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Slick


It started as a dare to open the door to the milkman in my blue silk robe. And you know, it was a thrilling prospect to imagine nothing else covering my curves and to know my pert, pointed nipples would protrude through the sheer fabric as I braved the cool spring air.

My husband, Adrian, said I’d never have the nerve, so much to his surprise, I did just as he challenged. And he had been captivated by my daring after I came back to bed. Giggling like a teenage girl as I told tall tales about how the young man had brazenly stared at my near nakedness.

“I can’t believe you did that,” Adrian had said with a growl before dragging me into his arms and making mad, sweet love to me. It was nice, especially when all I’d been able to think about as he’d gripped his thick, hard cock and teased it inside me was how the milkman’s eyes had lit up and it had been ten minutes before I could get rid of him.

Then came the joke that I have a sneaking suspicion wasn’t so much a joke as it was a test.

“Maybe next time you should ask him to come in?”

How about tomorrow? That’s what I’d said straight after. And Adrian had grinned, his eyes alight with a mixture of mischief and something that looked a lot like longing. I didn’t actually think either of us meant it until Adrian suddenly tossed me back down onto the bed, before falling on top of me.

Then he was pushing my legs apart, and he was inside me before I could draw breath. His cock recovered in faster than human speed. I mean, it was hard. Harder than steel. I suspect harder than it’s been for a while and it was so easy to hold on to the fantasy for a little longer once his excitement became apparent.

I remember thinking; I want this. I think I might even need it. My husband watching as I’m penetrated by someone who is definitely not him? I couldn’t think of anything more thrilling.

“But would you really want that?” I asked breathlessly as he lifted and wrapped one of my legs around his hips before grunting as he drove hard towards me. “For real, I mean. Some other guy inside me?”

“In a heartbeat,” he had hissed, eyes flashing, cock swelling. “It’d be hot, babe. It’d be smokin’ hot. You spread wide and some other guy’s dick sticking it to that slick pussy of yours. Will you think about it? Maybe try it?”

His mouth plunging down on mine as his cock detonated inside me. I didn’t get a chance to respond before we were both too preoccupied with how his hot, wet seed was spilling inside me. But I knew I would. Think about it, that is. I already knew for sure that I’m going to be thinking about it a lot.


                                                                                                    



And as it turns out, it doesn’t really take much thinking at all. Bleary-eyed and still a little groggy from sleep, it’s the rattle of the milk float the next morning that coincides with me remembering that I forgot to get any cash out of the bank to pay for our weekly deliveries. And Saturday is always the day that I pay.

“Dammit,” I say, not even properly awake before I’m shooting out of bed and down the stairs before opening the door just in time to see our hot and decidedly younger than me milkman deposit two bottles of milk onto the step.

“I don’t want to be a cliche,” I say, my heart beating ten to the dozen as his eyes slide up my body. Lingering on the babydoll nightdress that clings to my hips and barely covers my breasts before he’s finally lifting heated eyes to mine. 

“But you’ve no cash, right?”

His voice is as smooth as melted chocolate as I nod. Just as delicious, too, when he smirks as his gaze dips back to my hardened nipples. 

“I can get the money to you on Monday,” I say, fully intending to pay my bill no matter what happens. “But by way of interest. In a show of intent, I thought maybe you could come inside and I’ll show you how much I appreciate waking up to fresh cream every day?”

“Cream?” His mouth quirks upwards at my choice of words.

“I meant milk,” I say, blushing as he scoffs.

“But today you want cream? Today you want my cream?”

Well, when he puts it like that…

My nipples bud as I nod. Especially as I hear Adrian surfacing behind me.

“He’s watching?” the milkman asks, not looking at all fazed by the man of the house appearing at the top of the stairs.

“I bet you see some sights, huh?” I ask, stepping back. Inviting him inside.

I raise an eyebrow. He just shrugs.

“None as delicious as you. None quite so edible.”

Edible enough that he has me backed up against the wall before the door has slammed shut from where he kicks it with his foot.

“So you do it a lot?” I ask, not entirely sure how I feel about that. Being the next in a long line of horny housewives? It’s not quite what I had in mind. 

“Hardly ever. Once or twice. Most of the women who offer themselves to me I wouldn’t touch with a very long stick. But you?”

He growls. As does Adrian, when the other man tugs on the tie that keeps my babydoll closed at the front, and with eager fingers, he parts the two sides. Revealing flesh. Full heavy breasts. And the swell of my rounded stomach that he automatically reaches out and traces his fingers across.

“You can thank the kids for that,” I say, blushing a little at the stretch marks that line my tummy. 

“I like ‘em,” he says as he licks his lips and nods. “And yup. No question. You can have my stick any day.” And he grins, chuckling at his own joke. While right at the top of the stairs, I hear Adrian hiss as I flutter my eyelashes at the younger man.

I know what he’s thinking. I’m his. And he’s an idiot. I can see it in his expression as the milkman takes me in. Eyes meandering slowly over my curves, and his gaze ultimately sliding down to the thin strip of hair at the apex of my thighs.

He reaches out. Touching it. Stroking his fingers oh so slowly over my clit before dipping them inside me with a moan.

“You’re soaking wet,” he hisses, eyes snapping back to mine. “You really want it, huh? My cock. Your pussy. Connected and grinding?”

My eyes hood as now it’s my turn to reach towards him. My fingers twisting in his shirt as I drag his mouth to mine.

Adrian whimpers like a wounded animal as I thrust my tongue into the other man’s mouth. But I don’t stop. I can’t stop. Not when the ache between my legs is only exacerbated by the milkman pushing his hands between us and undoing his jeans.

Jeans that hug his muscled legs and barely even attempt to conceal the bulge in his crotch. And when that bad boy springs free and my eyes go wide, it’s with a sense of wonder that I allow myself to be guided down to my knees.

“Open up,” the milkman growls, gripping his huge shaft in his fist and painting my bottom lip with his pre-cum. “Wide… Wider than that…”

Because he’s so big, and otherwise he’s never going to fit?

I get it.

In more ways than one when the second I do open my mouth a little wider, he’s in there. Stuffing the head of his enormous cock.

 between my lips and groaning as I wrap my tongue around him and start to hum.

“Shit,” Adrian says as the other guy just keeps on pushing towards me. Inch after inch of him pushing into my throat while I’m staring up at him and moaning with pleasure. 

He’s so hard. Hard and thick and he’s just so delicious. His taste. His looks. His stomach alone is a beauty to behold. And I’m looking straight at it. Eyes on the prize. Eyes on the line of fine downy hairs that lead from his tummy button to the shock of dark hair that surrounds his immense girth.

“You like that, huh?” he asks as I moan. And really, he has no idea. No idea at all how hard my heart is beating or how fiercely my clit is tingling. 

A fact made worse by the way Adrian leans against the banister. Arms crossed casually in front of himself as he smirks through his clear good fortune.

He even chuckles when I moan as yet more cock is teased into my mouth. Three inches. Four. By the time we reach five, the milkman has already broken through the barrier afforded by my tonsils, and he just keeps pushing. Giving me more and more. His eyes narrowing as he stares hard at my mouth before giving one last shove and driving the entire length of himself into my throat.

His balls resting on my chin, he grunts as my throat constricts. Tightening around him. Making him hiss. It’s barely a minute since I last sucked in a breath, but my lungs are already starting to burn. My eyes watering as I start to panic.

I can’t help but wonder. Is this it?

Am I about to meet my untimely death?

Suffocated by a ginormous cock while my husband stands there and watches.

It’s kind of a turn-on. Assuming you ignore the part where my heart beats so hard in my chest that I think it’s about to burst. But my clit throbbing as I feel him swell in my throat. I hardly have another second to think as he abruptly retracts and then hauls me to my feet before turning me around to face the wall.

“Fuck, you’re some piece of work,” he growls as I moan with delight. And he





























































































