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Prologue

 

Vindication

 

Abigail Brooks wondered if any of the other women attending today’s luncheon lecture felt as she did; like this whole thing was a waste of time for her. She simply didn’t feel as if she needed what the older woman rising from her seat up on the dais was selling.

The topic of the talk they were going to hear delivered today was “Reaching Your Peak”, and it dealt with how women “of a certain age” might realize their full sexual potential. The psychologist giving the speech had written several bestsellers on the subject, and she had a PhD from Harvard in psychology besides. Today’s speaker also had decades of experience as a marriage counselor to women involved in sexually-troubled relationships to draw from as well. So Abigail didn’t dispute the fact she was eminently qualified to give such an address.

But, as she sat surrounded by friends and long-time acquaintances anxious to hear how they might improve their sex lives, Abigail felt out of place. Because -as of about six months ago - the boudoir had once again become one of her favorite spots; she and her husband, Mitchell, were now having the time of their lives inside their bedroom; all thanks to a happy accident!

The little game they had been so avidly playing for over a half a year now revolved around exploring each other’s most intimate sexual fantasies.

And it had totally revitalized their once moribund sex lives to such an extent that Abigail wasn’t sure she could physically stand sex anymore intense than she and Mitch were currently sharing. It might prove too much excitement for her heart to handle!

“Ladies, did you know that the peak of the human female’s sexual appetite does not occur during her teens?” The guest speaker started her talk with this rhetorical question, speaking into the microphone in front of the podium. “And it doesn’t normally happen when she’s in her twenties, either.”

The famed author, who was in her sixties and whose name was Elizabeth Grunewald, smiled out at her audience and concluded her opening remarks with, “No, it’s generally not until she’s in her middle-to-late thirties, or even into her forties, that her sexual urges reach their crest.”

“I certainly hope I’m not in my forties when that happens!” Eva Whitaker said in a stage whisper, so that all of her friends at the round table could hear her. “It’s difficult enough getting Robert interested in having sex now; let alone when I’m old, fat, and forty!”

Everyone laughed. Eva was one of Abigail’s closest friends. She was petite, honey-blonde, and pixie-cute.

Eva and Robert came over at least twice a month for dinner, or Abigail and Mitch went to the Whitaker house. And the two men golfed together nearly every weekend.

Her friend was seven or eight years younger than Abigail’s thirty-nine, and she was funny, bright, and engaging—as well as being very pretty—so Abigail was certain she was only joking about having trouble interesting the handsome, buffed Robert in sex. Besides, they had two children at home, so someone had to be doing something right in the bedroom!

“It’s only natural that a couple’s once avid interest in each other, sexually speaking, may begin to wane after spending years together in a monogamous relationship,” the good doctor now intoned from the dais. “In most cases, unfortunately, it falls to the woman to keep things interesting in the bedroom.”

She smiled out at her female audience and went on to say, “As I’m sure most of you have discovered by this point in your lives, men are not the most reliable beings on planet earth when it comes to expressing their inner-most feelings, or telling their partners what exactly it is that they want.”

There was a titter of knowing laughter which quickly spread throughout the gathering. She waited until it had died away, then added, “If you wait for him to tell you there is anything wrong; you may be waiting forever!”

Another murmur of approval rippled through the audience. The doctor smiled once more and said: “In most cases, ladies, you must be the one to keep things fresh and new in the sexual relationship. After participating in literally hundreds of marriage counseling sessions, I can vouch for the fact that most men are not in touch with their feelings. They couldn’t tell you what they want--even if you were to ask them--because they simply don’t know!”

The lecturer followed up with, “They may be vaguely unhappy with their lives, with their sex lives in particular. But they haven’t really thought about why that is; about what it is they really want…what it is that they would change about the current relationship if they could!”

I think that’s true with most men, Abigail agreed with the lecturer. I bet even Mitch, before we happened onto our little game, wouldn’t have been able to tell me what he wanted from me, if I had come right out and asked him!

She finished her salad and thought; it’s all so different now, with the two of us. We communicate so much more freely. We’re suddenly not afraid to tell each other our most intimate fantasies; what really turns us on!

Abigail thought back to the fortuitous turn of events several months ago that had started her and her husband down the path they were currently on.

“Fantasy can be a powerful tool in spicing up a lackluster marriage, ladies,” the doctor was saying up on the stage just then.

God, can it ever! Abigail nodded almost imperceptibly, thinking back to how it all had started for her and Mitch…




Chapter One

 

Six Months Ago

 

Normally, it never would have happened. Mitchell Brooks was usually very careful about closing out his laptop, and would have normally purged its search history as a matter of course, before shutting it off, as he always did.

And if Abigail’s computer hadn’t been in the repair shop that day, she would have used it instead of her husband’s. But hers was in the repair shop, and Mitch had left his up and running when he’d sprinted out of the house that morning, called in to work early to deal with a developing crisis at the hospital where he was employed as a senior administrator.

She had wanted to look up something online and she wasn’t that good at using her new smartphone yet. Her kids, when they were home for the summer, always gave her a hard time about how slow she was when it came to adapting to new technology.

The twins gene ran in both her and Mitch’s families. It had skipped a generation with her parents and his, but it was still there, as Mitch junior and Jessica proved.

Junior was a second year student at Harvard, and his sister, Jessica, was likewise a sophomore at Brown University. Like most children in this day and age, they had both been raised with computers and cell phones and they seemed to know instinctively how to operate the latest model of everything electronic.

Abigail thought of herself as being computer savvy, but only up to a point. She was generally able to find out what she needed to find out, and to go where she wanted to go on the net, but she wasn’t exactly an electronics savant, as both of her kids seemed to be!

As she had sat down at the desk that morning, she had been surprised at how “open” Mitch had left his laptop. She remembered thinking: He must have really been in a hurry today!

She didn’t even have to enter his password—which she knew, just as he knew hers on her laptop—to start it. He had left so abruptly that his email account was still up and quite visible on the screen.

Abigail had quickly closed it out and had instead gone onto the web to find the site she wanted. She’d smiled as it opened: this was the day Macy’s super-sale on everyday dresses started, and she intended to drop by their nearest outlet and sort through what was on sale later today.

She had almost shut the computer down and gotten up to get ready for her Macy’s visit. But a nagging thought at the back of her mind stopped her.

Lately Mitch had been spending more and more time in here - the bedroom they both used as a home office - in the evenings, perusing something on the net with this computer. When she’d casually asked him about it last week, he had suddenly flashed her a look that had been as guilty as sin, hastily explaining that it was “just some things he needed to look up for work”.

Abigail wasn’t naturally snoopy. She believed in the right to personal privacy as much as the next person.

But this was her golden opportunity to see what had caught her husband’s attention! Besides, what harm could it do to look around a little, as long as she was here?

Fingers trembling from the slight guilt she felt about spying on Mitch’s little “secrets”, she opened his browsing history, wondering what he had been looking over the past few weeks that he had found so interesting. She was shocked to find that there were literally over a dozen entries for last night’s browsing, all of them—apparently—porn sites! And a good many of them revolved around something called “hotwives”!

What on earth, she asked herself, bewildered by what she was seeing, is a hotwife, anyway?

Still slightly appalled by Mitch’s behavior—she knew that countless men looked at pornography on the net from time to time, but she’d never dreamed for a second that her stalwart, faithful husband of twenty years would prove to be one of them!—but nevertheless intrigued, Abigail had clicked on one of the hotwife sites. It appeared to be nothing but a bunch of obscene and very suggestive pictures and poster-like portrayals, all of them containing a “hotwife” caption.

Abigail drew in her breath sharply. Seeing porn wasn’t exactly a new experience for her.

She and Mitch had occasionally rented triple-X rated movies when they’d been younger, just to spice up things in the bedroom. Even when the kids had been little they’d indulged in watching the infrequent porn movie late at night, when the babies had been asleep; or later, when the kids had been away for the weekend at their grandparents or after they’d gotten big enough to attend sleepovers at their friend’s houses.

But it has been years now since Abigail and Mitch had watched an adult movie together. She had thought he’d outgrown them…but apparently he hadn’t!

After scrolling through a few of the captioned pictures, she got the general idea that hotwives were married women who openly cheated on their husbands. Most of the girls pictured were flat-out babes, and the guys they were shown cheating with had magnificent hard ons and great bodies!

This is sort of hot at that, Abigail grudgingly allowed, continuing to look through the pictures, but why would any man hold still for, or even worse, encourage his wife to cheat on him with another guy?

She then came upon two spectacular young women licking each other in a classic “sixty-nine” and Abigail sucked in her breath once more. The caption under this one read: Hubby always loves it when I get together with my old college roommate—especially if I let him watch!

“God, this is so…naughty!” Abigail whispered aloud, flashing back instantly to the few girl-girl hook ups she’d participated in back in high school and college.

She hadn’t thought about those little “experiments” with lesbianism in years! Abigail had been steadfastly telling herself for all these years that she’d outgrown them; just as Mitch had outgrown pornography.

Obviously he hadn’t, and just as obviously, she hadn’t either! Her crotch was suddenly soaked, and her nipples were spiking like crazy inside her bra and blouse as she looked at the pair of naked, sexy women and thought back to her own past…dalliances with other girls!

I shouldn’t look through any more of this…filth! She chided herself primly.

But even as she admonished herself to stop gazing at the lesbian-oriented photo, she was getting up from the desk and making her way across the hall to the linen closet to fetch a clean towel. When she stepped back into the spare bedroom, she carefully placed the towel on the office chair in front of the computer and began removing all of her clothes as she continued to stare at the image of the two women on the screen.

“Wait, I know what would make this even better!” She whispered the words mischievously aloud as she finished with her clothes and ran once more into the hallway--completely naked this time--toward the master bedroom.

She went into the walk in closet and rummaged through her lingerie drawer until she found the vibrator hidden at the back of it. After checking to see that the batteries were still good and finding that they were—she hadn’t used it in months!—she returned to the smaller bedroom, arranged the soft towel on the office chair and sat her bare bottom down on it.

A bit self consciously, she tweaked her very erect left nipple while gliding the buzzing vibrator up and down her juicing slit as she stared at the picture of the two women. She waited until she was quivering on the brink of an orgasm before turning off the vibrator momentarily and scrolling further down the page.

“Oh, God, that’s a big one!” She gasped out loud as she saw a huge black penis sunk halfway into a white model’s pinkness.

I wonder what it would be like to have one that big inside you, she asked herself, especially a black one!

Abigail had never dated an African American boy, so she had never experienced a black…cock! She didn’t like using naughty words, even mentally, but she felt the current situation justified her calling a cock a cock and a…pussy a pussy!

What would it feel like, she asked herself as she fantasized about it, starting the vibrator once again and teasing her clit with it as she stared at the computer screen, to be stretched that wide open…to be penetrated that deeply?

Mitchell had a fat, lengthy cock. She squirmed slightly on her towel when she thought about how nice it was, and how many times over the years he had brought her to orgasm on that meaty shaft of his!

She smiled, remembering how she had been dating another guy when she’d first met Mitch during the last part of her junior year of college. She’d gone out with both young men simultaneously for a while—eventually sleeping with both of them on alternate nights during a few weekends--but the other boy had a short, slender cock and he hadn’t been very good with it besides; not when compared to Mitch!

“So I dumped my old boyfriend and started dating Mitch exclusively,” she remembered aloud, the smile staying on her face. “And the rest, as they say, is history!”

Abigail used the hand holding the vibrator to move the mouse a little and a new picture appeared on the screen. This one was of a pair of gorgeous, big-breasted models who were in their early twenties and a hunky guy who reminded her of Mitch when he’d been that same age.

“Oh, yeah, that could have been us,” Abigail said aloud, eyeing the photo, remembering one of her college girlfriends who looked a little like the brunette in the photo, fantasizing about herself being the blonde girl in the illicit photo, with Mitch as the guy. “We could have done something like that…if I hadn’t stopped playing around with other women right after I started going out exclusively with Mitch!”

She let her imagination roll on, and suddenly it was her and Brittany in the picture the hot, raven-haired girl she’d fooled around with numerous times back in college, in the picture, instead of a couple of models. Closing her eyes entirely, she brought the tip of the vibrator up against her throbbing clit and pressed.

“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck,” she whispered, getting ready to come, “I should have let Brittany lick my pussy—God knows she wanted to—while Mitch watched! Then we both could have taken turns fucking him!”

Abigail threw back her head and screamed as the searing orgasm claimed her whole body. She pinched her nipple hard and slid the vibrator inside herself and began to fuck it in and out of her spasming slit as the climax swept over her.

The sensational release roared on and on. When it finally began to ebb, she discovered that the towel beneath her was soaked and that she could barely catch her breath.

I haven’t come like that in months…years, really, she thought to herself!

She started to purge her search history on the hotwife caption site and turn off Mitch’s computer. Thinking better of it, she got out a notepad and pen and wrote down the names of all those naughty sites that her husband seemed so enthralled with before she cleared her own electronic footprints from Mitch’s computer.

I’ve got to get downtown, to meet with Dustin at eleven, and then I’m meeting Eva for lunch, she thought, hurrying as she scribbled down the sites, and after that, I really do want to check out that sale at Macy’s.

When she finished copying down all the websites, vowing to visit all of them when her computer was fixed—probably tomorrow—she erased all records of today’s little adventure in Pornland; after all, she didn’t want Mitch to know she’d been spying on him, now did she?

 

****

 

“What do you think--should we go ahead and buy the new refrigeration equipment or not?” Dustin asked her, his eyes looking impossibly large and owl-like behind the round lenses of his spectacles.

She had all but given up urging him to get smaller frames and lenses, or trying contacts. He seemed to revel in the outlandish look the oversized glasses gave his otherwise unremarkable face.

Besides, Bernie apparently loved the way he looked, and that was good enough for Dustin. The two men were hopelessly enamored with one another and wouldn’t even consider doing anything, fashion-wise, without first consulting one another.

Abigail smiled. She thought that was sweet, actually. She was glad Bernie and Dustin were so in love!

“Well, it’s a lot of money, darling,” she told her company’s general manager. “What do you think we should do?”

Like a lot of gay men, Dustin talked with his hands as well as his vocal cords: he would have had a great deal of trouble expressing himself with his hands tied behind his back!

Now, as he answered her, his long fingers fluttered about like two pale-white, very animated birds as he said, “Well, the new unit would give us oodles more storage space for the larger arrangements, of course. And there have been so many technical improvements in the last few years that it would actually consume less electricity than our old one does.”

Abigail’s late father had started the business and, as his sole heir, he had left it to her when he’d died several years ago; nine flower shops, scattered throughout Los Angeles. Unfortunately, her major in college had nothing to with business.

And so she depended on Dustin—dear, gay as he could be Dustin; he of the fluttering hands and the simpering, mincing gait—to manage all of the shops since her father had died. It was working out marvelously so far.

Dustin had a steel-trap business mind underneath all of those ruffles and flourishes. He knew exactly what they should do, vis-à-vis the new refrigeration for the main shop, but he would never dream of pushing his opinions on Abigail, unless they were solicited.

She was her father’s daughter; and thus, in his mind at least, she could do no wrong. Her dad had hired Dustin as a young man, when it was a lot harder for such an obviously gay male to get a descent job, and he had always promoted him without prejudice when the time was right.

He had made Dustin the general manager of all the shops a few months before his death, and Abigail had seen no reason to change that. She actually knew little of the flower business herself, except what she had learned as a cutter and a flower arranger, working summers in this very shop, under the watchful eye of Dustin.

“It is a lot of money,” Dustin now said, “but I think we should do it. Business is up a few percentage points over last year and it shows no signs of decreasing in the near future.”

Abigail smiled and patted Dustin on the cheek, saying, “Well, that’s settled then. Call them and tell them to go ahead with the installation. Is there anything else for us to discuss today?”

Dustin beamed. He said, “Not a thing I can think of, Princess. You run along and enjoy your lunch!”

 

****

 

Eva sighed enviously and sipped her white wine before saying, “I wish I made a cool half a million bucks a year and didn’t have to do anything for it!”

Abigail shrugged and said, “What can I say? My dad was a very good florist and a wonderful businessman; he left everything to me. But without dear Dustin I’d go broke in a year’s time. I have no head for business.”

“You’re lucky that old queen dotes on you the way he does,” Eva replied cattily, finishing her wine. “You’d be lost without him.”

“I compensate him very well,” Abigail said in her defense. “He makes almost as much money as I do from the shops. Dustin is always insisting that I overpay him!”

“You ought to give him even more,” Eva insisted. “Imagine, earning all of that money and not doing any work for it!”

“To the sins of capitalism,” Abigail said, with a rueful little smile; toasting Eva with her wineglass.

Laughing, the two of them clicked rims, had a sip of wine, and went back to their meals…




Chapter Two

 

The Start of Something

 

Abigail did buy two dresses at Macy’s that day, but she also surprised herself by buying a few new pieces of lingerie as well. She hadn’t done that in years!

And her new sleep sets were sinfully sheer, in addition to being trimmed in lace and quite suggestive; one of them had a neckline that plunged all the way down to below her navel! They would be the raciest things by far in her lingerie drawer—unless you counted her vibrator!

I don’t know what got into me…buying lingerie like that! She thought as she tucked her new nightwear into the drawer in the closet, a self-satisfied little smile playing across her face as she did so.

She guessed the only way she could explain it was the stunning orgasm she’d experienced while gazing at the computer screen this morning. That had really set her mind spinning off in all sorts of new directions!

Abigail frowned as she closed the drawer. She and Mitch’s sex life had settled into a boring few-times-a-month routine over the past couple of years: she had to admit that to herself as she thought about it.

Sometimes she came when they made love; sometimes she didn’t. That was what the vibrator was for; when she felt the need for an orgasm and Mitch didn’t seem to be “in the mood” to provide her with one.

Most married women had similar devices, she was certain, secreted in a drawer or hidden away in some cupboard. All of the women’s magazines she subscribed to assured her of that, and went on to say that vibrators were very much an okay thing for the modern woman to possess.

And how about Mitch, she asked herself? Does he really prefer…jacking off to porn sites over making love to me nowadays? Has our once hot sex life degenerated that far?

She stepped out of the walk-in closet and hurried into the master bathroom, snapping on the lights. Studying herself in the mirror critically, she frowned once again.

Same old dishwater blonde hair, same pretty face I’ve always had, she thought as she looked at the girl in the mirror. My breasts are still bigger than average, and they haven’t really started to droop yet.

Impulsively, she stripped off the clothes she’d worn to go shopping and meet Eva for lunch. Nude, she turned this way and that, examining her body critically in the glass, trying to see it as a man might…as Mitch might!

Actually, for a woman who’s almost forty, my bottom isn’t half bad; she complimented herself as she stared at her bare assets in the mirror. It isn’t as tight and round as it was when I was a girl, but two kids and twenty years will do that to you!

She turned and her eyes stole down to the unkempt bush of dark blonde pubic hair which surrounded her vagina. Abigail thought of those models on the provocative hotwife caption page: almost all of them were shaved or waxed bare down there!

Maybe I should try that! I wonder what Mitch would say if I did?

Her frown returned as she thought, I wonder how long it would take him to even notice the change if I decided to shave it all off? He rarely sees me naked anymore, unless it’s one of those rare nights when we’re going to make love!

“Well, we’re going to change all that, starting right now!” She said the words aloud, as she reached into the shower and started it.

She waited until the water was warm enough; then stepped inside. Grabbing the bar of soap, she turned her back to the spray and proceeded to lather her lower lips up until a rich, frothy layer of soap suds clung to her pubic hair.

Abigail took up the razor she used to shave her legs and her armpits and gingerly began to remove the curls of brownish-blonde hair. It took her the better part of ten minutes, but when she was finished; her vagina’s pink lips were as bald and hairless as those of a pre-teen girl.

“God, that looks so weird!” she gasped as she cut off the spray and began to dry her body off.

Modeling her new look in the bathroom mirror, she smiled, deciding that she liked her sleek new image. She wondered if Mitch would like it as well, or would he be appalled by the sudden change?

Oh, well, she thought as she got into her clothes again, at least it will give us something different and sexy to talk about for a change!

“Your pubic hair; what happened to it?” She mimicked Mitch’s deep voice as she smirked at herself in the mirror.

“Do you like it?” Abigail asked her mirror image demurely, batting her eyelashes like a Southern coquette teasing her beau, flashing her big blue eyes at the imaginary Mitch shamelessly. “Would you like to take a closer look, darling?”

She giggled and snapped off the bathroom light. She bet Mitch would like a closer look, and that could lead to so much!

How long has it been since he gave me a good, old-fashioned pussy licking? She asked herself, feeling deliciously naughty.

“Too damn long,” she whispered as she left the bedroom and started for the kitchen after pulling on a bathrobe. “It’s been too damn long…and that’s for sure!”

 

****

 

Mitch had drunk the two cocktails Abigail had offered him before dinner that night thankfully. He’d apparently had a very stressful day at work, going from the early-morning crisis to a series of the smaller, run-of-the-mill crises of the sort that he faced every day.

They sometimes had cocktails before dinner, so he didn’t suspect anything out of the ordinary about his wife serving him two pre-dinner vodka tonics, as well as the lovely Chardonnay she had poured him with the salmon steaks she had prepared as their main course that evening. After eating, she cleared away the left overs and cleaned up the kitchen and then they watched a television program they both liked. When it was over, he excused himself to go his home office and “work on the computer for a while” before he eventually joined her in bed.

Oh, no, you don’t, buster! Abigail had the smug thought as she slipped down the hallway to their bedroom unnoticed and closed the door to the master bedroom behind her. We’re not going to waste tonight as we usually do, with me watching some show I’m not really interested in, or reading my Kindle until you come to bed after drooling over all of those porn babes for an hour or two!

She went into the bathroom and quickly got out of her clothes. Stepping back into the bedroom nude, she went to the closet and got into one of her raciest new negligees.

Stopping to check her reflection out in the full length mirror behind the bedroom door, she smiled, turning this way and that. This particular nightie was black, edged in silky black lace, and you could clearly see her bare breasts rolling around beneath it as she assumed different poses.

Her long, pink nipples showed through the sheer fabric, as did her newly-shaved bare slit! She eyed the petite little furrow of flesh and thought mischievously, I wonder what Mitch will think of…this!

“I hope he isn’t too shocked by it,” Abigail whispered under her breath as she stood in front of the closed bedroom door.

Glancing over at the digital clock on the nightstand, she saw that Mitch had been in his office for ten minutes or so. She thought: that’s plenty of time for him to get good and hard; eyeing those naked young models on those hotwife sites he likes so much!

Taking a deep breath for courage--and very glad she had downed those two cocktails earlier tonight, as well as all of that wine with dinner—she reached for the door handle. The spare bedroom Mitch used as an office was two doors down from the master bedroom.

Normally, she would have knocked before opening the closed door. If she were being truthful with herself, as a general rule she wouldn’t dream of bothering Mitch at all, once he was ensconced in his “man-cave” for the night!

Throwing her shoulders back so that her large breasts jutted forward under the sheer nightie, she opened the door with what she hoped was a seductive smile on her lips. Mitch looked up from his computer, an ultra-guilty look on his face, which changed into one of utter amazement as he beheld his wife in her new lingerie.

“Holy hell, Abby, where did you get that?” He gasped as he watched her breasts sway to a stop under the barely-there black garment.

His eyes drifted down to her nether region and his mouth dropped open as he checked out her newly-bare pussy lips through the lighter-than-air thong panties which accompanied the nightie. He sighed and asked, “When did you do that?”

Looking up at her, he added, after he’d thought about it a second longer, “Why did you do that?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, trying to keep her voice calm and sexy at the same time. “Maybe I was hoping you’d notice me.”

She stepped further into the room and glanced down at the screen of his laptop. Sure enough, there was a naked girl on there that didn’t look a day older than their own nineteen year old daughter!

“Well, I guess I can’t compete with her,” Abigail sighed. “She’s got twenty years on me.”

Her eyes moving still further downward, she saw that Mitch had a monumental hard on from staring at the naked girl, no doubt fantasizing about fucking her. His suit slacks were tented upward and she could even see his engorged cock pulsing beneath them, now that she looked harder at her husband’s lap.

Mitch cut his eyes toward the screen; then up at his wife. He broke out into a shit-eating grin and said, “She’s just a kid. You’re the real thing!”

“I like to think so,” Abigail told him, a sly, come-hither smile on her face.

“Show me,” Mitch said, shutting off the computer and standing up, “show me everything.”

She took his offered hand and turned and led him down the hall; rolling her ass beneath the scanty nightgown a little more than she needed to. The lights in their room were low, and she got onto her hands and knees and made her way to the center of their king-size bed.

Mitch unbuttoned his dress shirt and took it off, baring his still very attractive body to the waist. His eyes never leaving her, he rapidly undid his trousers and shucked out of them.

After sitting down briefly on the side of the bed so that he could pull off his shoes and socks as well as his pants, he came to her side on the mattress. She looked down and saw that the bulge in his boxer shorts was still very pronounced and the gleam in his eyes was unmistakable.

He wanted her! But not half as much as she wanted him!

 

****

 

“God, this is like a totally new pussy, now that it’s bare!” Mitch raved as he kissed her wet lips and tickled her clit with the tip of his tongue.

Abigail was as naked as he was, lying on her back; her legs wide open for him. And Mitch was on his stomach between them, licking her pussy as if he’d never had one to play with before!

Her long nipples were fully spiked, and she was shamelessly rolling them between her thumbs and forefingers as she hunched her needy cunt up off the mattress for him to suck and lick. Her husband had spent the better part of ten minutes sucking those nipples and kissing them before moving his lips downward to ravage her bare pussy.

She was in Seventh Heaven! It had been ages since they’d done this; gone slow and taken their time!

“Your pussy juice is so sweet,” Mitch sighed, lapping up a big tongue-full of it and swallowing it with gusto. “Oh, babe, I should do this more often!”

No kidding, you should! Abigail thought blissfully, about to orgasm for the first time that night.

Mitch sucked her clit into his lips just then and really began to work the tiny bead of nerve-endings over with his darting tongue. Abigail went rigid and clamped down on her own nipples.

“Oh, Mitch, oh, baby…I’m…going…to…commmmmmmmmmmme!” She growled out the word, mashing her pussy shamelessly against his face and quivering all over atop the mattress.

Mitch made a little growling sound of his own and pressed his flattened tongue even harder against her pulsing clit. Abigail shrieked as the already-towering orgasm seemed to intensify and she whipped her head from side to side, murmuring, “Oh, it’s so good, darling! You’re making me come so hard!”

Her husband hung on for dear life as her hips went crazy beneath his licking tongue. It was all he could do to stay with her, but stay with her he did until the last little spasm of ecstasy had ebbed away.

“Oh, oh, God, that was sensational!” she sighed, basking in the glow of the best orgasm she’d enjoyed with her husband in years.

Mitch slowly got up onto his knees and started to slot his very hard cock into her juicy opening. But, much to his shock, she scooted away from him.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” she panted, looking up at him, a fiery gleam in her eyes.

She sat up on the bed and urged him over onto his back, his feet pointed toward the headboard. Abigail scrambled between his splayed-open legs and captured his waggling cock in her hand, saying, “I want to return the favor, sweetie. I want to suck this glorious thing for you! How does that sound?”

He started to reply but then her lips engulfed the knob of his prick head and whatever he had been going to say vanished in a long, low moan of pure pleasure. His wife’s tongue was all over his dick as she slowly devoured every last inch of it!

“G-gaaawwwwwdddd!” All he could do was groan and stroke her hair as she blew him. Her lips gliding up and down his hardness clearly felt so great that he was about to lose it!

Mitch has always loved my blowjobs, she thought to herself, casting her mind back to the first time she had done this for him, clear back in college.

A startled realization gripped her as she tried to recall the last time she’d sucked him off and swallowed it for him. She couldn’t remember; it had been so long!

Feeling increasingly chagrined, she found that she couldn’t even remember the last time she’d even sucked it for him, let alone sucked it until he came in her mouth! It had to have been months!

We don’t…tantalize each other anymore, the way we used to at first! We fuck once in a while, but we never make love anymore!

She slowed down her attack on his cock, taking her time, licking it as if it were an ice cream cone; her favorite flavor of ice cream cone…

 

****

 

“J-Jesus, Abby,” he gasped. “You haven’t given me a blowjob like this in… years!”

He was tight as coiled spring beneath her. She was totally in “the zone” now; loving the way he tasted, his slickness, his hardness as she laved his steely prick with her tongue and bathed it in her hot saliva while she sucked it.

Mitch croaked helplessly, “You…you’ve got to stop now! Unless you want me to…!”

“I want to taste you,” she hissed, sliding her very wet lips off his cock head for a moment. “Oh, God, baby, I want to swallow it all for you!”

“Oh, oh, God,” he murmured, a disbelieving look on his face as he lay back down and started to pant for breath once more.

Abigail sucked a little harder, her tongue speeding up its circuit of his shaft and its bulbous tip. A steady stream of Mitch’s pre-come was leaking out now and she swallowed it eagerly, wanting even more!

Mitch didn’t disappoint her. He gasped loudly a few seconds later and twined her long brownish-blonde locks around the fingers of both hands as he grunted, “Oh, fuck, Abby, here it is!”

Her mouth was instantly flooded with warm, pungent cock cream! She swallowed and then swallowed again!

“I can’t believe you’re blowing me like this!” Mitch sighed, watching mouthful after mouthful of his gooey come disappear down her throat.

She just purred and kept on swallowing…




Chapter Three

 

The Game Is Born

 

“We haven’t had sex like that in ages,” he said softly, stroking her hair with his right hand.

“No, we haven’t,” she agreed, cuddling into his bare chest adoringly.

They were lying up at the top of the bed a few minutes after the spectacular blowjob; staring deeply into each other’s eyes, not talking much; just enjoying the post coital intimacy that twenty years of marriage afforded. At last Mitch asked, “Where did all of this come from…the lingerie…the blowjob…the shaved pussy?”

Abigail considered her answer for a long time before she gave it. She hated to fess up to searching through Mitch’s browsing history and discovering the hotwife sites he had been frequenting lately.

But tonight’s sex had been unforgettable; easily the best sex they’d shared together in at least five years! The prospect of having that much heat return to the bedroom was worth a little risk, wasn’t it?

“You remember when you stormed out of the house so fast this morning?”

Mitch nodded and said, “Yeah, there was one hell of a brouhaha at work this morning.”

She felt her face coloring slightly as she said, “Well, Macy’s was having a sale on dresses for everyday wear, and I thought it started today; so I wanted to look it up on the computer and see if I was right.”

Her husband widened his eyes, as if asking what that had to do with shaved pussies! She grinned and said, “Well, my computer was in the shop and you left yours on when you dashed out of her so abruptly this morning.”

A look of dread settled onto his face as he contemplated what that might mean. He sighed and said, “So, you used my computer to look up the Macy’s website.”

“Bingo,” she agreed, “and while I was on your computer, I took the opportunity to uh…look around a little.”

Neither of them spoke for what seemed like minutes on end. At last, Abigail asked, “How long have you been fascinated with the whole ‘hotwife’ thing, Mitch, my love?”

Mitch looked as if the bed had suddenly been transformed into a giant hotplate and someone had turned the control up to “high”! He squirmed uncomfortably atop the sheets and Abigail could have sworn she saw sweat forming in his brow instantly!

“Uh, well…uh…” his voice trailed off and a look of acute embarrassment settled on his face.

She took pity on him and reached out, placing her palm on his naked chest as she said, “Hey, its okay. Lots of men look at porn on their computers from what I’ve read. It’s no big deal. Even some women glance at it occasionally.”

He still looked mortified be her discovery of his little vice, so she said, “Some of those captions on one site I looked at were pretty hot. And the girls…”

Abigail smiled and added, “And those men! Most of them were really good-looking and uh…they were super well-endowed!”

She felt her own face reddening and the two of them shared a guilty chuckle. He said, “Yeah, some of those guys are hung like horses! I guess you can’t blame the girls, now can you?”

“You’re the biggest I’ve ever experienced,” she said hastily, “but some of those guys are absolutely huge!”

Again, they laughed and the ice seemed to be at least partially broken. After a few more moments had passed, she asked, “Tell me; do you find the whole idea of a girl being a hotwife exciting, or do you actually picture…me in that role, when you fantasize about it?”

A strangled gasp escaped his lips and his face reddened even more deeply than it had before. She rushed to reassure him that it was okay, saying, “Hey, it’s alright to indulge in fantasy, when you’re in a married relationship; even the women’s magazines say that!”

He seemed to wrestle with his inner-demons for a few more seconds before he blurted, “You remember that party we went to at the golf and racket club a few months back?”

“The night Eva got sworn in as club secretary for the year?”

“Yeah, it was something like that,” he said dismissively. “We don’t usually go to those things.”

She nodded agreement and he plunged ahead, saying, “Well, anyway, it was a dress up affair, not evening clothes but nice suits and ties, and expensive cocktail dresses for the women.”

He looked at her naked body and smiled as he added, “You wore that little blue number of yours with the plunging neckline and the short hem, remember?”

Again, she nodded.

He said, “Well, I was approaching the bar to freshen up our drinks and I overheard Stan Gibbs saying to Steve Whitehead that your breasts were the nicest at the party! It was really crowded over by the bar, so they didn’t see me coming, and Steve agreed and said something about me being the luckiest guy he knew, getting to sleep with a real beauty like you every night!”

She couldn’t help it: she giggled with embarrassment. Abigail said, “Oh, they did not! You’re making that up!”

“No, I’m not kidding,” he insisted, “both of them were ogling you as you talked to Eva and Robert. They both wanted to fuck you, babe; that was obvious!”

Abigail’s mind reeled. Stan Gibbs and Steve Whitehead were both Eva’s age, years younger than her, and they had wives who were very attractive as well!

“I started to get hard; right there at the party! I had to step outside for a few minutes, to wait for my wood to go down!”

Abigail laughed, still embarrassed by this revelation. She asked, “What happened next?”

Mitch spread his hands, saying, “Over the next week or so, I looked for stories on the web, about guys who found it hot that other men lusted after their wives. That’s how I discovered ‘hotwifing’. I learned that it’s not all that uncommon for men who have a really attractive wife—one that other guys obviously want to fuck—to fantasize about her letting them do just that!”

He again looked guilty as hell as he admitted, “So, yeah, I’m afraid it really turns me to imagine you with another guy, in bed.”

She smiled in what she hoped was an encouraging fashion and he went on to add hastily, “Not necessarily with someone we both knew, like Stan or Steve.”

“Maybe this ‘fantasy me’ only fools around with someone like those hunky young models on that caption site?” she offered in a breathy whisper, noting that Mitch’s cock was beginning to stir to life once more.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he murmured, as she reached for it.

“Are the guys I play around with in your fantasies…well-endowed?” She asked him playfully, starting to fist him to full erection.

“Always,” he gasped as she ran her thumb over his cock head, smearing a drop of pre-come all around the sensitive dome.

“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds like it could be a lot of fun at that!” She whispered in a teasing voice, leaning down to lick the next drop off and swallow it as he watched.

Slowly, she took all of him inside her mouth again, savoring the feel of him, the taste of his lubricant as he got more and more excited. She showered his cock in sloppy, wet kisses as she looked up at him and asked softly, teasingly, “Would you like me to make your fantasy a reality, darling?”

Poor Mitch reacted as if she’d just run an electric charge directly into his balls!

He gasped and a huge shiver of arousal went through him as he imagined that; her doing what she was now doing to him now; only with her doing it to another man!

“Yes…I don’t know…maybe,” he groaned as if the hotplate was back under his bare ass and someone had turned it up to “high” again.

“I could do that, you know, if you wanted me to,” she teased him shamelessly, licking all around his now very stiff dick as she spoke. “I could suck his cock for him. I could even let him put it inside me…if that would make you happy, dear.”

Mitch whined as if she was dragging a piece of barbed wire across his hard prick instead of her tongue. He panted out the question: “Would you…would you tell me all about it, when you got home?”

“If you wanted me to,” she murmured, sucking his cock slowly for a few seconds, then letting it slip from her lips once more.

As if in a trance, Mitch reached down and flipped her onto her back next to him. He mounted her in one long lunge, seeming to sense that their naughty little fantasy game had made her as wet as it had made him hard. She moaned with lust as he took her and wrapped her arms around his back.

“Oh, fuck me,” she whispered in his ear as he began to rut down into her, “fuck me hard, just like my lover would, darling!”

“God, yes; you bet I will!” He muttered, really starting to bang her.

This is incredible sex! She thought as her whole body started to heat up uncontrollably. I feel like we’re young lovers again; not an old married couple!

“Oh, Mitch, should I let him come inside me?” she asked the question after he had been riding her pussy for several minutes.

Her husband drew in his breath sharply and groaned, “Yes, fuck, yes, you should let him spunk you!”

A white-hot tremor of total arousal vibrated through Abigail’s body as she heard him say that. She clung even more fiercely to him and murmured, “Even if he was black? Even if he had huge balls and he shot oceans of come into me?” Mitch’s eyes rolled back into his head and he grunted in sheer ecstasy as he imagined that and started to fill her with his own hot jizz. She came right along with him, shivering through the wildest orgasm she’d shared with her husband in at least fifteen years!

 

****

 

“Where did that ‘black man’ stuff come from?” Mitch asked her.

They were once again snuggled together at the top of the bed. She looked over at him and said, “That’s easy. I never dated a black guy, either in high school or college; so I’m curious.”

She thought about it a minute and then added, “Also, when I was looking at those porn sites on your computer, one of the captions featured a huge black cock going into a very white girl with an incredibly pink little pussy.”

Abigail admitted, “It turned me on like crazy; imagining having one that big and black inside of me.”

Mitch looked surprised as he asked, “Really; that’s one of your fantasies? What are some of the others?”

Normally, she would have been too embarrassed to answer. But there was nothing even vaguely “normal” about what they were doing tonight.

It was as if they’d gone through the looking glass, into some fantasy land they’d never been to before, where they could be as honest as they wanted to be with one another. She found it to be nothing short of exhilarating!

“Well, sometimes I daydream about being with other women,” she said, her eyes never leaving his.

“Holy fuck, but that would be hot!” Mitch responded enthusiastically.

She could hear the honest arousal in his voice, and there wasn’t a hint of disapproval, so she elected to be truthful with him. Gathering herself, she said, “What would you say if I admitted to you I had participated in several lesbian… experiments in high school and college, before I met you?”

At first she thought Mitch was going to hyperventilate on her. He looked so shocked that she wondered if he could even get a breath!

“Y-You,” he croaked at last, as though he was still having trouble grasping the fact that she had fooled around with other girls, “you did some lezzy stuff?”

“Well, I didn’t go too far,” she said almost shyly, “I soul-kissed a couple of my friends and I let them…you know…kiss my nipples at little!”

“Kiss them,” he echoed with wonder in his voice.

She felt herself blushing furiously as she admitted, “Okay…maybe they sucked them a little, too!”

Abigail had heard about guys getting instantly hard, but she had never seen it happen until now! Mitch’s dick went from limp to throbbing with fullness in the space of a few frenzied heartbeats!

“Did I know any of them?” He blurted. “The ones back in college, I mean?”

She thought about that for a moment and then answered, “You remember Rhonda, the hot-looking redhead that was in the American History class the two of us took together, our senior year?”

Mitch nodded that he definitely did remember red-hot Rhonda! She smiled and said, “She and I made out more than once when we were drunk. She was quite a kisser!”

“Holy fuck, but I’d have liked to have seen that!” Mitch whispered almost reverently.

“I still find myself thinking about those girls sometimes, wondering if I should have gone further than I did,” Abigail shared with him. “If we’re going to do this hotwife thing for real, do you think it would be okay if I hooked up with the occasional girl, as well as cheating on you with guys?”

In seconds, they were fucking again, and fucking hard! Mitch was murmuring in her ear about what a hot bitch she was while he nailed her like a randy eighteen year old!

Abigail was in cock heaven! She didn’t know where all of this fantasizing was leading them…but it sure was fun getting there!

 

****

 

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, he’s like some sort of sexual wild man! Abigail had the thought as Mitch furiously pounded his once more hard cock into her from behind.

This is incredible, she told herself, I’ve already come more times tonight than I have in the previous month. And all of them have been scorchingly sensational orgasms!

“Oh, man, I just can’t get enough of your hot little pussy tonight, babe!” Mitch groaned as he fucked her hard and deep. “You’re so slick, so wet, such a great fuck!”

Mmmmmmmmm that’s what a girl likes to hear, she thought, getting ready to come again. That’s what every wife wants to hear from her man!

“Fuck, I’m coming!” Mitch wailed just then, and she felt the first jet of hot jism shooting deep into her womb.

She knew he was probably thinking about her getting it from some hunky black guy with a super-cock, or getting her pussy licked by some hot lezzy-girl as he came. But Abigail didn’t care!

As her own spasms ceased her, she found she was thinking about those things too. And how serious her voyeuristic hubby was about her making it all come true!




Chapter Four

 

Redefining The Game

 

The next day, she found a note on her nightstand, after Mitch had left for work. It was handwritten, saying: I left you a little something to check out on my computer.

She immediately hurried down the hall and into the spare room/office. There was an image on the computer screen of a girl with dishwater blonde hair and a nice body getting pounded by a huge black man with a monstrously large penis from in back, doggie style.

Looks a little like you, doesn’t she? That’s what the second handwritten note under the computer said.

She does look a bit like me, Abigail had to agree as she went across the hall to the linen cabinet to fetch another towel.

Minutes later, vibrator in hand, naked, she started the video Mitch had left for her to watch. The black stud was really giving it to the blonde!

Abigail had no trouble imagining the girl on the screen was her, getting rammed again and again by that huge black cock. She tweaked her nipples as she began running the buzzing vibrator in and out of her very wet pussy while watching the savage fucking.

The minutes crept by. The black man seemed to have limitless stamina, making the blonde actress come repeatedly over the ten minutes the video lasted, in a variety of different positions before he finally roared out his own pleasure as he inundated the blonde’s pussy with come.

Abigail’s orgasm, when it hit, was spectacular and seemed to last forever.

Smiling as she sat sprawled out in Mitch’s office chair, panting to regain her breath, she eventually shut down the computer and got up to put the towel in the dirty clothes.

After stowing her vibrator back in the lingerie drawer, and noting that her breathing had finally returned to normal, she called Mitch at work on his cell phone. He answered on the third ring.

“Thanks for that,” she whispered in an excited voice. “You’ll be richly rewarded when you get home tonight, I promise.”

“Oh, and just what do you have in mind for me?” He asked in a business-like tone, and she guessed that he wasn’t alone in his office.

“I have another piece of lingerie you haven’t seen yet,” she murmured. “And I thought I’d tell you all about my gorgeous little friend back in college, Brittany, while I play with that big cock of yours. She wanted to lick my pussy so badly!”

She heard Mitch gasp and broke the connection with a smile on her face. This new game they had discovered was incredible fun; it was so much fun she could hardly believe it!

****

She fixed a gourmet dinner for them that night and they ate it, along with drinking several glasses of white wine apiece. But neither of them could have described in detail what the main course had been as they quickly finished up: their minds were on each other and the bedroom!

“Do you want to watch some television now? Or do you want go into the bedroom and let me tell you a story?” She asked coyly when the left overs had all been stowed away in the refrigerator.

“What do you think, you little devil?” He said as he smiled lasciviously at her.

“Don’t you want to stop by your office computer and check out a few hotwife sites first?” She said to him tauntingly.

“Why waste time on fantasy when the real thing is right here for the taking?” He responded, stepping nearer to her, reaching for her.

“Not so fast,” she said, dancing lightly away from him, giggling, “give me five minutes head start, to change into my new lingerie.”

“Okay, five minutes,” he pretended to grouse, “not a second longer!”

Abigail was almost skipping with joy as she made her way down the hall and into the bedroom. She went directly into the bathroom and got out of her clothes and into her new red teddy. Like the black lingerie, it was all but transparent beneath the bright lighting of the bathroom.

Stepping out into the bedroom, she quickly adjusted the lights in the big room downward, until the whole space was bathed in a soft amber glow. Satisfied, she lay back on the bed and awaited Mitch’s arrival.

She didn’t have long to wait. The door to the bedroom opened almost immediately and her husband rushed in, shedding his necktie, his dress shirt, and his shoes before he was halfway across the room.

Abigail smiled up at him encouragingly as he got totally naked and joined her on the bed. She sighed and murmured, “Oh, my, someone is really happy to see me!”

She whispered that as she gripped his already very hard cock in her hand and began to gently work the loose skin up and down. They kissed passionately and she felt her clit jerk in time with her breasts as their tongues began to duel!

This is like being a newlywed again! She marveled as her heart rate increased and her excited breaths got closer together.

Abigail’s nipples were soon as firm as they could be against Mitch’s big chest and she ran her fingers through his short, dark hair lovingly as they made out as if they simply couldn’t get enough of one another! She made a little cooing sound way down in her throat as Mitch eased the thong panties over to one side and touched her clit for the first time this evening as they kissed.

His exploring finger slid into her slick lips easily and he began to finger-fuck her as she sighed and rubbed her very erect nipples against his chest through the thin teddy. He was pressing down on her clit just right as the wayward finger went in and out and her moans increased in volume.

“D-Don’t you want to hear about Brittany and me?” She was all but purring as she broke off the torrid kiss.

“Fuck, yes, I do,” Mitch whispered, still fingering her. “But let’s get this off first!”

He stopped toying with her pussy for a moment as he used both hands to strip off her teddy and her panties. It felt great to be completely naked with him, and she twisted around on the bedspread, showing off her puffy lower lips and how wet they were while thrusting out her bare breasts, so that he could see how erect her nipples were as well.

“Jesus, you’re on hot-looking MILF,” he sighed, eyeing her naked body eagerly.

“MILF…what’s that?”

“It means ‘mother I’d like to fuck’,” he informed her, reclaiming her juicy twat with his finger.

Abigail laughed at the naughty description of her he’d just used, but she couldn’t argue with it. After all, she and Mitch did have two nineteen year olds away at college, and she had to admit—she wanted him to fuck her as badly as he clearly wanted to fuck her!

But first the story, she reminded herself.

She broke off the kiss and urged Mitch over onto his back. His cock waved around rigidly over his nut sac as she slid downward on her tummy until her lips were even with its head as she lay between his legs.

“I don’t think you ever met Brittany,” she sighed, licking all around his glans as she spoke. “You’d remember, if you did: she was one of the prettiest of all my college friends. But she was a year ahead of us and she’d already graduated before I got hot and heavy with you.”

Mitch didn’t comment; he just moaned. She was really going after his rigid dick with her tongue and lips as she told her story, licking and showering it in hot, sucking kisses as she told her tantalizing tale.

“I’d had a couple of girl-on-girl experiences in high school and during my first few years at college,” she breathed, running her tongue all around her husband’s hairy nut sac, and then up his throbbing shaft. “As I told you before, it was nothing serious…just a couple of my girlfriends and I engaging in some harmless kissing and naked cuddling; rubbing nippies as we kissed… things like that.”

Mitch sighed and his dick jerked hard, without her even touching it. She guided it back downward, until the head was even with her wet lips and slowly ate all of it, batting it with her tongue as she did so.

“G-God,” Mitch whined as she began to suck him and stroke him with her tongue.

This is great! Abigail told herself. My nippies are so swollen! And my pussy is leaking juice; I’m going to have to wash this bedspread tomorrow…but this is so worth it!

“I knew Brittany was hot for me from the moment I met her,” she said, releasing her husband’s pulsing cock from her mouth and smiling coyly up at him, as if she knew just what a total bad girl she was being and loved it as much as he did!

“She had a boyfriend, just like I did at the time,” Abigail recounted knowingly, “but she also had that look in her eye; a look that said ‘I like girls, too!’”

She smiled, remembering how attracted she had been to the spectacular little brunette. She had sensed immediately that the two of them were going to be an item and so had the sensual, seductive Brittany!

Mitch looked utterly enthralled by her tale. She had seen him aroused quite a bit lately, but not this aroused!

“It was a few days before we found ourselves alone in her apartment,” Abigail continued. “Our boyfriends were off doing some ‘man thing’ with their fraternity brothers—no girls allowed—so I came over to watch a movie with Brittany.”

Abigail giggled and said, “I don’t even remember what movie we rented, because we didn’t watch it at all! We just sat on the couch and talked and had a few cocktails, getting acquainted with each other.”

A big sigh escaped Abigail’s lips and she said softly, “And then, we both just seemed to know what was going to happen! Brittany kissed me or I kissed her— I don’t even recall who made the first move—and then we were all over each other!”

Mitch gasped and she thought for a moment that he was going to shoot off right then and there, without her even touching him any further: the poor man groaned and sighed and his cock jerked around like crazy!

Abigail smiled to see him so turned on by her story. She added, “That girl could really kiss, let me tell you! She had me so wet after just a few minutes of making out!”

Silence hung in the air for long moments. At last, Mitch croaked, “W-What happened?”

“The boys came back, just when things were about to get really interesting,” Abigail sighed and then laughed. “You should have seen Brit and me, struggling to get our blouses properly buttoned back up as the front door came open!”

Mitch blinked, as if a pitcher of cold water had just been emptied on to his head. He whispered, “How…how far had you two gotten before the guys got there?”

“Brittany had unsnapped my bra and she was about to take it off when we were interrupted,” Abigail admitted dreamily, still lost in her memories of how hot Brittany’s lips had been on hers; of how good those lips had felt on her bare nipples!

She looked at her husband and sighed, “Brit had unbuttoned my blouse and I’d unbuttoned hers while we made out. She opened my bra snaps and pushed the cups up on my chest, so that she could play with my nipples!”

Another long sigh escaped her lips and she added, “Then she stopped kissing my lips and began kissing and sucking my breasts, Mitch! Oh, God, her lips were like magic on my titties!”

He shuddered as she said, “I undid her bra, too! I was playing with her little nippies as she sucked mine!”

Another male gasp filled the room, as he imagined that. She gave him a naughty smile and whispered, “And my pussy…my pussy was so wet, darling!”

Mitch groaned and fought to keep from exploding up into the air. She touched his engorged cock carefully and murmured, “That was only the first time we were together like that, but it was hardly the last! Would you like to hear about some of the others as well?”

****

“I almost let her eat me that time,” Abigail’s voice was so soft he could barely hear what she was saying. “But I was afraid Fred, that’s the guy I was dating at the time, would come back any moment and catch us in bed together, so I chickened out at the last minute.”

“You…you two were completely naked?” Mitch gasped, his cock about to jerk out of control.

“Oh, yeah, we were on my bed and she’d sucked my titties and I’d sucked hers for the first time that night. I’d played with them with my fingers before, but I’d never kissed them…never sucked them before!”

She shot an apologetic glance at her husband and said, “Oh, God, I was so aroused by then, darling! If Brittany had been a guy and she’d had a cock, it would have been in me!”

Seeing that poor Mitch couldn’t last a second longer, she dipped her head and engulfed his cock head with her lips. Abigail eased her tongue all around it as she slowly sucked it all in.

Mitch’s hips shot up off the bed. His hands were at the back of her head, urging her to suck him!

“Oh….oh, fuck…here it comes!”

His first outpouring was huge! She gulped it down eagerly and licked for more…

****

“How was that? Did you like hearing about me and Brittany?”

Mitch grinned and said, “You know I did! Was that as far as the two of you ever went together?”

“That’s as far as I’ve been with any girl,” Abigail said.

And then she added saucily, “So far, that is!”

Her husband’s spent cock began to stir to life once more almost immediately. He whispered, “Are you serious about going out and finding another girl…now?”

She laughed lightly and asked, “What; do you think I’m too far over the hill to interest some hot young thing with this old body of mine?”

His smile slowly changed into a wolf-like leer as he flipped over onto his stomach and slid down in between her open legs. Taking his time, he circled his tongue tip all around her clit and then lapped the copious juice from her weeping lips, swallowing it noisily as he licked.

“I think you could get just about any girl, or any guy—for that matter—with this cute little thing,” he murmured, kissing her clit lovingly.

How nice of him to say that, Abigail thought, luxuriating in the way he was teasing her, getting her ready for some serious tonguing.

But she wondered if what he’d said was really true? Would she find out, in the coming weeks and months?

As she lay back, savoring the sensations Mitch’s tongue and fingers were arousing in her body, she asked herself if that was what she truly wanted. This little fantasy game was unbelievably sexy and fun, but it would eventually have to end.

She would simply run out of stories to tell him. Tonight’s remembrances of Brittany represented the hottest things she’d ever done with the brunette; with another girl: their blossoming lesbian love-affair had been cut short by Brittany’s graduation and her meeting Mitch.

And the other girls she’d fooled around with hadn’t gotten near as far as with her Brittany had. Her revelations about them would seem tame, compared to the tales she had to tell about Brit!

There were her male lovers, of course. She could tell Mitch about them, if that turned him on, going all the way back to junior high, when she’d given her first handjob to a boy.

But that wasn’t going to make for nearly as good a story, she suddenly realized. Mitch himself was the hottest lover she’d ever had—that was a big part of why she’d married him, twenty years ago!

No, if we’re going to keep doing this—with me telling hot stories to amp up our sex life—then I’ve got to start using fantasy! Or reality, if we really decide to take the next step, and I choose to go down the Hotwife path!




Chapter Five

 

Making Fantasy Into Reality

 

When Abigail stepped into the house from the garage, she went straight to the bar and fixed herself a strong cocktail. She had chipped in to pay for and helped consume numerous bottles of wine today at the lecture about “Reaching Your Peak” sexually, so she was already floating in an alcohol-induced haze; not really falling-down drunk, but feeling very loose and ready for anything.

Her friends and she had a very good time cracking jokes and exchanging double entendre-drenched ripostes about what they had heard today, after the lecture had concluded. It turned out to be great fun after all, even though she hadn’t been too keen on going to the talk in the first place.

But it also had gotten her thinking: she had to admit. While the little game she and Mitch had discovered had probably saved their sex life, it came with one big drawback. And she had secretly, almost subconsciously, been worrying about that for some weeks now.

That was part of why today’s frank talk about sex and fulfillment had really hit home with her. Maybe this was the time to deal with what she was sure was coming, honestly and forthrightly with Mitch.

Because the big problem with her relating her past sexual experiences—with both guys and girls—in order to amp up things in the bedroom between her and Mitch was that she had never thought of herself as being all that “promiscuous” in her past life! She had run out of true anecdotes about guys she had dated, or girls she had made out with several months ago.

So now they were relying solely on fantasy; chiefly fantasies about her actually becoming a hotwife and seducing new men and women for her and Mitch’s post-seduction enjoyment! But even the added thrill of doing that wasn’t going to last much longer; and she knew it!

Sooner or later, their excitement over fantasizing about her being in bed with another guy or another girl was going to wear thin. Then—if all went as she suspected it would—it would be up to her to do what they up until now had only daydreamed about for…real!

“Could I really do that?” She asked herself the question aloud in her silent kitchen, sipping her cocktail. “Do I even want to do that?”

The idea of meeting a hot woman and sleeping with her still had some definite appeal for her, she had to admit. Abigail suspected part of this was unfinished business from her earlier experiments with lesbianism.

“Maybe I should have gone ahead and let Brittany have her way with me,” she said with a smile.

That might have been serious fun! She admitted, remembering how hot those kisses with the lovely little brunette had been; how both of their pussies had been on fire for each other during those long-ago make out sessions!

“But, in the end, I was too big a chicken to go ahead and do it!” Abigail confessed to herself aloud.

What was going to be different about now? Even if she had Mitch’s full permission to do so, could she really bring herself to go to bed with a red-hot bisexual or lesbian girl, if she found one who was interested?

And men…did she really want to cheat on Mitch with another guy? She hadn’t even daydreamed about doing that until now!

Abigail drained her cocktail and made herself a new one. Today’s discussion had sparked something in her, that for sure.

She sensed that now was the time to settle all of this with her husband, once and for all! Why wait a few more months--until their little fantasy game had run totally out of steam—before facing reality?

****

 

“I ended up going to that luncheon lecture at the women’s club today,” she told Mitch at dinner that night. “It set me to thinking.”

He had joined her for one cocktail when he’d gotten home from the hospital a half hour ago, and now he was sipping the fine cabernet she’d served him along with dinner. Mitch seemed relaxed and at ease as he asked, “Oh, what were you thinking about, honey?”

She pounced on the opportunity. He listened without comment to her summation of their erotic fantasy journey up to this point, and only lifted a surprised eyebrow when she got to the part about their eventual need to make their fantasies into realities.

He thought about what she’d said long and hard before he finished his wine and asked, “And how do you feel about that? Do you really feel comfortable with going that far?”

“Oh, no, you don’t,” she answered quickly with a knowing smile. “This is a question for both of us to grapple with.”

She took another sip of wine to help steady her nerves and then asked: “Say I did decide I wanted to take this whole fantasy-into-reality thing further, how would you feel about my actually doing it?”

She brought the wine glass up to her lips again and emptied it before adding, “Would you get off on it, as you’ve always insisted you would? Or would you be unable to live with the fact that I’d cheated on you; whether I’d picked a woman or another man to do it with?”

Mitch was a very intelligent person. He didn’t spew out an answer, the way most men who found themselves in his situation would have.

Instead, he considered how he would really feel if she went ahead and cuckolded him. He poured them both another glass of wine, draining the bottle, and sipped his thoughtfully before finally answering: “I really don’t know.”

He shrugged at the impatient look on her part that his answer produced and said, “I’d be lying to you if I told you I could accurately predict my reaction. All the daydreaming and all the thought in the world can’t prepare a man for the reality that his wife has now given someone else what had been formerly his alone.”

Mitch drank another sip of wine and added, “I think I’d be elated, especially if you rushed right home afterward and shared all of the details with me. But, as you’ve often reminded me, fantasy isn’t reality.”

The two of them drank their wine and stared at each other across the dinner table, each considering what he’d just said. At last, he spread his hands and admitted, “The whole thing still sounds incredibly erotic and sexy and deliciously…taboo to me, when I imagine it. Truthfully, that’s all I can tell you.”

She felt her pussy getting wet as she contemplated that; a hot night with a stranger, followed by an even hotter night in bed with Mitch! If it didn’t ruin their marriage with a bunch of “how could you’s?” and “I can’t believe you really did that’s!” She had to confess that it sounded just as exquisitely tempting to her as it did to him!

But that was a big “if”. And she knew that too!

 

****

 

“And would he have to have a huge cock?” Mitch pressed her later that night, his voice playful and teasing in the semi-darkness of their bedroom.

Abigail laughed and nodded that he would, saying, “Hell, yes, darling! You think I’m going to bother to cheat on you with a guy who has a small dick?”

“He’s got to be great-looking, too, I suppose?”

Again, she chuckled before replying, “You’d better believe it!”

She ran her hands through Mitch’s hair and whispered, “My guy is so handsome. Why would I ever sleep with someone who was ugly?”

“Well, he might have an elephantine dick,” Mitch made the wry suggestion, clearly enjoying this bantering back and forth about his wife’s potential lovers immensely.

“No, I intend to go for both looks and an impressive cock,” she insisted, fisting Mitch’s own formidable prick under the covers as she spoke. “Why settle for less?”

“And girls; do they have to be gorgeous as well?”

“Mmmmmmmmm, maybe not gorgeous,” she replied, thinking about it. “But sexy; very sexy and desirable, that’s for sure!”

He smiled and said, “What about age; do they have to be younger than you?”

“Men or women,” Abigail asked?

“Both,” her husband shot back, grinning.

She thought about that for a moment before finally saying, “My first impulse is to say that they’d have to be younger. But, if I really think about it, I could see myself going for a smoking-hot older guy with a little grey at his temples, provided he had an awesome cock and had spent those extra years leaning how to really use it to please a lady.”

Mitch chortled at that description and then asked, “And what about women? Could you see yourself in bed with a foxy forty-something?”

Abigail smiled coyly at him and whispered, “I’m almost forty years old myself, so if she wasn’t wrinkly and old-looking; then, yeah, I think I could. I’ve seen some pretty hot-looking cougars naked in the locker room at my gym, I’ll have you know, darling!”

They just looked at each other for a few seconds, each of them enjoying the playful camaraderie that had grown up between them in the last few months. Abigail couldn’t have imagined having such a discussion, about such an off-the-wall subject with the “old Mitch”.

The two of them had come so far, so fast! She loved the way things were between them now in the bedroom; so open, so honest…so out-and-out fun!

“All that being said, when are you going to start looking for these new lovers?” Mitch asked her just then, still smiling.

She jacked the skin on his hard cock up and down a few times and asked, “When do you think I should start looking?”

Mitch seemed slightly taken aback by the question. After reflecting on it for a few more seconds, he answered, “Whenever you want. I think I’m ready whenever you are.”

She grinned and threw a leg over his torso, easing herself down onto his stiff cock. As he filled her slick confines, she leaned down and whispered, “Oh, are you ready to have another man to do this to me…for real?”

He turned the question around on her, replying, “And how about you? Are you ready to feel a cock even bigger than mine inside that snug little pussy of yours?”

Abigail decided to call his bluff for once and for all. She dragged her suddenly very erect nipples across his hairy chest and murmured boldly, “I think I’m ready, if you are!”

Mitch bucked up off the bed, driving the last inch of his big dick up into her. He whispered in her ear, “Will you promise to tell me all about it, afterward?”

He was right up against her clit! She shuddered with pleasure and began to move her hips up and down on his buried cock, rubbing that tiny ball of nerve endings up against his slippery prick with every thrilling stroke!

“Of course, darling, if that’s what you want,” she whispered into his ear as she rode him.

They fucked in silence for a few minutes, each of them enjoying it, staring lovingly at one another. Then, as Mitch got ready to come, he drew her down to him once again and whispered urgently, “Man or woman first; what do you think?”

Abigail felt her pussy contract as she realized that he was serious—that this wasn’t just an exercise in fantasy anymore! She held her husband’s eyes with hers and said softly, “Let’s just see what develops, shall we, darling?”

****

 

 

I can’t really believe I’m doing this! Abigail told herself as she stepped out of the shower.

It was the next Friday night, and she was getting ready to go out…by herself! She and Mitch had talked it over all week—in between the bouts of unreal sex! —and decided that it would be best for her to go alone.

The had discussed going to a club separately, with him going in first, minutes before she made her entrance, so that no one would connect them. But in the end, they had decided against it.

She shook her head disbelievingly from side to side as she thought about why: Mitch still wanted this to happen; he wanted it like crazy. At the same time, he’d been afraid that if he was there, actually watching her, she wouldn’t have been as loose as she might have been, and would thus be unsuccessful in her attempt to attract appropriate lovers!

What a lame excuse! She now thought to herself as she dried off in front of the bathroom mirror. As if I’m going to be loose anyway!

The truth was Abigail was so uptight right now that she felt as if she might pass out at any moment! Her stomach had already twisted itself into knots several times this evening; and she’d had to have a few stern talks with herself about breathing normally!

What if I don’t meet anyone I like well enough to…to let him…fuck me? She had the panicked thought for at least the fiftieth time that day. Even worse; what if I don’t meet anyone who wants to go to bed with an old lady like me!

She looked at herself critically in the mirror and sighed. Her breasts suddenly looked droopier than normal tonight! And were those crow’s feet around her eyes? Where the fuck had those come from all of a sudden?

Abigail leaned into the mirror and was relieved to see the tiny lines around her eyes were nowhere near deep enough to qualify as “crow’s feet”! Those few small laugh lines had been there for years; since high school, for God’s sake!

Looking more closely at her breasts, she had to allow that they looked fine, too. She spun around and stared at her butt in the mirror and admitted as well that it was still nicely rounded and firm-looking, especially for an ass that was nearly forty years old!

What am I even doing? She asked herself the question honestly. Do I really want another guy to…to fuck me?

And girls; a hot female-on-female encounter had sounded so great when she’d first fantasized about it. Now that it was a real possibility, she wondered if she could really go through with trying to attract another woman and going all the way with her!

I’d better hurry up and finish getting ready, she admonished herself. If I stall around any longer, I’m liable to want to forget the whole thing and just stay home!

And she knew she couldn’t really do that: Mitch was so jazzed about tonight! He’d be crushed if she suddenly lost her nerve and cancelled the whole thing right at the last minute…

 

****

 

Eight-thirty finally rolled around and she gave herself a final inspection in the bedroom mirror. She had on a new dress, purchased especially for tonight, and a brand new pair of Louboutin heels which accented the dress and her new handbag perfectly.

She looked great, she grudgingly admitted to herself. The dress was a deep shade of blue and had a really short hemline, made to look slightly longer by the addition of a sheer layer of gauzy material over the entire dress; which also helped fill in the rather daring decollage. The sheer extension hung down six inches below the bottom of the dress and technically kept it from being classified as a mini-dress.

The provocative outfit also featured a faux-gold chain around the waist, and both her shoes and her bag were gold-colored as well, so they’d match it. She wore one of her best gold necklaces around her neck and a large gold bracelet on her left arm to complete the look.

Abigail glanced over at her golden wedding ring and engagement set, which sat on top of the nearby dresser. She felt almost naked without them, having worn them everywhere for the last twenty years.

But tonight isn’t about marriage, fidelity, or any of that, she reminded herself firmly as she checked her hair and make up one last time. It’s about meeting hot guys or girls and getting myself laid!

She fought back the urge to giggle hysterically as she realized all her most deeply-repressed sexual fantasies were no longer fantasies, but possibilities; possibilities that might just become realities tonight! It felt so strange to be having thoughts like that, after twenty years of unwavering faithfulness to her husband.




Chapter Six

 

Maiden Voyage

 

Mitch was in the living room, pretending to read the paper. He was doing a good job of projecting an aura of calmness and unflappability; giving every outward appearance that this was just another Friday night.

But Abigail knew better. Beneath that carefully maintained facade, Mitch was as nervous about tonight as she was; maybe even more nervous!

They had been married forever; so she could read the signs clearly. For one thing, there was a slight sheen of perspiration on his upper lip, and for another he hadn’t turned the page since she’d entered the room.

Normally, Mitch was a fast reader, perusing stories that caught his interest, and then rapidly moving on to the next one. Tonight, he sat nearly motionless, as if whatever he was pretending to read was the most interesting thing he’d ever seen.

“Aren’t you going to wish me luck?”

He glanced up at her and smiled. It was an apprehensive, wooden smile which wouldn’t have convinced anyone that he was as unconcerned as he was trying to appear.

“Should I do that, do you think?” he inquired glibly. “I wouldn’t want to jinx you.”

“Oh, are you really that anxious for me to find someone else to spend the night with?”

A slight grimace of real pain came to his lips and then vanished as quickly as it had appeared. He said, “That’s the whole idea of tonight’s little exercise, isn’t it?”

“Well, then, I guess I’ll see you later tonight, with new stories to tell,” she said with a breeziness she wasn’t actually feeling, stooping to kiss him good bye, “or maybe I won’t see you until tomorrow sometime!”

Mitch drew in a ragged breath through his nose as they kissed and when their lips at last separated, he blurted, “Be safe tonight, darling!”

“I will,” she promised him, starting for the kitchen and the door leading out into the garage, “and I promise to tell you all about it, however this turns out!”

She heard his “I love you!” echoing through the house as she stepped out into the garage. She thought fervently, I love you too!

But that didn’t stop her from getting into her car and backing out of the garage as soon as the door had ascended. They had talked about this for weeks now, and they had at last decided to try it.

Abigail Brooks was determined to give it her best shot…

 

****

 

Los Angeles had a zillion clubs and bars for her to choose from for tonight’s little venture into infidelity. She couldn’t, of course, go anyplace where her friends and acquaintances might also show up, so that eliminated all of those closest to home.

Also, she didn’t want to push her luck by hitting a spot that catered solely to college-age kids. She knew she looked extremely good for a woman her age, but there were limits, after all.

Money was literally no object: she and Mitch had plenty of that, so no place was off limits merely because of the cost. She didn’t, however, want to try one of those trendy, velvet rope night spots where she might not even be able to gain access to the club at all.

Abigail was attractive and wealthy, but she was far from famous. She had no desire to suffer the ignominy of being passed over for admission for hours on end in favor of younger women whose main claim to fame was that they carried the best drugs in their purses, or gave the hottest blowjobs!

No, she wanted someplace that would be “user-friendly” to someone like her, and which would afford her the best chance of success tonight. After making an exhaustive search of the net over the past two days—she couldn’t very well ask some of her younger friends where they would go if they wanted to get laid on a “girls night out”, now could she?—Abigail had hit upon several places which looked promising.

Since she and Mitch lived in one of the very nicest parts of the Holmby Hills section of Los Angeles, she soon found herself swinging onto Benedict Canyon Drive and following it down to Sunset Boulevard. She then turned left onto that famous street, knowing that it led directly into Hollywood and the fabled Sunset Strip area, which was her general destination for tonight.

There were lots of clubs in that area, and not all of them catered to the hip, younger crowd. Quite a few of them--from all she’d read and heard--featured an atmosphere where a “cougar” such as herself might encounter an appropriate guy or girl looking for nothing more than an evening of naughty fun.

Part of her hoped that was true: it would be a shame to go to all the bother of psyching herself up to go out on the town dressed as she was—as well as getting both her and Mitch’s hopes up--only to return hours later with no triumphant story to tell. But another part of her, the straight-arrow, good mom and wife part, wanted just that; simply to go home to her husband and spend the night cuddled in his arms.

So, she had to admit she was very nervous as she parked the car in the lot behind The Two Roses, the club in which she had chosen to start tonight’s search. Abigail got out, locked the door, and started uncertainly for the entrance around front.

The Two Roses had been a bar since its inception well over fifty years ago. But it had fallen on hard times a decade or so back and had stood abandoned and shuttered for some time.

Then, a few years ago, it had been acquired by a young married couple who were what might have been described as “yuppies” back in the nineteen-eighties. Abigail had read on the web that he had been employed in a tech job at one of the movie studios and she had been an attorney at a local white shoe law firm.

But together, they shared the dream of owning a hip, fashionable club somewhere near the Sunset Strip, and now they did. It wasn’t on a par with the much the more well-known Viper Club a few blocks away, but The Roses did a steady, if unspectacular business most nights; especially on Friday evenings, like this one.

There was a line out front, but since it was still relatively early in the evening, it was along briskly. She soon found herself standing inside the small club.

It was very dark inside, with fashionable neon lighting and a tiny dance floor with LED lights installed beneath it, which pulsed and changed color with each beat of the music provided by the trio of musicians up on the tiny bandstand in a far corner of the room. They could play everything from Cole Porter to Lady Gaga, from what Abigail had read about them on the net.

There was a tall, vacant two-seat table next to the dance floor and she made directly for it and sat down. Almost as soon as she had settled in, the cocktail waitress was there, handing her a multi-page menu of pricey, chi-chi drinks.

Abigail scanned the rapidly-filling club as she looked at the menu. The crowd ranged from a couple that looked to be in their early forties, but who had made a valiant but ill-advised attempt to look hip—he in a form-fitting, elegant black satin shirt which clung to his whippet-thin torso like a second skin and she in a pink leather jacket with lots of silver zippers and a pair of jeans that were so tight they appeared to have been spray painted on to her lush hips—down to several girls and guys who must have had to show their ID’s twice to get past the front door.

I feel like I should have brought my daughter and some of her friends along with me, Abigail thought in rising despair. This looks more like their sort of place than it does mine so far.

The cocktail waitress returned and she ordered an appletini and continued casually glancing around. Except for the pair of aging hipsters, the bar was full of twenty and thirty-somethings; all of whom looked much too young to be interested in her!

But then something amazing happened. The band began to play again, the postage stamp-sized dance floor rapidly filling up with gyrating bodies, and a very nice looking young man—barely older than her son—was suddenly standing next to her table, asking her to dance!

The song was one she recognized vaguely; something from Maroon Five or one of the “newer” groups that her kids had listened to while in high school. Abigail herself had been born in nineteen seventy eight and she had really begun to seriously listen to the radio at around eleven; nineteen eighty nine or so.

So she was more of a Madonna, Tears For Fears, and—God help her—a New Kids On The Block kind of girl at heart; not a Maroon Five fan! But she could dance to this particular song.

And so she did!

 

****

 

God, but this is fun! Abigail had the thought as eleven o’clock came and went.

She’d had a bucket full of appletinis by now, most of them purchased by charming young guys she barely knew. And she’d also danced with a whole slew of cute, buffed college boys and handsome, slightly older men.

I even got brave and accepted when that little brunette girl asked me to dance; she congratulated herself as she polished off yet another cocktail.

The petite cutie who had asked her to dance was sitting with a bevy of other laughing, giggling twenty-something girls at one end of the nearby bar; some sort of bachelorette party, she guessed. Marie, that was the dark-haired girl’s name, caught Abigail surreptitiously checking her out just then and winked at her.

Abigail’s face turned bright red and she quickly looked away. She was suddenly grateful it was so dark in here, so that no one could see how flustered she felt!

The cocktail girl came up with a fresh appletini a minute later and said, “From Marie, at the bar,” before taking the empty glass away and replacing it with the refill.

Her server, who was in her early twenties herself, shook her head and said enviously, “Some girls have all the luck, I swear. I’ve been trying to get Marie to notice me for months now—she’s nothing but hot!”

The waitress gave Abigail a long appraisal and then said, grudgingly, “So are you, I guess, for someone your age!”

She huffily took the empty cocktail glass away and Abigail just sat there, stunned. Her server was tall and blonde and very curvy. She was also quite pretty! That sexy little Marie would pick her to pay attention to; over someone who was so much more alluring was a mystery--that was for sure!

“Hey, how about another dance; after all, I did buy you that drink,” a female voice inquired at that moment.

Marie stood there, all five foot of her, beaming mischievously. The band had just started playing a slow song, something by Billy Joel from the eighties.

Their first dance had been to an old hit by Creedence Clearwater Revival and it had been a fast number, so they hadn’t had to touch at all out on the dance floor. If she accepted this invitation, she knew they’d be dancing in each other’s arms.

Marie was a true cutie. Small and elfin-like, with cupcake breasts and an impish smile; short dark hair and a tongue piercing, she looked barely older than Abigail’s college-age daughter back east!

“Come on, take a chance,” Marie implored her, gently urging her off the stool and out onto the nearby floor.

When they got there, neither of them led. They simply wrapped their arms around one another’s waists and Marie ducked her head into Abigail’s big chest as they glided around the floor together.

This can’t be happening! She thought. She’s so damn cute… and so impossibly young!

But it clearly was happening. Marie looked up at her dreamily with her big brown eyes and murmured, “God, you’ve got great tits! Is it okay if I say you’ve got great tits?”

Abigail couldn’t help herself: she laughed softly and said, “As long as it’s okay for me to say you’re very beautiful.”

“Me…you’re like some goddess come to life,” Marie whispered, her young voice tinged with something like awe. “I can’t believe you’re even dancing with me!”

I’d like to do a lot more than that with you, sweetie, Abigail admitted to herself just then, staring down into those seemingly bottomless brown eyes, confessing to herself how taken she was with this young hottie.

Marie nuzzled into her breasts again and murmured, “I’d really love to suck these big girls for you tonight, darling.”

When a stunned-speechless Abigail didn’t react to that right away, Marie looked up—clearly emboldened by her silence--and whispered suggestively, “I’ve got a place over by UCLA, where I go to school…”

That was Abigail’s old alma mater. She knew there were thousands of relatively inexpensive apartments scattered within a few miles of the campus; she ought to know, she’d lived in one of them with two other coed when she’d first started dating Mitch!

“Roommates,” she said with a question in her voice.

“Yeah, but they’re all gone this weekend. We’d have the whole place to ourselves.”

Abigail glanced toward the bar, at the other girls Marie was with. She asked, “What about them?”

“What about them?” Marie repeated challengingly. “That lame bachelorette party is nearly over. We were all about to leave, but I thought I’d take one final run at you first, gorgeous!’

Abigail Brooks smiled and whispered, “I’m so glad you did; why don’t you tell your friends good bye and meet me outside in the back parking lot as soon as you can?”

 

****

 

Five minutes later, there was a light tap on the passenger’s window, startling Abigail out of her reverie. She unlocked the door to her Mercedes and Marie slid into the seat.

“Wow, I didn’t know you were this rich!” Marie’s voice sounded very impressed as she took in all of the black leather and burled walnut surrounding her.

“It’s just a car,” Abigail told her, “and besides, it isn’t even mine, really. I lease it through my business and then my accountant deducts the expense.”

Marie looked at her as if she was seeing her for the first time, taking in the expensive dress, the high-end shoes, the perfect hair and make up. She sighed, “You really are rich, aren’t you? You’re way out of my league, lady.”

Abigail stared at the luscious youngster and sighed, leaning over to give her a kiss, saying, “Don’t give it a second thought: tonight, I’m all yours and you’re all mine!”

Their lips met and Abigail’s breasts jerked together inside her bra! Her clit throbbed right along with them and she promised herself anew that tonight she wasn’t going to lose her nerve and chicken out at the last minute, like she had with Brittany all those years ago!




Chapter Seven

 

Being Brave

 

“This is a lot nicer than my old apartment was, the one I shared with a couple of roommates back when I went to UCLA,” Abigail told her, looking around as Marie closed the front door and locked it.

“When was that?”

Abigail laughed and shook her head, saying, “Never mind; let’s just say it wasn’t yesterday and let it go at that.”

“What was your major?”

“Something useless; I was there primarily to find myself a good husband. And I did.”

“How did that turn out?”

“Pretty well, actually; we’re still together. He’s home waiting for me right now.”

Marie’s eyes widened at that revelation, and then she asked, “When do you have to be home?”

“Whenever I want,” Abigail told her, stepping closer. “We have an… understanding I guess you’d say; he knows I’m out playing tonight, and if meet someone I like, I might not get home until tomorrow sometime.”

The younger woman looked pleasantly surprised by that unexpected bit of news, saying: “That’s so cool! And he’s not pissed that you…play around with other people?”

She took Marie in her arms and whispered, “Not as long as I tell him about everything I do tonight when I get home. And I should mention this to you: he particularly likes it when I’m very naughty!”

Marie looked stunned by that, but Abigail didn’t give her much time to be shocked. She boldly wrapped her arms around the girl once more and her lips met Marie’s.

And then their tongues were gliding across one another’s and Marie’s hands were moving all over her back, down onto her butt, kneading and caressing. Just as they’d danced together back at the club, they waltzed down the hallway into what Abigail later found out was the girl’s bedroom.

Everything just seemed so right about tonight and this girl! Abigail continued to make out with her ardent young lover as their clothes seemed to magically fall away from their bodies!

In moments, they were naked on Marie’s double bed, kissing and rubbing their naked forms against each other. Electric pulses seemed to spark between Marie’s cute little brown nipples and hers whenever they touched, and Abigail felt her pussy lubing up like crazy as the two of them made out.

“Oh, God, oh, God, you’ve got me so damned hot!” Marie gasped, drawing her lips away from hers. “My pussy is so wet!”

“Really, darling, let’s see, shall we?” Abigail asked—keeping the vow she had made to herself to be brave tonight--moving her right hand down across her lover’s sleek little belly. She found Marie’s waxed-bare pussy lips and slipped her middle finger inside; something she had only had the courage to do a few times before, back when she’d made out with Brittany!

But tonight—she kept reminding herself—she was determined not to chicken out as she always had before, with girlfriends in the past; not with a delightful young girl like this one! Who knew if she’d ever get another chance like this?

“God, it is wet!” she told Marie excitedly. “Do I really turn you on that much?”

By way of an answer, Marie flashed her a devilish grin and pushed her over onto her side, displaying unexpected strength for a girl so tiny. She bent low and her hot breath caressed Abigail’s right breast for a second as she urgently whispered, “Baby, do you ever?”

Then her lips enveloped the erect little pink bud and Abigail closed her eyes and just let the younger girl feast away! She licked and sucked and nipped lightly with her front teeth while Abigail lay there cooing and murmuring about how great that felt!

This kid has definitely done this before, lots of times! Abigail told herself as Marie switched breasts and attacked her left one just as eagerly as she had the right.

She’s probably a lot more experienced at this than I am, despite our age difference, Abigail thought, reveling in the feel of Marie’s delicious little body in her arms; the touch of her skin, the incredible thrill of her lips nursing at a hot nipple!

“Fuck, I just knew you’d have great tits, back at the club,” Marie panted as she frantically changed breasts once more. “And you do! God, these are so nice I can barely believe it!”

The excited girl sucked even harder at her tender flesh and Abigail moaned and held her still tighter. The silky dark hair felt marvelous beneath her fingers as she cupped Marie’s head against her nipples and let her nurse away to her heart’s content!

The minutes flitted by until Abigail felt her pussy tightening. She pushed Marie away and stammered, “M-Me now…I want to suck your breasts too, before I come!”

Marie smiled delightedly and went over onto her back, anxious to present her small mounds to her lover, saying: “Go ahead and suck them, Princess! Oh, God, I want you to so bad!”

The younger girl’s nipples were tiny and petite like the rest of her doll-like body. With no hesitation, Abigail fell on the left one with her lips, licking and sucking as if she simply couldn’t get enough of the small nubbin.

“Oh, you hungry baby,” Marie sighed ecstatically, feeding still more of her diminutive breast into her lover’s nursing lips. “That’s it. That’s the way to eat me right up, darling!”

Abigail whined with emotion as the girl said that and trailed wet kisses across Marie’s heaving chest, intent on sampling the right nipple next. She found it, jutting upward—all wrinkly with excitement—and mashed her lips down around it, pummeling it with her tongue tip at the same time.

“Mmmmmmmmm, oh, yeah, just like that!” Marie cooed, running her fingers through Abigail’s brownish-blonde locks, drawing her ever closer. “Suck ‘em! Suck my hot tittles! They’re not big, like yours, but they’re oh, so sensitive and you do ‘em so nice!”

Nearly out of her mind now with lust, at the realization that this was finally happening, Abigail brought her right hand up and tweaked Marie’s left nipple as she gobbled up the right one. The smaller girl whimpered, Abigail’s eagerly pinching fingertips clearly felt so great on her sensitive nubbin, and her hips rolled up off the bed, in search of similar stimulation.

Out of the corner of her eye, Abigail saw how juicy the younger girl’s cunt looked as Marie hunched it up off the mattress, and another small whine of pure desire escaped her throat as she nursed at the hot breast flesh. A tremor shot through her as she daydreamed about kissing her way downward, about dipping her tongue into that boiling-hot little honey-pot; about licking that throbbing bead of pinkness until Marie came like a wild girl!

“G-Got to taste you now,” Abigail managed to gasp pleadingly as she released the girl’s puffy nipple from her lips moments later.

“Fuck, yes,” Marie pleaded, “oh, God, babe; eat me! Please eat me!”

Trembling all over with excitement over what she was about to do for the very first time—after lusting so hungrily for it in daydreams all these years—Abigail lovingly trailed her lips and tongue down the flat plane of the girl’s firm little tummy. She stopped for a moment to tease Marie’s bellybutton with the tip of her tongue, and then slid down the bed further, arranging her long body in between her lover’s widespread thighs.

Her little pussy is so beautiful! Abigail thought as she stared down at the wondrous opening just below her mouth.

The dainty little lips were darker than Abigail’s own pink folds, but they weren’t quite the light brown color of her nipples. Instead, Marie’s cunt lips were flesh-colored, very wet with desire, and they were also utterly irresistible!

“Ohhhhhhhh, yeaaaaahhhhhh!” Marie crooned as Abigail’s inexperienced lips touched her pussy for the first time and her questing tongue began to roam all over the smallish slit.

She’s delicious! Abigail was elated to discover.

The slippery flesh was just as succulent as she’d always dreamed it would be! Her mouth watered at the taste of Marie’s juices and she swallowed them down as fast as she could, licking for more!

“Oh, baby, you eat pussy like you’re…starving for it!” Marie sighed, just lying back and enjoying the heavenly sensations her lover was coaxing from her cunt.

So sweet; so yummy, Abigail thought, slipping her darting tongue deep into the soft, pink flesh of the girl’s vagina. It’s so good…why didn’t I do this years ago, when I first had the chance?

Marie sucked in a breath and murmured, “Fuck, you’re fantastic!”

The girl was now pinching her own erect little nipples and rolling her hips up to meet Abigail’s tonguing. She was obviously enjoying this as much as the woman who was on her tummy between her legs, lapping and licking!

Oh, I hope I can make her come on my tongue! Abigail thought as she continued to go wild on Marie’s hot little slit.

She needn’t have worried about that, as it turned out. In less than a minute, she felt Marie’s trim little body abruptly go tense and heard her gasp, “Oh, oh, fuck; I’m coming already! Your hot pussy-sucking is getting me off so…fiiiiinnnnne!”

A flood of hot, sweet cunt juice rolled out of Marie’s spasming pussy and onto Abigail’s lapping tongue. She swallowed it eagerly and pressed her mouth still tighter against the delicious little furrow!

“Oh, oh, fuck,” Marie babbled, working her exploding pussy against her lover’s lips and tongue, tugging at her own nipples as she closed her eyes and came and came! “What a red-hot cunt-sucker you are, babe!”

Abigail reveled in that obscene description of herself, thinking: that’s exactly what I am! I’m the hottest cunt-sucker on the planet, now that I’ve finally discovered how great it is to eat pussy!

With that thought ringing through her consciousness, she licked and sucked even more frantically, intent on drawing out every last drop of the hot juice; on teasing every little twinge of pleasure from her lover’s cunt!

The two women clung together for another minute; then Abigail broke off their oral connection and eased herself up Marie’s body with a contented sigh, her cheek coming to rest on that taut little tummy. After gathering her breath for several seconds, the younger girl once again surprised Abigail with how strong she was.

“Come up here!” She grunted as she sat up in the bed and took a firm hold on each of Abigail’s wrists, dragging her much larger body up the mattress. “It’s your turn now, darling!”

 

****

 

“Oh, oh, oh, fuck,” Abigail wailed in utter bliss.

She was coming again! Her little dynamo of a lover was getting her poor pussy off yet again!

“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Marie said as she licked and sucked like a crazy girl at the luscious pink flesh as it lay gleaming with lubricant and saliva beneath her hungry mouth!

Abigail was on her back, with Marie on her tummy in between her widespread legs. The voracious girl had been ravaging her cunt for what seemed like an hour now.

She had lost count of the number of times Marie had made her come! Her throat was raw from screaming out her joy!

My nipples ache a little too, from all that handling and licking and sucking, Abigail thought dreamily as yet another orgasm gripped her whole body. And my clit is super-sensitive right now as well!

But it was so worth it! This whole night…this whole experience…was so worth it!

“Your pussy juice is as sweet as honey, I swear!” Marie gasped, peering up the relatively flat surface of Abigail’s tummy.

The girl looked so adorably naughty just then, with her lips, cheeks, and chin shiny with a heavy coating of cunt oil and girl come! She grinned and slithered up her lover’s frame, until her smiling face was even with Abigail’s.

They kissed without preamble, long past caring about a little thing like pussy oil. Abigail slipped her tongue into the girl’s mouth and tasted her own nectar clinging to that devilishly-talented little tongue.

Mmmmmmmmm, I taste scrumptious, too! No wonder this little vixen wants to suck my pussy so badly!

Abigail was totally content; deliriously happy! This petite ball of fire in her arms was the embodiment of everything she had been fantasizing about for over twenty years!

And reality had turned out to be even better than fantasy, in this case. She couldn’t wait to return home later today and tell Mitch all about it, as he fucked her senseless with that big dick of his!

“I can’t believe this is your first time with another woman,” Marie whispered at that moment.

Abigail laughed lightly and said, “I keep telling you, it isn’t, you little scamp! I had a number of girlfriends before…I just never went all the way with any of them!”

Marie turned her head a little so that she could gaze into her lover’s eyes as she said, “Why did you decide to make me your first?”

There was something so open, so honest about the young girl’s demeanor that it made Abigail eager to share the truth with her. So she did…

 

****

 

“Wow, that’s so great!” Marie said minutes later, when Abigail had finished telling her about Mitch; about the hotwife lifestyle they now shared together. “I think it’s so cool that he can be so…trusting…so supportive of your wanting to explore new things…sexually!”

Again, Abigail had to laugh, saying: “You must have missed the part about what a pervy horndog he really is, beneath that upright, community-leader exterior! He can’t wait for me to seduce some guy with a huge cock and run home to tell him all about it while he balls my brains out!”

Both of them giggled at that mental image, and then Abigail said, “And he’s going to go crazy when I tell him all about you, sweetie. I don’t know why, but most guys have this yen to see two beautiful women together, making love. He’d be crushed if I actually left him for another woman--or another guy for that matter--but the idea of me playing around with someone else really gets him off.”

“Oh, I know all about men’s lesbian fantasies,” Marie surprised her by saying. “My boyfriend, Jared, is fully aware of my taste for pussy. As a matter of fact, there’s nothing he loves better than to share a girl with me occasionally. It’s all kinds of hot!”

Abigail was shocked. She said, “You…you have a boyfriend?”

“Sure I do,” Marie replied, grinning. “What, did you think I was exclusively into girls or something?”

Head spinning at this newly-revised image of the passionate, switch-hitting minx she held in her arms, Abigail said, “Well, of course I did! Female roommates… the way you came on to me at that club…and the hot night we’ve shared in this bed. What else was I to think?”

Now it was Marie’s turn to laugh and she did, before saying, “Well, I do have a steady guy, I’ll have you know! And he’s a honey, too, with a real donkey dick of a cock!”

There was a long silence and then Marie smiled impishly and suggested, “Hey, how would you like to meet him? You said you were looking for a real stud with a huge prick!”




Chapter Eight

 

Braver Still

 

“Well, I don’t know,” Abigail said dubiously; feeling like the earth had just shifted radically under her once again.

Mischievously, Marie reached for her cell phone. Snatching it up off the nightstand, she said, “It’s one in the morning, but Jared won’t mind me waking him up for a little mini-orgy with a red-hot mama like you. What do you say?”

Abigail’s body simply froze in place. Her mind, however, was racing a mile a minute.

She did want to meet a hot guy with a huge dick, to complete her and Mitch’s hotwife fantasy. But now that she had the opportunity, she wasn’t so sure she wanted it to be right now!

Tonight was a great start, she told herself. I met a hot young beauty and went to bed with her and made her come lots of times. She made me come lots of times. Isn’t that enough to accomplish on my first night out on the town as a hotwife?

“Oh, come on,” Marie implored her, still waving the phone around. “It will be so much fun! All I have to do is hit ‘one’ on my speed dial!”

Abigail was suddenly terrified! What if this Jared didn’t like her as much as his girlfriend did?

What if he finds me to be too old to turn him on? What if he thinks my tits aren’t perky and firm enough to excite him? What if he finds my ass is too flabby and not quite cute enough to interest him?

“I…I don’t think so,” she told Marie haltingly at last, “not tonight anyway.” Marie disappointedly lowered the phone and tossed it on the bed. She cuddled into Abigail’s big, naked tits lovingly and whispered, “What are you afraid of?”

“H-How old is this Jared?”

“Same age as me, twenty-one,” Marie murmured, still busy snuggling into the bounteous, soft flesh of Abigail’s chest.

Oh, God, they’re both barely older than my own kids! Abigail thought, suddenly feeling quite guilty about everything she’d done already.

“Come on, you didn’t let my age stop you before,” Marie urged her, playfully tweaking a nipple as she spoke.

Hot thrills raced through Abigail’s big tits once again and she remembered how passionate she’d been with this girl just a few minutes ago! Images of what they’d done together flooded back into her memory.

I certainly didn’t let her youth stop me earlier in the evening, Abigail admitted to herself wryly, thinking about how sweet Marie’s pussy was, and how many times she’d licked it so far tonight!

“Jared’s clean, too, just like I am, if that’s what’s worrying you,” Marie told her matter-of-factly. “We both get tested regularly.”

Tested? Tested for what?

“We’re seeing each other on a steady basis, but we’re not exclusive,” Marie explained still further. “He always wears a condom with the other girls he spends the night with and I always make sure the other dudes I’m with sheath up before I do anything with them.”

Marie kissed Abigail’s right nipple lightly before saying, “I’m very choosy about my bed partners and so is Jared.”

“You didn’t ask me if I’d been tested recently,” Abigail shot back, having finally realized that Marie was talking about sexually transmitted diseases, with all this talk of testing.

The girl laughed and said, “I didn’t have to, in your case. I could tell right away that you were very new to the whole singles scene. I bet you haven’t been with anyone but that husband of yours in ages; am I right?”

Abigail suddenly looked very ill at ease and turned her head so that she wouldn’t have to meet Marie’s gaze. She thought; you certainly got that right! It’s been over twenty years since I even looked at anyone else!

“Well, let’s change that right now,” Marie said impishly, and reached for her discarded cell phone again.

 

****

 

Oh, this is probably a mistake! Abigail kept thinking during the twenty minutes that had passed between Marie’s calling her boyfriend and now.

She was having trouble thinking at all. Marie kept kissing her and fondling her boobies, and teasing her clit with her delving fingers.

Now she was sucking lightly on Abigail’s fully erect nipples again and nipping at them with her sharp little teeth! Abigail moaned and pulled the younger girl’s lips in tighter, lying back against the pillows at the head of the bed, letting Marie have her way with her breasts entirely: what she was doing felt way too good to resist!

She’s going to make me come again, if she keeps doing that! Abigail thought as Marie switched nipples and palmed the one she had just been sucking as she went after the other one. Her middle finger kept sliding in and out of Abigail’s weeping cunt, right over her clit, as she busily nursed and kneaded.

Fuck, but this little girl got her hot! Abigail twisted and writhed on the bed, poised on the brink of another furious orgasm.

She was so turned on that she barely noticed at first when the bedroom door opened and a tall, wiry young man with dark, curly hair entered the room. Their eyes met and an amused little smile creased his handsome, youthful face.

He said in a low voice, “Hi, I’m Jared; and you’re gorgeous!”

Abigail hadn’t been naked in front of any man but her husband in over twenty years! She started to cover herself as best she could, but then she noticed that Jared—who was dressed in trainers with no socks, which he casually kicked off, and a loose UCLA sweatshirt—was rapidly getting naked as well.

Still smiling, he doffed the sweatshirt and eased out of the grey sweatpants he wore with it, and his formidable cock and balls quickly came into view. The breath froze in her lungs as she stared at the biggest hunk of male equipment she’d ever seen in real life as Jared completed stripping and got onto the bed with them.

“Hey, you made it, I see,” Marie said, glancing over her shoulder, ignoring Abigail’s very erect nipples for a second. “This is Abigail. And she’s incredible!”

The short-haired girl turned back to Abigail and said softly, “This is Jared. He’s my main squeeze. Isn’t he hung?”

That was understating it! Abigail could barely wrest her eyes from the gigantic dick and huge set of balls that dangled down under the boy as he came nearer to them on his hands and knees!

“Man, you weren’t kidding,” Jared sighed, his eyes sweeping over Abigail’s nude body, pausing at the tits Marie had resumed sucking, and then moving down to the juicy set of cunt lips his girlfriend was fingering while she sucked at those jutting nipples.

“How about letting me eat that hot-looking pussy, while you take care of her tits?”

Marie didn’t bother to answer; she just removed her finger and moved aside slightly so that Jared could go down onto his belly in between Abigail’s open legs. She started to say something, but then the young stranger’s hot breath was on her clit and Marie’s lips were sucking ever so gently on her right nipple.

Jared sucked her clit into his mouth and laved it with his tongue. Spasms of sensation careened together from Abigail’s well-sucked breasts and hotly-mouthed pussy and she found herself just sighing and reaching down for the boy’s curly brown hair.

This is so wild! She thought as she gave herself over to the wild pulses of pleasure racing through her whole body. I’ve never done anything like this in my life! It’s crazy! It’s so unlike me!

But tonight wasn’t for being modest; for doing what she had always done. No, it was for being brave; exploring things she’d never done!

 

****

 

Jared didn’t eat pussy the way Marie ate pussy. His style was hungrier, more aggressive; delightfully male!

But—coupled with Marie’s skillful nipple-sucking—it proved just as successful at making her come! The pair of youngsters soon had her wailing out her release, and wriggling all around on the bed under their combined oral attack!

This is so fucking great! Abigail told herself as the all-encompassing orgasm tore through her. I barely know her and I don’t know him at all! And yet they’ve got me coming for them; coming so fucking hard!

“She’s really a hot one,” Jared said approvingly as soon as Abigail stopped whining and writhing all around and released her death-grip on his hair.

He was sitting up on his knees between her legs and his awesome cock was now as hard as it could be! The thing was a real monster, poking out from that huge nut sac of his like a battering ram, gently pulsing in time with his beating heart!

“Do you want it, Abigail?” he asked her with a sly grin, noting the way her eyes were locked on it.

He took it in his fist and pumped it a few times, and a big tear of pre-come fluid oozed out of his cock head and shined enticingly in the room’s low light. She didn’t know the answer to that, so she remained silent.

He’s so damned big! Abigail thought, fascinated/terrified as she stared at the massive prick.

It wasn’t that he was a lot longer than Mitch; maybe an inch or an inch and a half. But his dick was over twice as thick as her husband’s. And Abigail had always thought Mitch’s cock was incredibly wide!

“Give her just a little taste, baby,” Marie urged him, scooting up beside Abigail and holding her upper body in her slender arms. “Just ease the head inside.”

The elfin girl grinned down encouragingly at Abigail and whispered, loudly enough for Jared to hear, “She’s a real hottie, once she gets started. You’ll see!”

Without further prompting, Jared moved up on the bed and nudged the head of his enormous manhood up against Abigail’s slick pussy lips. She gasped as he slid inside of her without too much effort.

She was really wet! Abigail guessed she must have been hot, too, because Jared closed his eyes in ecstasy as he said, “Jesus, babe, she’s like an oven inside!”

Abigail felt more and more of the unbelievably wide shaft entering her body as the boy let his weight down on her. She was being forced open by the most cock meat she had ever encountered.

But it didn’t feel bad; not at all! Abigail sighed once again as he eased his huge prick into her depths until she felt his mammoth ball sac resting against her anus, and she knew she had all of him inside her!

“God, she’s unreal,” Jared exclaimed excitedly, letting out a big breath. “So hot, and so tight, and so slick inside; I’ve just got to fuck her!”

And then he was doing just that! Abigail wrapped her arms around the trim boy’s torso and held on as he took her with a series of pussy-filling, easy strokes!

She hadn’t been fucked by a twenty-one year old in almost twenty years and she had forgotten how powerful, how hungry for pussy young guys were! Abigail moaned and cooed and quickly caught Jared’s rhythm and began hunching her hips upward to meet his thrusts!

“Oh, man, can she ever fuck?” Jared sighed and really started laying the meat to her.

Abigail bit her lower lip to keep from crying out; it felt so good to be fucked like this! The boy’s gargantuan cock was flying up and down in her now, forcing her pussy open as wide as it had ever been stretched, and his slick cock skin was gliding right up against her clit with each downward and upward stroke!

Her big tits shook and jellied upon her chest and Marie smiled and reached in between the pair of lovers and took a nipple in each hand. A fresh jolt of arousal shot down Abigail’s spine as the girl began rolling her sensitive nubs between her thumbs and forefingers: it was like all her erotic zones were being stimulated at once!

“Oh, oh, fuck, it feels so great!” Abigail wheezed as her umpty-umpth orgasm of the night hurtled down upon her.

The pulses started in her clit, rocketed up to her breasts, merged with those emanating from her nipples, and roared back down into her impaled pussy sheath. She began to gurgle out nonsense and to shiver beneath his forceful thrusts.

Her eyes rolled back into her head as Jared continued to hammer his huge-bore dick into her very recesses, and all at once, she went rigid under him and croaked out, “Oh, oh, fuck, am I ever coming?”

“Jesus, what a hot bitch she is!” He gasped and started to flood her gripping pussy with wave after wave of hot spunk!

Abigail realized in that instant that having unprotected sex with a kid whose last name she didn’t even know was probably a bad idea. But she decided she didn’t care!

This was one of the best orgasms she’d ever had in her life…




Chapter Nine

 

More

 

As sanity returned to her, Abigail lay back on the pillows and gathered her thoughts. She knew she should probably leave for home now, but she found herself reluctant.

Tonight was turning out to be unprecedented, in terms of sexual fulfillment, and she found, to her shock, that she wanted to experience even more! She looked up at Marie, who was still kneeling beside her at the head of the bed and asked, with a feigned ease that she wasn’t really feeling, “What do you want to do now?”

Marie smiled and moved down on the bed. She shooed Jared to one side and then flopped down onto her belly between Abigail’s legs.

“Ooh, he really creamed you,” Marie laughed, eyeing the monster cream pie her boyfriend had just left in Abigail’s pussy. “Let’s clean this up a little, shall we?”

Abigail assumed she was going to get up off the bed and fetch a damp washcloth, but Marie surprised her by forcing her thighs even further apart and moving her mouth right over Abigail’s soupy cunt lips. The girl gave her boyfriend a wry little smile and whispered, “Naughty boy; just look at the mess you’ve made! It’s a good thing that I’m here to clean it up for you, now isn’t it?”

With that, Marie dipped her head lower and proceeded to tongue out a huge helping of male come. She swallowed it dramatically, and then went back to work.

Oh, God, she’s going to lick all the come out of my pussy! Abigail realized. How obscene! How utterly depraved that is!

She moaned as the girl’s wriggly little tongue came into contact once again with her clit and she watched as another massive tongueful of semen disappeared down Marie’s working throat. This was totally lascivious… and it was irresistibly…hot!

Jared apparently felt the same way. Out of the corner of her eye, Abigail witnessed his youthful cock starting to stir to life once more!

Jesus, young guys, Abigail thought, remembering how horny a twenty-something boy could be!

The three of them were silent for a few more moments, just reveling in how nasty this whole scene was. And then Abigail took a nipple in each hand and began to twist them as Marie gobbled up Jared’s big load.

“Fuck, you two are really hot together!” Jared sighed out the words, and his impressive prick started to reach full erection again.

“Look,” Abigail whispered to Marie, “look at how hard he’s getting already!”

“Mmmmmmmmm,” Marie murmured, slurping down yet another big mouthful of cock cream as if it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted, “that’s good; because I think I want another helping of this hot goo. And I bet you will too!”

She got up onto her knees and lay down atop Abigail’s reclining body. Marie opened her mouth and showed her lover a mouth full of spunk and then lowered her lips for a kiss.

Abigail felt the hot urges tingling through her body as their nipples rubbed against one another and Marie’s mouth found hers. In seconds, she was swallowing Jared’s come, and deciding it was even more delicious that her husband’s!

Marie’s right, Abigail told herself as the two women soul-kissed and traded spit and male come. I do want some more of that! And I want to try sucking that enormous cock until I get some!

 

****

“Tilt your head back further, so you can get more of it down your throat, Abby,” Marie advised her.

Abigail was on her belly, next to Marie. They were taking turns sucking Jared’s huge python of a cock, giggling over their mutual inability to deep-throat all of it!

Taking the younger woman’s tip to heart, Abigail eased her head back a little further. Two more inches of the massive prick slid down her throat, gagging her.

“You almost had it all that time, girlfriend!” Marie laughed, taking the spit-soaked shaft in her hand as Abigail coughed and tried to regain her breath.

Marie slid the wide head into her own lips and pushed her head forward as far as she could, heeding her own advice and tipping her head backward as she ate it. Only an inch of the mammoth dick remained outside her lips, and her tongue traced lazy patterns around it as Marie held it in her mouth.

“How does that feel, darling?” Abigail, who had regained her composure by now, asked Jared, who was lying on his back, watching them compete to see who could give him the hottest blowjob.

“I’m in Seventh Heaven right now, baby,” he sighed, grinning down at her. “Two honeys gobbling up my big wanger while I watch; how do you think I feel?”

“Appreciated,” Abigail replied in a breathy whisper, waiting for it to be her turn with the super-cock again.

Jared laughed and nodded his agreement, saying; “Now that’s for sure!”

Abigail turned her attention back to Marie’s efforts to deep-throat the boy’s prick. She thought to herself, He’s not really that much longer than Mitch. And if I’m really into sucking cock that night, I can take all of him, if I put my mind to it!

The sound of Marie gagging reached her in that moment. She took back the horsecock and smiled encouragingly at her young friend’s efforts, letting her know that she’d done well without saying a thing.

I think the trick to doing this is controlling your gag reflex, Abigail told herself as she sucked in Jared’s fat cock head once more. I’ve got to remember to tilt my head back as far as I can get it, while controlling my gag reflex as best I can.

The thick knob of hard flesh glided down to where it been the last time she’d tried this and, sure enough, all of a sudden she wanted to choke. But this time, she didn’t!

I’m doing it! She told herself, thrilled at her accomplishment as her lips butted up against the hairy base of his magnificent cock. I’m really doing it!

“Oh, God, she’s got it all!” Jared gasped in surprise. “No one’s ever swallowed it all before!”

Abigail’s tongue went crazy; swirling and licking. Jared moaned even louder and his big hands crept up to grab her dishwater-blonde locks. He pushed his hips forward, burying all of his cock in her mouth and throat and implored her, “Suck it! That’s right, suck it all in, you red-hot mama, you!”

Now that she knew she could do it, that’s precisely what Abigail did for the next few minutes. While Jared gurgled with pleasure and groaned at how good it felt to have his whole cock sucked, Abigail moved her lips up and down the tree-trunk thick shaft, licking and swallowing his outpouring of pre-come.

It was delicious! She was so proud of herself, that she was almost orgasming right along with him!

And then Marie got into the act. Abigail felt her lover’s lips kissing their way up and down her thighs as she sucked cock!

Abigail whined and rose up off the mattress a little, into a modified doggie position, so that Marie could lick and suck at her clit as she swallowed Jared’s huge dick! The three of them filled the bedroom with gasps and moans and gurgles of pure delight for the next few minutes!

Suddenly, Jared moaned louder than he had yet that night and his hands tugged insistently at her hair. He croaked, “Oh, here it is, babe! Get ready to swallow!”

The throat-filling cock bucked inside her sucking lips and a flood of hot come inundated her mouth. Abigail gulped it down greedily and sucked for more, her tongue going wild on Jared’s spurting cock head.

“Save me some!” Marie pleaded before she went back to licking Abigail’s clenching pussy furiously.

Abigail saw red! Her whole body was coming, right along with Jared’s! The onslaught of hot spunk seemed endless and she swallowed it hungrily!

“Oh, oh, you hot cocksucker,” Marie growled passionately when Abigail’s pussy had stopped clasping shut and opening again and Jared’s dick had begun to soften. “Did you save some for me?”

Abigail spat out the rapidly deflating cock and spun around. She forced little Marie down onto her back on the bed and kissed her, letting a waterfall of jism flow out of her mouth and down into her lover’s as their tongues found each other.

Marie made a hot, gasping sound and swallowed all of the slippery goo down eagerly, her tongue gliding against Abigail’s spunky one. The two women made out intensely for more than a minute, and then Abigail tore her mouth from Marie’s, hissing, “I want to eat you, darling! I want to lick your little pussy so bad!”

“Holy fuck,” Jared murmured in something like awe as the two girls swung into a sixty-nine position, Abigail on top, and began to suck each other’s pussies like confirmed lesbians!

Even though she had just come seconds ago, Abigail’s cunt was on fire for Marie’s tongue! Something about Jared watching them being so bad with one another made it even hotter!

 

****

 

“Oh, oh, damn,” Marie panted, pulling her mouth off Abigail’s juicing cunt for a second, “he’s really banging me, babe!”

Abigail had to agree. Lying on her back, while Jared sawed his awesome cock in and out of Marie’s tight little cunt hole was as thrilling a sight as she had ever seen in her life!

Jared had fucked Abigail again first, when she’d been on top. He had really given it to her as well; making her come like a house afire while she ate Marie’s pussy.

Then Jared had pulled out briefly, while the two women had rolled over, and soon he was plunging his wide dong into Marie’s tiny opening, just inches from Abigail’s face. It was a spectacular view of that impossibly small crease taking all of Jared’s pounding cock, and coupled with Marie’s hot pussy-licking, it had Abigail so turned on that she knew she was going to come again too!

“So fuckin’ tight,” Jared murmured, rutting furiously. “Both of you hot bitches are so fuckin’ tight; it’s amazing!”

Mitch always says I’m still tight, even after having two kids, Abigail thought as she watched Marie getting ravaged right above her nose. Maybe when your dick is as thick as Jared’s, all pussies seem tight!

Just then, she heard Jared’s labored breathing intensify. He dug his fingers into Marie’s trim little ass cheeks and threw back his head and roared!

“C-Coming,” the young man rumbled, “emptying my balls into your snug little hole, baby!”

Marie wailed and started to shiver as Abigail licked her clit while Jared creamed her pussy depths. Abigail herself began to quiver under Marie’s hot licking and wrapped her arms tighter around her lover’s torso as she started to come right along with them!

A ring of pearly-white jism appeared around Marie’s stuffed cunt hole and slowly began to drip down into Abigail’s eagerly-accepting mouth. A heady combination of the girl’s sweet pussy juice and Jared’s savory cock cream, it tasted like pure Sex and Abigail noisily licked it into her lips and swallowed it all!

****

 

“What shall we do now?” Abigail asked in the darkness.

The table lamp had been turned off and the three of them snuggled together at the head of the bed. Jared’s seemingly indefatigable cock was at last soft and Abigail was so tired she could barely keep her eyes open.

“That’s easy,” Jared whispered. “We’re going to catch a few hours of sleep. Then I’m going to fuck both of you hot bitches again!”

Normally, Abigail would have put that down to bragging and wishful thinking. But Jared, she reminded herself, was only twenty-one, and horny as hell!

She fell asleep dreaming of big, untiring cocks, lots of come, and sweet, sweet pussies! When she awoke, she was confident her dreams were going to come true!

 

****

 

“Oh, oh, fuck, it goes in so deep this way!” Abigail wailed.

Jared was kneeling behind her on the bed, fucking the ever-living shit out of her cunt! She was on her hands and knees, doggie style, and mischievous little Marie was on her knees in front of her, tugging at her nipples.

This exquisite pounding had been going on for a few minutes now. True to his word, Jared had first fucked Marie to an explosive orgasm, waking Abigail up from a deep, dreamless sleep.

And then he had slipped his still very hard cock out of Marie’s satisfied pussy and urged Abigail up onto her hands and knees. He had taken her without any foreplay, sensing that the situation and seeing Marie get off would have been stimulus enough for the older woman.

He had been, oh, so right! His glorious dick felt like pure heaven up her stretched open cunt this morning!

I can’t seem to get enough of this enormous cock, Abigail thought to herself. I really should go home to Mitch soon—it’s already something like ten in the morning—but I don’t want to stop fucking Jared!

“Oh, baby, you’ve got one sweet pussy,” Jared growled at that moment, his dick flying up and down Abigail’s wet little sheath. “Gonna’ cream it--gonna’ spunk that tight little thing!”

Oh, yeah, Abigail found herself thinking. Do it! Come inside my hot little puss again!

She felt Jared’s big fingers digging into her ass moons and she knew he was close. But that was okay with her, because she was even closer!

Glancing up at Marie, she sighed, “Oh, babe, I’m coming again! I’m coming so great on Jared’s big dick!”

Marie smiled back at her and clamped down even tighter on Abigail’s jerking tits, squeezing the sensitive nipples hard, increasing her pleasure tenfold! Abigail whined and began to shiver from head to toe as Jared hammered into her!

“Ugh! Oh, take it, you hot bitch!”

Abigail felt a fresh deluge of come jetting up into her womb! Didn’t these young guys ever run out of jizz?

 

****

 

“Mitch, I’m coming home soon,” Abigail whispered into her cell phone.

Jared and Marie were in the kitchen, making themselves breakfast. Abigail sat naked in the bedroom, the door closed.

“Are…are you okay?” Mitch’s concerned voice came over the phone.

Abigail smiled and whispered, “I’m more that okay! And I’m going to be home real soon to tell you all about it!”

She heard her husband let out the breath he had been holding, his relief evident, even with no words spoken between them. Abigail whispered, “I haven’t showered yet. Do you want me to, before I come home?”

There was an awkward moment of silence, when she admitted, “I’m…I’m kind of full of another guys’ semen.”

Mitch gasped and remained silent. She lowered her voice even further and asked, “Make up your mind, Mitch! Do you want to experience sloppy seconds, or not?”

After a full half a minute of dead air, he said, “Come home…just the way you are…right now!”




Chapter Ten

 

Not A Fantasy Anymore

 

The drive home from Marie’s apartment only took fifteen minutes, once she was in her car. First she had to tell Jared and Marie good-bye before she left, and that involved lots of hugging and the exchange of cell phone numbers, in case they all wanted to get together again, which they both assured her that they did!

I’d love to see them again; too, she decided as she drove home, depending of course how this morning goes with Mitch!

He had sounded okay on the phone just now, but you could never tell. He might be alright with what she had done last night and this morning at first, but it might gradually turn sour in his mind over the next few days, when he’d had time to really think about it.

Most men would be totally repelled at the mere thought of being cuckolded. Mitch had insisted that was exactly what he wanted from her, but still…

 

****

 

There was a minimum of traffic at midday on a Saturday, so she was home in minutes. She took a deep breath as she exited her Mercedes in the garage and entered the kitchen.

No Mitch; but that wasn’t a surprise. She expected to find him in the living room, pretending to be unconcerned about her overnight absence; still playing it cool, as he had been last night when she’d left the house to go to the club.

But he wasn’t there either. The living room was empty and still as she entered it.

“Mitch, where are you?” Abigail called out.

“In here,” came his answering call from down the hall and the master bedroom.

She put her purse and wrap on the coffee table and made her way down the hall to him. He was bare-chested and in bed when she entered the bedroom and he stared at her excitedly, saying: “Show me! Take that dress off and show me!”

Rapidly reaching the conclusion that he seemed more aroused and eager than angry, she quickly complied. Off came the dress, her bra, and then her hopelessly soiled thong panties.

“Holy fuck, Abby,” He groaned, seeing the huge, messy cream pie her tiny panties were losing the battle to hold back as the ruined, sheer little thong slid down her long legs.

She was no longer wearing the pantyhose she had left the house in last night. They were wadded up in a ball inside of her clutch purse on the table.

Abigail kicked off her shoes and turned to face the bed. She could feel a big glob of Jared’s come oozing out of her pussy lips as her husband watched, slack-jawed with shock!

“Who…who was he?” Mitch sighed, staring at the incriminating flood of another man’s semen cascading out of her shaved-bare lips.

“Some kid,” Abigail said, shooing him back onto the bed, making room for herself to lie down naked next to him. “I’ll tell you all about it, if that’s still what you want?”

“Damn right it is,” Mitch growled, seemingly still fixated on how much spunk was seeping out of his wife’s recently-violated cunt!

“I thought so,” Abigail said with a sly little smile, reaching under the sheet and finding her husband’s big dick already as hard as it could be. “Just the thought of me with someone else—for real this time; no fantasy involved—is enough to make you as stiff as fireplace poker!”

“T-Tell me about it, please!” Mitch nearly groaned out the words as she stroked his rigid dick under the covers.

Abigail smiled and said, “Well, I went to The Roses, like I planned. The crowd was appallingly young, except for one couple in their forties who were trying way too hard to blend in…”

 

****

 

“That sounds incredibly hot!” Mitch gasped, when his wife had finished telling her all about going back to Marie’s apartment and getting into bed with her. “But where does…?”

He stared at her gooey cunt lips, obviously wondering where all that spunk had come from, in light of what she had been describing to him so far; nothing but pussy-eating and nipple sucking! She grinned mischievously and answered, “Oh, it turns out she has a boyfriend. My little Marie is very bisexual. She enjoys cock as well as pussy; the bigger the better!”

“Big…how big?” Mitch inquired breathlessly, hanging on her every word.

She thought she noticed a bit of dread in her husband’s eyes as he contemplated her spending the night with a spectacularly hung guy; not as a fantasy for them both to enjoy this time, but for real! She didn’t let that stop her: she had decided to tell Mitch everything, just the way he said he wanted her to!

“Jared, that’s the kid’s name, isn’t really a lot longer than you,” she whispered, running her thumb over the top of Mitch’s cock, smearing a huge glob of slick pre-come over it as she spoke. “But he’s soooooo, thick, darling!”

She whispered excitedly, “his cock is nearly three times as thick as yours, and I always thought yours was pretty wide - until last night, that is!”

“F-Fuck,” Mitch sputtered, “it must be huge! Didn’t that hurt?”

“No, baby, it felt so awesome way up inside of my cheating little pussy,” Abigail shared mischievously, teasingly, keeping her eyes wide and innocent looking— knowing it would drive Mitch over the edge--as she finished with: “He’s only twenty-one, like Marie, so he could fuck me all night long…and he did!”

Mitch gave out with a sound that was somewhere in between a roar of anger and a growl of pent up desire as he reached for her shoulders and turned her over onto her back. He scrambled in between her splayed open legs and set the head of his cock against her sticky pussy lips and pushed.

“Oh, fuck,” Mitch whined as he sunk all the way into her so easily he clearly couldn’t quite believe it, “you’re…you’re so loose all of a sudden! And you’re so full of his come!”

“Mmmmmmmmm, I told you he had a really thick one,” Abigail murmured, kissing her husband’s ear lobe, and then chewing lightly on it; which she knew from long experience would drive him crazy. “And I lost count of all the times he creamed me last night and this morning!”

Mitch made a sound as if she had just kneed him squarely in the balls and began to fuck her like a wild man. His thick cock felt small inside her pussy, for the first time ever, and it was making an obscene sucking sound amid all of that spunk!

“Oh, oh, God,” Mitch murmured, “he ruined you! You’re so stretched out inside!”

Abigail couldn’t help laughing. She ruffled Mitch’s short hair and whispered, “No he didn’t, silly. I’ll be as tight as I ever was in a day or so.”

She began fucking her husband back, rolling her lush hips upward to meet his frenzied thrusts down into her soupy cunt. Her motion had the effect of pushing Mitch’s cock tight up against her clit and Abigail sighed and murmured, “Ooh, that feels so nice, baby! Now you’re fucking me!”

The cheating wife gazed up adoringly at her husband of twenty years and said, “Fuck me. Fuck me hard…just the way he did…all night long!”

Mitch looked as if she’d just driven a taser up his asshole and touched it off. He shivered all over and began to fuck her furiously, as if seeking to reclaim her from Jared!

****

 

“That was incredible,” Abigail sighed contentedly. “I don’t think I came that hard all night long, even with as many great fucks as that kid gave me.”

Mitch grinned and said, “You can quit trying to get a rise out of me now. I get it. I really do! He fucked you a bunch of times last night, and he had a truly memorable dick!’

She trailed her fingertips through her husband’s hair as she said, “You can say that again! And I’d forgotten how hard a twenty-year old guy can fuck! My pussy is going to be tender for a week; especially after that ride you just gave it, stud!”

He almost blushed as he said modestly, “Well, I may not have a cock like his, but I always try to do the best I can with what I’ve got.”

Just before she kissed him, she murmured, “No complaints here; not ever!”

They made love tenderly this time; no rush, no white-hot need. It was exquisite. It was just what Abigail was craving, after all the hard fucking she’d had last night and today.

Both of them came at the same time, Mitch deep inside her flooded pussy, as they kissed passionately. When they finally separated, Abigail said, “You know, there’s a lot to be said for making love, too; instead of just fucking!”

“There sure is, kitten,” Mitch said, touching her cheek lightly, with just the pad of his fingers. “You’re quite a woman, you know that?”

“And you’re quite a man,” she answered him lovingly, really meaning it. “You’re all I’ve ever needed.”

There was a long, contented moment of silence between them, and then he asked, “You mean last night was it? You don’t want to…play anymore?”

“I don’t know,” she replied truthfully.

After taking almost a full minute to think about it, she said, “Maybe I do, maybe I don’t.”

When Mitch continued to look confused, she said, “Last night was incredible. I did things I had never done before, with anyone. And every second of it was unbelievably thrilling!”

“But you don’t know if you want to do it again; is that it?”

Abigail shrugged and said in her own defense, “I did a lot last night; I really did!”

She thought about Marie and how sweet being with her had been. She told Mitch, “I really enjoyed licking Marie’s pussy, and having her lick mine.”

After another short silence, she said, “I can’t explain it. I’m not a secret lesbian or anything. But I’ve been…I guess you could say…fascinated by other girls and their naked bodies, ever since I was a teenager.”

“So last night, that part of it anyway, was something you longed to experience,” Mitch said.

“Yeah, I really did,” Abigail admitted. “I had always chickened out right at the last minute before, with other girls. But I didn’t last night! And it was terrific, I won’t lie to you!”

Mitch regarded her cannily for long seconds before asking: “And now that you’ve gone all the way with another girl, you don’t want to do it again?”

Abigail smiled and felt herself turning red as she answered, “I didn’t say that. I said I’d have to think about it; that I wasn’t sure.”

“How about the kid with the huge cock,” Mitch plunged ahead, “don’t you want to feel it inside you again?”

His wife giggled like a naughty schoolgirl and admitted, “I might.”

She looked him right in the eye and said, “It was hot; again, I won’t lie to you.

He made me come a zillion times, and I reveled in every one of them!”

Seeing the momentary hurt in her husband’s eyes when she said that, Abigail added softly, “But I don’t need that! It was fun, but I’m not sure I want to do that again.”

She smiled at Mitch and whispered, “What we did when I got home…now that’s something I want to share again and again; until we’re both too old to care!”

All the tension that had been building between them seemed to evaporate instantly. She nestled her head into his bare chest and asked, “What do you want me to do? This was more your fantasy than it was mine, you know! Have you had enough…‘hotwifing’ to last you for a while, mister?”

“Funny you should put it that way,” Mitch responded. “While you were…away last night, I got on my computer and did some more web-surfing. Did you know that in the real classic hotwife scenario, it’s the wife, not the husband, who calls all of the shots?”

“Really,” Abigail asked, intrigued by that bit of unexpected information, “why is that? After all, it’s mostly his fantasy that gets all of this started, right?”

“Yeah, that’s true in nearly every case, but it rapidly becomes more hers than his after it starts,” Mitch explained. “She’s the one doing the actual fucking, now isn’t she? So it’s only right that she should choose the men, or women, she’s going to sleep with; when she’s going to do it, where it’s going to happen, and all of that; not him.”

“Now that’s really wild,” Abigail said, ruminating about what her husband had just shared, “but when you think about it, it makes perfect sense.”

“It does,” Mitch agreed.

“Give me a little while to wrap my head around that one,” Abigail said just before she dozed off.




Chapter Eleven

 

Decisions

 

The next Monday, as soon as Mitch left for work, Abigail got on her computer and looked up the word “Hotwife” once again. For several hours that morning, she read testimonials from couples practicing the hotwife lifestyle, learning the difference between bulls and boyfriends, the cuckold phenomenon and the classic hotwife scenario.

There were some similarities, she soon discovered, but there were some differences too. And they were important differences, as it turned out.

Being a true cuckold or a hotwife husband whose wife had been caught up in a serious relationship with a “bull” didn’t sound like a good fit for her and Mitch at all. She couldn’t picture a big, handsome, take-charge guy like her husband meekly agreeing to wear a “cock-cage” to which she kept the only key, or licking out her pussy after watching another man fill it with spunk!

She hardly thought his hotwife fetish went that far!

In delving further into the subject of cheating on her husband, Abigail found that she really liked sense the freedom that being a true hotwife would give her, as long as Mitch would go along with it. She discovered—much to her shock—that she loved the idea of being totally free to meet and have sex with whomever she pleased, male or female, whenever the urge struck her!

But she wasn’t so sold on the idea that she wanted to lose her marriage over it. She smiled as she thought of her husband and the great life they shared together right now.

No, being a hotwife wasn’t worth sacrificing her married life over. But if Mitch agreed to try it…she could see herself doing just that!

****

 

 

“I’ve been doing some reading on this whole hotwife thing,” she announced at dinner later that week.

“Oh, perusing websites and looking around?”

“Yeah,” she admitted. Her heart was suddenly beating faster as she said, as casually as she could manage it, “I think I want to try being a true hotwife for a while, just to see if we like it. We can quit any time, if we don’t.”

Mitch considered that a long time before answering. There was a bit of a smirk on his handsome face as he asked whether or not she wanted to be a “classic” hotwife.

“Well, I don’t mind coming home and telling you all the details,” Abigail said carefully, “and I now know some true hotwives don’t do that.”

When Mitch nodded agreement, she flashed him a naughty smile and admitted, “I find telling you all about what I’ve done to be almost as much fun as doing it in the first place!”

She thought about it a minute and offered tantalizingly, “I might even consider having a three-way with you and another guy, or another girl, if you thought you could handle that.”

He took a deep breath and mulled that over in his mind before saying, “We’d have to talk about that. I might get really jealous, actually witnessing you cheating on me with another man first hand.”

Mitch laughed and then added, “With another girl…now that would be nothing but hot!”

“Sexist,” she teased him, taking a sip of her wine, “you’re fine with watching me lick a pussy but you draw the line at seeing me suck a cock!”

Her husband thought about that for a moment, his first reaction being one of hesitation, but it was soon replaced by a smile. He said, “Maybe…we’ll just have to see. I know myself well enough to know I’d be jealous, but it might be so hot, watching you with another guy, that I could overcome my initial discomfort.”

“How about fucking?” Abigail was really enjoying teasing him so relentlessly. “It really turned you on, seeing me all stretched out and full of Jared’s spunk. Wouldn’t you like to watch me actually getting creamed, darling?”

Mitch shivered as if a cool breeze had suddenly blown through their dining room. He managed to reply somewhat haltingly, “Like I said…we’d just have to see.”

They stared at each other across the table for a few moments; then Abigail asked him straight-out, “But you definitely would be okay with me trying the hotwife thing for a little while longer, just to see it we both like it?”

After a short pause, Mitch conceded, “Sure; I think that would be great.”

 

****

 

It was Friday night and Abigail found herself once again getting ready to go out alone, in search of some naughty, extra-marital fun. She wasn’t nearly as nervous as she had been the first time.

Mitch’s unflagging support helped immensely. By now he seemed to have totally gotten over his reluctance to have her check out the hotwife lifestyle still further, since she had first proposed it the other night at dinner.

For one thing, he wasn’t sitting in the living room this time, pretending to calmly read the paper. Now, he seemed more eager than he had that first night, even going so far as to help with selecting a seductive outfit for her to wear, right down to the shoes, and accessories.

Tonight, Mitch was waiting for her in the bedroom, eyeing her chosen dress carefully as she entered the room from the master bath. She was still stark naked but her hair had been carefully done, as had both her nails and her make up.

He beamed at his wife’s bare body and said with a little leer, “Some guy or girl or both is going to get unbelievably lucky tonight!”

“Maybe,” Abigail cautioned him, patting his cheek and flashing him a wry smile as she passed him on her way over to the bed, “but maybe not. I’m still going to be very selective, darling. I may end up coming home early, if I don’t meet anyone who really does it for me.”

“I like it that you’re being careful in your choice of partners,” Mitch said, stepping over to where she stood and taking her in his arms, hugging her nude body to his. “And I’m grateful as well that you’re being safe about who you let enjoy this fabulous body of yours.”

“You can rest assured that I’ll continue to be that way, darling,” she said, smiling at him and leaning in for a kiss. “I wouldn’t want to bring something nasty home with me for you to catch. That would prove awful for both of us!”

 

****

 

The club she had chosen for tonight’s little hunting expedition featured the unlikely name of The Velvet Keyboard. It was a piano bar, located in between West Hollywood and Beverly Hills.

The club was supposed to be a very upscale place; a venue where a woman of a certain age, who on the prowl, could meet a sophisticated, mature man and hook up with him. Abigail thought that sounded very appealing.

Last time out, she had met young Jared and Marie, and that the sex that meeting had sparked had truly been spectacular. But tonight she wasn’t out to recreate her first hotwife experience.

No, tonight she craved something different; something elegant and sensual. Not that her night with the two youngsters hadn’t been sensual, because it had.

But it hadn’t been what she would call elegant by any means. It had been sweaty and raw and quite wonderful, but she wouldn’t really describe it as “elegant”.

It was fantastic, in its way, Abigail thought as she made her way around to the front of the club from the rear parking lot. But this time I’m in the mood for something entirely different. Tonight I want “classy”, and from all I’ve read about this place on the net, this is the club where I might meet someone who would give me exactly that kind of experience!

The interior of The Velvet Keyboard looked to have been taken straight out of a glamorous movie set from the nineteen-thirties. It featured large black and white flooring tiles, and acres and acres of red velvet curtains, with a long, curved bar, its front lined with tall, black leather swivel stools.

And its denizens proved to be among the best dressed lounge patrons she had ever seen anywhere. As she stood at the entrance, taking the place in, she saw an abundance of well-tailored suits, expensive neckties, and even a tuxedo or two scattered about the large room, and the women who were in attendance were all bejeweled and dressed in either very nice cocktail dresses or evening gowns.

There wasn’t a pair of jeans, designer or otherwise, visible throughout the whole establishment! The crowd all appeared to be in their thirties or older, with some grey hair sprinkled in among the customers seated at the bar, or inhabiting the two or four seater tables which stood next to the dance floor.

That thirty foot by twenty foot space was crowded with couples who were dancing to the pianist’s rendition of a recent popular song, something by Adele, if Abigail’s ears didn’t deceive her. She went over to one of the vacant two-seater tables located in the back, near the dance floor, and sat down.

The cocktail server who approached her wore a dress that was nearly as impressive as the one Abigail had on; which was a stunning little number in teal. Abigail’s gown was cut extremely low across the bodice, and it featured a daring slit up the left side that ran almost high enough upward to reveal the side strap of the peach-colored thong panties she was wearing under her sheer pantyhose.

“I’ll have an appletini,” she told the waitress, electing to stay with a winner.

She had been drinking appletinis the night she had met Marie; and that little encounter had turned out to be fantastic. Why change what had worked for her before?

Her eyes slowly adjusted to the low light in the room as she glanced about, taking everything in. Other than a lit candle in a colored-glass holder on each small table and some lights highlighting the liquor bottles lining back bar, there wasn’t much by way of illumination in the big room.

She also noticed a baby spotlight pointing downward above the dance floor, now that she thought about it. Her eyes drifted over to the bar, where her server was waiting for the tuxedoed bartender to finish making her drink along with several others.

There was a man, well over six feet tall and devilishly handsome, sitting near the waitress’s station, watching her. Abigail was almost sure he was watching her, even though he was pretending he wasn’t.

This guy was really nice looking, for a much older man, with a distinguished flash of grey at his temples, setting off his beautifully-styled black hair, and a dark suit that was clearly custom tailored and fit him just the way a suit should fit. He smiled at her just then, and got up off his barstool and sauntered right up her table.

“Hi, my name is Glen Breckinridge, would you care to dance?” He asked her the question with an understated confidence, seeming to sense that she wouldn’t turn him down.

“Sure, Mr. Breckenridge, I’d love to dance with you,” Abigail answered boldly, really liking what she saw so far, now that he was standing right next to her table; Glen Breckenridge wasn’t young, but he was devastatingly good looking, self-assured, and…suave!

That was just the right word for him; “suave”. Abigail had never met a man who could be described that way before and she was intrigued.

Glen Breckenridge had the kind of good looks that Cary Grant, an A-list movie star from the thirties had had; or Clark Gable, the King of Hollywood in the nineteen forties and star of the immortal classic, Gone With The Wind. He held out his hand to her and escorted her out onto the floor together.

****

 

“You dance beautifully, Abigail,” Glen complemented her as they glided across the floor together, under the spotlight a few minutes later.

“So do you,” she said. “You move like a dance instructor.”

He seemed to have been made for this throwback setting, with his dimpled smile, his beautifully cut suit; his carefully styled hair. Glen Breckenridge wouldn’t have been out of place in movie scene from the thirties or forties; his look was just right: this retro-themed nightclub fit him like a glove!

“Where’s your husband tonight?”

Abigail had decided to wear her wedding and engagement set tonight, unlike the other night at The Roses. She’d figured if she was going to be a hotwife, she should look the part, complete with the jewelry that showed she was married.

“He’s at home,” she volunteered boldly. “He knows where I am, and what I’m up to.”

Glen smiled charmingly and asked, “And just what are you up to, my beautiful Abigail?”

“Meeting interesting men,” she answered him truthfully. “You see, my husband and I have an arrangement, Glen.”

To her surprise, he merely nodded that he understood and waited for her to continue speaking, evidencing no surprise at what she’d just said. She asked, “Have you ever heard the term…‘hotwife’ before?”

Again, he nodded affirmatively. She smiled, suddenly understanding why he was not at all taken aback by what she’d said and went on, saying, “Then you know just why I’m here tonight.”

“For fun,” he said approvingly, “how fortunate for me.”

“How so?” She asked him.

“Because that’s why I’m here as well,” he answered with a grin. “I’m looking for a girl exactly like you.”

 

****

 

They left The Velvet Keyboard together two hours later, arm in arm. As they both made their way to their respective cars, there was no hurry.

Both of them knew exactly what was going happen next, and both of them were thrilled at that prospect, but only slightly nervous about it. She was going to follow him to his mansion in nearby Beverly Hills, where they were going to spend the night together in bed, sharing hot sex and getting to know one another intimately, at least on the most physical of levels.

As they started out, Abigail eased her cell phone out of her purse and activated the Bluetooth connection in the Mercedes. After two rings, Mitch answered.

“Oh, darling, this is just a quick call to let you know that I’ve met the most marvelous man tonight!” She whispered excitedly, confident that the microphone in the expensive sedan would pick up her lowered voice perfectly.

“What’s he like?” Her husband asked, sounding as excited as she was.

“His name is Glen Breckenridge and he knows all about the hotwife lifestyle!” Abigail answered as she drove. “It seems he had a relationship with a woman named Glory and her husband Blake until just recently.”

“Oh, yeah,” Mitch asked, “what happened with that?”

“It seems that this Glory girl was a lot younger than me,” Abigail said, swinging onto Elevado Avenue off of Hillsdale Avenue, still following Glen’s pearl-grey Lexus. “She and her husband wanted to have children, so they aren’t playing the hotwife game anymore, at least not for a few years.”

“Tell me more about this Glen,” Mitch urged her, sounding more and more turned on as the moments passed, realizing that his wife was about to cuckold him again.

“He’s dreamy,” Abigail sighed, smiling to herself, “he’s not young; I’d guess him at around forty-five. But he’s tall and in great shape and very handsome!”

“Has he…you know…got a big cock?”

Abigail laughed and whispered, “That’s what we’re about to find out, aren’t we, darling?”

She followed Glen onto a residential street called North Hillcrest Road and started the uphill climb into the highlands Beverly Hills was named for. As she reached up to switch off the phone connection she said, “I think he does have a big one, from dancing with him during a bunch of slow songs. I’ll let you know for sure tomorrow, when I come home; ciao until then, darling!”

Smiling excitedly, she broke off the wireless connection. Abigail drove along until Glen made a turn into the driveway of a huge house overlooking the Los Angeles basin. The large wrought iron gates swung open and she followed him inside, her heart beating faster and faster as they closed behind her car.




Chapter Twelve

 

Glen

 

“May I offer you a cocktail?”

She and Glen stood in his magnificent living room, enjoying the panoramic view afforded by the series of big picture windows which made up the rear wall of the house. She could see his picture-perfect patio and swimming pool area as well, and she wondered what it would be like the swim in that pool and take in all the lights of Los Angeles as you did so.

“No, I think I had enough to drink earlier, at the club,” she told him, turning to face him.

“So did I,” Glen agreed with her, smiling.

“Which way is the bedroom?” She asked pointedly.

“You don’t beat around the bush, do you?” He said admiringly. “It’s upstairs, just above us.”

“So we’ll have a fantastic view of the city lights from up there, too?”

He extended his hand to her, saying, “Let’s go up and see, shall we?”

Together, they climbed the nearby staircase and he led her into the master bedroom. Again, the whole back wall of the big room had been constructed of glass so that its occupants could see both the pool and the city below it, with its brightly-colored lights stretching out as far as the eye could see.

“Wow, that some view,” she sighed, gazing raptly out the big window.

“It’s about to get a whole lot better, I think,” Glen said, unzipping the back of her dress and sliding it off her shoulders.

“No fair, me being the only one naked in this room,” she said, turning around to face him and easing off his suit jacket; undoing his necktie.

“Fair is fair,” he agreed amiably, with a big smile, as she undid the buttons on the front of his shirt while he reached around behind her and unsnapped her bra.

“Damn, those are really something,” Glen sighed, staring down at her naked breasts.

“So’s this,” she said, running her fingertips over his waxed-bare chest, pausing to admire his pecs and his six pack abs.

While she undid his trousers, he was busy slipping his hands under her pantyhose and panties. Both of them sighed as the last of their clothing disappeared and she took his very impressive cock in her hand while he claimed both her breasts with his.

In seconds, they were on the bed, embracing, rubbing their bare bodies against one another, kissing passionately. Her tongue slipped inside his mouth and her fingers mussed up his perfect hair as the red-hot kiss went on and on.

This guy has a huge one, too! Abigail thought giddily as they made out and she felt it firming up against her naked belly. It’s not as thick as Jared’s, but it’s even longer and it’s definitely thick enough!

“God, these are exquisite,” Glen sighed, breaking off the kiss and staring down at her impressive chest once again.

“So’s this,” she murmured once more, fisting his heavy cock, rubbing a drop of his pre-come against the taut skin of her tummy. “I want to taste it!”

Glen groaned at the thought of that and made no move to stop her as she slid lower on the mattress, until her mouth was even with his hard prick. She smiled up at him and licked all around his glans, holding his eyes with hers.

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” he breathed as she took the head of his dick in her mouth for the first time, her tongue never ceasing to move over it.

A few weeks ago, a cock this size would have intimidated me, she thought as she eased more of it into her mouth and then into her throat. But not after Jared; after sucking Jared off, I know I can take it all!

Glen moaned once more as she slowly ate his whole prick, lashing at him with her teasing tongue. She rolled him onto his back as she sucked, and she didn’t stop until his whole manhood was deep in her throat and her lips were firmly pressed up against the base of his towering cock!

“Oh, oh, fuck, but you’re a great little cocksucker!” He gasped out the words as she slowly began to suck him off, his hands toying with her hair, pulling her tighter onto his throbbing dick.

Abigail sucked and sucked, her pussy pouring out lubricant, her nipples feeling huge as she rubbed them against his hairy legs while she blew him. After another minute went by, Glen drew a sharp breath and stopped her head strokes by placing a palm gently against her forehead.

“Later, you can suck me off all the way later, if you want,” he panted excitedly. But right now…I want you to fuck me!”

“Do you want to get a condom out first?”

“Not unless you’d prefer it that way,” Glen sighed, staring down at her across the plane of his chest and stomach. “I have a copy of my latest lab test, dated just yesterday, in the nightstand drawer, if you’d care to see it.”

She smiled and said, “Later.” Abigail wanted this big cock inside her in the worst way and she was determined to have it!

Going up onto her knees and straddling his torso, she eased down onto his prick and felt it parting her pink furls easily. She groaned with pleasure at the sheer size and bulk of him as she settled onto his groin, his big dick fully sheathed inside her stretched open pussy!

“W-What about you,” he gasped as she began to ride him, her big tits dangling down around his mouth, shaking and shimmying, “are you safe?”

“I’ve only done this hotwife thing once before, darling,” she whispered as she dragged her nipples across his smooth chest, “and both my partners that night had been recently tested. Before that, I hadn’t had another man besides my husband in twenty years!”

“Oh, God, you feel so tight and perfect around my cock,” Glen rasped. “Ride me; do me any way you want to, you fucking goddess, you!”

Abigail smiled and did just that. His cock was as magnificent as his house, and it felt as if she was making love to a movie star, he was so handsome!

This hotwife stuff was proving to be as addictive as drugs! She didn’t think she could ever get enough of it, now that she had started…

 

****

 

“Oh, yeah, just like that,” she pleaded. “Fuck me hard, just like that!”

It was two in the morning and it felt like they hadn’t stopped since they’d gotten to Glen’s house at around midnight! She was up on her hands and knees and he was behind her, fucking her doggie style, and he was really laying the cock to her!

Her big breasts jiggled and shook as he pounded into her again and again, and she could feel her clit starting to throb! She was going to come once more and this would make at least the fifth time that had happened tonight!

God, this guy is a great fuck! She thought, marveling at both his stamina and his energy.

Jared had been more than great as well, but Jared was just a kid! Glen was older than her, older than Mitch!

He must be using Viagra or something like that, Abigail realized, but she didn’t care. Whatever it is, I just hope he has a big supply of it!

“Oh, God, you fuck me so wonderfully!” She wailed out the words as her pussy started to go off yet again around his gliding cock.

Her cunt tightened down on him as she came and Glen moaned and started to shake, his prick entrapped by her quaking insides. He bellowed, “Take it! Take it, you hot bitch! Take my come!’

Another huge load of molten ball-juice flooded her already-saturated pussy, ramping up her own orgasm a full notch! Abigail whined and shivered and almost blacked out, her climax grew so intense!

 

****

 

“So do you mind if I ask you more about Glory?” She said while they were resting at the top of the bed.

Glen smiled fondly at the memory of his former hotwife lover and said, “Not at all; she’s quite a girl. And her husband, Blake, is quite a guy too. We used to get together on Saturday’s, over at their house. We’d have a big barbecue in the back yard, share a few drinks and a few laughs, and then we’d go into the bedroom and fuck until the next morning!”

Abigail wondered if Mitch could ever do that…share her with another guy so readily; laugh and drink with his rival, and then merrily join in the fucking when it started? That all sounded fantastic to Abigail, she had to admit!

“We used to have a fourth partner, a guy named Robert,” Glen recalled. “He was a young man, with a big cock, who started out as an every other weekend guy. I’d come over one weekend, and then it would be Robert’s turn the next.”

He looked over at Abigail and explained, “Robert was divorced. He had a toddler daughter he had custody of every other weekend. He’s a nice young man but I guess he and his ex-wife couldn’t get along, so they split up several years back.”

Glen smiled and said, “One weekend, we both showed up at Glory and Blake’s house together. We knew all about one another, and the arrangement, but Glory had gotten a yen to experience a lot of cock at once, so she tried inviting both of us the same weekend.”

“How did that work out?”

Her partner for the night laughed and said, “Great; we all fucked Glory until she could barely walk straight, all at once and one right after the other! It was a blast for us guys, but for Glory most of all—like I said, she’s a hell of a girl!”

Abigail thought about taking all of that huge cock on at once, and her pussy started to get wet again. She sighed and said, “It sounds like it.”

“We still see each other socially,” Glen said. “She and Blake have me over for dinner once in a while, and we fool around afterwards sometimes. But it’s harder with two little ones running around the house, so it doesn’t happen very often.”

“It sounds like it was fun while it lasted,” Abigail commented.

“It was great fun,” Glen agreed. “Glory could do it all and—take it from me--she just loved doing it all!”

Abigail turned onto her side and asked, “What could she do that I haven’t done for you tonight, Glen-darling?”

He reached over and fondled her ass cheeks lovingly. She shivered, knowing exactly what he wanted without him saying a word.

She and Mitch hadn’t done anal in a few years now. Anal sex had been sort of a nice change of pace, back when they’d first gotten together.

But it had also been somewhat messy and it could be mildly painful sometimes, Abigail remembered, when they hadn’t used enough lube up there to help smooth out the pounding! Truthfully, when Mitch had stopped requesting it, she hadn’t really missed it much.

However, she found that she did want to please Glen as much as this Glory girl had. So if he wanted her that way; she was happy to oblige, even though he was larger than Mitch in the cock department!

 

****

“You promise to go slow, don’t you?” She asked over her shoulder as Glen finished lubing up her backdoor. “I haven’t done this in a while, and I’ve never done it with a guy who had as big a cock as you do, darling!”

“Oh, is your husband small?” He asked, as he worked the heavy lube all around inside her tight anal passage.

“No, he’s fairly good-sized, just not as long or quite as thick as you are,” Abigail replied truthfully.

“And he doesn’t like anal?”

She smiled back at him and said, “I wouldn’t say that. But when he quit asking for it a few years back, I didn’t really miss it.”

“Well, I’m a big fan of anal sex,” Glen said, patting her bottom with his non-greasy hand, “and I’m going to enjoy this so much. And I’m going to take special pains to make sure that you do, too!”

Abigail wasn’t sure he could really make taking his huge cock up her tight little asshole fun, but she was willing to play along. After all, maybe this dashing, handsome older guy knew something about anal sex that she didn’t!

It certainly seemed that might be the case. Because Glen didn’t mount her right away, for one thing, the way she had supposed he was going to, now that he had her heinie all lubed up and ready for cock.

Instead, he took her into his arms once again and kissed her. Glen was a good kisser and so handsome besides; she melted into his embrace!

He soon had her breathing faster and running her fingers through his messed up black hair as they made out. She felt her nipples getting stiff again up against his hairless chest and her pussy was starting to really pump out the lubricant!

But Glen didn’t stop there. Next, he kissed his way down to her nipples and sucked them for a while, increasing her readiness for cock by tenfold!

He nipped at her tender pink buds as well while he sucked on them, and he soon had her gasping and pulling his mouth in tighter onto her heaving titties! She was really surprised when he slowly kissed his way down her belly and began to lave her clit with his tongue!

No man had ever touched her clitty with his tongue when she was already flooded with his semen! Marie had, she remembered, and the thought of that hot tongue-fucking/pussy sucking—coupled with the memory of her little lover gulping down Jared’s deposited come so noisily as she had licked it from Abigail’s flooded pussy-- turned her on even more!

But sexy, oh, so sophisticated Glen clearly didn’t mind the taste his own jizz. He got down on his tummy between her legs and really began to eat her pussy, while he started toying with her lubed up anus as well with his fingertips.

God, that feels so nasty! She found herself thinking. I definitely like it…I like it a lot!

Glen didn’t stop teasing her clitty with his tongue tip and playing with her ass until he had her wriggling all over the bed. She was so hot for his big cock now; she didn’t care where he put it! She just knew she wanted it!

He further surprised her by lifting her legs right along with him when he straightened up onto his knees from eating her. Glen merely threw her calves up over his shoulders and centered his huge cock head in her anus and pushed, ever so gently.

“Oh, oh, God, it’s going in me!” She gasped as his prick burrowed right through the protective elastic ring of her anus and slid into her well-lubed sheath of muscle.

Glen sighed at how tight she was back there and fed another few inches into her ass, all the while teasing her jizz-slick clit with his fingertips. She hadn’t even known that people ass-fucked this way—before tonight, every man who had ever had her anally had mounted her from behind!

“Mmmmmmmmm, this feels so different,” she complimented him on his choice of positions.

He didn’t bother to respond; he simply slid the rest of his sizable cock into her asshole and began to bugger her. And to her shock; it didn’t really hurt!

She felt stuffed with cock, but it wasn’t really that bad; having a huge cock stuffed up inside the “wrong” hole! Abigail took a nipple in each hand and began to play with them as Glen ass-fucked her.

This is kind of nice at that, she told herself as the warm sensations emanating from the fingers toying expertly with her clit began to radiate all through her lower body.

She tugged a little harder on her nipples and the good feelings suddenly pulsing through her body increased, along with the speed of Glen’s strokes into her stretched-open asshole. Abigail rolled her head from side to side, reveling in how good it felt to get butt-banged this way!

An orgasm she sensed was going to be huge—a climax such as she had never experienced before—began to build within her. In another minute, she was cooing out her pleasure.

Another minute beyond that, she was begging him to: “Fuck my ass! Fuck my hot ass hard, and make me come!”




Chapter Thirteen

 

Revelations

 

Abigail drove into the garage at ten the next morning. Her bottom might have been a little sore, but her heart was singing!

Glen was such a thrilling lover. He had showed her such a great time in bed last night and this morning, and he had given her a lot to think about, too.

She knew now that she wanted to experience the sort of freewheeling sexual relationship Glen and Robert had enjoyed with Glory and her husband, Blake! Her only challenge would come in convincing Mitch to try it, but that wasn’t really an insurmountable problem.

It would take time; that’s all. She was confident she could do it eventually.

Her beloved husband was too big a horndog to be able to resist watching her in action with other hot guys like Glen, and maybe even with Jared; not forever! She felt very confident and was humming a happy tune under her breath as she opened the garage door and entered the house that morning…

 

****

 

“Up the ass… you let him fuck you in the ass?” Mitch asked incredulously.

“Twice, as it turned out,” his wife admitted with a shy little smile. “It felt so good, I let him do it again right before I came home just now!”

Mitch cocked his head disbelievingly and asked, “How big did you say this Glen guy’s cock was?”

Abigail giggled and reached for Mitch’s very erect prick as she said, “I know! It’s so wild! I didn’t even like anal that much before!”

“Are…are you going to…” Mitch’s anxious voice trailed off hopefully.

She smiled at him and whispered, “Of course I am, darling. You can fuck me anywhere you want, any time you want! You should know that after all these years!”

His face clouded with uncertainty as he said, “But you said you didn’t want to do it that way anymore, the last time I brought it up, years ago.”

Abigail drew his head downward with her fingers and kissed him with everything she had. Their tongues met and toyed with each other, and she pushed her naked chest upward against his and rubbed her very stiff nipples against his fur.

“I was a fool,” she sighed, when they finally broke off the kiss. “I’ve got the greatest guy in the world in bed with me every night, and I had all but stopped enjoying him! I don’t know what I was thinking!”

Mitch grinned as she said that and pushed his cock into her very slick pussy. He grimaced as he said, “Jesus, this guy shot even more come into you than that kid did, Abby!”

She smiled up at him and nodded that he had. “Glen has a big set of balls, too, as it turns out. And they’re just full of come, darling! Or at least they were, until he ran into me last night!”

Her husband groaned and began to ball her furiously. His cock made a lewd squishing noise as it slid up and back in her stretched out pussy, floating as it did on a huge coating of Glen’s semen.

She loved it! Abigail reveled in being such a bad girl!

And the best part was, she knew that deep down inside that Mitch loved it even more than she did…

****

 

“So much spunk!” She admonished him lightly, smiling as she said it. “You talk about Glen! You really cut loose in me this morning, too, darling!”

“I’m surprised you even felt it,” he chided her right back. “You already had so much in you, thanks to that other guy you spent the night with last night!”

“Mmmmmmmmm, he did jizz me a lot,” Abigail teased him, patting his cheek as she spoke. “But I thought he saved most of it for my ass. And he came a lot when I blew him this morning, about an hour before that last ass-fucking he gave me!”

Mitch looked agonized by her admission, but in a good way! She had her husband’s number now.

She knew he loved to hear about other guys flooding her with their hot come, in all of her holes! Abigail playfully reached out and took Mitch’s right hand and brought it to her asshole.

“Feel,” she urged him. “Feel how much come he shot into me back here!”

Her husband groaned and thrust one, then two fingers up her gaped open anus. He moaned as he felt the huge wad of another guy’s com--and the slick lubricant--still up there.

“You weren’t kidding,” he sighed, fingering her asshole and leaning down for a kiss, “he really unloaded in you!”

“He did,” she agreed, kissing him with rising passion.

When the torrid kiss finally ended, she whispered, “And I want you to do the same! I want to feel that big cock of yours up my butt, darling, just like I felt his a little while ago!”

Mitch shivered and started to get hard again right away. There was an old tube of sex lube in the nightstand drawer and she reached for it, saying, “Some more slickum can’t hurt.”

“He left you slick enough,” Mitch groused as she lubed up his hard cock and shot some of the gel into her bottom, after he had removed his fingers.

She surprised him by staying on her back, lifting her long legs until her toes touched the wall above the headboard, presenting her well-fucked asshole to him. Abigail hissed, “Play with my clit as you fuck me, baby. Fuck me right in the ass—the way he did!”

Mitch needed no further urging. He leaned forward, reaching down and guiding his hard dick into her nether hole while he reached for her clit with the other hand.

“Ugh! Oh, God, I’d forgotten how thick you were, since the last time we did this!”

“I thought you said this Glen guy was bigger and thicker than me?”

“He is, but I’m a little sore this morning, too,” she sighed; “it’s about all of this ass-fucking all of a sudden, after years of abstinence!’

“I’ll try not to hurt you, honey,” he groaned as he pushed the rest of his cock into her slickness, “but I…I’ve…just got to have you this way too!”

“Of course you do,” she breathed as he took her fully.

She kissed his earlobe and whispered, “I want you to! I want you to fuck me right in the ass, the way he did, and make me come!”

Her husband moaned and began to ball her backdoor as if he’d never had it before. It did hurt a little, but she didn’t mind.

Abigail just held him close and let him ravage her bottom. She kissed and cooed and surrendered her ass to his thrusts!

He’s such a sweetie, she thought as he pummeled her butt over and over again. He may never be the ass-fucker Glen is, but it is starting to feel good; it really is! The clit-play and her tugging at her own nipples proved to be the key. She ground her pussy up against his toying fingertips and yanked on her pink nipples until she was writhing in ecstasy under Mitch!

“Oh, God, fuck me!” She urged him. “It doesn’t hurt anymore! Fuck me, darling, fuck my naughty butt and make me come!”

Mitch shivered like a fever victim as she said that and plowed her even harder, even deeper. He moaned into her ear, “So tight…so fucking tight and slick!”

It ought to be slick, she thought, Glen shot two big loads back there and used a ton of lube; and then I squirted even more gel up my poor ass just a few minutes ago!

“Oh, oh, oh, fuck, it’s so hot up inside you back there!” Mitch wailed at that moment and she felt his warm goo spraying down into her bowels, to join Glen’s!

“Ugh! Oh, fuck, darling, I’m coming too!” She gasped as she went off around his pistoning cock.

Her orgasm was deep and intense and all-consuming. It might have been her best come of the last twenty-four hours, and that was really saying something!

 

****

 

“You know, you’re such a stud, baby!” She told Mitch a few minutes later, nuzzling into his naked chest. “You can really throw a girl a hot fuck, when you put your mind to it!”

Mitch laughed with delight at her risqué compliment and held her even closer. He said, “God, I feel so close to you right now!”

He shook his head and went on to say, “How can that be? You spent the entire night and part of this morning being very, very nasty with another man, and yet I feel closer to you right now than I did five years ago!”

She cooed and said, “I know just what you mean, lover. This…this…cheating I’m doing seems to be making us love one another even more. It’s not alienating us, the way you’d think it would!”

“That’s so true,” Mitch agreed, holding her even closer.

He grinned at her and said, “And the sex! The sex between us is hotter than hot now, all of a sudden!”

“You’d better believe it, mister,” she sighed, smiling back at him. “I love you so much, I can barely stand it!”

They just held each other for long moments, and basked in this unexpected benefit of her becoming a hotwife…

 

****

 

“This Glory girl sounds fantastic,” Mitch told her, after she had finished laying out the whole Glen-Robert-Blake-and Glory scenario for him.

“That’s what Glen thinks, anyway,’ Abigail said.

They were still in bed together. They had dozed on and off, and made love once more. It was nearing four in the afternoon on the Saturday she had returned from Glen’s mansion.

“Of course, he thinks I’m pretty special, too, after last night,” Abigail said, smiling playfully at Mitch.

“He ought to,” her husband said, reaching for her nude body, “after you let him have this sweet ass of yours.”

She grinned at him as he traced lazy patterns on her bare butt with his fingertips. Abigail said, “I told you about all of those Saturday nights he spent at Glory’s house, sometimes with another guy named Robert, not to mention Glory’s husband.”

“Yeah, that sounds hot alright,” Mitch agreed, his cock flexing.

“Would you ever consider something like that…for us, I mean, darling?”

Her husband’s brow furrowed as he thought that over. At last he said, “I still don’t know if I could ever do that, baby. It would be hot, I’ll admit that… watching you with those other guys; and I’m sure you could handle them okay.”

Mitch sighed and added, “The problem is still me, I guess. I loved hearing what you did with Glen last night. But I’m not sure how I would have reacted if I’d been there as it was happening.”

“You’re still too jealous to even consider that, huh?” She asked him teasingly, trailing her fingertips across his chest hair.

He shrugged helplessly. She moved over onto his chest, her big breasts squishing down on his pecs as she whispered, “I don’t love Glen, silly! I might love his big cock and having it in me occasionally, just for fun. But this is the one I want for ever and ever, don’t you know that?”

She had reached down and captured her husband’s half-hard prick as she spoke. Abigail jacked the skin up and down, helping him achieve full erection once again.

“I want this one in me all the time, wherever you want to put it,” she growled, smiling proactively at him. “But I’d like to ride Glen’s with you watching sometime, too, just to see how it felt!”

Abigail flashed him a naughty smile and whispered, “Hell, I might even like to try letting you two double me…Glen in my pussy while you fucked my asshole! Wouldn’t you like to try that?”

Mitch gulped and his dick jumped in her grasp, hard as a boulder by now. He gave her a shy little smile and whispered, “Maybe…we’ll just have to see!”

 

****

I think we made definite progress this weekend, Abigail thought smugly as Mitch departed for the hospital on Monday morning.

My ass is still a little sore, but that will pass. And Mitch isn’t nearly as quick to say “no” about three-ways and the like as he was just a few weeks ago. He really seems to be considering it seriously.

She took off her bathrobe and went into the closet to find her vibrator. Lying down naked on the big bed, she imagined Mitch’s nice cock up her ass and Glen’s up her cunt at the same time.

“Ooh, baby, that’s the way to fuck me,” she sighed aloud in the empty house as she brought the buzzing sex toy up to her clit…




Chapter Fourteen

 

Now That Sounds Like Fun!

 

Abigail’s cell phone buzzed in her purse on Wednesday afternoon. It happened while she was returning home from a downtown meeting with Dustin, so the phone was still set on its silent, vibrator mode so that it’s ringing wouldn’t interrupt the meeting.

The new refrigeration in the main flower shop was halfway installed and Dustin had wanted her to see all the progress that had been made. It had just looked like a lot of pipes and wires and mess to her, but she’d smiled and nodded where she thought it was appropriate and had acted as if she knew something about what was going on—which she’d be the first to admit she didn’t!

She fished the buzzing phone out of her purse as she drove along and glanced down at the caller ID. It read, “Jared”, and she smiled as she activated the Mercedes’ Bluetooth link.

Now, what can that big-dicked scamp want? She had the thought as she swung down off the freeway and headed for home along the surface streets.

“Hey, Abby, what’s up?” The youthful male voice came over the car’s speakers.

“What’s up with you?” She countered. “After all, you called me.”

There was a long pause and he finally answered, saying: “I’ve been thinking about that night over at Marie’s a lot lately. You’re one hot mama, that’s for sure!”

She laughed, slightly embarrassed to be having this conversation, and said, “Yeah, and you’re one horny stud. What about it?”

After another hesitant pause, Jared said, “I told a couple of my boys about you and they were impressed. They want to meet you.”

Abigail’s heart went into overdrive. She asked, “What, exactly, did you tell them?”

“Pretty much all of it,” Jared admitted. “They’ve both fucked Marie with me before, so they know the drill.”

Abigail had thought her heart was beating fast before. It was pounding so hard it threatened to jump right out of her chest as she pulled into her driveway!

“The thing is…Ruben and Dave are uh both…as well-hung as I am, and they want to…uh…fuck you, along with me, of course,” Jared offered by way of explanation. “Dave’s black; does that make a difference?”

Her mind seemed to shut down. Trapped in a fog of shock and surprise at this sudden, extremely illicit proposal, she raised the garage door in front of her and drove inside on autopilot, her mind racing!

“W-What does Marie say about all of this?” She asked, stalling for time; still shocked almost senseless at the idea that three college age boys—two of which she hadn’t even met—were anxious to… gangbang her!

Do I even want that? She asked herself, on the edge of panic. This is the kind of wild, kinky sex that sounded hot as hell, when Glen was telling me about Glory doing that with him and her husband and that Robert guy.

But, again, fantasy wasn’t reality! And Jared sounded as serious as he could be about this…this…sex orgy with his two buddies!

“Marie doesn’t figure into this at all,” Jared went on to explain. “I don’t plan on telling her about it. We’re not exclusive, you know.”

“I…I know,” Abigail said, just to have something to say, her mind still working frantically to process what he was asking of her.

“We were thinking this Friday night might be good, if it works for you,” Jared said. “Marie’s doing something with a bunch of chick friends of hers, so she’ll be out of the picture that night anyway.”

Abigail didn’t say anything, because she didn’t know what to say! She just sat in the car, in her closed garage, and stared down at the cell phone in her hand.

“We, me and my two friends, plan to get tested that day, if you say yes,” Jared offered just then. “That way we wouldn’t have to sheath up that night.”

Three twenty-something guys! She thought nervously. That would be a small ocean of spunk I’d have to deal with if I agreed to do this, especially if they all went bareback inside of me!

“You’re going to have to give me some time to think this over,” Abigail finally managed to blurt out. “I…I’m not used to being thought of as some sort of ‘gangbang mama’, you know!”

He sweetened his voice as he explained, in a defensive, pleading tone, “It’s just that you were incredible that night, with Marie. You acted like you couldn’t get enough of my big cock.”

She shuddered, thinking about how right he was! That long, thick thing had felt like sheer heaven inside her pussy; stretching her to her limits, pounding down into her!

“I think you girls could have totally handled it, if Ruben and Dave had showed up that night, too,” Jared added.

He gave a light laugh and said, “Hell, I’m pretty sure you could have handled it all by yourself, Abby. You were hell-on-wheels in that bedroom!”

Abigail shivered with pure lust once again, thinking of what it might feel like to be surrounded by that much hard, youthful cock meat! She recalled how hot she had gotten when Glen had told her all about Glory’s foursome and how the three men had fucked her all night long!

“You’ve got my number, if you decide you want to do this,” Jared said next, apparently tired of waiting for her reply. “Call me back by tomorrow, at the latest, okay?”

Just as she sensed he was about to hang up, she asked hesitantly, “If…if I did decide to do this, where would we be meeting for this…mini-orgy?”

“Dave and Ruben share a one bedroom apartment not far from Marie’s place,” Jared told her. “I crash there on the couch once in a while, too, when the three of us have been out partying till all hours of the night.”

She started to ask more questions, but then Jared said, “I gotta’ go to class now. Call me by tomorrow with your answer.”

Just before he broke the connection, he said, “I sure hope you’re gonna’ say yes, because I really want to fuck you again, baby; you’re nothin’ but hot!”

Abigail sat in the car for a few minutes after the connection was broken, trying to recapture her breath. Before she got out and went inside to shakily retrieve her vibrator from its hiding place in the lingerie drawer, she said aloud in a breathy whisper, “So are you, Jared; believe me, so are you!”

 

****

 

For the next twenty-four hours, Abigail agonized over her decision. If she went through with this, she knew full well that she couldn’t tell Mitch about it ahead of time. Maybe she’d be truthful with him once she got home from the gangbang, if it went really well and she decided he could deal with the thought of his until recently-pure wife taking on three cocks at once!

If she decided to do this, she’d probably tell him Jared had called, but then she would lie to her husband and tell him that this proposed rendezvous was with Jared and Marie, not with him and two other huge-dicked college boys! She had to admit that every time she thought about getting that much young cock meat shoved into her all night long, she had to slip into the bedroom and use her vibrator again, to relieve the sexual arousal she felt!

It was true that she and Mitch had promised each other total honesty when they’d started all this hotwife business and she’d managed to keep her word so far. But she didn’t know whether or not Mitch was ready for her become a willing participation in a…gangbang!

There was really nothing else to call it. If she met Jared and his two friends on Friday evening, it was going to be all about their fucking her repeatedly, until they’d had their fill of her! She would be little more than a piece of female meat, there for the young men’s sexual pleasure.

The feminist in her thought that was appalling. The good wife and model mother part of her found it equally disgusting.

But this brand new, hotwife side of her personality found it almost irresistible; the sheer depravity of it was just so…thrilling! If she agreed to this, she wouldn’t be solely fulfilling the fantasies of three young college age males; they’d be fulfilling her own fantasies as well, daydreams about her being a red-hot cougar; freely taking her pleasure wherever she found it!

Just thinking about doing something this taboo…something so obscenely out of character for her excited Abigail to the very limit. But could she really bring herself to do it; to have sex with three guys at one time; to lie to Mitch in order to do it?

Maybe I could, she thought to herself, maybe I really want to!

After all, if she was eventually successful at talking Mitch into joining in with her cheating fun, they’d be having Glen over to dinner, and then the two of them would be sharing her for the rest of the night. And the whole idea of that still managed to send chills up and down her spine every time she let herself daydream about it!

She hurried back into the bedroom, in search of her vibrator. As she pulled off her clothes and lay down on the bed for the third time that day, the vibrator buzzing in her grip, she thought of Jared and his two friends fondling her, licking her all over, mounting her with their huge cocks!

“Oh, God, I feel like such a slut when I think of that,” she said aloud as she began to fuck herself with the toy. “But I think I want it! I want to do it for real!”

 

****

She was back to being as nervous as she could possibly be Friday night as she got ready to go out and meet Jared and his two friends. Everything about tonight was wrong, totally foreign to her past experience, and she knew it.

But Abigail was unbelievably thrilled about spending the night in bed with the three young guys; especially the part about her not even having met two of them before! And part of her nervousness was due to the fact that she wasn’t completely sure all would go well tonight; that she would be able to measure up being to the incredible hottie they were expecting to meet. What if the two new boys thought she was nothing but an over-the-hill old lady and didn’t even want to fuck her?

And she was more than a little apprehensive about the sheer immorality of what she was doing! What if her daughter had chosen to behave this way and she’d found out about it?

“I’d have grounded her until she was thirty!” Abigail whispered aloud in her bathroom as she finished her make up. “I’d send her to a nunnery; and we’re not even Catholic!”

She sighed and began working on her hair, now that her make up was done. Abigail shook her head wonderingly at the sheer depth of her own transgressions.

Lying to Mitch, she told herself for seemingly the thousandth time since she had told him about Jared’s call yesterday, that’s the worst!

Her heart ached as she considered how wrong it was to deceive her sweet man like this! She had told her husband that Marie would be there, too, and she hadn’t even hinted about the other two guys being present tonight!

In the end, she felt she’d had to lie to Mitch because she knew instinctively that he wouldn’t have allowed this night to happen--had he known the truth about it--and she knew it: fucking Glen again would have been alright. They had already talked about that, and her husband was all for it, if she wanted it. Even a night with Jared by himself might have been okay with Mitch.

But he’d never consent to this! It was just too wild!

And yet she found that she wanted it badly, the more she thought about it. A huge part of this…gangbang’s attraction was that is was so totally unlike her.

She had never done anything even vaguely like this before in her past! And the thought that she had grown bold enough to actually do it sent huge thrills rippling through her from head to toe!

Abigail finished up her hair and went into the bedroom to dress. Mitch was waiting for her, smiling encouragingly as he asked, “So, I guess you won’t be home until tomorrow sometime?”

Abigail managed a nervous smile and said, “No, probably not, if all goes as planned. Those two will no doubt keep me busy all night again.”

“You’ve aged far better than me,” he whispered admiringly, taking her naked body in his arms before she started to put her clothes on. “I doubt I’d have the stamina to keep up with two youngsters all night long, were I in your place.”

You don’t know the half of it, she thought wryly, giving him a particularly tender and heart-felt kiss before breaking the clinch and hurrying into the outfit they had mutually chosen for her to wear tonight. She had to admit, she was eagerly thinking only about Jared’s super-cock and two more just like it as she hurriedly got dressed.

Tonight’s clothes weren’t as elaborate as those she’d worn to The Velvet Keyboard the last time she’d gone out. As far as Mitch knew, she was just meeting Jared and Marie for a few cocktails and then a night of debauchery at Marie’s apartment. She didn’t have to dress up much for that.

She slipped into a loose-fitting blouse, worn braless, and a pair of black-lace thong panties, pulling on a pair of old jeans over them. A pair of sandals completed her simple outfit for the evening.

She picked up her everyday purse from the bed and a light jacket and she was off, giving Mitch a toodle-loo wave of her fingertips, still feeling completely awful about lying to him this way. But nevertheless, before a minute had passed, she was already in her car and backing out of the garage.

Abigail lowered the door in front of her and then got out her cell phone and transferred the address Jared had provided her with yesterday--when she’d called to accept his invitation for tonight--into her car’s navigation system.

She followed the map to an old apartment building that was right around the corner from the one she had lived in when she had attended UCLA over two decades ago. This was far from an upscale neighborhood and there weren’t many other Mercedes on the street; and none that were as expensive or as new as hers.

She sighed as she used the key fob to lock the car, hoping it would still be there in the morning. At least she had managed to park directly under a streetlight.

Abigail walked the half a block to the address Jared had given her and climbed the three flights of stairs up to the old building’s top floor. Her heart was pounding—and it wasn’t from climbing the steps—when she finally came to apartment number three-twelve and knocked on the door.

Jared answered it immediately. His welcoming smile was huge when he saw her standing there, and he threw the door open wide and gestured her inside…




Chapter Fifteen

 

All Kinds Of Fun

 

“This is Ruben Garcia and that’s David Thomas,” Jared said, introducing an average size Hispanic guy and his much taller black friend, both of whom stood in front of the couch, looking nervous as they clutched their tall cans of Bud.

“Man, she’s fine, just like you said she was,” David, the black kid, told Jared with a wide grin as he looked Abigail up and down.

“No kidding, dude,” Ruben said with a smile that made him look shy, but equally pleased with what he was seeing, “she’s everything you said she was, and more!”

“This is Abigail, guys,” he said smugly, presenting her to them.

Turning to face her, he asked, “Can I get you a drink. We’ve got beer and some scotch and gin, and maybe some vodka. I’ll have to check.”

“I’d love a vodka tonic, if you’ve got it,” Abigail said nervously, eyeing the two strangers warily, “just some vodka over ice if you don’t.”

“Coming right up,” Jared said, turning and stepping away into the tiny kitchen nearby.

There was the sound of him rummaging through cabinets and then of the refrigerator door opening. She heard the tinkle of ice cubes hitting a glass and in seconds, Jared returned with a water glass full of clear liquid and ice cubes.

“Sorry, no tonic, but there’s lots of vodka,” he said as he handed it to her.

“That’s okay,” she assured him, crossing over to an old chair which sat by an end table topped with a lamp—both of which she suspected had been purchased in a thrift shop--and sitting down.

The boys sat back down on the couch—which looked as if it too had been acquired at someplace like Goodwill—and sipped their beers. Jared went back into the kitchen and returned with a battered-looking dining room chair and turned it around, resting his arms on the top of it as he faced them, beer in hand.

“So, you guys all go to UCLA, I take it?” Abigail asked; just to have something to say.

She took a sip of her vodka and struggled to keep from making a face. It clearly wasn’t a top shelf brand like Gray Goose or even Smirnoff’s. It tasted like it was probably a generic brand someone had picked up at Rite Aid on sale.

“Yeah, I’m studying to be a civil engineer,” Ruben said, “and Dave is a P.E. major.”

“Dave is a football player, first and foremost,” Jared said with a laugh, taking a big sip of beer. “He’s there on a football scholarship.”

“Hey, I was all-conference last year, dude,” David corrected him, smiling at Abigail as he spoke. “I’m going to turn pro next year, if I have a second year like that last one. I’ll be hauling in the big bucks then!”

She could believe the black kid was some sort of football stud. He must have stood six foot, six inches tall and he had a massive chest and huge arms; and no waist at all.

“I went to UCLA myself, back in the day,” Abigail said, drinking another mouthful of her not-very-good vodka.

“I bet you were a cheerleader, weren’t you?” Ruben said with a grin. “You’re sure pretty enough!”

“I was too busy with my studies to participate in many extra-curricular activities,” she said modestly, “but I was selected as one of the homecoming princesses my senior year.”

“I’ll just bet you were,” Jared said smoothly, looking her over from head to toe again. “You must have had a body that wouldn’t quit back then.”

“Hell, she’s got a body that won’t quit now, dude!” David said slyly, smiling at Abigail one more time.

She grinned at the much younger man’s compliment and took another swallow of her vodka, saying, “Why thank you, David. A woman loves to hear things like that, especially at my age.”

“Can I get you another?” Jared asked.

Glancing down at her drink, Abigail was shocked to see it was nearly empty already. She looked up and said, “Sure, that’s very gallant of you, Jared.”

“I’m just trying to get you drunk, so that we can all take advantage of you, Abby,” he said, rising and taking her empty glass.

She giggled, really feeling all of that vodka she had just finished inhaling and said, “I bet you are, you young scamp!”

 

****

 

The three boys each had two more beers and Abigail had two more vodkas. By the time she had finished the last one, she was floating on a cloud of alcohol and the unmistakable feeling that the testosterone level in the room was near rising out of control.

The talk had gotten more provocative in the hour since she’d arrived at the apartment, but it didn’t offend her anymore. She was ready…ready for whatever happened next!

So when Jared said, “I think we’ve all had enough to drink. I guess we should show you these before we adjourn to the bedroom.”

He stood and handed her three eight by eleven, type-written pages that he picked up off the dining room table. They were lab reports, and they stated that all three boys were disease free as of this afternoon, according to their blood work.

“So, no condoms required, I take it?” She asked, rising unsteadily to her feet.

Jared stepped forward and scooped her into his arms, saying, “No, baby, nothing is going to come between us and that fantastic body of yours tonight.”

He kissed her then, his tongue exploring the inside of her mouth for long seconds. She heard a voice say chidingly, “Hey, man, I thought we were supposed to share tonight!”

David’s strong hands seized her shoulders and peeled her out of Jared’s arms. She looked blearily up at him and his mouth came down on hers, his hot, lively tongue replacing the first boy’s in an instant.

Oh, God, it’s starting; I’m really going to do this! The excited thought hit her as her nipples began to spike against the black youngster’s wide chest.

“Hey, how about me; I’m not ready to play the Mexican side-kick role tonight, you know, guys,” Ruben’s lightly accented voice insisted.

Again, she felt herself being pried from a boy’s arms and then Ruben’s mouth was on hers and his tongue was dueling with hers! All of these guys wanted her so badly!

She could feel it in the sheer hunger of their kisses, the way their tongue’s sought hers out so eagerly. Abigail nearly swooned with a rush of arousal and she didn’t resist at all when six male hands were suddenly all over her, squeezing and caressing; because she wanted them there, too!

Lost in a fog of male touching, exploring, unbuttoning, she soon found herself in the bedroom, completely naked, surrounded by three equally naked boys. All of them had hard cocks; and those cocks were magnificent!

Ruben’s was brown, of course, and it looked a lot like Jared’s whopper; all firm and throbbing with lust and so thick she doubted she could close her fingers around it. And David’s was huge, too!

It was black as a piece of onyx and looked to her shocked eyes as if it was a foot long as it jutted outward from two of the largest balls Abigail had ever seen! And it was hefty as well; not as thick as Ruben’s or Jared’s, but thick enough to really stretch her pussy!

They fell on her breasts like hungry wolves, sucking and licking, and nipping lightly with their sharp teeth. Abigail soon found herself flat on her back in the middle of a double bed, with a boy on each side of her and another on his belly between her splayed open legs.

“Oh, God, that’s it!” She cooed, running her fingers through each nursing youngster’s hair, her eyes half closed in lust. “Suck ‘em; bite ‘em a little…just like that!”

Ruben, who was between her legs, sucked her clit into his mouth and batted it around with his tongue tip. She arched her back up off the mattress and fed more of her pulsing tits into the other boys’ mouths, ooohing and aaaahing over what they were doing to her.

These young guys are so hot for me! Abigail marveled as they ate her up. I’m going to come right away! These horny young fuckers are going to make me come!

“Fuck, man,” Ruben wheezed excitedly, drawing his mouth away from her ready-to-explode cunt for a second, “her pussy is as sweet as honey!”

He fell back to licking and biting her clit once again and Abigail felt the tell-tale tremors start to ripple through her belly! She groaned and thrust her pussy against his mouth and tongue and drew her other lovers in tighter on her breasts, gripping their hair in her clawing hands.

“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming!” She gasped seconds later, her whole body shivering and shaking, her tits jerking together so hard her suitors had trouble keeping her nipples in their mouths.

Abigail heard Ruben swallow, and she knew the cunt cream was pouring out of her orgasming pussy! She groaned and came even harder…

 

****

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” she sighed blissfully.

Ruben was balls-deep inside her pussy, riding it relentlessly. And Jared was next, crouching right behind the bed, ready to stuff his hard on into her as soon as his pal finished fucking her!

She turned her head back to her left and licked at David’s long, black cock once more. He held her head still and punched his mammoth dong between her lips, skull-fucking her nearly all the way up to his huge balls.

Abigail didn’t care! She was in Cock Heaven!

“Oh, God, she’s so tight!” Ruben sighed, fucking like a crazy man. “This little chica’s cunt is so hot…so slick!”

“Jizz her, man,” Jared hissed, his eyes never leaving the spot where Ruben’s big dick was disappearing into Abigail’s pinkness. “Let me see that hot come boiling out of her snatch, dude!’

Ruben threw back his head and roared, his nuts unloading wad after wad of warm jism into Abigail’s tight pussy. She mewled happily, her own orgasm crashing down on her, and sucked at David’s hard prick even more enthusiastically.

The waves of come-pleasure hadn’t even begun to subside when she felt Ruben easing himself out of her and Jared replacing him! She moaned as the even thicker cock split her gooey insides open still further and began to pummel her depths!

Fuck, oh, fuck, she told herself in rising ecstasy, this is even better than I imagined it being!

“Oh, man, you really spunked her,” Jared sighed, fucking hard. “She’s so full of come already! Where’s she gonna’ put mine?”

Ruben chuckled and said, “Who cares, pal? You were so right; she’s the hottest fuck I’ve ever had!”

Abigail couldn’t believe it, but she felt another orgasm already starting to build just then! Hearing Ruben say she was the hottest fuck he’d ever had was intoxicating…it was…

“Ulllmmmm!” She gurgled around David’s gliding dick meat, unable to wail out her joy as she wanted to as the third orgasm of the evening overwhelmed her…

 

****

 

“Suck it, you hot bitch!” Ruben moaned, watching his dick being swallowed all the way up to his balls. “Eat my come while Dave gets off in that hot little pussy of yours!’

Abigail was on her hands and knees now, sucking Ruben’s cock while David reamed out her pussy from behind. His dick was so long it hit her cervix every time he buried it inside her, but she didn’t care anymore.

There was only cock, cock, and more cock for her tonight: that thought possessed her totally! She ran her tongue all around Ruben’s huge dick as she sucked it, reveling in the taste of his pre-come and knowing he was about to flood her mouth with hot jizz!

She welcomed it. She was more than ready to suck off all these beautiful pricks as many times as they wanted her to; she wanted them to fuck her until they couldn’t get hard anymore!

Abigail was desperate to be ravaged in every hole she had tonight. This might be her one chance to experience an orgy like this…and she didn’t want to miss a thing!

“Sweet Jesus, but this girl can fuck!” David groaned at that moment. “You were so right, Rube; she’s the best piece of ass I’ve ever had!”

She felt the splash of his semen inundating her pussy sheath and a huge climax gripped her! Ruben sighed and she experienced a deluge of warm cock cream in her mouth.

The out-of-her-mind-with-lust woman greedily swallowed it and sucked for still more…

 

****

 

“I…I don’t know about this,” she said uneasily as Jared finished lubing up her anus and smearing the slippery gel on his prick.

“Come on, Abby, don’t be that way,” Jared said teasingly, reaching around her body and tweaking her nipples and kissing her neck. “You know you want it!”

That was just the problem: she did want it! She had known before she ever showed up here tonight, at this rat-hole apartment, that she was going to do whatever these boys wanted; that she wasn’t going to say “no” to whatever they demanded!!

Jared lifted her body easily and sat her down on his stiff cock. She groaned as she felt her anus stretching open, readily accepting his rigid prong.

“Oh, oh, God, it’s so…thick!” She whined as more and more of the throbbing male meat split her open and slid up into her anal depths.

At last, she found herself seated in Jared’s lap, his monster cock buried all the way up to his balls in her backdoor! He reached around her again and toyed with her erect nipples as he urged her to lie back against his chest.

“Now, for mine,” David said eagerly as he moved into position between her open legs.

“N-Nooooooooooooo!” Her mewling voice was a weak protest as she felt his enormous cock head up against her jizz-slick lips.

The black muscleman paid no attention to her half-hearted pleas. He eased his steely prick into her super-slippery folds and kept on pushing until his nut sac rested against Jared’s.

Oh, fuck, I’m RUINED! Abigail had the panicked thought. My poor pussy and asshole are so stretched out; I doubt they’re ever going to be the same again after tonight!

David and Jared didn’t pay her whimpering any mind. They just fucked her, going faster and faster until they were tossing her about between them as they rutted up into her warmth and slickness.

Jared was squeezing her nippies as he butt-fucked her. David was reaching down, teasing her clit with his fingertips as his huge cock slid up and back in her pussy.

To her amazement, after a few minutes, it started to feel okay! In another minute more, it started to feel way more than okay!

 

****

 

“Fuck me!” She screamed. “Fuck my hot holes!”

Her voice was almost a shriek of raw desire by then. The two boys were really pounding their big dicks into her in a blur of need.

But she didn’t mind anymore! It felt so good, to be used like this; to be wildly fucked, like the slut she was!

“I…I’m gonna’ come!” She warned them in a wail of ecstasy as her pussy contracted right along with her anal sheath. “Oh, God, fuck me harder—I’m starting to…to…Oh, my fucking Gaaawwwwwdddd!”

A torrent of male come rocketed up into both pried-open holes at once. Abigail shuddered and groaned and the whole room went red as she came and came!




Chapter Sixteen

 

Facing Mitch

 

“When can we do this again?” Jared asked almost shyly.

It was close to noon the next day and Abigail was ready to leave the apartment. David and Ruben were still asleep in the bedroom, too fucked out to awaken fully.

The four of them had slept a little last night, but not much. The three boys had fucked her every way there was for a man to fuck a woman by morning; and then each of them fucked her again, more than once!

“Soon, I promise,” she lied to Jared easily as she stood in the doorway, feeling come oozing out of her pussy.

Remembering Mitch’s fondness for sloppy seconds, she hadn’t cleaned a lot of the spunk out of either hole before getting dressed just now. She knew he would be waiting for her, dick already hard, wanting to know all she’d done last night and this morning.

“Just make sure it’s soon,” Jared said; his eyes full of puppy-love for her. “You’re like no other woman I’ve ever met. Marie is great…but she’s just a girl. I realize that now, after being with you, Abby.”

“She’s my friend. You had better treat her right, or I won’t fuck you anymore,” Abigail whispered mock-threateningly, secretly loving the fact that he was so infatuated with her!

They kissed good-bye and Abigail felt her heart lift, and then plummet as she thought of going home to face Mitch. Last night had been all she’d dreamed it would be; but now it was time to face reality!

****

 

She was relieved to find that her Mercedes had made it through the night intact. Opening the door, she slid inside and started it, heading for home.

I’m going to stick to my original story, she decided as the blocks whizzed passed. Mitch doesn’t need to know about Ruben and David—at least not yet—and he has no way of knowing that Marie wasn’t there last night; not if I don’t tell him.

The first night she had spent with Marie and Jared, he had really creamed her, so she didn’t think that the volume of semen dripping from her pussy and from her ass would shock Mitch that much. She doubted that it alone would make him suspect there had been more than one man involved in last night’s session.

Some of it--she told herself as she went up on the freeway--was bound to have oozed out of her by now when she’d used the toilet or when she’d been asleep. Besides, the sight of spunk dripping out her had really aroused Mitch that first time with Jared, and later, with Glen!

She smiled to herself and thought: My hubby is such a perv; he’s liable to be even more turned on, seeing a massive amount of goo ooze out from between my legs today!

 

****

 

“Jesus, he really gave it to you last night!” Mitch sighed, gazing at the incredible deluge of spunk running down both of Abigail’s thighs when she took off her ruined thong.

“I know,” she cooed, hopping into bed next to her naked, very aroused husband, “he was really glad to see me.”

She cocked her leg, giving him better look at just how much semen she still had inside her pussy, saying, “How about you, darling? Are you glad to see me, too?”

Throwing a leg over his body, she mounted up on his rampant dick. A small ocean of male goo flowed out her and down onto his cock and balls, inundating him in spunk!

“Holy fuck,” Mitch groaned, dismayed to find his dick and balls suddenly covered in another guy’s cock cream.

But Abigail knew her man by now! She leaned down and drug her nipples over his chest enticingly as she whispered, “Why don’t you spunk me, too, sweetie? Show me how much jizz you’ve got for me, why don’t you?”

Mitch’s hips rose up off the bed, spearing his cock up into her ultra-juicy depths. More semen rolled down onto his balls and he moaned, obviously turned on by what he was seeing; what he was feeling!

“Oh, God, baby,” Abigail crooned in his ear, seeking to distract him from just how much of the incriminating fluid there was, “that’s the way to fuck me! Really give it to me; reclaim me, darling!”

Mitch wrapped his arms around her, grinding her nipples down into his chest hair as he fucked up into her furiously. His tongue shot up into her mouth as they kissed, and Abigail found herself hoping he wouldn’t taste all of the spunk she had swallowed for her three lovers last night…

 

****

 

“You…you let him fuck you back here, too?”

Abigail had rolled over onto her tummy after that first torrid fuck. She looked up at the incredulous Mitch and shrugged as she said, “He wanted to, and I didn’t think you’d mind; not after all the action my ass has been getting lately from Glen and you, darling.”

“But…but you said before that he’s so thick!” Mitch protested, staring at her gaped open, jism-oozing asshole. “Didn’t it hurt?”

Thinking fast, Abigail said, “Marie was licking my pussy the first time he did it to me that way, so I was distracted.”

Her husband shuddered at that image and his cock started to get hard again right away. He stammered, “The first time. How many…?”

“Three, all together,” Abigail replied, purposefully widening her eyes, so that she would look especially innocent as she added, “it didn’t hurt after I got used to how big he was; believe me!”

Mitch moaned and got into position over her ass. He leaned forward, dipping the head of his cock down to touch her gooey opening.

“Aren’t you going to lube me up first?”

“I think you’re plenty slick enough today,” he grunted, sinking over half his prick into her, not even bothering to get her up onto her knees in a proper doggie position.

“Ooh, that feels nice, honey,” she murmured as he took her fully and began to fuck her in the butt. “Go slow; he kind made me a little tender, with all of that ass-hammering he did!”

Mitch went crazy when she said that, as she’d known he would! She turned her head away so that he wouldn’t see her contented smile and just let him ravage her stretched out butt to his heart’s content!

 

****

 

“Tell me about Marie now,” he prodded her, after he had come hard in her ass.

“Well, she was great as usual,” Abigail said, rolling onto her side to face him, making it up as she went along. “At one point last night, she was sucking Jared’s come out of my bottom and swallowing it as he fucked her from behind!”

Mitch moaned and against all odds, his cock started to get hard once again! She grinned at his perversity and slid down lower, until her head was even with it.

“That was so hot,” Abigail lied brilliantly, “feeling her tongue going up my ass, scooping out that gooey stuff and swallowing it while Jared really laid the meat to her!”

Her husband’s dick jerked to full erection as she said that and when she was finished talking, she leaned forward and gave it a tiny swipe with her tongue. He groaned and reminded her, “It was just up your ass and I haven’t washed it off yet.”

Knowing how pervy he was, she said, “I know, but I’m so hot for you today, after telling you about last night…I just have to do this for you, baby! I just have to!”

With that, she sucked all of his hard on into her lips and began blowing him in earnest. Mitch whined as if she was pulling his cock out by the roots instead of pleasuring it so wonderfully.

Abigail smiled inside, confident that she had gotten away with last night. Mitch was too aroused to think clearly, and she intended to keep him that way!

Besides, what’s a little ass-to-mouth? I did this plenty of times last night. It’s no big deal to me anymore…

 

****

 

They fucked five more times that weekend. Abigail couldn’t get over what a stud her Mitch had turned into!

All it takes is a little hotwifing, and my baby’s suddenly transformed into Superman in the sack, she marveled.

“What’s that cunning little smile for?” He asked her, coming into the living room from the den.

She looked up at him adoringly and said in breathy voice, “Nothing, just thinking about my man and how lucky I am to have him!”

Make that six times, Abigail thought smugly to herself as Mitch joined her on the couch and loosened her robe.

She was naked underneath it, and he soon had her stripped and ready for cock. And then he was in her again, rutting her right up to heaven!

God, this is the way to live! She thought as he really started to ball her. I wouldn’t go back to our old way of life now for anything. And if it takes a little lying once in a while to be a hotwife…then so be it! Having great sex like this with my husband—and with other people--is so worth it!

She wrapped her long legs around his hips and started to fuck him back…

 

****

 

“I told you, I want to see you guys too, but it might be a week or two before we can all get together again,” Abigail whispered into her cell phone.

She didn’t know why she was whispering. Mitch had been at work for several hours by now.

“Yeah, yeah, I enjoyed Friday night as much as you did,” she assured Jared. “But you boys are not the only bulls in the pasture, you know, Jared.”

She had to bite her tongue to keep from giggling as he gave his blustering response to her little prod. This was so much fun!

Abigail was fast discovering that having lovers on the side was a kick in the ass! Glen had called over the weekend, only to be hastily told that she was “busy with her husband” right now, but that he should definitely call again!

She felt like she was suddenly back in high school once more, juggling dates, sweet-talking guys on the phone, daydreaming about how great her sex life suddenly was! She sighed and said, “Listen, it was great of you to call. Tell Ruben and Dave I miss them, too. I’ve got to go now, but do call back in a week or two!”

Just as she was about to break the connection, Jared said something about being able to get another couple of guys next time, if she wanted still more cock.

A huge, illicit thrill shot through her as she toyed with the idea of a bigger gangbang, with even more cute college guys! She thought about that for a few more seconds and then sighed again and reluctantly told him, “No, the three of you was plenty; you were just about perfect, as a matter of fact. Let’s just stick with our current arrangement, at least for now.”

Jared rattled on and on about how much the three of them wanted to see her again, but she cut him off, assuring him once more: “Hey, I want to see you boys also, but not for a little while, okay?”

Reluctantly, Jared took his leave, after trying yet again to get her to relent and schedule another all-nighter with him and his two friends right now. She was smiling from ear to ear as she shut off the phone and dropped it back into her purse.

She felt like a different woman! All this sudden male attention was doing things for her self image that were simply unbelievable!

“I think I’m going to go into the bedroom and jill my pussy off,” she announced, her voice sounding almost smug as she spoke aloud in the empty house. “Why shouldn’t I? I’m a hotwife and that means I can do any damn thing I want!”

 

****

 

Abigail was brought abruptly back down to earth by a phone call later that afternoon. She almost didn’t answer it, because the caller ID spelled out “Marie” and when she saw the name, a tremor of fear instantly ran through her!

Had Marie somehow found out about what she’d done with Jared and his two friends last weekend? Was she calling to castigate Abigail, to warn her away from her boyfriend in no uncertain terms?

It took all of her newfound self-confidence to finally answer the ringing phone. She cleared her throat and asked tentatively, “Marie, is that you?”

“Who else would it be?” Marie asked the question teasingly, her youthful voice sounding saucy and sure of herself, as usual.

“Well, it might have been Jared, using your phone, for all I knew,” Abigail answered, after mentally flailing about for an explanation for what she had just said.

“Oh, we’re not seeing each other as much as we once were,” Marie said dismissively, as if it didn’t matter to her. “He seems to be infatuated with some other puss lately; so I’m keeping my distance.”

Abigail’s heart jumped into her throat. She started to prepare excuses in her mind for stealing Jared away from Marie, when the girl went on to add, “Her name is Cindy. She’s a tall redhead with huge knockers. He has her in his English class this semester.”

The breath rushing back into her lungs as she realized this call wasn’t about Jared after all, Abigail said, “You don’t seem very concerned.”

Marie laughed and said, “I told you, Jared and I aren’t exclusive. If I got upset over every skirt he chased, I’d be worked up all the time, and life’s too short for that!”

So much for him being all gaga over me! Abigail thought ruefully.

It all came back to her in an instant, how mercurial in their affections college and high school boy’s were. Their crushes seemed to stop and start in an instant: she was just some red-hot older lady he wanted to fuck again to Jared, not the love of his life!

“Anyway, I didn’t call you to talk about that doofus,” Marie said just then. “Could we maybe meet for lunch someplace today? I’ve got something else I want to tell you about, and I don’t want to do it over the phone…”

****

 

 

“It’s so great of you to do this,” Marie said, glancing around the posh restaurant. “We didn’t have to go someplace so swanky.”

“Oh, please, it’s on me,” Abigail said, reaching across the table and patting the younger girl’s hand. “Now, what did you want to talk about?”

“I had the most amazing thing happen to me last Saturday night,” Marie said excitedly. “It was so hot, and it made me think of you immediately!”

Intrigued, Abigail asked, “What happened, sweetie?”

“Well,” lowering her voice to make sure she wouldn’t be overheard, “I met this hot-looking woman at a club--just the way I met you--and one thing led to another and I knew she wanted to make it with me.”

They were seated in The Raj, a very upscale dining establishment in Santa Monica. The waiter approached them to take their orders and Abigail just waved him away impatiently, after first ordering them two more cocktails.

“She wasn’t quite your age, but she was older than me,” Marie went on as the waiter disappeared into the bar to fetch their drinks, “and she told me she was married, just like you are, and that she was a hotwife, so her husband knew all about her being out and about that night.”

Abigail leaned forward, her eyes aglow with interest. Marie smiled and said, “She really threw me a curveball when she told me that the two of them liked to party with girls she picked up, and with guys! It seems their favorite kind of sex is a three-way with some new guy or girl!”




Chapter Seventeen

 

A Different Proposition

 

“And you know me, after that wild night the two of us had with Jared,” Marie shared eagerly, “I’m pretty much ready to try anything once when it comes to sex!”

The waiter returned with refills of their drinks and took the empties away after Abigail informed him they’d be ready to order lunch in a few more minutes. She looked over at Marie expectantly, sipping her own cocktail.

“Anyway, she wanted me to come home with her that night and fuck her old man, as well as play around with her!”

Abigail’s heart fluttered and her breathing speeded up as she considered that. Marie smiled broadly and said, “So I did. And it was so great!”

She drank some of her whiskey and water, and then said, “Mel, that’s her husband’s name, had a wonderful cock; not as big or as thick as Jared’s but plenty big enough. And Gail, his wife, turned out to be super-hot in the sack, too!”

Marie sighed and had another sip of her drink. She said, “On the way home, Sunday morning, I thought about you and your husband. You said he had a great cock too, and that he was a dynamite fuck!”

Her brown eyes lit up as she asked impishly, “Do you think he’d like to play with the two of us?”

Abigail nearly choked on her drink! In a flash, she realized that this unexpected proposal could be the answer to all of her hotwife…“problems”!

She desperately wanted to try a lifestyle like the one this Glory woman had enjoyed with her own husband and Glen and Robert. But Mitch was still really dragging his feet when it came to seeing her with another man.

But he’d gotten really excited about the thought of seeing her in bed with another woman; someone exactly like the girl who was sitting across the table from her! If she scheduled a night for her and Mitch with Marie in the near future, and that went the way she knew it would…

Just as she opened her mouth to make the proposal, a thought suddenly hit her. If she introduced Marie and Mitch, the topic of last Friday’s tryst with Jared and Marie was bound to come up.

But Marie knew nothing about it! Abigail’s little lie was certain to be exposed— maybe not the size of her fabrication; she could always lie still further and tell Mitch that she had just slept with Jared that night—but it would be revealed, nevertheless!

Thankfully, lunch came just then and she was saved, at least for the moment. As she picked at her delicious lobster salad, her mind was exploring all sorts of options.

As the food disappeared, amid Marie’s excited talk of getting together at the soonest possible moment with her and Mitch, Abigail thought ruefully that whoever had first composed that little poem about “tangled webs” and “practicing to deceive” had sure gotten it right when it came to lying!

 

****

 

During lunch, she reached a decision: Marie didn’t seem to care all that much about Jared as a long-term partner. Abigail decided she’d take a chance that the girl was telling her the truth about how little he meant to her!

“Uh…there’s just one thing,” she said haltingly to her young friend as they waited for the check for their recently concluded meal to be delivered. “I’ll talk to Mitch tonight about…the three of us getting together. But there’s something I have to get your promise on first, before we can proceed with our little three-way.”

Marie looked at her and asked, “What’s that, love?”

Abigail felt her cheeks coloring as she admitted, “Last Friday night, I spent the night at an apartment with Jared and two of his friends, Ruben and Dave. We… uh…had a…great time in bed together!”

To her vast relief, Marie’s face brightened and she said, “You little slut! I didn’t think you had it in you! Way to go! I’ve partied with those three guys myself and it was always a super-good time!”

Abigail smiled a bit self-consciously and admitted, “Yeah, it was at that.”

She raised her eyes until they locked with Marie’s and said, “You’re not mad at me for doing that, are you?”

Marie laughed and said, “No way! I was with that couple I told you about Saturday night, and I didn’t see Jared at all this weekend. What’s to be mad about?”

Abigail felt her face coloring still further as she admitted, “Well, I didn’t tell Mitch the exact truth about where I was Friday night.”

Marie’s eyes twinkled as she asked, “Oh, and just what did you tell him?”

“That I was with Jared and you! I didn’t mention the other two guys at all!”

“Ooh, how naughty of you!” Marie giggled delightedly.

“Do you think you could not mention…that you weren’t there Friday night, if Mitch and you and I get together, I mean?”

“Oh, you want me to lie for you,” Marie murmured, her brown eyes glowing with amusement. “That will cost you a lot more than this wonderful lunch, sexy!”

Abigail was taken aback by her young friend’s response. She whispered, “What do you mean?”

Marie leaned into the table so that their heads were inches apart and said softly, “That will cost you the rest of the afternoon in bed with me, sweetie!”

Relief flooded through her and she smiled as she shook her head, accepting Marie’s offer instantly, saying: “What a delightful little blackmailer you turned out to be! I can’t wait!”

 

****

 

“Oh, lick it, darling!” Abigail whined, arching her back and mashing her clit into Marie’s sucking mouth. “Lick it hard as you fist me, please!”

Marie’s whole slender forearm, nearly up to her elbow, had been thrust into Abigail’s juicy cunt! Abigail was shocked to learn that it felt exquisite to be stretched that far open; to be penetrated that deeply!

And Marie’s hot mouth on her clit was absolute heaven…This girl could really eat a pussy!

“I-I’m going to come again!” Abigail huffed, so wound up by the experience of her first-ever fisting that she could barely draw breath! Oh, God, it just felt so goooooooooood!”

She stared shaking and shivering, delirious with the come-sensations rippling through her whole lower body. Marie, the little minx, bit down lightly on her exploding clit and sucked at the same time, her soft lips enveloping the tiny bead of nerve endings.

Abigail whined and mewled and came even harder! Marie’s fist kept moving inside her as the glorious spasms racked her body, making the feelings even more intense; even more sharply defined!

“Mmmmmmmmm,” Marie hummed around her throbbing clit.

At last, the powerful pulses started to fade and Marie drew her lips away, saying: “God, but you’re a nasty little puss, once you get going, darling!”

Abigail gurgled helplessly and just lay there like a gasping lump of spent passion for long moments as Marie slowly withdrew her hand and forearm. She smiled at her young lover and managed to whisper, “God, but that was intense!”

Marie looked down at Abigail’s normally tight little pink furrow and smiled, as she said, “Ruined…that hot little pussy of yours will never be the same, sweetie.”

Abigail shifted around on the bed so that she could see herself in the mirror atop her dressing table. She was appalled at how wide her usually tiny hole was gaped open!

“Holy fuck,” she gasped in shock. “You weren’t kidding! I’m HUGE!”

Marie laughed and bent down to kiss her pussy lovingly. After she’d done so, she straightened back up and said, “Don’t worry. It will snap back to normal in a little while; pussies always do.”

Abigail felt her strength gradually returning. She reached across the bed for Marie and drew her closer to her chest, saying: “You don’t get off so easily, you little devil! It’s your turn now!”

 

****

 

“Nuh-Nooooooooooooo, your hand and arm are a lot bigger than mine!” Marie pleaded to no avail as Abigail got ready to return the fisting favor. “And my pussy is smaller, too!”

“It won’t be when I get done with it, you little slut girl!” Abigail said with teasing bravado.

She was lying just where Marie had, on her belly in between the girl’s spread legs, her fingers all lubed up with sex gel and drawn as tightly together as she could force them. Abigail had paid attention when Marie had done this to her just a few minutes ago, and she had been careful to do it exactly the same way. First she had licked all around Marie’s tiny pussy opening—that had been great fun!—until the girl was moaning and begging for still more licking and clit-kissing. She had waited until Marie was wriggling her cute little ass all around on the bedspread before greasing up her fingers and bunching them together like a long spear made up of fingertips.

“Just relax and take it,” Abigail whispered as she eased her fingers into the other girl’s cunt, remembering the exact words Marie had spoken to her when she’d done this.

“Oh, oh, fuck, it’s so much!” Marie gasped as Abigail successfully worked her fingers deep inside and then formed her hand into a fist, pushing it slowly up into the tight little opening until she was wrist-deep inside of Marie!

“You’re so tight, sweetie!” Abigail cooed as she licked and lapped at the other girl’s clit while she began sawing her buried hand back and forth in the grabby, elastic confines of Marie’s cunt. “How did you ever take all those big cocks inside this petite little hole?”

“Ummmmmmmmm, you hot bitch!” Marie sighed by way of an answer. “I did it the same way you did; those guys kept on pushing and stretched me open! Oh, fuck, what you’re doing is starting to feel so gooooooood!”

Abigail smiled and licked the girl’s clit even more enthusiastically, lapping up the cunt honey as it ran out of Marie’s pussy lips and onto Abigail’s gliding wrist. She sighed and murmured, “Your pussy juice tastes so sweet, darling; it’s pure ambrosia, I swear!”

Marie spasmed around her forearm and grabbed two handfuls of bedspread as Abigail penetrated even deeper with her next thrust. Abigail waited until the younger woman was ooohing and aaaahing again with building pleasure before she flicked her vibrator on and began teasing Marie’s puckered anus with it.

“Wha-What are you dooooooooing to me now? Marie’s girlish voice dropped a whole octave as half of the lubed-up buzzer slowly disappeared into her bowels.

“Shhhhhh, be a good little girl and take your double-fucking without any fuss,” Abigail cooed, circling her tongue tip all around Marie’s clit right after she finished speaking. “You can’t tell me you didn’t let Ruben and David and that naughty Jared double-fuck you exactly like this!”

Marie didn’t even bother to deny it. She just pinched her own tiny nipples, closed her eyes in bliss, and worked her ass and pussy against the delicious double-penetration!

 

****

 

“When are you going to tell Mitch about me joining the two of you in bed?” Marie asked.

They were resting up at the head of the bed, each of them having come numerous times this afternoon the other’s fingers and tongues. The two women were holding each other and Abigail was running her fingers through Marie’s short-cropped dark hair.

“I’ve decided that I’m not going to warn him at all,” Abigail told her lover with a flirty little smile. “Just be here by five o’clock this Friday, so that we can be ready when he gets home. I’m taking you shopping before Friday rolls around and buying both of us some slutty, slutty outfits for us to wear when Mitch comes home that night. He won’t know what hit him, believe me!”




Chapter Eighteen

 

Seducing Mitch

 

“This is so cool!” Marie said with a girlish giggle as she slipped into the robe Abigail had just handed her. “I’ve never done anything like this before! It’s so much fun!”

Abigail was very nervous, but she tried not to show it. Her heart was beating much faster than normal and she fought to keep her breathing under control; Mitch would be home soon and the show would begin!

Marie spun around, barefoot on the thick bedroom carpet and opened the robe again, so that Abigail could see the daring outfit she wore beneath it. The girl emitted an evil little chuckle and said, “Do you think your husband will like my new underwear, what there is of it, that is?”

She wore the new black garter belt Abigail that had bought her on their shopping trip yesterday, along with her new, almost transparent red thong panties, and a sheer red bra which matched the panties, and nothing else except a pair of sheer stockings! Abigail’s own outfit consisted of a pair of black opera gloves that reached up to her elbows, a matching black garter belt, complete with the same sort of naughty stockings—worn with a pair of sheer blue thong panties and a low-cut satin blue bra which did little to conceal her lush breasts—and a huge fake-diamond belly ring that she had gotten back in the nineties and which she always wore when she wanted to drive Mitch absolutely crazy with lust!

Both of them looked like a pair of real sluts. And that was just the look Abigail had been shooting for!

Abigail glanced at the digital clock beside the bed and said, “It’s almost show time, angel. Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“My pussy’s so wet already that I’m about ready to pull off these panties so that I don’t soak them,” Marie assured her.

“Well then, take that robe off and get ready. He should be home any second now.”

While Marie removed the bathrobe and scrambled into the middle of the bed, Abigail put her own robe on and stepped out into the hall. She stopped at the bar and made her and Mitch a cocktail, and she had just finished mixing them when she heard the garage door coming down.

She nervously took a big sip of her vodka tonic, drank another huge gulp, and hastily refilled it to the brim with vodka just as Mitch stepped into the room from the kitchen. Abigail presented Mitch with his own drink and toasted him with the powerful cocktail she held in her other hand as he took it.

“Well, drinks before dinner,” Mitch said beaming, taking a sip of his, “how thoughtful.”

“You might want to finish that and follow me,” she advised him cryptically, with a teasing little smile on her lips, “I have a surprise for you.”

Clearly intrigued, he put his briefcase down and gulped most of the cocktail in two big swallows, setting the glass on the wet bar. She chugged hers as well and led him down the hallway, her heart pounding once again with excitement.

“I intend to put on a little show for you tonight,” she said mysteriously, undoing the robe and letting it fall from her shoulders as she walked just ahead of him, provocatively swaying her hips from side to side.

He gasped when he saw the outfit she was wearing under the robe and had nearly caught up with her as she opened the door to their bedroom. Abigail half turned toward him as she flung the door open dramatically and said, “This is Marie, darling. She’s agreed to help me put on a show for you. Isn’t she the cutest little thing?”

The lights were low in the bedroom and Marie turned toward the two of them on the big bed, smiling up at Mitch. Abigail heard her husband’s surprised intake of air as he beheld the nearly naked coed lounging on top of his bed.

“Hi, Mitch-darling; ooh, you’re so handsome!” Marie greeted him, her big brown eyes going wide. “Abby said you were.”

Marie’s gaze swept up and down his body. She said, “That’s a killer suit you have on. I can’t wait to see you out of it!”

Mitch glanced over at Abigail in near panic. She just smiled and said, “Enjoy, darling. She’s ours to play with all night long tonight!”

“B-But, she’s so…young!” Mitch stammered.

“I know, but they say young flesh is the sweetest, now don’t they?” Abigail’s voice was tantalizingly coy as she answered him.

She reached behind her and undid her skimpy bra and then slid the filmy thong down her naked legs, baring her clean-shaven pussy lips. They were already showing a thin sheen of excitement and she could feel them getting even wetter as she climbed onto the bed with Marie before her shocked husband’s eyes.

“Now, why don’t we get you naked too, darling, so Mitch can see how sexy and cute you are,” Abigail murmured as her lips neared Marie’s.

The girl’s bra came off while they shared a long, sensuous kiss, filled with lots of tongue. She heard Mitch gasp in surprise as her mouth found the younger girl’s and she heard a second sharp intake of breath on his part as the bra was loosened and quickly discarded, baring Marie’s cute little breasts.

Abigail stopped making out with Marie and turned toward him as she worked the red panties down and whisked them off her young partner’s short but perfect little legs. She sighed and said, “Isn’t she exquisite, sweetie? Just look at how small and inviting those pussy lips are!”

Mitch was wobbling around as if he might topple over; his knees were suddenly quaking so badly. But his eyes never left Marie’s body, and once glance downward, at his crotch, told the whole story.

Her husband’s suit trousers showed a huge bulge behind them, indicating that Mitch had sprung a raging hard on already, as he watched her stripping off the young girl’s clothes. Abigail smiled and said gently, “Its okay for you to be naked, too, darling. As a matter of fact, it’s imperative; after all the bragging I’ve done to Marie about what a nice cock you’ve got!”

Mitch just stood there, gawking at them on those shaky knees, looking as if he might topple over at any moment. Abigail winked at Marie and whispered, “I think we’re going to have to help him out of his clothes, baby. My poor Mitch seems a little overwhelmed by all this.”

The two women, dressed only in their sheer stockings—red for Marie, blue in Abigail’s case—and their black garter belts sprang from the bed and hurried over to Mitch. Giggling and tugging, they soon had his suit coat off; and then his necktie was gone as well, and his white shirt was completely unbuttoned.

“Ummmmmmmmm, he’s really buffed,” Marie murmured admiringly, running her fingertips through his chest fur as Abigail undid his belt and trousers. “Does he enjoy having his nipples sucked? I love doing that…if a guy likes it.”

Mitch wheezed and Abigail said, “You know, I’m not sure! In all the years we’ve been married, that’s something I’ve never done, come to think of it.”

“Let’s see if he does,” Marie whispered mischievously, leaning in and taking the left one between her lips.

“Aaahhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, damn,” Mitch gasped, shivering even more as the girl nursed at his nipple while looking up at him with her huge brown eyes.

Abigail had to stop herself from giggling with delight! Seducing Mitch was proving to be such incredible fun!

She was surprised to find that she hadn’t felt a pang of jealousy yet. Mitch was obviously so overpowered by this whole, unexpected experience that she found it almost funny, and not threatening in the least!

“There,” Abigail said as she got Mitch’s dress shoes and socks free of his feet, as well as his trousers, “and now for the really good part!”

Still on her knees on the carpet, she reached up and removed Mitch’s boxer shorts in one swift tug. His cock sprang free and she captured it in her fist, working the skin up and down a few times.

“Ooh, that is a nice one!” Marie whispered as she changed nipples, obviously impressed as she stared down at the long hunk of male meat in Abigail’s hand.

“I don’t know if he likes his nipples sucked or not,” Abigail said glancing up at the girl as she started to do just that once again, “but I know he likes this!”

With that, she proceeded to lap the small drop of pre-come off Mitch’s swollen cock head and swallow it. She didn’t stop there. Abigail bathed his prick tip in her warm saliva and then slowly ate every last inch of her husband’s thick cock, her tongue lashing at him as her lips came closer to his nut sac.

“J-Jesus, you two are…devouring me!” Mitch’s tortured voice was a whine of rising lust!

Abigail chuckled around his cock and slowly slid it out of her mouth for a moment as she said, “That’s the whole idea, darling; that’s what tonight is all about!”

 

****

 

“Oh, oh, fuck,” Mitch gasped as Abigail licked his balls while Marie sucked his dick noisily.

It was several minutes later, and they had all moved over to the bed, where Mitch lay flat on his back with the two women sprawled on either side of him on their stomachs. Marie’s fingers were all over his tummy and chest as she sucked him. And Abigail’s tongue was caressing his big nut sac so lovingly!

“I-I can’t believe this is happening!” Mitch groaned, a delighted, somewhat disbelieving smile on his face.

“Well, it is,” Marie whispered, releasing his cock and getting up on her hands and knees so that she could come up the mattress and kiss him. Just before her lips descended on his, she hissed, “Enjoy it, baby!”

Abigail felt her stomach tighten as she watched the younger girl start to make out with her husband. She didn’t feel as jealous as she thought she would at a moment like this, but a feeling of slight uneasiness crept over her just the same.

To help remind Mitch that she was here, too, Abigail sucked in his unattended dick and laved it sensually with her busy tongue. She heard him groan up into Marie’s kissing mouth and would have smiled; if her own mouth hadn’t been so full of hard cock!

The two women changed places in a few minutes, with Marie sucking Mitch’s cock and Abigail moving up the bed to make out with her husband. Right before they shared a steamy kiss, Mitch whispered: “Is all of this really alright with you? It felt so strange, kissing another woman while you watched!”

Abigail’s tongue swirled around his as they made out. This was fun again, now that she knew how uneasy Mitch was about kissing Marie in front of her.

He wasn’t falling for the cute little switch-hitter! That wasn’t the case at all: he was still very nervous about her being in their bed!

“I’m letting her suck your cock, aren’t I, darling,” Abigail teased him as they separated. “That’s a lot more than her giving you a little kiss on the mouth!”

She felt the bed depress and suddenly Marie was right along side of her, on the other side of Mitch’s body. The girl, her brown eyes alive with excitement, said, “Why don’t you take over the cock-sucking duties for a while? I want Mitch to suck my little titties!”

Abigail grinned and moved off down the bed. There was a look of apprehension in her husband’s eye as the girl’s very stiff left nipples descended until they were level with his lips seconds later.

“Go ahead and suck them, darling,” Abigail gave him permission as she once again lowered herself between Mitch’s legs. “They’re incredibly sweet! You’ll see!”

Mitch moaned around the firm female flesh and began to suck, just as Abigail began mouthing his dick once more. He threw caution to the wind at that moment and reached up to stroke Marie’s short, dark mane of hair as he nursed at her nipple.

****

 

“I’m okay with you doing this, just for tonight,” Abigail warned Marie, “but he’s merely on loan. I want him back!”

Marie giggled and let her weight down on the shaft that Abigail was holding steady for her. Mitch’s thick cock split her open and she sighed, “I can understand why you want him back. His prick is heavenly to ride!”

Mitch looked up at his wife helplessly as the girl descended on his hard cock. Abigail moved up even with him and bent to kiss him as he fucked the other girl, saying: “It’s alright, sweetie, fuck her tight little pussy for her! That’s what you’re supposed to do tonight!”

They kissed and she felt Mitch buck and hunch upward beneath her. He was now balls-deep in Marie for sure!

How do I feel about that…I mean really?

She opened her eyes and glanced back at Marie, who was now moving up and down on Mitch’s fat cock with a sensuous look of utter enjoyment on her pretty face. Abigail felt her cunt mouth open and close as she moved her eyes downward, to the spot where the other girl’s snug little pussy met Mitch’s hard dick.

God help me, but that looks so…hot! Abigail told herself that, as she felt spasms of pre-come joy shooting through her while she watched Mitch’s familiar cock gliding up and down in another pussy for the first time ever!

She realized that she had never seen her husband fuck someone before, other than herself. Breaking off the kiss, she sat back on her heels and watched Marie assume the role she herself usually took; the fuckee, to Mitch’s fucker!

He’s really giving it to her, She told herself, watching the other girl’s small tits jiggle and shake on her chest with each lunge upward from Mitch’s powerful hips. He’s burying that big dick of his in her with every thrust!

“God, he’s so good!” Marie sighed just then.

She opened her eyes and smiled at Abigail, saying: “Your guy is a great fuck! Thanks for letting me do this!”

Abigail’s heart lifted as she realized that this was just sex; just fucking for fucking’s sake! Marie wasn’t going to fall in love with Mitch, and he wasn’t going to go off the deep end for her either!

“I’m glad you two are enjoying yourselves, darling-girl, but what about me?” She asked the question teasingly as she knee-walked closer to Marie.

“I’ve got just the solution to that little problem,” Marie hissed, reaching out and taking Abigail in her arms. “Mitch and I can do it doggie style, while I eat that hot little cunt of yours!”

Mitch gasped, clearly picturing that in his mind! His wife slipped into a hot embrace with the younger girl, their breasts mashing against one another, as he continued to fuck up into the hot, snug little pussy!




Chapter Nineteen

 

Marie, Mitch, And Abigail

 

“Oh, oh, fuck, you eat me so great!” Abigail whined as Marie’s slithery tongue went deep inside her.

From his spot behind Marie, who was down on her elbows in front, instead of up on her hands—the easier to suck Abigail’s cunt!—Mitch could see the girl’s short hair flying about as she licked and kissed his wife’s pussy! His cock bucked inside Marie and she whispered to Abigail, “He’s gonna’ cream me soon! Is that okay with you?”

“Fuck, yes!” Abigail wailed, her own pussy clenching wildly around Marie’s tongue as her lover went back to licking clit furiously. “He should definitely come in you! How else am I going to lick his spunk out of your pussy afterward?”

Mitch let out a groan at that image and began firing jet after jet of warm come into Marie’s tight snatch. He dug his fingers into the girl’s perfect little ass cheeks and sighed, “You two are too fucking much!”

Marie was only seconds behind him, when it came to getting off! And Abigail followed along seconds after that!

The three of them clung together, cooing and moaning out their mutual pleasure as Mitch filled Marie with his spurting jizz while Marie licked Abigail’s clenching pussy like a crazy girl!

 

****

“I’ve always had a taste for Mitch’s come,” Abigail sighed as she lapped the gooey stuff out of Marie’s flooded pussy and swallowed it. “But it’s even better; sucking it fresh from your well-fucked little twat, darling!”

Marie purred around Mitch’s cock, which she was busily sucking back to life as his wife ate her pussy exquisitely. Mitch was beaming as he watched the two women being nasty together.

“Why don’t you fuck me in the ass, while Marie and I suck pussies, baby?” Abigail asked Mitch, pausing for a second in her efforts to drain Marie’s cunt of his jism. “I’d just love that!”

Mitch groaned once more and his dick got instantly stiffer between Marie’s sucking lips. She let the engorged dick slide from her mouth as she said, “Ooh, ass-fucking; how cool! Mitch has the perfect cock for that—not to long, not too wide; it’s just right! Me next, please!”

Her husband’s dick jerked spasmodically and Marie easily recaptured it between her lips and began to suck once more. Abigail smiled. This was shaping up to be a memorable night, just as she’d hoped it would!

 

****

 

“Oh, fuck, he does me so nice!” Marie breathed out heavily as Mitch fucked her ass.

She had raised her face out of Abigail’s juicy snatch to murmur out the words, a dreamy look on her face. Marie sighed and said, “I may not give him back after all! I thought he fucked my pussy great…but this is…”

“I keep telling you; you have to give him back,” Abigail answered teasingly, stopping her own licking for a moment. “He’s mine, all legal and proper!”

“Mmmmmmmmm, couldn’t you guys, like, adopt me or something? Marie whispered, hunching her ass back to meet Mitch’s lunges. “I don’t ever want to go home!”

All three of them laughed, as best they could. Marie’s mouth was once again on Abigail’s swollen pussy lips, while hers were on Marie’s as well.

Abigail was mesmerized by the sight of her husband’s big cock sliding in and out of Marie’s cute little asshole just inches above her nose! It looked so impossibly large, reaming out that tiny hole!

“Fuck, fuck, she’s tight!” Mitch sighed just then. “Both of you girls are heaven to ass-fuck, believe me!”

That’s good to hear, Abigail told herself as she licked clit and swallowed Marie’s sweet cunt honey. I mean, I love that Mitch enjoys fucking her; but she’s so much younger than me!

Her husband’s strokes into the girl’s ass sped up just then and she knew he was about to come. She could hear him sighing and groaning with delight as he pummeled the youngster’s butt ferociously!

Marie whimpered with lust and really went after Abigail’s clit. Abigail moaned up into the girl’s pussy and sucked even harder on her little pearl.

“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming!” Mitch growled at that moment. “Right up her sweet little ass—I’m shooting it deep in her butt!”

The pearly-white jism began to leak out of Marie’s asshole around her husband’s buried cock and drip slowly down onto Abigail’s tongue as she licked clit frenziedly. It tasted so different somehow…so forbidden!

Abigail felt her own pussy start to quiver and she knew her orgasm was just seconds away. She licked at Marie’s clit even faster and held on as the girl gave a muffled scream down into Abigail’s pink folds and began to come right along with the married couple!

 

****

“You guys rock,” Marie said, toasting them with her champagne flute. “You’re awesome to party with!”

The three of them were sitting at the dining room table, eating warmed up left overs from the fridge and drinking champagne. They were taking a brief bedroom break, recharging their engines for the rest of the night’s fun.

It was a little past ten in the evening. The girls’ hair was disheveled and their make up was ruined, but they were as happy as they could be as they sat at the big table with Mitch and downed their glasses of bubbly.

All of them were wearing bathrobes. Mitch was naked beneath his, but Abigail and Marie still had on their garter belts and stockings, though the stocking were looking a bit worse for wear, due to the come stains that had formed from Mitch’s semen running out of their assholes and pussies.

“What are you studying in school, Marie?” Mitch inquired.

“I’m a computer science major,” Marie replied. “I figure I can always get a good job with that.”

“That’s true,” Mitch agreed, “the world is definitely moving that way.”

“You guys both went to UCLA, too,” Marie said. “What did you study?”

“Originally, I got a business degree, but I went back a few years later, going to school primarily at night, and picked up an advanced degree in Hospital Administration,” Mitch answered. “Marie was Humanities major, for all the good that did her.”

He glanced over at his wife with a smile and added, “Lucky thing her late father was a rich entrepreneur and that she was an only child.”

“Hey, no knocking small business allowed at this table,” Abigail shot back good-naturedly.

She swept the dining room with the hand holding her champagne flute and added, “The flower shops helped to buy this house, and all of our nice things.

And they made it possible to send the twins to good colleges back east.”

“You two have college age kids?” Marie asked, enthralled by that notion. “You don’t look old enough for that, either of you!”

Mitch smiled at his wife and said, “This one’s a keeper! That’s for sure!”

 

****

 

“Good God, I can’t believe that little pussy will stretch that wide!” Mitch murmured out the comment, his hard dick in his fist as he watched his wife fist Marie’s cunt.

“Fuck, she does this so great!” Maries gasped and stroked Abigail’s hair as the woman licked her clit while she arm-fucked her pussy!

Mitch was beside himself with excitement. He stroked his hard cock lightly as he watched, not wanting to jack off; just to keep it hard until it was needed.

That turned out to be sooner than he’d thought. Abigail turned to him and whispered, “You know what would feel so fine right now? That big dick of yours in my pussy, sweetie, while I get our little friend off again; that’s what I’m craving at the moment!”

She didn’t have to say more. Almost before she had finished making her somewhat obscene request, Mitch was kneeling into position behind his wife’s hips.

Abigail sighed with pleasure as she felt the familiar shaft enter her. She redoubled her efforts on Marie’s pussy, both with her tongue and her fist.

She wanted to see Mitch fuck this hot little hole right after she withdrew her hand and arm. Abigail wanted to show him what a really stretched out pussy felt like around his plowing cock.

He’s going to have to get used to that, if Glen comes over and stays the night soon, Abigail told herself smugly. Mitch is going to have adjust to the idea of sloppy seconds, right after another guy has creamed me, instead of hours later, when I get home from one of my hotwife nights out!

 

****

 

“That’s right, baby, fuck that loose pussy!” Abigail whispered into Mitch’s ear as he slid up and back in Marie’s gaped open cunt minutes later.

“Fuck, she’s so stretched out!” Mitch marveled. “It’s like fucking another girl entirely!”

“Do you like it?” Abigail persisted.

Staring down at hot little Marie, Mitch grinned and looked over at his hovering wife and whispered, “Hell, yes, I like it! This little fireball is a great fuck, no matter how loose her pussy is!”

Abigail leaned into him and kissed him. It still felt a little strange to her to be making out with her husband as he fucked another girl, but she was fast getting used to it.

This is all kinds of hot! She told herself. Having Mitch right here, involved, is as thrilling as I thought it would be. Now, if I can only talk him into a three-way with another guy, instead of a girl…

Marie insisted on fisting Abigail while Mitch watched, after he had fucked Marie and made her come. Abigail was reluctant, because now both of them would have sloppy pussies for the rest of the night, but Mitch seemed intrigued to see her spread open that wide, too, so she got on her back and nodded for Marie to go ahead.

“Your hands are very small,” Mitch murmured, watching intently as the girl got his wife ready, licking her clit until she was writhing all around beneath Marie’s mouth, and lubing up both her pussy and her petite fingers. “But still…”

His voice trailed off in wonder as he saw her forming her fingers into that spear-shape and thrusting it deep into Abigail’s pussy. His wife had to bite her lower lip to keep from crying out in discomfort at first.

He reached down and took her right hand, holding it gently as Marie sucked her clit and began to move her fist inside her. Abigail groaned and opened her long legs even wider to the girl’s thrusts, sighing up at Mitch, “This is what it feels like when a guy with a huge cock is inside me, darling!”

Mitch shivered at that mental image and his eyes quickly focused on Marie’s small wrist moving up and back in Abigail’s stretched-open hole. He was clearly seeing a huge horsecock there, instead of the girl’s arm, and his dick began to stiffen up immediately!

Abigail took that as a good sign. If Mitch was excited at the mere thought of her getting fucked by a thick super-cock, what would he think when he was watching it happen for real?

Marie had been let in on tonight’s real purpose, other than a fun three-way. The girl looked up at Mitch a few minutes later—taking a quick break from pussy licking—and said, “You should have seen her when Jared’s whopper of a cock was in her! She was wild…she went so frigging crazy over being fucked with a dick that big!”

Mitch gasped as if she had suddenly kneed him in the groin. But Abigail noticed, as she was getting ready to come again, that her voyeuristic hubby’s cock was even harder now as he thought of her getting nailed by a guy with who was really hung!

She started to orgasm, just thinking about that; fucking a man with a huge cock while Mitch watched! Abigail moaned and began to shake uncontrollably as her climax seized her fully!

“Fuck, fuck, just look at her come!” Mitch marveled aloud.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Marie said, gulping down the hot cunt cream noisily, her tongue never ceasing its caress of Abigail, twitching clit!

****

 

“Holy God, she’s so fucking gaped open!” Mitch gasped as Marie eased her fingers out of Abigail’s pussy.

The normally tiny pink furrow was now a coke bottle-sized hole, all red and swollen from being pried open so wide. Marie looked up at Mitch and urged him, “Go ahead and eat it! You know you’re curious!”

To Abigail’s vast surprise, Mitch and Marie quickly traded places, with Mitch on his belly between her open legs. He could barely get comfortable, with his big hard on between him and the mattress.

“Here, let’s try it this way, so that I can suck your cock while you lick her,” Marie suggested, urging Mitch over onto his right side.

Abigail rolled into position, lying on her left side and cocking her leg, so that he could scoot in close to her stretched-open cunt. Mitch gasped as his cock disappeared into Marie’s sucking lips just as his own lips touched his wife’s swollen clit.

“Oh, oh, God, yes,” Abigail sighed in ecstasy.

She hadn’t known she wanted her abused pussy sucked and licked until that very moment, but Mitch’s tongue and lips felt so nice on her juicy folds! The added stimulus of hearing Marie’s lips lustily moving up and down on her husband’s hard cock added even more excitement to what was happening!

Abigail knew she would soon be coming on Mitch’s tongue and that he would be shooting his hot spunk down Marie’s throat. She found she could hardly wait…




Chapter Twenty

 

A Whole New Beginning

 

“You are always welcome in this house from now on,” Mitch told Marie as he tenderly kissed her good-bye Saturday afternoon. “No need to call first; just show up we’ll both be happy to see you!”

When the two of them had finished up with their tongue-sucking good-byes, it was Abigail’s turn. She took the small girl in her arms, as Mitch had just done, and kissed her as much passion as he shown.

As she turned the knob on the front door to take her leave a minute later, Marie was a bit teary-eyed as she told them, “I meant what I said last night: I don’t even want to go home. But I know I have to; homework calls, and my apartment needs cleaning in the worst way!”

So she took her very reluctant leave of them and they both watched her get into her battered old car and back out of the driveway. Mitch’s arm was around Abigail’s waist as they waved to the girl one last time as she drove off.

Abigail turned toward her husband and smiled, saying: “Well, didn’t I tell you you’d fall in love with her too, when you met her?”

Mitch turned and watched the car drive away down the hill and said truthfully, “She’s incredible; I didn’t want her to go home either!”

Elbowing him in the ribs lightly, she said, “Hey, you’ve still got me, mister!”

“So I do, Mrs. Brooks, so I do,” Mitch chuckled, taking her into his arms, “lucky me!”

The two of them couldn’t get back into the bedroom fast enough. Discarded clothes littered the front room and the hallway as they hit the bed together, naked.

“God, doesn’t that thing ever go down anymore?” Abigail asked delightedly, feeling Mitch already hard and ready against her bare belly.

“It doesn’t seem to, not around the new you!” He said, just before he began to make out with her, and his kisses were as hungry as those of her recent college boy lovers!

Abigail returned them eagerly and opened her legs for her amorous man’s steely cock…

 

****

 

“I want to invite Glen Breckinridge and Marie to dinner next weekend,” Abigail announced, once they had exhausted themselves once again and lay cuddling together up against the pillows.

Mitch surprised her by saying, “Isn’t Glen a little old for Marie? Hell, we’re probably too old for Marie!”

Impishly, Abigail turned to her husband and said, “Marie doesn’t think so. She says it doesn’t really matter how old the man who owns the cock is, as long as it’s big enough to please her, and he can get it hard.”

Mitch laughed and said, “I’m not at all shocked. That sounds just like her!”

Abigail took his prick in her hand and stroked it lightly, saying: “This one sure impressed her on both counts, last night and this morning!”

“You’re not at all jealous that I fucked her so many times this weekend?”

She laughed and shook her head that she wasn’t. Abigail turned and slid up onto his chest, her big tits rubbing against his fur as she whispered, “No, it was hot, watching you two together! I really got off, seeing you make her orgasm so many times; you’re quite the stud, Mitchell Brooks!”

“I can’t promise I’m going to have the same reaction to seeing this Glen guy fuck you next weekend,” Mitch warned her. “Hell, I might even get jealous when I see him fucking Marie!”

“Oh, I think you’ll do fine,” she assured him, her heart going into overdrive as she realized that this weekend had been a total success! Mitch was saying “yes” at last to her fucking another man in front of him!

“You’re quite a guy,” she whispered to him, reaching down and stroking his hard cock once more.

“And you’re quite a woman,” he answered her, as he rolled her onto his back and slipped inside her…

 

****

 

“Thank you, kitten, thank you so much,” Abigail blurted into her cell phone. “It’s going to happen! Keep next weekend clear, please!”

Naughty little Marie, of course, said that she wouldn’t miss it for the world, not if this Glen guy had an even nicer cock than Mitch! Abigail smiled and said, “Oh, trust me, he’s the real deal. He’s not quite as big as Jared, but he’s big enough. And you already know what Mitch brings to the party.”

Marie answered dreamily that Mitch was awesome and Abigail had better watch out or she would steal him away from her. The older woman laughed and said, “Don’t even joke about that, or next weekend is cancelled, you husband-stealing little slut of a girl!”

The two of them shared a laugh over that, and then talked about whether Friday night or Saturday night would be better for their little mini-orgy. Abigail said she’d have to check with Glen before they set a definite night and that she’d get back to Marie as soon as she knew.

Abigail heard the garage door shutting just then, and realized that Mitch was back from the grocery store. She told Marie that she’d call her Monday and let her know for sure about next weekend, broke the cellular connection, and put her phone away.

“Did you remember to buy milk?” She asked her husband innocently as she sauntered into the kitchen where he was unpacking the grocery bags.

 

****

 

Glen, as it turned out, was okay with either night, and was eager to meet Mitch, and intrigued by the notion of Marie’s being there as well. Even Glory, as hot as that woman had been, wasn’t bisexual, as far as Glen knew, and he was delighted to hear that Abigail was!

The idea that Abigail was bisexual and that Marie was a cute, petite and barely twenty-one year old was clearly a real bonus as far as Glen was concerned: he was even more eager to get together with her and Mitch after Abigail had mentioned that. The image of seeing Marie with well-hung, studly Glen was irresistible to Abigail, too, the more she thought about it; and she bet Mitch would feel the same way!

Abigail decided on Saturday night for the sleepover, just to give her and Marie one more day to prepare for the big night and to bolster Mitch’s confidence about his own participation, in case that proved necessary. The hotwife didn’t want to seem callous, but she sensed that after another night in bed with Marie and her, Mitch would agree to just about anything the two women might propose!

 

****

“Yummy,” Marie whispered under breath as the three of them stood in the living room on Saturday afternoon watching Glen’s Porsche pull to a stop in the driveway, next to her old beater of a car and him emerge from the sleek roadster, “he’s way old but he’s so handsome!”

“Hey, I thought I was handsome,” Mitch chided her as they watched together while the tall, distinguished-looking older man made his way up to the front door, carrying a large bouquet of red roses in one arm and a bottle of wine in the other.

The three of them, Mitch, Marie, and Abigail were holding hands, Mitch in the middle of the two women. Marie gazed up at him, a twinkle in her devilish brown eyes and whispered, “You are, Mitch-darling, and I’m so very into you! Didn’t I prove that last night?”

Mitch laughed, but there was a nervous look about his eyes as he said, “You did at that, you little minx! And earlier this morning, too, as I recall!”

“You’d better not forget that blowjob we gave you,” Abigail teased him, squeezing his other hand in hers. “Marie and I must have sucked and licked for an hour on that big old bone of yours before you finally came in her mouth, darling!”

“Not that we minded,” Marie giggled, letting go of Mitch’s hand so that she could run to the front door and answer it when the bell rang.

“I’m still not sure about this,” Mitch cautioned his wife in a low whisper as the door opened.

“It will be okay,” Abigail assured him, squeezing his big hand again before releasing it so that she could join Marie in greeting Glen, “trust me!”

“Hi, I’m Marie,” the girl said, looking up at the tall, muscular older man, “you must be Glen.”

“Well aren’t you just the cutest little thing?” Glen said with a huge smile, handing her the roses.

Abigail said, “You know who I am.”

She went up onto her tiptoes to give Glen a welcoming kiss, with lots of tongue. Her big breasts rubbed against the front of the golf jacket he was wearing as they kissed.

“Mmmmmmmmm, how could I forget you?” Glen sighed as their lips came apart.

Mitch was there by then and Glen presented him with the bottle of wine while shaking his hand and saying: “Glen Breckenridge; it’s a pleasure to meet you. It’s Mitch, isn’t it?”

“It is,” Mitch said woodenly, accepting both the wine and the handshake. “I’m glad to meet you as well.”

He sounded anything but glad to meet a man who had cuckolded him. Abigail quickly stepped between them and took the wine, commenting, “Ooh, this is a great year, from a great vineyard. It must have cost a fortune.”

Glen made a dismissive hand gesture and glanced around the front room. He said, “It’s nothing. Say, this is a great house!”

Abigail thought back to his own elegant mansion atop the Beverly Hills and suppressed a smile. Their place was worth perhaps a million and a half in today’s market. Glen’s was worth easily ten times that much.

She turned to Marie and suggested, “Why don’t I put those in water while I open this wine and let it breathe a while? You can make everyone drinks and keep these two entertained, darling.”

Marie smiled and handed her the roses, and then led the two men into the recreation room and over to the wet bar. She asked, “I know Mitch likes Canadian whiskey, like I do. What’s your pleasure today, Glen?”

“Whatever you two are having will be fine with me,” Glen answered her with a smile, turning to Mitch. “I understand you’re in hospital administration?”

“Guilty as charged,” Mitch answered, taking the offered whiskey and water. “Abigail was sort of vague about what you do, other than saying you seem to be quite well off.”

Glen laughed and drank a sip of his cocktail before replying, “I guess I’ve done okay. I own several businesses around LA, and I’ve dabbled in real estate. I seem to have a knack for buying low and selling high.”

He turned his attention to Marie, who stood nearby, watching the interplay between the two older men and sipping her own drink. Glen asked her, “Abigail told me that you’re a student at UCLA, Marie; what’s your major?”

“Nerd girl here, I’m afraid,” she answered with a smile, “I’m a computer geek.”

Glen looked the short coed up and down. She and Abigail had both dressed casually today, in shorts, sandals, and pullover tops.

“You don’t look all that nerdy to me,” Glen assured her with a big grin. “Where are your glasses and your grungy clothes?”

“At home,” Marie replied, smiling back. “I wore my contacts this weekend, and these are my best pair of shorts.”

Mitch smiled as well and said conspiratorially, “I can assure you, Glen, she looks quite spectacular without those shorts. She stayed over with Abigail and I last night and none of us got much sleep!”

Glen’s smile deepened as he toasted his host and replied, “I envy you, my friend, having both of these lovely women to yourself last night. That must have been fantastic.”

“Oh, it was,” Mitch said, coloring slightly at the memory of how hot it had been. “But then, if all goes as planned, you’ll see for yourself tonight!”

“See what?” Abigail inquired, as she entered the room carrying a magnificent cut-glass vase full of red roses and baby’s breath.

“Just how great you and Marie look together in bed, darling,” Mitch said, draining his drink and handing the empty glass to Marie for a refill.

Abigail flashed the two men a provocative little smile as she put the roses down on a nearby table and said, “Dinner first; then we play!”

****

 

Abigail noticed that Mitch had drunk a lot more than usual during the cocktail hour and at dinner. But she forgave him.

The poor man was obviously nervous about the rest of the evening and was seeking to calm himself down with booze. She just hoped he didn’t get too drunk to be able to perform; that would be embarrassing as hell for Mitch and might sour him on any further nights like this one in the future.

And she so wanted this to go well! Marie was doing her part, laughing and teasing both men all afternoon and evening so far, and Abigail was striving to be the perfect hostess while being her usual charming self.

Other than Mitch’s slightly excessive drinking, the party had gone well so far. They had enjoyed a barbecue in the backyard, complete with steaks and baked potatoes, and the marvelous wine Glen had brought.

Everything had turned out perfect, as far as the meal went. Abigail was sitting across the redwood picnic table from Marie, and Glen was seated next to the younger girl.

Mitch reached for a bottle of a lesser Cabernet they had opened after they had drunk Glen’s wine and Abigail took advantage of all the attention Glen was paying to Marie to gently stop her husband’s hand in mid-reach and to whisper, “Go easy on that stuff, darling.”

He stared at her in surprise and she quickly removed her hand from his and placed it underneath the table. She found his cock under his jeans and placed her fingers on it lightly, teasing it through the heavy denim material as she murmured, “We need to see this get really hard in a little while. Both Marie and I are looking forward to sucking it!”

His eyes still locked on hers, he reached for the wine bottle and poured himself another glass, asking, “Why don’t you suck our guest’s instead? I hear he’s got a really big one!”

Hearing the bitterness that had crept into her husband’s voice, Abigail prepared herself for the worst and finished her own wine…




Chapter Twenty-One

 

All Together Now

 

The four of them stood in the bedroom, still fully clothed. An awkward silence had descended upon them as soon as they’d entered the room.

Everyone seemed to be waiting for someone to make the first move. To her surprise, it was Mitch who finally said, “I’m new to all this. What is the proper way to start an orgy?”

Abigail could have kissed Marie out of gratitude when the girl whipped off her top and bra, and skimmed out of her shorts and panties, saying: “This is as good a way as any.”

She sidled over to Mitch and started to unbutton his shirt, staring enticingly up into his eyes as she added, “I want to see you naked, too, baby! I want to suck that big cock of yours again, right now!”

Mitch stared down at the naked youngster and whispered, “What about Glen, he’s the guest tonight. Don’t you want to suck his cock too?”

Marie smiled and said, “I want to suck them both, and I want to eat Abigail’s pussy a dozen times before morning! You know me, Mitch; I want to do it all!”

Abigail let out a sigh of relief as Mitch’s shirt hit the floor and the girl began to undo his jeans. In no time at all, Mitch was as naked as Marie and his cock was already half hard.

Marie turned to Glen and Abigail and commanded, “Get naked and get over here! You and I are going to put on a little cocksucking exhibition, girl, and then we’re going to fuck these guys until they can’t get it up anymore!”

“She’s a real fireball, isn’t she?” Glen whispered to Abigail, grinning hugely.

“That’s my girl,” Abigail agreed, tugging off her own blouse and unsnapping her bra, “always ready to party.”

She shinnied out of her shorts and panties and kicked off her sandals while Glen hastily shed his shirt and slacks. He bent to take off his loafers, which he had worn without socks, and then pushed down his boxers as he stood back up.

“What a nice pair of cocks!” Marie turned and looked gleefully at Abigail, who had joined her on her knees in front of the two naked men. “You sure can pick ‘em, girl!”

So can you, Abigail thought as she watched Marie fondle both rapidly swelling pricks in her palms, seeming to weigh them as she hefted them and teased them with her fingertips, Jared was bigger than both Mitch and Glen, but who’s comparing?

She had to admit as she stared at the swollen dicks in Marie’s hands, these two were magnificent in their own right! Her mouth watered at the thought of sucking them, along with her naughty little friend!

“Here, you can start with Mitch, then we’ll trade off,” Marie said just then, handing her Mitch’s cock and leaning in towards Glen’s whopper.

“Oh, man, that feels so nice,” Glen sighed as Marie’s talented tongue found the head of his dick and began to circle it.

Mitch let out a moan as his wife sucked his cock into her wet lips and ran her tongue all over it. His eyes darted from Glen’s hard on to his own and back again as the two women sucked and licked.

“Are you okay?” Abigail mouthed the words without making a sound as she stopped to kiss the head of her husband’s prick.

He nodded quickly and mimed back, “I think so. This is wild!”

“Switch for a little while,” Marie demanded just then.

The two women scrambled around on their knees and Glen’s cock was poised in front of Abigail’s mouth while Mitch’s was in front of Marie’s. Abigail heard her husband draw in a sharp breath as the girl’s mouth ate him right up, and she heard a second, even bigger gasp as she touched Glen’s hard dick with just her tongue tip.

Mitch’s eyes looked as big as a pair of quarters as she looked up at him while she sucked Glen’s cock head into her lips for the first time with him watching. A look of intense discomfort contorted her husband’s handsome face as her tongue started to go round and round on Glen’s shaft as she sucked more of it in.

But then Mitch shuddered and a leer replaced the pained look. She deep-throated Glen all the way was her husband watched and she heard Mitch murmur, “God, but it looks so hot, when you do that!”

A surge of relief washed over Abigail at that moment. She thought: My Mitch is going to be okay with this after all! It’s going to be alight, thank God!

 

****

 

“Man, she’s so tight!” Glen murmured to Mitch as he eased his thick cock into Abigail’s pussy. “I envy you, pal, sleeping with this one every night!”

Mitch watched the other man’s huge cock disappear into his wife’s snug little twat an inch at a time. His own prick was buried in Marie’s cunt, clear up to his balls.

The two couples were beside each other on the bed, in the man-behind position. Glen was fucking Abigail for the first time that night and Mitch was doing the honors with Marie.

“Marie’s pretty tight, too,” Mitch breathed at last, as Glen really began to slap the meat to Abigail while he watched, “but she’s just a kid, so that’s not surprising.”

“Hey, I resent being talked about as if I’m not in the room,” Marie said chidingly over her shoulder to Mitch.

He grinned at her and said, “Sorry, but you are just a kid, honey.”

“Maybe I am, but you sure seem to like my girlish pussy, Mitch!”

He laughed and said, “You’re right about that, sweetheart. You’re sure right about that!”

Abigail smiled. Mitch was loosening up as the evening went on: he was taking to wife-sharing like a duck to water!

The two couples fucked for a few more minutes and then Glen suggested, “Do you want to trade for a while? Abigail is incredible, but I must confess I can hardly wait to get a turn with Marie!”

Mitch grinned and stopped fucking Marie for a second, saying: “I don’t blame you, Glen she’s something else!”

The switch was rapidly made and Mitch’s hard dick slid into Abigail’s super-wet pussy lips. She looked back over her shoulder and said, “Don’t I know you from somewhere, sailor?”

Mitch smiled and nodded toward the other couple, saying: “Just look at them fuck! He’s really giving it to her!”

Abigail turned her head and saw that Mitch was right. Glen was hammering his big dick into the petite girl’s pussy as fast and as deep as he could.

“J-Jesus,” Marie gasped, her cupcake tits jiggling wildly as the thick hunk of male meat spit her open again and again.

“Too much; am I fucking you too hard?” Glen asked, concerned, his frantic thrusts ceasing for a moment.

“Fuck no,” Marie said with a smile, looking back over her shoulder at the older man, “I love it!”

Mitch leaned over Abigail’s body and took a big, dangling breast in each hand and began to knead them as he fucked her while they watched Glen and Marie put on a demonstration of how doggie should be done! Her husband whispered in her ear, “I think those two like each other, a lot!”

“Not as much as I like you,” she murmured, and twisted her head around so that they could kiss as Mitch took her over and over again.

 

****

 

“Oh, fuck, this a lot of cock!” Abigail panted as Mitch slipped into her pussy.

“Relax, you can do it,” Marie whispered, kissing Abigail on the cheek, squeezing the other woman’s nipples gently.

Glen was up her ass and Mitch had just buried his cock in her cunt! Marie was kneeling next to the threesome, helping out wherever she could.

“Man, she’s really tight this way!” Glen huffed, easing her long body up and down on his buried prick as she sat on his lap.

“Tell me about it,” Mitch sighed, beginning to fuck his wife’s cunt slowly. “I can feel your big dick in her! It’s right up against mine!”

The two men chuckled like a pair of criminal coconspirators and speeded up their lunges into Abigail’s impaled body. She moaned and her tits jerked in Marie’s hands.

So good, Abigail thought to herself, it feels so good to get doubled like this, while my sweet Marie plays with my titties!

She opened her eyes and smiled at Mitch, whispering, “I love you!”

He grinned and fucked her even faster, now totally at ease with sharing her with another guy. He whispered back, “I love you, too, baby!”

“Aw, that so sweet; I love how much you two care about each other!” Marie sighed, beaming at the two of them.

“Come here, and give me some loving while these two ravage me,” Abigail murmured to the girl.

“Okay, but then it’s my turn to get double-fucked,” Marie insisted, leaning in until her lips were near Abigail’s…

 

****

 

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” Marie chanted, Glen’s huge cock slamming into her asshole again and again, “just like that! Fuck me hard, just like that!”

Mitch held his wife close. He had just come in Marie’s pussy while she’d watched and then he had pulled out and left the younger girl all to Glen.

The older man had urged the youngster onto her hands and knees in front of him and—without removing his cock from her anus—had gotten up onto his knees behind her and really started balling her butt like there was no tomorrow. Abigail leaned back against her husband and watched her little friend get the ass-fucking of her life.

“He’s really tearing her a new one,” she observed.

“But she loves it,” Mitch whispered back, a contented smile on his face as he held Abigail’s naked body in his arms.

“What’s not to love?” Abigail asked, snuggling into her man. “Glen’s a real master at ass-fucking.”

She turned to Mitch and said, just before she kissed him, “But then, so are you, darling; so are you!”

 

****

 

Mitch was enthusiastically fucking Marie’s asshole while Abigail and her sixty-nined, with the older woman on her back and Marie on her hands and knees.

Glen was enjoying Abigail’s pussy while Marie licked her clit.

This was as close to heaven as Abigail could imagine without actually being there! Every few strokes, Mitch would pull out of Marie’s well-spunked nether opening and feed his cock down into his wife eager mouth, where she would lick it clean again of Marie’s anal secretions and Glen’s come before Mitch plunged it into the girl’s anus again.

The whole thing was so hot, Abigail could barely stand it! And Marie obviously felt the same way, if the girl’s avid tongue swipes against Abigail’s clit were any indication!

This is incredible! Abigail told herself, getting ready to come yet again.

She had lost count of how many orgasms she’d had this evening. All she knew was that a lot more climaxes would claim her body before morning, if these three had anything to say about it!

This is what I became a hotwife for, she realized. Nights like this are so intense they have to be experienced to be believed!

Glen and Marie, Jared and his two friends, guys and girls she had yet to meet…It all stretched out ahead of her like an endless wonderland of hot sex and illicit fun!

Mitch eased his cock out of Marie’s ass once more and plopped it into his wife sucking mouth. She gobbled it up greedily, wondering if her man would choose to come between her lips, down her throat, or in Marie’s tight little asshole?

I don’t care, she realized in that second. It doesn’t make any difference, because there are a lot more comes ahead of Mitch and I! There are going to be a lot more nights like these for us to enjoy…

 

The End

 

(Or is it? Mitch and Abigail were fun to write about. Do you want to see more of their hotwife adventures? Please drop me an email and let me know…)




Author’s Notes

 

All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, and other southern California locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

If you want to read more about Glory and her husband Blake and Glen Breckenridge, they can all be found it my previous book: Wives Who Stray: Seducing Strangers.

Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

 

CKR

cover.jpeg





index-1_1.jpg





index-2_1.jpg





