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 Curvy
Cuckoldress


Mila Thompson slowly opened her bleary
sleep-deprived eyes. Five short hours of slumber the night before
had not been enough. Working double shifts at the hospital had
become an all too frequent occurrence due to the nursing shortage
at the hospital. As much as the hours were a chore to handle, she
truly loved her work as a nurse. The ER had been completely slammed
the night before, but on a typical summer night in Dallas, it was
to be expected.

Scooting herself backward in the bed, her
ample backside met with a rock-hard salute from her husband, Wyatt.
Her hand drifted behind her, caressing his generous morning
wood.

"Well, good morning," A yawning Wyatt said to
his wife, who was still attending to his burgeoning bulge.

"Good indeed," Mila joked, diving under the
covers to help herself to his package.

Slipping her hand into his boxers, Mila
pulled out Wyatt's perfect pink manhood. His hardness tented the
sheets as she kissed around the base of his shaft. A soft rumbling
moan reverberated through Wyatt's lips as his wife licked a long
winding trail up his length. Taking her time, she devoured him inch
by inch, sensually torturing her husband with her tongue. Lavishing
the salty taste of his pre-cum, she savored his flavor, rolling his
cock in her mouth.

"Baby, I want you," Wyatt said, groping for
his wife under the covers.

Mila gave him one last lick and moved up his
lean, luscious body. Her shapely legs straddled either side of his
hips as her wet opening hovered over him.

"Are you ready for me?" She said playfully.
Her rhetorical question was met with a quick, enthusiastic nod from
Wyatt.

She lowered herself onto him, sliding her
slit along his shaft. Her clit rubbed firmly against his stiff
flesh, causing it to swell and throb. Wyatt raised his hips
rhythmically against her grinding vagina, sending sparks of desire
shooting through her body.

Unable to resist any longer, Mila grasped his
girth and sunk it deep inside her needy opening. The glorious
stretch of his cock filled her, radiating through her core. She
rode him hard, bucking back against every thrust of his manhood,
pleasure building upon pleasure, taking her to her peak. Just as
she started to crest over the erotic edge, there was a loud knock
at the front door.

"Who the hell is that?" Wyatt said, annoyed
at the miserable timing.

"Ignore it, keep going." Mila moaned, her
orgasm just within reach. She rocked her hips harder, bringing her
toe-curling climax shattering through her convulsing body. Wyatt
grunted hard, his penis releasing in spurts as he spilled his
creamy milk into his wife's contracting pussy. Their after-glow was
rudely interrupted again with a loud pounding on the door.

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Wyatt muttered under
his breath, pulling on a pair of sweatpants and heading for the
front door to confront his early morning cockblocker. Mila wrapped
herself in a robe and followed her husband downstairs. A familiar
bearded face greeted Wyatt as he opened the front door.

"Good morning Wyatt, didn't wake ya, did I?"
Carl Peters said, not waiting to hear Wyatt's answer. "I am going
to Florida for a few days to visit my sister, and I wanted you to
meet Braydon. He will be housesitting for me."

Carl was a cantankerous old coot who spent
most days puttering around his garage or fussing with his
landscaping. He had the best looking lawn in the neighborhood, and
he knew it. He took pride in maintaining his property; it was all
he had left. His wife had passed away from cancer the summer
before, and their two sons had moved away decades earlier. Mila
contemplated forging more of a friendship with the widower, but his
prickly demeanor always scared her off. It did not surprise her in
the least that the old man had hired a house sitter to watch over
his pride and joy, even if it was only for a few days.

"Braydon is the nephew of my friend Ken from
church," Carl said, pointing his thumb in Braydon's general
direction. Braydon Williams stepped forward to shake both the
Thompson's hands. His mountainous frame eclipsed the sunlight
bouncing off the front door. He wrapped his heavy ebony hand around
Mila's, shaking it with authority.

"Nice to meet you, ma'am," Braydon said, his
velvety brown eyes squarely meeting Mila's, making her stomach
clench with excitement.

"Nice to meet you as well," Mila responded,
her hand still captured in his. She wasn't sure if it was just
residual stimulation from her recent lovemaking, but the delicate
spot between her thighs began to tingle again while talking to
Braydon.

"Well, I just wanted to introduce you folks
to Braydon so you would be worried about seeing a stranger on my
property. Can't be too careful nowadays." Carl said, walking back
over to his house. Braydon followed closely behind, turning around
to give a small nod to the couple.

"He dragged us out of bed for that?" Wyatt
complained, shutting the front door.

"But, did you get a look at that house
sitter, he was huge! He must be close to seven feet tall!"

"Yeah, he is a big one, alright!" Mila peeked
through her blinds to spy on the temporary addition to the
neighborhood. Braydon was busy packing up Carl's minivan and
listening to the endless stream of directions spewing out of Carl's
pinched lips. Mila watched Braydon's massive arms flexing and
straining under the weight of the luggage. She tried to imagine
what all of that muscle looked like without his clothes. Mila
fantasized about wrapping her arms around his expansive chest and
tasting his full juicy lips. Braydon's sizable muscular frame was
substantially different from her husband's lean athletic
physic.

Wyatt generally fulfilled all of her needs.
He was a kind, sincere, hard-working man, and a passionate lover.
Despite her happy marriage, a sudden thirst for a tiny taste of
taboo bubbled up in her core like molten lava. She craved an
earth-shattering pussy pounding delivered by an ultra-masculine
stallion-like Braydon. Something her dear accountant husband simply
could not muster. She had not had a good old-fashioned fuck-fest
since college, and she was long overdue.

Another grueling day in the ER left Mila
drained. Three gunshot victims ate up most of her day and
completely sapped her energy. She could not wait to get home, shed
her scrubs, and take a nice long soak in her hot tub. She drove
home from the hospital on autopilot, making turns and stops largely
from muscle memory. Mila breathed in a large, cleansing sigh of
relief as she closed the garage door. Deciding to forgo the search
for her swimwear, Mila stripped down to her bra and panties,
grabbed a glass of wine, and headed outside to the hot tub. The
warm, bubbling water felt sublime against her sore muscles. She
closed her eyes and let the surging water caress the stress of her
manic day away.

The sudden whirr of lawnmower startled her
from her Zen moment. Looking up, she spotted Brayden pushing a
mower up Carl's meticulously manicured lawn.

Mila watched him moving up and down the yard,
taking care to complete his chore with precision. I wonder if he
is this thorough with everything he does, she thought to
herself, taking a long sip of wine. The fruity liquid slid down her
throat warming her insides. Her eyes stayed glued on Brayden as he
peeled off his sweaty shirt and used it to mop his perspiration.
His rich mahogany skin glistened in the setting sun. Beads of sweat
trickled down his chest, rolling along his rippled abs.

Mila took another gulp of her wine, enjoying
every second of the show from across the driveway. She bit her lip
hard to keep from inviting him to jump in the hot tub with her. The
wine, mixed with the hot water, and the even hotter housesitter,
made her head swim. She needed to get out of the tub before she
passed out or did something reckless; she did not know which.

Stepping out of the water, Mila's
undergarments clung to her skin, leaving nothing to the
imagination. The sudden movement next door caught Braydon's
attention, as he got an eyeful of Mila's nearly naked curves. Her
womanly body was bent over, reaching for a towel, exposing her
plump round cheeks. He felt his manhood stir beneath his shorts
looking at her ample mounds. As she turned around, he quickly
averted his eyes from her creamy flesh. Shit, she saw me
staring! He thought as she walked across the grass towards
him.

Drying off from the hot tub, Mila felt eyes
burning a hole through her ass. She turned to see Brayden admiring
her curvy assets. Her face flushed instantly, the heat of
embarrassment nearly sizzling off the tiny freckles on her cheeks.
She needed to tell Braydon she was sorry for flashing her
practically naked body, so she wrapped a towel around her self, and
set off across the freshly mowed lawn to apologize.

"I'm sorry, "They both said in unison,
laughing at their blunder.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Thompson, I didn't mean to
stare at you.

"It's my fault; I apologize for flashing you
getting out of the tub, and I usually don't make it a habit of
showing the neighbors my ass until at least day three." Mila joked,
trying like hell to break the tension between them.

"Well, I guess I have tomorrow to look
forward to then," Brayden smiled, his big gorgeous grin making
Mila's head spin again.

"Maybe you can come over tomorrow for a
barbecue. I can have Wyatt fire up the grill, and cook some steaks
or something."

"That sounds great. A steak will sure it will
beat stuff Carl left for me in the fridge. I am not quite sure what
it is, and I don't think I want to know."

"Don't worry; we will take care of ya." Mila
winked, patting Braydon on his robust bicep. His firm muscle felt
good under her fingertips. She stopped herself from a full-on
grope, even though every fiber in her being wanted to explore his
expansive physical landscape. Mila tightened the towel that covered
her sopping wet lingerie and walked the short distance back to her
house.

A frigid air-conditioned blast hit the tiny
specks of water lingering on Mila's skin. She welcomed the chilly
sensation as she tried to tamp down the furnace of desire that
raged within her. Climbing the stairs back up to her bedroom, she
peeled off her soggy lace underthings and tossed them aside. She
hopped up onto the center of their king size bed and spread out her
limbs, claiming the entire space for herself. Off in the distance,
she could hear Braydon start the lawnmower again, finishing his
chore before sundown. Knowing that glorious creature was just
outside her house caused her lusty hunger to rear its carnal head,
demanding to be dealt with.

Mila reached into her nightstand, pulling out
her long silicone savior. She flipped the switch bringing her sex
toy to life. Rubbing the vibrating phallus slowly across her folds,
she breathed deeply, letting the surging silicone do its work.
Fantasies of Braydon diving his smooth shaved head between her legs
rolled around in her brain as she glided the vibrator in and out of
her moist opening. She writhed on the big empty bed listening to
Braydon pass by her bedroom window. She wanted him to ravage her,
to fuck her raw, she needed his big black cock buried deep in her
pussy. Mila directed the tip of the toy over her swollen clit, and
her whole body quaked with pleasure. Her body tensed as her orgasm
crested. The insense pleasure blotted out the rest of the world.
Mila had not even noticed that Wyatt had entered the bedroom and
was now intently watching her come. She opened her eyes as her
release ripped through her, seeing her husband staring directly at
the action.

"Wyatt, shit! You scared the hell out of me!"
Mila jumped, tossing her toy aside.

"Sorry sweetheart, I didn't want to disturb
you. It looked pretty hot!"

"You should have joined me," She said,
pulling on her robe.

"I was having a good time spectating. I like
to watch you come; it turns me on."

"Really?" Mila replied. A fantastically
naughty idea occurred to her as Wyatt spoke. She wasn't sure how he
would react to the filthy request, but if there was ever a time to
ask, it was now.

"Wyatt, have you ever thought about watching
me with another man?" Her ears heard the words her mouth was
forming, but it was too late for her head to stop it. She braced
herself for his answer. Wyatt stood still for a moment mulling over
the question his wife just hit him with.

His silence was deafening. Mila fidgeted with
the belt on her robe, waiting for him to open his mouth and end the
torture.

"Honestly, yes, I have. When we were
introduced to Braydon, I saw the chemistry between the two of you,
and I thought about watching you have your way with him."

Wyatt looked directly into Mila's emerald
eyes, giving her a knowing look. "I know you felt it, and I also
know that is why you needed to take care of business this
afternoon."

"I did feel something for him; I just didn't
want to hurt you." She blurted out. A rush of relief washed over
her as she told him the truth.

"Trust me, babe, you are not hurting me. I
want to watch this as much as you want to do it."

"I kind of doubt that," Mila said, smirking
at her handsome husband. "Maybe we can put your theory to the test
tomorrow. I invited Braydon over for steak."

"Barbeque with a side of sex, nice!" Wyatt
joked, reassuring his wife that he was on board with the plan. He
had secretly harbored his cuckolding fantasy for years and felt
good to admit it out loud.

The following day at the hospital crept along
at an agonizingly slow pace. Checking the clock, Mila swore the
hands were moving backward. She was chomping at the bit to break
out of there and get her night started. Her shift crawled to an end
at 3 PM, just enough time to hit the salon for a wax. She wanted
everything to be perfect for tonight, and that included prettying
up her pussy.

The butterflies in Mila's stomach were in
full flutter as she arrived back home. A slight sting from her
thorough waxing lingered on her loins, but the sensual feeling of
smooth skin under her panties made it all worth it. With three
steaks marinading in the refrigerator, Mila treated herself to a
long hot shower. Drops of water danced off her creamy soft curves,
trailing to puddles below her feet. The warm liquid felt good
against her naked flesh, washing away the day. With any luck,
Braydon's sexy chocolate skin would be the next thing to touch her
nakedness. The thought sent excitement racing through her veins.
Every cell vibrated with sheer anticipation for the release only
Braydon could give.

Wyatt fired up the grill as his wife was busy
readying herself for the evening. He was grateful for the task of
cooking, or else he may have driven himself mad with impatience.
Keeping his hands busy on the grill kept his mind off his fantasy.
He stoked the fire in the grill while tamping down the flames of
his own desire. A smooth baritone voice called out to him from next
door. Looking up from the smoldering coals, Wyatt spotted Braydon
crossing the lawn carrying a case of beer and a friendly smile.

The chatter of conversation beneath her
bedroom window inspired Mila to make quick work of the final
touches on her make-up.

She smoothed the fresh, crisp linens on the
bed one last time, hoping to make a pretty mess of them later with
Braydon. A heavenly whiff of charring steak hit her as she joined
the boys on the deck. They were already enthralled in conversation
and wrist deep the case of beer when she took a seat between them.
Cracking open a brew, she made polite small talk with the
devastatingly handsome man. Mila learned that Braydon was in his
last
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