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 MR. HANK

“Ssssh!” hissed Amanda,
“he’s coming…”

Amanda. My wife. Beautiful, her 5ft 5
inch body toned, and supple. She crouched needlessly, all but naked
in our bedroom doorway, trying to hold back fits of giggles as the
clambering hulk ascended the staircase. We could see him, over the
landing, but he had his massive slab of a back to us. Massive, he
was. A heavy set, older Caribbean native. Drunkenly ascending the
staircase of our marital home.

I wasn’t really sure why Amanda felt
the need to shush me. It was she who was now making all of the
noise. I’d initially gone to investigate when a loud bang
downstairs had grabbed our attention. What Amanda expected me to do
in the face of genuine adversity, in only my dressing gown and
underwear, puzzled me. But still, I’d gone, and quickly ascertained
it had been our short term lodger, Mr. Hank.

“Don’t worry about old Mr.
Hank,” he’d stated, to no one in particular. He laughed to himself,
a deep booming sound, apparently finding his own fall amusing. He
was clearly three sheets to the wind. I was quickly sure he didn’t
need my help, and had quietly retreated, on tiptoes, back to my
bedroom. No one likes being spied on, I reasoned. And visitors were
free to come and go as they pleased. We ran a small guest house,
not an open prison.

Of more consternation to me was
whether Amanda’s sexual appetite would have been affected by the
unplanned disturbance. It was Friday night. We’d shared a bottle
and a half of wine, and were suitably showered and set for a sex
session. Still young, and all-but-newly-wed, our love making was
passionate, if not entirely skilled. Though we had been open and
honest with each other about our past, the conversation had only
ever been had once. Amanda admitted to being a virgin before our
marriage. I was only slightly more experienced, having slept with a
grand total of one other girl. Amanda told me she had had
boyfriends prior to me, but I never asked what they got up too.
Being a vicar’s daughter, I felt indecent prying
further.

It was because her father had joined
the Church that we’d lucked out on this delightfully spacious guest
house accommodation we called home. Large enough for a family of
eight, if we didn’t let out some of our rooms everything quickly
felt a little too big. We mostly got families, up into the
countryside for short breaks, less frequently we got business men.
Amanda and I enjoyed a mixture of both, with rarely if ever a
complaint, or fuss. Occasionally, we got oddities.

Mr. Hank fell on some obscure Venn
diagram of businessman and curiosity. He was in business. The rum
business, to be quite precise. A traveling salesman. He would stay
infrequently, but when he came he booked the biggest, most
expensive room. And every time he visited, he’d leave us with a
most delicious bottle, tasting like white chocolate, and coconuts.
Neither Amanda, nor I, had ever tried rum before Mr. Hank’s first
visit, but rarely did it last the week in our house after he’d been
and gone.

Towards the end of his first visit,
he’d caught us together in what was our communal lounge. Stooping
under our standard size door frame, his bulk only just fit through.
We watched, though he made no scene of it. He carried with him a
large gift, exquisitely wrapped in a violet parchment parchment.
Plonking himself down between us, our sofa audibly creaked as it
absorbed his bulk.

“Here we go, a little
present from Mr. Hank.” He handed the bottle shaped package towards
me. I sat up to receive it, then he thought again, pulled it away
from my outstretched hands, turned, and presented it to Amanda.
“For the beautiful lady.” His hands seemed to dwarf the bottle.
“Thank you for my stay. Most wonderful.” As he said so, he went to
push himself back up, and off our couch. Instinctively, I pulled my
leg in, less than keen to have his immense bulk use my body for
leverage.

“Do you have far to go
back, Mr. Hank?” Asked Amanda.

“I’m heading back to
Oxford, my dear”, his deep voice reverberated with more depth than
the nearby grand piano.

“Oh, so not so far then.”
Added Amanda, politely.

Mr Hank chortled. “Oxford, Barbados!”
He turned and flashed a white, beaming smile, brilliant contrasting
his deep ochre skin. Then he was gone, leaving us both giggling and
teasing. We found it most amusing how he always referred to himself
in the third person. Always as “Mr. Hank”. It quickly became
something of a in-joke between us as to whether that was his first
name, or his last. Not that it mattered.

Amanda had programmed her mobile phone
to play a cash register sound effect whenever someone made a
booking. Less than two days ago Mr. Hank had signed, sealed, and
paid in full for his usual room, for a three night stay. As it was
winter, any booking would be a bonus so both of us were delighted.
A well paying customer, and most likely another tasty bottle of
rum.

On his arrival night, a Friday, Amanda
and I had welcomed him, together, at the door. I offered to carry
his case. A feeble gesture, I always thought. This hulk of a man
clearly had no need for anyone to carry either of his two large
cases, and had evidently managed quite superbly all on his own up
to this very point. And now I might lug half his belongings up a
short flight of steps as a favour? Yet he accepted. And as Amanda
led Mr. Hank, now carrying a single barrel like suitcase as though
it were naught but a feather, I had to grunt and use two hands to
lift what might as well have been half a ton weight.

As I finally made my way into his
room, I dropped his case a little too clumsily, and it briefly
wobbled, then settled. “Whoops, sorry about that,” I added, in as
British a manner as could be. “Don't worry about it, the real golds
in this one.” And he lifted his own suitcase as though it were a
backpack on a teenager's school desk, patting it softly with his
hirsute hand. As it put it back down, the contents clinked and
chimed, clearly revealing the sound of bottled liquid lay
within.

With a few more pleasantries we wished
him a good evening, and he was soon less-than-soundly asleep. His
snoring fortunately was almost imperceptible from our own bedroom,
mostly thanks to the well built sturdy old walls.

It was on the second night, Saturday
evening that Mr. Hank had returned in an inebriated manner. Neither
of us had ever seen him like this before. “Maybe he finally landed
that big brewery client he told us about?” I offered, dropping my
dressing gown into a messy pile in the middle of our bedroom floor.
I went into the en-suite, grabbing my tooth brush and continuing
from where I'd been when we had heard his fall. I could see Amanda,
spying still through a crack in the bedroom door. She gasped, I
imagined he might have had a shaky moment as he'd reached the
landing two thirds of the way up, now about to double back on
himself. “Don't let him see you” I mumbled through toothbrush and
frothing paste.

There was a sharp intake of breath and
Amanda pushed the door together hastily. Wearing only her knickers,
my gorgeous wife looked the picture of youth. I could see her tummy
rapidly rising and falling, her perfectly pert tits poking
skywards, gravity yet a long way from taking hold. “I think he saw
me!” she exclaimed, putting her hands over her mouth, gasping
again, then laughing rather too loudly. I finished brushing and
went to grab her, eager to kiss her, suddenly looking so devilish
for such an otherwise sweet and innocent girl.

And then our bedroom door
opened.

“What are you two love
birds up to then, eh?” He slurred, swaying slightly as he surveyed
the scene. “Spying on old Mr. Hank, are we?” He stood between us
now. Each of us like a deer caught in the headlights, completely
taken aback by his unexpected intrusion.

“There’s no need to be shy
around old Mr. Hank, now is there?” He asked, as though the
question had already been answered. “We’re all friends here,” and
with that he pulled us both under each arm, hugging us as though we
were his own, seemingly oblivious to the surprise this might incur
in the pair of us, stood all but nude. I could feel the explosion
of heat under his armpits, smell the sweet and sour sweaty mixture
coating the nest of thick hair within. Beyond that, a strong
aftershave, not one I recognised, it made him smell as though he
had recently washed in eau de testosterone. His shirt was open
three buttons down, a jungle of lustrous hair growing
within.

“Unless Mr. Hank is
mistaken, you two were about to have a little fun, weren’t you?”
With the power in his frame, neither of us would have been able to
shrug off his grip, even if we had tried. That said, neither of us
were trying. With the lights down low, my own embarrassment was
fairly easy concealed, and what remained of Amanda’s modesty was
the same.

“Mr. Hank has heard him
fucking you, sweetheart, heard you two rutting through the walls.
It’s normal, a natural thing. Nothing to feel embarrassed about, we
all do it.” His intoxicating breath filled Amanda’s nostrils, hot
against her fresh, flushing cheeks. I watched as this intruder
inhaled the scent of my wife’s freshly washed, meticulously
straightened hair, saw how she instinctively reacted by opening her
bare neck up towards his dark handsome face ever so slightly. “A
girl like you needs plenty of cock, doesn’t she, my dear?” He
continued, the infusion of filth catching both of us off guard,
“Nothing to be ashamed of, is there?” he added, staring down at her
tits.

Much like my left, Amanda’s right arm
had been forced up, Mr. Hank’s meaty black bicep under her armpit.
His thick arm hair rubbing against my young wife’s naked midriff.
Unsure what to do with herself, I noticed Amanda was feebly
attempting to shield her exposed breasts with her forearm. Her
light brown areolas remained within my view, as her gaze was up on
Mr. Hank’s large smiling face, rather than on shielding her
violated modesty. Noticing the subtle movement of his eyes, Amanda
looked down herself, moving her arm more accurately to shield her
nipples from everyone’s view, including mine.

“It’s a shame to hide
them,” said Mr. Hank, “such a lovely pert pair.” He was right. They
were. And hearing him talk about her body, her tits… my wife in
this way had started to have a rather profound effect on my cock. I
couldn’t help myself. I could feel it had begun it's rise. Only
moments earlier we'd been preparing to have sex together, and
whilst adrenaline had kicked in, my libido was clearly starting to
turn the tide of battle. I tried to take my mind off it, but his
maroon hand, so much bigger than my own, had started exploring the
sheer fabric over Amanda's crotch. And she still didn't seem to be
resisting. It was as though she were completely hypnotised by this
dominating older male.

Mr. Hank's other free hand lay loosely
over my hip. If I was sure of anything right now, it was that this
drunken lothario was only interested in my wife. Then he turned
from Amanda. His attention now on me. Letting me fall looser, free
of his embrace, he kept his grip around my wife. I stared at his
arm, followed it as it trailed down, led to the sight of him pawing
at my wife's cunt through her delicate lingerie. Her eyes fell on
me. I couldn't read her. Was I supposed to make this stop? I felt
the right thing to do, on a moral basis, would be to at least try
and redeem her from his grasp. Yet watching him caress her only
made my thin y-fronts strain further. As they both stared, the tip
of my cock suddenly burst through the top of the elastic waistband,
unable to contain my 6.5 inches any longer. I'd always felt proud
of my cock, and had no complaints from Amanda, but just wondering
how big Mr. Hank's penis might be if the rest of him was so large
spurred my growth on yet further.

“You're a fine young man,”
he added, seemingly sincerely. Being young, and with few
commitments, the gym had kept both of our physiques well toned. I'd
never desired to bulk up. I was proud of my body, and I'd had no
complaints from Amanda on that front either. But now, I felt
uncomfortable. Beneath the hours in the gym I was still the shy,
and self conscious lad I'd been all my life. I was up to fighting
with Mr. Hank, even if I had wanted too. But I didn't
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