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CHAPTER 1
 
 
A beautiful day, the sun high in the sky, bright yellow, scorching hot.
The park is full of life, children playing, couples on picnics, lovers flirting, so much noise.
There she stood.
All of a sudden, a creature from the void in my loins appeared in my vision.
The red hair flowed down her shoulders like the lava from a volcano’s eruption that I saw the other day on Discovery Channel.
Tall, wearing flats, my height, her body hidden by a brown overcoat. Dick Tracy would have been proud of her.
My cock growled from desire; my belly roared with delight. Her back was to me, I had to see her face, her body. Her sex. She made me hard without me even seeing her properly.
Her feet began to move, a slow parade away from me, an ice cream cone in her right hand, a napkin in the left.
I followed step by step, watching her body sway like a ghost visiting from the other side, dragging me into her world.
Down a street, up a street. A right turn, down the stairs, into a store. Where ever she walked, I followed.
I was the hunter. She was the prey.
Glimpses of her were shown, her beauty displayed itself to me in bits and pieces. One here. One there. Giving her dog treats. I eagerly accepted them.
Her skin was so white, freckled for the masses. But her eyes, those eyes. I sailed away, dreaming of a fantasy. Emerald green they were.

CHAPTER 2
 
 
Followed her into a store, women’s clothing, fancy, her fingers touching, feeling, I kept studying her. Watching her every movement.
She is graceful, settled, taking her time, looking at a dress in dark green. Not buying.
Walking out, the weather is so nice, a café down the street, cappuccino for me, two tables over she’s having a glass of wine.
My eyes cannot leave her, I am so attracted to her, my wife is at home waiting, dinner in an hour.
Our eyes meet, I smile, nervously she smiles back, a fleeting glimpse of kindness between two strangers.
Her eyes were so beautiful, mesmerizing, tantalizing. Made me so weak but desperate to have her. To make her mine.
Another store, more fabric, she sees me again, nervous eyes flickering around, my smile makes her blush.
I walk by her, smell her, breathtaking, so fresh, so teasingly female.
Whispering so low, no logic, burning loin talking.
‘You are so beautiful; I am sorry to stare at you so much as I do, but I am smitten by you.’
She blushed, a red face, fiercer than her hair. Gorgeously sensual.
‘I cannot stop looking at you. Let’s get out of here, fresh air, you and me.’
Nervously looking around, to get help, to make sure no one hears.
‘You are a crazy old man, why are you saying those things?’
‘I want to see you, you are doing things to me, make me feel things. Come, let’s go.’
My surprise, endless, excitement growing, she walks out with me right behind.

CHAPTER 3
 
 
She walked down the sidewalk, looking around, looking back at me, making sure I follow.
Different area, fewer people, business district.
Slowing down, eyes right and left. In an alley, she walked. I slid in after her.
She stood there waiting behind a container.
‘Why are you following me?’
Her voice, sensual, seductive.
‘Because I want you!’
My coarse voice, fresh grounded black pepper on the steak, croaking a reply. My eyes said so much more. Her coat was open. Blue jeans. White sweater. Hugging her tight.
‘I am going to call the cops.’
‘I know you want it too. I can smell your arousal.’
Taking a chance, straight forward, her blushing reply told me I was right.
Cupping her sex outside her jeans, pressing hard. Burning hot for me.
‘I am married. I can’t.’
‘So am I, but I can, and I will do it with you.’
‘Please no, my husband is waiting for me.’
I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled down the zipper. Her eyes closed, mouth open, breathing hard. Wet.
Rubbing the nub, pushing a finger in.
‘Please … don’t … stop … no … stop … don’t … you are driving me wild. What are you doing to me? I am going to cum.’
Her body shook, it trembled, her hands pressing against the wall for leverage. The orgasm was so soon, so intense. Taking us both by surprise.
Pushing my finger into her mouth, lips opening, tongue licking. Cleaning eagerly.
She is mine.

CHAPTER 4
 
 
Her face burning hot, a trickle of sweat down her face, mouth open, panting.
Those beautiful emerald green eyes, glittering like stolen jewelry on display for a buyer’s desire.
‘How … why … I can’t … my husband … ‘
Breathing made it hard for her to talk, words sputtering, making no sense.
I kiss her. Lips against lips, opening, tongues playing.
Her flat hands against my chest, pushing hard, trying to separate us.
I am too strong for her, refusing to let go, my tongue deep in her mouth.
My fingers dive, finding the opening again, pushing up, inside. A gasp from her in my mouth.
Pushing in hard, wiggling around, pressing the walls. Her reactions were wild, hips gyrating, pushing back against me.
Claws digging into my back, through the fabric, hurting me. Eyes wide.
Her body erupts once again. Forcing her to kiss me through it all. Making her clean my fingers all over.
‘What are you doing to me? My husband … ‘
‘Hush, no need to talk about him. When you get home, you’ll be a good wife to him, but every time you close your eyes you will think of me.’
‘But … you are old … old enough to be my father.’
‘I am, but age has nothing to say when it comes to lust. Feel what you do to me.’
Taking her hand, placing it on my manhood, she feels it through the fabric, a moan leaves her lips.

CHAPTER 5
 
 
‘You are going to pull out my cock and make me cum on your pussy. Then you are going to walk around for the rest of the day with my sperm in your panties.’
‘What about my husband, he will know.’
‘You are mine now, you do what I tell you.
‘Yes.’
‘Yes, what?’
‘Yes Sir. I am yours.’
‘Good girl. Now do what I told you!’
Eager fingers unzipping me, undoing my pants, so hard, so excited. Dominating her was unexpected. A side of me I did not know. She drives me wild with her beauty.
Her hand was so soft, so firm, running up and down my shaft. Putting my hand on the wall, leaning into her, breathing hard.
‘So big … hard … bigger than my husband … ‘
‘Tell me your name, whisper it in my ear.’
I heard it, my cock growing in her hand, stroking faster.
Pulling out her panties, rubbing her clit, both moaning, almost there.
Whispering in her ear what I want to do with her, calling her by her name.
She moans back, her hand pulls down hard. I feel my man juice shoot out of me.
An endless stream leaving me, covering her mound, an extra coat of glazing, so much.
Deflating, her hand stops, wipes me off on her skin, puts me back, zips me up.
‘So much … it’s going to drip down my leg when I walk.’
‘Good, let it. It will remind you of me. Tomorrow, here, same time. Wear a dress under your coat.’
I walked out of the alley, leaving her, smiling like a winner, she was mine.

CHAPTER 6
 
 
At home, my wife of many years waited. Dinner on the table, wine in a glass, wearing a maid outfit like she had been told.
She has been trained well; years of work have paid off. A good-looking woman she is, petite, barely five feet tall with the cutest butt around.
I have taken a lot of fine asses through my life, but my wife still has one of the best-looking ones that I know.
Sitting down at the table, she sits on her knees next to me, unzipping my pants, pulling me out. It’s her treat for being good.
The meatloaf is delicious, homemade mash and gravy on the side, hearty zinfandel to it. She’d done well.
Grab her head, push it down in my lap, make her pleasure me. Her mouth accepts me, lips circle my manhood, it’s ready again, thinking of Mrs. B in the alley.
My plate empty, glass empty, I empty myself in my wife’s throat, giving her everything I have left from giving Mrs. B the motherload of the year.
‘Well done my pet, you have done good tonight. I am proud to be your master.’
‘Thank you, sir, I am glad to hear that. Anything else I can do for you?’
‘No, just clean up and meet me in bed.’
‘Yes sir.’
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