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The Sunday School Teacher

 


It was a fine summer afternoon. My wife,
Carole, and I had invited a couple – Nils and Debbie – from church
to the house for the afternoon. Debbie was a Sunday-school teacher
at the church, as was my wife. Debbie had offered to fix a special
barbecue dish, which I would cook on the grill. The four of us were
playing pool.

Nils was a programmer and computer systems
analyst by profession, and his personality matched the stereotype.
He had a very slight build, which was accentuated by his slight
slouch. Debbie was attractive, of average height, and perhaps a
little overweight. Nils was affable, but quiet – he responded to
questions and comments, rather than initiating them. Debbie was
outgoing, talkative, slightly flirtatious. She was that way with
everyone.

It was Nils’ turn at the pool table, and I
happened to glance at Debbie. She was looking at me. I knew the
look. It was “hungry eyes” – the look of a woman who was sexually
attracted, but unwilling to do anything about it. The look is
unmistakable. The eyes dwell – not so long as to be a noticeable
stare, but definitely longer than usual. Other signs of emotion are
absent – the focus of the look is intense, uncluttered with other
emotions and activities. It reminds one of the look of a hungry
child or animal. There is a sadness to it, since there is no
expectation of relief. The look is penetrating, delving into one’s
soul. Perhaps it is more than physical – a psychic yearning that is
projected and can be sensed. It is hard to say just how the look
differs from harmless flirtation, but flirtation is usually light
and merry, and normally carries with it no intention to go further
– a form of banter. This look is motivated by substantial desire,
and is deadly serious.

My eyes fixed on hers for a moment, long enough
for her to see that I saw that she was looking at me, and how she
was looking at me. As an acknowledgement to what I considered a
knowing stare, I slightly raised my eyebrows, and then I shifted my
eyes back to the pool table.

As the pool game continued, my thoughts
wandered. How many times had I seen that look? A number. Usually,
nothing ever came of it. The inhibition continues, and so does the
hunger. The hunger was there because the lady was inhibited. If she
were not, the hunger would not be there. I thought about Debbie.
She was attractive, and had sex appeal. Making love to her would be
fun. But thinking about it was as far as it would go. Debbie was a
good mother and wife. She did the right things – work with the Cub
Scouts, with the parent-teacher association, and with the church.
It’s a tragedy when someone does all the right things in life but
it isn’t enough. The craving for sexual fulfillment cannot be
sublimated by keeping busy with other things. Late at night, the
imaginary flights of fancy flourish. They don’t diminish with time,
they just keep gnawing away.

As we played on, there were more glances. The
continuing nearness of the object of the suppressed desire keeps
the hunger alive. The look is hard to miss. It is more than a
little distracting. It is sort of like an RSVP invitation, which
demands a response. There are just two responses – acceptance or
rejection, no “maybe.” Rejection, by ignoring the glances by
shifting the focus of attention away from the interested party and
never allowing the eyes to dwell on hers for a moment; or
acceptance, by returning her look with one similar. The “window”
for responding is not wide. The lady does not wish to be
embarrassed. Yes or no, now.

These situations arise from time to time. When
they occur, it is flattering and exciting. A “no” response keeps
life simple, and a “yes” response complicates things. It would be
nice to be able to decide “no” for all time, but life is not that
simple. Do we even have a choice? Whose mind is it, anyway? That
afternoon, I decided, on a whim, without hesitation, to respond
affirmatively. Not because I was particularly attracted to Debbie,
or because I was dissatisfied with my marriage, or because I
thought a positive response would lead to an affair, but simply to
continue the repartee, the excitement, for the afternoon. Most
hungry looks do not go anywhere at all, for two reasons. On the one
hand, for most women, the look simply reflects unfulfilled desire
that she has no intention of fulfilling – the pleasure is not worth
the pain. On the other hand, the next move is up to the man. Upon
reflection, he may decide not to complicate his life, in which case
he does nothing further, and that is the end of the game. It takes
two to tango, as they say.

In the present instance, continuing to play the
making-eyes game for the rest of the afternoon should be a harmless
pastime that dies with the end of the afternoon. There was,
however, one key factor that I should take into account – Debbie’s
intentions. Right now, Debbie’s intentions were unknown to me.
Although her look seemed serious to me, her hungry eyes may simply
reflect resigned yearning, with a firm resolve to put up with it
and keep her life on a safe, sure course. In that case, she would
find a positive response flattering, even though she had no
intention of proceeding further. On the other hand, she could very
well be serious. In that case, the game was a lot more dangerous,
and therefore a lot more exciting – like walking a tightrope
without a safety net. The game is the same, but the potential
outcomes are radically different. If she were in fact serious, she
would take a positive response as an indication that I was serious,
too. In that case, I might have a problem – if I didn’t care to go
further, I would have to turn her off. With Nils and Carole here,
however, I really didn’t have to worry about that. Nothing could
possibly happen this afternoon. I would make eyes with Debbie for
fun, regardless of what her intentions were. In fact, not knowing
her intentions made it more exciting – a game of imperfect
information.

The social afternoon had hardly begun, when the
phone rang. It was Nils’ office. He was responsible for maintaining
a large computer system, and it had encountered a problem. He was
pretty sure that he could fix it quickly, but he would have to
return to the office. What a shame! The office was about a
half-hour away, and it would take about a half-hour to fix the
problem. To keep the party alive, with the two couples interacting,
Carole suggested that she ride with Nils, and Debbie and I would
finish the barbecue. Everyone agreed that this would
work.

Carole and Nils left immediately. Debbie was
standing near the door of the pool room, staring at me. Her look
was unmistakable. This was an unexpected development! A few moments
ago, her expectation and mine were that the yearning look or making
eyes would have led nowhere, destined to remain unfulfilled because
of the presence of others. Without the comforting constraints
imposed by the erstwhile company, it is likely that the stolen
glances would never have even been made. In any event, a harmless
pastime had suddenly veered out of control. All of a sudden, the
safety net was gone! The situation had suddenly and radically
changed from an innocuous mind game of no significance to one of
life’s most dangerous games, a deadly enterprise with very real and
very substantial – possibly deadly – consequences. As I stood there
mulling over the situation, Debbie moved her tongue across her
upper lip, and slightly bit her lower lip. The message was clear.
Her intentions were clear. She was exuding desire. She was playing
the game for real. She was deadly serious.

I put my drink on the side of the pool table,
and walked over to her. I stopped right in front of her, and stared
at her. She stared back. I reached my arms around her, pulled her
face to mine, and kissed her deeply. She returned the embrace and
the kiss. Our tongues entwined. The impact of the forbidden kiss
was electrifying. A burst of excitement surged from my heart to my
breasts, and I pressed her close to me. For a long while we stood
there, in a rapturous embrace and kiss. I moved my hand up behind
her head, my fingers lacing into her hair, and pressed her close to
me. I moved my hands to her backside, and squeezed her close to me.
When the kiss and embrace finally ended, she raised the back of her
hand to her mouth, and said, “Oh, my!”

I could have stopped there. It was not too
late. I could have said, “This is a big mistake!” and ended it. A
harmless kiss, and no harm done. But the flames of desire had been
kindled. I wanted to have sex with that woman. I decided to seduce
her.

I said, “Take off your clothes.”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t!” Debbie
responded.

“Why did you kiss me?” I asked.

“I… I wanted to hold you. I wanted to kiss you,
that’s all. I’m attracted to you. I wanted you to want me, too,”
she replied. “I just tingle inside when you kiss me. It feels so
good! But a stolen kiss is all I imagined. I wanted you to kiss me,
and know that you care about me. But that’s all – can you
understand that?”

“Your kiss was magic to me. It was
electrifying. I am really attracted to you. Your lips on mine, your
tongue entwining mine, are delightful. It is ecstasy. You are
having quite an effect on me – I am burning to hold your naked body
close to mine. I want the magic of the kiss to flow all over. I
promise not to do anything you don’t want me to. You have already
crossed the line of propriety by kissing me, if not just by making
eyes at me. Touching our bodies together is no more intimate than
kissing with clothes on – it’s just more skin on skin – but the
feeling is so much more intense, so enveloping. You have already
French-kissed me with your tongue deep in my mouth – you can hardly
be more intimate than that. You have already crossed far past the
point of harmless flirtation. You have made known how you feel
about me. We are already intimate. I’m not asking for more than you
have already given. Please do this for me.”

As she would later confide to me, her mind was
racing, with a dozen simultaneous thoughts. She didn’t know what to
do or how to respond. She was inexperienced, and had started
something that she didn’t know how to control. It was a completely
new situation, with potentially grave consequences. Things were
happening too fast. She had not thought this out, and needed more
time. She knew that her constrained life was intolerable, and she
did not want what had just happened to end. She had always had
feelings for men other than her husband. These feelings didn’t fade
with the passing years. They nagged at her relentlessly, never
going away, never diminishing. At times, she felt trapped and
depressed. Would her life pass without her having ever given
expression to these feelings?

She had found tremendous release in just one
kiss. She had made her desires for another man known to him, and he
had reciprocated. Her repressed desires, her secret yearnings, were
no longer bottled up. But yielding completely to her desires could
ruin her life – she could lose everything! All she wanted was the
kiss: an open, physical expression of her desire. Going further was
crazy! What should she say? She had kissed a man who was not her
husband, and that is all she had imagined doing. He was now
pressing for more. She had opened Pandora’s Box, and she was now
facing a moral dilemma and a life-changing decision. She felt
strange – the moral dilemma paled in comparison to the issue of
what this might do to her life. She knew that I was right – she had
made her feelings known, unequivocally, and crossed the line. There
was no going back, but she could certainly stop where she was. What
about Nils? What about her children, and family, and friends? She
could stop now, and keep her life safe.

But her life was the problem! She was burning
with unfulfilled desire, and here was her golden opportunity to
change it. A man she was attracted to was interested in her, and
the means to interact freely with him was at hand. Such an
opportunity had never happened before, and might never happen
again. Did she really want to continue to lie awake at night,
yearning for sexual satisfaction? Did she really want to deny
herself everything by denying him his simple request, and continue
her life of inhibition, frustration, and repressed desire? Many
thoughts raced through her mind: ‘All he is asking for is more
intimacy – a closer, more intimate embrace. He said that he would
not do anything I didn’t want him to. Holding his naked body close
to mine is the sort of thing I dream about – an exciting, romantic
adventure. What he is asking for is no more than an elaborate kiss.
I would be a fool to walk away from this. If I say ‘no,’ that is
the end of the adventure, and my situation continues unchanged.
Saying ‘no’ means that the frustration will continue. I don’t want
him to stop. If I say ‘no’ now, I know that I will never escape.
The thought of that is intolerable. I have to free myself from my
self-imposed confinement, and give vent to my desires. I am what I
feel. I have to be true to myself. I have to be
myself.”

She looked at me for a moment, and said
“Okay.”

Slowly, she reached to unbutton her sundress.
One button, then the next, and the next, all the way down. She
slipped off her dress, and let it fall to the floor. I unbuttoned
my shirt and let it fall. She stood there in her bra and slip. She
slipped the straps of her brassiere over her shoulders, pulled it
down in front, reached around in back, pulled the hook to the front
and unhooked it, and let the brassiere fall to the floor. The she
stopped. She stood there, half naked, her ample breasts hanging
teardrop-shaped, her nipples erect, surrounded by large areolas. I
took obvious pleasure in visually exploring her naked
breasts.

I slipped off the rest of my clothes and stood
in front of her, but I made no move toward her or to touch her
breasts. I stood there motionless, and said, with deliberation,
“All of your clothes.”

She pulled her slip down, and let it fall. She
was standing there completely naked except for her panties. I
dropped to my knees in front of her and slipped them down her legs.
She was stark naked. I looked up at her. My face was directly in
front of her mons veneris. I placed my hands on her hips and gently
pressed my lips to her mons, touching her gently. I could tell that
she was very excited. She seemed immobilized, like a deer in
headlights. I rose to my feet and embraced and kissed her. Her
naked body next to mine felt so good. The electric excitement
consumed my entire body. The embrace and kiss relieved the tension,
the awkwardness of her nakedness. She was visibly responding – I
could hear her breathing harder. She was kissing me more intensely.
I moved my hands over her body. When our kiss ended, I said, “Lie
down on the couch.”

“Why, what do you want to do?” she asked, with
a hint of suspicion.

“I want to lie next to you. I want to touch you
and kiss you all over,” I said. “I won’t do anything you don’t want
me to.”

She moved to the couch, sat down, and reclined.
I moved to the couch, beside her. I leaned over and kissed her on
one breast, and then the other. Her nipples hardened. I kissed her
on her stomach, and then moved back to her breasts. I sucked her
breasts. Her nipples were erect and hard. She had her legs closed,
and her right hand covered her mons. I moved down to her legs. I
placed my hand on her wrist and moved her hand away.

“Open your legs,” I said.

“No, I can’t!” she protested.

“Yes, you can. I just want to look at you. I
just want to see all of you,” I replied.

Debbie’s mind was exploding. Her thoughts
raced. This was really crossing the line! This was way beyond a
stolen kiss! She imagined me ravishing her forbidden places. She
felt electric excitement. Our eyes were fixed on each other’s. She
couldn’t stand the suspense. Slowly, she spread her legs wide. All
semblance of modesty evaporated. She watched as my gaze fell,
hypnotically, on her pudenda. This was so erotic! She watched me,
staring at her. She felt so naked, so free, so uninhibited, so
magnetic, so shameless. Her heart was beating a mile a minute.
“God, this was exciting!” she thought. “What was he going to do
next?” she wondered, excited in the extreme.

My eyes fixed on her pudenda. The effect of my
evident lust for her was immediate and obvious. Her labia were
swollen, starting to separate, slightly glistening with
moisture.

I was sitting next to her lower thighs. I
leaned over and gently kissed her mons. “Oh,” she sighed. Then,
quickly, I covered her vulva with my mouth and began sucking her
clitoris. She did not expect this at all. Surprised, startled, and
shocked, she gasped, “Oh my God. Oh my God.” She could not believe
this was happening. No man had ever done this before. The sensation
was novel and ecstatic! I explored very part of her vulva with my
tongue. I sucked her ample labia into my mouth and let them slip
slowly out. I sucked her clitoris, which was now quite swollen. I
slipped my tongue into her vagina. My saliva mixed with her vaginal
flow, in that delicious feel, taste and aroma of sex. I moved back
to her clitoris. She reached down with both of her arms and placed
her hands behind my head. She pressed my face hard into her soft,
hot, wet cunt. She groaned in ecstasy. “Oh my God,” she whispered.
I moved my finger into her vagina, and caressed her G-Spot. She
moaned in pleasure. She was raising and lowering her body, writhing
in ecstasy.

She lost all control. She moved quickly to
orgasmic climax. She came, first with a couple of spasms, and then
with a paroxysm of erotic pleasure. As her body jerked in ecstasy,
she pulled my face hard against her sodden cunt, moaning in
delight.

I let her rest for a few moments, and then I
moved up on the couch, kneeling between her opened legs. I moved
closer to her moist, open cunt. I rubbed my hard penis over her
cunt, stoking her clitoris and labia. She was looking down at my
penis. I entered the head of my penis just into her vagina. She was
panting in excitement. I just stayed there, moving it slowly
around, stroking her labia. Finally, she could stand it no longer.
“Do it! Do it! Fuck me! Oh, God, please fuck me!” she screamed, as
she reached down and pulled my body into hers. I leaned forward and
dropped my elbows beside her. I reached around the backs of her
shoulders. She reached her arms around by back. She circled her
legs around mine. She fucked like there was no tomorrow. I pounded
her vulva mercilessly, and she groaned in delight. We orgasmed
simultaneously. My hard cock pounded in her as I filled her belly
with hot semen. The pleasure was indescribable.

We lay there for some time without moving,
breathing hard. Then, I moved up slightly, my face above hers, and
smiled. I kissed her, and then rested my head beside hers, in her
hair.

I lay on top of her for a minute or so, and
then moved to her side. “That was very nice,” I said.

“Indeed it was,” she responded. We lay together
there for a while, smiling at each other. My fingers played with
her nipples.

After some time, I said, “So, why did you do
it?”

“Do what?” she asked.

“Fuck me,” I responded.

“That’s a crude way of referring to making
love,” she said.

“Okay, why did you make love with me? Are you
not happy with Nils?”

“I was attracted to you, but that was just part
of it. And, strange as this may sound, I love Nils. He’s a good
husband. It’s me, not Nils. I have always had sexual attraction for
other men. I think that all women do – or all who aren’t lesbians,
I should say. They simply repress this desire when they marry, and
that is natural. When they can’t stand it any longer, they
masturbate. In my case, the feelings are evidently stronger than in
most women. They gnaw at me. It’s a never-ending craving. I love my
husband and family, and I want to keep my marriage, but I feel
trapped. I want to be free. Not of my marriage, but free to satisfy
my sexual desires. If I see someone, like you, who I am seriously
drawn to, I want to be able to express that. In our society, as a
married woman, I can’t. That’s the problem.”

“So what changed, today,” I
interrupted.

“It was the opportunity. Ordinarily, this
opportunity would never have happened. I would have looked at you
with no thought of actually having sex with you – a harmless
daydream was all there would have been to it. I guess I wasn’t
going to look for trouble, but this just fell into my lap. Even so,
I had no intention of doing more than share a kiss. I gave you a
knowing glance fully convinced that it could not possibly go any
further. I am so tired of having these thoughts bottled up inside
me. I guess I found some relief showing you how I felt, even if
nothing further would come of it. If I had suspected for a moment
that we would be alone together this afternoon, I would have never
looked at you the way I did. But when Nils and Carole left, you
completely changed the course of things. You seduced
me.”

“I told you more than once that I would not do
anything you didn’t want to do,” I said.

“Yes, but you managed things so that I lost all
will to resist. All I planned on was the caressing, the embrace,
the kiss.”

“You screamed out, ‘Fuck me, oh, God, fuck me,’
and pulled me into you.”

“You caused that to happen. You lured me on and
on, deeper and deeper, each step just a little farther than the
last one, till I was hopelessly lost. I had no intention of
actually having sex with you, under any circumstances. You seduced
me. You made me do it.”

“Yes, I did that – I did just what you wanted.
You wanted me to force you to have sex, so you could tell yourself
that you never actively pursued it.” I paused for a moment. “Do you
regret it?”

“Oh, my God, no! For the first time in my life,
I feel free. Thank God this afternoon happened! I do feel regret
for Nils, having cuckolded him, when he is a fine husband. But I
suppose that’s the price I have to pay. I am what I am,” she
reflected. “But how do you feel about me? Do you care for me? Will
we do this again?”

“You know, if you continue an affair, there is
a good chance that it will be found out. We would very likely get
away with this one afternoon, but if you and I continue, Nils will
probably find out. How would you feel about that?”

She hesitated, and then replied, “You are
probably right. I really don’t want Nils to find out, but I can’t
bear the thought of not having sex with you again. If he finds out,
he finds out. I would just have to deal with it. That is a chance I
am willing to take.”

For a moment, I stared at her. She really has
the hots for me. She is willing to risk it all for intense, illicit
sex. As these thoughts passed through my mind, I said, “I am
attracted to you. I find you incredibly fascinating. I do care for
you. We’ll do it again, for sure,” I replied. Then, after a moment
of reflection, I added, “You’ll do it again. You’ll do it again
with someone else.”

“What? Why do you say that? You’re the one I’ve
just made love to. I’m not interested in anyone else.” she
protested.

“Because your attraction to men won’t stop.
That is part of you. You had these feelings before you ever met me.
What happened today won’t satisfy your longings at all. But now you
are free. Your inhibitions have been destroyed forever. From now
on, you simply won’t allow these feelings to continue without doing
something about them. It’s the same as a virgin after she has sex
for the first time. It’s impossible not to do it again. Her
virginity is lost. It is no longer an issue. She cannot be
redeemed. She is no longer a virgin, and whether she has sex again
or not will not change that. So she continues to have sex. It’s the
same with adultery. Once you’ve done it, you are an adultress
forever, whether you continue or not. So you continue. You’ve moved
on. You’ll respond to the many advances I’m sure you get from time
to time, and make selective use of them, as you wish. There’s not a
doubt in my mind. You’ll move on from me for the same reason you’ve
moved on from Nils. You like men. Don’t delude yourself into
believing that I seduced you. Don’t flatter me that I was
irresistible. What is irresistible, what seduced you, was the
thought of fucking another man, a new stranger. You seduced
yourself!”

“You are brutally frank. You’re embarrassing
me. On the other hand, you seem to know an awful lot about these
things, and to be pretty sure of yourself.”

“It’s just simple human nature. There’s no
special insight involved. Just look around you. This happens all
the time. Perhaps some women have just one affair, but once people
stray, they tend to repeat.”

“Right now, I’m not the least bit interested in
being with someone else,” she said. “I don’t see how you can say
with such certainty that I’ll do this with someone
else.”

“Do you want me to prove it to you?”

“How can you do that?”

“Let’s act out a sexual fantasy,” I said. “A
rather particular sexual fantasy, that will reveal how you really
feel. If you don’t enjoy it, then I’ll agree that this may be a
one-time thing. But if you enjoy it, there will be little doubt in
my mind – or yours – that it’s not.”

“What sort of sexual fantasy are you talking
about doing? Kinky sex?” she asked.

“It’s not kinky sex. Some oral, like you just
experienced, but nothing anal.”

“Okay, that sounds fine,” she agreed. “Let’s do
it.”

“Okay,” I continued. “But part of it is verbal.
It’s the verbal part that is most telling. I’ll tell you what to
say, and you must agree to say it. If you don’t say it, the test is
no good. Remember, this is sexual fantasy – role playing. You may
not agree with everything I ask you to say, but it is important to
do and say what I tell you to. It is how you react to the fantasy
that counts. I will not tell you to do or say anything that will
hurt you or harm you.”

“That sounds easy enough. Let’s do
it!”

 

“Okay. Just do as I say,” I concluded. I raised
up and straddled her stomach. I moved forward, touching her breast
with my now-soft dick. Her nipple responded by growing hard, and my
penis started to harden. I rubbed one nipple, and then the other.
She was watching the show.

“Take my cock in your hand,” I said. She
glanced up at me, and did as I instructed. “Rub your nipples.” She
continued to do what I had been doing, and she obviously enjoyed
it. There was a little moistness from my semen, but that started to
dry. I told her, “Wet it, with your spittle.” She did so. “Wet it
with juice from your pussy.” She did. By now I was quite hard. She
continued rubbing her nipples and areolas with my cock. A couple of
times, she tensed momentarily.

She said, “When you mess with my tits, it pulls
in my vagina.” I moved further up her body, toward her
face.

“Put my cock in your mouth,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “I haven’t done that before,”
she hesitated.

“Do it,” I said firmly. She did not resist.
With her hand still around my dick, she slowly inserted the head
into her mouth. “Rub around it with your tongue,” I said. She
didn’t know it, but I was going wild. “Suck it,” I said. She did as
instructed. I pushed further into her mouth. “Now, pump it back and
forth.” She did so, slowly at first, and then she began to work it
in earnest. “That feels so fucking good!” I exclaimed. I watched
her jerking me off in her mouth. “Look at me,” I said. She looked
up, continuing to pump me. Soon, I couldn’t take it anymore. I
leaned over her head, and placed my hands around her head, holding
her hair, pulling her head toward me. I was now face-fucking her
ravenously. “Put one hand on your tit and the other on your clit,”
I said. She complied. “Now, masturbate.” She didn’t hold back.
“Fuck yourself, while I fuck your pretty little face, you hot cunt.
I want to come in your mouth while you masturbate and come. Fuck
yourself, you fucking cunt.” It was clear that she was enjoying
this very much. I was about ready to come, and from her fast
breathing, I thought that she was, too. As she stared to groan in
orgasm, I said, “I am going to come in your mouth. I want you to
swallow my semen.” Before she could think about this, I exploded in
her throat. She gagged, and then swallowed hard. Her hand reached
for my cock. She held it, but made no effort to remove it. She
sucked it and sucked it, as it gradually softened a little. She
swallowed normally, a couple of times. After a moment, I raised up,
straddling her chest, and watching her suck me dry. Her eyes were
down, fixed on the object of her enjoyment. “Look at me,” I said.
She looked up. “I want to watch you suck my cock,” I
said.

After a few moments, I pulled my cock from her
mouth. “Roll over, “ I said, “and get up on your knees.” She did as
I directed. Her fine plump ass was up in the air, and her wet cunt
was in clear view. Her head was lying on the couch, facing to the
left. I moved over to her buttocks and rubbed her labia and
clitoris with the head of my penis. She groaned in delight. I
placed the head in her vagina, moving slightly in and out. “What do
you want me to do?” I asked.

“Fuck me!” she responded, moving her ass toward
me. I went in and out to slightly increasing depths, and then
rammed my cock hard into her. I am rather well built, but not of
excessive proportion. Evidently, however, was substantially larger
than her husband, for she exclaimed, “Oh, God.”

“Do you like to fuck?” I asked.

“Yes,” she responded.

“Say it,” I said, “Say, ‘I like to
fuck.’”

“I like to fuck.”

“Do you like to suck dick?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I like to suck dick.”

“Say, ‘I like a big fat dick in my
mouth.’”

“I like a big fat dick in my mouth.”

“Say, ‘I like a big fat cock up my
ass.’”

“I like a big fat cock up my ass.”

“Say, ‘I like a stranger’s dick up my ass.’”
She hesitated. “Say it!” I emphasized.

“I like a stranger’s dick up my
ass.”

“Say, ‘A stranger’s got his dick up my ass, and
he’s fucking my brains out.’”

“A stranger’s got his dick up my ass, and he’s
fucking my brains out.”

“Say, ‘I’ve got a stranger’s dick up my ass,
and I’m fucking his brains out.’”

”I’ve got a stranger’s dick up my ass, and I’m
fucking his brains out.”

“Say, ‘I’m a fucking cunt.’”

“I’m a fucking cunt.”

“Say, ‘I’m a fucking whore.’” Once again, she
hesitated. “Say it!” I demanded.

“I’m a fucking whore.”

“Say, ‘I can’t get enough of another man’s
cock.’”

“I can’t get enough of another man’s
cock.”

“Say, ‘I like a stranger’s hot cum oozing out
of my cunt and mouth, dribbling down my legs and face.’”

“I like a stranger’s hot cum oozing out of my
cunt and mouth, dribbling down my legs and face.”

“Say, ‘I’m cheating on my husband.’” No
response. “Say it!”

“I’m cheating on my husband.”

“Say, ‘I’m cheating on my husband. I’m a
fucking adulteress. I’ve got another man’s dick deep in my hot,
man-hungry cunt, and I’m loving every inch and minute of
it.’”

“I’m cheating on my husband. I’m a fucking
adulteress. I’ve got another man’s dick deep in my hot, man-hungry
cunt, and I’m loving every inch and minute of it.”

“Say, ‘I’m fucking my best friend’s husband,
and loving it.’”

“I’m fucking my best friend’s husband, and
loving it.”

“Say, ‘I love to fuck.’”

“I love to fuck.”

“Say, ‘I love to fuck new men.’”

“I love to fuck new men.”

“Say, ‘I am a cocksucking cunt/slut/whore, and
I love to fuck new men.’”

There was no hesitation. “I am a cocksucking
cunt/slut/whore, and I love to fuck new men.”

All the while of this conversation, she and I
had been fucking at a moderate pace. Now, I picked up the pace. My
two hands were on her hips, and I pulled her ass hard to me with
every pump. I started to bang her hard. She responded well. “Oh my
God, fuck me, you stud, you fucking stallion,” she urged. “Fuck my
hot, juicy cunt, you cuntsucking fucker.” At that, she came, in a
sequence of convulsive spasms. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,”
she moaned. “This is so fucking good!”

For a moment, I rested in her hot, soft, wet
cunt, delighting in the sensation, as I softened. I lay down on the
couch, next to her. For some moments, we lay there quietly, without
speaking. “Okay, so you enjoyed that,” I said.

“Yes, I did. I really did,” she said, radiating
satisfaction.

“You know what that means,” I asked.

“Yes, I do. I love to fuck, and I will fuck
again and again and again. New men. Married men. Friends’ husbands.
I have no inhibitions. I have no restrictions. I will fuck whomever
I please. I will never get enough. You have shown me that very
well.” She paused for a moment, and sighed. “I have ruined my
marriage.”

It was obvious that she was conflicted. On the
one hand she delighted in her new-found sexual freedom, but on the
other she was devastated by what she had done to her marriage. “It
sounds as if you are experiencing rather intense
regret.”

“Actually, I’m not. I reveled in what happened,
and I will do it again. I’m glad it happened. For the first time in
a long time, I feel free. I just can’t believe that I was such a
fool to let you take complete advantage of me.”

“Your strong desire to resist simply made it
more exciting. And please don’t beat yourself up. Given your
desires and the opportunity, you were absolutely going to fuck me.
There wasn’t a question about it. Maybe just a little help from
me!” I added, with a coy smile.

We talked for a while – she told me of the
excitement of the seduction. We lay together for a
while.

After while, she asked, “By the way, when did
you know that you could seduce me? I had my mind made up to go no
further than a kiss, except in my daydreams.”

“I knew that I could seduce you the instant you
gave me that first glance. I saw that you wanted sex, but, like
most married women, you weren’t going to do anything about it. All
it took was this unusual opportunity. There wasn’t a shadow of a
doubt that you would have sex with me. Your intellectual mind may
have decided no, but your emotional mind and your physical body
were determined to have sex, if at all possible. All that was
required was the right opportunity, and for me to say the right
things. In these circumstances, there was no way you were ever
going to refuse. Your subconscious mind was already made up.
Intellectually, you may have decided not to have sex with me, not
to be unfaithful to your husband, not to jeopardize your marriage.
Subconsciously, however, you were determined to have sex, but with
all of your inhibitions and concerns for your marriage and family,
you did not know how to go about it in a way that was consistent
with your personality and would not purposely end your marriage. I
had to get you in a state where you could not possibly resist. That
is what you wanted. That is the way you wanted it. You wanted to be
able to assert that you would not possibly agree to having sex, and
had to be seduced, deceived, tricked, conned. You were determined
not to abandon your intellectual mind, your rational mind, your
family, your ethical and religious values. Under normal conditions,
what happened this afternoon would have never happened, and you
would have continued your life as an inhibited, happily married
woman. In a sense, you wanted to be raped – forced to have sex,
even though you had decided otherwise, so that your conscience was
clear. Now you are a uninhibited happily married woman. No one has
to seduce you again.”

“Yes, you certainly tricked me. You implied
that caressing was all that we would do, and you knew very well
where it would lead. You lied to me. You deceived me. You took
advantage of me. Your have caused me to cheat on my husband. You
may have ruined my marriage and family. If you had left me alone
and not kissed me after Nils and Carole left, or had stopped with a
simple kiss, as I insisted, none of this would have happened. You
obviously didn’t give a damn about what happened to me. You say you
care for me, but in fact, you are a total bastard.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I did all of those
things. But I do care for you. I’ve taken the same risks that you
have. But don’t flatter me about seducing you. You may have stopped
at any moment. You started this, you know. You wanted to be fucked.
You looked at me with that hungry stare. You, in fact, are the gay
deceiver! In our society, it is always the woman who says yes or
no. The decision was totally yours.”

“You knew what we were getting into, where it
was leading, and I didn’t,” she continued. “You led me down the
primrose path. If you had been a gentleman, a decent man with some
honor, you would have stopped with the kiss, as I asked, and
respected my wishes. I had no intention of having sex with you and
cheating on my husband this afternoon. You made that happen, not
me!”

Oh, I thought to myself, this bitch is
something else. She is upset and angry. She wants it both ways –
she wants sex out of marriage and to blame someone else when it
happens. The lesson is not quite over. “Debbie, you cheated on your
husband when you kissed me, when you first made eyes to me – when
you first masturbated with me or someone else in your dreams. You
know what the Bible says – if you’ve done it in your heart, you’ve
done it.”

“That’s a lot of bullshit, and you know it.
Daydreaming about sex with another man is totally different from
actually doing it. I don’t care what the Bible says.”

“No, it’s true. If you were in essence a
faithful wife, you would never have entertained adultery in your
mind. The fact is, limiting sex to your husband was never enough
for you. If it had been, you would have fucked only him, and that
would have satisfied you. You would have never looked at another
man. I am sure that Nils did a fine job in the sex department. But
no, that was never enough for you. It wasn’t just that you wanted
to fuck – you could do that any day with your husband. No, to be
satisfied, you had to fuck someone else. That’s what was driving
you crazy. Not the desire for sex – the desire for forbidden
sex.”

“It is obvious to me now that you’ve had sex
with a hundred women,” she said. “I had deluded myself that I was
someone special, not just desirable to you but perhaps
irresistible. You knew exactly what you were doing. You had full
knowledge of the situation. I was naïve. You were in total control
the whole time. I wasn’t. I was totally out of my mind with blind
desire, and you took full advantage of that. I did not want to
commit adultery. I was a happily married woman, a wife, a mother, a
Sunday-school teacher. With your cunning deception, you turned me
into an adulteress, a fucking whore – your fucking whore!
You used me shamelessly. Your ruined my marriage. You debauched me!
You had no respect for me. You treated me like a whore!”

“Debbie, you were a fucking whore the day you
were born. God crated you that way. You were made to fuck. You were
a fucking whore the first time you looked at another man with
desire, the first time you masturbated with someone other than your
husband in your dreams. I simply changed that dream into reality.
The reason you felt inhibited and trapped in your marriage is
because you are a fucking whore, and have always been one,
and will always be one. All women are. There’s nothing wrong with
you. That’s DNA – Sociobiology, The Selfish Gene, The Naked
Ape. You were unhappy in your marriage, and in your life
because the life you were leading , in our rigid society, didn’t
accommodate your natural desires. God gave you these desires, and
you were fighting to thwart them. What you were doing with your
life did not match your desires. It was out of sync with nature.
Your life and your essential self were a total contradiction. You
are in fact a piece of recombinant DNA, and you were refusing to
recombine. You may not realize it, but your DNA constructed your
conscious mind, not the other way around. You are a fucking whore,
and you were trying to play the part of a happy housewife. It
didn’t match, and you were miserable. Except for today, you would
have remained miserable. You are what you are, and you were denying
that, totally. The fact is, I can’t fuck you any better than your
husband can, whoever he is. You don’t want sex with your husband,
you want it with a stranger. Actually, you want both. You want to
keep your husband, and you want to fuck other men. You want another
man’s cock in your cunt, and his semen filling your belly. That is
what satisfies you. Lust. Insatiable lust. Raw, carnal, illicit,
forbidden adulterous lust. And you were quite willing to sacrifice
your marriage to get it. You are a fucking whore. Admit it, and
enjoy it! Be who you are! Be yourself!”

“Recombinant DNA!” she exclaimed. “God, you
have totally objectified me. At first, I thought that being called
a cunt was being objectified. You have taken objectification to a
whole new level. You say that I am just one big molecule that has
no purpose other than to fuck. My body and mind are simply means to
this end – my cunt is in total control! Jesus!” She stared at me.
It was obvious that she didn’t have a response to my views. I
decided to press further. I reached over and fondled her nipple.
She responded. After a few moments, I moved to her vulva. She was
already swollen and moist. I ran my finger up between her moist
labia and played with her clitoris. She was starting to breathe
hard. I finger-fucked her. She was moving in pleasure. I looked at
her. She moved her tongue along her lower lip. She was clearly
aroused. I could see her rational mind surrendering to her carnal
desire.

“Debbie, you have committed adultery once. You
don’t ever have to do it again. You can go back to fucking only
your husband for the rest of your life. Is that what you want? Or
would you like to fuck me? Would you like to have another man’s
cock in your cunt? Would you like for another man to fuck your
brains out, again? Would you like to cheat on your husband again?
Would you like to do what fucking whores do?”

Debbie looked at me. It was obvious that she
didn’t disagree with what I said. She rolled over on me, and kissed
me hard. She looked at me and said, “Fuck me good, you fucking
bastard.” I was lying on my back. She moved over me, positioned her
cunt over my erect cock, and lowered herself slowly onto it. She
looked down on me. “Yes, you are right. My husband isn’t enough. No
single man is enough. I will always want the thrill of another
man’s cock in my cunt, his semen in my belly. That is all that will
satisfy me. Oh, God, fuck me, you rake.” She raised her arms in the
air, moving them slowly around, eyes closed, as if she were doing
an exotic, erotic dance. It almost seemed that she was in a world
by herself. She was simply using me to pleasure herself with a new,
strange cock. This woman was something else!

After some time, she came. I came. She lay on
my chest for some time.

“Oh, my,” she mused, “life is so
complicated.”

“You are a wonderful piece of ass,” I said,
“and I am attracted to you very much. I really enjoyed fucking
you.” I glanced at my watch. “They’ve been gone for about an hour.
It is time to get back to the barbecue.”

We dressed, and returned to the barbecue. At
some point, I said to her, “You are working as a part-time
receptionist at the church, no?”

“Yes, I wanted the full-time job, but the
preacher selected someone else for it a few months ago.”

“Seduce him,” I said, “and make him give the
job to you.”

“What?” she exclaimed. “That’s not
fair!”

“No, but it is what you should do. Nothing in
life is fair. Everyone is born with different talents and
abilities. That’s just the way it is. You owe it to yourself to
make the most of you’ve got. Everyone has God-given talents. You
can attract a man and make him do whatever you want. That is the
way God made you and made men. That was His plan for you, for all
women. Put your feminine talents to good use. You want the job and
have the ability to get it. Get it!”

“Hmmm….” She did not elaborate.

After about an hour, our spouses returned. The
afternoon continued uneventfully. Debbie acted perfectly normal. It
was as if nothing at all had happened. She was normally a very
physical person. She frequently touched with her hands. At one
point, at the pool table, she hugged her husband. It excited me to
know that, while she was hugging her husband, my cum was oozing
from her warm, wet, wet-exercised cunt, my sperm was wiggling
frenetically deep in her belly and throat, and that an hour ago she
had my dick up her ass and was fucking my brains out. What a
delightfully wicked woman! I wanted to fuck her again. She appeared
to have no regrets at all, to be in complete control, as carefree
as a bird. Were it not for the fact that I knew otherwise, I would
have imagined that ice water flowed in her veins.

A month later, Debbie was hired to replace the
church receptionist.
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