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Chapter One, Roxy’s Rules

 

Per Roxy’s rules, I parked my Toyota Tacoma pickup truck a house down from where I was to meet her. The rules of a real estate fuck was that when we meet at a client’s house, I have to park down the street. That’s just in case a client, owner or whoever showed up early or unexpectedly and I’d have to duck out fast as to not arouse suspicions. And a lifted truck that wasn’t their realtor’s could cause some unwanted questions.

So, parking down the street was rule set in stone by that stone cold business woman, Roxy.

When I rolled up in my Tacoma in that neighborhood, I was definitely in a different class of society. My Tacoma was only three years old. It’s lifted. It has premium wheels with off road tires. I wash it almost every day, interior is spotless, I keep that truck dialed in. As I pressed the key fob to lock it and began walking down the sidewalk, in that upscale and uptight neighborhood I was in, as new and as nice as my truck is, it sure as shit looked out of place.

The driveways of that neighborhood spoke of the opulence of the people residing in those homes. BMW, Mercedes-Benz and Lexus was the flavor of the neighborhood. And all of them damn near brand new.

But that was how Roxy rolled. She’s a kick ass and cutthroat realtor for anyone wanting to sell or buy a million plus dollar home.

And the house I saw her cardinal red metallic GLS 450 Mercedes parked in was listed for $1,340,000.

As I walked up the driveway, I saw Roxanne Boyd’s realtor’s sign erected in the front lawn. I looked at her realtor’s picture on that sign and grinned. Besides making them money on their homes or finding them their dream homes, if her clients ever knew what really goes on behind those blue eyes of hers. I’m sure the way that she fits her dresses that her clients knows that her thirty eight year old body is rocking. But do they know that when her clothes are off that she is one of the kinkiest bitches one has ever come across.

And for the time being, my twenty one year old ass is her boy toy.

 




Chapter Two, HERE!

 

As I stroll past her sign and past her Merc, I get my iPhone out to shoot her a text that I have arrived.

I looked at our text thread from the past twenty minutes. She texted me, “House on Golden Eve. Clients cancelled. Need some quick dick before scheduling some more clients. Are you in the area?” 

I was close to that neighborhood, and she’d talked about selling the only house on Golden Eve. So I replied with my text, “Yes. On my way. Send me exact address.”

As I walked up the driveway past her Mercedes, I texted, “Here.”

Two seconds later, she texted, “Master bedroom! Upstairs! ASAP! Leave front door unlocked.”

Master bedroom it was then. I thought she must’ve really been needing it so I stepped up my pace. Normally when we had a tryst at a home she was selling or showing, I’d lock the front door. But she wanted it left unlocked. I didn’t know why but I wasn’t one to argue with her.

As I went through the front door, closing it behind. Inside the vast house I could tell by the fresh scents of cleaning agents that the house was fresh on the market. The sparse furniture in the foyer, living room and what I could see in the office was staged furniture. Roxy always used a company for staging her homes. Which I loved because we always had a bed to fuck on.

As fucking grand as it was, the staircase wasn’t too hard to find. I jogged up the stairs. I’m sure the woodwork was meticulously well crafted. I didn’t have time to admire the crafted wooden newels, balusters and handrail. There was a hot and horny MILF waiting for my dick somewhere up there. I’ll admire it on my way down later.

 




Chapter Three, Roxy’s Naked And Ready

 

Arriving in the master bedroom, the only thing Roxy had on was her pearl necklace and her black high heels. Roxy’s naked ass had her iPhone in her hand, texting. She looked at me, “It’s about fucking time. As horny as you are for pussy you’d think you would’ve been here faster.”

“Hey, I whipped a U-turn and blasted through a few stop signs to get here.”

As she texted like mad on her iPhone, “Whatever. Any later I would’ve had to find a pool boy to fuck. Or a landscaper. Now get your clothes off.”

As I kicked off my shoes and took my shirt off, I looked over at the bed. Despite a king size bed in the room, it was kind of apparent that we were not going to fuck on it. On the bed, was her black dress, bra and panties all laid out. As I drew in my breath to ask her why her clothes were laid out on the bed Roxy snapped out to me, “Where did you park your truck?”

I tossed my shirt on the floor. “Down the block.” I started unbuckling my belt.

As the whole of her concentration was focused on texting on her iPhone she responded, “Good boy. Get fucking naked. We don’t have much time. Another client is showing up earlier to look at the house. They’ll be here in fifteen or twenty minutes.”

Her naked ass turned and strutted towards a white leather love seat against the wall while I went to work stripping my pants and underwear off. As she strutted towards the love seat I stared at her hour glass body, her skinny ass legs and her perfect camel toe.

My dick was hard and throbbing and ready to wreck her hot little pussy.

When I kicked my jeans and underwear off she took position in the center of the love seat, slouching down, spreading her legs apart letting me have full view of her shave pussy. She set her iPhone down and watched me undress in front of her. “As hard as you are now, you’d think you’d have your dick in me by now.”

Staring at her body as she looked mine up and down, I strolled towards her, smirking. “Too much in a rush to layout your clothes in the guest bedroom?”

Roxy began rubbing her pussy, massaging her mound nice and slowly as she eyed me up and down. “Yeah. I don’t want to get stains on the bed with clients showing up in minutes. I needed a quick place to lay out my dress because you know the stagers don’t put hangers in the fucking closets. Are you new to this or what?” she asked sarcastically. 

As I watched her, my dick was getting harder and harder, swelling up the more I watched Roxy playing with herself just a yard away from me.

Her iPhone sounded off with an incoming text message. While still playing with herself, she grabbed her iPhone with her free hand and started reading her text messages.

 



cover.jpeg





