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I knew I wanted to marry Maya on our
very first date. It took a long time for me to even build up the
courage to ask her out. Having obsessively watched and tracked her
social media for a long time I knew that I wasn’t the only one
interested in her. There were a lot of men showing her attention,
and it wasn’t surprising – Maya was a knockout. At 27 years old she
was a bona fide milf. A petite 5’2, thick and curvy, pale skin. The
total package between her heavy round tits and jaw-dropping natural
ass. There was a shyness about Maya in her photos, even on social
media, which seemed to elevate her sexiness. An innocence in her
almond-colored eyes. Like you could just see underneath that façade
of shyness that she may very well be a freak in the sheets. To cap
all that off she had small, pretty little feet to match her petite
stature.

Needless to say, I was
obsessed with her before
our first date. And by the time that night ended,
I was convinced that I was in love with her.

Luckily for me, Maya was
quite interested in what I had to offer. We got along well, hit it
off immediately, and very soon were an item. I had a son, and she
had two, all about the same age. We had quite a bit in common. This
made it easy to get along, and our relationship together progressed
very quickly. I felt lucky, at first anyway, that a woman who
turned me on as much as Maya did was so into me.

I learned very quickly
that the sex was intense
and fulfilling. Maya was, as I had surmised, an
absolute freak once she was wet and riled up. So adventurous and
submissive in fact that I couldn’t help but wonder about her
previous partners. I know, this is a silly thing to allow into your
mind once you’re nearing the end of your 20s, but I simply couldn’t
help it. The things Maya would do for me begged the question – did
she do this with other men? Was she just a willing slut underneath
that mask of cuteness and sensuality? We fucked a lot in those
early days, and soon enough, I found myself constantly wondering
about how far she’d gone with other men, and how many men she’d
been with in total.

You must understand, once
I got to know Maya, I realized what an intensely sexual person she
was beneath it all. She is quite submissive – prefers to be taken
and fucked and used as opposed to asked and coddled. She likes
dirty talk, and to be treated dirty. Filthy, you might say. No safe
words for Maya, and no beating around the bush either. She enjoyed
sex, and she enjoyed letting other people know that her and I were quite
active in the bedroom…and sometimes outside of it as well, fucking
in public places, or inside a parked car in a lot.

I too have my own perversions, some of
which only came to light during my time with Maya. But my obsession
with her small, cute feet began right away, and she allowed me to
indulge it freely. I would worship her, heel and arch and toes, and
lick every inch. I would clean those feet with my mouth when she
came home from a run, peeling the shoelaces of her sneakers away
with my teeth, removing her sockless sweaty feet, and then drinking
of her foot flesh. Few things made me harder than that. I also
loved feasting on her cunt after a long hard day of work, making it
clean while I made her cum again and again. Maya’s pleasure was my
pleasure. And perhaps this is another reason I became what I am
now.

Eventually, this is why I began to go
back over her social media posts, and specifically the comments
left on them by multitudes of men hoping for a shot with Maya. You
see, before we were an item, these comments on her posts simply
made me a little angry, perhaps a tad jealous. But once Maya was
mine, these comments began to drive me insane.

Take for instance a photo of Maya in a
pink bikini, turned to the side, her plump ass out behind her, her
heavy tits quite revealed inside a top that was too small for
her.

Very hot mami,
said one comment.

Free Friday
night?

Damn girl you been hitting
the gym? You like HOT!

Reading through these lude comments I
would find and research each and every profile of the commentor,
determined to find out who was saying these things…and to see if I
honestly believed they had a shot with Maya. Mostly, these men were
simply chuckleheads, incapable of flirting or wooing a woman like
her. But there was one profile in particular that kept popping up
on all her posts. His name was Coach Shane Stevens, and he was a
good deal older than both May and I. In my estimation, he seemed
closer to his late 50s, though his body was fit enough for a man
half that age. What especially bothered me about their online
relationship was that it crossed over into her day to day life. You
see, Maya’s boys were on a basketball team. And that team was
coached by none other than Coach Shane himself.

Coach Shane Stevens left
comments, and Maya answered them, which was rare. Keep in mind,
many of these were before
Maya and I started dating. So, technically, Maya
had done nothing wrong. It was only my own insecurities and
jealousies that brought me to her old posts and the comments that
Coach Shane had left.

Goddamn girl you fine as
hell.

When we getting
dinner?

Where you been all my
life?

These were playful things that Maya
either ‘liked’ in response or even commented back. But still, this
was all enough to make me angry…and to begin pushing me into a
world of self-consciousness and insecurity.

It was not long into our
dating before I began to show the classic signs of these things.
You see, sometimes when we fucked, I would get in my own head about
certain things. I would think of comments left by Coach Shane and
others, and this would have the inverse effect of me either
finishing too quickly or sensing that I wasn’t enough for her in
the sack. Allow me to explain. Sometimes, especially in doggystyle,
she would buck her hips quite aggressively against me. As if she
wanted more – or
so I thought – more than I was physically capable of giving her. In
my mind Maya was telling me to go deeper when she clapped her big
ass against me…but I am of modest size, and as you well know, a man
can only go as deep as his body will allow him to. Other times,
perhaps she tried directing me too much one way or the other,
trying to kiss me differently or show me how to kiss her properly.
I would perceive small things, perhaps nothing at all, but in my
mind these small things would equate to her being
dissatisfied.

And when I would come to quickly, that
is truly when my insecurities would attack.

I accused Maya of sleeping
with many, many other men before we started dating, and even went
as far to accuse of her cheating. I would point to her
Instagram posts, asking her why
she would post something to provocative, why she
would like these pervy comments from other men, why she needed so
much attention in the first place! Maya would become defensive and
refuse to open to me about her past.

“It’s none of your
business, Hank,” she would say. “That’s in the past. I’m here with
you now and you’re the only
man who gets to have me. So what if I’m horny? So
what if I’m adventurous in the bedroom and act like a slut? I
am your slut,
Hank. No one else!”

And these outbursts of mine would be
quelled, but only for a time. Occasionally, when out to dinner or
out shopping, we would actually run into some of these men that had
commented on her posts. These men were altogether unimpressive, but
still, it would flare a jealousy in my heart that I couldn’t
explain! And we would end up arguing all the way home.

“You fucked him I know you
have!”

“I have not, Hank! How
dare you accuse me of that!”

“Are you cheating on me?
Cheating because I’m not big enough for you? Not enough stamina?
Are you such a whore that I’m not enough for you!”

And on and on, and I’m sure you can
imagine how my remarks sat with her. Maya did not like this at all,
and slowly but surely, it began to drive a serious wedge between
us. I was on the verge of losing a woman that turned me on more
than anything and I didn’t even realize it.

Thank God I came to my
senses. Mostly. You see, it took some really hard work for me to
push my past my own ideas and insecurities about things. About
women. There are ideas that society puts in your head about women
and men and relationships. About a woman’s ability to have a
plutonic friendship with a man. I had bought into these ideas so
much, all of which were reinforced by social media, that to me, it
was as if it were impossible for her to not be cheating! Impossible
for Maya to not be thinking about other men when we were fucking. To
abandon these preconceived notions took all I had. Because
ultimately, I had to make the choice to trust Maya. After all, she had not
given me any reason not to.

It did not occur to me yet, not even
then, that my insecurities and issues were arising from a deeper
need. From the fact that I was so taken with Maya, so sexually
aroused by her, that the thought of her fucking another man was so
much more than angering and frustrating…it was a turn on. But more
on that soon.

And so, through much
self-improvement, I came
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