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Hattie sat in front of the mirror, brushing her hair. Her reflection had chestnut hair and mud-brown eyes, and the face and body of a model, or so her husband liked to tell her. But being in her late thirties, she wasn’t so sure anymore.

Once she was finished, she turned out the light and climbed into bed.

She felt a pair of male hands run across her body. The touching wasn’t unwelcome, but she didn’t feel like sex at the moment, either. Even so, she did nothing to stop him.

Tom slipped his hands under her pajama shirt and gently stroked her belly. He edged closer until she could feel his penis poking at her backside, hard and eager for action.

“How long will you be away for?” she asked in a quiet murmur.

“Just one night,” he replied, “I’m leaving in the morning and coming back on Sunday.”

He leaned in closer and his petting became heavier.

“Which is why I’d like a little memory for the trip,” he added, planting a kiss on her neck.

“It’s only two days, though,” she protested half-heartedly.

“Too long to be away from you,” he answered smoothly.

His caresses were having an effect, and his hand began to drift down towards her crotch.

“Alright,” she relented, “just a quickie.”

Tom’s caresses turned to heavy petting as he pressed his body against hers. She rolled over until she was on her back and pulled down her pajama pants.

Hattie spread her thighs, and he maneuvered himself in between them, caressing and rubbing her breasts and belly while fumbling with himself using his free hand.

She felt his penis poking at her pussy, and she brought her hands down to his ass as he rubbed his shaft between her lips. Gripping his cheeks, she pulled him close, easing him into her.

She gasped as he pushed inside. Tom began humping her, moving his hips back and forth while she ran her hands across his back. She whimpered softly at each stroke and lifted her feet into the air to give him a better angle.

He buried his face in her neck and kissed her, grunting with each thrust. She was tight and moist, and he loved the stimulation her pussy was giving his cock.

Hattie could tell he was enjoying the encounter, and she was having fun below the waist as well, but there was something missing. She couldn’t quite describe it in her head, but even as Tom humped her eagerly, it didn’t quite feel exciting.

She closed her eyes and reimagined him, not as the dependable and moderately handsome man she had married, but as someone hunkier, stronger, and rougher.

She started to imagine the man on top of her as an aggressive intruder, forcefully asserting his masculine power over her. She pictured his fingers around her throat and a long, thick penis ramming roughly into her wet and vulnerable womanhood.

Hattie brought her hands to rest on his buttocks. She squeezed his ass, and he responded with renewed vigor, making it easier to imagine a more exciting version of him inside her.

Tom was close to cumming. She could sense he was reaching the limits of his stamina, so she wrapped her legs behind his hips while still working his back with her fingers. Even though she wasn’t close to an orgasm of her own, his efforts were still making her wet.

Finally, he came. He thrust his penis deep inside and held himself there as he spurted cum into her vagina. Hattie shuddered, enjoying the feeling of his seed spilling into her.

After he was finished, he lay on top of her as he caught his breath. Then his grip on her body relaxed, and he caressed her, kissing her on the lips as she pulled him into an embrace.

“That was fun,” he panted, sounding pleased.

Hattie gave his performance a six out of ten.

~
[image: ]


It was just past seven in the morning when Tom hauled his bag to the front hall. Hattie slept in a little longer before getting up and putting on her bathrobe. When she made it downstairs, he had just finished eating breakfast.

“Good morning,” she said with a smile and a kiss.

“You too, honey,” he replied.

He loosened the folds of her bathrobe and slipped his hand inside, pinning her gently against the kitchen cabinet and copping a feel of her breasts.

“I don’t think we’ve got time for another quickie,” she admonished without actually resisting.

“Maybe not,” he said, kissing her neck, “but I’m still gonna miss you.”

They embraced for a moment until he stood up and cleared his bowl away.

His taxi arrived, and he hauled his bag out the door. Hattie came out to send him off, and they exchanged a goodbye kiss before he got into the taxi. As the vehicle drove off, she stood in the driveway watching it vanish into the distance.

As she returned to the house, she saw a man standing on the opposite street in a windbreaker, dark pants, and with a hat covering part of his face. He seemed to be watching the house.

There was something unsettlingly familiar about him.
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There wasn’t much to do on a Saturday. Hattie did the usual household chores – including the ones she normally made Tom do – and before she knew it, midday had arrived.

She was dressed in sweatpants and a T-shirt, the perfect outfit for lounging around the house. After eating some instant ramen, she went to the living room and flopped down on the couch. Soon, the boredom began to weigh down on her.

Her thoughts returned to the night before. Sex with Tom was good, but it wasn’t exactly mind-blowing, and she didn’t always feel like faking an orgasm to boost his ego.

She closed her eyes and began to touch herself. She never masturbated when Tom was around, not even so he could watch. How did anyone get off while watching other people get off?

She wormed her fingers inside her sweatpants. Her fingers touched her clitoris, and she released a gasp of pleasure. Her pussy felt moist, almost as if her body had been anticipating this.

She rubbed her fingers up and down between her lower lips. She felt a trickle of pleasure leak from her vagina, and the physical response of her pussy encouraged her to continue.

Hattie briefly paused to pull down her sweatpants, then resumed her self-pleasuring. She rocked her hips gently and instinctively, humping the air as she masturbated.

She could feel the pressure growing between her legs, and the more she rubbed herself, the more it grew. She was panting and moaning, unashamed of the noises of pleasure she was making.

Her fingers were getting tired, aching from self-love, but she couldn’t stop now. It was coming. She was coming. Just a few more seconds...

Hattie’s orgasm blossomed, and her pussy walls contracted rhythmically. A penis would have been better – preferably one bigger than Tom’s – but her fingers had done the job.

She bucked her hips and moaned, breathing loudly and heavily as the pleasure coursed up and down her vagina. There was also a gush of juices from her slit as the orgasm ran its course.

She lay on the couch, catching her breath, her legs splayed wide on the cushions. How wild would it be if someone walked in on her now? She opened her eyes and turned her head.

There was someone peering in.

Hattie bolted off the couch in shock as a masculine figure disappeared. Still wearing only her t-shirt, she scampered over to the window, but the peeper was already gone.

Was that the same guy that had been watching from across the street? She couldn’t tell for sure, and she wondered if it was worth reporting the incident. Not likely. Even if it was the same guy, she hadn’t gotten a clear glimpse of what he looked like.

Maybe next time she should shut the curtains or masturbate in a room with no windows.
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There was a noise downstairs, like a door being closed. Whatever dream she’d been having disappeared into the ether as she awoke with groggy eyes.

Rousing her tired body, Hattie climbed out of bed and stood up, stretching her limbs and putting on her slippers. She padded across the carpeted floor and stepped out into the hallway.

It was totally dark. She raised her hand in front of her face and could barely see it, and she wondered if there was any point in going downstairs. She had definitely heard a noise, but it could have been anything.

She just wanted to go back to bed...but some sense in the back of her mind wouldn’t let her. She ought to go and investigate, just to be sure. It was a Saturday night, anyway. She could always catch up on sleep with a lie-in.

She descended the stairs, the soft carpet absorbing her footfalls. Then she felt her way through the dark towards the kitchen. The door was closed, although she didn’t remember closing it. Maybe the noise had been the door slamming shut of its own accord.

Hattie was exhausted, and all she wanted was to go back to bed. She felt her way back through the darkness until she had found the stairs again, then went back upstairs.

A shadow moved in the dark.

There was no mistaking what she had just seen: a person-shaped silhouette disappearing into the bedroom. It must have been a
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