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  Story 1:


  Taming Tia


  Cheating on your husband with another man is one thing… having sex with that man on your kitchen table while your husband and closest friends are in the next room playing a board game is something daringly dangerous…


   



   



  It was beyond my control as I gazed into her ravishing dark brown eyes from across the room, her husband unaware of our constant advances toward each other as he continued playing Trivia Pursuit with the others of our small gathering of friends.


  All throughout that hot summer day, she had been giving me small suggestions. Little, erotic glances from across the picnic table at the local park. A slight draping of my ass as she walked near me or a gentle rubbing of my cock through my shorts as she passed alongside me. Pretending as if she was picking something up from the ground or even a fake misplacement of her footing as she walked by me on the hiking trail, allowing me to feel the firmness of her breast as my palms crushed into her chest, the tips of my fingers feeling the resolve of her hardened nipples. All the while, I knew she desired me, for I lusted over her as well.


  Gazing at her like a male dog to his bitch. Her eyes locking on to mine as I scrolled over her slender, cream-colored legs, hypnotized by her erotic movement as she swayed them ever so slowly; erotically from side-to-side, like long blades of grass against the warm summer breeze. Gazing lustfully at the tightness of her body as she slowly raked her hands up her knees, lightly draping the tips of her fingers across her mouth-watering flesh.


  Her fingers rising further up her body as she grabbed hold of her white shorts, pulling the slack to one side. She continued to stare intensely at me as my eyes glided deeply up her shorts and to the black, almost see-through lace of her panties wrapped tightly around her thighs, peaking out at me like an open invitation for the taking.


  Pushing her hands ever so slowly, ever so sensually onto her hips, she rolled her eyes around the room. Scrolling over everyone that sat around her; quickly making sure that they weren’t staring up at her and seeing the game of lustful desires that fooled around them like two sex crazed teenagers as they continued to play their useless game never once becoming mindful of the raging lust quickly filling the room around them. Sighing almost quietly to herself, she tugged her fingers against her bottom shorts; tediously rolling them up over her waist only to drape the tips of her fingers against her sharply curved stomach, the soft overture outline of it rasping to the cool condition air. Slowly, inch by dreading inch she rolled her sweat covered, grey t-shirt farther up her chest, revealing more of her tight firm stomach to the crisp conditioned air. Gazing into her brown eyes once more, she smiled ever so wickedly as she rolled the tip of her tongue out across the contour of her lips, wetting them as she continued to reveal more of her lush body to my roaming eyes.


  Her eyes locked onto mine as I twitched back and forth from hers and to the finely sculpted proposition of her body, all the while she winked erotically at me as I felt my cock lightly rising to her call, answering her constant stare pressed ever so upon me. Tilting her head to the kitchen she licked the top of her lip as she slowly stood up, allowing her legs to gently brush against each other, sketching out the small, yet tight vivacious gap that rested below her covered sanctuary. Clearing her throat, she looked around the room. “I’m going to get something to drink,” Tia said, fanning herself down with her hand as she looked towards her husband. “Honey, you want anything?” she asked as he gazed back to her, shaking his head in almost oblivion to her question as he continued on with the trivia game.

  Slowly she swayed her hips from side-to-side as she walked towards me, climbing over our friends as she passed me on her way to the kitchen. Placing her hand lightly on my shoulder she quickly looked down at me, allowing her other hand to light brush against my inner thigh as the fullness of her cleavage came baring down on me. Licking her lips ever so slightly, she winked at me, before fully turning around and walked ever so seductively out of my view as she turned the corner into the kitchen. Rolling my eyes for but a moment, I tried to resist, tried to remember that she was married, that another man claimed her and yet the images of her naked body pressed upon my own continued to flash uncontrollably before me. The images of her supple breasts pressing into my hands, the feeling of her ass pressing against my crotch teased me beyond control or reasonable thought as the simplistic idea of her warm, wet flesh upon my own took over all logic.


  The heat inside me would not relent, the fire inside me was lit, and I knew that nothing but the taste of her flesh upon my lips or the feeling of her hot taut body pressed against my own would put it out. Within seconds, I was standing up asking anyone if they wanted something only to hear their replies of “no thank you” as I immediately went to the kitchen like a child to sweets. It was here where I found her facing away from me, hunched over the side of the kitchen table, her firm, tight, ass ached up towards me, calling to me, beckoning for my touch as she slowly poured herself a cold, alcoholic drink.


  Slowly I walked up behind her, unsure if what I was sensing about her wants or desires were right or whether they were just a part of my over active sexual imagination. Unable to think clearly I took another step closer to her, her body inches from me, I could feel her warmth radiating against my hand. Rolling my tongue over my lips, I moved once more and quickly, beyond my own control, I wrapped my hands around her chest. Raking my right hand under her shirt, I pressed firmly against her soft, smooth flesh as the tips of my fingers rolled over her sharply curved melons, pinching her already hardened nipple between my fingers.


  Brushing her long, black hair to one side, I scraped my lips over the side of her neck, lightly darting at her perfumed covered flesh with my tongue. Feeling her body wrapped around me I felt her tense up as I closed my eyes, thinking that I was boned; that she was about to scream or yell rape; that all this was nothing more than a dream, a wanted desire of my own making, but then to my surprise I felt her ease into my touch.


  Arching her chest forward she pressed herself into my hand as I felt more of her firm breast pressing against my flesh. Tilting her head to one side my lips pressed even further against her neck. Softly she moaned to me, “mmm bout fucking time.” She said as she continued, “Turn me toward the doorway, in case someone comes in, okay baby?” she commanded as I quickly turned her body toward the kitchen entryway.


  Gently I draped my hand from side-to-side over her soft pillows, feeling my cock hardening, wanting to feel her small tight body around me. Unable to control myself I forced my other hand down the side of her waist. Quickly lowering her shorts around her knees, allowing them to hang gently around her calves, I brushed my hand up her inner thighs, only to press the tips of my fingers under her smooth, black laced panties, feeling her radiating inferno around my fingers as I pushed them deeply inside her.


  Her firm curved ass pressed hard against my waist as she jerked backwards to the touch, “Tia . . . you’re so wet and tight, it’s been awhile since you felt the touch of a man upon you hasn’t it my peach?” I hissed, unconcerned with her answer, digging my fingers even further into her drenching opening as I arched them up against the top of her canal. Pushing her onto the kitchen table just inside the doorway that led out into the other side of the living room I gently forced her ass up towards me. Forcing her to arch her body upwards and pressing her stomach against the hard wooden top as I took my hand from her breast, quickly pulling my shorts and boxers down, the tip of my cock twitching uncontrollably as I slapped it around the opening of her ass.


  “God yes,” she hissed softly, “Please yes . . ., please fuck my ass.” She begged as my lips continued to drape across the side of her neck. Pressing the tip of my cock against her ass I slowly pushed into her tightened inferno as I felt her body take me into her, inch-by-inch. Her body shook fiercely; her head jerked violently as if going into some sexually induced seizure. I could see the pleasure consuming her face as she bit down on the side of her lower lip, all the while forcing herself to keep her eyes open on the entry to the kitchen. Swallowing hard I gasped ever so lightly, feeling the tightness of her ass all around me as my dick drove even further into her raging wildfire.


  My hand, still buried deeply inside her pussy as I rolled the tip of my index fingers gently across her clitoris, massaging it lightly back and forth with my thumb, taking my other hand I pushed it back up her shirt, grabbing hold once again of her breast, as my balls pressed gently against her ass cheeks. Feeling my dick all the way inside her, I took a deep breath before slowly pumping into her as gently, yet as quickly as I could, realizing that our time was drawing short as her husband called out for her. “Honey you ok in there?” He called out. Taking a deep breath, she pressed one of her hands against the back of my ass, digging the tips of her fingernails into my flesh as she tried to contain her composure, “I’m fine dear, we’re just helping each other with a little problem.” She said calmly as I continued to fuck her as quietly as I could, enjoying the sounds of my cock slamming in and out of her, the slapping of my sack smacking her opening, loving the onslaught of friction between each other continue to build.


  Grunting ever so quietly as the table began to squeak to the rhythm of our movement, Tia took another deep breath as she again dug the tips of her fingernails into my ass, she continued. “We’ll be back out there in just a few minutes dear,” she said in an almost loving and caring voice, as she deeply breathed in, cussing his name under her breath. “Alright, but hurry up, you’re missing all the fun.” Her husband chirped. Quickly she took another breath, as she held it, yelling out into the next room. “I’m moving my ass as fast as I can baby!” she cried out, this time oddly telling the truth. “And such a tight, hot ass it is,” I softly growled in her ear, as I licked the bottom of her earlobe with the tip of my tongue feeling myself grow even larger inside her ass to the thought of being caught.


  Sighing in pleasure once again as my fingers stroked over her clit, she arched her back towards me, tilting her head slightly to one side as she looked behind her and deeply into my eyes. “Mmmm, sorry about him, he just doesn’t know what good fun is anymore.” She gasped as she began to slam her ass into me causing me to wince to the suddenly onslaught of pleasure upon me. “Umm figured you like that lover,” she said as she guided her hands across the back of the table, arching her body upward toward me, allowing me to slam even deeper into her tight dirty hole.


  Unable to hold myself back any further, I gave into my desires, wanting to cry out in pleasure as I ravaged her ass, and yet holding myself back, I glided up to the side of her ear, “uhh . . . oh God Tia I’m cuming . . . I can’t hold back any longer,” I grunted with a deep overtone of a howl. “So . . . do you want it in your ass my sweet busty angel?” I asked softly trying to hold back the want to scream her name out loud, her tight ass around my dick holding me inside her like a pair pliers as I continued to ram myself into her harder and faster, feeling myself rocking closer and closer to the pending edge. “God NO . . . not my ass,” she growled, standing straight up, she pushed me softly away from her, as my dick fell out of her ass. Quickly she turned around, her thick black hair; whipping around her as it softly draped over her firm and perky white breast she grabbed hold of my cock with her hands, gliding her fingers one by one over the base, her thumb lightly stroking the tip of my shaft back and forth in the palm of her soft delicate hand.


  Slowly she pressed her lips to my chest as she made her way up to my mouth, licking her tongue over my lips as she gazed ever so lovingly to my eyes. “Keep your eyes on the doorway,” she whispered as a slight evil grin rose from her face. She moved tediously back down my body. Her tongue, lashing across every inch of my chest till she bent down in front of me, all the while she continued to slowly pump my dick in the palm of her hand.


  Pressing my hand on top her head, I kept my eyes on the doorway, hearing the laughter emerge from the living room only a few feet away. The odd tone of her husband’s voice as he laughed about something that was going on in the room all the while his wife; my lover; continued to bring me closer and closer to my sexual edge.

  Jerking my head upward, a slight whimper escaped me as I felt the tip of her warm, wet tongue gliding over my shaft. Her lips pressed firmly against the head of my cock as she rolled her tongue carnally back down to the base, her hands stroking my balls playfully as I felt myself building up again. “Mmmm, Tia,” I whispered as best I could, fighting the continued urge; the want to cry out her name for all to hear. “Mmmm Tia, I’m there, I’m going to come hard into your mouth baby! “ I said as I took a deep breath, wanting to shut my eyes, but forcing myself to keep an eye on the doorway.


  Suddenly I felt her warm wonderful tongue glide over me as she continued to stroke my cock with it. Her hands lightly encased my dick as she continued to pump it up and down, squeezing with intensity as she glided back down my cock. “Mmm God yes,” I moaned quietly again, tears rolling down the sides of my face as I continued to feel myself building. Draping my hands over her head, I tangled my fingers into her thick black hair, “Mmm . . . here it comes” I moaned again as I forced myself not to tighten up my body, allowing her to take control of me as I pressed my hands against the back of her head, pressing her deeply into me. I felt her lips pressing against the back of my cock, her entire mouth surrounding me, the tops of her teeth scratching against both the top and underside of my cock. It was then that I gave into her desires, her passion and allowed her to take hold of me as I gave it all to her.


  Forcing myself to not hold back any longer, I exploded into her, jerking my ass forward, lunging my full cock into her mouth, as I gasped for air, feeling the front of her teeth roughly gliding over the base of my cock as I came again and again into her loving warmth. Looking down quickly as I watched her lick every last bit of my cream filling out of my cock and into her mouth, all the while she continued to pump my cock in the palm of her hand.


  Quickly Tia stood back up as she looked to my hands, seeing that they were lightly glistening with the remainder of her homemade nectar. Taking one of her hands, she pulled her shorts and panties back over her waist, as she erotically licked her pussy juices off my fingers, sucking them gently into her mouth one-by-one like an enraged feline. Feeling the warmth of her tongue as it lashed violently around each finger, quickly consumed me, I again felt myself growing and rising to her touch once more.


  Hastily I gazed into her eyes, as she gazed feverishly back into mine. Rolling my fingers from her mouth I quickly pressed my lips to hers, taking in the sweet consuming taste of her nectar into my mouth, I moaned ever so softly before guided my hands down towards my ankles, only to pull my shorts and underwear back up my waist, covering my manhood from any prying eyes.


  Draping my lips back against her ear, I lightly licked her earlobe once more, before playfully sucking it into my mouth, tasting the sweet perfume of her body once more. Sighing softly in her ear I whispered to her, hoping that her answer would not be a yes, “was this onetime thing?” I asked her hoping that I would still have a chance feel her from deep inside her vagina.


  Pressing her hands against the sides of my face she slowly rolled her lips over my ears, “No way in hell,” She paused for a moment, “that was a beginning of something,” she moaned before slowly scrolling her tongue across my neck and back up to my ear, “I still want you inside me, we just need more time.” She said calmly, whipping her hair across my face as she moved back over the kitchen sink, placing a few more ice cubes into her glass to replace the once that had melted. Taking a napkin, she wetted it, wiping away any remains of our lust as she pressed it across her face and shoulders. “I’ll call you tomorrow,” she gasped with a shallow breath before breathing in deeply, shaking her body fiercely as if to shake off any last minute jitters or signs of what had just been done to her. Taking another deep breath, she slowly released it as she picked up her glass, before walking back into the living room all the while seductively rolling her ass behind her as if knowing I was stiffening for her once more.


  Story 2:


  Candy’s Land:


   



  Cheating on your husband with another man is one thing… having sex with that man in the basement on your husband’s new billiard table while he is in the room just above you is highly enthralling…


   



  Her dark blue eyes burned with sinful lust as she gazed erotically into mine; raising the top edge of her lip towards me only to look away when I locked my eyes to hers. Walking up to me, she continued to look shyly away as if blushing for some unknown reason, as if ashamed; perhaps embarrassed to the forbidden feelings she felt building inside her. Stepping up to the kitchen table, she slowly pulled out the chair next to me, sitting down, her fine, tight legs pressed uneasily against her hole burdened blue jeans as she crossed them, allowing her stretched tight flesh to push out through the rips and tears.


  It was then that I pressed my palm against her, feeling the soft delicate warmth of her well-crafted breast against my flesh. The stiff, silky outline around my fingers as I quickly pressed my other hand over her, slightly squeezing them both as I crushed them against her chest, all the while she continued to look away from me as a red hue of excitement mixed with embarrassment, masked over her face.


  “You can keep looking away if you like,” I whispered as I pressed my lips against the round of her chin, my hands instinctively gliding over her body, smoothly squeezing her breast firmly once more with my hands. Closing my eyes, my tongue lashed out, softly caressing the nape of her neck as I pressed my lips firmly to her flesh, taking in the sweetened engaging taste.


  Hungrily she moaned as she guided her hands sensually against the top of my legs, draping the tips of her fingers up my shorts and through my boxers as she hurriedly pressed her fingertips against my balls. Feeling the soft pleasure of her fingers against me, I jerked my head back, locking onto her crystal blue eyes as I rolled my hands from her breast, delicately touching her arms. "Candy, I need to get inside you… I need to feel your warmth, your body against me… your legs around me as I impale you over and over again," I growled intensely as she arched her bottom lip upward, licking it with her tongue. "Don't worry… I … I have an idea," she said as she got up from the table. “He’s watching the game,” she said as her eyes twitched with fear and a bit of exhilaration. “Let’s go downstairs in the billiard room,” she whispered as he led me towards the stairwell, stopping just in front of the living room as she peered into it. It was here that I could hear his voice and the sounds of the television as he talked to it, paying more attention to it than he had to his wife in so many years.


  Feeling my dick slowly hardening as she erotically tossed her ass cheeks from side-to-side just outside her husband’s eyesight; I forced myself to look away, yet so longed to feel the warmth of her ass around me. "Steven dear," she said softly with her southern accent. "He’s going to come down stairs and help me move that stuff I’ve been asking you to move for me the past few weeks, okay sugar?" She asked, as he looked momentarily away from the screen, "Are you sure you two want to do that now? You'll miss all the fun." Steven said as he quickly chocked down one of his beers sitting on the table next to him.


  Slowly I stepped up alongside Candy, pressing the fullness of my hips against her hardened ass. The tip of my cock sliding into the covered crack between her ass cheeks, as I looked into his eyes, "Hey dude, it’s like no problem, I need a good workout, you know… besides you know I am not too much into watching sports," I said. Steven laughed as he shook his head, "that's fine, you two have fun working, cause I know the rest of us, at least once they get here, will have some fun watching the game!," he said as he shook his head a little sarcastically. "Thanks dude," I said, almost feeling as though he had given me the keys to his wife’s pussy, as we scurried like two teenagers in heat down the stairs, shutting the basement door tightly behind us as we make our way to the game room. Stepping into the room, Candy turned to face me, as she continued to roll herself back towards the table, her fingers lightly undoing the button to her pants as she glided, ever sexily, ever sensually, towards the far side of her husband's new pool table. As I silhouetted her movements with my own, until finally the back of her firm, hard, ass was pressing against the edge of the table, all the while she continued to gape deeply into my eyes.


  Keeping my eyes locked to hers, I slowly pulled my shirt up and over my shoulders allowing it to slowly cascade down the side of my arms and against the floor. I could feel myself growing hard for her, the tip of my penis pulsating to the anticipation of her touch against me. Smiling evilly, she glided the tip of her tongue over her top lip, before pressing it flat against my stomach, the warmth of her lips consuming me, driving me to take her right hard… to take her as passionately and as fiercely as she could pleasurable take.


  Placing her hands on each side, she placed them flat against the table as she pushed her ass onto the edge. Slowly rolling her pants down the sides her thighs; my eyes rolled over her bright, red laced panties, before maliciously scrolling back up her body burning every part of her into my mind.


  Gapping passionately into her eyes, I placed my hands on her jeans, softly pulling them off her as she widened her legs. Pressing the back of her feet against my chest as I held her pants, letting them fall out of my hands as she rolled her thighs around my hips, pressing her lips into mine for the first time that day.


  I pushed her away from me, "I’m sorry but, I need,” I paused as I looked towards the small scrap of fabric between her thighs the kept me from my prize. “I need to get inside you now Candy, I hunger for your tightness around me" I said almost like a sex crazed teenager about to attack his virgin girlfriend for the first time as I quickly pulled my shorts and boxers down around my ankles.


  Sitting upright, her eyes rolled over me as if I was a slave for her taking. Licking her lips she delicately placed her hands against the head of my cock, her warm caressing fingers gently stroking my shaft as I draped my hands back onto her breast, squeezing them to her touch, my mouth hovering over her neck, as I tasted her perfumed skin against my lips. Once more I pushed her back against the table as she arched herself against the red velvet fabric of the billiard table, looking passionately into my eyes; she firmly planted her feet against my shoulders, guiding one of her fingers to her mouth as she lightly bit down on it.


  "My God . . . ,” She paused as he eyes widened with intense surprise and desire, “Are you going to Cosmo me, Master?” She asked enthusiastically, referring to a Cosmo article that she had showed me a few days ago about the "new amazing butterfly technique." "What? You didn’t show me that article last week in the hopes that lover boy upstairs would take the initiative did you?” I asked sarcastically as her eyes widened with excitement, placing her arms under her head for support. "Ready?" she asked me impatiently as if she was an adolescent getting a new toy and in a weird way she really was. Taking a deep breath, I smiled intensely, licking my lips as I held her against me. Planting my feet against the floor, my hands gliding up her ass as I tightly grabbed a hold of her cheek, feeling the warmed firmness of them in my palms. "Go for it Candy," I growled as she tilted her pussy up towards me, arching herself back up off the table as she lined her tight opening directly up to my cock. Jerking my head slightly, I moaned as I felt myself sliding into her warmth. Her juices gushing over my cock like a free-flowing river as I slowly began to ram myself deeply inside her, feeling the intensity of the friction rolling between us as her inner walls tightened like a manmade vice with every new thrust into her moist opening. Scrolling my eyes over her, I could see her entire body shuddering in pleasure, as she stared deeply up at me. Her eyes sparking with desire unlike I had ever seen before.


  "OH FUCK! YES!” She cried out, holding back as she could hear the continued laughter of her husband above her through the venting ducts. “Oh god yes baby!" she cried softly once more. As I continued to slam myself into her, I could feel the tip of my cock rubbing against the edge of her cervix as she pushed her hands up from under her head. Rolling her hands up, she raked her breast carelessly with the tips of her fingers, draping them in small circles as she slowly pushed them inward.


  "OOOHHH GOD!” I growled, feeling the strain of her tight, wet pussy continuing to rub against my cock, loving the intense heated friction of her around me, yet wanting so much more as I forced myself to pull out of her ever-tightening furnace. "I'm sorry Candy, I can't do this" I said as I pulled her up off the table, grabbing her hips I quickly swung her whole body around as I slammed her stomach down against the top of the pool table. Eagerly she smiled, as she arched the lips of her pussy up to the tip of my cock, spreading her legs as wide as she could, as she pressed her arms down on the table, pushing her hair to one side as she looked up to me.


  Placing my hands on her hips, I looked to her eyes as I arched my hips forward, feeling myself gliding back into her, my penis continued to press deeply into her until I felt my balls draping against her ass cheeks. Feeling the tightness of her against me again, I jerked my head up as I bit hard on my bottom lip, gliding my hands down around her, I could feel my cock pressing into her as I begin to lightly stroke my fingers against her clit. Gliding across her back, I pressed my tongue firmly against her flesh, tasting the salty beads of desire that began to glisten off her passionate swept body.


  "MMMMMM GOD YES,” Candy whimpered, slamming herself back into me, clamping her vagina onto my dick as I moved deeper into her. Jerking my head up to her tightness, loving the feeling of myself ramming into her, I could feel myself building up. Suddenly Candy titled her head up; turning it to me she gazed heatedly into my eyes, as an evil smirk drew across her face, it was then that she began to violently rock her hips from side-to-side. I could feel myself moving all around her as she did this, her pussy tapering like a closed mineshaft as I continued to pick up speed, ramming into her deeper, faster, and harder with each thrust. Our eyes continued to stay locked to each other as if both of us were staring out into a haze as I moaned in deep pleasure, feeling myself about to let go once more.


  “Candy, FUCK! Oh… I am so going to expl…,!” I howled like a wolf to the full moon, still gazing into her shimmering eyes as she gazed into mine, she continued to thrust her ass back into me, "Then, explode inside my hot pussy My Man… My Master… my true lover!" she purred as she arched her ass upward, tilting her head back as she rolled her arms against the dark red velvet fabric of the pool table. Without thinking, I placed my hands tightly around her hips, my nails digging into her flesh as I arched into her, thrusting as my dick slammed as far as it could reach. Feeling my balls lightly caressing her cheeks, my cock erupted inside her wet inferno, filling her up with my searing hot juice as I continued to thrust more and more of myself into her.


  Tilting her head upward she continued to grunt, feeling me moving into her as she brushed her hands between her legs, letting my seed drench her hands as she pressed them to her mouth; gliding her tongue up over her palms. Panting heavily for breath, I pulled myself out of her as I sat down in the lazy-boy chair next to the pool table. Slowly she stood up as she knelt down before me, firmly rolling the base of her tongue against my cock as she licked the remains of my man juice into her mouth smacking her lips to the taste. I moved myself over her head, lightly stroking her hair with my fingers.


  "Mmm as always my Master, you know how to fuck a lot better than my husband.” Candy said as she looked deeply into my eyes. "Of course, I do, unlike those men up there; I know the needs of a woman.” I said, almost sounding a bit cocky as I said it.
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