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I'm a bad wife. I married young, letting the
first boy who put his hand down my pants lead me down the aisle.
Our sex life was. . . okay. I cared about my husband, but more than
anything, I was bored.

 


My friends told stories of the scandalous
things they’d done in college and even high school – nasty tales
about blowjobs under the bleachers and getting double teamed by
football players. I blushed hotly at their stories while eating up
the details, my panties growing wetter and wetter.

 


All through my younger years, I had heard my
parents grumbling about how ‘boys only want one thing!’ I couldn’t
help being depressed that I hadn’t realized how badly I wanted to
try that ‘one thing’ from more people than just one person until I
was married and it was too late.

 


Or was it? Casual sex seemed fun and
glamorous from magazines and TV shows. I knew my body looked great,
so why shouldn’t I show it off to someone else who might appreciate
it? As long as I was discreet, I doubted if my husband would even
notice.

 


I had always flirted with the football
players in high school, so the first conquest I tried for was the
quarterback of the local football league, a tall blond named Sam.
Sam had bright blue eyes and muscles for days. His day job was
something dull like an accountant, but when we met up, I finally
got the chance to play nervous high school virgin being seduced by
the quarterback.

 


We were underneath the stands after
practice. Sam had just switched back into his street clothes, and
his hair was still wet from the shower. I had taken my panties off
in the bathroom while he was getting changed and I was already wet
to my knees.

 


I couldn’t believe that I was really doing
this. I’d been flirting with Sam for the past week, but I could
still walk away. I hadn’t been unfaithful to my husband yet. Sam
hadn’t touched me.

 


Of course, my husband also hadn’t touched me
in weeks.

 


All the magazines say that trysts like this
are supposed to take place in motels where you can be safe from
prying eyes, but half the pleasure in this was the risk of someone
seeing us together. I wanted to feel a thick, hard dick slide
inside that empty place that my fingers never quite seemed to fill
up anymore. What I wanted was for Sam to fuck me.

 


“Sam,” I cooed. “I have
something to show you.”

 


Sam followed me under the bleachers like a
puppy dog. When we were alone, I lifted up my skirt and showed him.
I’d shaved everything off in the shower this morning, so Sam could
easily see my wetness on my pink, hairless lips.

 


“Fuck,” he said. I glanced
at the crotch of his jeans and saw the bulge already
growing.

 


“I don’t want to wait
anymore, Sam,” I said. “I want to go all the way. Now.”

 


Almost tripping over himself in his haste,
Sam stripped off his jacket and laid it on the ground. I laid on
the lumpy ground and spread my legs, giving him an eyeful of my
bare pussy. As an afterthought, I pushed up my shirt and tugged the
cups if my bra down until my nipples popped free.

 


Sam was on top of me in a moment, and I
could feel the head of his cock bumping against my opening. “Are
you ready?” he asked, looking like he almost expected me to say no
and snap my legs shut. In answer, I hooked one of my legs around
his hips and pulled him into me.

 


Sam‘s cock slipped inside my wet pussy
easily, and I moaned at the unfamiliar sensation of being filled by
a cock other than my husband’s.

 


Sam began fucking me with a rough, hard
rhythm. Sam was far from a teenager, but the unexpectedness of my
behavior had him fucking me with erratic thrusts within a few
strokes. I didn’t need to be sexually experienced to know he was
about to come.

 


I wasn’t about to cheat on my husband and
not have an orgasm, so I pushed my fingers down between my legs and
started touching myself. If Sam was surprised at my forwardness, he
didn’t comment. I rubbed at my clit, touching myself the way I’d
always masturbated alone in my bed, and I felt the tension coil to
the breaking point.

 


I let out a loud cry as my orgasm hit me and
every muscle in my body tightened up.

 


Sam wasn’t wearing a condom and I wasn’t
using any birth control, and I knew that meant that I should climb
off him and let him finish on my tits or in my mouth, anywhere but
my pussy, but I desperately wanted to feel a man's come pour inside
me. If something started to grow. . . well, I'd deal with that when
it happened.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





