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Chapter 1: Frustrated Dad Seeks Relief
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THERE I WAS NAKED IN the tub. The little menace screaming for attention outside the bathroom door. Something else needed more attention than her right now. 

I gripped my dick tightly as I read through the message from 'Candy'. I'm sure that wasn't her real name. I didn't care, I looked at the pictures she'd sent of her big breasts and shaved pussy. It had been far too long since I'd gotten my dick wet. 

Darlene and I used to fuck like rabbits. She loved to drop to her knees and pull my dick out right in the middle of the kitchen while we cooked dinner. She'd get a cum appetizer before the main course, when I'd throw her over the kitchen island and plowed her wet pussy till she started to scream so loud I thought the neighbors would call the cops. Or that time when my buddy and his wife came over, and we all got drunk in the hot tub, and we ended up fucking them right next to each other legs still in the bubbling water. Damn, that was a hell of a night. All that ended when Jessica was born. Now it was all about her. While she was pregnant, it was "not with the baby in there," and shit. After she was born, it became one excuse after another. With diaper duty and round the clock feedings, it wasn't like either of us had the energy to start something anyway. But now she was a grumpy toddler and still, we haven't done much. Sure, there was that quickie on our anniversary, after a candlelight diner and flowers that cost me a full day's pay. Even that was interrupted before I got a chance to bust a nut. Not that I wanted to risk making another one of the little imps. 

That all leads me to today, when I'd found myself home alone. Every chance I got alone, I used to beat off and drain my aching blue balls. I have to lock myself in the bathroom or risk Jessica stumbling into our room. 

My buddy, the one who fucked his wife, now ex-wife, in the hot tub next to us, recently got divorced and was telling me about the apps and how easy it was to find pussy almost right next door now. 

I wasn't about to cheat on my wife, but I was curious. I was horny and alone, so I downloaded the app and logged in. It was fucking unreal. I had multiple chicks (and a few guys) compliment the muscle pic I'd uploaded. I'd taken it at the gym without my shirt. I was proud of the body I'd built, over the past couple years. If I hadn't poured a lot of my sexual frustration into bodybuilding, I might have exploded. Now the early signs of my growing dad bod had faded, and my six-pack was coming in nicely. 

Anyway, when candy started chatting me up, I responded for some reason. Maybe it was the pouty lips or the breasts falling out of her undersized top. What hooked me was how she seemed to know my situation so well.

"You poor thing, bet you are dying to sink your big fat dick into some wet pussy," She'd written. 

I was floored just how graphic she got. Then my dick throbbed in my shorts when she sent me a picture of her tight shaved pussy. 

"You like that big boy," she wrote. 

"That's so fucking hot," I wrote back. 

"Come on, show me that big dick, I want to know what your wife is missing out on," she wrote back. 

I hesitated, I knew it was a huge risk to send out a nude pic to some random stranger, but my horniness got the better of me. 

I went in the bathroom to avoid the little gremlin and pulled out my aching dick. I shot a couple pics and scanned through them. I turned on and off the lights, opened the window shades, closed them, looking for just the right mouthwatering dick pic. Then I saw it, even I was a little turned on by it. My head looked shiny with precum and the angle really made it look huge, not that I'm tiny or anything. I'd say I'm average to above average. I'd measured it years ago, a solid thick 7 inches. Not that I had many dicks to compare to, other than the guys at the gym and my buddy. 

I wasn't trying to look or anything, but you couldn't really help but see his dick when he stood up. I'd seen plenty of hard dicks in porn, mostly going in and out of some wet pussy or mouth. It was weird to think it was my buddy, the guy I went to high school with, the guy who would come over and watch football with, was next to me buck naked and waving that big old dick of his around. We'd always joked around about it in the locker room. His dick was something of a legend around school at the time. I knew all the cheerleaders, including his now ex-wife, wanted to get in his pants. I honestly never believed it. You know how these rumors go, one minutes it's a little above average or something and the next minute it is rivaling a fucking racehorse. 

I actually couldn't help but stare when I saw it the first time, the rumors were fucking true, it was huge, put me to shame for sure. 

"My big dick was part of why we broke up," he's told me one night after he and his wife split up. 

"How you figure? I've seen it, it's more than enough to satisfy any chick," I told him.

"Maybe too much of a good thing. She told me it hurt. She stopped giving me bjs because she said her jaw would hurt halfway through," He said. 

"Damn, hashtag big dick problems," I said, punching him in the arm. He laughed. He went on about the apps and how he found others that appreciated his monster. 

"This one chick was absolutely screaming when I bottomed out inside her. Said it was the best orgasm she'd ever had," He said.

"Bet she says that to every hookup," I said, busting his balls a little. Hell, I was beyond jealous, I hadn't gotten laid in literal months and all this talk was getting me hard. I couldn't believe I was popping a boner next to my buddy. I changed the subject and excused myself to grab more beers. Sure enough, there was a growing wet spot on the front of my gray sweatpants. I grabbed another pair from my bedroom and put on underwear this time. It didn't do much to control things down there. I could hardly keep my mind on the game. I kept seeing his dick sinking into her pussy and thinking what it would be like to have a sausage like his and the freedom to use it in any hole I wanted. 

"Damn, that's one beautiful cock. Let me lick it," Candy wrote back when I sent her the picture. I began to stroke it, thinking about those full lips sinking down my shaft. 

"I'm naked on my bed, fingering my pussy right now. I'm so wet for you," she said. 

I couldn't take it anymore, I stripped off like I was going to take a shower but instead sank into the empty tub. She sent me a pic of her finger inside her pussy with the caption, "come lick my cunt."

"How'd you know I love eating pussy," I asked. 

"I just guessed," she said with a wink emoji. 

It really was my favorite thing in the world, next to fucking and getting my dick sucked, that is. I used to do it all the time with my wife. If she wasn't taking my dick in her mouth or cunt, I was lapping her up, tasting her juices. 

In fact, that's what I did first in the hot tub. My buddy and his wife both commented on how good I must be at it because of how Darlene was squealing as I ate her out. I was tempted to offer to do the same for my buddy's wife, but I wasn't ready to cross that line. 

"Get me good and wet, then pound me with the thing," she wrote. I couldn't believe I was getting so into sexting like this. I pumped a few squirts of lotion from the bottle by the tub and slicked up my dick. Damn, it felt so good. I teased my dick, getting closer before backing off. I knew my wife would be gone for a couple more hours, so I was in no rush. 

"You're stroking your big dick thinking about me?" Candy wrote.

"Yeah, I want to fuck that beautiful pussy," I wrote back. 

"Show me," she wrote. 

Without thinking, I clicked on the cam button on the app. I nearly chickened out while I waited for her to accept the call. 

"I'm here, baby," came the voice on the other end. I was disappointed that the screen only showed her profile pic and not a live stream, but at least I could hear her voice. It was sweet with a slight British accent. It suited her and only got me hotter. 

"Show me how hot I've gotten you baby," she said. I set down the phone, propping it up against the wall on the edge of the tub. I could still see her face, but she could see all of me. 

"That's it, look at that sexy body. You must work out," she said.

"Yeah," I said, letting go of my dick long enough to flex my muscles and rub my pecs for her. I was beginning to sweat from all the excitement. It brought out a nice sheen on my smooth skin. 

"Show me how you pleasure yourself, baby," she said. 

I leaned back and gave her a show. I rubbed my chest and stroked my dick. I even ran my fingers through my pubes and sniffed them. For some reason, that always turned me on. I loved how I smelled after a good workout. 

The little imp whined in the background, and I knew I'd need to get back to her soon, or she'd go into full meltdown mode. 

I picked up the pace and drowned out her cries with the sounds of my fist violently going up and down my shaft. I don't know why I kept quiet, maybe I thought the brat might tell her mother, or maybe it was force of habit from all the times I jerked off in here while I was taking a shower and getting ready. 

"That's it! Cum for me, baby," candy said, seeing I was getting close. 

"Plant a baby inside me, you big stud," she said.

I was shocked by the statement. There was no way in hell I was going to get her pregnant, even if we did end up meeting in real life. But the fantasy of fucking her raw cunt had me on the edge. If only I could fuck her without a condom, to feel her raw and to unload inside her. 

I grunted louder than I thought I would as I painted my abs with my baby batter. My legs jerked, and my abs tightened with each spray across my chest and abs. My balls drained weeks of frustration out into my skin as my hand flew across my sensitive skin. 

The cum wasn't even cold when the realization of what I'd done hit me like a ton of bricks. I'd just jacked off for this complete stranger, she could see my bearded face and my gold wedding ring clear as day. What the fuck had I done? She even knew where I lived now, at least within a few thousand feet. It wouldn't be hard to narrow down. What if she was recording this. Oh god, what if it gets out on the internet. 

I quickly sat up and click off the video as panic set in. 

"Baby? What's wrong?" She wrote. I closed my phone and in a moment of panic deleted the app. 

I heard noises outside, suddenly realizing just how late it was. I stood up and turned on the shower to quickly wash away the cum and guilt. 
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Chapter 2: Post Nut Clarity 
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"I'M BACK. WHAT'S JESICA doing out in the hall?" She asked through the door. I heard her jiggle the lock. 

"She spilled some juice on me, so I was taking a quick shower," I lied. It was the worst lie, but I couldn't think of anything better in a panic. 

"Oh ... ok," she said. "When you're done, can you help me unload the car?" she asked. 

"Sure, be right out," I said. 

I tried to do a quick rinse but found my little swimmers everywhere, sticking in my pubes and knotting up into little balls on my skin. I was paranoid that she would spot it on me or in the tub, and was careful to wash it all down and clean the drain trap. 

I raced down the stairs, still pulling my shirt back on. That was too close. I kissed Darlene, then headed to the car to unload. My phone chimed, and I was surprised to see a message from an unknown number. 

"Why'd you hang up on me?" the message read. How did she get my number? Oh, fuck. 

"Don't you want to give me a load like this?" She said sending me a picture of her pussy covered this time in a massive amount of cum.

"You ok?" I heard a voice behind me. "You look like you just seen a ghost."

"Oh nothing, just stood up too quickly," I said, turning to find my buddy, John, who'd just walked up the driveway behind me. I put my phone away quickly. 

"Need a hand," he said.

"Huh?" I asked.

He nodded at the case of water I was about to lift. 

"Oh sure," I said, still reeling from what had happened. 

"You sure you're ok? Not coming down with anything, I hope," He said.

"No, I'm fine," I replied. 

"Oh good, we still watching the game?" he asked. I'd totally forgotten he was coming over to watch the game today. 

"Yeah, sure," I said, still recovering my senses. 

He helped me finish unloading the rest of the crap my wife had gotten, knowing our bank account was that much lighter as a result. 

Once it was all put away, I joined John, down in the man cave. The pre-game was already on the screen, and he had two beers in his hand. He handed me one as I came in. 

"You have a good afternoon with the little brat?" He asked. I coughed on my beer, remembering what had happened. 

"That good," he said, giving me a wink. 

"What do you mean by that?" I asked. 

"This is you, right?" He said, holding up his phone with my gym selfie on it. 

"I thought I deleted that app," I said.

"Did you delete your profile first? Otherwise, it stays on here for a while," he said. 

"Shit!" I said, pulling out my phone to try to find the app again. 

"Did you hook up?" He asked.

"No!" I said. 

"You did, didn't you," he said, seeing through my lie. 

"I didn't hookup," I said in a loud whisper, paranoid my wife was right outside the door, though I knew she was in the playroom. 

"Then why are you freaking out?" he asked. 

"What if she finds me on there, like you just did," I said.

"I see your point, it should disappear soon," he said. "Nice pic, by the way. You must have gotten a ton of responses with that thirst trap" he said. I felt my face flush red.

"Come on, you can tell me, I ain't gonna to rat you out. Fuck, I know how pent-up you must be. I'm glad we never had kids," he said. 

"Don't get me wrong, I love Jessica, but had I known then what I know now, I'd have gotten fixed," I said. 

"You said the moment she became a mommy, her whole personality changed," he said.

"Yeah, I miss those days when we'd fuck three times a day," I said. 

"I remember what a fucking slut she was for you," he said.

"I was just thinking about that time in the hot tub," I said. 

"Can't believe she made you get rid of that, so many good memories," he said, bumping my arm.

"She was worried Jessica might get in it and drowned. I get that, but it was fucking covered up, and it's not like she could climb up the sides," I said. I was still bitter about having to pay someone to haul it away. All that remained was the concrete slab out back it used to sit on. It had been replaced with plastic toys fading in the sun. Jessica had long abandoned them, in favor of new, more expensive plastic toys. 

"So ..." he asked, looking back down at my profile photo on his phone sitting in his lap. 

"What?!" I asked.

"What happened. And don't say nothing. You looked in a panic. Did she almost catch you ?" He asked.

"It was a close call," I said.

"You had her come here?" He asked.

"Hell no, I didn't hook up. We just ... you know ... chatted and stuff," I said.

"Oh nice. Did she send you her pics?" he said. 

"Yeah" I said, my face getting more flush as I recalled the conversation. 

"Show me," he said. 

"I can't, I deleted it," I told him. 

"Just reinstall it, then you can delete your profile if you are that paranoid," he said. He worked in tech, so knew more about this stuff than I did. I just knew enough to get messages and watch porn. 

I pulled out my phone and saw one more message from the unknown number. I deleted the conversation and blocked the number before I went to download the app. 

"See, your profile is still there, even still has you logged in," he said, pointing to my screen. He was sitting right next to me, closer than he'd ever sat before. I could feel his leg brushing up against mine. It was a strange feeling. I could even see in incredible detail that big dick of his pushing out his athletic shorts. It was clear he wasn't wearing any underwear. He'd told me he started freeballing a while ago. He loved the freedom. "Letting my boys hang out," he'd said. "Plus I get lots of looks," he'd said with a wink. 

I had just rolled my eyes. If I ever got caught wearing something that showed off my dick like that, my wife would have sent me right back into the house to change into something more modest. 

I'd noticed John had changed a lot since the divorce. He seemed much more at ease with himself, more confident now that his ex-wife wasn't picking on him constantly anymore. I think she thought if he had a shred of self-esteem, he might realize he could do better than her. I guess she ended up being right. 

"Come on, show me what she looked like, you've got a couple messages there, is that her?" He said. 

I looked down at the inbox icon and saw 5 more messages. I dreaded opening the chat screen. 

"Did your wife catch you? Is that why you left in a hurry?" said the last one. 

"Oooh nice!" John said, looking back at the messages. He tapped the image of her pussy coated in cum so it expanded to fill the full screen. 

"I can see why you liked her. Such a good little slut," he said, pawing at the front of his shorts. There was no denying his dick had grown and was now pushing against the slick material. I was shocked to find my dick was beginning to grow in my sweats. 

"Did you video chat with her?" he asked.

"Ah, yeah," I admitted.

"Damn, what'd she do?" he asked. 

"Nothing, she just watched me jack off," I said, feeling hot behind my ears at admitting something like that to him. Sure, we both knew we jacked off, but it wasn't something buddies talked about.

"Could you see her?" he asked.

"No, she didn't share her camera," I said. The dread returning that I might have made a huge mistake. 

"Huh, that's odd, camera shy," he said. 

"Fuck, you think I'm in trouble?" I asked.

"Don't know," he said, "you ever heard of catfishing?" 

"Yeah, you think she catfished me?" I asked, my anxiety building. 

"It seems a bit fishy that she didn't come on video," he said.

I was entering full panic mode. 

"Shit, shit, shit," I said.

"Relax," he said, putting a hand on my shoulder to try to calm me. 

"What if she tries to blackmail me? Or post it online?" I asked.

"It's possible, but I doubt it, I wouldn't worry about it" he said.

I found it hard to focus on the game. I kept replaying it over and over in my head, all the ways this could go sideways. 

"Good night," John said, getting up and staggering a little. It was a good thing he only lived a few doors down from us. I watched him from the driveway, making sure he got home alright, then went in to get ready for bed. 

I tossed and turned trying to get to sleep, worried what Candy might do with that video and my pics. 

I was in the kitchen cooking breakfast when there was a knock at the door. I went to see who it was. There was Candy standing on the back porch naked. I was both shocked and turned on. I knew, any minute, my wife would be down with the runt to take her to daycare before she went to work. Candy dropped to her knees and pulled my dick out of my boxers before I could stop her. I felt her lips kiss the head then take me to the hilt. 

"You can't be here!" I whispered, trying to push her away and close the door. I heard someone behind me and turned, fearing it was Darlene. To my surprise, it was John, he was also completely naked. He strolled to the fridge and grabbed a beer. Spotting Candy, he sat down the beer and headed over. He stood next to me stroking that big dick of his while Candy licked my balls. She reached out and took hold of his dick, stroking it and pulling it up next to mine. I couldn't believe his dick was actually touching mine while she licked around both our heads. 

"Damn, she's good," John said, putting his arm around my neck.

"What if Darlene comes down?" I asked, too anxious to enjoy Candy's tongue and hand rubbing both our dicks as one.

"Relax, bro," he said, rubbing my neck. He'd never touched me like that. I looked down at Candy trying to fit both of our dicks in her mouth at the same time. I looked back and heard footsteps on the stairs. 

"You've both got to go now," I said, pushing John and Candy out the back door. I tried to close the door, but it was like the door was the wrong size and wouldn't fit. I could still see John and Candy standing there with hurt looks on their faces. 

I woke in a panic with an impossibly hard dick, the image of them burned into my mind. 

What the fuck? I nearly said out loud. I tried to roll over and go back to sleep, but my hard dick throbbed painfully. My mind kept wandering back to the scene. 

I looked over to see if Darlene was awake. I heard her softly snoring. I pulled down the sheet and began to gently stroke myself. I replayed the scene in my mind now that I wasn't in such a panic that we'd get caught. 

I had to admit, it was hot to have Candy sucking me like that, seeing her full lips wrapped around my dick. But why the hell was John there? Why was I getting turned on watching her suck his dick? I tried pushing the image of his dick resting on top of mine away, but it kept returning to that moment. I felt hot wet drops fall to my abs before I even realized I was cumming. What the fuck was wrong with me?

I was disgusted with myself as I grabbed a couple tissues and as quietly as I could and mopped up the sticky mess.
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Chapter 3: The Stalker
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AS I WAS LEAVING FOR the job site in the morning, I was halfway down the driveway when I noticed something stuck under the windshield. I looked around before quickly retrieving the note.

"Hey baby, you know who this is, why'd you block me? Unblock me or my next note will be on your wife's car" it said.

I realized I was shaking violently. I gripped the steering wheel so hard my knocked grew white. Realizing if I stayed in the driveway much longer, my wife would be out to take Jessica to daycare and go to work and would wonder why I was still here. 

I quickly pulled out and drove down the street. I don't remember any of the drive between home and the worksite. I was on autopilot. My mind raced through all the possible consequences. 

I even thought about fessing up to Darlene about the whole thing but imagined she'd have my balls in a vice for sure. My only option was to play along and see what Candy wanted. I didn't have much money, hell like most of the working class I was in more debt than I was worth. 

"You gonna clock in?" Came a voice from behind my window. It was my supervisor. 

"Yeah, sorry" I said, getting out of the truck and grabbing my safety gear. 

"You alright? Not getting sick, are you?" He asked. 

"No, I'm good" I said. 

"Ok, I need you up on 30 ..." I blinked at him, barely hearing him. I nearly got myself fried when I dropped my wrench into a live circuit.

"That was too close, why don't we knock off for the day. I don't know where your head is, but it's not on the job," my supervisor said once we'd shut off the power and confirmed it hadn't started a fire. I went back to my truck and slammed my hands on the steering wheel. That was fucking careless, I thought. 

I messaged John that I needed to see him after work. 

"I'm free now, wanna meet me at Ray's" he said.

"Must be nice to have a cushy tech job where you can take off in the middle of the afternoon to go to some strip joint" I said. 

"See why you should have finished college?" He retorted. 

"Yeah yeah, college man, from what you told me, you spent most of your time in college chasing tail and getting wasted, while some of us had to work for a living" I said.

"Woah, touchy. Everything ok?" He asked.

"Meet me at the park, I'm not in the mood for strippers" I said.

"Ok, see you in ten." He said.

I pulled into the park and looked at my phone and the blocked number. My finger hovered over the unblock button. 

"Knock knock" said John looking through the window. I hadn't even noticed he'd pulled up next to me and gotten out. I unlocked the door, and he climbed into the passenger seat. 

"You know gay guys cruise this park all the time" he said.

"What the fuck?" I said.

"Yeah they hook up in the trails back in the woods over there" he said. 

"How the fuck do you know?" I said.

"Was chatting with some guy on the app, he wanted to give me head back there" he said.

"He wanted to what?" I said.

"Bet you got hit up by guys on that app" he said.

"Sure, I just blocked them" I said. "You didn't do it, did you?"

"I'm not that desperate," he said. 

"I thought for a minute you'd switched teams on me" I said.

"Nah, but I do love to tease them" he said.

"What are you talking about" he said.

"When one of them hits me up, I play along like I'm interested. Then we start exchanging pictures. I get him all hot for my dick, then stop responding. It's hilarious." He said.

"You send them pictures of your dick?" I asked. 

"Nah, just short of showing it, you know like my bulge in my underwear and shit. Just so they can see how big I am and get them wanting to see more." He said.

"That's ..." I was going to say shitty of you but stopped myself. What did I care?

"So what's up? Why'd you need to talk to me so urgently." He finally asked. 

"I found this note on my windshield this morning" I said, handing him the crumpled paper. 

"Oh shit, she means business
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