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AN ODD SITUATION

 


Sometimes she sat in here hoping one of
them would come in.

The slight urge to pee was slowly
growing in Mary Jane Foster, but she didn’t let it overwhelm her
enough to release that pressure into the workers’ toilet below. Up
until now she’d been sitting on the u-shaped bowl with her eyes
locked on the big mirror over top of the expensive porcelain sink
with its real silver taps and gold trim around the edges for 5
minutes. If she was honest with herself - which she tried not to be
- she looked old.

And I feel it too, she
added.

Her hairstylist had done her best and
her make up was crisp and appropriate for a wealthy woman of her
age, but it still didn’t feel right.

20 years ago at the age of 21 she had
been called a beauty. Men had stopped in the street when she and
her father - a very wealthy man of great means - had strolled past
on the way to the ice cream parlour or shopping. Now they still
glanced longingly, but Mary Jane hadn’t forgotten the wild hunger
men displayed in her youth on seeing her.

In 10 more years they won’t even
look.

Mary knew it wasn’t true. She’d always
be beautiful and someone always would look. But then why am I
here?

That had a simple answer. Mary Jane
stroked a hand through her flawless long blond hair and knew
without a doubt what she was hoping for. Married at 22 and him
being her first... She didn’t know men like other women knew men.
In fact, she knew ‘a man’ - only one - and hadn’t strayed - even
when it was offered so eloquently and perfectly - in all these
years.

But that had all changed a few months
back.

His balls banging long over her sweet
little pussy lips was the one and only thing she was really able to
remember. They were full and thick and the hair trimmed. His ass
violently clenched with every thrust into that full rear and his
breath was ragged from exerting himself to his fullest.

Then the semen had flowed.

It poured like a small stream down the
lips of her pussy and caught in the dark hair coating the front of
it in a long, trim line. There had been a few drips as he shook and
shivered in the heat of his completion. His cock was fully inside
her and there was no doubt that he’d filled the young woman
up.

Then she...

That part made Mary Jane blush. That
was the part that she couldn’t even think about lest she explode at
the heat of that moment.

Those two had set her world on fire and
she’d done things she’d not been proud of since.

The first was firing Maria - the new
maid - and assigning Pablo - his name most likely as fake as his
visa credentials - to the pool maintenance crew.

Mary, he’s only 29, her mind reminded
her.

But Mary didn’t care. She wanted what
that woman had had and that meant having the man who did it
too.

Her eyes trailed to the window where
she could see him working. She’d purposefully left the curtain open
so that he could see her sitting her. His thick arms and rock hard
chest and back and Spaniard looks made her a little wet down
below.

Maybe some more time sunning myself,
she contemplated.

What would it take to have that man
come in here and ravish her like he did Maria?

More and less than Mary Jane Foster
would ever believe.


ACCUSED

 


Her husband was home early and, on
seeing her in a scandalously small yellow bikini top and t-back
bikini, had started in on her about proper behavior.

“What if the neighbors
saw?” he growled at her.

Mary Jane briefly thought about that.
She decided that as long as Pablo was looking - and he had looked -
that she didn’t care what people nearly 400 yards away at the
nearest might think of her in a bikini they probably couldn’t
clearly see without a decent pair of binoculars.

“I’m working on my tan,”
she said. “I was hoping you’d take me to Hawaii this
year.”

That got him. He went on about work and
responsibilities. She tuned out until he was nearly
done.

“You never take me
anywhere. I swear you love your work more than me.”

Her husband flushed and made an angry
face, but was too weak to be honest with himself and slap her,
which she would have enjoyed anyway.

“You get inside and stop
being lewd where people can see.”

By ‘people’ he didn’t mean the half
dozen workers, but ‘people that matter’ (i.e. their neighbors).
This man had become a joke. If he wasn’t so wealthy...

“Go back to work,” Mary
shouted at him. “You love it more than me.”

Then she stomped off.

Not to her rooms. No, she went to the
staff bathroom and pulled the curtain wide.

Come, Pablo, she urged. This is when I
need you the most!


SURPRISED

 


Pablo didn’t come.

Mary Jane drew herself out of the
bathroom and started along the hallway to her rooms to cry in
frustration.

“Excuse me,
Ma’am.”

She turned with a new light of hope in
her eyes.

“I know it isn’t right to
say this to you, Ma’am, but I really don’t like how the Mister was
treating you out there.”

Pablo! It was him. He was there in the
hallway - probably waiting - and his eyes ran up to hers in a way
that made her blush a warm shade of red.

“Oh, um, you saw
that?”

He nodded. Pablo had a mustache and
dark, trimmed hair that was probably most likely longer and wilder
at one time. He was in a white singlet and blue jeans hanging a
little low on his lean, big frame. She noticed one of his teeth was
gold and when he smiled in an understanding way, Mrs. Foster
realized she hadn’t been this close to him since...

“Yes, in my country we are
respectful of woman,” he said. “And, their bodies.”

His eyes trailed up and down her frame
and she knew that he knew she was his.

“My husband is an
asshole.”

“Yes, he is,
Ma’am.”

The tall man took her hand and jerked
his thumb down the hall.

“A few friends would like
to show how much they value your keeping the curtain open. Do you
mind if they join us?”

For the first time she noted that there
were three other men standing at the door to the lunch room just
down the hall. One was Carlos - of the many gardeners that serviced
the house - and he had a slim tattooed frame, although he tried to
hide those, that Mary had noticed many times and wondered what he
would look like shirtless. The other two were a white man and a
black man that she might have seen maintaining her husband’s wide
stock of sports cars and doing other small jobs around the yard.
They were bigger than Pablo and had the eyes of men who knew how to
handle a woman.

A lot of things passed through her mind
at the time, but only one thing stuck: “If you are going to do
something bad then you better enjoy it.” Her grandmother, of all
people, had told her that and had been referring to a messy drawing
in crayon on her mother’s bedroom wall. It wasn’t intended for the
situation she was in - there was no way her devote Christian
grandmother would ever even imagine her grandchild contemplating an
orgy - but it made up Mary Jane’s mind quickly enough.

“Sure.”

The men smiled at each other in that
way that men do when they are about to get some and followed her
into the bathroom where Pablo very politely closed the
curtains.

“Ma’am, I don’t think you
need that bikini.”
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