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Chapter 18




It had been a long time since Carly
had been bent over a table to be fucked. 

She couldn’t believe she had been so
bold with Dominic on the phone. 

She couldn’t believe that she had
driven an hour to his parents’ place with the understanding that
they were just going to have sex.

She couldn’t believe he was still
living with his parents. He claimed it was because he traveled out
of the country so much he couldn’t establish his own
residence.

Carly had visited Dominic’s home once
in college. The house was exactly as she remembered
it. 

“I can’t believe I’m fucking saying
this, but are you sure your parents aren’t going to be home anytime
soon?”

“They’re in Europe.”

Dominic looked fantastic. A little
older, but maturity looked good on him. He was tan. He claimed to
be working as a wildlife photographer and painter and had to travel
to exotic and semi-exotic locations for his work. 

Frankly, Carly didn’t care if he was
an illegal gun runner or a drug smuggler. She was interested in
only one thing.

“Great. Well, let’s get to it.” She
kicked off her shoes and unzipped her jeans.

Dominic’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit,
you weren’t kidding. You just want to get laid?!”

She gave him the eye. “That’s what I
said on the phone.”

“I thought you were kidding around.
You were never like this in college.”

“I’ve changed. For the
better.” She wiggled out of her jeans and left them in a pile on
the floor. Carly was wearing rather modest underwear that only
partially hid the ballet shoes tattoo on her
hip. Dom’s bright eyes went to the ink right away.

“Have you added ink?” he asked,
curious. He was standing right in front of her and she was certain
she saw the outline of his hard cock through his pants, but he made
no motion to strip or embrace her or anything. She had done a quick
cursory inspection of his left hand to make sure he wasn’t wearing
a wedding ring, but that meant nothing.

“No. Have you?”

Immediately he pulled his shirt up
over his head to display several black line tattoos of animals on
his chest and back. “Just a few of the subjects I’ve photographed
over the years.”

“Hot,” was Carly’s reply. “Do you want
to fuck me or not?”

They were in the great room of the
house. A combination dining room and living room with the kitchen
separated away by a half wall. Carly hated it. No privacy, but that
didn’t stop her from leaning her weight on the large table and
spreading her legs. She could feel her own wetness and she wondered
if a wet spot was visible over her pussy on the blue and white
striped panties. 

Dominic slowly shook his head as he
approached her, unzipping his pants. “I want to fuck you like an
animal.”

“What does that mean?”

Grabbing her he roughly twisted her
around so she was facing away from him. It was easy for him to
force her face down onto the tabletop. Her legs were barely long
enough to reach the floor. She didn’t object to his rough treatment
even though it was completely different from how they had had sex
in college. In truth, she loved it when he yanked down her panties.
Carly was certain he tore them in the process. 

It didn’t matter.

Now exposed, he slapped her smartly on
the bottom. “You have such a tiny ass.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not for me.”

“I love how you’re all romantic,” she
told him, looking over her shoulder and slowly wiggling her ass
back and forth. “Flowers. A kiss. Dinner and drinks before we make
love.”

He frowned at her. “If you wanted
that, you should have asked.”

“I can get that anywhere. I just want
a good hard fuck.”

In response, Dominic hauled his cock
out of his underwear. He didn’t even bother to take off his pants
or any other clothing. 

It was exactly as she remembered. Big.
Thick. Long. Not excessively so. He was going to fill her up.
That’s what she liked about sex with Dominic. He wasn’t the best
person or the best lover, but he filled her up like no one
else.

She tried not to think of Sidney and
how Sidney could buy any dildo or vibrator in the world and make it
as big as Carly liked.

Dominic’s hand went between her legs.
She moaned a little at his insistent touch. 

“Smooth,” he commented.

“Hair gets in the way.”

“Wet.”

“I wouldn’t be any other
way.”

“Condom?”

“Fuck no.”

That’s all the permission Dominic
needed. He pressed in between her legs and adjusted his stance. She
opened her legs wider and angled her hips. He pushed in an inch at
a time and then back off a half inch. It took a minute for him to
get all of his hard cock inside her. Every second of that minute
was a glorious exercise in stretching and sensual pleasure. Carly
didn’t stop herself from moaning loudly to encourage
him.

The only part she didn’t like about
being fucked on the table was how the hard wooden edge pressed into
her hips. She kept silent on that. 

It was so fucking good getting rammed
from behind.

It hurt, but it hurt in the right way.
Dom kept his hands on her hips or the table. The last thing she
wanted was for him to start fondling her tits.

And then he started sliding his hands
along her spine, searching for the strap to her bra.

“Don’t,” she warned him.

“You aren’t even wearing a bra,” he
commented as he continued to fuck her. “When did you become a
slut?”

“After I left you,” she replied. “And
I’m wearing a cami. I have small tits.”

“Take off your shirt. I want to see
your tits.”

It was a stupid request because she
was facing the wrong way, but Carly had no intention of taking off
her top. 

“I told you that you could fuck me.
Tits are extra.”

“Are you a whore now?” He slammed her
extra hard for the next few thrusts.

“If you want me to
be. Five for
a fuck. Ten if you want my ass.”

Even though she was intent on keeping
her shirt on, she could feel her milk welling up. It happened all
the time when she was turned on now. She wanted to save her milk
for Sidney.

It was weird thinking about her
girlfriend while getting fucked by an ex.

“I’ll give you
twenty
bucks if I can cum in your pussy.” He meant it as
a taunt and an insult.

“Fuck me hard, baby. Cum in me. I
want—I need your cum!”

Dominic didn’t know what to make of
this whole encounter. The call from Carly came out of nowhere. It
was just plain dumb luck that he was temporarily home watching his
parents’ house while they were gone.

He started to think that maybe this
meant something more than just a one-off lucky sexual
encounter.

“You safe?” he asked her.

He wanted to cum in her. He wanted to
fill her up. She had said years ago that she wanted kids. Was this
her way of jump-starting a family? A relationship?

As all those thoughts were running
through his head as he continued to pound away at Carly, he
realized he wasn’t going to be able to pull out and he was going to
cum in her, consequences be damned. 

He had never been good at judging when
the women he was with had an orgasm. Maybe they did. Maybe they
didn’t. Maybe they were faking. 

“I’m gonna cum!” 

“Yeah, uh-huh,” was Carly’s rather
tepid response.

“Fuck! Yeah!” he grunted as he
finished inside of her. He punctuated each spurt of his spunk with
another hard thrust of his big cock. He didn’t lose any of his
harness, not right away. Four, five, and then six spurts signaled
he was done. 

Resting a moment with his cock in
Carly’s pussy, he ran his hand over her taut, upturned
buttocks. 

“You were always a good fuck, Car,” he
told her.

“Thank you. But you did all the
work.”

She pushed him off her and stood up.
“Bathroom?” she asked, putting her hand between her legs so his cum
wouldn’t drip out onto the thick carpet.

He pointed the way. Five
minutes later she came back, and grabbed her underwear off the
floor. There was a small rip along the elastic on the
right hip, but otherwise they were intact and
wearable. 

Dominic looked on in confusion. “What
are you doing?”

“Getting dressed.”

“I can see that, but why?”

“Because I’m leaving. Going
home.”

“You don’t have to rush out. Let’s go
out for some lunch. Spend some time together. I know I was a little
quick just now, but I can go much longer for a second round if you
want.”

As he spoke she put her jeans right
side out. Dom had zipped up his pants but hadn’t bothered to put
his shirt back on. 

“That's the thing of it. I don’t
want.”

“Was the sex that bad?”

She paused in pulling on the jeans.
“No. It was perfectly adequate. You got what you wanted and I got
what I wanted.”

“Are you trying to get
pregnant?”

Now, in a moment of post-coital
clarity, he started to panic about being trapped into fathering a
child.

Carly laughed at him. “No. Very much
no. I just needed some cock to make sure of something.”

He blinked at her in confusion. “Make
sure of what?”

“Make sure that I didn’t
need dick to be happy. This was great and all, Dom, but I’m going
back home to my girlfriend.”

That caught him by complete surprise.
“Girlfriend?! You’ve gone lesbian?”

“No! I just have a girlfriend now,”
she said with more conviction than she felt.

That roused Dominic’s libido and
curiosity. “Really? You don’t say. I mean, you still like the dick,
that’s obvious, but does she? Have you two ever done a threesome?
I’d be happy to help you out.”

Carly rolled her eyes. “No, Dom. Just
no. This was a one-time thing. An experiment, if you
will.”

“You used me for sex…to see if you
still liked cock? I should be offended!”

“Are you?” she asked as she zipped up
her jeans and stepped into her shoes.

“Kind of?” He shook off his confusion.
“So is the girl you’re with a lesbian or bi?”

“Does it matter?” replied
Carly who wanted to give in to temptation and say,
“Bi like me.” Why
couldn’t she say the words to someone she didn’t care
about.

“Kind of. I mean, I’m available for
whatever services you—”

“Let me stop you right there, Dom.
Just…no. If I need you, I’ll let you know. But you aren’t really
available; you’re out of the country half the time anyway, aren’t
you? You are according to your Facebook page. Now, I’ve had a
wonderful time and I’ll see you…later.”

“You can’t just leave me like this!”
he said desperately. 

 “Like what? With a
well-fucked dick?”

He was miffed at her sharp reply and
said nothing.

“And the sex wasn’t that good,” she
said before stepping out of the front door and out of his
life.

Again.

It felt good.

She wanted to do it a second time to
Dick.
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