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"I missed this!" Nadia yelled as she bounced up and down, up and down.

I wanted to get it out of my system, so I let Nadia come to my house the night before I had to pick Desirae up from the airport.

My cock was raging hard when I got into bed, even though before I got home, I had tit fucked and then fucked Emily right in front of her husband. He didn't even say a word as I fucked her large tits over the workout bench.

I had come over to their house so that Emily could show me a few workouts I could do at home and some equipment I could buy since I was planning to turn one of my rooms into a home gym.

I loved it when Emily wore the stretchy sports bras, so when she laid out on the workout bench, her tits were begging to be fucked.

Ryan was working out another set of equipment, but I didn't care. I hovered my cock over Emily's face, then reversed tit fucked her tits. Her head hung off the bench staring back at her husband as I fucked her tits.

Then I tore a hole in her workout shorts and fucked Emily. Ryan just sat there and watched as I fucked his wife.

He watched as I bent her over right in front of him and fucked her from behind. He watched as I tore her sports bra so that I could squeeze her big tits as I fucked her. Then, when I came inside his precious wife, I made sure to stare at him the whole time until I was done.

That still wasn't enough to keep me from thinking about Desirae. For months now, I have been thinking about her.

I couldn't stop.

Desirae had told me that Damien had gone off the deep end again. Her father had caught Damien selling drugs at the job and instantly fired him.

Desirae had told me that he was staying out late nights and not coming back until early morning, so she finally kicked him out.

I thought for sure that would end her crush on me, but it didn't. Just like Cadence, the crush was lasting even though the husband was out of the house.

I was starting to wonder if it was expanding to single women, but a simple test showed that it hadn't. Maybe it was because Cadence and Desirae were still legally married, or they still had feelings for their husbands.

Cadence had stated she wanted to work it out with her husband for the children. Desirae said she wanted to see how things went with Damien while he was on his own and maybe he would come back. I knew Damien had done this before; there was no coming back.

"I love your cock so much!" Nadia yelled as she bounced harder.

"Then fucking take it!" I said, holding her down as I dumped my cum into her.

She sighed, her dark skin beaded with sweat as she looked at me. "Thank you!" she said as she caught her breath. "I love it when you call."

"Thank you for coming over so quickly," I smiled as Nadia got up.

"I am guessing the husband is home next door?" Nadia asked as she picked up her clothes.

"No, they went to her parents for the weekend," I smiled.

"Ah," Nadia said as she moved her hips back and forth to pull her pants.

How a stick figure like Nadia had an ass like that was god's gift to men that liked big asses on skinny women.

"No!" Nadia said as she saw me staring at her ass. "I already left him in the middle of the night, if I stayed longer, he would get suspicious."

"What are you going to tell him?"

"There was a freezer problem at the store, and no one else could make it," Nadia shrugged.

"That's a good one," I smiled as I watched Nadia wave as she left my bedroom.

"Until next time," Nadia grinned.

I loved that I could tell all of them that there were other women, and not one of them had a problem with it.

Now, that my sexual appetite had been taken care of, and my cock wasn't raging again. I could finally fall asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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I made sure the house was clean, and everything was in its place before I headed to the airport to pick Desirae up.

All my thoughts and plans for this weekend were for her. I told the others not to call or text me as I didn't want anything to come between Desirae and me.

I always said Christy was the hottest, but Desirae was a very close second looks-wise. Body-wise, the two of them could be twins. They had huge, massive, extremely large natural breasts on a tight-framed body. Christy was blonde, and Desirae had jet-black hair. Other than that, they were nearly identical.

I missed Christy, but I knew that ship had sailed, and it wasn't coming back. I had seen her a couple of times with her new girlfriend, wife, or whatever the other woman was. We had waved at each other and said hi, but that was it.

Just like Kimberly, I had seen her at the park when I coached the football team. Leon and I had become friends of sorts, but Kimberly was sketchy. Her new lifestyle had done a number on her.

She didn't look like the hot blonde with the big fake tits anymore. Leon said she was doing drugs and hanging with a bad crowd. I could see it. I knew Leon had fought for and won custody of the kids, and I was happy for him.

I knew Kimberly had a wild side, but she was taking it too far. Leon asked me to talk to her, but when I approached Kimberly, she smelled like weed. She was on the phone setting up a meeting with a bunch of guys to do a video for her fans' site.

Kimberly was a lost cause, and I knew one day she would be like Damien and go off the deep end.

There could be something to what that preacher had said; maybe I was bringing out the worst in these women. I had to put all of that aside for right now. I saw that Desirae's flight had landed, and I was expecting to see her any minute.

As I waited, I saw a commotion up ahead. I stood up to see what was going on, and it seemed like someone had fallen down the escalator.

I moved forward, and the airport security and medical staff made room for the person to get up and sit down on a bench.

That's when I saw Desirae walking toward me with a smile. With every step she took, all eyes were on her. Even women stopped to stare. Some of them were shaking their heads, and others couldn't stop staring.

"I am guessing that's because of you?" I asked with a smile.

Desirae was wearing a black top that barely held her extremely large breasts in place, tight blue jeans that looked like they had been painted on, and her long hair cascading down her back.

"He was going in the opposite direction on the other side," Desirae shrugged. "He kept staring and looking and then he fell backward, took nearly four other people with him."

I took one of her rolling suitcases as we headed out the sliding doors. "They are still looking," I grinned.

"Well, let them look," Desirae laughed. "What do you think?"

"Damn!" I said as she stopped and turned to face me.

"That's the expression I was going for," Desirae smiled as she took my hand in hers.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I couldn't take my eyes off Desirae as I drove toward my house. As she sat back in the passenger seat, the seatbelt cut across her chest and made them more prominent. Her large chest wobbled and bounced with every bump in the road or turn I made.

I had to revisit what I had said. I knew I had thought Christy had maybe the same size breasts as Desirae, but now that they were here in person, and I wasn't looking at them as pictures on my phone. Desirae was slightly bigger, not by much, but definitely bigger.

Of course, Kimberly was the biggest, but they weren't natural; she had them bolted on.

"Sorry," I said as Kimberly grinned at me. She had caught me staring at her cleavage.

"I told you; I got dressed like this for you," Desirae stated as she turned slightly. "Stare all you like."

'Damn!' I thought as I could barely keep my eyes on the road.

"Can't wait until I get you home," I grinned.

"That makes both of us," Desirae smiled.

I focused on driving, and as soon as we got to my house, our hands were all over each other.

Desirae was lying on top of me, her hand was down my pants, and my mouth was sucking on one of her perky, hard nipples.

"I have been waiting for this moment for so long," Desirae said as she looked at me.

"Me too!" I said, going from one nipple to the other.

Desirae's tits were fantastic; everything about her was amazing, from the way she kissed to the way she held my cock.

"Wait!" I said as I stopped and pulled her hand from my cock.

"What is it?" Desirae grinned. "If you are thinking about getting me pregnant, I..."

"No, it's not that," I sat up and held her hands in mine. "I can do this."

Desirae looked at my hard cock, barely sticking out of my pants. "I beg to differ!"

"No, I am serious. There is something I need to tell you," I said, "and it might change the way you think of me."

Desirae took it all in as I told her. I told her everything from the day this adventure started at the football game over three years ago. I didn't hold anything back, how I felt, what happened, how it happened, everything.

Desirae didn't say a word, but she listened to every detail and asked questions along the way. I could do this to all the others; they meant nothing to me; they were just fuck holes, cum dumpsters, sluts, whores; they didn't mean jack shit.

But Desirae, she was perfect. We had talked and flirted, and I felt a connection. If admitting all this made her hate me, or if I lost her, then so be it, but I couldn't treat her like the others.

Desirae looked at the new list of women I had made and sat there for a moment.

"All of them feel like I do?" Desirae asked.

"Yes," I responded.

"And they are all married?" she asked, staring at me.

"Yes."

Desirae took a deep breath and stood up. She paced for a moment and then turned to face me. "So, my feelings for you are based on some curse? Because some pastor thinks you are the child of a demon or angel?"

"Some of the things online and in books say the same thing," I shrugged.

"I go to church nearly every Sunday, and you know what my family does," Desirae said, sitting back down.

"Yes," I nodded as I stared at her blue eyes.

"I believe in all of the things that are in the scripture including Nephilim, but..." Desirae took a deep breath. "this is a lot to take in."

"I know," I sighed.

"Okay, first," Desirae smiled. "You said all the others, the first batch or list, or whatever they were, hated you after they got divorced or separated, right?"

"Yes, literally the day after, for one it was instantly after the papers were signed," I explained.

"That makes no sense at all!" Desirae shook her head. "Marriage, well legal marriage is just a paper signature, it has nothing to do with feelings," she smiled. "So, it has to do with how they feel, not their status."

"But women who are not married dislike me," I told her.

"Right, that makes sense," Desirae nodded. "I think I know what's going on."

"You do?"

"Yeah, married people, especially some women that are married to jealous or old-fashioned men feel like they are tied down or trapped to that one person," Desirae said. "You said after they got with you, they started doing things."

"Yes, the pastor said..." I started to explain.

"He is reading from the book, and he doesn't know what is really happening as a woman," Desirae smiled. "You said the neighbor is one of them, right?"

"Yes," I said as Desirae was smiling.

"I will show you, what you are really doing," Desirae said as she took my hand.

We walked over to Allen and Rachel's house. I rang the doorbell.

"Josh!" Allen smiled as he opened the door.

"Hey Allen, this is Desirae," I introduced her.

Immediately Allen's eyes fell on Desirae's huge tits. "I should have brought my jacket," Desirae said. "Sorry Allen."

"It's okay, I should be used to it with my wife," Allen grinned as he let us in.

"Is Rachel home?" Desirae asked, still holding my hand.

"Yes, she is in the kitchen," Allen said as we walked toward the sound of Rachel cooking.

"Hello," Rachel said as we entered her kitchen.
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