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Krista Gives-in to Temptation
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Marshal rolled out of bed and shut off his alarm before it sounded. He looked back at his wife. She was laying on her stomach and the covers had slipped aside to reveal the rich, supple flesh of her back. He could make out the edges of her boob, as it smashed down against the mattress. Once upon a time, Marshal would have been rock-hard to see Krista naked in the bed, her brunette locks falling across her beautiful face, but this morning it did nothing for him. Hell, for as many mornings and nights as he could remember, the sight did nothing for him.

Marshal was bored of his wife. There was no doubt that Krista was beautiful. That much was indisputable. But she wasn’t beautiful like the young girls who pranced down the street in their skin-tight jeans or tiny skirts. She was beautiful like the woman you love, not like the woman you dream of fucking. She had full, luscious curves, but they were familiar. She was fit, but she did not have the tiny waist of a fashion model. True, she was in fantastic shape, much better shape than him. But she was a thirty-three-year-old mother of two, and she carried herself with the softness and sweetness of a mom. There was nothing hard or shocking about her. She was soft warmth from her light, brown hair to her kind eyes, to her smooth tan legs, and delicate feet.

They had been married for ten years, and Marshal had long ago gotten used to the surprise in people’s eyes when they saw how pretty his wife was. He was not a bad looking man, but he wasn’t anyone’s idea of a stud or player. Krista however, always got looks from men. But they were mere appreciative glances. Anyone who saw her knew she wasn’t going to do anything wrong or misbehave in any way. She never gave anyone any reason to have that kind of impression of her.

Marshal pulled on his clothes, leaned over and kissed his wife’s cheek as she slept, then rushed off to get his jog before work.

Krista woke up and looked around the room. She was disappointed. She remembered years ago, sleeping in the nude was all it took to get her husband going. She rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling. The kids wouldn’t be up for a while, she had a little time. She brought her hands to her luscious breasts, squeezing them gently. She closed her eyes and tried to imagine her husband here beside her. As she traced her hand down her tummy, she imagined it was his hand, and when she pressed her fingertips lower, teasing her pussy, she imagined it was his tongue.

She breathed deep, the covers fallen aside, one hand on her breast, one hand between her thighs. She imagined her husband licking her as her fingers slipped into her cunt and rubbed against her clit. She tried to focus on that image of her husband, but her mind drifted. She pictured Brenda’s husband. He was an athlete; a gorgeous 22-year-old with a flawless body and confident, commanding presence. She imagined him strolling right into the room and pushing her handsome but unimpressive husband aside. She pictured him pulling a massive erection from his sweatpants and holding it over her wet, needy cunt teasingly as her husband gasped in surprise and shame.

Krista stopped suddenly. Her eyes snapped open and she pulled her hand from between her legs. What the hell was she thinking? What was the matter with her? Her body trembled. She had been so close to having an orgasm, but fantasizing about another man was practically cheating. She sat up in the bed. How many months had it been since she’d felt anything inside her but her own fingers? 

For better or worse, she reminded herself as she got up and got dressed. She got the kids off to school and grabbed her clothes for the gym. She could get a quick workout in before she had to show up to her part-time job at the bank. 

She walked into the gym and it was nearly empty. It was a very nice, modern gym designed for women and families. She walked in and scanned her membership card. Mark was behind the counter. He gave her one of his charming smiles. “Good morning Mrs. Wilson,” he said.

“Good morning, Mark,” she said back to the young man. He was probably just over twenty. A fitness buff; very toned and very confident, and always flirting. There had been a few times she had actually needed to scold him for getting a little too fresh. She knew he didn’t mean anything by it, but she was afraid of the impression it might give others. She had scolded him gently though and with a smile on her face, so he had taken it in stride. Today, she noticed the way the man’s fitted t shirt stretched across his impressive chest. Her eyes dropped without thinking and she noticed the impressive bulge in his shorts, but she didn’t allow her eyes to linger. She moved past him to the locker room and traded her sensible skirt and blouse for skin-tight yoga pants and an athletic t. 

When she came out of the locker room, Mark was standing near the door.

“Krista,” he said. “I was actually hoping you’d come in today. We just got these new automated massage chairs and I was hoping I could get your opinion on them before we put them in service. Do you have time? No charge.”

Krista felt the familiar rush of heat she got when Mark flirted with her. She supposed that’s how all the housewives felt when he turned on his charm. He was an impressive young man, from his boyish smile to his intensely masculine build. She hesitated, wondering if it was appropriate to go off with him. 

“This isn’t like those ones in the mall,” Mark continued. “These are really something. Come on.”

He took her wrist in his gentle but powerful hand and began to lead her to the back. She felt herself naturally surrendering to his command as he led her down a hallway. He brought her to a door marked “Employees only.”

“This whole area is going to have a Zen lounge vibe, but for now it’s still a mess.” He opened the door and led her into a dark but comfortable room. She could tell this room would be a very relaxing space once it was finished. There were two black padded chairs in here that looked like normal leather recliners with machinery attached to the back. He guided her onto one. 

The faux leather felt luxurious, and the cushioning was amazing. She felt her body already relaxing as she sunk into the chair. She felt slightly vulnerable, laying on the chair as the young, powerfully built man stood so close to her she could feel the heat of his body. Mark worked the controls and the chair began to hum softly.

Krista parted her lips and purred as she felt the machine begin to softly knead the muscles of her back. “Oh my,” she said.

Mark shifted his weight, his young, muscular thigh pressing against her bare arm. She wondered if she should say something, but she was sure it was an accident. His soft, hairy skin felt intoxicating against the flesh of her arm. His body radiated heat and vitality. 

“This is amazing,” she purred.

He ran his fingertips down her shoulder to her small biceps, tracing the contours of her arm. “You should take off your top. It feels even better against your bare skin.”

Krista laughed, but her heart sped up a fraction. “What did I tell you about that flirting, young man?” she teased.

“I could take my shirt off too; if it would make you more comfortable.”

She looked at him, her mouth beginning to water, imagining him peeling off that tight shirt to reveal the young, naked flesh beneath it. She felt the heat building between her legs. She stood up and turned her back to him, eyeing the door. “I probably better go get started on my workout,” she said.

She could have walked to the door. It was unlocked, and Mark wasn’t doing anything to stop her, but instead she hesitated, standing there in her yoga pants and tight athletic top, her skin hot and tingling. She was deeply aware of her tits rising and falling with her deepening breath.

Mark stepped closer and hugged her from behind. His strong arms wrapped around her waist and around her breasts and he pulled her gently against his strong, unyielding young frame.

All thoughts of morality or consequence vanished from her mind as she felt the bulge of his gigantic cock pressing against her ass through both their clothes. 

“Oh,” she whispered. “You’re so hard.”

“You always make me hard,” he said. “Just the scent of you makes me hard.”

Krista sighed, losing her will to resist as he began to kiss the back of her neck, his hands tugging at her clothes. Krista sunk back against him, like leaning against a solid wall, letting him hold her up. He took hold of her shirt and began to peel it up. She lifted her arms and let the sheer cloth lift free of her. The warmth of the room was comforting as was the feeling of Mark’s hands, and the soft, passionate kisses on the back of her neck. She pushed her ass back, rubbing herself against his amazing bulge as he stripped her of her bra, revealing her full, luscious tits. He grabbed a breast in each hand as she continued to grind against him. His tongue traced from her spine to the base of her skull, then he nibbled his way back down the side of her neck. 

Krista turned towards him and pressed her mouth to his. She wasn’t thinking anymore. Her body had taken over and her mind had gone blank and empty. She felt his tongue pressing between her lips and his hands dropping to her lush ass. He squeezed her ass as he kissed her with abandon, their tongues wresting inside her eager mouth. He took hold of the waistband of her yoga pants and began to peel them down. She reached back with one hand and helped him, hooking them and wiggling herself free of the clinging cloth until it was low enough to begin to kick it free.

She reached under Mark’s shirt and felt the contours of his bulging muscles. She was breathing hard and heavy as she ran her hands up, under his shirt and caressed his broad pecs. He stripped off his shirt in one swift motion, revealing his fantastic, chiseled torso. She couldn’t resist pressing her lips to his chest and kissing his thrillingly masculine flesh. She traced her tongue down to his abs, bending at the waist as she licked his six-pack. He reached out, leaning forward as he cupped her ass-cheeks in his wide, powerful grip.

Krista continued kissing her way down. She grabbed his shorts and lowered them until his massive erection broke free, pointing up at the ceiling like a proud warrior. She was amazed at the size and power of the young man’s cock and she hesitated, breathing it in. The scent of hot, throbbing meat caused a chemical reaction deep inside her, making her tingle as her pussy flooded with vaginal fluid and her mouth flooded with saliva. She lowered her lips to his swollen purple cockhead and kissed it. She spread her lips and sucked just the tip. As she slipped her lips from his mushroom head, strings of saliva ran from her mouth to his pole. She began to kiss her way back up his abs.

She knew she could spend hours worshiping that beautiful cock, but if she was really doing this... if she was really going to cheat, she wanted that amazing dick inside her. She kissed her way back up his chest and up his neck, then she purred up towards his ear. “Take me,” she purred. “Screw me right here. I don’t care anymore. I can’t fight it anymore.”

Mark picked her up and set her back down on the chair, which was still running. He had been right, it did feel fantastic on her bare flesh as the rollers in the chair pressed through the silky faux leather to knead her muscles. Mark knelt on the floor and pushed his handsome face between her thighs. She moaned as he kissed her pussy, gently at first, then hungrily. He slurped as he drove his tongue inside her, lapping up the juices from her flooding cunt.

His mouth felt good, but she ached for his cock. She took hold of his face and pulled it up towards her own. She kissed him as his weight pressed down on her. He reached between their bodies and took his dick in his hand, guiding it. She rolled her hips up, making her pussy more accessible as he pressed the throbbing head of his cock against her wet cunt.

She moaned as he began to slide inside her. His fantastic girth felt amazing as it pried her open, massaging her sensitive flesh with ridges and contours. She squeezed the young man close to her, her tits hot against his chest, burying her face in the crook of his neck. She wrapped her legs around him, heels resting on the curve of his muscular ass as he began to rock forward.

He planted his massive prick deep inside her, pushing farther inside her than anyone ever had before and making her whimper like a much younger girl. She closed her eyes, kissing his neck as he began to grind his pole across the walls of her cervix. She rocked her hips against him, whimpering with each movement of her body, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his muscular back.

Mark’s entire body rocked and flexed. She could feel the muscles of his back working as his hips circled and pressed, moving his amazing dick inside her. She kissed his neck, breathing in the intense masculine scent of his young flesh. Her heels moved across his strong ass and down the lines of his powerful thighs as she felt the depths of her cunt yield to his thick, throbbing manhood. His skin was firm against her soft flesh, as if he was carved of granite, but she could feel the life and vitality in him. Heat radiated from his body and she imagined his sweat was rich in hormones and chemistry as it rubbed against her tingling, energized frame.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh yes.”

“I love your body,” Mark moaned, his voice deep and penetrating. “I love the feeling of your hot pussy.”

“Your body,” she whimpered. “Oh yes... Your body.” 

But it was his cock that she was thinking of. He was touching depths of her pussy that she didn’t even know existed as he flexed and rocked his body, fucking her slow like he had all the time in the world; fucking her as if she belonged to him; as if he never had to give her back. Krista nibbled on his neck, licking his hot, masculine flesh as she whimpered in ecstasy. She rocked her body back against him, matching his slow, steady pace, purring with each movement of his fantastic cock.

His voice made her tingle as he said, “You’re so fucking sexy.”

She sighed and stretched her arms up above her head, wiggling her body against him. She felt sexier than she had ever felt in her life, her full, luscious tits smashed against his powerful chest, her smooth legs spread wide, feet caressing his hairy thighs.

“Harder,” she purred. “Oh yes. Do it harder.” She knew it was going to hurt, but she didn’t care, she wanted to cum on this big, beautiful cock and, even more, she wanted to make this gorgeous dick cum inside her. She wanted to feel the hot spray of a man like this filling her up at least once in her life.

Mark grunted as he began to move his hips more aggressively. His fat tool began to slide back and forth inside her with more speed and force, making her shudder deep inside. The pain was nothing compared to the tremendous sensation of vibration as his huge dick slammed back and forth inside her. She dug her nails into his back, whimpering as he began to pound her harder. 

The massage chair was rocking slightly, its mechanical fingers long since finished. She could hear the base of the chair scrapping against the floor as it moved with each thrust. Krista could feel something inside her building, like a ball of energy that had been trapped at the base of her spine, radiating and with electricity. “Yes,” she whimpered. “You’re amazing. Oh god. Oh yes. You’re so big. You’re so hard. Oh yes!”

His dick seemed to go on forever, thick and hard and driving back and forth like a piston, touching every part of her hungry, aching cunt. The energy at her spine seemed to grow in intensity, like it was pulling all the sensation from the rest of her body and condensing it into one tight, unbearably intense ball. Then suddenly, it exploded.

Shivers of intensity shot out in every direction, making her body writhe and shake with climax. Krista cried out as her body shuddered with a powerful, quaking orgasm. It wasn’t just her first orgasm in months, or even years, it was perhaps her first, real orgasm ever. Even in their earliest, honeymoon stages, Marshal’s dick had never been able to touch her where this beautiful cock was touching her. Her husband had never been able to fuck her the way she was being fucked right now.

She continued to whimper in incomprehensible words as she lost her senses to a state of passionate nirvana. She forgot where she was or even who she was. For a moment, Krista knew only hot, overwhelming pleasure as she trembled in earth-shaking orgasm. 

Her whole body vibrated with intensity as her muscles trembled and she writhed in climax. Mark continued to grind his beautiful cock deep inside her as the explosions of ecstasy made her lose all sense of time. 

She heard her own voice, as if from a great distance away. “Yes,” she cried out. “Oh yes. I love it. Oh yes, I love it. Fuck.”

As her senses came back, her entire body was tingling and her head was spinning. Mark was moving away from her, his granite chest releasing its weight on her tits. 

“I’m about to cum,” he said.

Krista realized the man was about to pull-out of her and she grabbed him with both her arms and legs, pulling him back in. “No,” she begged. “Please. Please. I want to feel it. I want it inside me.”

With a grunt he slammed his thick meat deep inside her. She moaned as if it was the first time again, as his dick plunged inside her. She could feel him throbbing deep in her womb as he began to spray hot, thick sperm inside her. 

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Fill me. Fill me with your seed.” Her body continued to radiate with the aftershocks of her orgasm as her pussy felt like it was drinking up the young stud’s potent seed.

Her orgasm seemed to continue. It could have lasted an hour or a few seconds, but finally, it fully passed, leaving her relaxed, panting with blissful release. She imagined she could feel the power of his hot sperm, swimming inside her as she sighed with satisfaction. 

“That was amazing,” she purred. She knew that soon she was going to feel guilty and ashamed, but right now, all she felt was beautifully sexy and blissfully satisfied.

She also knew that this couldn’t be the last time she did this. She loved and treasured her husband and her family, but she was never going to go without truly getting fucked again.

“Can I book the chair again tomorrow,” she purred, and both her and her new lover laughed.
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Loser’s Failed Three-way
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“Take a deep breath, Honey,” Krista said. “It’s going to be okay. Why are you so nervous?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that... it’s been ten years. I’ve only ever been with you.”

“It’s been ten years for me too,” she lied. “You don’t see me hyper-ventilating over it.”

“I’m not sure I can do this,” he said.

Krista swallowed, trying not to let her agitation show. He couldn’t back out now. That would ruin everything. If he didn’t take this opportunity, then it would ruin her plan and she would have to continue to live with the guilt of cheating.

After she had cheated on her husband for the first time, she had felt both excited and guilty. There was a thrill of getting away with something. But every time she fucked the young stud at the gym, she felt the balance slide as she felt more and more guilty each time. She loved her husband, and she couldn’t endure the guilt, but she couldn’t come clean to him. She had to give him something in return. Something that could give him as much joy as she got from cheating.

Her first, most obvious thought was just to let him cheat also. Encourage him somehow to get himself a lover. But she knew that wouldn’t work. She couldn’t stand the idea of some other woman stealing his time away from her. Plus, she knew it would be different for him. He would undoubtably fall into the clutches of some manipulative little bitch who would want to steal everything they had worked together to build.

No. If she was going to let him cheat, she needed to be in complete control of it. That’s when she had the idea. She would give him the thrill that every guy dreamed of. She would give him every man’s fantasy: Two girls.

He had agreed to it quickly enough. He had surprised her by saying if she was going to give him a three-way with another girl, he would have to let her have a three-way with another guy. She shrugged off the offer and told him she couldn’t wait to watch him with another woman, and to share this new experience with him. After that he had let his enthusiasm and excitement for the idea show.

But now it was different. The cute young girl from down the street was in the bedroom, waiting in her tight little denim shorts and slinky top, probably getting more and more bored while her and her husband hid in the bathroom. Krista smiled kindly, trying to soothe his nerves. Perhaps she had picked a girl too hot for her husband to accept.

The girl was named Tori. She was just over 18-years-old, and she had Daddy issues. Krista had seen her with an endless string of older guys, hanging on them like a flirty airhead. Krista expected the girl to be a bitch when it came to other women, but when she talked to her it seemed the young girl had mommy issues too. Tori had hung on her, flirting in a lurid, needy way that Krista found thrilling, despite never having been into girls. 

Krista had invited the young blonde over for drinks with her husband and there was no doubt that Tori knew exactly what was expected. She showed up in skin-tight daisy dukes, her blonde hair done up in twin pony-tails and her girly, flirtatious behavior on overdrive.

“Come on, Sweetie,” Krista said to her husband. “Let’s go do this. Let’s make your fantasy come true... both our fantasies come true, I mean. Come on.”

“I just...”

Krista was losing patience. If he did this, she was a great wife. If he didn’t do this, she was a cheating whore. She wanted to reach out and slap his face and tell him to man-up, but instead she sighed and smiled patiently. “Okay Sweetheart. How about I go out and get started. Then you can join us when you think you’re ready, okay?”

Marshal nodded, a pitiful look on his face. Krista leaned in and kissed his cheek. She took his hand and squeezed it reassuringly then she turned and walked out of the bathroom, her hips swaying enticingly.

Marshal watched as his wife walked out into the bedroom. The hot blonde teen was laying on her tummy across the bed, flipping through one of Krista’s magazines. Her thin legs kicked up behind her, her trashy pumps dangling by their straps, almost touching her tight ass as she flicked them back and forth. 

Krista walked out in her soft, silk slip. She looked more beautiful to him than she had in years, her luscious curves hugged by the flimsy material of her night dress; her legs looking supple and smooth. Perhaps it was just the sensuality of the night that made her seem to glow with new vitality, but Marshall thought it had to be more than that. It seemed like she had been more alive and more vibrant for weeks. 

Tori looked delicious. Her young, slinky body decorated in her tight, trashy outfit. How many times had he fantasized about this young girl from down the street? And now here he was, hiding in the bathroom. But a girl like that... a girl that could have anyone... who had young studs hitting on her constantly... How was he supposed to compete with that? What would happen when she saw him, naked? Would she laugh and storm out of the room? 

If that happened, it would be in his mind forever. When he thought of her, dripping wet in the shower, and reached down to stroke his own erection, he would know that it was not just an unlikely fantasy, but a complete impossibility. He noticed he was shaking. Perhaps his wife was right. If he just watched a while, then he would be ready. Or perhaps she would get tired of waiting and just leave. She probably wasn’t really here for that anyway. It was a trick or a game. She wasn’t really going to ever allow herself to be touched by a man like him.
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