
        
            
                
            
        

    




 We're starting 2025 with a story that I originally published in January 2012, but must have started a decade earlier, since it takes place during the start of the 2002 baseball season. That's crazy. 

 Long time fans probably remember this one, as it was one of the first stories I ever published on Literotica. I've taken most of those stories down, edited them, and republished them in some form, with a few exceptions—this being one of them. A patron asked if I'd republish it for them, and what better way to start a bright new year off than with something... old?  

 A few notes here. I have done very little revising here. It's mostly published as originally written. 

 This story was probably conceived in the years before I even knew what a "hotwife" was and was still wrestling with the fantasy myself. Also, there's no way that I'd write these characters this way now, particularly the agency of the female characters. This reflects a hornier, less mature version of who I am now. But again, for historical purposes, I'll leave most of it as is. It'll be a nice contrast to some of the fun stuff I have coming up.  

 Oh, and this one's going to remain a Patreon exclusive. You won't find this published anywhere else. I'll file it under "short stories" even though it's kind of closer to a novella.  

America’s Favorite Pastime 

 First published in January 2012 

"You don't think that would be weird?" Angie asked her husband over the phone. 

"No, I don't. You know my brother. You don't need me there to have fun." 

"I suppose so," Angie said, playing with the coiled cord of the phone. 

"And you were going to watch the Opening Game anyway. Now you can watch it with a group." 

"Okay, I see your point, John. It's just that... I'll be the only female there." 

"Oh, that's not true. I think that Kelly's going to be there." 

"Oh, then it's perfect," Angie said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. That busty slut, thought Angie. 

"I know, you and Kelly have your... differences, but she's really a nice girl. You need to get past your prejudices, Ang." 

"John," an annoyed Angie began, but stopped herself. Too many of these conversations ended in a petty fight, and she was determined to make this one end happier. "You're probably right. After all, it's better to watch a game of baseball in a crowd, not alone." 

"Honey, I have to go. Have fun!" 

"I will." She tried to sound sincere. 

"I love you." 

"I love you, too." 

John had been away for too long, Angie thought. Phone conversations were nice, but she missed his physical presence. She missed cuddling with him on Saturday morning, and holding his hand on their evening walks. Most of all, she thought, stepping into the shower, she missed the sex. They had been married for two years and their sex life was showing no sign of slowing down. 

Three or four times a week, at least. Sometimes, they'd even meet in hotels like clandestine lovers during the week, just to get it on at lunch time. 

She shampooed her long blonde hair, then began to soap up her lean body. Her hands quickly found her soft breasts, tweaking her pink nipples and drawing a moan. John loved her breasts. 

He said the B-cups were the perfect size to squeeze and palm. Angie loved them because they were so sensitive and highly arousing to touch and play with. 

Her right hand soaped its way down across her toned stomach—just shy of a four-pack—and into the folds of her tight little pussy. She loved the feel of the hot water making pin-pricks against her skin as she fingered her slippery clit. 

Bringing herself to an explosive orgasm, she slumped naked against the tiled wall of the shower, catching her breath. Angie never masturbated in the two years of marriage to John. Now, she found herself doing it on a daily basis, and had even considered going out and purchasing a vibrator to take care of her in her more desperate times. The thought of that purchase still brought a blush to her face and butterflies to her stomach, but the temptation was growing and growing. 

She reached for the razor and finished her shower routine: shampoo, soap, masturbate, and shave. She left a trimmed patch of auburn curls just above her clit, the way John liked, making sure to touch it up until the rest of her was smooth as silk. 

Toweling off, she admired her naked body in the mirror. Unlike most redheads, Angie had a naturally tanned complexion. She wasn't dark, not the Mediterranean look, but she also wasn't 

the pale skinned, freckled Irish princess, either. She did have a light dusting of freckles, but they were so light that you could only see them on the closest inspection. 

Walking naked into her bedroom, she flipped on the Weather Channel and tried to decide what to wear to the barbeque sports party. 


*** 

Carter, John's younger brother, lived in Portola Valley, south of San Francisco. Angie always marveled at the large mansions of that area, no two alike, nestled in the rolling hills of the area. 

Carter had done well for himself. A businessman, he had started a number of companies, selling them off at their peak, then using his profits to start another. Currently, he was in between businesses, enjoying his carefree life. He'd probably enjoy the summer before re-immersing himself in a new business venture, at which point he'd have little time for socializing. 

His house was built to his specifications on the rise of a hill overlooking the valley. It was ranch-style, windows all over the place, and crawled up one side of the incline to where his bedroom sat on the crest. Windows gave him a 360 degree view of the lush green surroundings. He'd had a tennis court put in—which he'd used only twice—and a swimming pool, which he used all the time. The house was isolated enough that he didn't have to worry about the neighbors spying on him—not that there was any reason that they should or would—unless they broke out binoculars. The closest visible neighbor was on the crest of the next hill. 

Carter had set up his fancy grill out on the wide patio between the living room and the pool. He'd opened all the bay doors of the house so that the smell of the grill could draft into the living room, where his plasma screen television was going to broadcast the first baseball game of the 2003 season: the Anaheim Angels vs. the Texas Rangers. Carter didn't really care who would win, although being a staunch Giants fan, he wouldn't mind seeing Anaheim lose their first game of the year. 

His guests were all here, except for his brother's wife, Angie. James, Dan, and Kelly were all part of his childhood circle of friends. Mohammed was a business-associate turned-friend for Carter's, who also knew James, Dan and Kelly pretty well now. The five of them had become inseparable in the last year, and Carter was very happy to have them all together for what he felt was the greatest game on Earth. 

"When's John's hot wife going to arrive?" asked a slightly drunk James. Being a Chinese American, he got really red, really fast whenever he was even in the vicinity of alcohol. He always went from shy computer geek to boisterous party animal when he had the booze in him. 

"Angie should be here any minute. She called about a half hour ago and said she was leaving," 

Carter replied, turning on the grill. It was about 4 o'clock. The game didn't start until 5, but James, at least, hadn't waited to start drinking. 

"Well, I hope she gets here soon. I'm tired of ogling Kelly!" He took a swig of his long necked Bud. 

"Hey!" Kelly yelled from inside. "I heard that!" She leapt out of the couch and sauntered outside. 

"You think I'm tired looking?" she asked, her lips pouty. 

She cocked her hip out and rested a hand on it, posing for the boys. She certainly wasn't tired looking. Not by any stretch of the imagination. Blonde, all curves and legs and beautiful, suntanned skin. Look up "California girl" in the dictionary and you'll get a picture of Kelly. Her long, pale blonde hair was natural, unlike so many other women who fit her mold, but her large 

breasts were not. She spent a great deal of her time at the gym so she could keep her fantastic body and show off in her skimpy dresses and bikinis. Today, she was wearing a pair of tight jean short cut-offs, low rise and tattered, displaying every inch of her long, shapely legs. 

Carter always loved Kelly's butt. Hell, everyone did. It formed the ideal tear-drop, tight and just about as perfect as you could make a butt. Kelly loved it, too, wearing things that showed it off, even if she was only going to be seen by her friends. 

She wore a crop top baby tee with three quarter length sleeves. It was white with blue baseball-style sleeves, and tight across her surgically enhanced chest. 

The guys wouldn't know it, but standing in front of them, posing like she was, she was a little embarrassed. She always loved the admiring look of the guys, but these people were so close to her. They were practically family (although you weren't necessarily supposed to be attracted to your family members). Kelly had deep rooted insecurity issues. She knew this, and even knew it when she decided to get her high end implants. She felt that maybe if she weren't so flat chested, she would have a little bit more confidence. 

Shrugging, she decided not to think about it and walked past the boys, sitting along the pool edge and dangling her feet in the cool water. She was a tease, she reminded herself, not a slut. 

Dan really liked Mohammed. As usual, their conversation fell into a political one with Dan gleaning a lot of insight from his new Pakistani friend. With the changing political climate and its attitude towards the Middle East and Afghanistan, it was interesting to get Mohammed's perspective. 

Today, however, was the start of baseball season, and since both men (this whole group, actually) had an old-timey love of the game, their conversation shifted to how the A's were going to do this year, whether they'd keep Tejada at year's end, and what amazing things Bonds would do for the Giants. And they were also on their way to a healthy buzz. 

The doorbell rang and Dan went to answer it. That would be Angie, his friend's very attractive wife. 

Angie came in, holding a case of beer, and Dan couldn't help but give her a quick once over. She was wearing a short white sundress, tied around her neck in halter fashion. Her shiny blonde hair with kinky, gentle curls, was back in a ponytail. She wore white slides that exposed her very well manicured toe nails, painted pale pink to match her fingers. 

She cleared her throat. Apparently Dan's inebriated state made it difficult for him to judge time. 

Not that this bothered him in the least. He made no pretense when it came to his admiration of Angie's body. He had determined long ago that he would fuck this gorgeous redhead, John or no John. 

"Please, come right in, my lady." 

Angie blushed at Dan's unabashed appraisal of her body. Any other time, she would have been furious with him, but with her current state of arousal, she found herself glancing quickly at Dan himself. Not bad looking, she concluded. Tall, dark, and confident, Angie knew that Dan was extremely brilliant, but that he'd used his brilliance to establish himself as a successful lady's man. On almost every occasion that she had been around him, he had flirted heavily with her, doing everything short of propositioning her. She had talked to John about Dan's behavior, but 

he merely laughed and said, "Boys will be boys." John, being three years older than Dan's 28, still saw Dan and Carter and the gang as kids. 

Angie, who was also 28, knew that she had to be careful around the dark-haired dilettante. 

"You know Mohammed, right?" he asked, walking behind her into the living room. She had the distinct impression that his eyes were plastered to her ass. 

"Yes, we've met," Angie answered. Angie had been impressed with Mohammed. He was also as handsome as he was smart, only he made no blatant sexual overtures toward the married redhead. He was almost polite to a fault, and Angie hoped his gentlemanly qualities were rubbing off on this group of crass guys. 

She found Carter and James Chan out on the patio. The sandy-haired surfer dude and the tall, skinny Asian computer programmer. "Where would you like me to put this?" she asked, holding up the Sam Adams Light. 

"The hot redhead has arrived!" a drunk James exclaimed before Carter could answer. 

"Calm down," Carter said quietly to his friend. "Why don't you take them into the beer fridge, James. And could you grab me the hamburger meat? Grill's hot enough now." 

James' eyes were glued to the redhead's body as he walked into the house. 

Carter apologized for his friend's rude behavior and Angie politely brushed the apology off, like he knew she would. His brother was a lucky man, he thought for the umpteenth time. He tried not to let his own eyes linger too long on her dancer-like body, or wonder what she looked like naked. 

"I'm glad you could make it," he said. For some reason, he felt almost embarrassed. He rarely hung out with Angie without John, but he truly enjoyed her presence. It didn't hurt that she was a bigger baseball fan than his brother. 

She smiled at him, all confidence here, and said, "I'm happy to be able to watch the game with someone. Even if it is a bunch of rude guys like yourselves." 

"And girl," Kelly said, raising her hand without turning around to look at the two. She was still sitting on the edge of a pool, lost in thought. 

John's wife had arrived. John's beautiful, confident wife. When it came to guys, she was not shy whatsoever. They were predictable. But if Kelly were to have a bane, then confident women would be hers. They intimidated her. She felt so exposed to them. She felt like they saw her for the generic hussy that she didn't want to be. Angie was no different than those women but for one thing: Kelly liked Angie. She admired her. Often times, she found herself envying the redhead. She'd never been able to maintain a female friendship, but if she could pick one woman, it would definitely be Angie. 

Angie hadn't noticed the blonde when she first came out here. "Hey, Kelly," she said, proud that none of her disapproval came out in her voice. The blonde wouldn't even turn around to say hi. 

There seemed to always be tension between the two of them. It was nearly at the point that Angie was ready to give up on ever having friendly relations with the busty platinum blonde. 

When Angie and John were first married, Angie was very jealous of Kelly. She thought that the Playmate look-a-like was trying to seduce her husband away from her. She even went so far as 

to accuse John of having an affair with Kelly. He reassured her, told her that Kelly was "like a sister" to him. Angie still didn't understand, but eventually just got used to the curvy young woman. 

"I think that you need to get drinking," Carter encouraged, reaching into a cooler and handing her a Smirnoff Ice. "You're behind the curve." 

Burgers and baseball were the order for the next few hours. While all the guys cheered and rooted against Anaheim, Angie and Kelly discovered that they did have one thing in common: love for the Angels. 

Finally, here was a connection that they had. They sat next to each other, cheering for their team to win, rallying when they were behind, and getting drunker through the whole event. 

Angie had expected Kelly to get girly with the sport, saying things like, "Oh, he's so cute." Instead, Kelly took the game very seriously, throwing out a grasp of the game and the knowledge of the Angels that surprised not only Angie, but the rest of the guys. 

In the end, when Anaheim fell to the Rangers 6-3, Kelly just shrugged and said, "I think I'm a little drunk." 

Angie was feeling numb from all the beer she'd consumed, and said, "Baseball’s a marathon, nota spring. No big deal." 

"Hey guys, I think I'm going to head home," the Asian man said, face still beet red. 

"See ya later, James," all the guys said. 

"I better take off, too," Angie said, getting up and stretching. Dan glanced at her jutting breasts. 

"Oh no you don't," said Kelly, grabbing her and dragging her back down to the couch. "You've had too much to drive anywhere." 

"But what about him?" she said, stabbing a finger at James. 

"Oh, he'll be fine." 

"I stopped drinking an hour ago. I'm just going to be red for a little while." 

"Besides," Dan said, standing up and slapping James on the back, "he doesn't live so far. Do you? James?" Dan was drunk. 

James left, leaving the three guys and two girls to socialize. Everyone was inebriated. Kelly knew it because she was actually able to hold a conversation with Angie. "Um... so how long has John been in New York?" Kelly asked her. 

Angie, even in her buzzed state and with her new found appreciation for the blonde, gave the other woman a guarded look. "Two months." 

"Two months! Wow... that's so..." Kelly finally saw the redhead's territorial look, and suddenly got scared. She was afraid that Angie would start to hate her. She changed tactics. "You know, think about how hard it is for you, and then think about how much worse it must be for him." 

"What do you mean?" Angie asked, still a little defensive, but also a little curious. 

"Well, I'm sure he tells you this, but he loves you so much. Talks about you all the time! And not only is he separated from his wife, but his friends as well. At least you get to spend time with us." 

Kelly put her hand on Angie's knee, trying to be comforting. 

Drunkenly, Angie bought the argument and smiled back, not thinking about the hand. 

Dan and Mohammed were arguing about the A's and the Giants (who would be the dominant team in the Bay Area) and Carter crawled over to the girls, bent down and whispered something in Kelly's ear. The blonde gave a naughty grin at the sandy-haired Carter, and nodded. Carter disappeared upstairs, and the blonde leaned in close to Angie and asked quietly, "Do you smoke?" 

"Umm... occasionally when I'm out. Don't have any you can bum though." 

Kelly giggled, tucking a strand of her long blonde hair over her ear. Her ocean blue eyes were intense, and she whispered even quieter, "No, not that kind of smoking. I mean... smoking," with an emphasis on 'smoking.' 

"Oh," Angie said, getting it at last. Suddenly, the redhead's face grew hot. Sometimes, she was so naive about these things. She thought about lying to her new friend, but decided against it. 

"Nope. Never." 

"Really?" she asked, the blonde's cute nose crinkling in disbelief. "And you've been married to John for two years?" 

"Yeah. Why?" 

Suddenly, Kelly realized she was in territory that was better left to John and Angie. "Oh, no reason." 

Just then, Carter returned, sitting down between the two women and opening up a chrome cigarette case. Inside were a number of rolled joints, and he pulled one out. Taking a dark green cigarette lighter, he lit it, took a long drag off the end, and passed it to Kelly. 

Watching the bud of the end of the marijuana cigarette flare to life at the full lips of the blonde made Angie's stomach flutter. She knew what was coming next. Worse still, she knew what she'd do. 

Passing the lit joint to the redhead, Kelly was a little surprised to see Angie's hand shaking. "Just relax and pull the smoke down into your lungs. You want to hold it there as long as you can before releasing," the blonde instructed. 

Nodding, Angie tried to do what Kelly said. She pretended it was a regular menthol and found it easier to smoke. The taste was also different than a normal cigarette. Sweater maybe. It registered higher on her taste buds. She also felt nothing from that first hit. 

The joint went around one more time when Dan sat down next to Angie, saying, "Hey, pass the grass over here." 

He slipped his hand around the redhead's waist, and it was when Angie turned her head to look at Dan that she was hit full force by the pot. 

She was hit with one of the strongest head rushes she'd ever felt and her vision suddenly flooded with soda water fizz. The sounds in the room faded to a low mute, and suddenly she 

was moving in slow motion. All her actions, all her thoughts, were on a two second delay. She slowly passed the joint to Dan, who was smiling at her. "Good shit, aint't it," he said, his voice sounding like it was coming from the top of a long and narrow well. Angie nodded. 

"You alright?" Mohammed asked, concerned. He squatted down in front of her, taking her head in his hands and making her look at him. His voice echoed through her head, "alright, alright, alright..." 

He said, "Breath. Just breath..." And she did. And it felt wonderful. 

It was as if someone hit the play button on the remote, and all of a sudden, the world returned to normal. Or almost normal. Things still felt swimmy, but everything sped back up to regular speed, and the sound returned. Everyone but Dan was looking at her with a little concern, and she suddenly realized where she was, and what was going on. She felt Mohammed's cool hands on her cheeks and smelled his exotic musk. She felt Dan's hand around her waist, fingers teasingly rubbing her side through the white dress. She felt the concerned eyes on her dissolve into stupid grins, matching her own stupid grin. It was as if she had just said something really funny, but it wasn't appropriate to laugh. 

She wanted to say, "I forgot to breath!" She wanted to shout it at them, like it was the funniest joke in the world. But instead, all her brain let her do was to burst out laughing. The plug was pulled, and everyone else joined in. 

After a few more passes and a second joint lit, Angie decided that she was as stoned as she wanted to be. "I need some fresh air," she said, slowly getting up. Her legs weren't as stable as she remembered them to be. Kelly jumped up and said, "Fresh air sounds great," and together, they wobbled outside to the pool area. 

Sitting on the edge of the pool and letting their feet wade in the glowing water felt phenomenal. 

"You okay with all this?" Kelly asked after a long pause. The sound of insects filled the night air. 

"Yeah..." Angie said, not sure if it was true herself. "Not something I've ever done, but... 

something I'm glad I tried." 

"I know what you mean. How do you feel now?" 

Angie looked at the blonde, said, "High. And... horny." She didn't mean to say it, but it just came out. 

"Yeah... weed always makes me feel horny." 

"It's not just that. It's..." She blushed. "I can't believe I'm telling you this." 

Kelly felt a burst of pride. They were moving into a subject that she felt comfortable talking about, and she felt confident for the first time in front of Angie. "You're talking about John, aren't you. Two months is a long time..." 

"Oh, yeah," Angie said, kicking her legs in the water. 

They were quiet for a few more minutes when Angie blurted, "Have you slept with any of those guys in there?" 

Now it was Kelly's turn to blush furiously. She didn't want to answer that question. It was going to make her look really bad in front of this woman that she'd now determined she really wanted to be friends with. "Um..." 

Angie smiled at Kelly and said, "I promise I won't judge." 

"Okay..." Kelly hesitated another moment. "This is going to make me sound like a slut, and I swear to you that I'm not. I may act like it sometimes, but really, it's just a sort of insecurity issue that—" She was rambling. 

"Kelly! Really, I'm just curious. It's really none of my business." 

"I've slept with all of them except for Mohammed." Angie's eyes widened, despite her promise. 

"Not all at once. At different times. You know how it is. Carter was actually my... my first. Back in high school. Dan and I... well, we've always been friends with benefits, if you know what I mean." 

She was rambling again. 

"Have you slept with John?" she asked before she could even think. Pot and alcohol will do that to you. 

Kelly looked at Angie, a little nervous at the question, a little startled by it. Before she could answer it, the shrill sound of a cell phone broke out over the night. 

"Shit, that's mine," the redhead said, running to her purse by the grill. "Must be John." 

"I'm going to go inside," Kelly mouthed as she listened to the first few lines of Angie's voice. She padded inside, leaving wet little footprints along the patio floor. 

"Are you stoned?" asked John's voice over the phone. 

"Um... wh-why do you ask?" Angie said, trying her best to sound normal. 

"You totally are stoned!" She had to hold the phone from her head due to his laughter. "My brother actually got you stoned. Wow..." 

"What's that mean, mister?" Angie asked. 

"Means I lost a bet. No matter. You having fun?" 

"Yeah... more fun than I thought I would." 

"See, my friends aren't so bad." 

"Have you ever slept with Kelly?" the redhead asked, the question still on her mind. 

"Honey, don't be silly. Of course not." 

If she were sober and clear-headed, she would have said that he was lying. She knew him long enough to detect things like that. But in her current state of fucked-up, she wasn't so sure. 

"Are you... are you telling me the truth?" she said uncertainly. "Shit, I can't... I can't tell. John, are you telling me the truth?" 

"Oh Angie, I promise you, Kelly and I have never... been intimate. Why do you ask?" 

"Well, she's been with your brother. And she's known you since you were--" 

"In college. Remember, I'm older? She really slept with Carter?" 

"Yeah," she said, bluntly. Now everything he was saying sounded false. She didn't know how to handle this. 

"Wow. He never told me that... interesting." 

"Hey, I hear them calling me," she lied. "I better go." 

"Okay. I love you, baby. I'll talk to you tomorrow." She shook her head. Why did that sound fake? 

"I love you, too. Good night." 

"Night." 

Hanging up the phone, the redhead stood up and walked towards the house carefully, her steps now uncertain not only because of the weed she'd smoked, but because of the conversation she'd had. She was so absent-minded that she didn't realize the scene happening in the living room until she was on top of it. 

Kelly was sitting on the couch, in between Mohammed and Carter. As Angie walked in, the blonde was engaged in a full on make out session with Mohammed as Carter rubbed her body and legs. He was reaching around her body, cupping her large breasts in his hands and kissing her long neck. 

Angie stood there like a deer caught in headlights, watching as Kelly switched from kissing Mohammed to kissing the sandy blonde haired Carter. 

Dan was sitting in the recliner, looking stoned and grinning like an idiot. He looked up, saw the redhead, and patted his lap. "Over here. The view's great." 

Moving not of her own volition, Angie sat down on the edge of the chair next to Dan. "What's... 

going on?" she said at last, finding her quiet voice. 

"Well," Dan whispered, leaning towards the redhead, "it started off as a contest: 'who was a better kisser.' From there, well... I'd say Kelly is happy with both of the gentlemen suitors." Angie let Dan pull her onto his lap, and she suddenly felt his hard on pressed against the tightness of her dress. 

She was too shocked at the developments and too stoned from earlier to do anything else. She was also a little angry at John, and she couldn't exactly decide why. Dan's hands felt good as the hugged her flat stomach, and she leaned back into him, watching Kelly kiss the two guys. 

Dan was pretty psyched about having Angie sit on his lap. He quickly encircled her slender waist in his hands, and grinned even broader as she leaned back into him. Her shiny blonde hair smelled fresh and clean, and her perfume was intoxicating to his buzzing brain. He wanted this woman more than anything in the world, at that moment, and he knew that if he lead things in the proper direction, he could have his prize. 

Kelly finally finished her make out session and fanned herself with her fingers. "Hoo! That was pretty hot. I can't decide who's the better kisser. I say it's a tie." 

"Oh, that's not fair! Angie, you'll have to decide," Dan said, squeezing her hips playfully. 

Angie shook her head slowly. "No, I don't think so... 

"Yeah, I'm not sure how appropriate that would be," Carter said. This was his brother's wife, after all. He wasn't sure if he could really make out with her. That was what his rational side was telling him, anyway. As he stared at the redhead's slender body, the lust was screaming to go for it. Go for it! 

"Oh, Carter, it's just a kiss," Dan said, staring at him with a very meaningful look. Carter knew Dan had the hots for Angie. They all did. Only Dan was willing to act on it. He didn't care if she was married or divorced or widowed or a nun or whatever. If he was attracted to a woman, he went after her. Even his friend's wife. Couldn't trust Dan, but that was one of his charms. 

"Yeah, just a kiss," Angie told him, reassuringly. Carter couldn't believe this! He knew that Dan, of course, would be in favor of this. But Angie herself? 

Kelly giggled and slid out from between them. "Sorry to put the burden on you, Angie. I just couldn't decide." 

Angie giggled too, not sure what she was doing, but not questioning it anymore. She sat down between the two attractive guys and patted their knees like a reassuring mother. Mohammed, for one, was not thinking of her as a mother. He, too, was having a certain conflict of emotion. 

This was a married woman. The forbidden fruit. Her large diamond engagement ring seemed to be shining even brighter than ever. Yet she was so damned hot. He kept quiet, letting her make her own decisions. 

The redhead turned to Carter, draping her arms around his neck. She smiled and said, "Pucker up," before closing her eyes and leaning in. Her lips were wonderfully soft on his lips, warm and soft. For one instant, he wondered what they'd feel like, wrapped around his shaft. Her lips parted and she playfully introduced a tongue into their kiss. 

After about two or three minutes of kissing, she broke away, smiling satisfactorily and kissed him on the nose. Without saying anything, she turned to Mohammed, wrapped her hands around the back of his neck, and pulled his lips into hers. The mocha-skinned man felt that good kissing was an essential lead-up to sex. He didn't buy into the idea that "a kiss was just a kiss" 

because he knew just how powerful that kiss could be. He seduced with his lips, because if he could impress the woman here, he knew that she'd conclude that he could impress elsewhere. 

He kissed John's wife no differently than he would any other woman, and felt his cock harden with arousal. Angie was certainly a good kisser. She liked to play with her lips and tongue, shifting her head left to right, sensuously teasing. Mohammed stepped up to the challenge. 

Carter was a good kisser, Angie had to admit, but Mohammed was better. He played with her using just his lips against her own, and she actually felt herself growing wet by this kissing. There was no deep tonguing here. When the redhead felt Carter's hands on her firm, little breasts, she moaned into Mohammed's mouth, covering it generously, unable to keep up with the game. She had to stop, her world was spinning. 

She broke off the kiss, panting, and blushed. "That was... incredible… you two." 

"They're really good kissers, aren't they?" 

Angie nodded, but had to acknowledge Mohammed the winner. "I'm sorry Carter, but Mohammed..." She just shook her head. 

"Well," Kelly said, standing up. "This whole... judging thing has made me more than a little... 

over-heated. Don't you agree, Angie?" The redhead nodded. "Anyone else care to join me and Angie for a little swim?" 

Kelly reached her hand out to Angie and helped her stand. Without saying anything else, the two women began to walk out to the pool area. When they were outside in the cool night, Angie whispered, "I don't have a suit.” 

“Bra and panties then,” Kelly replied. 

“I don’t have a bra, either." 

"That's okay," the blonde whispered back. "Neither do I." She smiled at Angie's nervous shock, but reached down and whipped her cotton t-shirt off anyway. Her large breasts stood prominently on her chest like small, inflated balloons. The obviously saline enhanced globes shared the same, rich tan as the rest of the blonde's body, and her nipples were still small, light brown silver dollars—not the stretched out nipples of the cheaper breast enlargement operations. Kelly giggled to herself, noting Angie's eyes carefully staying away from her bared chest. 

"Well? Aren't you going to join me?" Kelly said, still smiling. She knew the guys would join them. 

This was too good to pass up. But for some wicked reason, she wanted this pretty little married girl to join her in her exhibitionism. 

Carter looked on from the open doors. Kelly had a fantastic body and belonged on the pages of Playboy. She had long, platinum blonde hair. She had an hour-glass figure (large breasts, slender waist, and curvy hips). She had long legs that continued the curves of the rest of her body. He knew from experience that she supported an all over-tan, worked out at the gym almost daily to maintain her tight body, and fostered a girl-next-door innocence seeded with a subtle promiscuity that Hef endeared so much in his models. 

But for some inexplicable reason, she lacked the confidence that usually came with a money body. She was remarkably smart and capable, but could never land a job of anything more than a glorified office secretary because of her deep-rooted insecurity issues. He sometimes worried about his good friend, and wanted to hold her and shelter her, were she the type to want that. 

Instead, she disguised her issues in a false confidence that only a few even knew was put on. 

Right now, that false confidence had her stripping in front of her friends and Carter's sister-in-law, showing off her breasts that proved that money can't always buy you self-assurance. 

Angie's reaction was exactly as he had predicted: embarrassed, yet wanting to be a little crazy. 

She was staring into the blonde's eyes almost as though this were a challenge. 

Since they had met, Carter always sensed a wilder side to the strong-willed redhead. John would often tell his brother how lucky he was to have Angie, but brothers being brothers, Carter sensed the somewhat unsatisfied undertones. John was used to a more daring lifestyle before he got married, and guessed that Angie was failing as a substitute. 

Watching her now as she reached behind her neck and undid the halter of her dress, he thought to himself, "She'd satisfy you now, if I could EVER tell you, bro." 

Angie's body was quite different than Kelly's, and with the two women standing profile to the eyes of all the boys, they could really appreciate the differences. The redhead had a longer, more slender body. Her breasts were smaller, but looked fantastic with her dancer's body. Her 

curves were also a little more subtle, the roll of her hips more gentle, the muscles of her legs not quite as voluptuous. As she pushed the little white sun dress off her hips, revealing the delicate straps of her white thong, Carter noted that even though she was skinnier than Kelly, she still had an incredible ass: smaller, yet still just as round and just as toned. 

The blonde was smiling as she unzipped her little short-shorts and pealed them off her hips. 

Underneath, she wore a very brief, dark blue g-string that just barely covered her mound. 

"You boys joining us?" Angie asked, teasing the boys a little with a flash of her pink little nipples before turning to the water and diving in, cutting the water like a knife. Kelly actually walked over to Carter, smiling and taking his hands in hers and dragging him to the pool. It was everything that he could do to get his pants and shirt off before he was pulled into the warm, chlorinated water. 

Dan was very pleased with the way events were turning out. Angie's body was everything he'd imagined it would be like and more. But there was still one more mystery that he needed to explore, and that was what was behind her little white thong. 

Before heading out to the pool to join Carter and the girls, he went and filled up the beer cooler, dragging it to the pools edge. "You joining them, Mohammed?" he asked as he cracked open a lager. 

"I don't know. I think I may sit this one out." 

Dan raised his eyes. "Why's that? Playing around in a pool with two beautiful, half naked girls. 

Why would you ever want to sit through that?" 

"Well, that's part of the problem. Unlike Carter over there, who's wearing boxers, I stupidly wore my boxer-briefs. And with two beautiful ladies..." 

"I see! Well, you'll be under the water most of the time. It should be fine. Just take a deep breath, think about train wrecks or some shit like that until you're at least semi, and dive on in." 

Mohammed was still looking a little hesitant, but certainly saw Dan's point. He needed and looked away, into the darkened hills of Portola Valley. Dan pulled his shirt off, showing off his toned upper body. He easily had the best body of all his friends, and never hesitated to tell them such. Taking down his jeans, he dove gracefully into the water, swimming up to Angie and brushing along her soft body. 

The five of them swam and drank and played for the next hour. Dan flirted heavily with the redhead and, to everyone's surprise—including her own—she was receptive to his playful teasing. At one point, she had moved over to the pool's edge to take a sip of her beer. Dan was right behind her, and when she turned, he pinned her up against the edge, pushing his body close to hers. 

He had a really great body, she thought, then scolded herself for thinking it. He was a braggart, a jerk who's confidence had swollen his head. Yet there was something about him that she found... irresistible? 

"You kissed both Mohammed and Carter in there. What about my kiss?" he asked. She felt his hands on her hips, drawing her closer to him. He was hard, she discovered as his erection pressed up against her lower tummy. 

"You want one, too?" She wasn't sure if it was the alcohol or her two months of abstinence, but she said, "Sure. It's only fair." 

And with that, their mouths came together for a very heated kiss. 

Carter watched from the other end of the pool as the two young bodies went at it like a couple of teenagers. He knew he should stop this before it got too far. This was his brother's wife, after all! 

Yet the other part of him was getting a little aroused, thinking about the corruption of his sweet, confident sister-in-law. 

He decided to let things go where they pleased. 

Kelly was busy teasing Mohammed. His semi-hard erection didn't escape her notice as he dove into the pool, and judging by the size of that, she started to become really curious as to the size of his fully erect member. Despite her promiscuity with her friends, she really hadn't slept with that many people—not as many as one would think, anyway—and she had never enjoyed a truly large cock. Mohammed might just give her that experience. 

Angie was starting to get really excited by the end of their swim. She knew that she was a little bit drunk, maybe still a little stoned, and feeling no pain. And she knew that some of the things that she had done were not very appropriate, nor were the things that she wanted to do, but the brush she was having with naughtiness was giving her a real thrill. 

When she pulled herself up out of the water, she knew that Dan's eyes were all over her ass where the tiny band of satin disappeared, and her heart danced at the knowledge. 

He pulled himself up after her, his pecks and abs glistening with the water in the night light, and Angie knew that her hard nipples were only partially caused by the night air. 

"We forgot the towels," she realized, looking around. 

"Didn't plan ahead, huh?" Dan laughed. "Come on, I'll show you where they are." Was there something more to this suggestion, Angie thought. Her heart began to flutter at the thought that maybe there was. Should she go? 

"Lead on," she said at last. Her face was burning up, and she didn’t look back to see the reaction of the other three. 

Carter watched as Angie and Dan disappeared into the house. His head was numb from too much drinking and too much smoking. Again, it occurred to him that he should stop what he knew was about to happen, but he couldn't. Angie was too damned hot in her little, wet thong to take away from his childhood friend. 

Dan led Angie through the large house, up some stairs, and into a darkened room. The redhead was now legitimately cold, goose bumps forming on her arms that would tightly folded across her breasts. 

"I think there are towels in here," Dan said, flipping on a light. They were in a bedroom. The guest bedroom, by the tidy, hotel-like feel to the place. 

He went to the closet, opened it, and handed her a fluffy white towel, taking one for himself. 

When they were dry, Angie went to the closet to pull out three more towels for the rest of the group. When she turned, she found Dan right behind her, just like the pool, only now, the situation was much more serious. He said gently, "We don't need to go back just yet." 

He brushed a strand of her wet blonde hair back behind her ear and smiled down at her. 

"What did you have in mind?" Angie asked, giving him a knowing smile and stepping into him. 

"I think you know," he said, bringing his lips within inches of her own. 

"I do?" she replied, brushing their lips together gently. 

"Yeah," he said. 

The hesitate only a moment, and then their mouths were one. 

They kissed, and his hands pulled her towel open, dropping it to the ground. She sighed as the cool air hit her nearly naked body, knowing how wrong this was, yet wanting it so badly. 

Still in a state of euphoria over the whole evening, she allowed Dan to lead her to the bed, where he instructed her to sit back and enjoy. He covered her mouth with his again, his hands running freely along her lithe body. A trail of kisses down her neck, along her collar bone, along the slopes of her breasts to her nipples. 

"Ohhhhh!" she moaned, thrusting her chest out and into his mouth. His tongue was making spirals along her areola, sending ripples of pleasure down into her sex. "Ohhhhh, Dannnn..." she moaned again. He switched breasts, paying equal attention to both, before continuing his journey down to his ultimate destination. 

She knew that she had to stop him. She knew that this little game had gone to far. Fun was fun, but she was a married woman. She had a wonderful husband who was so... so far away right now. 

Dan lapped along the outside of her satin thong, right over her damp mons. He knew he had her now and he was determined to tease her. He was going to enjoy this. He could feel her engorged lips with his tongue, and her smell of arousal assaulted him. He slipped two fingers along the hem of her panties, sliding them down to the soaked gusset. "Ohhh, stop teasing me, Dan!" 

Angie whined. He looked up at her and her eyes were closed, one hand up at her forehead, fingers raking through her red waves. 

He pulled the panties to the side, gazing at the last bit of covered skin on this sexy, married woman's body. He was pleasantly surprised to sweet smelling pussy very well manicured. Those plump lips that he'd felt with his tongue were shaved clean, and she'd left a little patch of trimmed auburn hair above her slit. He licked along the closed lips of her vagina, drawing a heavy sigh from the woman above. He licked her again before pulling her panties off completely. 

He was always impressed with just how different pussies could be. Angie's labia was small and fat, her lips closed up, as though shy, unlike so many other women, who's folds blossomed open when they became aroused. He buried his head in between her legs and parted those folds with his tongue, sending Angie to heaven. Dan teased Angie. He did a wonderful job at giving head, using his tongue and lips and his fingers to light a fire deep in her sex. She yearned for release, but every time her stomach muscles began to flex in anticipation, he'd slow down and drag the process out. "Ohhh, stop doing that! OHHHH!" she'd complain, but she was really at his mercy. 

John rarely went down on her, and when he did, it was nothing like this. Nothing like what this other man was doing to her. Being on the edge was tearing at her very soul. Her whole body tingled with warmth, and her jaw hurt from clenching and unclenching. When her pleasure built up once again, she refused to let this man cheat her again. She grabbed his dark hair and shoved him down between her legs, smothering him with her pussy and wrapping her legs around his head. "Uh, UHH! OHH, YESS! YES! YES!! UH!! THERE! YES, OHHHHHHHHHH!!!" 

There was nothing he could do. He either fucked her to orgasm with his tongue, or he suffocated. When she came, it was earth shattering. "UHHHHHHHHH NGHHGHHHHHHH!!!! 

OOOHHHHHHHHHH!!!" She bucked against his face, and it was all he could do to stay there, keep his tongue speared into her, his upper lip quivering against her clit. "Ohhhhhh..." she came down, eyes closed for several minutes as she basked in the glory of her tremendous orgasm. 

He slid up next to her and planted a kiss on her mouth. She flinched at the taste of her own juices that were covering Dan's lips and chin and tongue. She'd never tasted herself before. She didn't let John kiss her the few times he'd gone down on her. Not without brushing his teeth first. 

The taste was... different. 

As they made out, her hands snaked into his boxers, feeling his stiff member there, pulsing with life and arousal. It was bigger than John's. She estimated 7 or 8 inches, and thick, too. She massaged it vigorously and suddenly, she knew that she had to have it in her. She pushed him onto his back and pulled his cock out. Moving her mouth onto the flexing member, she sucked him from the side, pumping forcefully while applying the pressure that she knew Dan would love. 

When she felt he was close, she stopped, pulled off of him with a loud slurp, and straddled his legs. "Oh God, Dan, I don't know what's gotten into me, but I need to feel this thing inside me." 

She was hovering over his cock, running the mushroom head along the slippery folds of her soft vagina lips. "I need you to fuck my married pussy, Dan. I need to feel your warm cum deep in me." She only talked dirty when she was extremely horny, and that was normally in those sessions just after John got back from a long business trip. Not DURING one of those business trips. Never with another man. But shit, she didn't care. Not as his fat cock head pushed between the petals of her cunt. Not as she felt his erection split her lips and fill her tight, velvet sheath. 

"Ohhhhh," she groaned as she settled down onto him. "Oh, baby, that's so fucking goooood..." 

Dan couldn't believe how incredible this experience was. He'd slept with a couple other married women in his past. In his experience, he found that while it was difficult to break down their inhibitions at first, they always proved to be wild in bed. But Angie was different. She'd put up virtually no resistance at all to get her to this point, and now that she was here, she seemed to be on fire with lust. She drove herself up and down along his cock, hands in her hair, stretching and arching her back. Dan could make out her ribs as he watched her pert breasts dance along her chest, covered in the satiny sheen of sweat. 

"Uh, uh, oh, OH!" If anyone was on the second floor of Carter's home, they'd hear her. She moaned. She cooed. She sighed and gasped. She fucked loudly and it only drove Dan on. He'd wanted to get in her pants for years, and now that he was here, he didn't want to give it up. He'd never considered continuing an affair with an attached woman before. Too many complications. 

But feeling her tight, beautiful snatch rub up and down his glistening cylinder, he made a note to reconsider that policy. 

"Oh, cum for me! Oh, Dan, cum in my pussy! I need to feel it—ohhhh! Fuck me, fuck! Fuck! Yes! 

OHHHH!" She was cumming, and he let her ride it out, warming up his cock with the slippery walls of her vagina. Dan knew that he couldn't hold out forever, but for the time being, he concentrated on the best fuck of his young life. 

"Ohh, Dan... stop... teasing me! Stop it and... fucking cum!" Her words came in short gasps. She was on the verge of another orgasm when Dan felt the pressure build in his loins. 

"Ohhh!!! ARGHHH!!" he yelled. Dan never yelled during sex, but he did here. A bestial, guttural yell like he was some barbarian and the gorgeous redhead riding his cock was one of many conquests. He envisioned furred helmets with horns. He envisioned virginal snow and creamy breasts. He felt the heat of passion and battle, the glory of victory. And then he emptied himself into Angie's forbidden pussy, spewing a hot stream of cum like a geyser into another man’s very satisfied wife. "AAAARRRRGHHHHHHH!! AH! AHHHH!!!" He couldn't stop himself. 

She couldn't stop herself. She kept pumping him, even as his cock jerked robes of semen up into her. She shoved down on him, harder and harder, her vaginal muscles squeezing and milking every drop of his essence from him. She felt his warmth spill into her and lost it. 

"OOHHHHHHHHH YEAHHHHHHHH!!! YES--YESSSSSSS!!!" 

She felt light headed from the intensity of her orgasm. She was laying on Dan's beautiful chest, his shrinking member still half buried in her cunt. She could feel his warm jism leak out from between them. It made her giddy, thinking about what they had just done. It was so wrong. It was so exciting. 

She kissed him lightly on the lips and said, "I guess we better get those towels for the others." 

She slid up off of him and they both groaned as the plug was pulled. "I'm going to get freshened up," she said with a smile, moving into the bathroom. She felt like such a slut, feeling her leaky pussy leave a white trail down her leg. She loved it. 


*** 

Dan and Angie made their way back down to the others after being absent from the part for about a half hour. Angie had a towel wrapped around her, tucked in between her breasts. She'd found a hair clip in the bathroom and had since put her hair back. Descending the stairs that lead from the balcony down into the living room, she felt like a Roman empress, and this was not only because of her toga-like garb. On the couch below her was a scene that caused her pussy to began to get damp, once again. 

Sitting with his legs spread on the couch was the brown-skinned Pakistani, completely naked and sporting an enormous erection. On the ground between his legs was Kelly, who was busy slurping at that enormous erection. She still wore her tiny little g-string, but had her fingers working hard underneath the thin silk. 

Sitting in a chair adjacent to the couch was Carter, who had lowered his boxers to his knees and was busy stroking his cock as he watched the scene in front of him. Angie froze on the stairs until Dan took her hand and lead her down to the floor. 

Carter had gone to get towels after Dan and Angie failed to return with them. He asked if anyone wanted a drink, and of course his two friends did. When he returned from the kitchen with a tray 

of vodka tonics, he found Kelly sitting in Mohammed's lap, kissing him lightly and asking if she could see his impressive member. 

"I've never seen one as big. I'd like to... just look at it." The blonde batted her eye lashes innocently and melted Mohammed's heart. How could he refuse? 

The next thing he knew, she had his wide and long cock in her mouth and was sucking him to heaven. Try as she might, she could not get the full length of his 9 inch cock into her mouth. It was just too wide to deep throat. So she did the next best thing: she pulled out of him, raised her body up a little so that his cock rested in her too-perfect cleavage, and smiled up at him. "Ever been fucked like this?" she asked, again with that girl-next-door innocence. 

"Huh?" he asked, not sure if this was all really happening. 

"Like this," she said wickedly, putting her hands on either side of her tits and squeezing them together, enfolding his long shaft in her firm swells. Her spit helped lubricate the soft enclosure between her breasts, and she began to rub her breasts up and down his impressive cock. 

"Ohhh," he said, his eyes bugging out at what she was doing. Mohammed was by no means a player. He'd had his share of women, but sex always came after a series of dates and some romance. He'd always had a secret crush on Kelly and he'd even fantasized about her on occasion, but never did he think that something like this would ever happen to him. As his cock rose from between her large breasts, she'd take the head in her mouth, swirl once, then let it disappear back down between the warm pillows. He tipped his head back and groaned. 

Angie couldn't believe what she was witnessing. Dan lead her to the love seat across from Kelly and Mohammed, and she felt her cheeks burn as she watched the blonde fuck her friend with her own tits. This was like all the raunchy porn that she'd never watched. This was getting her so hot. She leaned into Dan. She couldn't take it anymore. She kissed him furiously on the mouth as her left hand awkwardly found his hardening cock, and she stroked it to further life. 

Carter had to close his eyes to avoid orgasm as he watched Kelly take Mohammed between her breasts, and then watched Angie and Dan begin to make out. When he opened them, Angie was sitting in Dan's lap, her back to him and the dark haired man's hands squeezing her tits. They were fucking again. Angie looked incredible in this state of arousal. More beautiful than she'd ever been, including her wedding day. Her blonde hair, clipping back and curly from the dampness, had come loose in places. It was stuck to her forehead and down her check. Her eyes were just barely open, her teeth clenched in a low, hard groan. She fucked back, hard, like a woman possessed. 

"Oh, YES!" Mohammed yelled, letting his cum spew forth. Kelly quickly took it in her mouth, letting only one gob of jism strike the bottom of her chin. She loved the taste of another man's cum, and this man was no different. 

"I want to cum in your mouth," Dan whispered in Angie's ear. "I want to feel your lips around my cock as you make me cum for the second time tonight." His naughty words embarrassed Angie at the same time as they excited her. 

She slipped his cock out of her pussy, turned around between his legs, and took his slippery cock in her mouth. She tasted herself for the second time. This time, the taste excited her. This is so wrong! her mind screamed and her lips curled up in pleasure. She used her own pussy 

juice as lubrication, her right hand pumping along with her lips, her left hand tenderly cupping his balls. 

Carter couldn't believe what was happening. No sooner had one blowjob ended than another began. Angie didn't need to suck long. He was already so wound up from their fucking that he was on the brink when he felt his cock hit the back of the redhead's throat and slid in. "Ohhhh, fuck, baby! YES!" 

Kelly scooped up the missed cum and sucked it off her finger tips, looking over at Carter. The sandy haired young man was so cute, sitting there with his penis in his hand, not sure of what to look at. It had been a long while since she had seen his gorgeous cock. In her opinion, it was the perfect size for her, and the times she had fucked him were some of the best lays she'd ever had. 

Carter watched the voluptuous blonde stand up and walk over to him. She adjusted her red g-string on her hips and he suddenly wondered if she was still clean shaven. She approached him, sitting down to his left and he got the distinct feeling that he'd find out at some point soon. 

Carter had mixed feelings about watching her pleasure Mohammed. On the one hand, he had these unfounded pangs of jealousy. After all, she was not his to feel jealous about. On the other hand, he found it extremely exciting, watching her perform for his friends. 

He shivered at her close proximity. He could feel the heat radiating off her nearly naked body. 

"You've been neglected," she said in a deep, sultry voice. Her hand enclosed his hard on, just above where his own hand was. "Your friends have both had their fun. Now it's the host's turn." 

She slid his boxers off his legs, and dropped down between his knees. Before she sucked his cock into her mouth, however, she turned to his brother's wife and said, "Care to help?" in the sweetest voice she had. 

Angie, who was staring at his cock, looked up into his eyes, looked down at Kelly, back up at Carter, and winked. "Love to." 

She slinked her naked body over to Kelly and Carter. Carter was excited to see that not only did her pubic hair match the hair on her head, but that it was shaved down to a little patch. He never thought of her as the type. Then again, he never thought of her as the type to help another woman give him a blowjob. 

The two minxes took turns on his cock. One would suck his shaft while the other licked his balls. 

Then, as if they shared a mental link, they'd shift positions almost seamlessly. Their techniques were so different it was amazing. Angie lips created a tighter ring around his shaft, while Kelly used her tongue to maximize Carter's pleasure. One of the hottest things was watching Kelly's hand caress the redhead's back. As far as he knew, Kelly had never been with another girl. But then, this didn't mean it was entirely impossible. 

Carter knew that he was close to orgasm, and so did Kelly, apparently. She pulled off his shaft, and stopped Angie from enclosing her lips over it again. She whispered to the redhead, "I'm sorry, but I really need to get fucked." Without even thinking of what she was doing, she kissed the other woman gently on the lips and stood up. Her hands looped in the g-string straps, she slowly lowered the damp T-backed panties, leaving her as naked as the rest of the room. 

Carter was so surprised by the little lip kiss the two women shared that it took him a moment to register the beautiful, completely nude woman in front of her. Her tan certainly was all-over, and 

he was happy to see that she was no longer completely bare. She'd left a very small landing strip of blonde hair above her fat pussy lips. The hair was so short it looked as though she had just begun to grow it back, and the hairless vulva was parted open in arousal and anticipation. The blonde straddled his lap, rubbed her breasts against his face, and slid down satisfyingly onto the best prick she'd ever fucked. There was no resistance at the gates, and pretty soon, her highly sensitive lips felt Carter's wiry pubic hairs. 

Angie watched Carter's cock penetrate Kelly's mostly shaven pussy and a shiver passed through her. She'd never even seen another couple having sex in front of her, not to mention this close! It was very arousing. 

She looked around. Dan was gone, but Mohammed sat there, alone in the middle of the couch, holding the biggest dick she'd ever seen in her life in his hand. His expression was like a kid with his face against the glass of a toy store. He didn't know what to look at, there were too many things to commit to memory. Angie laughed at his bewildered look, thinking how naturally this had happened. 

She crawled over to the couch and curled up next to him. "What are you thinking?" she whispered against his ear. 

Mohammed was thinking a great deal of things, but he couldn't put them into words. He looked at this beautiful, naked redhead next to him: never in his life did he ever think he'd get to even see a woman like this naked. She was too beautiful, too intelligent, and too confident for him. 

Yet here she was, sitting with her legs tucked under her, her breasts pressed up against his arm and her hands reaching down to rub his huge package. 

"I'm thinking, 'What did I do to deserve this?'" 

She giggled quietly. "You did win the best kissing contest," she said, and slowly tilted her head, bringing her lips to his. As they kissed lovingly and passionately, Angie grew hotter and hotter. 

Kissing certainly was a huge turn on for her, but she'd never become this hot due to a simple kiss. 

"Ohhh," she moaned, feeling his fingers trace up the inside of his thigh, then along the fold of her slit. She broke this kiss to groan, then hungrily brought her lips back down. No more playful kissing for her. She needed a deep kiss as his fingers pushed into her wet snatch. 

She pulled away from him briefly, staring into his deep, dark eyes. They were filled with need and lust, and she suddenly felt a surge of power. She was the one in control here, just like Kelly. She brought her lips down on his again, sitting back and pulling him on top of her. With one leg bent at the knee and the other resting on the group, she was open and ready for him to replace his fingers with his porn star-like cock. 

Angie helped guide the thick dick into her pussy, opening her vaginal lips like warm butter. 

"Uhhhh!" she groaned, a flash of pain mixed with pleasure, as his cock stretched and pulled and filled her more than anything she'd ever felt before. She felt as tight as a virgin, and it was driving her crazy with passion. She wanted him to slam it into her, but knew that he would never do that. 

Mohammed was very careful with the delicate woman beneath him. He was always careful when it came to sex. He knew that he was larger than most men, and he always felt that it was a mixed blessing. Some women were scared of his monster. Others tried to accommodate him, but said it hurt too much. He almost never got a blowjob. It was just too big. 

"Harder," Angie said through gritted teeth. He looked down at her and saw her face a wash of anguish and desire. He pushed his cock in a little harder, pulling back a little, then pushed in deeper. "Harder," she said again, and he repeated his fucking motion, only faster. He face distorted in pain, but she moaned, "Ohhhh, yesss!" 

"Come on, baby, fuck me like you've always dreamt of fucking a woman." Her voice with breathy and strained. 

He pumped her harder and she asked for more. He pushed until he felt his pubic bone strike the little patch of red above her clit, and she groaned. Grinding him cock in her, she gasped and moaned loudly. "Yes! Oh shit, this is sooo fucking goood!" He began to pump her then. Not the gentle, loving motion that he normally used when having sex with women, but a more urgent, harder pumping. He pulled half of his member out of her before shoving it back in with a loud moan from this girl. "Yes! Yes! YES!" Her back was perpetually arched, her breasts jutting out, nipples hard as little diamonds. 

He fucked her impossibly delicate body, fearing that he'd break her but unable to stop himself. 

He pounded her harder and harder, driving her moans louder and louder. "Uh! Uh! UH! NGH! 

UH!" Her whole body shook as wave after wave of orgasm hit her, traumatizing her system with pleasure and pain and insatiable lust. "Fuck baby, CUM NOW! NGH! NGHHHH!" 

Hearing these words spew from the mouth of another man's wife was too much for him. He braced a hand between her breasts, the other on her hip, and jerked hard as he came into her. 

"UHHH!" he moaned, the pleasure almost too much for him. His dick pulsated along the velvety walls of her pussy, sending her own orgasm into orbit. 

Angie couldn't take it anymore. Her vision was closing in on her. Her whole body was alive with euphoria and bliss. She could feel Mohammed's cum like hot lava filling her up, depositing his love deep into her married womb. It was all too much! She couldn't breath enough. She was hyperventilating and it was making everything even more intense. She had a white knuckled grip on the couch. Everything was fading away. The last thing she thought of before she passed out was how wonderful it was to be so "fucking full." 

Mohammed collapsed down next to the slender redhead. Their bodies were sticky from the sweat they'd built up, burning to the touch. He pulled himself from her now-stretched snatch and cuddled up into her. He was suddenly very tired, and was happy to be holding this beautiful woman in his arms. There was nowhere he'd rather be. 


*** 

When Angie woke up, she was alone in the living room, a blanket covering her. The lights were turned down low. She had no idea what time it was, although her head was still buzzing from all the alcohol she'd consumed in the night. 

She sat up, drawing the blanket around her, and felt Mohammed's deposited load ooze down her leg. She half smiled to herself, remembering that great fuck, and went to the bathroom to clean herself up. 

Splashing water on her face, Angie asked herself, "What are you doing, girl? You're a married woman." She knew that what she had done that evening was absolutely wrong. She had never been unfaithful to John or anyone else that she'd ever dated, and now she'd let two men cum inside of her—unprotected—not to mention she'd blown her husband's brother. 

But for some odd reason, she didn't feel as guilty as she thought she should have. He was gone for months at a time, and he'd encouraged her to come to this little get together. She shook her head, staring into her green eyes in the mirror. She knew that at that moment, at that place in time, she didn't regret what she'd done for an instant. It was fun. It was the most fun that she'd had without John in their two years of marriage, and three years of dating. She was not attached to any of the men she'd been with. She wasn't going to do this again. Tonight was a unique, very pleasant, evening of intense adventure and exploration. Tonight, she embraced the bad girl in her. Tomorrow, it was back to her angelic, married life. 

Creeping up the stairs and wondering if everyone was asleep, a deep moan coming from the master bedroom revealed that they weren't. 

Angie crept towards the only door at the top of the stairs. It was open a crack and the redhead peaked in. She thought nothing could make her blush anymore, but every time she witnessed some new sexual act, the fire returned to her face. Kelly was being taken by Dan from behind as she had her mouth wrapped around Carter's dick. They were all on the king-sized bed. The room, with its 360 degree panoramic windows, was filled with the lovers' moaning and groaning. 

Carter looked up and saw Angie standing in the doorway, a blanket wrapped around her slender body. He smiled at her, hoping that she was okay with everything that went on. He wanted the redhead so badly, but denied himself the pleasure out of respect for his brother. But when she dropped the blanket, walked across the room naked, and kissed him hard on the mouth, he felt that resolve waver. 

She pushed him back on the bed and straddled his head, facing backwards so she could watch the daisy chain of bodies. Her pussy was on fire and she needed something to get her off. Since both cocks were occupied, she decided to see how good her brother-in-law was at giving head. 

A very naughty thrill passed through her as she thought this. 

Kelly looked up and met Angie's eyes. She smiled around Carter's dick and winked at the redhead. The blonde was so happy that she'd met Angie, and so happy at the unexpected turn of events this night. None of this would have happened if John's wife wasn't here. That was for sure. Something about the woman's confidence and seething sexuality triggered the orgy in all of them. 

She pulled her full lips up off Carter's beautiful cock and motioned Angie to join her with the crook of her finger. Angie smiled at the blonde and lowered her mouth to Carter's cock, engaging him in a full on 69. It was the first 69 of her sexual history. Meanwhile, Kelly went to work on his exposed balls, tonguing them before moving down to the sensitive space between his asshole and his sack. 

For the second time that night, Carter was having his dick passed between these two gorgeous girls. Only this time, his face was filled with Angie's wet pussy and gorgeous ass. 

When Angie wasn't sucking Carter's cock, she couldn't really position herself to get at his balls, so instead she just watched Kelly take him deep in her mouth. It didn't seem like his length should be able to disappear all the way into the blonde's glistening lips, but it did, every time. 

When it passed back to her, she deep-throated it just as the blonde did, and she felt, rather than heard, Carter moan under her. 

Kelly had to stop servicing the sandy haired man's cock as Dan's slow and steady fucking brought her a little orgasm. When she returned to his cock, she sucked it to match the dark haired man's pumping. 

Dan watched the orgy as he took Kelly from behind. He always enjoyed the way the entrance of her pussy gripped his member like a vice as he drove it into her. He had to be very careful not to blow his load as he watched the two girls pass Carter's cock back and forth like a piece of delicious candy. He wished that it was his cock that the blonde was sucking on. 

Kelly slurped loudly when she blew guys. Dan loved that sound and would sometimes get aroused when he heard someone noisily eating their soup. She understood that a wet blowjob was a good blowjob. He loved Angie's fascinated expression as she watched the other woman blow her brother-in-law. She licked her lips and Dan knew that she was anticipating the smooth flesh filling her mouth once again. 

Dan watched Kelly's blonde head bob up and down like a professional. She drew off of it and looked up, right into Angie's green eyes. The redhead giggled and smiled brightly, wrapping her hand around the hard on just under Kelly's. Before she moved her lips over the phallus, though, the two women leaned in and kissed each other. It happened so naturally, almost like they had planned it. 

The women tilted their heads and opened their mouths to each other, enjoying the sweet taste as their tongues caressed and their saliva mixed. The whole time, a voice in Angie's head was screaming at her, "What are you doing?! What are you doing?!" But it was a quiet voice that she'd stopped listening to hours before now. Instead, she just went with the natural flow of events, and right now, French kissing this sexy blonde seemed very natural and very hot. 

Dan couldn't believe what he was seeing. Kelly put her hand on the redhead's cheek, caressing it softly as they kissed, tender yet passion-filled. He'd often asked her if she'd consider bringing another girl into their casual trysts. She'd always given him disapproving looks, shaking her head. Now... 

The women broke their kiss and Angie slipped her mouth around Carter's erection. The blonde was breathing hard, her mind was reeling. She'd never had any curiosities when it came to the fairer sex. Even now, she didn't think she was necessarily bisexual. She enjoyed that kiss, yes. 

But that didn't necessarily categorize herself as anything. It just seemed like the right thing to do at the time. 

Carter couldn't hold it much longer. He'd been getting his dick sucked going on ten minutes, and while he'd been trying his best to hold his orgasm, there was only so much any male could do. 

With his tongue still buried in the impossibly soft lips of Angie's vagina, he ejaculated into one of the woman's soft mouths. He wasn't sure who it was, but he also didn't really care anymore. The past ten minutes were some of the best. 

Angie began to come shortly after his orgasm, and she grinded down on his face and rubbed her smooth folds over his lips and nose. "Oh! Ohhh!" she heard her moan. 

Carter came hard in Kelly's mouth. She swallowed some of the jism, but left enough to share with her new friend. Again, the girls brought their mouths together for a passionate kiss, this time swapping the sticky white jizz between them. It was all too much for Dan and he came, vaguely aware that the girls were as well. 

The foursome collapsed in an exhausted heap. They pulled and crawled their spent bodies so that they were all lying with their heads on the pillows, naked and looking up at the ceiling. 

Heavy panting and sighing filled the bedroom. The two guys were lying along the outside of the bed, with the two girls on the inside. 

After a few minutes of rest, Kelly half sat up and leaned over Angie, her hand playing with the silky blonde hair of the other woman as they gazed into each other's eyes. The men watched carefully, unaware that they were holding their breaths. 

"I've never been with another..." Angie began, but Kelly gently stopped her with a "shhh..." 

As she leaned down to the other woman, she whispered, "I haven't either." Closing her eyes, the women kissed again. This time, the kiss was slow, at first just soft feminine lips sliding and playing over each other. It built up further, mouths parting enough to let their lips touch and play timidly. They turned their heads, sliding mouths down onto each other to take their game to the privacy of their mouths. Soon they were kissing like lovers, and Kelly's hand began to explore this beautiful woman for the first time. If Angie thought Mohammed was a good kisser… 

Angie didn't know what was going on, but she knew that she liked whatever it was. Her girl-girl kiss with Kelly was the most erotic kiss that she'd ever shared with another human being. Her whole body tingled with excitement at the eroticism of the taboo kiss. She felt the woman's small, delicate hand glide over her body, moving up to clutch a breast, thumb delicately working her nipple. 

Angie brought her left hand up to the blonde's head, pulling her closer for a deeper kiss. Her other hand cupped Kelly's breast, feeling the soft skin of another woman's swells for the first time. They were much harder than Angie's own, due to the implants, but the skin was extraordinarily smooth. 

Kelly's fingers played down the other woman's body, running over the rough little patch of auburn hair before sliding over the other woman's sex. Angie moaned into Kelly's mouth and had to actually break the kiss. Listening to the other woman react so strongly to her manipulations sent a twitch through her pussy. 

The guys watched as the two women played with each other, exploring their soft bodies with their hands and, soon after Kelly began to finger the redhead, their mouths and tongues. Carter couldn't believe he was watching his brother's wife suck another woman's nipples, flicking them with her long tongue. 

When the blonde began to kiss and suck her way on a meandering path down to Angie's burning vagina, the guys just about lost it, and the redhead was practically in tears. "Mmmmmm-uh! 

Ngh! Uh! Yesssss..." 

The feel of another woman's cheeks caressing the inside of her thighs was a feeling that Angie never imagined she'd feel, and never thought she could love. Now, she couldn't get enough of it. 

This woman must have been lying about never having done this before, because everything she did brought on sensations that she didn't even realize a pair of lips, a tongue, and two fingers could bring. 

Kelly, on the giving end, was growing extremely slippery between the legs as she lapped at the sweet and soft folds of her female companion. She now understand why men loved a shaved cooch. She could run her tongue and lips and face back and forth across the soft folds of her 

entire vagina, sucking in the flesh around her clit to drive her higher and higher. Kelly touched and licked Angie in exactly all the places that she knew she herself would love, and was immediately rewarded with the erotic sounds of the redhead's verbal feedback. 

"Oh God, Kel--YES! That f-feels soooo fucking g-oooood! Lick my pussy, baby- ohhhhhh... Yes, yes, yes! Oh, more, yes! Uh, uhhhh!" Kelly wanted to drop her hands to her own pussy, but resisted. She wanted to give her female lover 100%, manipulating the pliant folds with both hands as she swirled and lapped her sensitive clit. 

"Oh baby, Kelly, ohhhhh! I want to eat your pussy, too! T-turn around, lover! Turn around... 

ohhhh... and let me lick you, t-toooo..." 

The guys were slowly stroking their hard ons again, eyes as wide as saucers as they watched the girls rearrange themselves in a very hot 69. This wasn't happening. This couldn't be happening! 

But there it was. 

The first taste of another female was interesting. Kelly tasted differently than herself, but not in a bad way. The redhead encountered the salty taste of Dan's semen on the hairless lips of the blonde, and savored the familiar, yet strange taste. She soon found her rhythm, and like all things that night, she just did what came naturally to her. 

Every once and a while, one of the girls would have to pull her head away from the other's pussy to moan and catch her breath. When they did, the men were treated to the erotic sight of their faces in ecstasy, chins coated with the other woman's juices, before they dove back in. They brought each other to several simultaneous orgasms before Kelly finally looked up and said in a winded whisper, "Carter... why don't you... get behind me and--mmmm... stick that beautiful... 

fucking cock in me... ohhhhh..." 

He did as he was told, feeling Angie's tongue lick along his shaft as he guided it into the blonde's used pussy. Dan didn't wait for an invitation to do the same to the married woman, and soon, the four of them were engaged in an elaborate, pleasure doling machine. 

Angie looked up and watched as her brother-in-law's balls slap against the tiny wisp of Kelly's blonde pubic hair. She licked and sucked at what she could as she watched his cock slid in and out of her, glistening and hard and raging. She felt Dan's penis penetrating her own pussy for the third time that evening, and knew that she would be coming soon. 

How was she ever going back to married life? 

Eventually, the foursome grew tired enough that no one could do anything but fall into a deep and very pleasant sleep, curled against each other in a mass of soft bodies and hard muscles. 

Angie woke in the early morning and found herself being spooned lovingly by Carter. The room, with all its windows, was flooded with the warm, morning light of a rising sun. 

When she turned around in his arms, his eyes fluttered open sleepily and he smiled at her. She realized that with all that happened the night before, she hadn't fucked him. 

The redhead kissed him tenderly on the mouth and whispered, "Carter, thank you for last night." 

She was careful not to wake up Dan and Kelly on the other side of the bed. "It was... incredible." 

They kissed again, and Angie suddenly began to get a little guilty. It was the morning. It was time to return to her normal life as the dutiful and faithful wife. But her lust mixed with curiosity was too much to overcome. She whispered, "We can never tell John about this." 

Carter, assuming that she was talking about the previous night, was surprised when she swung her leg over his body and straddled him. As fate would have it, he was erect and ready to go, a painful symptom of the morning hours more than anything else. Of course, that was before this lithe goddess was lowering her soft and slippery pussy lips down onto the hard phallus. 

He groaned and she leaned over, her face inches from his face, and whispered, "Shhh..." before kissing him lightly. 

Carter always thought that John would stay single forever. He loved the bachelor life too much to give it up for one woman. Then Angie came along and stole his heart. Only now did he fully understand just how captivating this woman really was. She had a passion for life and a confidence to face it as boldly and as unashamedly as she could. She was beautiful, fun, intelligent, and fucked like a minx. Everything you could ever want in a woman. If he were John, he would have quit his job as soon as they thought to send him away for even one week. 

Knowing how wrong it was to fuck his brother's wife didn't detract from the pleasure of actually doing it. Despite the soreness of his erection, he was glad he'd cum several times last night because now, he was able to prolong the sublime feeling of Angie's velvet pussy. 

They couple tried to keep their love-making as quiet as they could, but eventually Kelly and Dan woke from their restful sleep. 

Kelly just laid there in bed, wrapped up in Dan's arms, and watched the beautiful sight of the two young lovers. Angie's eyes were gently closed, her head tilted back just enough to keep her soft bouncing blonde hair from her face. She had her hands resting on Carter's chest, and his hands were on her slender hips. The blonde felt her juices begin to flow and smiled as she felt Dan's lips on the side of her neck and shoulder. Dan pushed into her from behind, and the four of them slowly fucked. 

Angie heard a moan from the other side of the bed. She looked over and met Kelly's eyes. The slow bump and grind of their bodies gave away what they were really doing under the covers, and Angie giggled to herself. Kelly really was beautiful. The way the sun slanted in through the window, it hit her golden hair and lit it up like a halo. After what they had done together last night, Angie knew that Kelly was no angel. 

She blushed deeply, thinking about those things, the taste of the other woman's pussy briefly passing through her mind. Kelly, seeming to detect the redhead's thoughts, smiled at her and winked, then closed her eyes and concentrating on the thick cock behind her. 

At the door, the foursome said their goodbyes. Angie kissed Dan lightly on both cheeks and said, 

"Thank you for last night. I'm... really happy that you were so willing to sleep with a married woman." He laughed politely at her feigned sarcasm, and nodded at her genuine gratitude. 

Next, she hugged Carter and said, "Remember, none of this is ever mentioned again." 

He pretended as though he were zipping up his lips and throwing away the key. She laughed at him, pretended to catch the thrown away key, and "unzipped" his mouth. "One more kiss for the road?" 

Angie's last kiss with Carter was just as passionate as her first one, back on the couch, so long ago. 

When they broke it, they stared into each other's eyes for an uncomfortable few moments, then she "zipped" his lips back up. 

Kelly and Dan were engaged in their own goodbye kiss, and Angie had to clear her throat to break them up. "I'm giving you a ride, right?" she asked Kelly. 

"Yes, if it's not too much trouble." 

"None at all," Angie smiled. "I'd love to." 

Kelly gave Carter a peck on the lips and said, "I'll call you later." 

The car ride home was quiet at first. Neither girl knew what to say to the other. Finally, Kelly broke the silence. "Hey, I was wondering. Maybe sometime we could get together... for coffee or something." 

"Sounds great," Angie said, hoping she sounded sincere. 

Apparently, she failed. "Look, Angie, I really like you..." 

The redhead blushed at the implications, began to say something when Kelly cut her off: "No, not like that." Her laugh was genuine. "I mean, yes, that was fun, too, but..." Her laugh became a little nervous, and she shook her head, "But I don't mean it like that. I mean... you're the first girl that I've actually really wanted to be my friend. And... I hope last night didn't ruin our chances of that." There. She'd said it. 

Angie thought very seriously about what the blonde had said. At last, she nodded. She believed her. There were no ulterior motives that she could detect. And the truth of the matter was that Angie liked Kelly right back. 

Kelly actually felt tears in her eyes when she saw the redhead nod, and suddenly, a huge weight was lifted from her shoulders. She was free. And she had a friend. They exchanged numbers before reaching the blonde's apartment. 

"What are you going to do about John?" Kelly asked as they sat in the car at the front door. 

"I may tell him... someday. But not now. Not for a while, I don't think." 

Kelly nodded and the women hugged goodbye. As they pulled back from each other, their eyes met and passion flared. Angie watched Kelly's lips, only a few inches from hers, glossy and slightly parted. For a brief moment, all Angie wanted to do was feel those soft lips on her own. 

The kiss would have been so natural. 

Then the moment passed and the two women laughed to themselves. "I'll call you later," Kelly said, getting out of the car and jogging to her front door. 

John called on the cell phone shortly after she pulled away from Kelly's apartment. 

"Did I wake you up, honey?" he asked. It was only 7 in the morning, 10 in New York. 

"Nope. I've been up for a while. Couldn't sleep last night." 

"I'm sorry. Are you getting sick?" 

"No... just restless." 

"You have fun with my brother and his friends?" 

"Yeah," she said, blushing with guilt. "I'm glad that you made me go." 

"Oh, I didn't make you do anything," he laughed. Her face went up a degree or two. "But I'm glad you enjoyed yourself. Maybe you can hang out more, now that you've found something in common." Oh, the irony. 

"Maybe," she said distantly. "But I think the drive's just a little too long for that." 

"Yeah, I know what you mean." In the pause, all she could think about was the pleasure of the orgy she'd shared, and how she was not going to repeat it ever again. "Hey, Angie, guess what?" 

"Yeah?" 

"This is my last business trip!" 

"Really?" Oh please, yes! 

"Really. I told them that these trips were tearing me apart. I told them I'd quit if they sent me on one more." 

"And?" 

He laughed. "I quit." 
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