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 Night

“Are you there?” Giancarlo tells me over the
phone.

“I’m afraid, yes. Why the hell are you calling me so late? It’s
beyond 1am!” I protest without hanging him off as I should.

“Is your hubby sleeping?” he asks. I look aside, just in case,
knowing the answer beforehand.

“Of course he is!” I whisper. “What do ya want?” I show myself
impatient.

“I miss you, babe. I know I’ve been a bad fucker…But, I swear, miss
ya” he tells me. Me too. I can feel his sorrow, but I say
nothing.

“How is our baby? Is he growing?” Gian asks with genuine
interest.

“I dunno if it’s a ‘he’, or a ‘she’. Doc knows. I don’t. I am
content knowing we are both healthy.” I replied.

“That’s great. I think it is a boy. Big womb?” He asks. I think he
should know a bit about my process.

“Ok, yeah my womb has grown…I am a big size woman now. If you would
meet me now, you certainly would dismiss me. As you have done,
indeed.” I complain.

“YOU dismissed me!” He replied. “You cheated, so it was really your
call. I can’t be with a dirty man.” Yeah, I am a proud woman.

Gian changes the conversation to his profit, as he is as cunning as
the devil.

“Baby, don’t punish me! I’d love to cuddle your big rounded body in
my arms…I miss ya so much.” I flow with his words, his voice
possesses this hypnotic effect on me. Oh, I miss him so much! I
realize. I got wet only by listening to his deep manly voice. But
it can’t be so easy.

“How is your wife? Does she know her unborn baby will have a baby
brother? We should meet as a family, right?” I am getting furious
with my own venom.

“Don’t be so mean…I have duties. Her family is…I can’t tell you
this by phone.” He is whispering too.

“Poor of you. Poor baby,” I replied with all the irony I could. I
wanna punish him badly. To bury my claws in his chest until he
bleeds.

“I need to meet ya babe. To touch you again. I need you! Your tits.
They must be bigger and milky. I wanna suck ya, your nipples, babe.
They are mine, your pussy, too. Your big butt, I conquered, too.
You know it babe, you’re mine. I’m yours, no matter who we sleep
with.” He says.

I wanna hang off, but wow! I am definitely wet. My breasts are hot,
my large nipples get hard. I touch them. A jet of warm milk sprouts
out. That’s his effect on me.

My finger is rubbing my clit as he speaks. No comments.

I say nothing on the phone beside my heavy breath. He
follows.

“I wanna suck your warm milk from your bare tits, making you wet,
babe. My cock is rock hard now, babe. Oh, I am suffering so much!
My balls are in pain. They miss their pussy, your sweet pussy. I
know it is.”

My clit has got hard. I’m fingering myself. It’s so good that I let
out a moan. I shut my mouth up with a hand.

Hubby suddenly snores. Is he listening up to us?

“I wanna eat your butt. I wanna you to sit on my face. Making love
with my entire head over your pussy and your buttocks, as big as
the world. What a huge piece to fuck!”

Does his wife know he is calling me? Wow, it’s so hot to know she
does.

“Do you love me, baby? Despite everything?” I ask him shyly. I rub
my clit, relentless. He owes me this and more, and he knows
it.

“I love you, babe. I want you and wanna make love to you in daily
basis. To bite the sweet flesh of your buttocks. To bite your
freckled back while riding ya. Do you remember? Doggy style as a
bull does to mate. I am your bull, no matter your cuckold husband
you’re married with. Wow, I wanna cum.”

“Cum, cum but inside me”, I shout, begging him as quietly as
possible. I’m cuming too, phone and all, buried under the pillows
and struggling to breathe. Sweetly intoxicated with my own heat of
passion and overused air. It had been so hard to leave Gian for
returning to my husband! This is a dangerous consolation, but I
follow through. I cum and moan. I am in four limbs on the bed. I
hammer my butt back to empty air as if an invisible lover is
impaling me. My finger plays the role of my distant lover
imperfectly.

But I am content that I have Gian back. We
set a meeting to see each other again.


 Chapter One. The Encounter

I am a mature wife, almost forty years old. I live
with my husband, whom I will call Bob, who is much older than me,
on a big sunny big island in southern Europe. We had no children.
Well, I always wanted one or two, but my husband didn't want to for
fear of losing our freedom, and I didn't care. I was young enough.
So we waited until I got to see the first wrinkles on my face. My
husband then told me that next year we should "campaign" to
conceive. But nothing happened anyway. Maybe there is something
wrong with me, I thought, martyring myself. But I was wrong: my
husband is just not the type of man who has a very intense passion,
rather low. Although I often provoked him, we didn't make love very
often: sometimes we didn't make it in months. Anyway, even though I
purposely do not use any contraceptive precautions, it surprised me
I never conceived. I have to confess also that making love with my
husband became a dull thing. It was almost mechanical. I didn't get
wet enough, and the penetration was painful, or simply he wasn't
erect enough to penetrate me. I asked him to get into a therapy for
having babies but he refused, angry at the suggestion he had
something "wrong". After a while, I gave up trying to get pregnant.
Instead, I preferred to be alone in our bedchamber, sorrow but
quiet with my slept hubby.



I prayed for a change in my life and waited
for a miracle.



A time later, we arrived at a birthday party
at my sister-in-law's house. She invited my husband and me. I
already knew some of the guests, and some I did not. They
introduced us to a young couple with their three small children.
The wife was young and funny and we quickly became friends. As I
talked with the woman, I felt her husband's gaze (a young man,
almost a boy) on me. It was impossible for me to ignore him
watching me while I talked to his wife. His gaze followed me during
the entire party. I couldn't avoid his sight on my body. I could
feel his eyes on my booty, if it was possible to feel the “touch of
a gaze”.

When the party was over, I finally could say
goodbye to the young wife (and his lecherous husband’s gaze). As a
farewell, he took my hand and squeezed it, while staring at me. At
first, I felt uncomfortable. He was undressing me with his eyes! My
face turned red as a tomato, and I took my hand away from him,
disgusted. Of course, I said nothing to Bob.

Days passed, and the guy friended me on FB.
His name is Giancarlo and is my sister-in-law's neighbor. He
surprised me. “How bold he is!” I said to myself, but anyway I
accepted his request. Against my caution, soon after, we started
messaging. Days went by like that, and we talked daily, hourly,
constantly through messages on the phone, sometimes up to very late
during my sleepless nights at bed while my hubby was sleeping and
snoring.

This young man told me one day: "Hey, I
really like you. Since I saw you at the party, you caught my
attention. And I'm just now getting up the courage to tell you." It
surprised me he told me all that so directly. I liked him too. We
kept talking a lot, because we understood each other very well. I
knew it was wrong because we are married to different yet close
people (very close ties to my husband's family!), but one day I
accepted Gian’s request -he was so insisting that I couldn’t say
no- so we met in a café. And there, he told me he liked me a lot
and kissed me on the lips. I didn't expect it, but I didn't reject
him either. Indeed, I liked him kissing me.

 



 Chapter Two. First Time

Days went by and we continued chatting on the phone.
He asked me if we could see each other again and I said yes. We met
in a more private place: a restaurant. I love pasta and I don't
know how he knew that because they made excellent pasta and tomato
sauce with meat. Plus, he gave me wine to drink at my pleasure. It
was delicious.



He was clever because soon the wine made me horny and uninhibited.
Otherwise, I would never dare to do what I did.

The restaurant had something special because there were only
couples, and it had the tables set far enough apart, in such a way
that they were hidden from each other. So that you could hardly see
what each couple was doing at their table. He took advantage of
this and kissed me just after we finished our meal. He also touched
my tits while reaching down my cleavage and pulled one of my boobs
out of my dress. What a daring young man! But I let him do it. I
was so busy kissing him back that I only noticed when he bent down
to suck my tit. I was dying of pleasure because now he also put his
hand between my leg. “Not here”, I told him, “not here”. “Let's go
upstairs”, he answered. “Where to?” And just then I realized that
this restaurant is actually part of a hotel for couples, which is
on the
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