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​A Fantasy Proposed

The first time I saw her pouty lips they were sucking on a mixed drink stirrer. She smiled at the barkeep, got up and walked over to the juke box. She looked back at her girlfriend and gave her long, blond locks a shake back over her slim shoulders

She was an All-American, cutie pie with cover girl looks, high cheekbones, sparkling green eyes. Her naturally long and lean torso made her pert 36Cs jump right out of the tight sweater she was wearing. She was breathtakingly intimidating, which is probably why no guys had had the balls to hit on her yet.

She walked across the room quite aware what kind of attention her cute, tight ass and shapely, skinny-jeaned, long legs were receiving. It wasn't just the hot body, but the way she carried herself. It was a confident, sexual walk. She was way out of my class, but I knew I had to try. 

Where the hell had she come from? I frequented the local pub, Arnie's, quite a bit, but I had never seen her before, and she was something you could never forget.

When she got back to the bar, I screwed up my courage and sat beside her. I didn't try any bullshit lines, just introduced myself and asked if I could buy her a drink. She gave me a smile that melted my heart, and so it began. 

Now me, I'm a nice-looking guy, certainly no male model, but women always seemed to like me. I'm 5' 11”, stocky build with a muscular body that I keep in shape by working out. She apparently found me acceptable. 

She was bright, had a good sense of humor and wasn't at all vain about her looks. She was a physical therapist. Christ, the guys she worked on must have had been trying to stop a boner.

She just graduated from Ryder College and had just taken a job at a local physical therapy facility. We carried on a great conversation for an hour or two before she was ready to go. I flirted with her; she flirted back. 

I asked if I could see her home, but she told me she wasn't a first-time kind of girl. Maybe the second time and laughed, but she did give me her number and left with her girlfriend. I felt lucky I even got that far. I couldn’t imagine why she wasn’t in L.A. or New York working as a model or actress.

The second time she came through.  When she peeled those clothes off, she blew my mind. My knees started shaking. I couldn't believe that I was going to make love to such a woman. She had looks and a body I had only fantasized about.

After some preliminary fondling and kissing, she slid to her knees took out my cock and started giving me head. Later she told me she loved giving head and the proof was in the pudding. She wasn't exaggerating. I exploded in about two minutes. She felt it coming, and she ducked the shower of sperm.

I apologized, but she shrugged it off. “That was quick,” she laughed as she wiped it from her face and body. “I hope that's not the end of it.”

“No worries,” I told her. My cock was still hard as a rock. We did it all night long. The woman love to fuck, and I couldn't get enough of her. Like Barry White said, “Can’t get enough of your love, baby!”

We dated for about seven months. Along the way, she confessed to screwing six other guys. It didn't bother me since she'd been to college and everybody knows those girls bang like bunnies. I wasn't going to let the fact that her love canal got used a few times get in the way of the girl of my dreams. Besides it was two less people than I had slept with. In any case, the fact that she was a bit promiscuous actually turned me on. I fell hard. I knew right away I wanted to spend my life with her.

So, ten rewarding years and two boys later, I still love her as much, more even, than before, but the lust is gone. You know what they say, show me a man with a beautiful wife, and I'll show you a guy who is tired of fucking her. I guess that also applied to her being tired of me because she never complained about my inattention. 

Since the love life was rare, and I was horny most of the time. I watched a lot of porno and got myself off. I was into amateur wives getting fucked by big-dick strangers, and I developed this hotwife fantasy that never stopped turning me on—in my head Sheila would be moaning and groaning while a stranger's big cock slid in an out of her. We had talked about this fantasy during our “having a drink” conversations. But that was it, just talk about. She made it clear she would never do it. 

I'm going to confess something, but I don't want it to turn you off. I've always had a fascination with cocks. I love looking at cocks hard or soft. I think it comes from my teenage days when my friend and I would jerk off together. We'd look at girly mags, get all hot and hard and wank it. After a while we wound up jerking each other off. We even tried blowing each other. What can I say? I'm sure a lot of guys had a teen wack-off buddy while they learned about sex. 

I think a lot of guys like cocks but just won't admit it. Think about it, what's a good porno without watching some big hard pricks getting serviced. 

In any case, Sheila and I were home, the kids were in bed. She was upstairs, working on the laptop, I thought. Me, I was surfing Craigslist searching to find a guy with a big cock, who I would fantasize about fucking Sheila. I ran across a listing from a young guy, 22, with a headline, “Bull with nine-inches to fuck your wife.” 

He posted a picture of himself in jockeys with the outline of long, fat cock. He was pretty buff too. No six pack abs but pretty close. A woman would consider him a “ten”. So, I'm checking out another pic of him with a hard on. Jesus, what a dick! He said he could cum five times in a night, shoot a major load and had fucked six guy’s wives. I was really into it. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” came Sheila's voice from behind me. She walked in on me and catches me literally with my dick in my hand. She looks at the guys cock, then back at me with an incredulous look.

“Are you gay? I mean, you told me about your teen friend and you blowing each other. Are you, like, in the closet?” 

What could I say? Nothing to do but tell the truth. 

“No, I am not gay. I'm not in the closet. I've just had this fantasy about you fucking another guy for a long time. We've talked about it so it's not news.” 

She gives me the one-eyebrow-up look. “So that's why you're looking at a naked guy's penis?”

Shit! What could I do but ‘fess up. I point towards the screen.

“Look at this guy. Tell me you wouldn't like to a roll in the hay with him,” 

She looks him over, and I can see her pupils getting larger.

“Nice body. Big cock. Yeah, if he wasn't an asshole, I would probably let him fuck me...if I wasn't married...to you.  Get rid of that!” she says indicating the photo. I guess she thought that would end the conversation and turns away. 

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute, now. What if I gave you permission? What if I said it was okay? C'mon, Sheila. I mean we need something to spice up our sex life, admit it.” 

She doesn't answer thinking about it. “Right,” she says. “I'd fuck this guy and you'd throw it in my face every time you got mad at me.” 

“No! No, I wouldn't. I promise.” 

She scrunches her forehead. She is thinking about it. We both agreed our sex life had become old and boring. It was no secret. She stands there for a few minutes I can see she is seriously mulling it over. She takes another look at the guy, her eyes glued to the screen. 

“Are you playing me or are you really serious?,” she asks.

She pauses and thinks. “You'd have to sign an agreement that it was your idea and you wanted me to fuck him. So later when you called me a whore, I could pull it out and remind you, it was your idea.” 

That's a surprise.

“Sure, no problem.” 

“No problem.” she echoes. She looks me over suspiciously, then stares down at the hard on still in my shorts.

“You coming to bed,” she says and walks away. I quickly follow.

The next day at breakfast she has a piece of paper in her hand. 

“I've thought it over. We really had a good fuck last night, didn’t we? That was just talking about me doing another guy. I guess screwing another guy would make it even hotter...maybe. I wouldn't mind trying something to kick start our sex lives. It has gotten kind of stale, and a lot of it is my fault taking care of the kids, working and not paying enough attention to you. If you really want me to...if you really think it will turn you on, I agree.”

“Wow,” I say a bit shocked.

“BUT you have to agree to something.” 

“What?” 

“You want to see me, a married women, screw a total stranger. That's something I wouldn't normally do. Well, how about a thousand bucks?’

“What?”

I always wondered what it would be like to get paid for sex, you know, be a whore. So, I’ll be a whore for a thousand, for you!”

This stunned me. I mean all she had to do is ask me for a grand anytime, and I’d give it to her in a flash. But she wanted to whore for it. What the hell? 

“Okay, I’ll give you the cash to fuck him.” 

She gave me a naughty smile and held out her hand to shake. “It’s a deal, and I want the money tomorrow.”

Sheila was always the proper lady, except when we were in bed. She knew I liked her to talk dirty to me, especially while telling me about her previous sex life. At first, she was wary, but when she saw how much it turned me on, she was happy to do it. It became part of our routine. 

She'd tell me about a sex adventure  like how she walked up to a guy sitting in a car with the window open and asked if he wanted a hand job, or the time she blew her then boyfriend sitting next to her in the auditorium during an assembly, or how she teased her English prof by walking in bra-less in a tight tee, nipples popping out and sitting in the front row. 

The stories would get me totally horny and fuck her like a mad man. Lately, there hadn't been much of that going on between us. The thought of this adventure gave me butterflies in my stomach some steel in my pocket. But was she just busting my balls or would she really do it? 

I got in contact with the guy, Kevin. We exchanged photos. When he saw her pic he got totally enthusiastic. He liked what he saw and he'd “love to be of service.” He sent a full body pic with face. Handsome, blue-eyed. Tall, with a fine body, and a heavy, thick cock that hung down low, half-hard. Incredibly sexy. Sheila was in for a treat. We both were. He made sure I knew he was a heavy cummer and could get it up four or five times. He said I could even take some video if I wanted .

The next afternoon, after work, I cashed out a thousand from the bank and headed home him to my loving wife. The kids were playing in the back yard and I pulled out the wad of hundreds and put it on the table. She looked up at me surprised. 

“We’re really going to do this, huh?” She said picking up the cash and fanning it out.

“Yup!,

“God, I feel so naughty.” She folded up the bills and put them in her bra. “So, do I get a look at this guy first?”

“Sure,” I answered. I opened my laptop and opened up some of Kevin photos. I think her eyes got wide.

“Damn, Mattie, you fucked up. I would have banged this guy for free.” She laughed and patted the money stuffed in her bra.

I asked her if she wanted to meet him in a bar and get to know each other little first. “Hell no,” she says, “Just get a room and let's get on with it.” ​

​Getting Down To It

We arranged a meet the following Saturday night. I asked if I could select her outfit and makeup. I wanted her dressed to kill. I knew how hot she could look, and I wanted Kevin's jaw to drop. Plus, I loved being her man servant. She said it was fine. It would be fun. We showered, and I washed every part of her body and dried her off. I was feeling like a definite fag, but I was into it.

I selected a hot, black thong of hers, and matching Victoria Secret push-up bra. I watched her dry and fix her hair, apply her makeup, eye liner































































































































​The Big Secret

































































































​The Kitchen Clit Job































​Sheila’s Bitch
















































































































​Sheila X Arises






























​The Book Store Blow




























































​Bung Hole Babe































































































​The Thousand Dollar Bet
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​Swingin’ Times








































































Harry’s Whore
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DeeRon’s Dick








































































































































Matt Gets Pegged






























































































Bye Bye Birdie
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