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So, there’s Henry, my husband, out cold in his Barca Lounger with his favorite program, “Gold Rush,” on our 60-inch, flat screen, wasting electricity. Poor Henry. He’s a long-haul trucker and has been on the road for the last five days. I guess I can’t blame him for being exhausted. 

I’m Diedre, his wife. Have been for nine years. I was expecting a little poke from the hubby when he got home today, but not to be. Looks like I’m dragging out the ole vibrator tonight. Henry used to be a great lay. Nice fat cock, plenty of stamina. Used to do me three or four times. I could hardly keep him off me. 

But, of course, as you married folk are quite aware, the honeymoon does end, sex gets routine and boring with the same person. So now I take my pleasure wherever and whenever I can. I figure since he’s not around what’s the difference. It’s not hurting anyone, and I’m always needy. I’m really not a true-blue kind of woman.

Like several weeks ago, picture it...

We are naked. He’s on top of me, and our lips are locked in a swirl of tongue. He is a great kisser. We have a great rhythm going, and he’s rocking me. I run my hands over his muscled back, down the curve of it and put my hands on his hard ass, driving him into me. The buff, twenty-six-year old is into me, literally and figuratively, seven-and-a half inches in fact. He feels wonderful – his scrumptious body plop, plop, plops into my wetness. 

Shocks of electric pleasure shoot through me and run to my brain making me shudder and shake, and I feel the warm glow of orgasm quickly seeping through my body. I have another thick penis in my left hand and stroke him while I begin to explode. He’s next. Another delectable treat. Two in one day. I turned into a slut. A cheating wife can’t ask for more.

Other women would be horrified at my wanton, lustful nature. You know, they want feel cared for, even loved before they give themselves up. Me, I enjoy an emotional romantic interlude as much as the next woman, but my main concern is always about the big “O”, my orgasm. My libido has always been out of control, which is caused by my unique physiology, which I will tell you about shortly.

So, I run into the two of them at a convenience store. I’m in line in front of them, and I drop a bag of snacks. Before I have time to pick it up, the first one, Michael, reaches down and picks it up for me. Our eyes meet. He is handsome...and young, and I can tell by the way he looks at me I’m turning him on. He introduces himself, then his friend, Alan. I can see Alan's eyes dilate. I had his nostrils up. They are both dressed in soccer uniforms with big Westside Soccer logos on them, and they’re both physically excellent specimens. I can only imagine how much stamina they have. With all that running that soccer players do, it has to be off the meter.

We chat and walk out together. Of course, they let me know how gorgeous I am, and I return the compliment.  I ask them what they’re doing for the rest of the day, and they say they’re just going out for run. I suggest maybe some sexercise would be a better workout...if they’re interested. Lickety split, they book a room, and now we are at it.

I'm a buxom, thirty-five-year-old, brunette, about 5'5' and 115 pounds. I'm told I have a pretty face. My eyes are big, and I have fleshy lips, good cheekbones, and long, thick, brown hair, shapely legs, and the kicker, and a great ass. To explain, I have what every man wants, big boobs, and I like to show them off, so I wear tight sweaters and low cut tops. I've always turned men on. Which of course, in itself, is a good and bad thing. Good if you want them, bad if you don't. Men don't suffer rejection well.

About now you might think I'm trailer park trash, but I grew up in a middle-class neighborhood. My Dad was a manager for a large retail store and Mom was a legal secretary. I went to public school. I was good-looking teenager, but quite a few teens are as good looking as me. 

Once I graduated high school a lot of guys asked me why I wasn't a model or actress. The truth is New York and L.A. are filled with better looking, more beautiful women, plus my tits were way too big for me to be a fashion model. I mean I could do nude modeling for girlie mags, but I wasn't interested in that. As for being an actress, I liked being admired but getting up in front of an audience scared me to death. I was happy being a big beauty queen in a small pond. I felt safe.

So, back to my three-way. Michael has me gasping and almost there, but his body tenses, he moans and explodes. He hasn't been in me long, five minutes max. I guess I excited him too much, but fortunately his friend, Allan, quickly slips on a rubber and takes his place. (I do safe sex unless I really know a guy). 

He grabs me by the thighs, pulls me to the edge of the bed and hammers away. I’m totally wet and submissive at that point. He picks right up where Michael left off.  His cock is thicker but it only takes a few seconds before he stretches out my pussy, and sends some major pleasure shocks through my body. I’m screaming with my first orgasm. 

I admit I am a loud cummer. I can't help it. Lots of “Oh, God's”, “Harder, harder’s” and “I'm cumming.” Things like that. Guys really dig it because, after all, every guy likes to think he can get any woman off with his superior cocksmanship. 

My orgasm really gets Alan pumping. He’s in great shape and has some stamina. He fucks me, for like thirty-five minutes straight – on my back, on my side, from behind, every which way. The guy is an animal.  I come another three times. Finally, with a couple powerful thrusts, he grunts and pours his juices into me.

Meanwhile, Michael had been watching, and he is sporting a major boner again. He puts himself in my mouth, and I suck him off for a few minutes. He stiffens up really good.  Since he already came once, he pounds me for quite a while. I lose track of the time. I’m not complaining because my body is singing. I am so tuned up. Five minutes with him and I’m over the edge again – orgiastic bliss. 

By the time Michael’s done with me, I’m all fucked out. Alan wants to do me again, but honestly, I need a rest, but I was thinking about it. Then I check the clock. We started carousing a little after twelve, and it’s getting on four o'clock. I get carried away, get greedy for it. I have to get home before Henry. Alan’s standing there with his big hard-on. I feel bad for him, but I have to get out of there. I give the boys my cell number. Tell them to get in touch any time. 

Now here's a secret. You have to be very, very careful if you're a player. You can't leave any clues behind. I gave the boys my number, but it was to my second cell phone. I bought a prepaid cell, which I carefully hid in the toe of one of the shoes I had stacked in boxes in my closet. That's the number I give out to prospective and current lovers. I never turn it on unless I'm alone and only to check for messages. I make all the return calls with that phone. 

Okay, back to my history.

By now you're already tagging me as a whore, tramp, pig, all those great words men use to slut shame us. The fact of the matter is (and this is a fact) most women crave sex as much as men, and we all know what horn dogs you are. Most women aren't out picking up guys and getting laid because there are a lot of drawbacks, like getting knocked up, STDs, fear of being found out by our significant other, the social stigma of not toeing the monogamy line, and of course, the danger. You never know about men. 

Margaret Atwood made a famous remark that "men are afraid that women will laugh at them; women are afraid that men will kill them.” That's the truth. I always have a can of police strength mace close by. I won't carry a gun like some women I know. I mean what happens if I actually shoot and kill a guy. Bad joo-joo there.

As far as I'm concerned, monogamy doesn't work. It's a male concept that was meant to keep us women in line. After all, until a hundred years ago, we were literally just property. In those days, monogamy was the natural order of things – for women. Guys just fooled around as they pleased. But here's a shocker for all you players, fifty-percent of wives cheat, have cheated or will cheat soon. Google it. It's a fact. You guys aren't the only ones not happy with your mate in the sack.

Okay, I'm lecturing. Let's get back to why I am such a slut. I love to fuck is the simple reason. I have an extremely high libido. Sex drives come in all shapes and forms. My drive is through the ceiling, probably because I have a mild case of what is called hyper-sexuality disorder. It's a real disorder that makes me horny all the time. There is an excessive amount of blood flowing to my clitoris, which results in horniness. Some poor women have it so bad they can come without even being touched. To make a comparison it's like a never-ending hard-on. Some of you are very familiar with that (I kid).

I realized something wasn't quite right with me at an early age. I was always playing with myself which embarrassed my parents to no end. They'd have a dinner party an I'd be in the living room with my finger down my panties. They shamed me enough that I only played with myself in private. Problem solved until I hit puberty and started hanging with boys. 

I lost my cherry at twelve years old. I developed early, had nice sized breasts, which the boys were always trying to feel up, and I had insatiable curiosity about men's penises. We had neighbors with a sixteen-year-old son, and he was on me like a fly on honey. He talked me into the backyard shed. We played doctor, and somehow, he managed to slip it to me. To be honest, I encouraged him to put it in.  It wasn't painful at all because I had been using my mom's dildo on myself. Once I had officially lost my virginity, I wanted it from him more and more, and we did it until we got caught. That was the end of that. The parents didn't want us fucking on the furniture, not to mention what a nuisance a pregnant twelve-year-old would be.

You know, so I go through high school, fucked a lot of guys, blew a lot of guys. Got a terrible reputation. I got kicked out of school when five guys from the football team gang-banged me at a beer party in the woods. We had to move the scandal was so bad. My poor Dad. How humiliating.

Despite my promiscuity, I wasn't a bad student, B/C kind of girl. Good at math. Went to a community college, fucked a lot more guys, and got an associate degree in accounting. 

I wasn't stupid about sex. I was on the pill and always made the guys use rubbers, except when I was blowing them. Hated the taste of rubbers. I read it was pretty safe to give blow jobs if you didn't let them cum in your mouth.

Okay, so we finally get to Henry. After probably fucking close to forty or fifty guys (they add up fast) I ran into my husband-to-be. My girlfriend, Stephanie, (more juicy stuff about her later) introduced me to him. I found him to be just a really nice guy.

He was totally blue-collar, a long-haul trucker and made a good living at it. He was kind, considerate, caring, pretty smart, good sense of humor and he seemed to have sex drive that matched mine. He fell in love with me almost immediately. We fucked every day. He heard about my sexual history, but didn't seem to care. Then we got married, which was the end of everything.

It was fine at first. Henry kept up. Every day we had a nice roll in the hay, but as time passed (not that much time) he slowed down. You guys know how it is. You make it with the same woman time after time and it gets old. It was getting old for me, too. Besides, he was always moaning about how sore his penis was. I wound up playing with myself more and more. Finally, I just got tired of it.

I always complained to Stephanie about it. She was very comforting. She listened, consoled and offered great support. I really came to care about her...a lot. We’d crack open a bottle of Wild Turkey and drink, fire up a joint and hang out. We laughed a lot. She was divorced. Her marriage lasted about a year and a half. The guy was a drunk. He dragged her to swinger parties and made her fuck other guys while he watched and videoed them. She finally had it when some guy she knew at work said he saw her getting fucked on the internet and wanted to know if he could do her. 

One night we were so blasted and feeling so bad for ourselves we wound up holding each other, which led to a kiss, which led to feeling up, which led to licking pussy, which led to fucking. Damn, we fucked hard. She was my first woman. It was definitely weird at first, but I found the more you do something that’s sexually taboo, the more normal it becomes. Like, for example, I was anxiety stricken about giving head the first time, but once I did it a few times it, was like I had always done it. You know what I mean.

Anyway, Steph eventually wound up coming out as a total lesbian. That’s when she divorced her husband and just dated women. I wasn’t that much into it. Like I said, I’ll have sex anytime I’m horny with pretty much any attractive man, and now, even woman.

At the time, I was working for a small accounting firm, and the owner, Phillip, was a tall, lean fellow, a runner, did five miles every morning, and he was hyperactive as hell. The guy never stood still. Amazing energy. He wasn't a looker, but attractive enough.  The guy was always all over me. You know, leaning in, “accidentally” rubbing against me, holding my hand while we talked and forever letting the conversation drift to sex. He had the hots for me bad. Finally, he just told me outright how much he wanted me, and what he'd like to do to me. 

I could have easily filed sexual harassment charges, except that I like it, and I admit, I flirted back. I loved seeing the bulge in his pants as he leaned over me at my desk. After he was sufficiently hard, I'd eyeball his crotch, which was about six inches from my face, look up at him, smile, and politely decline his offers. He'd always back off. Probably went to the men's room to take care of himself. I was so mean.

Finally, one day, I brought some papers to him at his desk, and he invited me to accompany him to a Professional Accountants Conference in Chicago. I smirked. 

“Assuming I wanted to go, how would I tell my husband about that?” He had an answer ready.

“Tell him it's professional training that will get you a raise, and that you're going with another woman in the office.” 

He had it all figured out, and he most definitely was intending to fuck me.

“You naughty dog,” I said. “I know it will get you a raise, but how much are you really going to give me when I get back.”

“How much do you want?” He was breathing hard already knowing it was only about the price at this point.

“How about two hundred a week,” I answered.

I smirked to myself. No way he was going to give me that kind of raise. Phillip was a cheap bastard and that was a hefty chunk of change for him.

“Two hundred will get you to Chicago?”

“Two hundred will get me to Chicago, but no promises,”

“Deal!” he said and put out his hand to shake. 

Wow, that was a surprise. We were in his office, and I looked around. No one was in earshot. 

“Deal!” I said. I was wearing a low-cut sweater, leaned over showed him a clear view of cleavage and pulled him to me and gave him a kiss on the lips. He knew then my “no promises” was empty talk.

Henry didn't blink when I told him I was going to the conference especially when he heard how it would get me a raise. He didn't suspect a thing. Why would he?
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