder.
"You see what I mean? What's wrong with you men?"
"You seem to get a lot out of it yourself."
I never took my eyes off them.
"I don't think they are real."
They looked huge ... and real. I didn't see any better way to bait her. If she slapped me and left, then she slapped me and left. I didn't think Muri was the kind to slap me a leave.
She pulled the tail of her blouse from her skirt. All the women wore skirts. I guess it's the allure of what's up under there and the idea of maybe reaching up under there and snatching their panties off. Women knew how to work a skirt.
Muri pulled up her blouse. Her bra hooked in front. She unclasped it and pulled the cup off her right tit. Holy Shit! It was definitely a D-Cup. With her being tiny it was probably a size 30 D-Cup. I don't know where you'd buy a bra like that, but what a tit.
"I can tell it's big, but I can't tell if it's real from here."
"Then get closer."
I don't know who was outsmarting whom, but Muri was loving showing off her tit. Me getting to see her big tit or not she was probably outsmarting me.
"Well, if it's fake there should be a scar under your boob or around the nipple."
"You won't be satisfied unless you look."
Was anyone still thinking about real estate here? I lifted her boob and looked for a scar. Genuine tit so far. I looked closely around her nipple, a nipple that was now hard and distended. I held the nipple between my fingers while I looked. Muri gave herself away. She was into it. Someone was going to have to fuck her. I put my hand on her boob and sucked on the nipple.
"Hmmm. Seems real to me. How about the other one?"
"What about the other one?"
"How do I know it's real. You may be all wobbly and lopsided and had the other one worked on so they'd be they same."
Muri's brain was starting to kick in somewhere about six inches below her belly button.
"God, but you are hard to convince."
The other cup got moved aside. Her left tit popped into view. It was a bullshit move, but I examined it anyway. By the time I did the tongue test Muri was well over the cliff. I looked her straight in the eye. The slight lack of focus showed she was now thinking with her vagina.
"You look like you need me to take you back to the bedroom and fuck you."
"Uh-huh ..."
Still wondering who outsmarted whom I shoved my face between her legs. Turns out there weren't panties up that skirt. I was going to eat the hell out of her little Japanese cunt and then fuck her. Muri was pretty high spirited. I got my hands under her tight ass and slathered my face all through her cunt. Like all women the time came she had to be fucked.
Screams turned to moans and back to screams again. I kept eating her cunt as she went from shoving my face into her wet twat to beating on my shoulders begging me to stop. Her petite size didn't give her much leverage to dislodge me from being merciless to her swollen clit and fast-flowing slit. Finally she just succumbed to it and muttered, "Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," over and over again.
The secret was that as long as she kept cumming I wasn't going to quit. Again, back to who was outsmarting whom. (God, I love the word "Whom". I don't know where or how to use it, but whom the fuck cares.) I kept at her cunt. I had no idea if she had to be somewhere else soon or even cared. All of Muri's thinking was being done below her belly button fueled by the fact that all the time my face was eating her pussy my hands were on her big boobs and teasing her nipples.
Finally Muri had some hard convulsions as I got to her good. It must have been an hour that I had kept her under my control. We were at the point that we knew who won that one, or did we? Although she would still lunge her cunt at me when I'd give her little orgasms when she again tried to push my head away I let her. When I moved up to my knees she laid with her legs flopped open and those big knockers were standing tall on her chest.
"My mother is watching my kids. I'm going to be late, but I need you to fuck me."
"Maybe just a little more."
It wasn't fair. Her pussy was in control of her body, had been for almost an hour, from head to toe. I could do whatever I wanted. Her tiny petite body was limp from all the effort of cumming and sometimes the effort not to cum. She tried to mess with me. Her cunt kept getting in the way. The little Japanese wife was a cum princess. Maybe not when she went willingly into my bedroom, but I figured her out. Those little moves she made that she didn't know telegraphed helped me keep her cunt out of control.
I gloated and laughed silently to myself as I continued to not let her stop cumming. Her mother and children were going to find Mommy very late in getting home. She couldn't be any more my captive if I had tied her to the bed. Muri didn't want to get away. She wanted anything I'd do to her. She wouldn't have been able to walk even if her throbbing pussy had let her legs back together. It was dark outside now.
Muri may have had her cunt eaten, but never without let up. Most guys have the attitude of "she's wet enough, I'm fucking her". More of a quick lick and shove in the dick. She had taken over squeezing her own boobs during the first hour. My hands under her ass bounced her cunt up into my face. I'm not sure she even knew it was no longer light outside. Her mother and her kids had been all but forgotten now. She was reduced to being cunt and clit, tits and nipple. She was to locked into pleasure they to think of anything else.
Maybe I should fuck her and let her go home. I was going to fuck her. I built her up to an orgasm where she was screaming again. Then I stopped. I pulled my face out of her cunt and walked away. Both little hands went to her crotch. One rubbed circles pounding her clit. She tried to get the other inside her.
I turned on the light beside the bed to watch Muri get herself off. She blinked, now realizing the room had been dark. Her hand on her clit was a blur. The one she was trying to stuff in her cunt was in with all four fingers and her thumb inside her. Had she made a fist the whole thing would have slipped inside her.
It was about the hottest thing I had ever seen. I'd never witnessed a woman get herself off. For poor Muri she was right there and couldn't get herself over the top. He body contorted all over the bed, but she couldn't get herself the release. It was mean to let her be like that. It was my revenge against all women and their lying sneaky ways. I left her there and went to take a piss. Her cries became silence. I heard her get out of bed. When I turned around from the toilet she was naked in the doorway. Her huge tits were heaving on her chest. I hadn't noticed her pussy gap. The space between her thighs showed her now open and protruding pussy lips.
"You'd damn well better fuck me and get me off good!"
She sat on the toilet. I watched her and listened to her piss. For the hundred times I'd made her cum I still hadn't cum once. It almost hurt, me needing the release myself. I pulled down the front of my underwear and let my cock pop out towards her face. I've already said I'm not huge, but bigger than most. More than Muri had seen be it boyfriends, husband, or real estate clients.
It was kind of a whisper, but the words were, "Holy Fucking Shit!" I let her put some of it in her mouth. She was on the toilet naked, sucking my cock. I wanted to blow my load down her throat. Maybe not even fuck her. I think with her looks and those big tits little Muri always got her way.
I stepped back and turned towards the bed. I laid on my back. I could see Muri in the bathroom mirror as she wiped her pussy with a wash cloth. She looked at herself, patted her tummy and both of her nipple a few seconds before turning to come to the bed.
My cock was rock hard and straight up. I pushed down on my pubic bone to give her the effect of the full length.
"God, how big is that thing?"
Her voice was husky.
"Ten inches!"
That was one of those time I mentioned you go lie about length. What was a 5 foot, ninety-five pound, Japanese girl going to know about it being ten inches or the truth about it being just under eight?
"Wow!"
Muri was impressed. Apparently my little white lie worked and also apparently her encounters had been with average and smaller dicks. With her small size she straddled me and had to sort of back down on it. Muri wanted it in her. With a couple of inches inside her she was able to come up on her knees and slide down on more of my shaft. About six inches were inside her when we seem to be ready to go where no man has gone before.
All the thrusting down on me and the yelling that she was going to cum was getting to me. All the motions showed that she was wanting all of it in her.
My thoughts about who was tricking whom came back to my mind. So far Muri had about cummed herself to death and I was still holding my original load. What if the little whore got her self off and left me with my cock throbbing in the air? Just as she was thrusting violently and beginning to cum I lifted her petite body up off my cock and laid her on her back on the bed.
Her legs flopped open, thinking I was going to fuck her I dropped my face into her cunt again. I went from trying to get my tongue impossibly inside her to her cervix to sucking hard on her clit. Then there were the screams. Muri was cumming with everything she had, yet with no control over what was happening to her.
If we were somehow playing a game it was going to be my game. Not with any particular rules, but my game. I could ram my cock in her and she'd have me off in less that five minutes. She would control that. Yet, I could eat her pussy all night and drive her positively insane with her having no desire for me to stop. There was no effort to get away, no pushing to try to stop me. I'd lap at her pussy to let her calm down then suck and nip at her clit to put her into the next orgasm.
At almost midnight her phone went off with a text. It was from her mother.
WHERE R YOU. YOU OK?
Shit! I didn't want the cops looking for her. She had not moved. Normally there would be nothing like a text or call to get a woman's attention. Muri still had her legs open with her fingertips squeezing her nipples. I was beside the bed. Muri didn't seem to know I had gotten up.
"Muri! Your Mom sent a text. She wants to know where you are."
She took the phone in sort of a stupor. She looked around unfocused. She stared at the phone while trying to motion me back between her legs. Maybe I should fuck her now. She grabbed my hair and pulled my face back into her cunt. I looked up at her. She squirmed when I started sucking one cunt lip then the other into my mouth. I watched her face as she tried to text. She sent the message and then melted onto my tongue, hit a big orgasm and laid quietly.
Her phone slid to where I could read the message.
STOPPED BY NICKI'S FOR SOME DRINKS. BETTER NOT DRIVE. SEE YOU IN THE MORNING. MURI
Muri laid in place. Her pussy would rock up towards me then back down when she wanted her clit teased. She seemed perfectly content. Now who was in control? She wasn't getting out of my bed, but I had been eating pussy for hours. When I'd look up Muri's face was taunt and her eyelashes batted as her eyes would roll back in her head.
I was pretty sure I had won. The pretty little Japanese was in my control. Everyone I'd ever been with before came to a point where they were done and either she or I went home. Muri had texted her mom that she was spending the night with a friend. It was obvious she had no plans to leave.
I was going to fuck her. She moaned and protested when I moved up. Then her little hand reached down to guide my cock into that sweet cunt of hers that was so much in control of her mind and body.
This probably wouldn't take long. Once I'd cum in her it would be game even. Which is bullshit. Muri would hold all the cards. Could it be cumming in a woman's cunt sucks the power from a man? My seed against her cervix would make her the winner.
I tried to think things to make myself last like imagining I was fucking my ex-wife. Not helping. Maybe some issues there. All else I could think of was my Mom. God, don't ever think about fucking your Mom when you are having sex. That about sent sperm flying out of the end of my cock. Another bad idea. Maybe an issue there. A quick thought about her mother keeping her kids at home while Muri got filled with cock. Also, not helpful.
Wait ... That last two inches Muri didn't get down on the brief time she was on top. How many guys get to fuck a woman that can't take the whole length. We seemed to be stuck at the six inch mark. Muri thrust up on my cock so hard I swear I could feel it bend. Well, that was over. Might have been her cervix, but something gave way. Not a bad thing however. Muri was going insane as my dick went somewhere totally new to her.
What else could I do? I thought of her husband in the military in the middle east. All he had gotten from his wife in months was a tit shot over Skype that he shared with the boys. I'd been fucking his wife all except the thirty minutes after she exposed her tits for him to share. Yes, it was true. Thanks for your service, but your wife fucks around on you.
Bought some time on that. Felt some guilt about fucking some soldier's wife. Somebody was going to be fucking her. It wasn't like I got her cherry for her first time cheating. She had told me there had been several others before me.
Oh, Lord! Back near it again. Fuck! That is some excellent pussy. I'm kissing all over those big tits. She's crying and screaming at the same time. She's cumming. I'm cumming ... am I cumming? Think fast! Somebody else. Somebody else. Oh, shit. Mom again? No not Mom.
Damn! There was that feeling in my balls and my groin. Lots of sperm. Swimmers and seed flooded into Muri. Yeah, I had to be through her cervix. Those little baby makers were going directly into her womb. She had to be on the pill anyway.



I started to say something to Muri. She was out. I mean out ... gone. Breathing ... her tits were heaving on her chest, nipples still like little spikes. I could feel cum leak out around my cock. "Call me the King, Baby! You just got a royal fucking!"
So, there was this problem. I just fucked one of my hottest women ever. Pretty, petite, big tits, tight pussy. Yet when I shot my load I was imagining I was fucking my mother. I hear there is therapy for that. Thanksgiving this year is going to be a bitch.
I lay on my back thinking. Muri snuggled as close to me as her D-cups would let her. Sound asleep or totally out of it she was quiet and held her naked body to me.
Why was I thinking about Mom! My mother was pretty cute for her time. I saw her naked when I was about eight. I didn't know what they were doing, but Dad was at work and Mom was fucking Mr. Roper from next door. It wasn't just the once. It was a lot. I didn't know what it meant at the time, but Mom keep begging him to cum in her.
There was that delivery guy. I watched that several times. He always laid his brown pants over the couch. Mom would put her arms on the back of the couch with her dress up over her back and her panties around her ankles while delivery man fucked her from behind.
There were a couple of times I caught her with a couple of guys in the house when I was in high school. She'd slip them out the back not knowing I'd watched while the pounded her full of cum. I always wanted to ask Dad if he knew.
The last time was rehearsal dinner for my wedding. Everyone was having a few drinks. My bride disappeared for a while at the same time as a guy that was supposed to be a boyfriend of her sister that just happened to be someone my ex-wife had dated previously. Not being totally stupid I had some curiosity. While looking for my soon-to-be wife I saw my mother being fucked by my gal's father.
Maybe that's why I don't trust women. I'm not sure I even like women. Not meaning I like men. I like fucking woman, but more in a predatory way. Always looking to find a woman that cheats. Maybe Mom is my reason for being the wife trapper. She did look good getting fucked though.
Well, Muri woke up before I did. She wasn't shy about waking me for another round. When I was ready to fill her cunt she had cum a couple of times and was right along with me.
This was working pretty good. She showered and started putting on her clothes. The big knockers got the best of me and we fucked again. When I shot my second load in her I had a vision. It was Mom. I mean, Muri was Mom. Or, whatever, my mind had me pump my Mom full of cum.
Muri had to get home so she could Skype her husband. I was confused ... very confused.
**************************************
I'll make a note that Muri and I didn't ever get together again. See didn't even call back about the listing. Me on the other hand, I was hoping my next fuck didn't end up with my mother's face on her when I emptied my cum up her cunt.
That wouldn't take long to find out. I had another brunette coming to check the house in the afternoon. With my luck with real estate ladies so far fucking her was pretty much a sure thing.
My work needed my attention. I didn't want pussy to get me fired. I showered after Muri left and got in some hours on the company server. I couldn't believe it was Wednesday already. I got enough work done online so my bosses wouldn't be saying anything.
Right on the dot at 2 P.M. Laura rang my doorbell. Funny thing how women can be on time when there are thousands of dollars on the line. She looked just like her online photo. You might say as pretty as a picture. She brushed right past me when I invited her in. At twenty-one she explained that she had worked at a bar while she learned real estate. As a side note she mentioned she liked working the bar scene and tried to work a couple of nights per week. A friendly smile followed her invitation for me to stop by.
After her flirting and body actions while looking at the house and the invitation to the bar I was 100% certain I'd be fucking her. Personally I'm not much of drinker or a bar person. My main use for them has been to pick up married pussy on her girl's night out. Laura left the impression that she wouldn't put a up fight if someone tried to fuck her. I could visualize her working the bar and slipping out for a fuck and maybe another before heading home to her husband.
She told that her husband was a college boy striving to be a one of those upper one percent guys that sucks the wealth from the country. He was 28 and had met her in the bar, then married her. That made me want to fuck her all the more. I had the feeling he was naive to the fact that his wife liked cock and lots of it.
Laura didn't hide her barmaid demeanor. She talked a little rough and you could tell she liked being hit on. She asked if I had talked to other agents, if they made special "concessions", and acted perfectly willing to fuck me if it helped her chances.
She looked like the girl next door type until her clothes came off. First of all she had to have been in a tanning booth in the nude. Her body was pretty much average, but something about her made it work. Maybe it was her man-eater mentality. Then came her statement that didn't shock me, but did catch me off guard.
"My husband is gone a lot. He works harder to make his next million than he does to keep me happy. I try to make sure I get someone to fuck me every day."
Pretty scrappy for a twenty-one year old.
"Next million? Did you say next million?"
"Yes, he's ripped off enough people to be worth about seven. If you fuck me you'll be fucking a rich woman. If I left him today I'd get half. So, what do you say? Want to fuck my three million dollar pussy?"
"Sure ... if I don't have to pay for it. I don't have the cash."
"Well, you could sell your house ... " Laura laughed.
First things first. I nuzzled my face into her pussy with no complaints from her. Looking up when she started to react I spoke.
"I guess I'll have to owe you."
"No, you're off to a good start. This one is free."
Why if I'm in control do I always end up getting hooked on pussy? I have this three foot thing going. Any women that gets within three feet I have to fuck her. It might be 30 feet or three hundred feet. Something about almost every woman makes me want to fuck her.
All that money gave her an air of elegance, yet her bar maid mouth made her sound like a crack whore. I kept my face in her cunt. Juices flowed onto my tongue. Her clit was her weak spot. Absolute a hair trigger. A couple of orgasms from Laura and I was ready to fuck her. My cock rammed home. No biggest cock for her. Laura had been around, not that I wasn't appreciated. I was torn between making it last and blasting my seed into her. Young pussy is great.
"Well, am I worth it?"
"You said it was free. You can't charge me now."
"You'll pay in cum. My cunt's going to suck it right from your balls."
Wow! Her husband got a "buy one/get one free". A classy trophy wife and a nasty gutter slut.
"Do you tell everyone that you are rich?"
"No, I'm usually just the bar waitress that's easy to fuck. I sometimes talk about paying the electric bill and guys offer to help. It's kind of a little inside joke of mine."
The conversation helped me hold off cumming in her. Then it was all rockets, fireworks, and maybe a grenade or two. Laura went off and I drenched her cunt. She went to pee and clean up a little. When I went I expected her to be dressed and ready to leave. Instead of leaving she was in the center of my bed on her elbows and knees and her cunt pointed right at me.
"Want to fuck me from behind?"
I gave her an 8 inch answer. Pounded my cock into her hard. She liked hard. Hell, she liked everything. Slow and smooth, pussy eaten, it it was sex Laura liked it. I gave her twenty minutes of some of my best. Satisfied my entire load was in her Laura dropped a knee and rolled onto her back. Still hard enough to get it in I plunge my dick home in her.
So, then it got weird. We were doing that kind of fucking where you're done, but it hasn't softened enough to slip out yet. I was kissing her nipples and her neck. She'd cum back with a full on lip smashing tongue kiss. Then she got the Mom face. Not the kind of "I have kids" Mom face. My Mom's face. Not my Mom's face now, but back when I knew she was fucking other guys without Dad's knowledge.
"Why are you staring?"
"Oh, I don't know. You are just so beautiful."
"Yeah ... bullshit. What are you thinking?"
It was then rather than going soft and slipping out I was looking at the Mom face and getting hard again. Laura's eyes got big and she started fucking me again. I wasn't really pumping into her cunt, then realized the Mom face was fucking me. Looking down at Laura's body I was seeing Mom's body that I had spied on so many times when I catch her fucking someone other than Dad. Laura had her gutter mouth going again and I just blew a spurt that splattered inside her.
My mind was wrecked, all fucked up. Why was my Mom's face showing up in women I was fucking? Laura had to leave. Said she had to show some houses. I called my Mom to see if she was alright. I thought maybe she had died and her ghost was trying to tell me goodbye in a weird way. Mom was fine. I got a hardon listening to her voice as she talked.
I showered, jacking off under the hot spray. Caught myself jacking off thinking of my Mom naked twenty years ago. I heard myself scream. I was either insane or a very disturbed pervert. I got to the computer and did some work on the company server. I was almost getting my hours in for the week.
Then Nancy called, the first real estate fuck. She wanted some more. She came over and I fucked her once and we talked about the house and my success with the other agents. One hundred percent success rate and everyone left with my cum in them.
"That's what I thought. It's a mean business, high pressure, and let's be honest woman aren't ashamed to just straight fuck a guy these days. It's kind a defiance against family thing. I know that's why I do it."
I fucked her and sent her on her way. No Mom face for Nancy.
I think it's starting to get to me. Either that or I need a vacation. Maybe I should go home to see my parents or something.
The scream was inside my head, but loud. Seeing my mother might not be a good idea. If I'd catch her fucking around on Dad I'd probably shove the other guy away and mount her myself.
I got another four hours in on the server, took a break, and my mind got a little mushy. Back on the web I was scanning real estate agent photos and found a woman that looked like my Mom when I was in my teens. Same brown hair with a hint of red, same smile, and from the photo it looked like Mom's jugs under the jacket.
**************************************
Thursday. I waited for their office to open and called the lady that looked like Mom. Nice soft, sexy voice like I remembered Mom using with her boyfriends. I asked her about listing my house. Set the appointment for 1:00 o'clock.
When the doorbell rang if Susie had a different hair style and was wearing 1990's clothing I would have the version of Mom when I was fifteen. Me being smooth kind of faded. I needed to retain my composure. In checking Susie out while showing her around the house I could see about 90% of her was Mom. Maybe I had a fucking time machine in the basement.
Susie was everything I wanted her to be. She got the look I had seen Mom use when she looked at someone she was going to fuck. I was feeling fifteen years old when our clothes came off. The look was Mom. Even the hair on her mound, boobs, and the way her nipples looked when hard. Lord knows I had taken enough peeks at her cheating ways.
There was no need to insist on my usual desire to eat pussy first. It seemed like Susie's idea and I was ready to oblige. I stared up her thighs, at her cunt, to her boobs, and at the almost familiar smile on her face. I settled at her cunt and she wiggled herself into me. The taste was really good. I thought back to my childhood and wondered if what I was experiencing is what Mr. Roper knew. I never knew if he was Mom's first, just the first I knew about.
I wanted to keep eating her and Susie was having a good time, maybe cumming four times in fifteen minutes.
"Come up and fuck me."
That sure sounded like Mom at her best. My cock slid home easily into her depths. The face was there. I wasn't imagining it. It was Susie, but I was fucking Mom. You could have locked me up for crazy and I would have insisted it was her. My mind was telling me that this was the best fuck ever. I lasted only a few minutes, but Susie was ready for my load. I spurted deep into her and considered it was Mom that had my seed swimming towards her womb.
Laying naked together and kissing it still seemed like Mom. I was hard again in minutes much to the delight of Susie. She climbed on my cock from above and settled down on my length. She brushed her boobs against my face to get me to suck her nipples. I swear if milk would have come out you could have put me in a diaper.
My second load was in her ten minutes later. We laid and cuddled for a while. Lots of make out kissing. The Susie said she had to get home to her husband. He had a sales job and tonight was going to be his first night at home for a while.
"I hope he likes sloppy seconds." I chirped.
"Oh, he does. He just doesn't know it."
Then she was kissing me like we would fuck right there on the floor. Finally she broke the kisses and reached for the door. Then reaching for the door she said,
"I don't know what it is about your cock that I just can't get enough of."
"We should do this again then."
"Oh, most definitely. You notice I'm carrying two loads of your cum in me for my husband to play in. He'll think I'm wet because I glad to see him."
I recalled overhearing Dad say that to a buddy about Mom. The joke about it was it was one of Dad's buddies Mom had been fucking.
Susie lit up my world. Thoughts about fucking Mom might be wrong, but without her knowledge Susie made it real.
**************************************
Whatever might be wrong with me something seemed right. Susie would be back. We both knew it.
I tried to do some work online. After a couple of hours I was back to the real estate companies looking for one special person. I had come to the end of my line fucking realty agents. Everyone of them fucked me and were more than willing to do so to give them a better chance at my listing.
My search for that one special agent took some time. Then there she was. Her bio said she had raised her family and was now starting her career in real estate. Fifty-seven years old. I flipped back and forth between her photo and ones I had of Mom on my computer. So, much alike. Even the same hairdo and color. Same smile, same mischief in her eyes Mom always showed after someone fucked her.
I became her stalker. I went around the internet for social media and learned much about her. Husband, three kids. Lots of pictures with family. Even a grandchild. All her poses seemed to say, "Here I am, come fuck me."
Her agent record showed that she had sold two houses and listed none. I made the call. We set an appointment for 10 AM in the morning. Strangely her name was Elizabeth, went by Lizzie. Same as my Mom. I didn't care if she was Lizzie fucking Borden, I wanted a crack at her treasure.
I had a wild night of dreams about fucking my Mom at various ages and always waking up thinking I had cum on myself. Things were disturbingly real.
Ah, Friday morning. I slept late, to a little after nine. Maybe that would make the wait for Lizzie seem shorter. When I answered the door I felt like I did as a kid, expecting Lizzie to ask me if I was going to wear those clothes to school. But, this was real time Mom, here in the here and now. Lizzie smiled at me as if she had a son my age. Actually, that was one of the first things she said.
"I have a son your age."
Lizzie wasn't exactly giving me a mother to son look. Her smile was genuine. I could feel my body moving slightly towards Hell. What little she said about her husband didn't tell much except he was Managing Broker at the national realty chain where they both worked.
She went on to tell about her experience in learning the real estate business and how her husband didn't show her any favors. She said both or her houses she had sold had relied mostly on luck.
"Some of the girls said that sex sells house. Even better, sex lists houses. What to you think?"
"I can tell you that every one that has looked at the house to list it has tried to use their womanhood to sway my decision."
"To what extent?"
She had a look to her like my Mom when she wanted me to confess something that she already knew. She crossed her legs as she asked, confusing me even more.
"Ummm, I guess the full extent."
"You had sex with some of them?"
I didn't have any reason to lie. I had the feeling she wanted me to say yes.
"Yes."
"That explains why I'm not getting listings. They are the most profitable without the direct work with the buyers."
"I understand that. It's a lot of money. And, it's not like they are selling themselves on the street."
"Too bad I'm to old for that."
"I don't think so."
"That's sweet, but don't lie to me. I'd be too old for you."
"Again, I don't think so."
"You can't be serious."
I pulled her to me and kissed her. Her tongue was quick to meet mine. It wasn't the kind of kiss I'd get from my mom. It was the kind of kiss I always imagined Mom would give me if I was fucking her.
My hands were on the sides of Lizzie's tits, feeling through her dress and bra. I brought my thumbs over her nipples. Passion the women hadn't felt in years took her over. I reached under her dress and pulled off her panties. As we continued to kiss I worked a finger into her pussy.
"Thirty-five years and I've never cheated on my husband. Here I am with someone young enough to be my son."
"Nothing wrong with that, is there?"
"No, are you going to screw me?"
"Screw you, fuck you. Which ever you prefer."
"Fuck me then."
I moved her over to the couch and sat her down on the edge.
"Let me take off my dress."
"No, leave it on."
I lifted her dress and pressed my lips to her smoldering cunt.
"Gracious. No one's done that since college."
She had her hand on the back of my head to be sure I didn't get away. I was tasting the juices from deep inside her with my tongue. I sucked up and down both cunt lips. Lizzie was positively out of her mind. I sucked her clit and she exploded. I went back to her slit not wanting to miss a drop. I looked up across her heaving tummy and over her boobs to her face. God, it could be Mom. I had to fuck her.
I could have fucked her right there. Then I remembered my earlier flashbacks of Mom fucking the delivery guy. Was it a coincidence that I was wearing brown pants? I brought her to her feet, directed her behind the couch and move her to where her arms were across the back of the couch. I folded my brown pants and put them over the arm of the couch like it was done when the deliveryman fucked Mom those many, many years ago.
I flipped her skirt hem over her back and placed the head of my cock right between her outer lips. Lizzie said something I didn't fully hear. The pretty agent was crying,
"Sorry, What did you say?"
"I said I'm throwing away 35 years of being faithful to my husband."
"What do you want me to do?"
"I've been so good for so long ... push!"
Actually, it was Lizzie that pushed to take in the first inches. Then I stroked into her until I was buried with my balls slapping under her. I had my hands on her ass. She arched her back to bring her hips up to me just like I had watched Mom do with the deliveryman back in the day. Thirty five years of being the good wife melted away as I pumped into her married cunt.



After the first few minutes or so I stopped fucking Lizzie. I was now fucking Mom and my cock was quickly to the point I was going to fill her with my cum. Suddenly I was in the 1980's and seed was about to boil from my shaft into this pretty fifty-seven year old. Lizzie's body lurched just as my seed spurted into her. It was through clenched teeth when she spoke, but it was loud.
"Oh, my God son, fuck me!"
She was trembling after being wracked hard from her orgasm. I felt like my sperm was still spurting although it should have been long gone by then. I just held there. Holding on to her ass, never wanting my cock to come out of her sweet pussy.
Lizzie didn't seem to want it out of her either. I didn't seem to be going soft although she was beautiful I still felt as if I was coupled to my Mom. Every few seconds I'd thrust up her cunt and she'd let out a little gasp each time. Finally, still not looking back at me she wiggled on my cock a little and spoke.
"I don't know what made me call you son."
"Really, I think I might know. I am younger than you. Do I remind you of your son?"
"I think I know where this is going." She paused. "Do I remind you of your mom?
Neither one of us said anything else. I fucked into her a few times and her cunt came back each time to meet me. Cum was leaking out from between us a little by that time.
"Can we go to the bedroom?" Lizzie asked.
We kissed and ran our hands over each other for a few seconds. We walked to the bedroom hand in hand. I took off my shirt and Lizzie took off her dress and Mom bra. Not that I really knew what bra my Mom would wear, but this was one of those Mom bras you'd expect a woman to wear that was nearing sixty years of age.
Her tits popped out nicely. Long with some sag and brown nipples. Rather than dropping down and out they hung remarkably close together with the nipples pointing right at me. A look down her mostly flat stomach took me down to her cunt lips now protruding from her pussy hair and leaking some cum.
We did some heavy make out kissing before Lizzie sat up cross-legged on the bed. My eyes went right to her open cunt and worked up to her nice tits and nipples. Before I could look into her eyes she spoke.
"So, that's us then? I'm fucking my son, you're fucking your mother?"
"I guess so. Does that work for you?"
I wished she was more of a whore to be like Mom. Instead I got miss goody two shoes that had just crossed over that line.
"What's with you and your mother?"
"I would catch her with a variety of men. I'd watch and wonder what it was like to fuck her."
"Then you actually never did then? I mean fuck your mother. There's a nasty term for that, you know." She laughed and smiled.
"No, of course not."
"But you would have had she asked?" Lizzie tilted her head waiting for my answer.
"Probably in a New York second. What about you and your son?"
"Oh, as a mother I'd seen him naked when he was little. His cock looked like it would be bigger than his father's some day. Then I caught my son masturbating a few times. I knew he was bigger than his Dad and even though I scolded him about it I found my self aroused by his cock all covered in semen. His Dad is a rather indifferent man and it was during one of those times that he was indifferent to me that I went to my room and fingered myself while having indecent thoughts about my son's penis."
"When I'd watch Mom I'd go to my room and almost beat the skin off my dick." I added.
"Later, when my son had girlfriends I spied on him a few times fucking them. I felt jealousy towards the girl he'd be fucking as I'd watch the length of him working in and out of her. The little bitches didn't worry about getting knocked up and would bareback him. I'd have sessions with myself imagining my son cumming in me."
"Sounds like we're both kind of fucked up."
"Finally, after he married I thought they were out at the pool and walked into the guest room. His wife was on top and I walked in to see her raise her pussy up and down on his shaft. Tracie was facing the door and never batted an eye while I stood there watching her fuck his nice cock. I don't think my son ever knew that I stood there until he started to cum in her. Tracie always had this smirk on her face after that."
"I'd have to guess how this compared to your son."
"I'd say very much the same, and you do look like him."
"Yeah, you do look an awful look like Mom. Do you think this is all wrong?" I asked.
"I think everything about it is right."
Lizzie leaned towards me and started to suck my cock. The roles had been set. I laid back and relaxed. Mother was sucking her son's cock. Much like when I was fucking her from behind at the couch I didn't want it to end. I didn't warn her when I was about to cum. She knew it and wanted to suck me off. I spurted hard and she handled it. She showed me my cum in her mouth, then moved enough to spit my load out on my stomach. Lizzie grinned and evil grin.
"Did you see the mess you made in your Mommy's mouth?"
Then she put her mouth over the puddle and sucked it back into her mouth. She showed it to me again and then swallowed it.
Opening her mouth to speak, "Look at what Mommy did. All gone. Naughty Mommy."
She got up and walked away into the kitchen. I followed her, us both naked. Lizzie leaned over to look in the fridge for something to drink. Cum ran from her and splattered on the tile floor. Lizzie grabbed two beers and stepped around the cum to sit at the table with me to have a beer.
"Well, that was fun. Maybe I should have fucked a younger guy twenty years ago. All good things come to those who wait I suppose. Here I sit with my pussy leaking your cum and I've never been happier."
"It has been grand. I'll have different dreams tonight."
"I want us to do this again."
"Me, too, but give me a few minutes to rest up."
"That, too. But, I mean again again. I want an affair with you."
Lizzie finished the beer and walked naked back to my bed. I followed right after her. I shoved my cock in her and felt her dampness and warmth. The kiss was real. So very real. When she stopped I got a look of admiration.
"You're the best Mom ever!"
I kissed her some more as we continued to fuck before I sent my load into her. She said she could have cum several times but wanted to save it for one big one with me. It was a big one for both of us. We snuggled and kissed for a while. Lizzie dressed and combed her hair while making no effort to clean my cum from inside her. She smelled a bit freshly fucked, but it was a good smell on her.
A few minutes later she was in the kitchen telling me goodbye. A few more little kisses and a hug before she stepped back.
"Okay, this Mom and son thing, that's just for us and just in the bedroom. Understand?"
It was almost a scolding tone. I quickly agreed. Another little kiss and she was out the door. I watched her round ass as she walked to the car as I remembered the treasures under that dress. A little wave and Lizzie was out of my driveway and into the street. I just stood at my door for several minutes. I hadn't let a woman give the orders for quite a while. I wasn't going to say anything about keeping our deal confined to the bedroom. It would be just like talking back to my Mom.
**************************************
I wasn't about to shower and remove the feel of Lizzie from my body or her juices from my cock. After an hour or so I was back at the computer working on the company server. I was almost catching up to what I needed to get done. I thought often of Lizzie and called her.
"Hi, just wanted to thank you for the help on what to do about listing my house."
"No, thank you. I was just thinking about how nice your house looked."
I could hear her heels on the floor like she was walking away from someone. Her next words were in a whisper.
"I love you."
"Oh ... I love you, too."
She disconnected the call. I went back to company work. A half hour later Lizzie call me back.
"Maybe I shouldn't have said that. Was it all right ... what I said?"
"It was fine. I'm glad you said it."
"Well, I meant it."
"Me, too."
"We have family things this weekend. I want to see you Monday sometime. Okay?"
"I have a wedding this weekend." I want to see you, too."
"It's not your wedding is it?"
"No, I've learned better than that. Once bitten, twice shy."
"I wish I wasn't married, but what would people say if they saw us out together?"
"I don't think you look that much older than me. I've got some miles on me."
"Well, I looking to get a lot more miles on myself if you think you can keep up."
"You can always sit on my tongue."
"That's mean. You're making it hard to wait for Monday."
"Any time."
"Don't tempt me."
The phone went silent. Someone must have walked up in her. When the phone rang back it almost scared me. Good thing I checked the caller ID. It was Anna.
"Hi."
"I'm so fucking tired of this wedding." Anna was really stressed.
"Hey, it's almost over and you'll see me in the morning."
Between my mother and my fucking mother-in-law I'm going crazy. My bridesmaids are acting like fucking children. There's a conflict for the rehearsal dinner and my Dad just decided to give me the Father/Daughter talk.
"What can I do to help?"
"You can fuck me. I'll be over as soon as I can sneak out to my car. I need fucked hard and fucked good."
The little nineteen year old next day bride had her mouth going with fuck this and fuck that. When I tried to calm her down she had already hung up. Twenty minutes later her car bounced into my driveway. She brushed right past me and spun around once inside and plastered herself to me for a kiss. The clothes starting coming off. First hers and then mine. Anna did every bit of undressing us both.
It felt like I was being raped. She dropped to her knees and started sucking my cock. I knew me blowing my load into her mouth wasn't what she needed. I picked her up naked and carried her to the bed. She had her legs open for me to fuck her.
"Would you like me to eat that pussy first?"
Anna's facial expression softened. "Yes, please."
It worked pretty fast. I made her cum a couple of times with my tongue moving up her slit and dead centering on her clitoris. I moved up and shoved my cock in her. She was quickly into it and begging me to fuck her harder. Then her phone rang. She pointed a finger at my face.
"Slow down, but don't you dare stop. It's him."
I could hear him ask where she went and if she was okay. I kept fucking her and she was encouraging it.
"I just needed to get away. Everything was driving me crazy. I drove around in my car for a little while."
If the guy was sharp at all he had to notice the cadence to her voice while I pumped my cock into her.
"I decided get out and walk a little bit. I'm walking up the hill at the park behind the mall."
Something else was said.
"Yes, I'll be there for the rehearsal. Don't start without me."
I looked into her face. Her eyes were starting to rolling around and her tongue was hanging out waiting for that cum she needed so desperately.
"OK! See you soon. Love you, too. Don't worry, I'm fine."
She pushed the end button and dropped the phone on the bed beside her. I started fucking her hard and fast like she wanted. Within the minute she was in an out of your mind orgasm, bouncing me all over the bed.
"Oh, fuck. I wanted you to cum in me so bad while he was talking to me."
"You've got it now."
"Yes, I do, don't I?"
She kissed me hard and with passion, then wiggled out from under me.
"I'll be taking your cum with me to my rehearsal dinner. I don't want to be late."
In a flash it was one more kiss and out the door. I sat and thought about all the women. If I discounted the Mom factor with Lizzie then Anna was the best fuck of the bunch. At my age what nineteen year old wouldn't be? That was a funny thing to think about. Lizzie was three times the age of Anna. I tried to think of one I wouldn't want to fuck again. I'd keep the whole bunch. When some of them figured out fucking me didn't get them the listing they became some mad bitches.
**************************************
Friday night was quiet. Time to reflect on life in general. What were my thoughts on the events of the past couple of weeks? Real Estate women were easy to fuck. Sure, but huge commissions while waiting for someone else to do all the work are a great incentive. Not that much different if huge stakes were on the line with any woman some free pussy would come into play.
The Mom thing. That was new. Probably hiding inside my brain since I first saw a cock in my mother, one that didn't belong it her. Lizzie had a thing for her son that she knew about but never directly acted on her impulses. We were a good trade off. For Anna, maybe she had a Daddy issue. Probably a good way to explain her complicity with a guy my age.
Saturday morning my phone rang.
"I'm on my way over. He's just left with his clubs for the golf. I can't believe I'll be married to that guy in a few hours."
Anna soon arrived and started kissing and making out. We worked out way towards the bed as our clothes came off. I think she would have been shocked had I not eaten her out first. She seemed a lot more calm than the night before. I made her cum several times before she wanted me to fuck her.
"Oh, God. My last time getting fucked as a single woman."
"Trust me. It will mean more to you as a married wife with wedding rings on your finger."
"Oh, I can't wait to get back from the honeymoon!"
**************************************
The honeymoon went fine. Anna spent a week in Hawaii with her new spouse. Lizzie and I got together twice doing our mother/son thing. I actually went to see my Mom. You don't call ahead, you just surprise your mom. I surprised her. She was fucking some guy about my age.
I got a few follow up calls from the women about the listing. The one with the seven million dollar husband came over and fucked me. The others wrote me off assuming I'd made up my mind.
I had. It was going to be Anna. It fucking sealed the deal the best fuck needs to be the winner. Sorry ladies. Lizzie and I talked about my choice. She was okay with it if I let her be my agent to buy the condo. She said the money didn't mean as much to her since she was married to her broker. She had an interesting take on the situation.
"Ever wonder why agents don't like the owners at home for a showing? For us, we fucked in a lot of condos while picking out the one I liked."
Good attitude.
Anna got back from her honeymoon. She was more interesting in trying out what I said about fucking with her wedding rings on than the listing. After a week with a new husband she wanted some of my cock after a bit with my tongue in her pussy.
"Do you like my married pussy?"
"I do. I can't tell any difference."
"Maybe that's because you've got a couple of inches on him and he's a quick cummer. You're right about the wedding ring/cheating wife thing. I love it!"
**************************************
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