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 Chapter 1. My Marriage

My dear love, you’ve to be patient with me. I am not
yet accustomed to fuck in the car. Not yet. You’ve taught me to
suck your cock in the car. I’ve lost my sense of shame while
crouching over you in the driver seat, unzipping your pants,
releasing your hard cock, and taking it to my mouth or jerking off
to you with my hands. With my wedding ring still on. If some
acquaintance would watch me doing this, she would say I’m doing as
a whore, a low woman, street whore. And I give a toss about it what
another person thinks. I even release one tit from my bra for you
to touch me in the car, for our pleasure. But still I don’t feel
safe removing half of my clothes to ease the carnal penetration. To
be mounted by you, by your cock, inside the car. I mean, you know,
my husband never asked me to do those things. I’m the mother of his
children. A bourgeois respectable wife. I need a bit more of time
to accustom to do these things. You’ve to be patient and give me
sometime to accustom and override my shame. I am not as the easy
girls you met in the college, before of being both together. But I
want to please you. I want you to fuck me in the car if you desire
me in such that way.

 


I owed you this letter. I hope you read it
and find the best moment to see me again. This letter is my
confession. I had to have a strong drink to write it. Yes, I’m
writing a little drunk, to be able to say my truths. To call my
voice, my deeper voice beyond the daily wife I am when I’m awake
and without you. You’re my schatz, you are my treasure. I’ve
told you sober. And now, even drunk it’s worth to confess my truths
to you, in any condition. I am a mature white wife. My body is
marked by sex and motherhood. Scars of births and abortions, you
have seen them. I own a big fat ass, you’ve seen it too. And a cunt
well used, first by my hubby, and now by you. Yes, I was blessed
-or cursed- by my fertility. "A cock enters, a baby comes out”, as
my husband used to say, without any consideration to me. But after
breeding enough sons and daughters for him. I mean, after hubby
felt his lineage secure, he ceased to pay attention to me. He was
more concerned about chasing after younger women. And almost
always, my hubby’s affairs ended with the impregnation of those
fertile women. Some of them were married women (a detail that never
stop hubby). It meant births or abortions for those reckless
women.

 


Imperatives for the reproduction of the
specie? Yes. Even in our so pretentious “space-age”: we depend on
bare bodies. Naked bodies fucking and breeding, to keep the specie
alive.

 


With time, as my hubby aged, he began to fuck
young girls as well as girlish boys (dressed as girls,
transvestite). All are his students and followers. All are fanatic
of his cathedra, seduced by his academic sophistry and his tongue.
After seducing those people, my husband fucks them in a way that
breeding is impossible. May an ass be better than a cunt? I’m
afraid that's maturity for some men, my Love. In the case of my
hubby, it’s his way to free himself from Nature, births and
abortions. Well, it’s ok for me, no problem, I let him do. We were
a perfect marriage since we live separate lives. I managed to have
a cozy home for him (and now for you) and he manages to not molest
me with his depravity. It's a good deal since our four children
occupied all my attention and sex was not a priority to me anymore.
But after a while, all my children grew. After a time, all them
ceased to demand my attention. Moreover, my care to them became a
shame. And, finally they all got personal independence. So my home
found itself alone, emptied, childless.

 


Until we met.

 



 Chapter 2. Our Meeting

Was our first meeting a coincidence? Before, if we
would have meet at the old times of my life as a busy mom and wife,
I'd have turned down all your flirtations. Not much for fidelity to
hubby but because I was then too busy with my kids. Got it?

 


That’s not the case now. Anyway, it seems I
have the kind of body attractive to boys, young men I mean.
Particularly one. The one who dared to try to seduce me: You.

 


I wouldn’t believe such a thing was even
possible. Do you remember the first time we met? It was at the
party after the poetry declamation of my dear friend Rosalind. It
was when you and me both first met. After the poetic act, all
attendees went to one of those cold and usually sad, cheese &
wine receptions. It was a winter’s night party, without any
calefaction indeed. It was all cold, colorless, and depressive,
when suddenly I felt you. I haven't told you this before, but I
felt your cock on my butt that night. It was as an electric smash.
While I was waiting in line to access the table, replete with cheap
cheese and even cheaper wine. You were behind me.

Then, suddenly, I felt your hard hot cock
touching my butt. You were subtly rubbing your body over me from
behind. Your cock, stiff and hidden in your pants. It was freely
rubbing my well-dressed butt! I kept silent but realized
everything. How daring on your part! We still have not discussed it
but you shouldn’t believe I didn’t realize about it. Don't think
it, not in a second! It was you who collided with me, it was your
cock that touched my ass “casually”. “I am a married woman and a
mother, and this…young man dares to touch me with his cock!”, it
was my first thought back then.

Were you craving for having me even without
knowing me? I hope so. No, I am sure, because since then, you are
the only one who could watch my eyes and my soul in a way nobody
had done before. But before that, in early times, on that first
cold night, I could feel you. In public, on my body, on my very
private parts, without even knowing each other. You touched my butt
of a married woman, with your stiff cock of a passionate lover.
Afterwards, when I was back home, I realized I should have
responded you back, by rubbing my butt on your cock. What would
have happened then? Would we had make love that very first night? A
"quickie" inside the bathroom of the reception? Like many cheating
wives do with their lovers? I’ve heard so many stories like that
but I can’t imagine myself doing so. I lost the opportunity to find
out. But no matter. Since then I have rubbed my nude wet buttocks
against your hard cock, the many nights we have stayed
together.

 


Yet, even when I was then a faithful married
woman and you were, back then, a mere stranger. I wasn't ashamed
nor offended you groped my butt. I could have been, but no.
Instead, I felt surprised but not scandalized. That was all a sign
in itself to me. I had to know you. Destiny?


 Chapter 3. My Body

I never expected to be back, sexually speaking, to
the “market of love” to say. Specially, I never expected to have a
young lover, much younger than me. I’m a chubby, robust woman with
a big fat ass and big fallen tits. A mature mother, with a too used
cunt. A woman living in an empty nest. Almost a deserted wife. The
kind of woman none takes seriously. I did not feel attractive in
those days. I was lost, far away from the passions, but you found
me. You desired me. You flirted with me and I was so delighted to
be courted again. You made me smile with your witty jokes about sex
and lovers, about cheating wives and cuckold husbands. You were
indirectly proposing to me what did you want to do with me. And I
got it, and I smiled to you. Even more, I did laugh again. “What
other things this young man could make me feel?” I thought that
winter night when I gave you my phone number, simulating coldness
from my part. It was the (first) night we met, the first night my
butt felt your erected cock and I liked it. In retrospect, it was a
good sign.

 


Then we met a second time, when you invite me
at the House of Party, you remember? I was waiting for your call so
eagerly. Then I had to lie my husband, for the first time, to be
able to go. It was also the first time you touched my ass in public
with my consent (your strong hand clinged on my soft buttock so
strong that even it let me marks on my skin!). But I let you
groping me at your pleasure. I’ve never being so spoiling.
Especially to a man I barely knew.

It was a “first time” for me in so many
things! But you had to wait for a third encounter to fuck me. It
happened in your place. Your personal space, since my hubby was in
my home that night. It was so hot the way you kissed me! I have
never open my mouth so much in a kiss. You got naked fast and
easily. But me, I had to let my girdle on my belly. I was to
ashamed to release it off. Even when the lights were off as I asked
to you. You were so patient and I was so worried of not screwing it
up, that we forgot the condoms. I remembered it ("are you wearing a
condom?") just when we were already fucking, doggy style. The best
style to get pregnant according to a friend of me. I was so wet
that it didn’t cost you to impale me, remember? I was so hot that
finally I didn’t care. Indeed, it was so good that I didn’t care
you cum inside me, irrigating my married pussy. We did it like
that, since the very first
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