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I live in an English country Manor House. My husband is older than me and is stinking rich. I live with Jack, my husband, the maids, the servants and Mrs Cox, the ancient housekeeper. Life can be pretty dull here, as my husband has a pretty low sex drive and hardly ever comes near me these days. Even when I put on my sexiest underwear, he makes excuses not to come near me and heads into his office to work—to make even more money, like he doesn’t have enough already! 

The only time it gets fun around here in this stuffy old manor house, is when my husband holds work parties in the great hall or when his best friend and work partner, Harry Monroe, comes to stay. Harry is something else. Despite him being in his late forties, Harry is way beyond hot, with his dark hair that is gray at the temples. His blue eyes seem to have a mischievous sparkle about them. He has a salt and pepper scruff along his strong jawline and his lips make my mouth water when I imagine him kissing me. I get wetter still when I lay alone in my room while my husband is too busy in his office making even more money,  rubbing my aching clit as I imagine Harry’s perfect mouth eating my pussy.

But that’s not all. I haven’t even started on Harry’s body yet. The guy is nothing but a slab of lean muscle and when I watch him play tennis out on our courts with my husband, I spend most of the time with my tongue hanging out—drooling and lusting over his huge cock, which bulges like a hard rock in the front of his tight tennis shorts. I would definitely fuck him given half the chance even if he is my husband’s best friend and business partner. If my husband doesn’t want to satisfy my needs, then perhaps Harry can! 

If there was any man, I’d loved to help relieve all my pent-up frustrations, it would be Harry. I think Harry has the eye for me, too. At least that’s what I tell myself. I’ve caught him stealing glances at my huge breasts and when I’m in a short skirt, I’ve seen his eyes roaming up and down my shapely, tanned legs. His eyes eat me alive and my eyes do the same to him.

I gaze out of my bedroom window and stare across the sprawling lawns. The sun is hot and bright today but my mood is gloomy. A twenty-two year-old woman like me should be having fun, but there’s nothing exciting to do here in the middle of the countryside. The only excitement these days is when Harry comes over to see my husband. I smile to myself. But Harry is off limits. I guess I’ll just have to go on fantasising and wait for my husband to take an interest in me once more. 

My thoughts are interrupted when my husband strides into the bedroom. Perhaps his come to fuck me? But then again, perhaps not. 

"Hi, Jack,” I say.

“Hi sweetheart,” he says, dressed all smart in his best suit. "I need a favor. I’ve been called away for a business meeting. I’ve got to fly up to Edinburgh and I probably won’t be back until tomorrow lunchtime.”

I shrug my shoulders and sigh. "What’s the favour? Let me guess, make sure the gardener is planting the roses in the right place or sending the housekeeper down to the village with tonight’s ingredients for dinner?” I glare at Jack. "God this place is soooo dead. I’m going out of my mind stuck here.”

"I was going to ask if you could keep Harry company for me. We were meant to be playing a few games of tennis today and he’s already on his way. I don’t want to cancel but...I guess you could always fly to Edinburgh with me,” he suggests.

I feel my heart jolt. Suddenly, I feel like a breath of fresh air has passed over me and I’m alive again.

"Oh...that’s ok. Following you on one of your business trips will be boring. I’ll stay here and look after Harry.” I smile and try not to show him just how keen I am. “Tennis did you say? I’ll play with Harry...no problem.” 

I have more in mind then just playing tennis of course. I’m going to play all day with Harry and my hands won’t only be holding my racket. A naughty image flashes through my mind of my hands gripping Harry’s cock on the tennis court and guiding it into my hungry mouth.

"Are you sure, Mary? You really don’t mind?” he asks.

"Not at all,” I smile. "When are you leaving?”

"I’m heading out now. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he says, taking a step forward and wrapping his strong arms tight about me. “Be good while I’m away.”

“I’m always good.” That’s the problem I sigh to myself. 

My husband gives me an affectionate kiss on the top of my head—not on the lips—then turns and leaves my room. I wave goodbye to him and I can hardly contain my excitement. I turn back to the window and stay there until I see Jack drive away.

Within minutes, Harry pulls up the gravel drive in his sports car. He steps out from his vehicle, sunglasses on, tight white tennis shorts and a fresh white T-shirt moulded to his muscular frame. I squeeze my legs together. Suddenly, I feel so wet and my pussy aches with heat. Just the sight of this sexy, mature stud has my head feeling dizzy with lust and my clit throbbing.

I turn away and throw open my wardrobe door. I pull out my tennis dress but can’t find my skorties. "Oh well,” I mumble, "my panties will just have to do.” 

I stand in front of my full length mirror and remove my skirt and top. I consider changing my bra to a sports bra but decide against it. I’m sure Harry won’t mind seeing my huge breasts swinging and wobbling as I race about the court. I grin and slip the dress over my head. I do a quick twirl and I’m impressed to see how far my dress inches up over my thighs. I lean forward and can see the curves of my plump bottom. Harry is certainly going to get some good views. It won’t be the ball he’s watching, that’s for sure.
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I pretty much run down the grand staircase and head into the entrance hall. Mrs Cox, the wrinkled old housekeeper, has already opened the door to Harry and he’s about to step in.

"Don’t bother coming in, Harry,” I smile. "It’s stuffy and boring as Hell in here. Let’s head straight over to the tennis courts.” 

I brush past Mrs Cox, racket in hand, and move quickly so Harry doesn’t even have a chance to say anything. I’m so keen to get my hands all over Harry—too keen probably. Mrs Cox gives me a disapproving sneer.

She’s just jealous, I think. The old bag probably hasn’t had cock for years. Mind you, neither have I—but that’s going to change and change real soon.

"Well, Mary, this is a change of plan,” Harry says, glancing sideways at my big bouncy breasts.

"Hope you’re not too disappointed that you’re stuck with me all day and not with Jack?” I smile.

"How could I be disappointed getting stuck all day with such a beautiful young woman as yourself,” he says in his usual flirty manner whenever my husband is out of earshot. His blue eyes sparkle in the sunlight. "And besides, the view is great, too.” Harry takes another glance at my tits which are straining to break free from my tight fitting tennis dress.

I blush coyly back at him. I hope he’s talking about me and not
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