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“Oh, my God! You’re so good!”

My bedroom was bright, and sunny, gauzy white curtains flapping in the breeze. I'm sure the birds were singing too, but I couldn’t hear it over my screams of pleasure and the wet smacks of Jake’s hips slamming against my ass as he fucked me from behind.

My body shook with each powerful thrust as Jake hammered into me, my hands digging into the blue comforter I used to cover my marital bed every time Jake came over to defile it. His hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back onto him with each punch of his thick cock, his pace merciless.

Not content with holding my hips, he leaned over and grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back sharply. I gasped as a sharp pain flared through my scalp as Jack forced me to arch my back and expose my throat.

"Take it, you little slut," he growled in my ear. "You love this, don't you? Your fucking husband could never do this to you."

His words stung more than my scalp. What was I doing? I couldn't believe I was here, fucking my husband’s rival, surrendering to his rough and degrading treatment. It went against everything Mark had taught me about love and respect. But the memory of Mark's gentle touch only made my need for Jake's brutal thrusts stronger. My mind and body were at war as pleasure and guilt mixed, leaving me confused and ashamed but unable to resist.

"God, you're such a whore for my cock," Jake continued, then grabbed my neck with both hands and used my body as an anchor for his relentless thrusts. "I own you, Sarah. You're mine now."

Tears welled up in my eyes as I heard those words, but the feel of Jake’s cock stretching me burned away the shame. I thought about Mark and how this all started. If only... if only...

But there was no time to dwell on that, as Jake used every ounce of his muscular body to pound me into submission.

"Fuck yes, Jake!" I moaned, unable to control myself. "Please, make me cum!"

"Is that what you want, slut?" He grunted, slamming into me even harder. "You want me to make you cum all over your marital bed?"

"Y-yes!" I cried out, my voice breaking as I reached my peak.

With a final, powerful thrust, Jake pushed me over the edge of bliss. My body tensed and my senses were overcome as a powerful orgasm washed over me, each wave shaking me to my core. A guttural cry escaped my lips, the sound filling the room that I shared with my husband. Every nerve in my body was on fire and, for a moment, Jake was all I could feel and think about. Despite the guilt that would surely follow this moment of pure ecstasy, I couldn't deny the intense pleasure.

I collapsed onto the bed, breathless and panting, my body still trembling from the aftershocks of my climax. As I tried to catch my breath, I turned my head, and my eyes fell upon a picture of Mark and me from two years ago. We were smiling and happy, oblivious to the betrayal that would one day take place right here in our marital bed.

Jake collapsed on top of me, his muscular body pressing into mine, trapping me beneath him. "I hope you're ready for more, slut, because I just got started," he hissed in my ear, sending shivers down my spine. I moaned softly, my body aching for him even as my mind screamed in protest.

"Sorry, Mark," I thought, my heart heavy with guilt, "this is who I am now."

Jake turned me over and kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth with an intensity that left me breathless. He opened my legs wide and slid his huge cock into my sopping wet pussy, filling me completely. I gasped, my eyes locked on the picture of me and my husband, unable to look away.

The curtains flapped harder in a fresh breeze, Jake’s cock stabbing in time to the whipping fabric. My mind pulled away from the picture of my husband, away from everything except for Jake’s beautiful, cruel body fucking me and the memory of another sunlit afternoon lying on this same bed, my husband working diligently between my thighs.

He was attempting to please me, his awkward licks barely grazing my clit, leaving me frustrated and unsatisfied. After five years, he still didn’t know how to eat me out!

I grabbed his hair, pulling him deeper between my thighs, urging him on.

"Use your fingers, baby," I begged, desperately craving the rough touch I needed. "Fuck me with them while you eat my cunt."

Mark hesitated, his face registering shock. I rarely used that kind of language, even in bed, but I needed to cum from something besides my hand, or the trusty pink dildo hidden under the bed.

“Just fucking do it!”

This time, my hissed words shocked my husband into action. He knelt between my legs and I moaned as he peeled back my swollen lips and slid his fingers inside me. His tongue flicked out hesitantly, lapping at my clit as he slid his fingers back and forth.

It was a start, but it wasn’t enough. I needed more!

"Harder Mark! I need more. Don't stop," I demanded, my voice filled with a desperate need.

"O...ok," he stammered. He tried good lord, did he try, plunging his tongue deeper into my wet pussy. I shuddered as the sensation of his tongue exploring me intensified, but my husband wasn’t used to using his mouth and fingers together, his rhythm stilted, pulling me out of the moment and planting firmly in my bed, my body singing with a pent-up lust I couldn’t release.

"Just fuck me, Mark! Now!" I whined and pulled him up on top of me. I reached down between us and gripped his hard cock. I wish I could say it was the first time I had taken charge, but it wasn’t. "Fuck me, you bastard! Just fuck me hard!"

I don’t know what came over me. Perhaps it was the months of unsatisfying sex, of afternoons locked in my room, using Pinkie Tuscadero, my dildo, to fuck my pussy like my husband couldn’t. Maybe it was being in charge all day at my shop downtown and wanting, just for one fucking moment, someone else to take the lead.

Whatever it was, it shocked my husband. Mark was loving and gentle, he always had been, but he still made love like a teenager. I hoped my prodding would light a fire under him, but it just made him nervous.

“Are... are you sure?” he asked, even as he slid his cock inside me.

“Yes, you fucking bastard! Fuck me hard!”

“Ok!” he tried to growl, but the sound came out as more of a squeak. If I wasn’t so needy, I would have laughed, but I didn’t want to break the moment. This was far beyond anything he'd ever done before, but I couldn't help myself. The need for an orgasm, with a human, consumed me.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MAN vs«/;
DRE |

\

ai[;fmw BY;MTQ
HUSEAND'S RIVAL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





