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		Prologue

		

		The Christmas Party

		

		“I know we have to go to these things, for the sake of office politics, if nothing else. But promise me that we won’t stay any longer than we have to,” Eliza Cook said to her husband as they drove down the darkened residential street in Brentwood, an elite suburb that wasn’t quite Beverly Hills or Bel-Air, but which--in terms of geography and prestige--lay in very close proximity to both of those storied Los Angeles neighborhoods.

		

		She looked over at her husband, Grady, and added pleadingly, “You know how much I hate this social networking stuff.”

		

		Grady, who was twenty-nine years of age, handsome as a film star, with natural bright-blond hair, perfect teeth, and a year-round tan—since they had moved to southern California last year--just grinned boyishly at his wife and nodded affirmatively. Eliza sighed in reply, knowing her husband of two years all too well: a grin and a nod was his answer to nearly everything.

		

		The thing was; those two familiar responses could turn out to mean practically anything. She and Grady could end up leaving the party at ten-thirty, or they could be the last couple out the door at two tomorrow morning. You could never tell from one of Grady’s beaming, noncommittal grin and nod replies just what he intended to do.

		

		“I don’t know why you’re so uptight at social events,” he said as he swung their shiny new, black Mercedes E350 through the twenty-foot tall front gates in front of his boss, Rafe Ronson’s, stately, two-story mansion.

		

		The white wrought iron gates had been thrown open wide for tonight’s party, and were decked out with two huge green wreaths, complete with mammoth red Christmas ribbons tied across their centers. Grady parked as close to the house as he could manage—given the twenty or so cars that were already wedged into the large open parking area in front of the home—and shut off the motor.

		

		He turned to face his wife as he undid his seat belt and said, “All you have to do is smile, sip your drink, and pretend to listen to whatever cocktail party blather is being directed your way.”

		

		Another grin lit up his photogenic face as he went on to say, “You’ll be the prettiest woman there--that’s a given. If you just smile pleasantly and fake your way through it, all of the men will be charmed right down to the soles of their shoes, just to be talking to you. And the women will be delighted to find that a woman as beautiful as you is so…nice.”

		

		Eliza shook her head “no”. That caused her raven-dark hair to drag back and forth over her bare shoulders and across the impressive cleavage created by the off-the-shoulder, low bodiced, azure-colored gown she had chosen for tonight’s party.

		

		She said modestly, “I doubt I’m going to be the prettiest woman there tonight. I seem to remember, from the company Fourth of July party at Mr.Ronson’s beach house out in Malibu, that there are plenty of great looking wives and girlfriends who will be attending tonight’s little soiree.”

		

		Taking in his wife’s gorgeous face, beautiful hair, and spectacular body, he whispered, “Some of them are very attractive all right, but none of them are you. I keep telling you, kitten, you’re special. Every time you come into a room, everyone stops what they’re doing and just stares at you.”

		

		Eliza blushed and murmured, “Oh, what load of horse-hockey. You’re prejudiced in my favor--come on, let’s get this over with!”

		

		She opened her door and started to get out. He did the same, hurrying around to her side of the car to help her exit the sleek sedan.

		

		They walked arm and arm together across the parking area and up the steps to the Georgian-themed mansion’s front door. Grady rang the bell and a formally attired butler opened it a second later. He took Eliza’s wrap and hung it in an oversized clothes closet just off the marble-tiled foyer and then escorted them over to entrance to the nearby living room.

		

		The mansion’s main room was at least twenty yards long and featured the low ceiling common to some Georgian architecture, and was accented with intricately-carved ceiling panels. The ornate panels had been painted a brightly-enameled white, to contrast with the ghostly-grey paint which graced the big room’s walls.

		

		The overall effect, when partnered with the plush, period sofas and wing chairs scattered throughout the large room, was one of understated elegance from a past era. Eliza enviously took in the old-fashioned, marble-topped oak tables; the ornate brass screen in front of the fireplace’s blazing fire, and the polished hardwood flooring. Pricey-looking Persian area rugs and runners were scattered about beneath the furniture and in high foot traffic areas, further accenting the rich gleam of the floor’s dark wood.

		

		His beach house out in Malibu is a showplace, too, she thought, modern, as opposed to historical like this home, but still picture-perfect and quite clearly furnished by a professional decorator who knew what they were doing.

		

		“Well, there you two are,” Rafe Ronson’s deep, ultra-masculine voice said from behind them. “I was afraid you might not make it to tonight’s little get-together. I’m so glad you did; especially you, Eliza, you incredible beauty!”

		

		He stepped forward and took her in his arms and kissed her, right on the cheek. For the briefest moment, as his handsome face approached hers, she had the sensation that he was going to kiss her on the mouth, like a long-lost lover; but he turned his lips just slightly, right at the last instant, and instead bussed her lightly on the cheek.

		

		His arms were tight around her waist, however, and her big breasts were crushed up against his broad chest as he embraced her so familiarly. There was no mistaking that.

		

		God, he treats me as if we were old friends or ex-lovers or something, Eliza thought disapprovingly, and I’ve met the man exactly once before tonight—at the Malibu party—where he spent the entire afternoon and evening ogling me in my bikini as if he was just itching to rip it right off and have his way with me!

		

		Rafe Ronson slowly released his grip on her, looking reluctant to let her slip from his embrace as he did so. His hazel eyes gleamed as he held her gaze, unabashedly flashing with…desire!

		

		“Let’s get you two a drink, shall we?” Their host for the evening finally suggested off-handedly, moving away from them and starting for the bar.

		

		Eliza noted that he had a fluid, sensuous stride, like a cat’s. The little game she and her sister had played as kids suddenly sprang to mind.

		

		They’d been people-watching in malls and stores when they’d played it, zeroing in on strangers and whispering to each other about what animal a person reminded them of. With the casual cruelty common to small children, fat women had often been hippos; heavyset, aggressive-looking men had been rhinos, and tall, thin people had been pegged as giraffes.

		

		Rafe Ronson is definitely cat-like, Eliza thought as she and Grady followed their tuxedo-clad host over to the long home bar located in the far corner of the big room. Not a housecat, or a lion, or a tiger…Rafe is more like a leopard or a panther. That’s it—he’s a puma, that one. Only he isn’t hungry for prey; he’s hungry for sex!

		

		There was a professional bartender behind the bar, mixing drinks for the gathered guests/employees, just as there had been out at the Malibu beach house last July, for the party on the Fourth. He quickly fulfilled Eliza’s request for a gin martini on the rocks and Grady’s for a Chivas and soda. Rafe Ronson accepted a glass of cabernet from the busy barman.

		

		“Well, Grady, how are you enjoying your first year with us, at Ronson Holdings?” Rafe Ronson asked the question after turning back towards them and toasting them with his wineglass.

		

		“It’s been great so far,” Grady answered diplomatically. “The work has been challenging, but very satisfying.”

		

		“Your numbers have been over-the-moon great,” his boss replied. “I’ve been so impressed with what you’ve accomplished in your first ten months with us that I’m considering you for a promotion soon. I even flirted with the idea of making you Western States Division Manager, when Sal retires in March. Right now, in my mind, it’s Pearson that will take over for Sal.”

		

		Grady’s face had undergone several rapid changes of expression as Ronson had spoken. First, he smiled modestly when the owner of the firm had mentioned the job he’d done, then he managed to look deeply surprised when Ronson had brought up the idea of the huge promotion to Western States Division Manager, and next he’d projected graciousness as his boss told him that Brent Pearson was going to get the plum job instead of him.

		

		“Well, Pearson’s a good man,” he said after a moment, “I’m honored that you even considered me for the job, too. He’s got several years of seniority with the company on me, of course.”

		

		“Do you really think that you could do the job better than he could?”

		

		Grady smiled and said, “I have no doubts that I could, but then I’m not making the choice for who fills the position. You are.”

		

		He paused for a beat, and then added, “I always think I could do a job better than the next guy. That’s just my nature.”

		

		Ronson smiled. It was a shark-like, canny smile with no trace of humor in it. “That’s one of the things I like about you, Cook. You’re confident, but not cocky.”

		

		He glanced over at Eliza and said, “Let me borrow him for a few minutes, will you? We need to talk in private a little more about the division job, alright?”

		

		“Of course,” Eliza said, smiling at Rafe Ronson with a warmth that was all for show. “I’m a big girl. I can manage by myself for a little while.”

		

		“I’m sure you can,” Ronson said, running his eyes up and down her lush body, openly ogling her once more.

		

		Then he slipped his arm around Grady’s shoulder and steered him across the room, through the crowd of revelers, talking softly as they walked. They disappeared through an open doorway leading down a hall, and Eliza glanced around the room, her eyes finally coming to rest on the elaborately decorated, seven-foot high Christmas tree at the other end of the living room.

		

		Sipping her drink, she wandered over to inspect it more closely. She spent some time examining the antique glass ornaments, marveling at the delicate intricacy of their manufacture. They looked to be of about the same vintage as the perfectly-decorated house they sat in.

		

		Is anything genuine about this guy? She wondered about that as she looked around the room again, from the tree, to the furniture, to the rugs, to the house itself.

		

		Everything was perfect, right down to the period-feel of the ornaments on the tree. Did Rafe Ronson ever do anything for himself, she wondered, or did he always employ decorators, professional caterers, party planners, and other experts to ensure that everything surrounding him would be just so?

		

		Does his butler lay out his clothes and help him get dressed in the morning? She had the facetious thought and smiled, imaging the stiff-upper-lip factotum who had met them at the door tonight picking out just the right bespoke suit for Rafe Ronson every morning and then dutifully helping him into it.

		

		She finished her drink and went back over to the bar and sat the empty glass on the end of it. Then she made her way back across the room to the hallway Grady and Ronson had vanished down earlier, looking for the bathroom.

		

		As she moved down the darkened passage, she heard raised male voices. The bathroom door stood open on her right, but just a few feet down the hall from it, another door was cracked open just slightly, as if someone had shut it upon entering the room but had failed to make sure the latch had caught.

		

		“You can’t be serious!” Grady’s alarmed-sounding voice was clearly audible through the crack.

		

		“I’m serious as a heart attack,” Rafe Ronson’s smooth baritone replied. “She’s the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in my entire life. Of course I want to sleep with her!”

		

		“But…but it isn’t…right,” Grady complained, his voice just on the border of being a whine. “You can’t ask me to just…give my wife to you, to use however you want!”

		

		“It would be a huge promotion for a young guy like you,” Ronson reminded him. “Think about it, man. The job is Pearson’s right now, in my mind. But I can absolutely guarantee you that by granting me a few nights in bed with Eliza, you would definitely be tipping the scales in your favor.”

		

		Grady’s reply was made in a helpless, pleading tone, “I couldn’t do it. Besides, it will never happen: there are two things ensuring that.”

		

		“Oh, and just what might those be?”

		

		“First off, she’d never agree to it; she’s not that kind of a girl,” Grady said. “And, secondly…well, you have to understand, I love her like crazy. But even I have to admit…you’d be really disappointed if she did agree to let you spend a few nights with her in bed.”

		

		There was a long pause, and then a breathless Eliza heard her husband go on to say, “She’s the greatest looking woman on earth, and she’s built like a sex goddess. But…it pains me to admit it, but, seriously, Rafe…my wife is just not that hot in bed.”

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		What Did He Just Say?

		

		Eliza staggered into the bathroom and eased the door shut, locking it and turning on the light, her mind reeling from what she’d just heard. Mechanically, she raised her gown and slid her pantyhose and panties down and sat on the toilet to pee.

		

		“Just not that hot in bed…” The phrase kept ringing through her mind endlessly.

		

		How dare he? How fucking dare he? Eliza was absolutely livid as she asked herself that question.

		

		She reached for the toilet paper, used it, and then flushed the toilet, standing up and pulling things back into place. Moving over to the sink, she washed her hands, looking at herself in the mirror.

		

		How could Grady tell anyone that she was lousy in bed? How could he tell someone who was, to her, almost a total stranger something that intimate, in the first place? Not to mention, something that was completely fabricated, in the second!

		

		Maybe he was just trying to wriggle off the hook, Eliza thought, clinging to that idea desperately for a moment. After all, it was clear from just the brief snippet of the two men’s conversation that Eliza had overheard that…that…pig, Ronson, had wanted Grady to…trade her body to him in return for that promotion!

		

		Was what he’d said about her being, “Not so hot in bed’ just an attempt on her husband’s part to extricate himself from a tight spot--being pressured to swap his wife’s virtue for Ronson’s support at the office?

		

		That must be it, Eliza comforted herself as she stared at the Playboy Playmate-pretty woman she knew so well in the mirror. Just look at me; for God’s sake—how could someone who looks the way I do be bad in bed?

		

		Eliza was not conceited. She rarely took stock of her body and face, and admitted to herself just how gorgeous she was. And she usually attempted to turn aside praise when someone commented on her beauty, as she had earlier tonight, when Grady had insisted that she would be the prettiest woman at this party.

		

		In truth, being as attractive and well-built as she was had always been more of an embarrassment to her than a point of pride. She’d been the best-looking girl and woman in the room for as long as she could remember, but she’d never grown comfortable with her beauty defining her as a person.

		

		After all, she’d always told herself, none of it was her doing. It was all just luck and genes.

		

		She’d never had to work out strenuously to attain the arresting figure she possessed, which was utterly spectacular and all natural; no “surgical enhancements” or dieting needed. And her glossy, jet-black hair had been a gift from God—no dye required and very little in the way of fancy haircuts or primping, either—it just hung beautifully and curled ever so slightly after it dried.

		

		And that alabaster skin everyone raved about? It had always just been there. Even back in high school, she’d had the normal zit or two during her adolescent years, but no real acne problems to speak of.

		

		Leaning forward, looking at her image in the bathroom mirror, she studied the vibrant, “electric-blue” eyes that she saw staring back at her. That was part of it, too, she realized; part of what she always somewhat derisively thought of as the “Eliza mystique”.

		

		Most black-haired women had darker, more olive-hued skin than she did, and either brown or sometimes green eyes. But not her; Eliza’s arresting orbs were as blue as robin’s eggs and had been mesmerizing people when they first saw her since she’d been a toddler.

		

		Okay, I’m hot-looking, she admitted to herself, I’m tall and leggy and full-busted. Even my nipples and my…my…pussy lips are as pink as a baby’s tongue!

		

		She straightened her dress and prepared to depart the bathroom. Her cleavage, in the off-the-shoulder azure gown, was spectacular and her face and hair looked perfect, as they usually did.

		

		“Not so hot in bed”…what B.S., Eliza thought, giving her hair a flip and reaching for the bathroom light switch. That had to have been just a desperate excuse to diffuse the situation on Grady’s part: no way someone who looks the way I do isn’t great in bed!

		

		She flipped off the light, went back down the hallway, and into the front room. As she passed the other door, she noted that it was now closed.

		

		Grady was over by the bar when she emerged from the hall. He was by himself, sipping at his familiar scotch and soda. Rafe Ronson on the far side of the room, by the Christmas tree, where he was regaling a group of his employees with some story or other,

		

		“So, how did your talk go with Mr. Ronson?” She asked the question in as neutral a voice as she could muster, after asking the barman for another martini and receiving it.

		

		Grady, very uncharacteristically for him, looked stricken by her seemingly innocent inquiry. He gulped the rest of his drink and then blurted, “Fine, it went fine. He just wanted to know some things about what I’d do if I got the big promotion, strategy-wise.”

		

		“Are you still in the running for it, then?”

		

		Grady turned to the bar and motioned for the bartender to hit him again. He then faced Eliza once more—with a very guilty, uneasy expression on his usually confident face—and said, “I think so. I don’t think I said anything that would knock me out of contention.”

		

		Eliza shuddered inwardly, but tried not to show it. She wondered if that meant Grady had caved in and promised her boss that he could spend a few nights in bed with her!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the party was a blurred, when-can-we-finally-get-out-of here nightmare for Eliza. She tried to smile and engage in the mindless chit chat that these sorts of affairs required, as best she could.

		

		But every time she got near Ronson, or found him staring at her hungrily from across the room, her skin crawled. She so wanted to leave, but she understood that at least two hours, total, at this party was the minimum expected of her and Grady.

		

		So she smiled and laughed politely where it was appropriate. And she watched her drinking, even though part of her wanted to tip back martinis until she had enough alcohol in her system to dull the panic she felt every time she thought about being “traded” to Ronson for his favor at work.

		

		She couldn’t give in to the impulse to anesthetize herself with martinis, however, because it was obvious that she was going to have to drive home tonight. Grady was drinking more than she’d ever seen him drink before, at a social/business function such as this one.

		

		It was as if he was trying to bury his guilt about that conversation in Ronson’s study, earlier, under a blanket of alcohol. His usual thing at parties like this one was to sip a drink for a half an hour or more, and then get a fresh one and take his time with it as well.

		

		Grady always liked to watch other people getting drunk and careless about what they said at parties like this one, while staying totally in control himself. He’d told Eliza often enough that little tidbits of gossip picked up at company cocktail parties often came in handy at the office later; and that information divulged while a person was tipsy sometimes came back to haunt them.

		

		Finally, it was eleven o’clock, which meant they’d been at the party for a full two hours. Eliza sighed with relief and finished the soda water over ice she’d switched to an hour ago.

		

		“Come on, big boy, it’s past your bedtime,” she whispered to Grady as she made her way over to him and grabbed him by the elbow. “Mama is going to drive you home, now, okay?”

		

		Grady looked at her blearily, his normally clear green eyes showing the tell-tale signs of too much alcohol. But he made no protest when she all but dragged him away from the small knot of fellow employees he’d been chatting with and over to Rafe Ronson, to say their good-byes.

		

		“It was such a lovely party,” Eliza said, trying to keep the anger and distaste she felt toward Grady’s boss out of her voice. “Thank you so much for inviting us.”

		

		“Well, you’re two of my favorite people, Eliza,” Rafe Ronson said warmly, taking her hand and holding it briefly. “I hope to see much more of you in the near future.”

		

		Eliza willed herself not to shudder. It was all she could do to keep from shivering with disgust at the mental image Ronson’s harmless-sounding comment produced.

		

		More of me, indeed, she thought indignantly, as in all of me, naked and in bed with you, you old horndog!

		

		She pulled her hand gingerly from his and took Grady’s elbow again, guiding him out of the living room and across the foyer. After stopping to slip on her wrap once more, they made their way out the front door and down the steps, heading for their car at the far side of the parking area.

		

		****

		

		The ride up the four-oh-five freeway, with her driving, was passed mostly in silence. Grady seemed preoccupied and she was pretty sure that he knew she was pissed at him, although he hadn’t seemed to guess what that could possibly be about.

		

		After all, he couldn’t know that she’d overheard the conversation with Rafe Ronson earlier. He probably thought she was just miffed about having to attend the cocktail party in the first place, or about him getting so drunk while there that he couldn’t drive home.

		

		It wasn’t a long trip. They lived on the southern end of Sherman Oaks, which was less than ten miles of freeway driving from Brentwood. And the road wasn’t crowded at this time of the evening on a Saturday night

		

		Eliza swung the Mercedes off the freeway at the appropriate ramp and wended her way down the surface streets to the medium-sized, ranch-style one-story home they’d purchased last year when Grady had taken the job with Ronson Holdings and they’d moved out to Los Angeles from Houston, Texas. She hit the remote as they neared the house and garage door rolled upward to admit them.

		

		Pulling in next to her six year old Camray, she lowered the door again, shut the car motor off, and started to get out. Grady reached over and caught her right arm, saying, “What’s the matter, babe? You haven’t said ten words to me since we left the party.”

		

		Eliza just pulled her arm free and got out. If she was going to have it out with her husband over that little conversation she’d overheard earlier with Ronson, it wasn’t going to happen while she was sitting in a car out in the garage!

		

		****

		

		She hadn’t meant to slam the door behind her as she’d flung it open and stomped into the kitchen from the garage, but she had. The anger she’d been suppressing all evening came bubbling to the surface within her, getting stronger each time she recalled Grady’s devastating words…”just not that hot in bed”!

		

		As she passed through the living room, she tore off her wrap and threw both it and her purse on the couch, not even slowing down. When she reached the master bedroom, she unzipped the gown and stopped only long enough to take it off and to toss it onto a chair beside the closet as she kicked off her high heels.

		

		Once inside the master bathroom, she locked the door and wriggled out of her bra, pantyhose, and panties, and began scrubbing the make up off her face in preparation for bed. She was as angry as she could remember being in years as she dropped her nightie into place over her head and straightened it.

		

		“Just not that hot in bed”. She kept hearing the words again and again, and they made her a little more livid each time she did.

		

		When she unlocked the door and stepped out into the bedroom, she saw Grady, half in and half out of his evening clothes, struggling to take his pants off without falling over, his balance long gone in the wake of too many scotch and sodas. He grinned sheepishly at her and finally got them off, leaving him dressed in just his undershirt, boxers, and a pair of over-the-calf black evening socks.

		

		He sat on the edge of the bed, and got the shirt and the socks off, and then rose unsteadily up onto his feet again, approaching her in just his boxers. Giving her that patented, guaranteed-to-charm Grady Cook grin of his, he tried to take her into his arms, saying, “Don’t be that way, Eliza. I’ve been waiting to get you into bed all night. You’re so beautiful. And you were the prettiest girl there tonight, didn’t I tell you?”

		

		She put both hands on his chest and pushed hard, toppling a very surprised Grady back onto the bed on his back, his legs dangling off the side of the mattress. Glaring down at him, she said, “Don’t even tell me you want sex tonight? Why on earth would you want to make love to me, Grady, since I’m…‘just not that hot in bed’?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Confessions, Discoveries

		

		Grady couldn’t have looked more shocked if his wife had suddenly slipped on a pair of brass knuckles and belted him squarely between the eyes with them. It was obvious from his thunderstruck expression that he immediately recognized his own words to his boss, spoken earlier in the evening.

		

		“How did you…?” his voice trailed off.

		

		“I was on my way to the bathroom, and the door to the study was cracked open,” she snapped, by way of an explanation.

		

		They just looked at each other for long moments. At last, the sheepish grin returned and he stammered, “I…I just said that to make him back off. You know I didn’t really mean it.”

		

		“Didn’t you?” Her tone was demanding.

		

		“Hell, no,” he sputtered defensively, “you’re great. You know I love you.”

		

		“Do you?” She was on the edge of tears.

		

		Eliza sat down heavily on the bed, struggling to keep from crying. She whispered sullenly, “I don’t know what to believe, Grady, ever since I heard you telling a man I barely know that I’m…I’m a lousy…fuck!”

		

		Grady’s eyes shot open. Eliza didn’t curse all that often, not unless she was really angry. She knew all of the words alright, and what they meant, but she rarely used them.

		

		And “fuck” was something he’d only heard her say a handful of times in the three years he’d known her. He sat up next to her and tentatively placed an arm over her shoulders, clearly nervous that she’d swat it away.

		

		She didn’t. Instead, Eliza leaned her head on his shoulder and asked softly, “Am I really that terrible in bed? Tell me the truth, damn it!”

		

		Her husband of two years sighed before he answered. And she knew in that instant, by that reluctant-to-answer sigh, that he hadn’t been lying to Rafe Ronson earlier—he really did think she was an inept lover!

		

		Grady said gently, “It’s not that you’re bad…it’s more that you’re sort of…passive most of the time, honey.”

		

		She pulled her head off his shoulder and stared at him. He shrugged helplessly; struggling to find the words he wanted and finally stammered, “It’s not your fault. I looked it up on the web. It seems that a lot of women, who are extraordinarily pretty--the way you are--aren’t really that good at sex.”

		

		Eliza opened her mouth to protest, and then closed it. She didn’t know what to say in her defense.

		

		“According to the stuff I read, girls who have had boys mooning over them all their lives, fighting with each other to date them…” his voice trailed off again.

		

		He considered his next words carefully, too, and then said, “Sometimes, girls who are that pretty don’t make as much of an…effort in bed as girls who aren’t stone-cold knockouts might. Most guys are just so grateful to finally find themselves in the sack with someone who looks like a movie star that the girl doesn’t have to do much of anything except lie there. And the guy still thinks he just had the best sex of his life; because he got to…you know…fuck such a real babe!”

		

		A queasy feeling washed over Eliza as she heard him say that. All of the times over the years--since she’d been sixteen and had first let her then boyfriend take her bra off as they had made out in his old pickup truck, after a football game—that she’d just sort of sat there, or lied there, and let boys or men worship her body, not doing much in return; all of the times she’d been guilty of that came flooding back to her.

		

		She suddenly remembered all of the guys she’d dated in high school and college who’d wanted a little head from her, and had gone home that night without knowing the thrill of her lips around their cocks. Not ultra-gorgeous Eliza Crowley; she’d just wrinkled up her perfect little nose and told almost all of them, “Sorry, but I don’t do that.”

		

		That had been a lie, of course. She did do that occasionally, if she really liked a guy and she wanted to give him a special…experience.

		

		But she never sucked them off all the way, unless they failed to warn her in time that they were about to come, and had therefore come in her mouth by mistake. If they had the effrontery to do that, then she hadn’t dated them again…most of them, anyway.

		

		She looked over at Grady again, who was just sitting there like a mannequin, too nervous about having this particular conversation—about how bad she was in bed—to move.

		

		Her husband was so handsome. And he was such a sweetie, really. She did love him.

		

		I’ve sucked him off all the way more than once, since we were dating and even after we got married, she thought somewhat defensively.

		

		Of course, she had to admit, every time she’d done that, she’d immediately vaulted out of bed and run into the bathroom to spit his come into the toilet or sink, and to wash her mouth out with toothpaste and mouthwash. She’d never once swallowed it for him, or for any other man.

		

		The idea of doing that, swallowing semen, just was too gross for prissy little Eliza, the beauty queen, to even contemplate. She sighed.

		

		Lots and lots of girls swallow that stuff for their guys, she knew.

		

		And she’d read the women’s magazines. She knew men just loved it when you did that for them.

		

		But it’s so yucky! She blanched at the thought of actually gulping down that snot-slick, gooey stuff; not to mention trying to keep it down…without puking it back up. She shuddered with revulsion, just thinking about it. No way, I’m going to do that!

		

		Grady tightened his arm around her shoulders. He pulled her closer and leaned over and kissed her on the forehead.

		

		“Come on, beautiful, let’s get in bed, okay?”

		

		She sighed again and nodded her head. The two of them got up and turned the covers down and slid under them together.

		

		Eliza shut off the light on her side of the bed, plunging the room into darkness, and snuggled in close to him. Grady took her in his arms once more and whispered, “Don’t worry about all of this sex stuff, honey. I love you so much. You’re a good person, Eliza, and a good wife.”

		

		She kissed his bare chest and whispered, “No, I’m not. A good wife should be able to please her husband in bed, and now I know I’m not doing that for you, I’m not really pleasing you.”

		

		Grady brought his left hand up and used his index finger to guide her chin higher, and away from his chest, so that he could bend and kiss her mouth. She sighed at how nice that felt and immediately opened her lips to his tongue.

		

		They made out for a full minute; then two, Eliza felt her nipples getting stiff against his chest through her sheer nightie. Grady clearly felt it, too, and slid his hand around her back and raised the nightgown so that he could glide his palm up and down on her bare skin of her back as they kissed.

		

		When finally he eased his mouth from hers moments later, he panted, “You could learn, you know? You could be as hot in bed as any woman, darling, if you’d just let yourself go a little bit!”

		

		She giggled, slightly embarrassed by what he’d just suggested. Eliza asked him playfully, “Oh, husband of mine, are you going to give me sex lessons now?”

		

		His left hand suddenly tugged the nightgown upward, all the way up to her neck as they embraced. She scooted back away from him for an instant, so he could pull it up and all the way off, stripping her completely naked.

		

		“I’m just the man to do it,” he assured her, tossing the gown off the bed and down onto the carpet, and pulling her and her big, perfect breasts up against his bare chest once more.

		

		“Well, I was a good student, back when I was in school,” she whispered provocatively, rubbing her hard nipples against the light fur adorning his pectorals. “And I promise to pay strict attention, teacher.”

		

		****

		

		“Don’t do that,” Eliza cautioned her husband. “You know I don’t like it when you try and do that to me…it’s so nasty!”

		

		Grady had been sucking her nipples for a while now, and Eliza was shivering with excitement. He’d really taken his time on her sensitive pink nubs tonight, and her big breasts were tight with arousal.

		

		But then he had begun kissing his way down her tummy, and she’d stopped him. She didn’t like the idea of a man’s lips on her…down there!

		

		It just seemed wrong and gross to her, like the notion of her swallowing semen. A few guys had kissed her lower lips over the years; Grady had managed to do it more than once.

		

		But she always called a halt to such things before they got too far along. Eliza knew that all of the women’s magazines said oral sex was normal and fine, but it didn’t seem that way to her.

		

		I get so wet down there, when I get excited, she thought as she twisted beneath Grady, trying to close her legs to his insistent, descending kisses. My…stuff will get all over his mouth if he does that to me when I’m so…juicy--it’s just too yucky to think about!

		

		“Relax, babe,” Grady whispered, prying her thighs open again and getting right in between them. “You need to learn to loosen up and just enjoy sex.”

		

		He kissed her clit and Eliza jerked beneath him, a huge tremor of naughty pleasure shooting up her spine. She shook her head and whispered, “No, that’s not sex. You, being inside me, that’s sex. What you want to do, with your mouth, is just…perverted!”

		

		“Hush,” Grady growled up at her playfully, “you’ve got the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen in my entire life. And tonight, it’s getting eaten, good and proper!”

		

		“N-No, don’t do that!” Eliza moaned out her plea as his tongue began to slide all around her very aroused clitoris.

		

		She shivered. Grady just chuckled triumphantly and eased his tongue deep inside her pink folds, lapping away happily as he sucked out her gushing juice and noisily swallowed it.

		

		Oh, my God, he’s actually gulping that slick stuff of mine right down!

		

		Another shudder of pure, illicit joy gripped her as she realized that Grady was intentionally mashing his mouth down into her, seeking more of her slippery lube with his wriggly tongue. The pulses of rising ecstasy his lips and tongue were teasing out of her super-wet pussy were like nothing she’d ever experienced before--she’d never actually let oral sex get this far with anyone else until now.

		

		“Oh, you should stop that; darling…it’s too nasty!” She wailed out the words, feeling that, morally, she should continue to resist letting him do this to her, but secretly hoping that he kept on ignoring her pleas. It was beginning to feel too good to stop him!

		

		Grady got her clit in between his soft lips and sucked on it, his tongue all over it as he nursed. A huge spasm of pre-come ecstasy tore though her pussy sheath, making it wink closed and then reopen.

		

		“G-God, it’s so intense,” she whined, loving every second of what was now happening to her, but slightly terrified at how marvelous and taboo and flat-out nasty it felt to let even her husband commit this lascivious act!

		

		Abruptly, as the off-limits licking and kissing went on and on, the heady feelings raging through her lower body got too powerful to resist; she gave up the fight and sighed in accelerating bliss, “Oh, go ahead and lick it, you bad boy. Lick my clitty for me and make me come!”

		

		Eliza knew she was behaving like a real slut, doing things that she shouldn’t be doing, but she had totally lost control. Her lush body was shaking with need as her husband did what he’d been fantasizing about doing to her pussy for nearly three years now, licking, and sucking, even nipping lightly at her throbbing clitty with his front teeth!

		

		“Grady, oh, Grady, darling…it’s….it’s going to…happen,” she wheezed out the words, her breath caught in her throat as her orgasm hovered so close, just a lick or two away.

		

		Her husband reached up and grabbed an erect nipple between the thumb and forefinger of both hands and twisted them sharply as he went back to sucking at her clit and batting it with his tongue tip. A furious, overpowering climax roared through Eliza’s body and all she could do was moan loudly as she quivered beneath his hot mouth and came like a crazy girl!

		

		She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t get enough breath. Her long, curvy body arched up off the bed, her pussy mashed against her husband’s greedy tongue and lips, her fingers in his blond hair, pulling him in even tighter as he feasted on her hot outpouring.

		

		Sweet Jesus, but this is incredible, she thought as the towering orgasm went on and on, her nipples jerking in unison with her clasping pussy lips, the all-encompassing release gripping her like a fist.

		

		Grady kept his tongue on her clit until the last little pulse of sensation had drained away. Then, he released her nipples, pulled his mouth from her sated pussy, and raised up onto his knees between her splayed open thighs.

		

		“Your…your face is all wet,” she gasped as she stared at his shiny lips, chin, and cheeks in the darkened room, her eyes having adjusted to the dimness.

		

		“And you’re delicious,” he said, grinning proudly at her, his very hard cock in his fist.

		

		He moved it downward and smeared the head with her overflowing lubricant, gliding the hard knob of flesh all over her juicy pink folds. It collided with her clit several times and she groaned and closed her eyes as another little surge of sensation echoed through her pussy.

		

		“I need you now, Eliza,” he whispered urgently, pushing just the tip of his cock head into her succulent wetness.

		

		She shivered once again and eagerly nodded her head, “God, yes, put it in me, darling!”

		

		He fed all of his thickness into her and she sighed with pure enjoyment. She was so unbelievably slick, after that super-orgasm!

		

		“Oh, you feel so good inside me tonight,” she whispered in his ear as he took her in his arms. “Do it to me. Do it hard. Do it as hard as you want; I’m so ready for you, babe.”

		

		Grady began to ride her, giving it to her hard and deep, just the way she was craving it. Her mind flashed back to all of the other…fucks—there was really no other word that would do to describe what was happening to her right that minute—she’d participated in throughout her life, the different boys and men she’d done this with, and realized that this was the absolute best one she’d ever experienced! God, but it felt good to be penetrated so deeply, so powerfully tonight!

		

		“Oh, Grady, darling, fuck me,” she hissed in his ear, really starting to move her hips in time with his thrusts. “Give me that big cock of yours…nail me to the bed with it, babe!”

		

		He gasped in surprise at her enthusiasm and her language, but he never missed a beat. Grady Cook gripped his ecstatic, mewling-with-lust, dream girl of a wife tightly in his embrace and fucked her for all he was worth.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Learning

		

		Eliza slept in the nude that night, with Grady’s arms around her and his soft cock nestled right up against her spectacular ass cheeks. Normally, after they’d made love in the past, she had always gotten out of bed, primly cleaned herself up, and then put her nightgown or pajamas back on before going to sleep.

		

		But not this time; the sex last night had been so explosive, so incendiary, that sleeping naked, her skin against her man’s felt like too wonderful a sensation to give up. She smiled; proud of the utter abandon she shown last night, and of how out-and-out…sexy and aroused she’d been for her handsome husband’s big cock!

		

		I bet my sweet Grady wouldn’t say that I was just not that hot in bed last night, she thought smugly to herself., not after the way I came when he…when he…ate me; and not after the way I went off for him again when he…fucked me!

		

		She smiled and snuggled back against him at the thought of that. What a pair of orgasms those had been—both times—and she’d made love right back to him, too, whipping her butt up to meet him as he’d drilled her, clinging to him, whispering in his ear to…”fuck me harder”!

		

		Eliza blushed when she remembered what a wildcat she’d been in bed last night, really for the first time in her whole life. But it had felt so good, to just let go like that and to go ahead and…fuck!

		

		Grady was right, she realized as she thought about her life and her past sexual encounters, both with him and with other boys and men, before last night, I tended to just lay there and watch them drool over me. Making love to me must have been pretty much like having sex with one of those obscene, blow-up sex dolls they sell in porn shops.

		

		She hadn’t believed how gross those dolls--and some of the other items they sold in a shop like that--were when she and several of her girlfriends had entered such a shop in Houston one night. It had been a bachelorette party, a girl’s-night-out-on-the-town for one of her good friends who was about to tie the knot. And, drunk and eager to misbehave a bit before calling it a night; the small party of female revelers had dared one another to go into the taboo, x-rated establishment.

		

		Eliza smiled, remembering how incredibly naïve she’d been back then. The other girls had been forced to explain what half of the items displayed on the walls and on tables and counters around the room were used for. And they’d gleefully done so, giggling at Eliza’s shocked reactions to their lurid descriptions.

		

		I’m much more worldly-wise now, at twenty-four, than I was back then, when I was barely twenty-one, she thought. I remember just about peeing my pants when Olivia showed me that butt plug contraption and told me that women, and men, used those things to loosen their asses up for anal sex!

		

		At least she was familiar with the concept of anal sex now, not that she was any closer to trying it herself. That, too, was something she found just too grody to even consider letting anyone do to her.

		

		She felt Grady stir behind her and realized that his flaccid cock, nestled up against her butt crack as they spooned together, was starting to stiffen just a bit. He kissed her neck and she smiled, remembering fondly the explosive sex they’d shared last night.

		

		His prick grew harder and she felt it becoming trapped between her ass cheeks. She shivered a little at how nice that felt and then realized that, until last night, she’d held the same view about Grady going down on her pussy as she now did about anal sex.

		

		And, boy, was I ever wrong about that, she abruptly concluded. Maybe I shouldn’t write off that anal stuff so quickly, either. Grady was right. I’ve got to stop being so judgmental and rigid, and relax a bit when it comes to sexual matters.

		

		He took her in his arms just then and turned her body around to face his. She smiled at him. He was so handsome, and such a great lover, when she let him be one!

		

		“Hello, sunshine, how’s my girl this morning?” His green eyes were twinkling with joy as he pulled her closer and felt her naked breasts up again his chest.

		

		“I’m fantastic,” she whispered, feeling her nipples starting to respond to the touch of his skin up against them. “Last night was unbelievable.”

		

		“You were unbelievable, Eliza, my love,” he murmured, “just the way I always knew you could be, if you’d just let yourself.”

		

		She felt his cock stir further to life against her bare belly. Bringing a hand up and running it through his messed up blond locks she said softly, “Are we going to have another lesson this morning then, teacher?”

		

		“God, yes,” he said, just before he kissed her passionately.

		

		****

		

		I feel so wonderful, Eliza thought languidly, lying back in the middle of the big bed, listening to the shower run, waiting for Grady to finish up, so that she could take one, too, and finally get their Sunday morning started.

		

		I was hoping last night wasn’t a fluke, and it sure wasn’t! Grady made me come so hard this morning. It wasn’t quite as spectacular as last night, but it was sure better than any other morning, wake-up sex, we’ve ever shared together!

		

		Things just seemed different between them now. He’d been so loving, so sensual, and so sweet as he’d made love to her this morning.

		

		The foreplay had taken the better part of a half hour and consequently, she had again been so ready when he’d finally entered her. He hadn’t used his mouth on her down there this morning, just on her nipples, but he’d kissed her like crazy in between sucking and toying with her breasts, using lots of tongue.

		

		And he’d played with her clit with his fingertips as they’d made out, getting her so wet that she was absolutely lusting after his hard cock when he’d finally teased her juicy lips with it. She’d practically begged him to shove it inside her!

		

		God, what’s come over me, she asked herself giddily, I can’t ever remember being so into sex before. It just suddenly seems so exciting, so much fun. And I can’t believe how hard my sweet Grady is making me come all of a sudden!

		

		She thought about that for a second…orgasms. She’d experienced lots of them over the years, of course, with different guys, going all the way back to high school.

		

		But her best ones, before now, had always been self-induced, usually with the help of her vibrator. Those had always been much more intense than the pleasant, but truthfully few and far between climaxes she’d shared with her lovers before Grady.

		

		And, to be honest, even the ones her husband had managed to give her hadn’t been close in intensity to the ones the vibrator had caused--until last night and this morning had happened, that is!

		

		What’s changed? She asked herself the question and struggled to find an answer.

		

		Could the change be because she now realized that she had been woefully inadequate as a lover before this, that she had previously been content to just lay there and smile encouragingly at her husband as he did it to her? Was it because, after recognizing that fact, she was now really trying to participate more fully, to finally learn how to really use the fantastic body she’d been blessed with to please her man?

		

		Maybe, she told herself, maybe that’s it. Or maybe I realized after that super-orgasm last night that what I’d always thought of before as being more of a chore than a pleasure—being a man’s sex partner—can actually be a fantastic experience, if you really let yourself get into it and do it right.

		

		The shower stopped. She sighed, wanting to get up and get going, but also enjoying just lying about in bed, thinking about Grady and how great he was as a lover, when she let him be, and about how much fun sex between them suddenly was!

		

		“Hey, sleepyhead, rise and shine,” his cheery voice called out as he emerged from the bathroom, naked and drying his hair.

		

		She smiled at him; eyeing that nice cock of his and remembering how much he had pleased her with it last night and this morning. Her eyes swept up and down his tanned, athletic body and she thought how lucky she was to be married to such a cutie.

		

		“What’s that sexy smile for, gorgeous?” He asked the question with his own, quizzical smile in place.

		

		“I was just thinking how great your body is, and how handsome you are.”

		

		Grady stopped drying his hair and just looked at her, naked, sprawled out in the middle of the bed. The smile gradually changed to a leer and his cock began to stiffen.

		

		Eliza giggled and asked, “Oh, dear God, don’t tell me another…lesson is coming my way so soon?”

		

		“You’d better believe it, beautiful,” he mock-growled at her as he flung the towel away and came over to the bed, his prick getting stiffer by the second.

		

		Impulsively, she sat up as he neared the bed and slid over to the side he was coming around. She thought, as she reached out and took his half-hard member in her hand, It’s all fresh and clean from the shower and, I don’t know…it just looks so positively…yummy to me this morning!

		

		“Here, darling, let me help you get that wonderful thing hard,” she said as she leaned forward and let the head slip between her lips.

		

		“Oh, babe, that feels so good,” he sighed as she began to bob her head in and out, taking three-quarters of his long cock into her mouth, her tongue going round and round as she sucked, “you have no idea.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Eliza said.

		

		****

		

		“Not like this, darling,” she said in a pouting tone, “you know I don’t like to do it like this. This is how animals have sex, and I’m not an animal.”

		

		Grady laughed softly and eased his very hard cock into her from behind. He said, “You could have fooled me, about not being an animal, the way you went after my dick this morning, honey. God, what a sucking you gave me!”

		

		Eliza moaned as he filled her. She was on her hands and knees in front of him, just the way he’d arranged her body, despite her half-hearted protests. Her big breasts jellied and shook as he began to pound his hard prick into her very wet pussy.

		

		I’m as slick and ready as I can be, and he’s barely touched me, she marveled, sucking his cock made me so horny this morning—what’s come over me? All I seem to want to do anymore is be sexy for him and to…to fuck him!

		

		She sighed at how good it felt to have him inside her again. Eliza had always resisted having sex this way, doggie-style, because it just seemed…so nasty to her, doing it the way the animals back on the ranch she’d been raised on had done it.

		

		But she had to admit, now that she thought about it, Grady’s big penis did go in really deep this way. And it slid right across her clitty, too, with each stroke in and out!

		

		“God, but you’re beautiful,” he sighed, increasing his pace.

		

		He reached under her and took a dangling breast in each hand and began to squeeze them gently as he fucked her. Pulses of joy coursed through her nipples and down her spine as he did that, merging with the throbs of pure passion her well-massaged clitty was sending out.

		

		“Oh, oh, pull on my nipples,” she begged him as she caught the rhythm and started to move her lush hips backward in time with his fervid lunges into her. “Oh, Grady, it’s starting to feel so good, baby!”

		

		He groaned and found her nipples as requested and began to tug at them. She gurgled with pleasure and cork-screwed her ass back against him even more enthusiastically.

		

		“God, what a great fuck you are when you let yourself be,” he sighed.

		

		A huge jolt of pre-come sensation shot through Eliza’s whole body when her man called her ‘a great fuck’. That was about as far away from being ‘just not that hot in bed’ as it was possible to get!

		

		“Oh, Grady, fuck me,” she suddenly heard herself sigh, “fuck me hard with that great cock of yours and make me come again. Fuck me like an animal if you want to; really give it to me like an animal—I want it!”

		

		Grady sucked in a breath and began to jack-hammer himself into her. He yanked on her nipples as he balled her flat-out and Eliza nearly swooned, it felt so fantastic.

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” she crooned happily, fucking him back beautifully, “do it to me just like that, you stud, you!”

		

		Her husband made a sound like someone was choking the life out of him and redoubled his efforts. The sound of his loins smacking into her sleek thighs and butt filling the bedroom and Eliza’s pussy grabbed at his pistoning prick, sucking at it as she neared her own climax.

		

		“Gonna’ come,” she panted. “Oh, fuck, Grady, you’re making me come again!”

		

		He shivered behind her, burying his cock head deep in her womb as he began to fire big jets of hot spunk into her. She heard him gasp, “God, what a hot piece of ass I’m married to!”

		

		Her own orgasm seemed to ramp up a notch as those words reached her. They were music to her ears!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Advanced Studies

		

		“Was I really that hot?”

		

		They two of them were cuddled together in the middle of the bed. After that last impromptu, torrid fuck session of doggie-style sex, they’d fallen asleep again in each other’s arms for an hour or so.

		

		“You know you were,” he said, grinning at her. “I always dreamed you’d be like that in bed. I just knew you could be.”

		

		“We didn’t have sex that good on our honeymoon,” she pointed out proudly.

		

		His look turned serious as he answered, “No, we sure didn’t. I’ve never had as good a sex in my whole life as I did with you last night and this morning.”

		

		Eliza beamed at him and then glanced over at the digital alarm clock on the nightstand, saying, “Well, technically, it’s not even morning anymore. It’s past one in the afternoon already.”

		

		“My stomach knows that,” he replied, “I’m starving to death. Let’s get up and make ourselves some breakfast.”

		

		“That sounds wonderful,” she agreed.

		

		Giving him a saucy smile she whispered, “These…lessons of yours make a girl hungry. Having red-hot sex with your man is a lot of work, as it turns out.”

		

		Laughing together at that remark, they got out of bed and got into bathrobes for the trip into the kitchen. Grady made coffee while Eliza got out some ham steaks, eggs, and a couple of frozen waffles.

		

		After a half a cup of coffee, while the steaks were cooking, she came over to him and put her arms around him. He embraced her and she snuggled her head into the soft terrycloth of his robe.

		

		“I love you so much,” she whispered. “I don’t want to go back to the way we were, not after last night and today.”

		

		She looked up at him and said softly, “I’m going to change, I promise. I want our sex life to be truly great from now on, not just mediocre, like it was.”

		

		Taking a deep breath, she said, “I want to learn all there is to know about how to please you, darling. I want to be your bad girl in bed from now on.”

		

		He laughed happily and asked her, “So, you want the lessons to continue?”

		

		“Yes, please, professor,” she said, grinning at him, “I want the whole course.”

		

		Grady reached down and gripped a supple ass cheek in each hand through her robe and squeezed. He said, “Maybe we can fit another lesson in tonight, if you’re up for it?”

		

		“I’m your willing student, darling,” she said, tilting her head back to receive the kiss she knew was coming.

		

		She wasn’t wrong about that.

		

		****

		

		After a leisurely brunch, they got cleaned up, dressed, and drove over to a big box home improvement store to buy some bulbs to plant in the back yard’s flowerbeds. Working together in the yard that afternoon, they discussed the possibility that Grady might luck out and actually get the big promotion Ronson had discussed with him last night.

		

		“I don’t think you will,” Eliza admitted to him, patting the soil back into place with her trowel after planting a bulb. “As a matter of fact, if I don’t agree to go to bed with him, I bet you’ll have to change jobs soon.”

		

		Grady looked up from the garden and just stared at her quizzically. She shrugged and went on to explain her thinking, “The way I read Ronson; he not only won’t give you the promotion, just based on merit. If he doesn’t end up in bed with me soon, he’ll turn on you completely. And he doesn’t strike me as the sort of man who reacts well to being disappointed—Rafe Ronson is used to getting exactly what he wants.”

		

		Long seconds passed. With a big sigh, Grady reluctantly agreed, “You may be right. Rafe has a reputation of being a great friend to have, and also that of being a truly terrible enemy to make. ‘Forgiving’ is not a word anyone would use to describe him.”

		

		She nodded her head and reached for another bulb to plant. After a moment, she looked over at him and asked, “So, what can we do? Should you start looking for another job?”

		

		He thought about that for a bit and then said, “Yeah, I guess I’d better. I mean, we can stall him for a while. Sal Manucci isn’t retiring until March, and it’s not even Christmas yet. I can probably last at least until the middle of February before he gets tired of hearing that you’re still considering spending the night with him.”

		

		“Yeah, I guess that could work,” Eliza said, digging a hole for the bulb.

		

		She sighed. “It’s such a shame this happened. You were doing so well at Ronson Holdings until now.”

		

		“Yeah, well, I’ll have a year in place with the company pretty soon. That’s a little quick to be changing jobs, normally—no one likes to hire a guy they think might be a job-hopper—but I did have three years at the outfit where I worked before this one, so that should help stabilize my resume somewhat.”

		

		They worked on, finishing up planting the last of the bulbs. Getting to their feet, they headed for the garage, to put the trowels away.

		

		As they went back into the house and washed the dirt off their hands in the kitchen sink, and then decided to rinse the sweat they’d worked up in the garden with another quick, shared shower.

		

		Eliza said playfully, beneath the spray, “Maybe I should just go ahead and sleep with Rafe a couple of times and get you that promotion.”

		

		Grady laughed, and shut off the shower, handing her a towel as he took one for himself, saying, “Yeah, that’ll be the day.”

		

		She quickly dried off and got back into her robe, naked. As she did so, she gave him a teasing pout and said, “What…you don’t think I could do it?”

		

		He dried off and put his arms around her. “You could, but you won’t. You’re just not that kind of a girl.”

		

		Eliza drew herself up proudly and said, “I don’t know about that. I was pretty wild in the bedroom last night and this morning. Maybe I’ll learn my lessons well enough to…to just go ahead and…do it with Rafe Ronson and earn that promotion for you after all, honey.”

		

		Grady laughed again, slipped his own robe on, and bent to kiss her. As his lips neared hers he said, “My wife, the shameless tart; sleeping with my boss so that I can get ahead at work.”

		

		“Don’t sell me short,” she cautioned him with a flirty smile, “I could do it, if I wanted to.”

		

		He looked at her for long seconds before saying, “I’ll just bet you could…if you wanted to.”

		

		They kissed for the better part of a minute before breaking apart. After they did, Eliza whispered seductively, “I could, you know. And I bet if I set my mind to it, I could make Rafe Ronson rave about me, too.”

		

		Grady shook his head, smiling at her newfound bedroom bravado. He asked her, “Would you come home and tell me all about it, if you did?”

		

		Quickly getting into the little mind game they seemed to be playing with each other, Eliza asked him teasingly, “Would you want me to? Would you want to hear all about the naughty things the two of us had done together in bed?”

		

		“Sure,” Grady said, still holding her close, “I think it would be a turn on, hearing about you being a bad girl with another guy.”

		

		She gave him a look that said he was full of crap and then smiled at him. He shook his head, “No, really, there are couples who do that sort of thing. It’s called being a hotwife. The woman goes to bed with other guys, and the husband knows all about it, and she comes home and tells him every intimate little detail of how she cheated on him.”

		

		“And then they go right down and file for divorce, right?” Eliza commented sourly, her skepticism obvious.

		

		“No, and then he gets all hot and bothered, imaging her with the other guy, and they have fantastic sex together as she describes to him what she did.”

		

		Grady shrugged and added, “Or at least that’s what they claim in the stories I’ve read about it on the net. I wouldn’t know. I’ve never known anyone who was actually involved in that lifestyle.”

		

		Eliza thought about it for a moment, imagining, just for a second, herself in bed with a handsome, sexy, take-charge guy like Rafe Ronson. In her mind’s eye, Rafe’s cock was even bigger than Grady’s and he was really giving it to her, just like Grady had really pounded her pussy last night and this morning.

		

		She further imagined coming home and getting naked with her husband and titillating him with the details of her naughty tryst with the older man. Eliza shivered as she felt her nipples inexplicably harden at the very thought of doing that!

		

		“Oh, bullshit,” she blurted, ashamed of her reaction and wanting to change the subject, “people don’t actually do stuff like that. You’re just making that up!”

		

		Grady grinned and let her go. Then he shook his head and motioned for her to wait a second.

		

		Stepping into the nearly third bedroom that served as a guest room and his home office for a moment, he grabbed up his laptop computer. Returning to the master bedroom and sitting his wife on the edge of the mattress, he sat down next to her, flipped open the screen and Googled, “hotwife”.

		

		He clicked on one entry and then handed the laptop to Eliza, so she could read the description of the lifestyle encapsulated there. As she read, Eliza’s mouth dropped open.

		

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she gasped. “I can’t believe there are people who are into this sort of thing. It says here that it’s growing more popular all the time and that people do this all over the country!”

		

		Grady’s big grin was back. He said, “See, your little fantasy about old Rafe could easily come true, if you chose to become a hotwife.”

		

		Eliza looked up from the computer screen and flashed him a defiant little smile in return, saying, “Oh, yeah, and what about you? Do you really think you wouldn’t go crazy with jealousy, imaging me with another man; or even worse, having me come home and tell you all about what I’d done with him?”

		

		Grady reached over and took the computer from her and put it on the nightstand next to the bed. He then took her right hand and slid it into his robe as he said, “I don’t know. I might. But on the other hand, just imagining you doing something that wild, can really be a turn on, too, see?”

		

		She felt his hard cock bump into her fingers. Wrapping her fist around it, she nudged the robe open the rest of the way and began to stroke his manhood gently, surprised as she could be by how rigid it was already.

		

		“You big pervert,” she teased him, “did this thing really get this hard from you imagining me with another man?”

		

		Grinning once more, he reached over and opened her robe, baring her breasts, her nipples jutting outward with arousal. His hand slid down her tummy and found her slit, a finger dipping side.

		

		“You slut girl, you,” he teased her right back. “This little thing is as wet as it can be!”

		

		Eliza giggled guiltily and whispered, “Okay, so the idea of doing all of those naughty things with another guy and then telling you about it does sound kind of exciting to me, too; so what?”

		

		“Kind of exciting,” he mocked her gently, fingering her pussy slowly as he spoke, “you’re as wet as a waterfall, babe.”

		

		Before she could answer, he had her laid back on the bed, pulled her robe off her shoulders, and was kissing her. He had turned toward her as he eased her backward, so his hard cock was still in her fist as they made out.

		

		God, more sex, she thought blissfully, I can’t believe we’re going to have more sex—and what I really can’t believe is how much I want more sex!

		

		****

		

		“Why do it that way?” Eliza asked. “She can’t even see him when they do it like that.”

		

		The two of them were leaned back against the pillows at the head of the bed, looking at the screen of Grady’s laptop. After another blistering-hot bout of sex, they’d taken another short nap and, upon waking, had taken yet another shower and then climbed back into bed together again, so that Grady could further Eliza’s sexual education with another sort of “lesson”.

		

		He had gone to a sex website, featuring free porn videos of all kinds. Eliza had only watched pornography a few times in her life, mostly at sleepovers with girlfriends back in high school, where the girls would all giggle and make fun of the wild gyrations of the various porn actresses onscreen.

		

		Grady was showing her a video of a very energetic, very pretty young girl who wasn’t out of her teens yet. The cute little blonde was riding an absolutely mammoth cock, sitting on it, facing away from its owner, in a position Grady had told her was called “reverse cowgirl”.

		

		Eliza had tried the more conventional “cowgirl” position a few times herself over the years and had sort of secretly liked it. She would never have admitted that, of course, because having sex in that woman-on-top position made her feel very naughty, like some sort of exhibitionist, riding a man that way, with her big knockers shimmying all over the place as she went up and down on him.

		

		But in this new, bolder, more erotic incarnation of her old self—which seemed to have taken possession of her body last night and showed no signs of letting go soon—she had to admit that it was thrilling, riding a man’s hardness, flaunting her sexy curves for him as she rode his cock. It was true that such wanton behavior might have struck her as being “nasty” just yesterday. But she was rapidly discovering that sometimes being…nasty was great fun!

		

		“You couldn’t see me this morning, when I did you doggie style,” Grady reminded her, his voice soft, his eyes never leaving the screen. “And you loved that.”

		

		Eliza felt her face color. She had loved that. She’d come like mad when he’d…fucked her like that, like an animal!

		

		“And it’s great for the guy,” Grady went on to add. “Just look at her move that cute little ass of hers around on top of his cock. What guy wouldn’t love seeing that?”

		

		That girl does have a nice butt at that, Eliza admitted to herself as she watched the lewd video, and that guy has an incredible dick!

		

		She looked down and noticed that her nipples were hard again. Moving around slightly, she felt her pussy lips rub against each other and found that she was very wet again as well.

		

		“Would you like me to ride you like that sometime?” She asked Grady the question teasingly.

		

		He looked over at her and asked, “What do you think, gorgeous? You think I wouldn’t like to see that perfect little butt of yours going up and down on top of my cock like that?”

		

		A huge tremor of excitement rippled through Eliza’s whole body as she imagined that. Smiling, she whispered back, “Then you will, and that’s a promise.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Brand New Girl

		

		Things were different between her and Grady the next morning, Monday, as she fixed his breakfast and got him off to work. There was more touching than there ever had been in the past; and more kissing.

		

		The two of them couldn’t seem to keep their hands off one another. Her fingertips trailed across the shoulders of his dress shirt as he sipped his coffee at the kitchen table, and his left hand found her ass cheeks and caressed them gently through her robe as she touched him.

		

		Their kiss, at the door leading out into the garage when he got ready to leave for work, lasted a full minute or more. And both of them seemed reluctant to break it off.

		

		When they at last did, she told him, a mischievous gleam in her mesmerizing blue eyes, “I’m going to study sexual positions some more today, on that naughty porn website you showed me.”

		

		He grinned at her and shook his head in wonder at this new, blatantly sexy wife of his, saying, “Don’t get so wrapped up in watching porn that you forget to go shopping today. We’re out of milk and the refrigerator’s looking pretty empty.”

		

		“I won’t,” she assured him with a big smile, “and I’ll pick up your suits at the cleaners while I’m out. But I’ll still have time to watch a few videos today. I bet I’ll have at least one new position I want us to try by the time you get home.”

		

		“You’re turning into a sex machine,” he laughed happily, opening the door out to the garage.

		

		“Well, I’ve got to show Rafe a good time when I spend the night with him or you won’t get that promotion, now will you?” Her voice was light-hearted as she teased him about fucking his boss.

		

		He closed the door and moments later, she heard the engine in the Mercedes start.

		

		****

		

		Eliza did go grocery shopping right before she returned home that day, and she had picked up five of Grady’s suits at the cleaners earlier. But she’d also made a stop at Victoria’s Secret while she was out, and bought four new lingerie outfits for herself, all of them filmy and sexy and mostly transparent.

		

		She’d never shopped at a store that sold racy lingerie like that one before, but she’d decided that from now on, she was going to dress in a more provocative and sexy manner for Grady, all of the time. So, in keeping with that promise to herself, in addition to the skimpy lingerie, she’d also stopped in at Macy’s and bought herself five new regular outfits as well.

		

		The two dresses and the three tops were far lower cut in the bodice than the clothes she’d always worn in the past had been. And the pants that accompanied the tops were stylish, but she’d also made sure that they fit her perfect little butt the way a glove fits a hand.

		

		Grady’s always after me to show off my body more, she thought happily as she drove back home from the grocery store, her shopping completed. Wait until he sees me in these new outfits and the lingerie!

		

		After she’d put the food away, hung up her new clothing in the closet, and arranged Grady’s suits in the other end of the closet, she took the tags off the lingerie and folded it away into a dresser drawer. Her chores done until later that afternoon, when she’d start Grady’s dinner, Eliza stayed in the bedroom and slipped out of her clothes, firing up the laptop as she did so.

		

		She lay down stark naked on the bed, fluffing the pillows behind her back, feeling decadent and as naughty as she could be! She put the little laptop on her bare tummy and typed.

		

		Once she was on the porn site, she looked through the directory with interest. Some of the terms were familiar to her—she knew what a gangbang was, and a blowjob, and anal sex—but some of the other categories were completely mysteries to her.

		

		What on earth is a “creampie”? She asked herself that question, clicking on the heading.

		

		“Oh, my goodness,” she said aloud as she gazed a two dozen pictures of pussies overflowing with semen. “Now I get it; when a man shoots such a big load of come in you that it oozes back out, that’s a creampie!”

		

		Moving back to the menu, she eagerly looked through other terms that she couldn’t readily recognize. She found out, to her shock, that a “DP” stood for double penetration, or taking on two men at once, one up your pussy and another up your bottom at the same time!

		

		Curious as to how any girl could even do that, she clicked on one of the films, to watch just how such a thing might be accomplished. A sexy redhead with lots of freckles on her innocent-looking young face and all over her sumptuous breasts proceeded to let two massively endowed men into her anus and her pussy at the same time. They fucked her furiously, once they got going, and she was bounced and jiggled helplessly between them, like a rag doll tossed around in a storm, the huge cocks plunging in and out of both her front and rear holes relentlessly.

		

		“Holy God,” Eliza gasped aloud; watching that, wondering how it would feel to have that done to you.

		

		One hand gradually crept up to her now very erect nipples as she watched the titan-haired girl onscreen perform the lewd act, while her other hand stole over to her nearby nightstand drawer, rooted through it until she found her vibrator, and then brought the little white plastic sex toy out. Eliza sighed as she started the buzzer to buzzing and caressed her clit with it while tweaking her own nipples with her other hand.

		

		“Wow, she’s really enjoying getting balled by two big cocks at once like that,” she murmured aloud, watching the redhead moan with delight and beg the two men to ‘fuck me harder’. “Either that or she’s a great actress, because she sure looks like she loves every second of what’s happening to her.”

		

		To her shock, when the scene reached its climax, the man fucking the redhead’s pussy came inside it, and the girl came right along with him. But the man who’d been performing anal sex on her pulled out at the last second, scrambled around and fed his cock--fresh from her ass--right into her mouth and began to fill it with big gouts of pearlescent jizz!

		

		“Oh, my God,” Eliza whined, coming hard herself around the vibrator as she watched the redheaded actress calmly swallowing all of that white goo, “how incredibly nasty that is!”

		

		The loop ended and Eliza just lay there for a minute or so, recovering her breath. She’d really gotten off hard, watching the filthy movie.

		

		Maybe I could learn to swallow semen after all, she thought. That porn girl did it, and that guy came like crazy in her mouth—there was an ocean of that stuff and she swallowed every last drop of it! She even opened her mouth to the camera at the end and showed everyone watching that she’d gulped it all down.

		

		Shaken but still very excited, Eliza put the vibrator down next to her on the mattress and searched the category menu once more. She settled on “interracial” and clicked on it. Row upon row of movie clips showing white girls of various shapes, sizes, and hair colors doing things with a bunch of buffed-out black musclemen who had the biggest dicks she’d ever imagined in her entire life!

		

		Here and there, interspersed among the white girls and black guys, were panels showing a black girl getting fucked by a white guy with a huge cock. There was even one clip showing an Asian girl getting double penetrated by a big black prick and an enormous white one at the same time.

		

		“G-Gosh all mighty,” Eliza gasped after clicking on one of the black-guy-on-white-woman clips, feeling a little like the rube she knew she sounded like as she actually heard herself say “gosh all mighty” out loud.

		

		That guy’s hung like a bull, she told herself, awed, as she watched a tiny slip of a girl with very white skin and big green eyes get hammered mercilessly by what had to be a twelve-inch long black prick that was also as thick as Eliza’s wrist.

		

		After another few seconds, she found herself reaching for her vibrator again, her eyes never leaving the screen. The black guy turned the girl sideways, moved around behind her into a “spoon” position, and reinserted his monster cock, reaching around her and squeezing her small handfuls of tit as he began reaming her pussy out once more.

		

		She felt so…nasty, and unlike herself as she watched the lurid interracial coupling on the small screen, feeling up her own tits and toying with the plastic buzzer against her clit. But she really didn’t want to be that girl anymore—the lovely one who was… “Not really that hot in bed”—so she again threw caution to the wind and concentrated on the lewd images in front of her and…just let herself go.

		

		I’m going to become the girl of Grady’s dreams, she vowed to herself, not just hot, but incendiary in bed. I’ll show him—maybe I’ll get so brave that I’ll even treat his boss to a wild night or two in bed, and get that huge promotion for my sweetie!

		

		She giggled aloud over her own foolishness. Good girl Eliza could never do that, no matter how good she got at sex…could she?

		

		Eliza pinched her own nipples again and slid the vibrator inside her after she’d flicked it on. She moaned at how wonderful that felt and began to fuck herself with the sex toy as she watched the super-naughty images on the screen…

		

		****

		

		She woke with a start and glanced over at the clock on the nightstand. It was nearly a quarter past five in the afternoon.

		

		Eliza shut off the computer and put her vibrator back where she kept it, hidden away underneath a stack of facial tissues in a box in her nightstand drawer. She glanced down and saw that her thighs and lower lips were smeared with drying girl lube, from all the times she’d come while watching those naughty film clips, and got off the bed to take a quick shower.

		

		She found herself rubber-kneed as she stood up to go into the bathroom, from all of the orgasms she’d experienced before falling asleep. As she flipped on the light in the bathroom and turned on the shower, she tried to remember exactly how many times she’d climaxed this afternoon.

		

		“Six,” she whispered aloud incredulously as she stepped into the spray and washed her pussy and legs off, reaching for the soap. “I can’t believe it, but I came at least six times!”

		

		Eliza smiled guiltily and lathered herself up. This was so unlike her!

		

		She’d discovered masturbation at around twelve, and sometimes in those early years, entranced by the super-good feelings the act brought, she’d done it more than once a day. But that had been years ago and, even back then; she’d certainly never gotten her poor pussy off six times in one day before.

		

		As she turned off the water and stepped out onto the bath mat, she thought, everything I’ve done today had been totally unlike me. From making out like crazy with Grady before he left for work, to buying all of those sexy clothes and lingerie, to…to “jilling” my pussy off six times while watching dirty movies—I’ve never done any of that before today, not ever!

		

		Once she was dry, she threw on some casual clothes and quickly headed for the kitchen. It was now just past five-thirty and Grady usually got home at around six-thirty, so she still had plenty of time to put dinner together.

		

		Luckily, she’d bought a big package of thin-cut pork chops at the market today and put them in the fridge, so she wouldn’t have to thaw them out. They were one of Grady’s favorites, so he’d be happy if she just pan-fried them and nuked a couple of baking potatoes to go along with them, and that wouldn’t take much time at all.

		

		She started on a green salad to go with the meat and potatoes, slicing up some tomatoes and washing off a couple of big handfuls of some prepackaged tossed green salad with about five kinds of lettuce in it that she’d bought at the store. She’d add some sliced avocado and some cucumber slices, just to fancy it up a little, and she’d put it in the fridge to await Grady’s arrival home.

		

		As she worked, thoughts of big, hard cocks kept creeping into her mind. When it had come time to slice up a long, fairly thick green cucumber for the salad, she’d burst out laughing, remembering that black guy’s dick and thinking, somewhat obscenely, that this big cucumber had nothing on him!

		

		When she had the salad arranged to her liking, she put it on the top shelf of the refrigerator and went into the dining room to pick out a wine for them to have with dinner. She knew it was probably more proper to serve a white wine with pork than a red, but she and Grady both favored reds. So she compromised, and chose a nice rose from California and put it in the freezer to chill while she cooked dinner.

		

		She laid out the pork chops, seasoning them lightly with some steak rub she favored, and washed up the potatoes for the microwave. As she worked, she kept on thinking about double penetrations, and hot, spurting come, and girls swallowing that goop right down as if they couldn’t get enough of it!

		

		After poking some holes in their skins with a knife so they wouldn’t explode as they cooked, Eliza put the potatoes in the microwave, ready to cook, and set the regular oven on “warm”, for the chops, once they were done. She started frying the pork chops in a big, heavy cast iron fry pan.

		

		While they browned, she thought of one scene she’d watched today where a big white bodybuilder type with a huge penis and held an elfin little porn actress upside down, standing next to the bed. She’d sucked his massive prick in her inverted position while he’d gobbled up her cute little pink pussy until he’d come in her mouth.

		

		“Sweet God, but I hope Grady gets home soon,” Eliza whispered aloud as she flipped the pork chops over to brown the other side. “I’m so horny, thinking about all of that nasty sex I watched today, that I may attack him right here, in the kitchen when he does!”

		

		Giggling, she shut off the fire under the pan and went into the bedroom to take off her clothes and instead put on one of her new lingerie outfits underneath her bathrobe. As she slid the silky-smooth, cool fabric over her naked body, she noticed that her nipples were once again as prominent as two brand new pencil erasers. They made two very noticeable bumps under the sheer, crimsons surface of her outfit.

		

		She smiled as she slipped the robe on over the sexy outfit, hoping that Grady, too, noticed the aroused state of her nipples, when he got home!

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Would You Really Do That?

		

		Grady entered the kitchen, through the door leading out to the garage, at six-twenty. But Eliza had heard the garage door rattling its way upward a full minute before that, so she had dinner already on the kitchen table when he walked in, and was busily pouring the chilled rose into wine glasses.

		

		He smiled at her, but something was wrong. She could tell immediately. There was a certain tightness to his smile, as if he wasn’t really feeling much like smiling.

		

		“Did something bad happen today at work?” She asked the question as they sat down across from one another at the table.

		

		He shrugged and drew a deep breath. Picking up his knife and fork, he sawed into a pork chop, saying; “It was Rafe; he called me into his office today and shut the door. The first thing out of his mouth was him wanting to know if I’d broached the idea of you…entertaining him in bed yet, to ensure I get that promotion.”

		

		Eliza’s heart beat faster. She hadn’t been expecting that, not so soon, anyway.

		

		“What did you tell him?” Eliza asked the question as casually as she could manage, after taking a fortifying sip of her wine.

		

		“I told him I was still trying to figure out the best time and the best way to bring up the whole thing,” Grady said with a sigh, taking a big bite of the chop.

		

		After chewing and swallowing, he too, took a sip of the wine and then said, “You should have seen him, El. He was practically drooling at just the thought of getting you in the sack with him.”

		

		A thoroughly unexpected jolt of sexual excitement reverberated through Eliza as her husband told her that. On the one hand, she was repelled by the idea of her body being treated like a bartering chip by Rafe Ronson. On the other, it was sort of flattering that the very thought of her in bed with him made a rich, powerful, very sexy man like Rafe Ronson’s mouth water!

		

		She ate some of her pork chop and buttered her potato, eating some of it as well. Sipping more wine, she asked him, “How long do you think you can stall him off by telling him you haven’t asked me yet?”

		

		Grady finished off the first small, thin chop and started on the second one. After swallowing a mouthful of it, he said, “Not long, I’m afraid; he’s booking us a luxury suite down in San Diego this weekend, at company expense, as a perk. It’s apparently going to have a romantic ocean view and every amenity.”

		

		After wolfing more of his pork chop, Grady added, “His advice to me was to ply you with champagne during dinner and then, when you’re a bit tipsy and in a great mood, to try sweet talking you into going to bed with him so I can get that promotion. He even went as far as suggesting that while we’re naked in bed together--with the sexy ambiance of the fireplace all lit up and that ocean view as well, to help you put in a sexy mood—might be a good time to bring up the idea with you.”

		

		Eliza ate more of her dinner, but her appetite for food was rapidly waning. Her nipples were once again stiff under her robe as she thought about how much Rafe Ronson wanted her, and she could feel her pussy getting wet, too.

		

		Buying us a fancy weekend like that will run at least a thousand bucks, she thought. Rafe is sparing no expense and no effort to maneuver me into bed with him!

		

		After another drink of wine, she said softly, “Well, after we drive down and have our fun-filled, free weekend in San Diego at Rafe Ronson’s expense, why don’t you tell him that I’m considering it.”

		

		Grady, who had his mouth full of pork chop and potato, coughed lightly and then swallowed with some difficulty; he looked across the table at his wife and asked incredulously, “What?”

		

		Eliza just smiled at him and ate some of the small salad she’d fixed. She refilled her wine glass and said, “What can it hurt, letting him think there’s a chance I might go through with it? It will buy us more time for you to start looking for another job.”

		

		Grady, clearly relieved by her answer, dug into his food once more and nodded, smiling. At last he said, admiringly, “That just might work at that.”

		

		Finished with her meal, Eliza put the remaining pork chop on her plate back atop the stack of them sitting on the platter between them. She said teasingly, “Besides, I might still decide to go through with it, you know. I haven’t made up my mind yet.”

		

		Grady burst out laughing and shook his head, “You’re incredible, babe. If I didn’t know you so well, I might think you actually were considering bedding my horny boss!”

		

		Eliza took a big sip of her wine and then put her glass down on the table. She eased the robe she was wearing open and whispered, “I doubt you know me as well as you think you do, darling. I’ve changed, and I’m changing more every day…see?”

		

		With that, she slipped the robe completely off her shoulders, revealing the sexy crimson nightie with the black lace trim she wore beneath it. Grady’s eyes shot open as he realized that he could see right through the diaphanous material.

		

		“W-Where did you get that?” His voice was a surprised croak.

		

		“I bought it today, to wear for you,” she said with tantalizing slowness, drinking more wine. “Do you like it?”

		

		“God, yes,” he murmured, his eyes never leaving her very visible breasts, “it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen you in.”

		

		“There’s more to come,” she assured him, getting up from the table and picking up the platter of leftover pork chops. “I bought four pieces of lingerie today. And this is probably the tamest of them.”

		

		Grady’s eyes got even bigger as she took a step toward the kitchen counter and he saw her pussy lips clearly displayed under the sheer red material. Smiling, Eliza sashayed slowly across the kitchen carrying the platter and proceeded to put some clear plastic wrap over it and set it in the fridge. She put what was left of the salad away as well and then poured herself some more wine.

		

		“I just love crimson lingerie, don’t you, darling?” She asked the question as she modeled the outfit for him, turning this way and that, showing off her curves proudly through the gossamer-thin material.

		

		Grady didn’t say anything, he just stared, his green eyes wide with lust. He picked up his wine and finished it as she sipped more of hers.

		

		“Do you think Rafe Ronson would like me in this?” She asked teasingly, putting one hand on her hip, her big breasts slowly rolling to a stop under the see-through negligee.

		

		“He’d go rabbit-ass crazy, if he ever saw you dressed like that,” Grady said, huskiness creeping into his voice as he made the comment.

		

		“Well, that is what we’d want him to do…if I ever decided to go to bed with him, now isn’t it?” She was teasing him mercilessly and he knew it, and she found, to her shock, that she loved doing it!

		

		“Just what do you think he’d want me to do for him, if I agreed to spend the night at his place some evening?” Her voice was soft and seductive, her pussy leaking lube like crazy, her breasts plumped out under the barely-there shift. “Would he want me to, you know…suck him, do you think?”

		

		Grady moaned and stood up from the table. The front of his suit slacks were tented outward by his big erection and his eyes were slightly glassy from arousal.

		

		“He’d want everything,” Grady growled, coming around the table and taking her roughly in his arms. “He’d want to do everything to that incredible body of yours, you little tease, and you know it!”

		

		Eliza bit her lower lip theatrically and averted her eyes, playing the coy coquette to the hilt with him. Then she whispered seductively, “I could let him do that—do absolutely everything to me, I mean--I suppose that I could, if you…wanted me to, darling.”

		

		Her husband made a sound like a tortured animal and kissed her furiously, his tongue punching its way insistently into her mouth. She sucked at it and ran her tongue around it as if it was a wriggly pink cock and he went crazy.

		

		In moments, he’d torn the new nightgown up over her head and off, swept the dishes and glassware off to one corner of the kitchen table, and then grabbed her naked body again, lifted her off her feet, and dropped her down onto the edge of the table. She shivered at the cold feel of the wood surface against the bare skin of her butt.

		

		“Grady, what are you doing,” she demanded as he tore off his suit coat and went down onto his knees in front of her.

		

		“I’m doing what Rafe would do, if he were here, you teasing little slut girl!” He rasped out his answer as he pushed her thighs apart and buried his face in her wetness.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God,” Eliza sighed as his tongue went wild on her clit and then plunged down into her slippery pink folds of flesh.

		

		She reached down and took his head between her hands and stroked his blond mane of hair as he devoured her pussy. He, in turn, reached up and grabbed an up-turned nipple in each hand and began to squeeze them as he ate her.

		

		Holy fuck but that feels great, she thought as he licked and sucked at her tender inner furls, oh, eat it, darling, eat it right up. It’s so nasty and I just love it!

		

		Eliza relinquished her grip on his hair, slowly lying back on the table so that she could open her legs even wider for him. Grady kept his hands on her tits, squeezing and tugging at her sensitive nipples, just the way she loved having it done, as he sucked and licked at her sex.

		

		She gave out with a long, low moan and rolled her hips forward, mashing her spread open pinkness against his mouth and tongue. He was going to make her come, that was for sure. And it was going to be another beauty of an orgasm—she could tell already!

		

		Grady kissed her clit, letting it slowly slide in between his adoring lips. He sucked gently on the tiny bead of nerve endings and began to lave hot spit all over it with his tongue as he did so.

		

		“Guh, oh, oh, my Lord,” Eliza gasped as a series of furious spasms gripped her lower body. “Oh, Grady, oh, honey, do that! Do more of that…it feels so fucking good!”

		

		Her husband made a little growling sound and did a lot more of that, clearly driven wild by her taste, the slickness of her wet flesh against his tongue, and her caution-to-the-wind language. Eliza shivered on the table, her heart pounding, her pussy right on the edge

		

		I love saying ‘fuck’ out loud when I’m being naughty like this, she realized as her tummy quivered through a quick tightening of the muscles there.

		

		She was going to come hard. Her stomach only clenched like that when she was about to…

		

		“Eeeeeeeyyyaaaahhhhhh!” Eliza shrieked, her pussy exploding into climax.

		

		Grady held on tight, digging his fingers into her tits, holding her twisting, squirming body on the table as she came and came around his caressing tongue and kissing lips. Hot fluid oozed out of her climaxing pussy and he swallowed it noisily.

		

		Oh, God, he’s swallowing my come again, her fevered mind realized, my sweet Grady is eating me right up—and I just love it/ I adore having my pussy eaten like this!

		

		He stayed with her, licking and sucking and kissing and swallowing, until she sighed and went limp on the table, her orgasm ebbing. Then he stood up and took her hips in his hands and turned her over, pulling her body back just a little so that she was bent over the table on her tummy, her legs hanging languidly downward so that her feet were on the floor.

		

		“Wha-What are you doing to me?” She spoke softly, still caught in the afterglow of the furious orgasm she’d just experienced.

		

		Grady’s zipper came down and then she felt the hard knob of his cock head against her wet lips from in back. He all but growled as he entered her juicy socket, “I’m going to do what Rafe would do if he was here. I’m going to fuck the hell out of this overflowing, snug pink slit of yours, El, you hot little teaser, you!”

		

		With that, he rammed his cock deep into her pussy, pushing her body against the table. He grabbed and handful off ass cheek in each fist and held her in place as he ravaged her from behind, really pistoning his cock in and out of her sucking, slick, wetness.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God,” she moaned, her tits pressed flat against the table, Grady giving it to her like a wild man.

		

		I feel like Rafe Ronson is doing me instead of Grady, she marveled, he’s really power-fucking my poor little pussy tonight!

		

		“Ugh, oof, ooh, oh, oh, my lord, Grady,” she gasped as he banged her even harder, “do you think Rafe would really fuck me this hard if he got the chance?”

		

		Grady seemed to go slightly nuts as she mentioned Rafe balling her again. He spanked both of her ass cheeks hard and crammed his cock into her as fast as he could move his hips in and out.

		

		“You know he would!” Grady’s voice was a rasp of pure desire, of passion gone crazy. “You should see him when he thinks about fucking you, El. He wants to ball the bejeezus out of this sweet little cunt of yours—just like I’m doing now!”

		

		Eliza shuddered as she thought about that, about Rafe pounding into her…her…cunt! She rarely even used that word in her thoughts, let alone heard it used out loud. But it seemed appropriate now, because she sensed that Rafe Ronson thought of her in that way, as just another hot young cunt to be fucked for his pleasure!

		

		She moaned again, her pussy heating up like mad, her second orgasm of the night just a few strokes away. Smiling wickedly, she decided to take Grady’s little fantasy to a new level.

		

		“Oh, fuck me, Rafe, fuck me hard,” she murmured as if she couldn’t help herself, “fuck me good, so I can go home and tell Grady all about it!”

		

		“You little slut-girl,” Grady roared as he reamed her out from behind, “You’d really do it, wouldn’t you? You’d fuck Rafe just like this!”

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” he hissed, her orgasm hurtling in on her, fired to heights by this little mind game she was playing with her husband, “Oh, God, yes, I’d fuck him just like this, if you wanted me to, darling!”

		

		Grady screamed as he started to fill her with cock cream. Eliza groaned and shivered atop the table, her pussy going wild around his spurting cock as she came again, furiously.

		

		****

		

		“Would you really do that?” Grady asked her as they were about to doze off later that night.

		

		They were cuddled in bed, his arms around her as she drifted off toward sleep, her sexy new nightgown back in place. She nuzzled into his bare chest and whispered sleepily, “Do what, darling?”

		

		“Consider fucking Rafe, I mean…for real?”

		

		“Of course not,” she sighed.

		

		After a long pause, she added, just before sleep overtook her, “At least…I don’t think I would!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Fantasy Sex

		

		“Wow, old Rafe really went all out, didn’t he?” Eliza said, beaming happily as she surveyed the posh, obviously very expensive suite Ronson Holdings had reserved for them at this five-star, luxury, beachfront hotel that weekend,

		

		They had gotten down to San Diego early, at about ten-thirty, and spent the day sight-seeing, before checking into the hotel in the late afternoon. It was a beautiful city, right on the ocean, with lots to see and do.

		

		The two of them had gone for a long walk on the beach, comparing it very favorably to the Galveston beaches back home where they had vacationed many times, the island being a short drive from Houston. And they had toured historic Old Town San Diego, and parked and took a meandering walk among the upscale shops lining Girard Avenue and Prospect Street area of nearby La Jolla; all touristy activities that Eliza had looked up online and wanted to try during their whirlwind tour of San Diego, a city that was new to both of them.

		

		Now she went over to the window and looked out at the spectacular beach view, ten stories below them. There was, indeed, a fireplace in the room, a gas-fed one with some realistic-looking ceramic logs. It did everything but crackle as it burned merrily away in the late afternoon’s gathering December darkness.

		

		And the floor to ceiling picture windows in the magnificent suite had two sets of drapes, a pair of see-through, filmy, sheer ones--which were closed but which still afforded a nice, gauzy sort of view of the ocean and the beach--and heavy, brocaded drapes that were now open. When closed, they would give the room’s occupants all the privacy they could want.

		

		“So, are you starting to feel like screwing Rafe yet?” Grady joked as he came up behind her and slipped his arms around her, kissing her neck tenderly. “After seeing this beautiful suite he got us, I mean?”

		

		She giggled and said, “You bet. If he takes me to a hotel as plush as this one to have his evil way with me, how could any girl resist?”

		

		Grady laughed along with her and then whispered, “What if he just invites you over to his mansion in Brentwood for the night?”

		

		She turned and faced him, careful to keep his arms around her. Eliza said, with a mischievous twinkle in her big blue eyes, “I don’t know about that. Do you suppose he’d have that stiff-upper-lipped butler of his there, shooting video footage of the two of us as we made love?”

		

		Smiling hugely at that outlandish notion, Grady said, “I wouldn’t put it past him. Most men would want to have something to remember a night in bed with a stunner like you by. They’re not as lucky as yours truly, getting to spend every night in bed with you, babe.”

		

		Her smile turned soft and seductive as she whispered back, “Just keep talking like that, and you’re going to get very lucky tonight, and that’s for sure, handsome!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s what a guy likes to hear,” he said, pulling her in tighter and bending to kiss her

		

		After a long, sensuous, tongue-filled kiss, she finally broke it off and said with a sigh, “I hate to spoil the mood, darling, but I have to admit, I’m starving to death! Breakfast was a long time ago; can we get some early dinner before we see if that big bed is as nice to make love in as it looks?

		

		“Sure,” he said, smiling at her once again, “I’m fairly peckish myself. We ate a pretty big breakfast before we left home this morning, but like you said, that was a long time ago.”

		

		After considering their options for a moment, he asked her, “Do you want to go down to one of the hotel restaurants, or take a cab somewhere and eat at one of the local gourmet dining spots? Or would you prefer to order from room service and eat in our suite, by the fireplace, maybe?”

		

		“Yes, that would be perfect,” Eliza said, beaming at that last suggestion. “We’ll have champagne, and tip the waiter lavishly for bringing our meal up to us. It’ll cost a fortune, but that’s alright, since old horny-boy Rafe is paying for all of it.”

		

		She flashed him another little devilish grin and added, “It will serve him right for trying to bribe his way into my panties with this lavish weekend trip. And, it’ll let him know that a night in the sack with me isn’t going come cheap!”

		

		Both of them laughed at that, and then Grady went over and picked up the room service menu and began to peruse it. He looked up at her and said, grinning, “You were a hundred percent correct, kitten--if we do this right; dinner is going to end up costing old Rafe a bundle.”

		

		****

		

		They ate their expensive meals slowly, at a table the room service waiter had set up right in front of the fireplace. They’d turned all the other lights in the big suite off, choosing to dine by firelight.

		

		Grady had ordered them a bottle of Dom Perignon champagne, at two-hundred and-fifty dollars a bottle, and they’d each had a cocktail from the mini-bar in the room while they’d waited for their orders of steak Diane and lobster tails to arrive with the waiter.

		

		“I don’t think a dinner this expensive is out of line, under the circumstances, do you?” Grady asked as he grinned impishly over at his wife, toasting her with his champagne flute.

		

		“Not a bit,” Eliza replied, clicking rims with him. “I’m definitely worth it, don’t you think?”

		

		“You are,” Grady said sincerely.

		

		They ate in companionable silence for a while, sipping their wonderful, very pricey champagne and just enjoying the setting and the fantastic dinner. As the steak and lobster slowly disappeared, Eliza asked her husband, “So, do you think Rafe will be happy on Monday when you tell him that I didn’t reject the idea of sleeping with him out of hand? Do you think my agreeing to at least consider it will buy us enough time for you to change jobs?”

		

		“I hope so,” Grady said, finishing up his lobster. “Yesterday, I called the headhunter who recruited me for the job I’ve got now, and told him that I needed to start looking around for something new, something in Los Angeles. I don’t want to move clear across the country again if we can avoid it.”

		

		Eliza nodded. “I don’t either. I’ve barely gotten used to living in southern California, and the house is finally just the way we wanted it, the gardens, and the kitchen and all.”

		

		“I told the recruiter the truth, sort of,” Grady replied. “I told him that I’m up for a huge promotion, but that if I don’t get it, I’m pretty much on my way out with Ronson Holdings. He seemed to be cool with that; said it happens all the time.”

		

		“It’s too bad you won’t get it,” she sighed, “I know you’d have done a great job as a division manager.”

		

		“Yeah, plus we would have loved the money and the perks involved, had I gotten it.”

		

		Eliza finished her wine and poured another glass, filling up Grady’s glass as well. She asked casually, “Oh, what would the new job have paid, if you’d landed it?”

		

		“A hundred and fifty thousand more than I’m making now,” he replied.

		

		“Are you kidding me?” She closed her mouth again after her jaw had dropped open.

		

		“Plus a luxury sedan of my choosing, to drive all the time on the company’s nickel, three weeks more per year vacation, stock options, pretty much the whole ball of corporate wax,” Grady said with a wistful sigh.

		

		When his wife just sat there, stunned, he offered, “Well, babe, it is not one but two pay grades above where I am now. I’d be considered upper-management if I got that job.”

		

		Eliza’s head was spinning. She hadn’t been poor before she’d met Grady and married him, but she hadn’t been well off, either.

		

		Her daddy had a small ranch in Texas, and she’d worked on it from the time she’d been big enough to lift a bucket of grain. Then she’d attended the local community college after graduating high school. After finishing there, with a two year degree in Medical Office Administration, she had found a job with a medical group in Houston.

		

		One of the patients had been a stunningly handsome young up-and-comer named Grady Cook. He’d asked her out, and she’d said no, as she always did when patients asked her out.

		

		But Grady hadn’t given up that easily. He’d kept right on asking.

		

		After a few months of “no’s”, she’d finally said “yes” to dinner and a movie. And then she’d said “yes” to a second date, and then a third; and before she’d known it, they’d been living together and getting married.

		

		And it had been wonderful, overall. Grady was fun, charming, an excellent provider who denied her nothing that she really wanted, and he loved her madly.

		

		She loved him right back.

		

		Now, as she sat here at the table in this lavish suite, she suddenly wondered it she could actually do it. Could she go to bed with a man like Rafe Ronson, just for the difference giving her body over to him for a few nights could make in her and Grady’s future?

		

		The distance between eighty-five thousand dollars a year, which was what Grady currently made, and two-hundred and thirty-five thousand dollars as year was nothing short of enormous! And there was the car…if Grady got the job, they could sell her old Camray for cash, and she could drive their new, leased Mercedes while he drove his new company car.

		

		And they could start saving large amounts of money for retirement, for the kids they both wanted in a few years. Eliza thought about that. Kids nowadays were expensive to bring up, and they wanted to have at least two.

		

		College expenses, we could start putting a lot away for those, if he had that job, she told herself.

		

		“You suddenly seem lost in thought, honey,” Grady commented just then, “like your mind is a million miles from here.”

		

		Eliza smiled and said, “Oh, I was just thinking how nice this hotel is, and how lucky we are to have this suite. We normally couldn’t really afford this kind of luxury, at least not until I go back to work.”

		

		“Oh, are you starting to look?”

		

		“Not yet,” she said noncommittally, “but I’ve been thinking about it, and about our future.”

		

		That was no lie. She had been thinking about their future

		

		Eliza had been mulling over the idea of going back to school for another two years and getting a four year degree. Then, when she eventually rejoined the workforce, she could get a much better, higher-paying job, and really contribute to things like college funds and IRA’s.

		

		But she’d feel guilty about taking another two years off from work, especially on top of already taking nearly a year off when they’d moved to California. She’d spent the time getting the house just the way they wanted it.

		

		How much easier on our budget would it be if Grady was Western States Division Manager, instead of a middle manager, the way he is now, if I decided to go back to school and complete my bachelors degree? Eliza asked herself that question.

		

		She’d feel a lot less guilty about taking the additional time off to go back to school if her husband was knocking down over two-hundred grand a year.

		

		Maybe the best way I can contribute to our getting ahead in life is to go ahead and do this thing with Rafe, and get Grady that plum job!

		

		It was certainly something to think about. The only real questions she had about it were number one; could she really go through with it? And, number two would she be sexy enough in bed to please a sophisticated, experienced older man like Rafe Ronson, even if she did?

		

		And what about Grady--could he get behind her doing such a wild, out-of-bounds thing, or would it end up causing their now wonderful marriage to fall apart?

		

		“Honey, you seem to be drifting away again,” her husband said just then.

		

		Eliza finished her wine and smiled at him, vowing to really give this whole thing some thought, not as merely a fantasy for them to have fun with in the bedroom, but as something she might actually do!

		

		She said,” I’m right here with you, tiger. Now, why don’t I slip into one of those new lingerie outfits I bought, and you and I will give that bed a try?”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this, kitten?” Grady’s voice was full of uncertainty.

		

		Eliza was nearly out of her mind with excitement. Grady had loved the see-through, peach colored negligee, but it hadn’t stayed on for long, once they were in bed together.

		

		And then his skilled fingertips and tongue had been all over her naked body, teasing and licking, driving her crazy with lust. He’d eaten her pussy exquisitely and made her come hard, and then he’d flipped her onto her tummy and started to give her a deep, sensual, doggie-style fucking.

		

		That was where she’d surprised him. Reaching under a pillow, she’d pulled out a tube of the sex lube she’d bought at the drug store this week, after watching all of those porn clips on the computer.

		

		“What…what’s this for?” Grady had been startled to see the tube of Astroglide being passed back to him.

		

		“I’ve been thinking about anal,” she’d whispered to him. “I bet Rafe will want to fuck me in the ass when I finally agree to spend the night with him, don’t you, darling?”

		

		Grady groaned at that mental image of his boss’s cock up the perfect little ass that was right in front of him at the moment. Eliza felt Grady’s dick jerk hard inside her pussy.

		

		“Well, don’t you?” She teasingly demanded an answer to her playful question in a soft but insistent tone.

		

		“God, yes,” Grady sighed, getting easily caught up in the fantasy, “he’d be crazy if he didn’t want to fuck you in this gorgeous ass of yours!”

		

		“I might let him,” Eliza teased her husband, “but I’ll be damned if I’ll let him take my anal cherry. It’s the last one I have to give, and it should belong to you, darling.”

		

		Grady shivered behind her, his dick still berthed deep in her tight pussy sheath. He stammered, “You mean…?”

		

		“You know exactly what I mean,” she told him as his voice trailed off. “I want you to get me good and ready, sweetheart, and then…fuck me in the ass…for the first time ever!”

		

		Grady’s cock bucked inside her again and she wondered for a moment if he was going to come in her before he ever got his prick anywhere near bottom? The poor boy was so excited!

		

		But Grady somehow managed to calm himself enough to open the tube and squeeze a big dollop of the cool, slippery gel inside her anus. Then she felt his finger enter her, spreading the slick goo all around inside her butt tunnel.

		

		God, it feels so weird to have anything back…there, Eliza thought as he got her nicely lubed up.

		

		He began to fuck her again, slow and easy, his finger staying in her rear hole. She thought of all of those double penetration videos she’d watched recently and realized, This is how that feels, having one in your bottom while you’ve got one in your pussy—except that Grady’s finger is much smaller than a cock would be, I guess.

		

		Tentatively, she began to move her hips back against his driving cock and delving finger, seeing how that felt. To her shock, it didn’t feel bad at all, just different—it was strangely exciting, actually!

		

		I think I could definitely do that, if Grady wanted to see me do him and someone else at the same time, she told herself, it feels kind of neat, truthfully, once you get used to having something up your hiney!

		

		Grady groaned and whispered, “God, I can’t believe I’m doing this; you’re getting to be so damned sexy, El!”

		

		She sighed, her pussy contracting around his gliding cock. She whispered, “I like it. I like being bad for you, darling!”

		

		He gasped as his prick jerked inside her grasping sheath once again. Regaining control after a moment or two, he gingerly added a second finger to the one exploring Eliza’s trim little ass.

		

		“Oh, oh, my goodness,” she groaned as her bottom adjusted to being penetrated by something as large as two of Grady’s big fingers, “go slow, darling…that feels so odd, having something that big in me…back there!”

		

		A minute crept by, and then another. Eliza’s ass loosened up enough to take the lewd fingering without discomfort.

		

		Grady eased his hard dick out of her pussy and placed the fat tip against her gaped open anus as he removed his fingers. She dug her fingernails into the bed sheet and sighed softly as a man’s cock penetrated her back there for the first time ever.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it feels so…big!”

		

		Her husband gasped and fed another inch or two into her super-tight confines. He whispered, “God, what a butt you’ve got, baby…so hot and slick and perfect to fuck!”

		

		Eliza held herself still and just let him fill her. She moaned loudly again but didn’t resist.

		

		In moments, she felt his scratchy pubic fur up against her ass cheeks and knew that he was balls-deep in her rear hole. She thought joyfully, I did it! I took the whole thing!

		

		Grady slowly pulled nearly back out and then pushed all the way back in again. Eliza gasped and then managed to pant, “Go slow, darling; you know that this is brand new for me!”

		

		He did go slowly. Grady slipped a hand under his wife and began to caress her clit with his fingertips as he took her up the ass.

		

		An electric thrill shot through Eliza’s whole lower body. She moaned, “Oh, yeah, do that, honey, tickle my clitty while you…while you…fuck me in the bottom!”

		

		“Oh, Eliza, you’re the hottest woman on earth,” he sighed as he picked up the pace just a little, “I can’t believe you’re letting me do this!”

		

		She shuddered as a big wave of pre-come spasms racked her pussy and her asshole! The two tight sheaths of muscle contracted together and Eliza reveled in how good that felt.

		

		Looking back over her shoulder at her husband, she whispered, “Well, I have to learn to do this, babe. You know Rafe is going to want to do me this way, now don’t you?”

		

		Grady grimaced at the thought of his boss getting to do what he was doing right at the moment. He growled, “You teasing little slut girl.”

		

		Eliza gave him a saucy, tantalizing smile and wriggled her ass back onto his driving cock and toying fingertips. She murmured tauntingly, “Oh, fuck me, Rafe, fuck me right in the ass!”

		

		Slipping into the fantasy once more, Grady panted, as he started to really nail her up the butt, “He will. I bet old Rafe will fuck this little hole hard, babe. He’ll jackhammer your ass, you teasing minx!”

		

		“Oh, doooooo it,” Eliza whined, not having to act a bit by now—it was starting to feel really good. “Do it hard, Rafe, fuck me deep!”

		

		My asshole is on fire…but it feels so nice, somehow! She realized. Grady’s big dick up my bottom feels wonderful. And my clitty…he’s playing with my clitty just right. I’m going to come. I’m going to come so frigging hard--no wonder those porn sluts like to do anal so much!

		

		She felt her cunny clench frantically as her rear hole clamped down on Grady’s pistoning prick. The orgasm raged through her, starting in her clit and roaring into her anal opening and then down her clasping butt sheath, milking Grady’s entrapped cock.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Eliza,” he gasped, “I feel you coming, you hot puss, you, right around my prick!”

		

		A huge gout of steamy semen erupted into her bowels and Eliza’s climax intensified. His superheated goo oozed out of her ass and ran down onto her clit, where Grady’s teasing fingers spread it all over her tiny pink bead of nerve endings, causing her orgasm to ratchet up a notch.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Grady,” she screamed, shaking all over, her big tits jellying crazily as he started to pound his dick into her ass again, draining his balls into her ass sheath, “you’re making me come so damned hard!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Can I Really Do This?

		

		“I trust enjoyed your stay?” The man at the front desk asked the question as he handed Grady a copy of the paperwork as they checked out of the hotel the next afternoon.

		

		Eliza, who had her husband’s arm and was leaning her head lovingly against his shoulder smiled languidly at the desk man and said, “It was heaven!”

		

		The clerk smiled uncertainly at the movie star-pretty woman across the desk from him, who looked for all the world as if she’d just climaxed not long ago and was still reveling in the afterglow. Eliza snuggled in closer to Grady, thinking about last night and this morning and how perfect the sex had been.

		

		A minute later, the Mercedes glided to a stop out under the hotel’s massive portico as the valet brought it around and the bellman loaded their bags into the trunk. Eliza got in to the passenger’s seat, clicked her seatbelt closed, and sprawled back against the soft leather happily, smiling over at her husband as he settled into the driver’s seat and closed the door.

		

		“You look like the cat that ate the canary,” he told her as he pulled out onto the street and headed for the Interstate Five freeway, and Los Angeles.

		

		She reached over and put her hand lightly on the crotch of his slacks and said, “That’s not what I ate, and you know it.”

		

		Grady laughed and shook his head, saying, “God, I can’t believe what a sexy young slut I find myself married to suddenly.”

		

		She smiled back and asked teasingly, “Oh, you didn’t like it when I swallowed it all for you this morning?”

		

		He beamed back at her happily and said, “You know I did, you little puss. I just couldn’t believe you did it, that’s all.”

		

		Eliza said proudly, “Well, I did. I swallowed every drop, and I loved doing it, too. I’m never spitting your come out again from now on, darling, I promise.”

		

		“Oh?” He said asked the question as he took a left, the freeway leading north now visible several blocks away, “Does it suddenly taste better than it used to?”

		

		“No, not really,” she told him truthfully, “but I just decided I was being childish, not swallowing it for you.”

		

		She waited a beat and then added, “Do you know what I really like the most about being such a naughty girl for you?”

		

		He shook his head that he didn’t. She said, “I like how much you like it when I do such nasty things. You got so incredibly excited this morning when you came in my mouth and I gulped it all down instead of getting up and running into the bathroom to spit it out the way I usually do.”

		

		Grady reached over and ran his right hand through her raven tresses lovingly. He whispered, “You bet I did. It was sensational…you were sensational this weekend, Eliza. Most men only dream about having sex that good, especially with a woman who looks the way you do.”

		

		She leaned back against the seat, immensely proud of herself. She had been fantastic in bed this weekend!

		

		I took it up the ass for him and came really hard as he was fucking me back there, and I swallowed his come like some kind of hot-pants little slut would. And I didn’t even get queasy after it did it!

		

		Eliza thought about that for a moment and marveled at her own newfound boldness in bed. She could do this exotic stuff—she really could!

		

		I’ve been such a fool when it comes to sex, she thought as Grady set the cruise control once they were on the freeway and the miles started gliding by. I’m through being a scared, prissy little bitch that’s afraid to do anything really…nasty. Nasty is fun--nasty is where it’s at when it comes to sex!

		

		She glanced over at her husband and saw that he was smiling contentedly. He was clearly reveling in her new bad girl status in bed.

		

		Well, I’m just getting started; she thought determinedly to herself, I want to try everything. I want to please my sweet Grady every way there is to please him.

		

		A further thought struck her. And I’m going to get that promotion for him…for us. I’ve all but decided that I want to fuck Rafe Ronson senseless and ensure that Grady gets that job!

		

		Eliza shivered as she thought about actually doing that. Could she? Could she really spend the night in bed with Grady’s boss, and give the older man the sort of blistering-hot sexual experience that would cement the promotion?

		

		I’ve got no excuse not to, if I decide I want to do that, she chided herself. I could take it up the butt for him, if he demanded that. And I could swallow his load…I proved that this morning when I gave Grady that super blowjob.

		

		She went on with her lurid, daydreaming assessment of her newfound sexual prowess, thinking, and plain fucking is certainly not a problem—I’m ever so much better at that than I was even a week ago. I’m learning new positions all the time from watching those naughty porn videos, and then practicing them at night with Grady. I bet even a confirmed horndog like Rafe Ronson wouldn’t be disappointed after spending a night in bed with me now.

		

		That was potentially another problem, though. Grady’s horny boss seemed to be utterly entranced with the idea of getting her into bed with him, pronto. What if--after Grady told him at work tomorrow that this weekend had been a huge success and that she was now seriously considering spending a night with him—what if Rafe wanted that night right away?

		

		What would happen if they couldn’t stall him till February, or even until the end of January? What if he proved to be so hot for her charms that he wanted her to go ahead and fuck him right away?

		

		Well, if that happens, I suppose I’ll just have to deal with it, she told herself resolutely, watching the scenery whiz past the Mercedes.

		

		She looked over at Grady again, who was concentrating on the traffic heading north. God, but I love him. I sure don’t want to lose what we have together. If I do this, if I go ahead and have sex with Rafe Ronson in order to win him that promotion, will he be able to handle it?

		

		That was a good question. Grady seemed to love the fantasy aspect of it all. When she pretended it was Rafe fucking her instead of Grady when they were making love, her husband always responded very positively, getting really turned on at the thought of her balling his boss.

		

		But reality wasn’t fantasy. How would Grady take it if she went ahead and actually fucked Rafe, promotion or no promotion?

		

		Would he be able to handle it? Would he be turned on at hearing every detail of what happened between them, as he said he would?

		

		Or would her doing such a thing turn out to be the start of their marriage slowly unraveling?

		

		She sighed. If she was really going to do this, she’d have to sound Grady out very carefully before she did.

		

		Getting the big promotion and then losing her husband over how she’d done it was not what she wanted at all!

		

		****

		

		Grady practically came running through the door leading in from the garage that night, Monday; his first day back at work since their big weekend in San Diego. He looked utterly flummoxed.

		

		“Darling, what’s the matter?” Eliza asked him the question fearfully, concern written all over her beautiful face.

		

		“Rafe went nuts when I told him you were thinking about…you know…”

		

		Eliza embraced her husband, seeking to comfort him. She said, “Well, we sort of suspected he would, remember?”

		

		“Yeah, I know, but he’s so hot to have you, babe, that I don’t know how long he’s going to be willing to wait. He acted as if he wanted to drive home with me tonight and hot-pitch the deal to you himself, like some sort of over-eager rookie salesman.”

		

		“That’s okay,” she assured him, keeping her voice calm, even though her own heart was now racing. “That works to our advantage, really. It means we’re bartering with something he really wants. What could be better? We’ll handle him; you’ll see.”

		

		Grady slipped out of her arms and began to pace up and down in the kitchen. He said nervously, “I don’t know, babe. You didn’t see him, like I did. I thought he was going to come in his pants when I told him I’d talked you into at least thinking about sleeping with him.”

		

		Eliza just smiled and took him by the arm, saying, “Come on, let’s have a before dinner cocktail or two and discuss this. I’ve got dinner all done and in the oven, staying warm.”

		

		She led him out of the kitchen, dining room area and into the family room, where they had a small liquor cabinet that served as their bar when they were entertaining. There was a mini-refrigerator right next to the cabinet, and she got out two ice trays and made them each a drink; a gin martini for her and a scotch and soda for him.

		

		Seeing how shaken her husband was, Eliza let him inhale the first drink and then made him a second one, sipping at her own martini as she did so. When Grady seemed a little calmer, she said, “We need to talk, babe.”

		

		He stared at her aghast, and she kicked herself mentally for using one of the all time favorite “there’s-something-really-wrong-between-us” opening lines with which to start this important conversation. She smiled reassuringly at him and hastened to say to him, “The two of us are fine. But we do need to talk about this situation with your boss.”

		

		She waited for a long moment and then said, “How would you like to get that big promotion, for real?”

		

		Grady shrugged impatiently, as if the answer to that was obvious. She gulped down more of her martini, her heart pounding.

		

		“I need to ask you…could you handle it, truly handle it, if I did what Rafe Ronson wanted, and went ahead and slept with him, in order to land you that job for sure?”

		

		Her husband looked as if he’d just been struck by lightning. He shook his head, saying, “But you wouldn’t. You’d never do that. You’re just not that kind of girl.”

		

		Eliza didn’t smile. She was suddenly dead serious.

		

		“I might be able to do it…if I were sure that you would be okay with it,” she said.

		

		Grady just sat there, staring at her. Slightly thrown off by his stunned—rather than excited--reaction to her offer, she blurted, “Think about it. Think about all of that extra cash we’d have coming in every year, if you got that promotion. I could go back to school and get a four year degree and then, when I went back to work, we’d really be raking in the money, darling.”

		

		She held up her hand as he was about to offer some sort of rebuttal and went on to say, “We could build up a nest egg for our kids’ college educations, get a huge jump on our retirement accounts, afford a bigger house, if we needed one, when the babies come along.”

		

		He stopped trying to say something in reply and just sat there. He seemed to be mulling over all she’d said.

		

		Eliza went on to say softly, “And we could stay right where we are, too, if I took Rafe up on his proposal. We wouldn’t have to move across the country so that you could take a new job. It would solve everything.”

		

		After what seemed like forever, Grady finally answered, in a shell-shocked sounding voice, “Yeah, I guess it would at that…if you could actually bring yourself to do it.”

		

		She took a deep breath and then finished the rest of her martini. Reaching over, she took his empty glass and stood up and made both of them refills before sitting back down.

		

		Handing him his cocktail, she said, “I’ve been thinking about it for days now, ever since the Christmas party. At first I just dismissed it out of hand. But then, I began to consider it, to really ask myself if I could do it or not, in light of all it would mean to our future together if I did.”

		

		Grady seemed to be hanging on the edge of his seat on the sofa. He gulped down a big swallow of his drink and asked her, “And you decided that you could?”

		

		Eliza nodded, firmly and, she hoped, confidently, saying, “I could…and I intend to; if you can handle me doing it.”

		

		She set her drink down on the coffee table in front of her and put her hand on the back of her husband’s. Speaking with real urgency in her voice, she said, “I can do this, and I will, for our future family, as long as it doesn’t screw up our marriage. There wouldn’t be any point in going through with this if my doing it just blows our relationship to pieces, now would there?”

		

		When Grady remained silent for long moments, thinking that over, she gave him a little smile and said, “It’s sure as hell not like I have any real desire to sleep with Rafe Ronson, just for the fun of doing it, for Christ’s sake--the man is twenty years older than me, at least! He’s in his forties and I’m barely twenty-four.”

		

		After he considered that, Grady nodded his agreement. He said, “Yeah, he’s in shape and he’s good-looking, for a guy his age. But he’s not exactly George Clooney, either, now is he?”

		

		Eliza laughed. “No, he isn’t. Now, if I were going to run off with George Clooney for the night, you might have some worries about me coming back to you in the morning. But not with Rafe Ronson.”

		

		The two of them shared a nervous chuckle over that bit of gallows humor. Then Grady said, “Are you sure you could actually do this, babe? If I tell Rafe that it’s definitely on between you and him, and then you decide at the last minute that you can’t go through with it…well, let’s just say I’d better have another job lined up if that happens; because I get the sense that he’d fire me in a blink, if we cancelled on him.”

		

		She thought about that, sensing that this was a real moment of truth in their marriage. She said at last, in as confident a voice as she could manage, “I can do it, if you can.”

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Can Grady Cope?

		

		Dinner that night was a low-key affair. Grady ate in almost total silence, enjoying the chicken enchilada casserole his wife had fixed for them but mostly lost in thought.

		

		Eliza didn’t blame him. She wanted him to think this over carefully, before he said anything to Rafe Ronson. She wanted him to be sure that he could really deal with being a…a…cuckold!

		

		She didn’t like to use the term, even in her thoughts, but that was the definition of a man who knew that his wife was sleeping with another man, now wasn’t it? And that was another part of what worried her about all of this.

		

		Grady would have to be around Rafe every day. He’d have to work closely with the man, knowing all the time that Rafe was…fucking his wife!

		

		Is he really going to like that new job of his as much as he thinks he is, knowing what he had to give up in order to get it? Eliza asked herself that question nervously.

		

		The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she was going to have to be totally sure that Grady could handle all of this before going ahead with it. Being half sure just wouldn’t do: the consequences of his inability to cope with the reality of it were just too great to ignore!

		

		****

		

		She wore an older nightie to bed that night, not one of her new, ultra-sexy ones. He noticed immediately and gave her a quizzical look.

		

		“I want your mind focused on the question at hand, which is whether or not you can live with me sleeping with Rafe,” she told him honestly.

		

		Eliza went on to add, “From what you told me tonight, when you got home from work, he’s likely to try and close this deal tomorrow. So you can’t tell him in the morning that I’m as good as his, and then decide right before the two of us get together to call it off. Like you said earlier, that’s a sure route to the unemployment line.”

		

		He nodded thoughtfully and got into bed. After the lights were out, she whispered, “So, do you think you can pull this off? Can you really live with me spending a few nights in bed with Rafe in the near future? Can you deal with seeing him the next day, knowing that the night before he’d been…fucking me?

		

		Grady groaned and she knew that he was seeing that in his mind’s eye, her laying on her back, with Rafe Ronson in between her long, sleek legs, rutting merrily away inside her, coming in her pussy! She was glad it was now dark in the room, because she had to admit to herself—although she could never imagine admitting it to Grady—the thought of that gave her a naughty, forbidden thrill when she fantasized about it happening.

		

		Realizing that--if her husband was alright with it--she was going to cheat on him with his boss, and soon, too, gave Eliza an unholy thrill; it made her nipples stiff, just thinking about it. She found that it wasn’t Rafe himself that excited her, although he was handsome enough, and sexy, in a dangerous, it’s so-wrong-for-me-to-be-with-him-at-all sort of way.

		

		It was the pure thrill of doing something this taboo with her husband knowing about it. That was what was so impossibly alluring about it—the excitement of being a bad girl…a very bad girl for the first time in her life!

		

		“I…I think I can do this,” Grady’s choked finally voice announced a moment later. “I don’t think anyone can really know they’re going to react to this kind of thing, until it actually happens to them. But so far, I’m okay with the whole idea. I think I can handle it.”

		

		Eliza, her heart beating faster as she realized that she was going to spend a night in bed with an almost total stranger soon, touched Grady’s bare chest with her fingertips. She stroked his skin and whispered, “Are you sure, baby? Our marriage is the most important thing in the world to me.”

		

		His arms came around her and he murmured, “Like I said, I can’t really be sure until it happens. But right now, the whole idea of it just sounds so impossibly…hot to me, God help me!”

		

		She shuddered, thinking that it was starting to sound pretty damn hot to her, too! He took her right hand and guided it downward, to the front of his boxers.

		

		“See, do you feel that?”

		

		Grady’s cock felt like an iron bar behind the cotton fabric of his briefs. She smiled to herself and shoved the elastic down, freeing his rigid prick.

		

		“I feel it,” she whispered, taking him in hand. “But I want to feel it inside me.”

		

		She slid downward on her side, until it was right in front of her mouth. Then she said softly, before she eased her lips around it, “Just like Rafe’s cock is going to be inside me soon!”

		

		Her husband moaned and thrust his dick into her mouth as if it was her pussy. He began to fuck in and out of her lips and throat as Eliza sucked and licked.

		

		Grady hissed, “Suck it good, you sexy little ho, you! Suck my dick just like you’re going to suck Rafe’s, you hot young bitch!”

		

		Eliza’s pussy clenched as her husband called her a “hot young bitch”. No one had ever called her nasty names while she was having sex with them before--she had always been much too nice a girl for that.

		

		But she wasn’t that Eliza anymore; she was now a hot young bitch that fucked around on her husband…while he stood by and let her--and she found she loved her new role!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, what a great little cocksucker you’ve turned into, babe,” Grady groaned as she blew him.

		

		I am a cocksucker, she thought triumphantly as she gobbled up his hardness, I’m a hot, horny girl who just loves dick—that’s me! I’m not that prissy little homecoming queen from south Texas anymore…I’m one hot mama!

		

		Eliza went after her husband’s hard prick like a hungry dog goes after a bone. Her mouth flew up and down on it and, in no time, Grady was wheezing, “Gees, Eliza, if you want me to fuck you tonight, you’d better ease off—you’ve got me about ready to come already!”

		

		She slowed her pace, agonizing over what she wanted the most, another tummy full of her man’s hot come, or a great fuck? A thought struck her.

		

		She eased his dick out of her lips and suggested softly, “How about me giving this nice, hard cock of yours a little ride tonight, darling? I’m just aching to try that ‘reverse cowgirl’ thing we saw on that porn site.”

		

		He laughed and slid over to turn on the lamp on his nightstand. She blinked at him in surprise, at the sudden light, as he came back over and got her out of her nightgown, explaining, “No way I’m going to miss seeing that super-fine ass of yours going up and down on my cock, if we do it that way, babe, especially this being the first time you and I have ever tried it like that.”

		

		Eliza smiled up and him and got onto her hands and knees as he lay down in the middle of the bed on his back. She said, as she threw a leg over his groin and straddled him, facing his feet, “You’re nothing but a pervert, Grady Cook.”

		

		She reached under her body and found his cock head and centered it in her extremely wet pussy. Her weight came down on him slowly, her tight slickness swallowing him an inch at a time.

		

		“God, but you’re perfect,” Grady said admiringly as she came to rest on his buried cock. “Now go ahead and shake that incredible-looking little ass for me, darling, show me how much you want my dick!”

		

		Eliza shivered atop him and began to work her hips slowly up and down. She had to admit, he felt great up inside her this way. Each cork-screwing entry and exit had the effect of dragging her aroused clit over his entire length.

		

		“Fuck, what a sight,” Grady sighed, watching her. “This will drive old Rafe crazy for sure, if you do this to him.”

		

		She turned her head back over her right shoulder and smiled provocatively at her husband, saying, “Then you’d better believe I will.”

		

		Grady trembled under her as he imagined that, and his hips shot upward, driving his dick in even deeper as she came back down on it. Eliza smiled again and picked up her pace, she, too, fantasizing about Rafe fucking her like this in the not too distant future.

		

		It just seemed to make the whole, already hot experience even sexier, somehow. Eliza bent forward slightly and put a hand on each of Grady’s knees, so that she could really move her ass around for him as she rode his dick.

		

		She was going to come, doing it this way. That was for certain.

		

		Was it the position, the newness of it? Or was her rapid orgasm a result of her underlying excitement at knowing she was going to fuck Rafe Ronson in the very near future, with her husband’s blessing?

		

		Eliza decided that she didn’t know and didn’t care. Grady’s big cock inside her right now and the promise of Rafe’s being inside her soon was making her crazy to come…and that was suddenly all that mattered!

		

		****

		

		“So, you’re sure?” Grady asked the question apprehensively as he got ready to leave for work the next morning, and Eliza thought that she could detect a slight, final reluctance in his voice; as if part of him wanted her to say “no”, to back out of this at the last minute and remain true to only him.

		

		She thought about the bright new future they could have if she said “yes”, instead. Screwing up all of her courage, she whispered softly, “I’m sure.”

		

		Grady nodded curtly and reached for the door handle. She touched his arm and urged him, “Call me from work after you tell him that I said yes…and let me know what his reaction was, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Grady said, twisting the door handle and stepping out into the garage.

		

		She heard the Mercedes turn over and, seconds later, the garage door going up. She went back into the kitchen and began putting things back in the refrigerator from breakfast as she heard the door clanking back down and closing once again.

		

		****

		

		The morning seemed to crawl by. Nine came and went, and then ten.

		

		Eliza took a shower, shaved her armpits, her legs, and then her crotch, carefully sculpting her remaining small black pubic patch into the close-cropped little “landing strip” shape that she now maintained. She wondered idly as she finished up if Rafe would prefer a totally bare pussy, waxed completely clean of pubic fur, the way so many of the porn girls she’d been watching lately on the sexy videos seemed to wear theirs?

		

		She got out of the shower and dried off, doing her hair and starting in on her make up. The phone rang in the bedroom and she walked naked over to the wireless handset and looked at the caller ID.

		

		It was an unfamiliar number, close to Grady’s direct line at work, but different by a few digits. She picked it up and said hello, thinking as she did so that perhaps her husband was calling from a different extension, seeking more privacy today, in light of the subject matter they were likely to be discussing.

		

		“Eliza, this is Rafe,” the smooth baritone on the other end of the line said.

		

		“Uh, oh…hello,” she stammered, not expecting… this at all!

		

		“I had a chat with Grady just now and he tells me the two of you have decided to accept my offer,” Rafe said without further fanfare.

		

		Eliza’s heart was pounding. She licked her lips nervously and said, “Uh, yes, that’s right.”

		

		She wanted desperately to say something further, to sound light and airy and totally confident, like a woman…a mistress who agreed to outside-her-marriage liaisons all the time. But she found she couldn’t—she suddenly was too nervous to say another word!

		

		“I know this is a bit abrupt, but I was wondering if you’d be free to have lunch with me today, to firm up the details of our…arrangement. I would like to announce Grady’s upcoming promotion by the end of the month, before New Years; just as soon as you and I can come to terms.”

		

		Eliza just stood there, trembling for long moments. She had known Rafe Ronson was a dynamic, take-charge sort of wheeler-dealer, but she hadn’t expected this…business lunch and…negotiations to come so quickly!

		

		Still, Grady was going to get the job. That was the important thing. Rafe couldn’t very well renege on giving it to him after the big announcement had been made, now could he?

		

		“Uh, okay, sure, I can do that,” she stammered at last. “Should I meet you somewhere?”

		

		“No, I’ll swing by your house and pick you up at, say, noon? I don’t want you coming in to the office to meet me, for obvious reasons, and meeting you at the restaurant just seems…less than the gentlemanly thing to do, somehow. Don’t you agree?”

		

		Flustered, Eliza finally managed to croak, “Surely. That sounds fine to me. I’ll be ready.”

		

		At the last second, she realized that she had no idea how to dress for this lunch meeting! Were they going to some fancy restaurant or to somewhere like Burger King?

		

		“Uh, Rafe, what should I wear?” She blurted out the question before he hung up.

		

		“Go ahead and dress up a bit. I’m taking you to Spago, in Beverly Hills. The food’s always good and it’s a nice place. See you at noon, beautiful.”

		

		The dial tone came on and Eliza hung up. Spago, the world-famous restaurant belonging to Wolfgang Puck, the internationally-renowned chef!

		

		“Have I got anything dressy enough for a place that famous?” Eliza wondered that aloud, dashing over to her closet in a mild panic.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Negotiations, Deal Sealed

		

		Eliza stood fidgeting nervously in the living room, looking out the front window at the street. It was a few minutes before noon.

		

		She had on her little black dress. It was short-hemmed and low-bodiced, showing off her long legs and her sumptuous cleavage.

		

		That cleavage today was more sumptuous than usual because, in light of what kind of “lunch meeting” this was; she had chosen to wear the dress without a bra. Eliza had never gone out in public like that before in her life, but she had thought Rafe Ronson would like it. And pleasing Rafe Ronson was, after all, her prime objective today.

		

		She was wearing a black wrap over the dress and underneath it, only a pair of nude-shaded pantyhose over sheer pink thong panties. Her best pair of black high heels completed her ensemble; some Jimmy Choos with four inch heels that Grady had treated her to when they had first moved to Los Angeles, almost a year ago.

		

		A white Cadillac stretch limousine came around the corner at the end of the block and glided to a stop across the street from her house. It made a u-turn in the deserted residential street, and pulled up at the curb.

		

		The big car was clearly a late model, flawless, with gleaming pearl-white paint and grey/black smoked windows in the rear compartment, for added privacy. The rear door opened and Rafe Ronson stepped out onto the sidewalk, looking resplendent in a dark grey, bespoke suit which featured narrow black pin striping. He wore a cream-colored shirt, and rep tie along with it.

		

		Grady pays about fifteen hundred dollars for his suits, Eliza thought, eyeing Rafe Ronson’s admiringly. I bet that custom-made number Rafe has on ran him at least four times that much, if it cost a nickel!

		

		She went over to the door to open it, as Rafe strode confidently up the front walk. Her hand shook as she reached for the handle, and she jumped when the doorbell rang, even though she was expecting it to do so.

		

		“You’re even more gorgeous than I remembered,” Rafe said when the door opened and his eyes swept up and down Eliza’s tall body.

		

		He’s not hard on the eyes himself, Eliza thought, liking the picture presented by the beautiful suit, the highly polished black shoes, and the undeniably handsome Rafe. He’s taller than I remembered him being. Even with these heels on, we’re about the same height, and I’m five nine without them. And he’s trim and…sleek-looking; he moves like that dangerous jungle cat he reminds me of so much

		

		She stepped out onto the porch and locked the door behind her, dropping her keys into the black patent clutch purse she carried. Taking his offered arm, Eliza came down the steps with him and started down the walkway to the waiting limo.

		

		“I like your car,” she said with a smile.

		

		“I have seven cars, including this one, and I drive the others myself on weekends. But I prefer being driven to work. I’m able to get out right in front of the door at the office, and I can work on things as I commute to and from work, instead of starting my day frustrated from battling the insane southern California traffic.”

		

		“Good idea,” she said as he opened the door for her and she slid into the lushly appointed rear compartment, running her hand over the butter-soft black leather as she settled into it, “if you can afford it. And I guess you can.”

		

		“I can at that,” he commented with a terse little smile, getting in next to her and closing the door.

		

		The big car started off, whisper quiet. The spacious rear cabin was all burled wood and leather and glove-soft black carpet.

		

		Rafe opened a cabinet door in front of them to reveal a liquor bar, complete with ice cubes, cut-crystal cocktail tumblers, and about six different bottles of premium booze. He asked her, reaching for a glass for himself, “Care to join me? I’m having a Knob Creek on the rocks.”

		

		“I’ll have some of that Tanqueray on the rocks, if you don’t mind,” she said, pointing at the familiar green bottle, grateful for the calming effect of the alcohol. She was still nervous as hell about this lunch meeting, although she was trying her best not to show it.

		

		She accepted the drink and took a big sip of it. Smiling at her host, she said, “Grady’s very excited about the promotion to Western States Division Manager.”

		

		Rafe Ronson smiled back and said, “He should be. It’s one hell of an opportunity for him; two pay grades above where he is now; it elevates him to senior management and he’s not even thirty yet.”

		

		He paused, and then added, “And I am, in turn, very excited about being with you, Eliza. It’s a fair trade, in my mind.”

		

		Eliza gulped down more gin, praying for liquid courage. She agreed, “I guess it is, at that.”

		

		They rolled silently up onto the Four Oh Five freeway, and headed south. The big limo weaved adeptly in and out of the midday traffic, headed for the Wilshire Boulevard turn off, which led right into downtown Beverly Hills and the restaurant.

		

		“I think you’re the single most beautiful woman I’ve ever known, Eliza,” Rafe said, sipping more of his Knob Creek bourbon.

		

		“I don’t put much store in beauty, myself,” she told him truthfully, her voice full of disdain for the subject.

		

		“Really, may I ask why?”

		

		She glanced at the thick piece of blacked-out privacy glass that separated the rear compartment from the front seat and the driver. Seeing that it was all the way up, she said, “Well, for one thing, I think it’s mostly foolishness.”

		

		After taking another sip of gin, she said, “Take breasts, for example; the important part of them is located in the middle, the mammary glands that come out from the chest wall and end in the nipples. When a woman has delivered a child, the nipples begin to secrete milk, to feed the baby.”

		

		Eliza drank some more gin and went on to say, “The rest of a woman’s breast is mostly fat; just plain old fat, and some other flesh.”

		

		She shook her head and added, “It’s always been sort of pathetic to me, that I am held to be so damned beautiful because the fat in my particular breasts is arranged in two nice, round, pleasing-to-the male-eye, rather large mounds. If the fat had been pushed out into a conical shape, my boobs wouldn’t be considered as pretty as they are.”

		

		Rafe grinned at her. “That’s a novel take on beauty, I’ll give you that.”

		

		Finishing her gin, Eliza said, “That’s why I’ve never been much impressed by the notion of my whole life revolving around my being ‘beautiful’. I don’t eat especially healthy. I don’t work out much at all, and I don’t get expensive skin treatments at the spa, or dye my hair. I just happen to look the way I do because my mama is great-looking, and my daddy is a very handsome man.”

		

		She shrugged. “Since I had very little to do with my appearance, why would I be impressed by it? It’s not like I said to myself one day, ‘Eliza, you should work hard to make yourself gorgeous’. And then I set out to achieve that, and somehow I did. That’s why I think all of this…mostly male excitement over the way I look is just…foolishness, really.”

		

		Rafe stared at her, clearly fascinated by her take on being considered beautiful. He said, “That’s a very unusual outlook, especially here in Los Angeles, where every other woman you meet has had herself waxed, bleached, nipped and tucked so that she can look like a movie star. You actually do look like a movie star, but you don’t seem to care. That’s sort of amazing, when you think about it.”

		

		He made them each another drink. As they rolled along, sipping at them, he said, “Well, I don’t care what you say…I think you’re extraordinary, and I don’t just mean the way you look. Your spectacular beauty is what attracted me to you at first, I’ll admit. But as I get to know you, I’m very impressed with your personality, too, Eliza. You’re a rare woman.”

		

		They slowed, the Wilshire Boulevard off ramp visible up ahead. She quickly finished the second gin, feeling both of them on her empty stomach, and handed the glass back to Rafe.

		

		“Well, I’m glad you like me, I guess, seeing as how we’re going to be doing what we’re going to be…doing together,” she said as the big car descended the ramp, down onto the boulevard.

		

		Rafe Ronson gave her that shark-like grin of his and whispered, “I’m glad we are. I can’t wait to see you naked, I’ll admit it.”

		

		Eliza was feeling a lot braver after the two drinks. She flashed him a flirty smile and said, “You keep your word, and promote Grady, and I’ll keep mine, don’t worry. You’ll be seeing me naked and in bed with you soon enough, Rafe. I promise.”

		

		****

		

		Spago turned out to be as advertised; very nice, with very good food, and very expensive. They shared a booth and enjoyed a lunch consisting of a lobster club sandwich for her and Maine lobster salad complete with avocados, tomatoes, bleu cheese, Haricot Vert, egg, and bacon for him.

		

		Rafe ordered a pricey Riesling to accompany lunch, and Eliza ended up drinking two and a half glasses of it as she ate her delicious lobster sandwich. By the middle of lunch, she was really feeling loose and no longer quite so nervous around Rafe, courtesy of the wine and the two gins in the car.

		

		That made the conversation flow more easily. She told him about growing up in Texas, working on the small ranch her daddy owned, going to the local high school, which was not too far from Alvin, the town that the famous ex-major league baseball pitcher, Nolan Ryan, called home.

		

		Rafe, in turn, shared with her that he was from Tennessee, originally, and that he had come from a large family and had won a scholarship to college, which was the only way he could have ever gotten a higher education, his family being “dirt poor”. Eliza told him that her family wasn’t poor, exactly, but that they had been far from rich.

		

		At the end of the meal, she declined desert and finished the wine in her glass. She now felt relaxed enough to tackle the main thing she wanted to accomplish with this lunch meeting, so she said boldly, “How is this deal going to work? I’m willing to sleep with you, in return for Grady’s promotion and your continued support, but it can’t be right away. Christmas is next week, and we’re flying out to Texas this weekend, taking a week’s vacation so that we can split our holiday time between my family’s ranch and his folks’ place, in Houston.”

		

		Rafe nodded. “I know that. I approve the vacation schedules for all of my middle and top executives, so I wasn’t expecting that you’d spend this weekend with me or anything.”

		

		The check came just then and he took out his American Express card and handed it to the waiter. He gave Eliza a canny look as they waited for the server to return with the paperwork for Rafe to sign.

		

		“It’s not that I don’t trust you, my dear, but I’m reluctant to make the big announcement about Grady’s promotion until we have…you know… consummated our end of this deal.”

		

		Eliza thought about that as they waited for the waiter to return and Rafe signed the check and put his copy in his suit coat pocket. They stood up to leave.

		

		As soon as they emerged from the restaurant, the big limo nosed over to the curb and they got inside. Eliza smiled and said, “That’s handy, isn’t it; never having to go find your car or hunt for a place to park?”

		

		“It is,”Rafe agreed, with a proud-of-himself grin, buckling his seat belt as the car got going.

		

		Once they were back on the freeway, Eliza returned to the subject at hand, asking, “What would it take to…consummate our deal in your mind? I’m anxious to have Grady’s promotion announced by the year’s end, like you said earlier.”

		

		“You know what it would take,” Rafe grinned at her, “you’re a big girl, Eliza.”

		

		Her heart was hammering. She’d had an idea just now. It was totally crazy and completely unlike her.

		

		But she had to remember, she wasn’t that Eliza anymore. She was now this man’s mistress, in truth. She had agreed to take his offered deal of sex with her in return for his patronage for her husband within the company.

		

		“How about this, as a little show of good faith,” she asked him, reaching over and unbuckling his seat belt, and then hers.

		

		Eliza grabbed Rafe Ronson by his expensive silk necktie and drew him closer to her. When he was right in her face, she closed her eyes, leaned in, and kissed him.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” he murmured appreciatively, his tongue seeking admission to her mouth.

		

		She opened her lips and let him in, his tongue immediately all over hers. A huge, taboo-feeling thrill shot through her as she cheated on Grady with another man for the first time ever.

		

		Eliza felt her nipples begin to stiffen inside the little black dress as Rafe crushed her unfettered breasts against his chest while they made out. She ran her hands up into his combed back, dark hair and kissed him as though she were on fire for him.

		

		Seconds went by, and then a full minute. Rafe broke off the steamy kiss and--panting for breath, his hazel eyes glittering with arousal—he moved his hands onto the back of her dress and unzipped it.

		

		She made no move to stop him. In moments, the top of her dress was in her lap and he was staring raptly at her naked breasts. He sighed, “Jesus, girl, you’ve got the finest pair of tits I’ve ever seen in my life!”

		

		“Just bags of fat, really,” she giggled, still feeling the effects of the wine and the two gins. “But you can kiss them and suck them a little…if you’d like--show of good faith, remember?”

		

		Rafe dove on them. His fingers clamped onto her erect left nipple as his mouth found her right one.

		

		“Oh, oh, that feels so nice,” she murmured, meaning it, leaning back against the leather seat and enjoying the sensation of his hot mouth on her sensitive nipple and the tug of his obviously very experienced fingers on the other one.

		

		His mouth and fingers on her titties did feel nice! She was suddenly very turned on by the situation, by what a nasty, flamboyant act she knew she was about to commit; by what a really bad girl she was being!

		

		Rafe proved to be quite skillful with her breasts. By the time the big limo had gone another mile, she was moaning and shamelessly feeding him her big tits.

		

		Her hands were all over his head, messing up his hair, pulling at it, urging his mouth onto her throbbing nipples even harder. Eliza sighed and moved her left hand down from his mussed hair to his lap, unzipping his suit pants as he continued to nuzzle her large breasts.

		

		He moved his head back and stared at her in shock. She smiled at him and undid his belt and the final clasp holding his pants closed.

		

		“Consider what I’m about to do a down payment Grady’s promotion,” she whispered, reaching into his boxers and finding his erect penis.

		

		It was quite big, not really longer than her husband’s impressive cock, but thicker. It really filled her fist up as she brought it out and stared down at it.

		

		Wordlessly, she slid onto the floor and got over between his legs, on her knees, her hand still wrapped around his prick shaft. She jacked it up and down a few times and a tiny bead of clear pre-come oozed out of the tip.

		

		Summoning all her courage, Eliza bent at the waist and licked the droplet off and swallowed it. Rafe moaned and put his hands on the back of her head, urging her downward.

		

		She opened her mouth and took the thick cock head inside her lips slowly, her tongue circling it. Her new lover moaned even louder as she started to bob her head up and down while she sucked and licked at the tender pole of male flesh.

		

		“Jesus, that’s it, suck it off for me, you hot young bitch!” Rafe gasped out his request, his hands coming down out of her hair to capture a naked breast in each palm.

		

		He kneaded the perfectly-round orbs just right, sending tiny jolts of pure ecstasy through Eliza’s upper body and down into her untouched clit. That caused her to suck even harder on Rafe’s fat cock, and to move her head up and down just a little faster, her tongue going wild on him.

		

		“Oh, man, what a great blowjob you give, baby,” Rafe sighed, leaning back in the seat, squeezing her tits, reveling in the hefty feel of them in his hands; her sensuous lips sucking on his prick.

		

		Eliza knew he wasn’t going to last long. He was just too excited about playing with her tits and having her lips on his cock to avoid going off in her mouth right away.

		

		That was okay with her, she readied herself for what she knew was coming, resolving to swallow it all for him, just like she had for Grady the other morning. This blowjob, this obscene act she was so willingly committing was important, she kept telling herself, this suck-off was her man’s promotion, right here--if she did this right, Grady’s future was golden with Ronson Holdings!

		

		Rafe, to his credit, did warn her a minute later, before he came. He suddenly sucked in his breath and whispered, “I’m close, Eliza, get ready!”

		

		His large nut sac clenched just then and he moaned. She had figured he’d shoot a lot, with a set of balls that big, and she wasn’t wrong.

		

		He erupted in her mouth a second later, inundating it instantly in hot, gooey spunk. She swallowed it, even as her mouth and throat filled again from a second, even larger jet of Rafe Ronson’s semen.

		

		It’s…it’s not bad; she told herself, dutifully gulping down the second huge mouthful of the warm, male-tasting fluid. It’s not quite as salty as Grady’s usually is…it’s relatively bland, actually.

		

		Relieved to find that she could really do this, Eliza swallowed a third time, her tongue swirling across Rafe’s cock head as she did so. The fourth installment of his load wasn’t nearly as big as the first three, and she swallowed it down easily.

		

		He sighed again and said, “Holy fuck, what hot cocksucker you are, honey. God, you got every drop!”

		

		She kept sucking and licking until she was sure she had gotten every drop, and then she eased his rapidly-deflating prick out of her mouth and tucked it back into his boxers. Looking up at him, she whispered smugly, pleased with how well she had done the illicit deed just now, “So, how was that for a down payment on my debt to you, and a show of good faith?”

		

		“I’ll make the announcement about the promotion before you two leave for Texas,” he promised with a big, satisfied grin, running his fingers lovingly through her long black locks, “and I’ll be looking forward to your return; and to spending a whole night in bed with you soon afterward!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Being Honest

		

		This is going to be way harder than sucking off Rafe Ronson’s big cock was, Eliza thought to herself as she paced nervously around the kitchen later that afternoon, deciding just how much I should tell poor Grady about today’s “lunch”.

		

		She’d been a little worried that Rafe might want to come inside the house when he’d brought her back home, and give her a good, hard fucking in addition to the blowjob he’d just gotten from her. But he’d been a perfect gentleman, walking her to the door and not trying for a good bye kiss or anything.

		

		Of course, maybe that was because he’d just come in my mouth, she thought wryly.

		

		She looked at the clock. It was still early; Grady wouldn’t be home for hours yet.

		

		It’s still too early to start dinner, and I’m so wound up by what I did today…getting half naked with Rafe and sucking off his cock…that I can hardly sit still!

		

		She asked herself how she felt about that, actually committing such a lewd act with an almost total stranger, behind her husband’s back. Did she feel like…like…a whore?

		

		“I don’t, not really,” she whispered aloud in her deserted kitchen.

		

		Somehow, she’d been like a different girl today, while she was out with Rafe, not herself at all. The fancy lunch at Spago, dressing up in one of her nicest outfits, riding in a limo, being wined and dined by a handsome, powerful, older man—it hadn’t felt anything like her normal, everyday life!

		

		Maybe that’s the way I can pull this off; by pretending to be two different people, she thought to herself, liking the idea. I’ll act like this new, sexy, fun, carefree Eliza when I’m…entertaining Rafe. And I’ll just be my old self the rest of the time?

		

		She thought it over some more. Approaching it that way just might allow her to keep her sanity intact. She’d behave like an expensive, sophisticated call girl with her husband’s boss, on their “dates” together, and like herself around Grady and all the rest of the time.

		

		But what about Grady; what would he think of this “new” Eliza?

		

		That was what was really worrying her. She agonized over what to tell him about today. Should she be honest with him about…about what she’d…done with Rafe so far—or should she keep what she’d done today to herself for the time being?

		

		After all, she reasoned, it was just a blowjob, and letting him suck my naked titties. It’s not like I actually…fucked him or anything!

		

		She stopped dead in her tracks, in the middle of the kitchen floor. Just listen to yourself, girl—it was “just a blowjob”, and that hardly counts?

		

		“Two weeks ago, I didn’t give real blowjobs—not even to my husband!” Her voice sounded loud in the empty house. “I always ran and spit his…his…stuff out into the sink after he came in my mouth!”

		

		The idea of swallowing a man’s come had repelled her, even her husband’s. But this afternoon, on her knees in that limo, she hadn’t flinched when the time had come.

		

		Rafe Ronson shot a couple of big mouthfuls of that hot, gooey, slick stuff into my mouth and I swallowed it as easy as you please. I even smiled at him when I licked the last little bit of it off his dick, and asked him how it had been!

		

		There was no getting around it; she had behaved like a real tramp today, and it hadn’t really bothered her at all. God, to be honest with herself, she’d actually sort of enjoyed being such an out-of-character bad girl with Rafe!

		

		She was relieved today when he hadn’t pushed his advantage. He hadn’t insisted that she fuck him.

		

		“But I would have, if he’d have demanded it, as part of the ‘deal’,” Eliza whispered, realizing in her gut that it was true as she said it out loud. “I’d have dropped my panties for him and let him fuck me, right in our bedroom, if he’d have insisted on it!”

		

		Eliza stood still, absorbing that disturbing fact about what she was ready to do and what she wasn’t. I’m really ready to do this—to be a whore for Rafe—in return for Grady’s big promotion. It doesn’t disgust me to do it—I’m actually kind of excited about it.

		

		And that bothers me a lot!

		

		She couldn’t deny it, though. Just the sordid memories of cheating on Grady today, by letting Rafe have her titties, of sucking off his big old cock and swallowing his semen, sent a small shockwave of taboo excitement through her lush body as she relived it in her mind.

		

		Well, so much for being a good girl! She chastised herself for being such a slut, deep down inside. God, what a revelation; I like being a bad girl, and not just for Grady in our bedroom—I just like being bad, period—I love the feeling it gives me!

		

		Eliza began pacing up and down the kitchen floor again, all but wringing her hands as she admitted to herself that, deep down inside, she wasn’t really the virtuous girl she’d always pretended to be.

		

		What should she tell Grady about today?

		

		She had to figure he probably knew all about her lunch date with Rafe, from Rafe himself, since Grady hadn’t called to let her know how his meeting with his boss this morning had gone, like he said he would. Rafe had called instead, to ask her about…having “lunch” with him!

		

		I’ve got consider the possibility that Rafe told him about…what I did in the limo, after our lunch together. What if he bragged to Grady how I’d…I’d done what it did, sucked his cock off? Eliza asked herself worriedly.

		

		I guess I’ve got to admit to him how far I went, just in case he already knows. That would make things even worse, if he caught me trying to make out like nothing unusual happened between me and his boss, when he already knew about the blowjob!

		

		“Shit,” Eliza blurted aloud, realizing she’d have to admit to her husband what a…a nasty girl she’d been with Rafe, the very first chance she’d gotten to be nasty.

		

		She would preferred to have been allowed to sort of ease into the subject, maybe during their up-coming trip home to Texas. She’d kind of thought she’d get him in a good mood first…

		

		Oh, hell, that wouldn’t have worked anyway, Eliza suddenly realized, angry with herself for her own naivety.

		

		Grady would still have been upset, if he’s going to be, as soon as he heard the big promotion announced officially at work, by Ronson. He’d have known immediately that I’d either already come across for Rafe or that I’d promised to put out for him in the near future.

		

		She stopped pacing. Grady had sworn to her that he was going to be alright with her doing whatever she had to do with Rafe to secure the big promotion. But would he, really?

		

		“God, I guess I’m about to find out,” she whispered nervously.

		

		She made up her mind: she’d confess to him tonight, what she’d done today in the back of the limo, just in case he’d already heard the tale from Rafe. She couldn’t afford to take the chance that her husband already knew about the blowjob. That would really start this whole, strange new…relationship between the three of them off on the wrong note!

		

		Eliza thought about how excited Grady got when they role-played in bed. He always got off on her pretending it was Rafe fucking her, instead of him.

		

		Maybe she could use that to her advantage, when she told him about today; about what she’d done for real, instead of in some fantasy!

		

		Making her way into the bedroom, she took off her clothes and got out her sexiest new negligee. She slipped into the fully transparent, black, barely-there garment and examined herself critically in the dresser mirror.

		

		Playmate of the Year, even if I do say so, she admitted as she looked at the utterly stunning woman in the sheer black nightie staring back at her from the glass. My good looks got me into this mess, when Rafe noticed me at the Fourth of July party in my bikini and decided he just had to have me; maybe they can help me get out of it as well!

		

		“Grady is bound to go nuts, when he sees me in this negligee,” she whispered.

		

		“Then, maybe if I do a sexy enough job of telling him what I did today; the mental picture of me sucking off another guy’s big cock will be a huge turn on for him.”

		

		At least, I hope so--I’d hate to have my “good faith” gesture be the start of the end of my marriage!

		

		She went into the bathroom and began to freshen up her make up; applying a little more mascara and blush than she normally wore to her already beautiful face. Next, she reworked her raven-dark hair into an even more alluring—she hoped—combination of curls and luxuriant ringlets. When she was finished with it ten minutes later, it was sable dark cascade of a female’s “crowning glory” that framed her face perfectly and spilled down onto her bare shoulders in the sexy negligee.

		

		Satisfied she had made herself as irresistible as possible; Eliza threw on her bathrobe over the negligee and returned to the kitchen. She wanted to put together something light and quick to serve for dinner, something that would hold well in the oven on “warm”.

		

		They’d be eating late, after a long session of before dinner cocktails, foreplay, and intense sexual couplings in the bedroom—she hoped. It was either that, or her plan wouldn’t work, and they’d be eating late after a long, painful fight over today’s wanton act of unfaithfulness on her part…

		

		****

		

		She heard the garage door clanking upward at exactly six-thirty and poured the two cocktails; a Chivas and soda for Grady, and a Tanqueray martini from a small pitcher of them she’d prepared earlier for her. Eliza’s hand shook as she made the drinks, even though she had the consumed two of the powerful drinks already, to calm herself down, while she’d waited nervously for her husband’s homecoming.

		

		The tuna casserole was waiting in the oven. The lights in the recreation room were as dim as she could manage and still have lights on at all.

		

		“Hey, where are you, babe?” She heard her husband’s very normal-sounding voice call from the kitchen.

		

		Oh, good, Rafe didn’t tell him anything about the lunch, at least not anything important, Eliza thought to herself, relief flooding through her.

		

		She knew Grady wasn’t that subtle. If he had known she’d cheated on him, he wouldn’t have been able to control his emotions; he’d be hurt, or angry, or excited, or whatever he was going to be when he found out about her playing around on him. And his voice would reflect his mood.

		

		“I’m in here,” she called back. “I thought we’d have a couple of drinks and discuss my lunch with Rafe today, before dinner?”

		

		“Sounds good to me. I’m completely wrung out,” he said with a weary smile, entering the room and setting his briefcase on the floor beside the couch where she sat. “Whoa, it’s dark in here.”

		

		His eyes quickly adjusted to the soft lighting and he grinned wolfishly when he saw Eliza in the transparent black negligee and nothing else. Her big tits were tingling with excitement, with fear at how this evening would go, and with anticipation of being touched, fondled, and sucked if it went the way she hoped.

		

		“Goddamn, Eliza, it’s a good thing I’ve got a strong heart, that’s some outfit you’re almost wearing!”

		

		She smiled coyly up at him and whispered breathily, “See anything you like?”

		

		Holding out the scotch and soda, she offered, “Here, sit and have that drink with me, and tell me about your day. Why are you so wrung out?”

		

		He sat down close to her on the couch and accepted the drink gratefully, sipping down a third of it as he settled in next to his provocatively clad wife. He said, “Rafe would barely give me the time of day, after he got back from having lunch with you. Did you act aloof with him or do something else that would piss him off?”

		

		Grady paused to give her a questioning look, then without waiting for a reply, he launched back into his explanation of why he was so stressed; “He only gave me a minute or two--said he’d have a formal announcement about the division manager job on Thursday, and hustled off to a board meeting.”

		

		Grady took another large cut out of his drink and shook his head, “I stayed late tonight, hoping to get some further word from him, but he was still in meetings with other people when I finally left. All he said was that he didn’t have time to discuss it right now…that I should ask you about the lunch and how it had gone.”

		

		Her husband said that last part like he was demanding answers. That was okay with Eliza: it put the ball squarely in her court, and she liked it that way. She was grateful to Rafe for letting her handle this on her own.

		

		She drank most of her martini and chewed the green olive thoughtfully, wondering about the best way to broach the subject of her first extra-marital blowjob. Deciding more booze would put them both in a more relaxed mood, she got up and fetched the scotch and soda bottles from the top of the nearby liquor cabinet and put them on the coffee table in front of them. Then she got the small pitcher of pre-made martinis out of the mini-refrigerator and poured her glass full again.

		

		“Our meeting went great,” she began tentatively, retaking her seat next to him, sipping her drink, watching him refill his empty glassful of ice cubes with scotch and soda. “He picked me up in a Cadillac limo and we had cocktails in the back while his driver took us to Spago, in Beverly Hills for lunch.”

		

		She smiled guiltily at her husband and added, “I felt like a damn movie star, sipping drinks while gliding along Wilshire Boulevard in a long, white limo!”

		

		“Did you…did you discuss the promotion?” Grady asked nervously, drinking a big slug of his Chivas.

		

		“We did,” Eliza assured him, “I lay my cards right out on the table with him, and he did the same with me.”

		

		Grady looked to be on the edge of his seat with excitement. He gulped at his drink, nearly draining it again, and asked tentatively, “What…what did you promise him?”

		

		Eliza tipped her drink back and swallowed half of it. She took a deep breath, and as sexily as she could manage it, said, “Everything; I promised that I’d spend my first night with him when we got back from Texas, after Christmas. And….and I said that I’d do anything he asked of me…in bed!”

		

		Grady’s body gave a backward lurch, as if she’d physically punched him in the face. He stared at her wide-eyed and croaked, “What…what did he say to that?”

		

		“I told him that I wouldn’t do anything with him until you had the promotion,” she said, “And he said he wouldn’t publicly announce that you were the new Western States Division Manager until I’d…proved to him that I was serious about keeping my end of the bargain.”

		

		“Impasse,” Grady whispered knowledgably, nodding his head, and finishing up his drink in one big gulp, “no wonder Rafe avoided me today; he’d probably already made up his mind to give the job to Pearson, come this Thursday.”

		

		Her husband managed to sound relieved and dismayed at the same time. It was as if his career hopes had just been dashed, but he was secretly glad that he wouldn’t have to be cuckolded by Rafe Ronson in order to realize them.

		

		Eliza took his empty glass and filled it, mostly with scotch this time. She poured yet another martini for her and asked, in a voice she tried to keep casual, “How badly did you want that job?”

		

		He smiled ruefully and answered, “Oh, pretty bad, babe. To tell you the truth, I’m ashamed of how much I wanted it. I had convinced myself that I was ready to put up with you going to bed with him, just to get it.”

		

		She took a deep breath, knocked back half of her martini, and whispered, “Good, because it’s yours, come Thursday.”

		

		Grady looked utterly stunned. She put her arms around his neck and murmured softy, “I sucked him off in the limo today, driving home, as a show of good faith. I swallowed it all for him, and he promised me he’d make the announcement this week.”

		

		Her husband’s mouth dropped open. She gave him an elfin grin and said shyly, “You’d have been proud of me, darling. He’s got big balls, like you do, so there was a lot of that hot, gooey stuff of his for me to swallow!”

		

		She let that sink in for a moment, then whispered, proud of herself, “And I did. I gulped down every drop and licked his cock clean. What do you think of that?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Arriving

		

		The big plane corrected its glide path slightly as it descended, and made a perfect landing at George Bush International Airport in Houston. Eliza Cook had a window seat in first class, right next to her husband who was, as of two days ago, the new Western States Division Manager of Ronson Holdings.

		

		She was glad they were on this trip, getting away for a little over a week. It would give them time to adjust to the new…arrangement that was a big part of their lives now.

		

		They had been walking on eggshells around one another all week, after that explosive night of sex they’d shared on Monday, when she’d told him about the blowjob she’d given Rafe. He’d been half drunk and elated about the promotion. Also, he’d been unsure of how he felt about what she’d done; as well as what she’d further promised to do to get him the job. But his euphoria over the new promotion, and her hotness in the black negligee had helped her carry the night.

		

		The two of them had stumbled, on Monday night, more than a little tipsy, into the bedroom, making out passionately as they went. Her negligee hadn’t survived the trip; they’d left it lying in the middle of the hallway leading to the bedroom.

		

		His suit coat had likewise ended up on the carpet, halfway down the hall, as well as his necktie and his shoes. The rest of his clothes had been off by the time they tumbled into bed together, and then Eliza had further driven him crazy with an explicit description of how Rafe had nuzzled and squeezed her naked tits that afternoon, and how she had kissed him, just the way she had been sucking tongue with Grady in the living room just moments ago.

		

		She’d whispered in his ear--as he’d bulled his hard cock into her wet pussy again and again--about how thick Rafe’s own prick was, and how it had filled her mouth up as she sucked it. Grady had moaned and fucked her like a crazy man as she’d described the feel of his boss’s fat cock head under her circling tongue, and she’d further teased him with an explicit confession about how hot she’d gotten when she’d swallowed Rafe’s oily, sweet pre-come. And next she’d whispered to her husband about how those big nuts belonging to his cuckolding boss had clamped together just before they’d sent the first jet of semen spurting into her sucking lips this afternoon.

		

		“H-How much was there?” He had bleated, ramming his own dick deep inside her juicy folds.

		

		“Lots and lots,” Eliza had goaded him playfully, twisting her hips, rubbing her erect clit all over his plunging cock as he fucked her, remembering how excited sucking Rafe’s ready-to-explode dick had made her, how frenzied she’d felt at the moment of truth, knowing he was about to go off inside her willing mouth!

		

		“Did…did you swallow it?” Grady had mewled, his own prick ready to deliver a huge gout of cock cream deep into his cheating wife’s womb.

		

		“All of it; every drop,” she’d whispered breathily, remembering how it had tasted, the thrill it had given her to gulp another man’s nasty, forbidden ball juice down!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, you slut,” her husband had groaned as he blasted his jizz up into her pussy, shivering with ecstasy and racked by shame at being cuckolded at the same instant, “you blew him. You really did it!”

		

		“I sure did,” Eliza had gasped, starting to orgasm around Grady’s spurting prick, “and I loved it!”

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh, oh, take it, you cheating bitch!” Grady had bellowed, coming even harder as he imagined his once-pure wife, with her big tits hanging out, on her knees in that limo, eagerly gulping down Rafe Ronson’s heavy load as her lips sucked it out of his thick cock!

		

		Afterward, cuddled in the dark, he’d asked her if she’d been serious about really enjoying it, and Eliza had decided that the only way this was going to work was to be honest with each other. She’d admitted that she had; that she hadn’t just been teasing him to greater passion earlier--when she’d moaned to him as she started to orgasm around her husband’s spurting cock--that she’d loved it.

		

		Grady had shuddered and started to get hard again. She’d helped him along, sliding down and taking his come-smeared cock in her mouth and licked off his cream and swallowing it for him.

		

		He’d gotten hard again right away, but she kept on sucking, licking his balls experimentally, the way she’d seen those porn sluts doing it on videos. She’d also whispered about how she planned to lick Rafe’s big nuts the next time they were together, and how much she looked forward to him slipping that big cock of his into her wet pussy, once she’d sucked it to a rock-like hardness!

		

		Her husband had fucked her again like a crazed satyr after that. He’d wanted her ass, and he’d taken it hard and deep. She’d played with her clitty as he’d nailed her bottom, and both of them had experienced another massive, shared climax, spurred to new heights as she had whispered softly, “Do you think Rafe will enjoy fucking my rear hole as much as you do, darling?”

		

		****

		

		She smiled, remembering that hot night, as the plane rolled to a stop at the terminal gate. They had dozed off for a while, and then talked frankly about her starting to sleep with Rafe regularly when they got back from Texas.

		

		Soon they were fucking again, after taking a quick, playful shower together, whispering about the ways that Rafe might want her, about what he might make her do for him They’d giggled like naughty school girls at a sleepover, making themselves too hot to keep their hands off one another, needing to fuck once more, to be as intimate with each other as they could be.

		

		Her expression turned dour as the door opened and passengers began gathering up their carry-ons and standing up. They got off first, being in first class.

		

		As good as that first night was, the rest of the week was up and down between us, like an out-of-control rollercoaster, she recalled uneasily as she took Grady’s offered arm and made her way up the tunnel and into the airport, proper.

		

		Tuesday, he’d barely talk to me, let alone snuggle up with me, or make love to me, she remembered ruefully. It was as if the realization that I’d be fucking Rafe soon had finally sunk in—not as a sexy fantasy, but as an actual fact—and it made him sulky and unhappy.

		

		Once they went through security, Eliza began to scan the crowd waiting to meet the plane, looking for her parents. She thought about Wednesday as she did so.

		

		Grady had been nervous that night, since his big promotion was to be announced the next day, on Thursday. He’d needed the comfort of Eliza’s arms, the welcoming warmth of her fantastic body. They’d made sweet, gentle love that night, with no mention of Rafe or “the arrangement”, as they’d taken to calling it.

		

		Then, on Thursday evening, a once again elated Grady had taken her out to dinner to celebrate. He’d been euphoric that night, since all had gone well at work. The big promotion had been announced and there had been universal, shocked, congratulations all around.

		

		By the time they got back next week, his personal gear would have been moved from the second floor, where mid-management had their offices, to the executive floor, in the rarified air where the senior managers were tasked with running Rafe Ronson’s growing empire of companies.

		

		The happy couple had gone to The Palm Restaurant in downtown Los Angeles that night, because Grady had been in the mood for a good, old-fashioned steak dinner, and The Palm was touted as one of the best traditional steak houses in southern California. Rafe Ronson had recommended it, when Grady had asked about where he could get a really good steak. And his thoughtful boss had even provided a car for the evening, so that Grady wouldn’t have to worry about driving while having a celebratory drink or two.

		

		Eliza had been relieved when the car had turned out to be from a limo rental place, and not Rafe’s personal, white Caddy, It would have been beyond awkward for them to have ridden to dinner in the same car where she had blown Rafe to win Grady the promotion they were celebrating.

		

		The Palm turned out to be as it had been described; old-school, an elegant meat and potatoes restaurant, and out-and-out delicious. They spared no expense, having several drinks before dinner, nine-ounce fillet mignons, done perfectly, and several side dishes along with the steaks, each of them costing extra. The Cooks had ordered a thirty year old cabernet sauvignon with their meal, at an outrageous price, and had enjoyed it thoroughly.

		

		The big surprise of the evening came at the end, when they found that the check for the whole lavish dinner had been comped—Ronson Holdings had picked up the tab for the celebratory evening, unbeknownst to them until the check came, paid in full. Rafe had even included at twenty-percent tip on the expensive meal.

		

		On the way home from the steak house, they had made out like a pair of high school kids on a prom date. Eliza had worn the same stunning azure gown she’d worn to the fateful Christmas party—the one with the bare shoulders, deep-cleavage look—and her big breasts were practically falling out of the low-cut bodice when Grady had mashed her heaving chest into his as he tongue-kissed her in the back of the limo.

		

		As she had that Monday, after her lunch with Rafe, she checked the thick, smoked for privacy glass partition between the driver’s seat and the rear compartment. And she had found that it was closed tight.

		

		She only smiled encouragingly as Grady unzipped the gown, allowing him access to the snaps on the sheer, strapless bra she’d worn with the dress. Her tits spilled out, bobbling and bouncing slowly to a stop as the parted cups left them.

		

		“You randy devil,” she’d said with a coy smile as he began to suck and play with her bare nipples, “you want a blowjob in the back of this limo, just like the one Rafe got from me, don’t you?”

		

		He’d laughed happily and said, “I sure wouldn’t mind one, now that you mention it…if you’re in the mood?”

		

		She remembered thinking, as her big tits heated up from his fondling and sucking, I always seem to be in the mood, lately, to suck off a man’s big cock and swallow his hot come—God, what a change from a few weeks ago, when just the idea of that seemed totally disgusting to me!

		

		After a few more minutes of the exciting nipple sucking and tit play, she’d once again found herself on her knees, between a man’s legs, with his hard cock in her hand and her tongue circling around the smooth head. It was her husband’s this time—not one belonging to an almost total stranger—so it wasn’t quite as illicit and thrilling as it had been the last time she’d found herself in this position, but it was still fun!

		

		Grady had moaned loudly and ruined her carefully coiffed hairdo, but she hadn’t minded. She’d loved that he got so carried away by the sight of her sucking him, by the feel of her big tits in his hands, and the suction of her wet lips, the teasing of her lively tongue on his sensitive flesh.

		

		She’d known, too, that he was thinking about his boss’s fat cock getting identical treatment from her in the rear compartment of another limo, just a few days ago. He was fantasizing about how she’d sucked that cock off, too!

		

		“Oh, suck it, Eliza, you hot bitch,” he’d moaned as if on cue. “Suck my dick just like you did Rafe’s!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she’d said, lapping enthusiastically at his harness; basting it in her hot saliva as she blew him.

		

		Her husband hadn’t lasted much longer than Rafe had. By the time they were halfway home to Sherman Oaks, he’d tightened his grip on her nipples and urged her to get ready, “I’m going to come. I’m going to shoot it right into that hot little mouth of yours—swallow it all, just like you did for…ugh, hiiiiimmmmm!”

		

		Grady’s hips had bucked up off the leather seat as his cock began spewing out its hot load into her sucking lips. Eliza remembered squealing excitedly and gulping down the first big mouthful, and then the second.

		

		It’s saltier than Rafe’s, and thicker! She recalled thinking as she downed the third, smaller mouthful. My baby’s is as thick as hot pudding and there isn’t quite as much of it as his boss fed me.

		

		She remembered that she’d realized, as she’d cleaned up the last tiny spurts of Grady’s semen with her tongue, Of course, I keep Grady’s big nuts pretty well drained; no telling when Rafe last shot off before I blew him—that might have been a week or two’s worth of jizz I swallowed on Monday!

		

		Another difference between her limo ride with Grady on Thursday night and that with Rafe on Monday afternoon was that it was further from downtown L.A. to Sherman Oaks than it was from Beverly Hills. And her horny young husband had taken full advantage of it.

		

		“We won’t be home for a while yet,” he’d whispered as soon as she’d swallowed the last of his semen, put his cock away, and zipped up his suit pants. “Let’s take these off and put them in your purse.”

		

		He’d make quick work of her pantyhose and panties, after first removing her heels and tossing them out of the way. Then, her big tits still rolling free, he’d pulled the gown up to her waist, baring her very wet pussy to his tongue and lips.

		

		She’d closed her eyes and reveled in the sheer naughtiness of being eaten with her long legs splayed outward the way they were, one naked foot against the privacy glass separating them from the limo driver, one draped over the top of the rear seat and resting on the package tray beneath the back window, her gown bunched up around her bare tummy. Grady had been between her open legs, lying on his stomach on the seat, licking her clit and driving his tongue into her wetness as if he couldn’t get enough of her hot, oily goodness.

		

		Eliza remembered coming hard against his mouth, her tits jerking in unison as he yanked just firmly enough on her swollen nipples as he ate her, sucking on her clit just the way she loved it. She’d bitten her tongue to keep from screaming out her joy as she rode his lips and wriggly tongue to a long, glorious climax, made all the hotter by the sound of him swallowing her gushing lubricant as she kept on coming!

		

		They had barely managed to get her bra stuffed in with the pantyhose and panties in the small clutch purse, her big tits pushed back into her bodice, and wipe the lingering female come off Grady’s cheeks and chin before the car had come to a stop in front of their house. The two have them gave the smiling chauffeur a pair of sheepish grins as they emerged from the rear of the car through the door he held open for them.

		

		The passenger compartment they had emerged from smelled like a freshly-licked pussy, and Grady had tipped the man a fifty and hustled her quickly into the house, both of them laughing like a pair of conspiratorial high school kids who were up to no good. They didn’t even make it into the bedroom, once inside.

		

		Grady was hard again from eating her, and she was naked under the gown and still as wet as she could be from her recent, massive oral orgasm. They’d stripped down to nothing in the living room and he’d fucked her fiercely to raging mutual climax on the couch!

		

		****

		

		A tall man in big grey Stetson, wearing a western-cut, light tan suit with fancy dark brown piping, and with a huge smile on his handsome face, stepped out of the crowd and shook Grady’s extended hand while bear-hugging Eliza to his big chest with his other arm. A gorgeous woman just approaching middle-age, with the same color robin’s-blue eyes as her daughter stepped out of the crowd right next to the tall man, embraced Grady warmly, and then kissed Eliza on the cheek.

		

		“Oh, Mama, Daddy, it’s so good to see you both!” Eliza greeted them with tears springing to her eyes.

		

		“Welcome back to Texas, both of you,” said Sam Crowley, “y’all have been away too damned long!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The Ranch: Settling In

		

		They had brought the ten year old Suburban that Melinda Crowley, Eliza’s mom, usually drove to the airport, instead of Sam’s two year old Chevy Silverado pick up with the crew cab, so there was plenty of room for the four of them and the luggage Grady and Eliza had retrieved from the baggage claim area. It took over an hour to traverse downtown Houston from the airport and take Interstate 69 to a turn off which led to Alvin.

		

		The Suburban didn’t go quite as far as Alvin. They took a small county road which led to yet another, smaller county road, and eventually turned off on a crushed seashell driveway that went three hundred yards off the county road and dead-ended into the barnyard of the nine-hundred acre Crowley Ranch.

		

		“Well, the place looks the same,” Eliza said as she got out of the Suburban and looked around quickly. “Not much has changed.”

		

		“You and Grady can look around later,” her mom said, getting out. “Right now, we’ve got your sister and her latest worthless boyfriend coming for dinner in a few hours, as well as Grady’s family. Let’s get dinner started and in the oven and then you can give yourself the grand tour and see what’s changed.

		

		“How is Angelina?” Eliza asked as she got her suitcase out of the back of the big SUV. “She never calls me in California, the brat!”

		

		Her father took the big case from her. “Hell, your little sister never calls us, either, unless she needs money or something else.”

		

		She smiled at him. “Some things never change, I guess.”

		

		Grady and Eliza followed her parents into the big, two-story farmhouse, built around the turn of the century—the twentieth century, not the twenty-first. It was painted white with green shutters and had a big veranda encircling it on three sides, and several towering, sixty year old sycamores trees growing thirty feet away, sheltering the house from Gulf storms in the winter, and shading it from the blistering Texas summer sun.

		

		“What’s your sis been up to lately?” Grady asked as the screen door closed behind them, followed by the front door. “You never say much about her when you talk to your folks on the phone.”

		

		“Oh, getting into trouble, like usual, mostly,” Eliza said with a wry smile, “changing boyfriends the way most girls change blouses, dropping out of college, landing jobs and being fired right away, either for being late or for missing work altogether. You know Angelina.”

		

		“Not too well, really,” Grady said, “she never seemed to show up to family dinners back when we were engaged, or first married, before we moved to California. I don’t think she liked me much. I’m surprised she’s coming tonight.”

		

		“I think she liked you fine,” Eliza said. “She was just jealous that I got a great guy, with such good career prospects, and she had to show up by herself or with the latest loser she was hanging out with when we had a family dinner. She was embarrassed, I guess.”

		

		They joined Melinda in the kitchen, where she was seasoning a very large beef roast, ready to put it in the oven. Grady asked, “Can I help?”

		

		“No, you take that suitcase upstairs. You two are sleeping in Eliza’s old room. Sorry for the double bed. It was fine when she was a girl, and no one uses it now.”

		

		“I’m sure we’ll manage,” Grady said with his usual charming smile, heading back out into the dining room.

		

		“How about me helping get dinner ready,” Eliza offered.

		

		Her mom smiled at her and said, “You can peel those carrots and potatoes to put in with the roast the last hour or so that it’s in the oven.”

		

		Eliza sighed and went over to the sink and grabbed the potato peeler. She turned and wrinkled her nose at her mom and said, with mock bitterness, “Thanks for saving my least favorite job for me to do. I feel like I never left home!”

		

		As they worked away in the kitchen, she felt as if she had never left home. Her mama talked about the ranch and some new calves they’d bought at auction and a dozen other mundane, daily aspects of the old life she remembered so well, so nostalgically.

		

		Thoughts of Rafe Ronson and California and illicit sex—the trading of her lush body to enable Grady to get ahead in the company—suddenly seemed a million miles away. Memories of her childhood, spent right in this kitchen, in this old house, came flooding back to her, and she was sorry for a second that she had ever moved so far away.

		

		She and her mom worked on dinner and chatted amiably for another ten minutes. Then her dad and Grady came into the kitchen. Each of them got a beer from the refrigerator and went in the living room to watch a pro football game on television.

		

		****

		

		“Hi, Buttercup, remember me?” She asked the question softly, holding out one of the carrots she’d saved from the sink full carrots and potatoes she’d peeled for dinner.

		

		The twelve year old roan mare that had been her friend and confidante during part of middle school and all of high school took the offered carrot between her big equine teeth and began to chew it up in the dainty manner—for a horse—that Eliza remembered from her girlhood. She stroked the rough coat and tangled chestnut and white mane and watched with a smile that might have belonged to her as little girl as her old friend devoured the thick carrot.

		

		“You met Buttercup when we started getting serious, the first time my folks had you over for a Sunday dinner,” she told Grady, who was grinning at the sight of her reunited with her horse.

		

		“I sure did. How are you, Buttercup, old girl? Are they treating you alright, here at the Crowley Ranch?” Grady was a city boy, not as comfortable with farm animals as Eliza, but born, after all, in Texas; he was still a cowboy at heart, and counted himself as comfortable around cows and horses as the next city guy.

		

		“Mama says she comes out here and brushes Buttercup’s coat some Sunday afternoons, after I’ve called home and chatted with her and Daddy. She says just spending time with my old horse makes her feel even closer to me, somehow.”

		

		“Well, that’s a bonus for both of them,” Grady commented, feeding the horse the carrot he’d brought along from the kitchen for her. He patted her on the side as she ate.

		

		“I lost my virginity, in this very barn, right up in that hayloft, one late spring afternoon,” Eliza said with a devilish twinkle in her blue eyes, as she glanced around the big old barn, “in the spring of my junior year in high school.”

		

		“Oh, you never told me that story,” Grady said with a quizzical smile, clearly intrigued.

		

		“He was the same age as me, seventeen, and he was in my class at high school. His family moved around; his dad was an engineer of some sort. They were only here for that spring semester and part of the summer. His name was Jeremy Stokely, and he’d had some experience with seducing girls, not like the other boys I’d dated up until then.”

		

		She gave Grady a teasing little smile and said, “He knew exactly what he wanted, and he went after it. I never stood a chance with that boy. He had me up there in that loft within a few minutes of me offering to show him around the ranch that afternoon. We were waiting for Daddy and Mama to return from Houston, on their monthly shopping trip, Jeremy was invited to dinner, and it was just after school let out, so he knew we’d have plenty of time.”

		

		“Did he go slow, and make it nice for you, or did he rush you and just jump your bones?” Grady said with a small leer, taking her in his arms.

		

		“Oh, like I said,” Eliza said wistfully, remembering the first real sex with a boy she’d had, “it wasn’t his first time with a girl. He had some moves, that boy.”

		

		Grady tightened his grip around her waist and she tilted her head back for the coming kiss. He whispered, “Did he hurt you, when he…”

		

		His voice trailed off. She smiled and finished his sentence, “When he put it in me for the first time?”

		

		Eliza shrugged. “I guess it was okay, for the first time. I’d heard a couple of horror stories from my girlfriends by then, about especially tough-to-break hymens, and guys who were in a hurry. My first time hurt, but not too much. It felt better the second time he did it to me…right before my folks got home.”

		

		“My God, what a little slut you were, doing it two times that first afternoon!” He said it in a teasing voice, kissing her passionately as he finished.

		

		They clung together for long moments, no sound but Buttercup finishing up her treats and the other horses moving about in the nearly stalls. Eliza thought about Jeremy Stokely, and his--what she knew now to be an average size--cock tearing into her virgin pussy, and how it had stung like mad the first time.

		

		She also remembered how nice it had felt the second time, nearly an hour later, when she’d gotten it all hard once again and slipped a second condom over it and he’d slid it into her very wet opening gingerly again. She’d almost come that time, as he had fucked her hard but for a very short time—he hadn’t been that experienced, as it had turned out--and, after all, she had been the prettiest girl in the county, maybe in all of south Texas that spring. Excited young Jeremy hadn’t lasted long between those perfect, long legs of hers.

		

		“I almost wish your family and my little sister and her date weren’t due in a few minutes,” she said, breaking off the kiss with the naughty twinkle still in those electrifying blue eyes of hers. “I’d kind of like to give that old hayloft a second visit…with you this time, my handsome husband!”

		

		He laughed and looked up at the hayloft wistfully, saying, “Well, there’s always the old double bed in the room you grew up in, later tonight. Say, did you ever…?”

		

		She grinned and took his hand to walk back to the house. “No, you’ll be the first to make love to me in that old bed. But I’ve got to warn you, the mattress squeaks something fierce, every time you move.”

		

		“Hmmmmmmmm,” he said as they started back to the house, “maybe better not use the bed after all. That could be awkward, at the breakfast table with your folks tomorrow morning, their bedroom being right next to your old room.”

		

		“We’ll find a way,” Eliza predicted confidently.

		

		****

		

		They got back to the house just in time to greet the arriving Judy and Gene Cook, Grady’s parents, and his older brother, Jay. The three of them piled out of Gene’s new BMW 740i.

		

		The big German sedan was black, and Eliza’s mind immediately flashed to the new glittering black Mercedes in their own Sherman Oaks garage back home. The apple didn’t fall far from the tree in the Cook family, she thought with a sly smile—they all liked to show off how well they were doing; unlike the modest Crowley clan she came from, with their hundred year old ranch house, and their ten year old Suburbans and their two year old Silverado Chevy pickup trucks.

		

		We’re bound to have beautiful children, though, she thought wryly, looking at the assembled group of photogenic people. Grady’s folks are great looking, and even Jay, who is two years older than Grady, and has the beginnings of a small pot belly, is still quite handsome. And Judy and Gene are almost as good-looking as Mama and Daddy; good genes abound in these two families!

		

		They had just finished embracing, in the awkward way that in-laws do, and gone into the house to share a pre-holiday round of drinks, when another car pulled up in front of the house. It was Angelina, in her battered, seven-year old Nissan Sentra, complete with the baby blue fender salvaged from a wrecking yard and which didn’t fit with the rest of the rust-colored paintjob at all.

		

		Eliza remembered it was the gift of a long-departed and forgotten boyfriend of Angelina’s. He’d been a shade-tree mechanic of sorts, and had scrounged around and found the fender for practically nothing at a Houston junkyard, and installed it for free when Angelina had crumpled the original one against a lamp post on her way home, drunk, from a nightclub, about a year ago.

		

		She had said at the time that she was going to get the whole car painted, so that everything matched. But of course she hadn’t quite gotten around to it yet.

		

		“Hey, I guess I’m late, like always,” Angelina said as she burst into the front room, grinning apologetically.

		

		“Where’s…uh…Jeff? Her mother asked, taking a stab at remembering the latest boyfriend’s name. “I thought he was coming with you?”

		

		Angelina’s pretty face turned dark for a moment. She said, with a pouty moue, “His name is Greg, Mama, and he got himself uninvited. I think we’re done. We haven’t been getting along, the past couple of weeks.”

		

		Her mother shook her head, “You’ve only known him a couple of weeks. Didn’t you two meet at a Halloween party?”

		

		Angelina gave a dismissive gesture with her hand and went over to the makeshift bar, where she made herself a scotch, in a tall cocktail glass with lots of ice and no soda or water. Jay Cook stepped up beside her and put draped an arm loosely around her shoulders, grinning, and offering his short glass for a refill of scotch, his drink of choice, too, saying, ”Well, you can be my date for tonight, gorgeous.”

		

		“Hey, that’s cool,” Angelina smiled at the older Cook brother, “you’re not as handsome as your bro, but then I’m not as beautiful as my sis. So we’re perfect for one another!”

		

		Grady’s brother showed the good humor to laugh at her little joke, but Eliza cringed inside. Angelina had just casually mentioned the real reason for the rift between the two sisters that dated back a full decade.

		

		Ever since the two of them had begun to sense that Eliza was treated differently by everyone—except their parents—because of her status as a rare beauty, there had been a distance growing between the two sisters. Angelina was pretty, and she had a nice figure; in most families she would have been considered extremely attractive.

		

		But her older sister was extraordinary. Eliza had been head cheerleader, Homecoming Queen, and had been elected queen of the local rodeo on her beauty and charm alone—she hadn’t even campaigned for the honor!

		

		Angelina was jealous of the way everything seemed to fall into place for her big sister, and Eliza didn’t blame her a bit. But, dammit, she hadn’t asked to be beautiful; she just was born that way.

		

		And she wasn’t about to apologize for it, either.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Before Christmas

		

		Eliza managed to get Grady’s attention as he sat beside her during the dinner. She leaned close to him and whispered not so say anything about the big promotion just yet.

		

		She wanted this night to belong to Angelina and Jay. They seemed to be hitting it off so well, chatting and joking together

		

		It was fun, watching the unlikely couple together. They had known each other for years now, meeting at various family functions, but always accompanied by someone else as a date. This was the first time they’d actually talked, as two eligible, single adults, and it was obvious that they were quite taken with one another.

		

		Despite the fact that their ages were even farther apart than her and Grady’s, since Angelina was two years younger than she was, while Jay was two years older than Grady, they seemed comfortable together. By meal’s end, they were finishing each other’s sentences, and laughing freely at things the other said.

		

		Staid, laid-back, conservative, Jay, who had taken over running the large plumbing operation in Houston started by his recently-retired father, seemed entranced by the free-spirited, somewhat flaky, Angelina. And Angelina, to Eliza’s surprise, seemed equally captivated by the usually quiet, basically shy older Cook brother.

		

		These unexpected developments both delighted Eliza and terrified her at the same time. She hoped this promising, unexpected, in-law romance wouldn’t end up badly.

		

		Knowing her little sister’s track record with men, she hoped Jay wouldn’t become too infatuated with Angelina. And she hoped, for his sake, that Angelina would show herself to be the fickle, move-on-to-the-next-guy kind of girl that she had grown into as young adult, before she broke his heart!

		

		But maybe this time would be different. She held her breath at dinner’s end as the two of them followed the others into the big front room to take part in trimming the tall Christmas tree that Daddy had bought at a lot in Alvin yesterday and set up in one corner of the living room.

		

		She and her mother made quick work of putting away the left overs and loading the dishwasher. The two of them cleaned up the kitchen and stopped to make themselves an after dinner cocktail on the way through the dining room.

		

		The tree trimming was well underway, with both families eagerly pitching in. As the youngest one present, Angelina was up on the step-ladder putting up the highest ornaments. Jay was dutifully handing them up to her, and looked delighted to be doing so.

		

		Eliza and her mom stopped for a moment to observe the homey holiday scene, toasted each other with their fresh cocktails, and dove into the decorating party themselves. In a half an hour, the tree was sparkling with colored lights, and many of the same ornaments that Eliza and her sister had been seeing since they were both little girls were hanging in place.

		

		Feeling as if she were really home at last, Eliza sat nestled next to Grady on the couch, a fire in the fireplace, not even bothering to fight with her younger sister over who got to put the star on top of the tree, to finish off the decorating. It just felt too good to be where she was, sitting in this old house, surrounded by the warmth of family, to worry about an act that had seemed so important in the past, when they were both kids.

		

		“Ta-da and that finishes it; that makes it official!” Angelina crowed coming down the ladder quickly; her right arm thrust high above her head in triumph.

		

		She slipped, but Jay was right there to catch her. Angelina tumbled into his arms and smiled radiantly at him, as he beamed back at her.

		

		God, no wonder she gets so many men…she’s not above throwing herself at them quite literally! Eliza thought cattily. My little sis missed that last step on purpose, knowing Jay was there to catch her

		

		That somewhat unkind observation brought her back to the harsh reality of her own situation back home, in California. Well, at least she hasn’t sunk to sucking off her husband’s boss in the back of a limousine to get ahead in life…

		

		****

		

		The two hour time difference really started to tell on Eliza and Grady as the clock struck ten. It felt like midnight to them, and the excitement of the homecoming, the flight, and the relatively late hour sent them upstairs to bed at ten-thirty.

		

		After saying goodnight to the assembled relatives and in-laws, the Cooks shut the door to Eliza’s old bedroom and locked it. At Grady’s suggestion, they got undressed and into bed without any pajamas or underwear between them.

		

		“Why, Grady, you naughty boy, I warned you about the springs in this old bed creaking every time you as much as breathe,” Eliza purred as her husband began to knead her sumptuous naked breasts as he spooned behind her, his already rigid cock poking her suggestively in her butt cheeks.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, we’ll keep our movements to a minimum,” Grady whispered in her ear, taking a jutting nipple between the thumb and fingers of each hand as he continued to squeeze her big tits.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, I don’t know about that,” she sighed, working her hips back to meet his tiny thrusts into the warm flesh of her bare thighs, “I might not be able to lie still anymore, once you put that big cock of yours where it belongs!”

		

		Grady grinned in the semi-darkness of the room and released her right breast for a moment, using his free hand to grip his massive hard on and glide it up and down in her already wet slit. She trembled at how nice that felt, and knew it would feel even nicer deep inside of her.

		

		“Do it,” she pleaded, wriggling her ass back against him shamelessly, “either hole you like, just slip it in me, please, darling!”

		

		“I thing we’d better use this one, since we find ourselves without any lubricant,” Grady said with a smile as he pushed his swollen cock head into her wet pussy lips.

		

		“Oh, there’s some sex lube in the cosmetics bag I packed, if you want my ass tonight,” she whispered, moving her hips, driving him deeper into her liquid depths, “but this feels so fine right now. Oh, God, Grady, fuck me, please, darling; fuck me good and hard.”

		

		She turned and looked at him, an impish gleam in her blue eyes. “I used to fantasize about it, in this very bed, back when I was still a virgin, about what it would be like to actually fuck a boy, before I knew from experience what it was like. I used to use my fingers to get my pussy off, back before I even owned a vibrator, when I was just twelve.”

		

		“Well, no fingers and no vibrator needed tonight, babe,” he grunted, shoving his cock in her the rest of the way. “Oh, God, Eliza, you feel so wet tonight, so ready for me!”

		

		“I am ready,” she sighed in fulfillment as he bottomed out in her slick tightness, “oh, God, I’m so ready for that big cock of yours. I’ve been daydreaming about fucking you in this little bed, just like I used to fantasize about being naked in it with this boy or that, when I was young.”

		

		“You’re still young, and so gorgeous,” her husband murmured, as he did her pussy slowly and deeply, and yet gently. “I used to jerk off in my bedroom in Houston dreaming of girls who looked like you, when I was twelve. I never dreamed I’d end up actually being in bed with one, married to her!”

		

		She was going to say that she was his only, until she remembered Rafe, and all she’d agreed to do in bed with him, once they got back to southern California. Eliza held her tongue, feeling a flurry of pre-come excitement as she fantasized about Rafe holding her just like this soon, driving his big old dick where Grady’s was right now.

		

		God help me, that sounds so…hot, somehow! She told herself, fucking back to meet her husband’s thrusts even more enthusiastically, as she daydreamed of Rafe doing this to her in the near future. It’s so incredibly taboo, so downright…nasty…fantasizing about fucking another man while you’re balling the one you’re supposed to be with!

		

		Abruptly, they both froze in mid-stroke; the old bed stopped creaking and squeaking as their movements ceased. There were voices on the stairs, as the two families made their way up to the second floor, to the other bedrooms for the night.

		

		Eliza glanced over at the old digital alarm clock/radio that had awakened her all through junior high and high school. It was a quarter to eleven

		

		Grady and Eliza did their best not to break out into guilty laughter as the party filed past their closed door, his cock still driven up into her pussy, her big breasts cupped in his hands as they lay spooned together, eyes on the door.

		

		“Night, all,” they heard Jay’s voice say, and the door to the room directly across from Eliza’s old bedroom, which had once belonged to her little sister, opened and closed.

		

		“This is our guestroom/office,” they heard Eliza’s mom tell the elder Cook’s. “The bathroom is over here, just one door down the hall from y’all.”

		

		They heard the murmured “thank yous” and “good nights” from the guests, and then heard the doors to the master bedroom, next to theirs, and that of the guest room shut at almost the same instant. They slyly resumed their restrained movements as the house settled in for the night.

		

		“Where is your sis sleeping?” Grady inquired in a whisper as he fucked his wife tenderly once more, kissing her on the ear as he did so.

		

		“There are only four bedrooms in this old house,” Eliza whispered back, getting into the mood again quickly, now that the interruption had passed. “So she volunteered to sleep downstairs tonight, on the couch. There’s a screened in porch off the kitchen, where we used to sleep during the summer when we were kids, but it’s too cold to bed down out there in the wintertime.”

		

		There was silence for a few minutes, just the soft squeak of springs and the occasional low moan of growing passion as the two lovers’ bodies melted together once more. Eliza felt her nipples getting hard again, and Grady felt it, too, thumbing them gently as he continued to slide his long cock in and out of her juicy, clinging pussy walls.

		

		Just as they were both reaching their peak, a soft knock intruded. They froze once again, both wondering if it was someone was knocking on their door at this most inopportune moment.

		

		Then they heard as soft female voice ask in a low whisper that barely carried across the hall, “I thought you might like some company tonight, in my old bed?”

		

		The sound of the door across the hall from theirs opening and closing came to them. Eliza’s mouth hung open in shock.

		

		“Why that little sneak, Angelina; she’s sleeping with your brother tonight!”

		

		“They’re both over eighteen. Hell, come to think of it, they’re both over twenty-one, and free to sleep with whoever they like,” Grady whispered, getting quickly back to fucking Eliza’s snug pussy again.

		

		There was a long, low, masculine moan of utter contentment just then. Eliza laughed, and said softly, “It sounds as if all of those boyfriends Angelina has been burning through have given her some good moves in the bedroom.”

		

		Grady squeezed her nipples and she sighed at how great that felt, her pussy sheath winking closed and then open again around his buried prick. He leaned closer and began to fuck her with greater urgency, saying, “Angelina isn’t the only Crowley girl that knows her way around a bedroom, thank God.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, this one is still learning, but she’s learning fast,” Eliza purred, moving her hips in perfect time with his spearing cock. “Now shut up and fuck me!”

		

		Grady did just that, leaning even further forward as she craned her neck toward him while she turned her head, kissing him as she mashed her lush hips back to meet his lunges into her, their tongues going wild…

		

		****

		

		“Goodness, you pumped a gallon of that hot goo into me when you came,” Eliza said, smiling contentedly, getting out of bed. “You’d think I never drained those big nuts of yours back home!”

		

		She made the comment good-naturedly, fishing her long terry cloth robe from her open suitcase in the darkened room and slipping into it. “I think I’ll clean up a bit before I go to sleep. I don’t want it seeping out of me and making a big wet spot for us to sleep in tonight, especially in this tiny little double bed.”

		

		Eliza unlocked the door to the room and opened it. The hallway was dark, but she had crossed the hall to the bathroom a zillion times over the years and she could have easily found her way in total blackness.

		

		She left the dim nightlight on and didn’t turn on the main bathroom lights. She sat on the toilet forcing her inner muscles to expel the recent flood of Grady’s semen into the bowl beneath her. Eliza had just dropped the small wad of toilet tissue she had used to wipe her pussy lips clean with into the bowl--to join the white curds of expelled come--when the bathroom door abruptly opened and there stood her baby sister.

		

		“Get up and let me sit down, quick,” Angelina urged her, as she stood with her hand thrust into the robe she was wearing, between her legs, to catch the oozing outpouring of Jay Cook’s come, smiling sheepishly at Eliza. “I swear, that Jay said he hadn’t been with another girl in two months, and I believe him!”

		

		She hiked her robe up in back and sat down, dribbling a steady stream of male come into the water beneath her. The younger Crowley sister went on to say, “He came like a fire hydrant being opened inside me, and that was after I blew him and swallowed about a gallon of his jizz when I first got into bed with him!”

		

		Her sister dropped her voice and said, “He’s got a nice cock, and huge balls. He really comes in a girl, when he comes.”

		

		Must run in the family, Eliza thought wryly as she heard what sounded like a mini-waterfall of male semen run out of Angelina, to join the curds of Cook male goo that she, herself had deposited in the toilet just a minute ago.

		

		“What made you decide to, uh…come upstairs, to join him in your old bed?”

		

		Angelina smiled cattily and answered, as she wiped herself clean with toilet paper, “Well, I just decided that I’m tired of being poor and supporting myself. Jay isn’t quite as handsome as Grady, but he makes a great living, running his family’s business, and like I said, he’s hung and he’s got great balls…what’s not to like?”

		

		“Just like that,” Eliza asked incredulously, “you decided to sleep with him and…and to…go after him, just like that?”

		

		“Well, he was super-nice to me tonight, like Grady is to you,” Angelina said defensively, flushing the toilet. “And he’s kind of cute, if you like the type—which I do.”

		

		She gave her older sister a defiant look and said, “I’m going to treat him real nice, the way you treat Grady, and take care of him, and…and …love him!”

		

		“Aw, baby, love isn’t something you can fake, not for long,” Eliza protested, taking her younger sister into her arms and hugging her.

		

		“I’m going to learn to love him,” Angelina insisted, separating herself from Eliza’s hug. “Just see if I don’t make him happy!”

		

		Well, I guess people end up with other people for all kinds of reasons, Eliza told herself philosophically, some supposedly “nice girls” even agree to sleep with older, powerful men so that their husbands can get ahead…so who am I to judge?

		

		“Okay, but don’t you hurt him,” she warned her little sister. “I bet that, even though he’s older than you, he’s got way less experience with women than you’ve got with men. If you’re going to do this, you’ve got to be true to him…no fooling around with other guys behind his back once you’re together, alright?”

		

		Angelina thought long and hard before she answered, “Okay, I won’t cheat on him. I’m gonna’ be good for him, and he’s gonna’ be good for me—you’ll see; just the way you and Grady are good for each other.”

		

		Eliza kissed Angelina on the forehead, the way she had when they were little girls together, to signify that an argument was over, and they were okay with each other again. She opened the door and slinked back across the hall feeling like the fraud she was.

		

		Grady and she were good for each other. Unless you counted travesty they were about to make of their wedding vows, all in the name of more money, a better job, a new car, and a bigger house!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		After Christmas: Coming Home

		

		As agreed between the two families when planning the Christmas visit, Eliza and Grady spent Saturday night through Christmas Eve with the Crowley’s at the ranch. Everyone spent Christmas morning and Christmas day at the Cook’s new house in an upscale development, called Cinco Ranch, which lay west of downtown Houston about thirty miles or so.

		

		Grady didn’t care for the place much, but kept his negative comments mostly to himself, snarkily mentioning to his wife that the new, actual town of Cinco Ranch erected to serve as the retail hub of the so-called “master-plan community”--which had been built in the middle of the warren of pretentious housing developments—had the feel of being a “movie set”. And he added that the big, rambling house, which had cost over a million dollars, had all the warmth of a “modernistic train station”.

		

		It was about as different as the two story house in the middleclass Houston suburb where he and Jay had grown up as boys as two places could be.

		

		But Grady’s folks, Gene and Judy, liked it, and that was what was important. The house was right on the golf course, and Gene had taken up the game with a passion since his retirement a year ago. He had worked hard to build up his plumbing business from just him, with one truck, twisting wrenches and unclogging drains, into a small empire, featuring fifty trucks and over eighty full time and part-time employees, which his eldest son, Jay now oversaw.

		

		Everything surrounding the elaborate holiday celebration went according to plan. The two huge boxes Eliza and Grady had shipped to Texas before they left both showed up the day before Christmas Eve, so they had all of their carefully purchased and wrapped gifts to spread around the Crowley family tree at the ranch, to be opened by the assembled families come Christmas Eve. The second box contained the presents to be hauled into town and scattered among the many gaudily wrapped packages already sitting under the new, artificial tree which adorned the Cook’s professionally-decorated living room in Cinco Ranch.

		

		The presents were opened amid a catered brunch, served buffet style, in the Cook dining room, Christmas morning around eleven o’clock. It was just after everyone had unpacked their bags upon completing the hour and fifteen minute drive from the Crowley house to Cinco Ranch.

		

		The elder Crowley’s only unpacked presents, not suitcases; they had a working ranch to run and could not afford to spend the night in Cinco Ranch. They left for home at around eight-thirty and returned to their ranch, after the Christmas dinner had been served and the last toast had been drunk.

		

		****

		

		“Well, the day after tomorrow, we fly home,” Grady said that night as they got ready for bed in the unfamiliar room, with the brand new furniture that was nothing like his room at the old house he had grown up in. “It’s back to the real world; no more ranch, no more long horseback rides, with just the two of us.”

		

		She managed to smile at him, but she was already thinking, no, I’ll be riding Rafe Ronson’s big old cock soon enough, instead of Buttercup. Our lives are about to change for forever, so we’d better be ready for that.

		

		They hadn’t mentioned…the arrangement aloud since arriving in Texas last week. But it had clearly been on their minds.

		

		The playful banter about Rafe, instead of Grady, fucking Eliza, had been absent from their bed, since the trip had started. The conceit didn’t seem so much fun, so much a harmless fantasy to fire their bedroom imaginations as it once had—now that it was scant days from becoming a reality.

		

		Christmas evening, two nights before they flew home, Eliza wondered for what seemed like the millionth time if they could go through with it. Could they really live a life wherein the arrangement had become reality, instead of a wild fantasy?

		

		They didn’t even make love that night, the first they spent with the Cooks in their new Cinco Ranch home. Grady cuddled her close, but they slept in pajamas for the first time since they’d been in Texas, each of them preoccupied with thoughts of the trip home…and unspoken, mutually-shared thoughts of Eliza’s first night spent in Rafe’s bed.

		

		The day after Christmas, Judy took Eliza shopping in downtown Houston for the day, while Grady played golf with his dad on the nearby Cinco Ranch course. He groused about losing to the old man by two strokes on the unfamiliar course, while playing with rental clubs, since his own expensive golf bag had been left at home in his Sherman Oaks garage.

		

		“Plus, unlike some lucky guys I know, I don’t get to play nearly every day,” he chided his dad as they stopped off for a quick drink in the country club bar after finishing their game. “Some of us still have to work for a living.”

		

		His father surprised him by raising his glass of expensive bourbon in his direction and toasting him, saying, “And mighty impressive work it is, too. Here’s to your new promotion; your mom and I are real proud of your success out in California. I guess you were right all along, to let your big brother run the company by himself, while you made your mark in the business world.”

		

		Grady had announced that he had the big promotion during Christmas dinner last night, at the urging of Eliza. Both families had been delighted with the news, and if the low key announcement had stolen any of the thunder away from the whirlwind romance between his brother and Eliza’s sister, the new couple had done a masterful job of hiding it. The two of them had seemed as happy at the news as the rest of the two families.

		

		Now, sitting at the bar, Grady looked anything but elated as he thought of his new promotion…and what he’d traded away in order to get it. He drained his Chivas and soda quickly and ordered another…

		

		****

		

		Both families were there to see them off at the airport. Their flight left at five in the afternoon, Houston time, which meant they would be home by about seven o’clock, California time. That estimate included the time it would take to retrieve Eliza’s old Camray from long term parking, load it with their luggage, and drive from LAX to Sherman Oaks.

		

		Eliza found that she was nervous as a cat by the time she had gotten to their house, unpacked, and put her suitcase away on the top shelf of the closet. Everything had gone as planned; they had arrived home at a little after seven o’clock, west coast time. And their flight had been fine.

		

		But Eliza wasn’t fine. She paced around the house anxiously, unable to focus-- now that they were actually back in California—on anything except Rafe and her…up-coming, all night “date” with him, and his big cock.

		

		Would he wait until after the first of the year to claim his first night with her? There were only four days left until then.

		

		Surely, he wouldn’t expect her to spend New Year’s Eve with him, instead of spending it with her husband? That meant that, really, there were just three nights left until the end of the year and the start of the new one; two, if you eliminated the actual night of New Years Day, too.

		

		God, not knowing when it’s going to happen is harder than knowing for sure would be, she thought.

		

		She wondered if her husband felt the same way. Eliza decided to ask him. After all, they were home from their holiday trip: it was time to do something about this…this, arrangement they’d gotten themselves into with Rafe Ronson.

		

		She found Grady puttering around out in the garage. He seemed to be fussing around with his tool bench, straightening it up, when it already looked pretty well straightened up to Eliza.

		

		I wonder if he’s secretly agonizing over my up-coming…rendezvous with Rafe, too. She was more determined than ever to find out.

		

		“Hey, why don’t you come in the house and let’s have a drink and talk about this thing with….with….Rafe?”

		

		Grady gave her a hangdog look and nodded his head in assent, tossing the wrench he had been fooling with on top of the work bench and following her inside the house. They went right through the kitchen and the dining room, not stopping until they were in the family room, standing in front of the liquor cabinet.

		

		Eliza bent and opened the small refrigerator, emptying the two ice trays into an ice bucket, refilling them with water from a pitcher on the top shelf of the fridge, and putting them back in the freezer. She made Grady his customary Chivas and soda, and herself a gin over ice with just a splash of water.

		

		They sat down on the nearby couch together. He shrugged and took a big hit of his scotch. “What about Rafe?”

		

		“We’re back from Texas,” she said simply. “I think I should call him and see when he wants to, uh…consummate the deal we made. I’ve been thinking about it, and I think sooner would be better than later.”

		

		“What’s the rush?” Grady’s tone sounded defensive; as if he felt threatened by her desire to spend the night with Rafe right away.

		

		She hastened to explain, “I just think that we should get it—this first time—over with and done. It may get easier, after the first time.”

		

		Eliza drank some of her gin and added quickly, “Or it may not. We may not be able to deal with the reality of this after all, and you may have to change jobs. Let’s find out, one way or the other; I’m tired of all of this tension in our lives. We haven’t talked about it while we were gone, but it’s never been far from my mind. And I’m willing to bet it’s been the same with you.”

		

		Reluctantly, Grady again nodded his assent. “Yeah, babe, it’s been tearing me up inside, if you want the truth.”

		

		He drank more of his scotch, almost finishing it. “When are you thinking of…you know…being with him?”

		

		“Right away; like I said, let’s get this over with.”

		

		She drank more of her courage-fortifying gin. “Do you have his cell number logged in your phone?”

		

		“Uh, yeah,” Grady admitted, fumbling the cell out of his jacket pocket.

		

		“Let’s refill these drinks, and call him and see what night would work for him, what do you think?”

		

		“O-okay,” her husband murmured reluctantly, sounding as if calling a man to set up an evening of hot sex with his wife was not exactly Grady Cook’s cup of tea, “I guess so.”

		

		She downed her drink in the two swallows and took his nearly empty glass over to the make-shift bar and refilled both it and hers. She handed it to Grady without rejoining him on the couch.

		

		Instead, she took his hand and indicated that he should get up and follow her. She led him down the hall and straight into the master bedroom.

		

		“Relax there and listen, I want to talk to him in front of you, so you’ll know exactly what was said, on my end at least,” she instructed him, lying down on the bed and getting comfortable as she took her husband’s offered cell phone and scrolled down until she found Rafe Ronson’s cell number.

		

		She took a big swig of her gin and hit the autodial. The phone rang four times and then Rafe’s sexy baritone voice answered, “Hello, Grady, back from your holiday vacation to Texas already?”

		

		“This isn’t Grady. I’m just using his phone to call you, this is Eliza,” she said as boldly as she could manage.

		

		“Oh, well, I’m even happier to hear from you, my dear,” Rafe said, and she felt a tiny, guilty thrill reverberate through her clit as he spoke.

		

		He did sound glad to hear from her. The obvious excitement in his deep voice, plus the several hits of gin she’d had during the last few minutes, gave her the courage to plunge ahead.

		

		“I, uh, wondered when you wanted to get together to, uh…consummate our, uh, arrangement?”

		

		She was aware that her voice had assumed a breathy, sexy quality during her inquiry. Another small quiver of anticipation shot through her body.

		

		God help me, but his is kind of fun! The thought struck her from out of left field.

		

		It was like she had suddenly been transported back to high school, and was toying with a boy that wanted to date her! She watched herself in the dresser mirror across the room. The Eliza in the mirror was smiling coquettishly; her right hand was playing with a strand of her long, raven-colored hair as she waited for Rafe’s reply.

		

		“Well, the sooner the better, of course, as far as I’m concerned,” he murmured into the mouthpiece of his phone, after a long pause. “I’m available tomorrow evening, for that matter.”

		

		A huge throb of excitement shot through Eliza’s tall frame. Tomorrow…he wanted her to spend tomorrow night with him!

		

		“Tomorrow evening, huh…what did you have in mind?” She asked him the question, partly to stall for time, partly because she was curious about his answer; to hear exactly what he expected of her.

		

		He didn’t get specific, as she’d hoped. Instead, he merely answered, “I’ll give the servants the night off, so we’ll have the house all to ourselves

		

		God, he wants to…to…fuck me tomorrow night! Eliza thought fearfully and—she was forced admit—excitedly, as the reality of the situation hit her.

		

		She glanced over at Grady in a rising panic. This was all moving too fast.

		

		Her husband’s eyes were closed. He let out a deep groan, and she saw that his trousers were tented by a huge erection as he thought about her spending tomorrow night in bed with his boss. His reaction to the inevitability of her actually having sex with Rafe seemed to have a calming effect on her.

		

		She dropped her voice into a lower, sexier register once more and whispered provocatively, teasingly, “Have you been a good boy while I’ve been away? Are those big balls of yours as full of that hot, gooey come as they were that day in the limo…or has some other girl drained them for you since I did?”

		

		She gave out with a naughty-sounding giggle and went on to murmur intimately into the phone’s mouthpiece, “You about drowned me last time…there was so much of that steamy goo of yours for me to swallow!”

		

		Grady groaned and tore open his zipper, unable to restrain himself any longer, unbuttoning his slacks as he did so, and loosening his belt. His cock was super-erect as he yanked his boxer shorts down around his knees, along with his pants.

		

		God, he’s huge tonight, listening to me talk to Rafe about sucking off his big cock last time, in the limo!

		

		An even hotter thought struck her, and she started to undo the buttons on her own blouse and shuck out of it as she pressed the cell next to her left ear, staring in awe at her husband’s throbbing erection. She didn’t think she’d ever seen Grady’s long cock this excited before!

		

		She undid her bra as well and, naked to the waist, she reached for the gin sitting on the nightstand as she continued to tease both Grady and Rafe with her words.

		

		“If I do…get together with you tomorrow night; I don’t think Grady will be coming in to work Monday at all. You see, he and I have a deal. I’m supposed tell him all about what you did with me on the morning after the nights I spend with you—he says it will really turn him on, hearing all about what a bad girl I’ve been in your bed.”

		

		She heard both her husband and her lover draw in big breaths simultaneously as they thought about what she had just said. Eliza smiled over at Grady and began to get out of her own slacks as she kicked off her shoes.

		

		“You intend to tell him about the things we do in bed together?” Rafe asked the question incredulously.

		

		“Oh, yeah…while he’s making love to me,” Eliza assured him, smiling into the mouthpiece as she wriggled out of her slacks and panties. “I intend to describe to him everything the two of us did together, the night before. So it’s important that he be home, waiting for me, when I get back from your place on Monday morning. Is that okay with you?”

		

		There was a long pause, as Grady’s boss thought that over. After moment, his excited voice came back on the line.

		

		“God, yes, that sounds hot as hell!” Rafe voice was a growl of pure lust as he contemplated his new Western States Division Manager fucking his luscious wife as she recounted their recently-concluded night in bed together.

		

		“Good, because that’s what I’m going to do,” Eliza assured him, finishing off her gin and putting it on the nightstand--now totally nude herself--as she turned over onto her stomach, the phone still up against her ear.

		

		She licked around Grady’s towering hard on, just wetting the head with her tongue, drawing a moan of agonized delight from him. Rafe asked, “What was that?”

		

		“I’m sucking Grady’s cock while I talk to you, Rafe,” she explained patiently, slipping the gleaming-with-spit head into her lips as she finished speaking, her tongue still circling it.

		

		“Are you…doing what I think you’re doing, right now?” Rafe demanded breathlessly, listening to the obscene sucking sounds coming over his phone.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Eliza murmured, her head going up and down on her husband’s swollen cock shaft.

		

		“Jesus, oh, fuck, what a hot young bitch you are!” Rafe gasped into the phone.

		

		“It’s your turn tomorrow night,” Eliza promised him, pulling her lips from Grady’s cock for just a second. “Tonight, I’m all his. Tomorrow night, I’m all yours, to do with as you please. I’ll see you at your place around five tomorrow evening.”

		

		She punched the cell phone off and tossed it to the foot of the bed, her head resuming it’s up and down plunges on her husband’s much bigger-than-usual prick. He groaned and curled her dark tresses around his hands and yanked her bobbing head downward, spearing his hardness up into the back of her throat as she sucked.

		

		“Oh, Eliza, you little whore,” he gasped as her tongue drove him crazy. “I can’t believe you’re going to be doing this to another man’s cock tomorrow night!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Eliza repeated herself and sucked even harder…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Rafe’s House

		

		At precisely five o’clock, Eliza pulled her old Camray to a stop in front of Rafe Ronson’s Brentwood mansion. There were no other cars in the big guest parking area tonight, except hers.

		

		She took a deep breath, got out, and locked her Toyota. Eliza made her way up the same walkway she had trod arm and arm with Grady just a few weeks ago, on her fateful first visit to the big house—the Christmas party. Tonight, she was carrying a small overnight bag she had packed for this second, much different…“visit”.

		

		I know what a professional escort feels like now; one who makes overnight house calls, Eliza thought as she rang the front bell. My bag has a change of clothes to wear home tomorrow morning, a piece of sexy lingerie for tonight, make up, and my hair stuff. Plus a tube of Astroglide, in case my “client” wants to fuck me up the ass!

		

		The door swung open almost as soon as she rang the bell, and Rafe Ronson answered it himself, looking very debonair and handsome in a grey blazer with brass buttons, a dark grey turtleneck sweater, and a pair of charcoal slacks. He also wore a pair of oxblood loafers, sans socks, and a belt which matched the loafers.

		

		“You’re right on time, come in, my dear, and join me in drink, won’t you?”

		

		Rafe gestured with the near-empty cocktail glass he was holding, inviting her inside. Eliza felt her nipples spike with excitement, as well as a vague sense of foreboding, as she stepped inside the mansion and he closed the front door and locked it behind her.

		

		She was grateful for the offer of alcohol before the evening’s…activities started. After all, hadn’t it been the two gins and couple of glasses of wine that had given her the courage to suck him off that day in the limo, thus securing Grady’s promotion?

		

		“Sure, I don’t mind if I do,” she responded, her voice already husky with excitement and…she had to admit it…arousal at the thought of what was about to happen between the two of them.

		

		Just knowing that she was going to spend the entire night in bed with this powerful, experienced man was scary, and at the same time, she found the prospect of it thrilling--full forbidden allure. She was going to get fucked every way there was to be fucked in the next few hours; there was no doubt about that.

		

		Hadn’t Rafe made it clear on their lunch “date” that he couldn’t wait to see her naked? And hadn’t she in turn assured him that if he came through for Grady’s career, she would come through for him…in bed?

		

		She was expecting him to lead her into the long front room, with the big bar at the rear of it, where she had enjoyed a couple of martinis and a number of the soda waters over ice she had switched to when Grady had gotten so tipsy at the Christmas soiree. Instead, he took her hand and escorted her to the sweeping staircase which led up to the second floor. Their leather soles rang on the naked wood risers as they ascended hand in hand, she carrying her overnight bag in her free hand, and he his nearly empty cocktail glass.

		

		She had chosen a pair of stylish brown slacks to wear for tonight’s tryst, along with a light cream-colored sweater, with a vee neck. Eliza hadn’t bothered with a bra, realizing Rafe was going to strip her naked the first time the opportunity arose. She had on only a brief pair of pink thong panties under her pants, and she wore her brown flats with just a nude pair of ped stockings that barely reached the top of the shoes.

		

		“I think we’ll be spending most of our time tonight in here,” he said confidently as they reached the landing and he led her into his massive bedroom; its double doors standing open and inviting. “It has just about all the amenities we’ll need; there’s a complete bar over in the corner, a bathroom and, of course, the bed.”

		

		Eliza glanced around the over-sized room quickly. It had clearly been formed by knocking out some walls between one large bedroom and one or two smaller ones, yielding a space that was easily forty feet long and twenty feet wide.

		

		The bed in question was a king, complete with an ornate canopy, supported by four elaborately-carved oaken bedposts. The bedroom furniture was period, like most of the rest of the furnishings within the Georgian mansion; oak topped with marble. There was a small bar, also fitted with a marble bar top over in one corner, with four oak stools.

		

		He slid behind it easily, remarking, “I seem to remember you favor martinis. Would you prefer Tanqueray, Beefeaters, or Bombay gin this evening?”

		

		“Let’s try Beefeaters, for a change,” she told him, still glancing around nervously at the impressive bedroom.

		

		She decided she would feel more in charge of their time together if she asserted control now. So, as he began to pour the cocktails, she said, “Here, let me slip into something more appropriate for this evening’s…fun and games, while you make us those drinks.”

		

		Lifting her overnight case from the bar stool next to her, Eliza sauntered over to the open doorway, which she assumed led into the master bath. She discovered she was right about that, as she entered the big, marble-tiled room, flipped on the lights, and closed the door behind her.

		

		The bathroom proved to be over-sized, just like the bedroom, containing a pedestal sink, a large glassed-in shower; a toilet, and a bidet. A Jacuzzi tub, big enough to seat four adults, had been installed in the far corner. She placed her overnight bag on the closed toilet lid and took out the sheer black negligee, whisking off her clothes and folding them neatly away into the bag.

		

		Her heart was hammering at her own boldness, in making the first overt move toward sex between her and Rafe in this way, but she forged ahead, intent on taking control of the situation she found herself in. She spent a minute fussing with her hair, checking her make up, and slipping into the transparent black piece of lingerie.

		

		Again, she had to admit that the strikingly-beautiful, sable-haired woman staring back at her—complete with those intriguing, powder-blue eyes--looked voluptuous enough, and desirable enough, to the Playmate of the Month, possibly of the Year.

		

		“Well, prepare to be dazzled, Rafe,” she whispered, taking a deep breath and continuing to stare into the mirror at her nearly naked image, before placing her overnight bag on the bathroom floor, next to the bidet, remembering to take the small tube of sex lubricant from it and palming it. “Here goes nothing.”

		

		She kicked out of her shoes and peeled off the ped stockings, placing them inside the shoes which she set next to the bag. She stopped for a moment and tried to get her head into her role as the carefree, professional escort Eliza, whose sole purpose tonight was to show Rafe Ronson the time of his life in the bedroom.

		

		Keeping those thoughts uppermost in her mind, she took another deep breath as she opened the door and proceeded to glide barefoot back into the bedroom, wearing only the completely transparent black negligee. Eliza’s heart was pounding with nervousness as she sauntered over to the bar, stopping only briefly to toss the tube of Astroglide up near the big bed’s pillows. She was well aware that her large breasts were rolling seductively—nakedly--under the sheer top, their nipples at half mast already, and her pussy beginning to moisten up nicely.

		

		“My holy fucking God,” Rafe murmured as he stared slack-jawed at the male wet-dream come to life she represented, his glass stopped midway to his lips as he watched Eliza’s approach the bar.

		

		“I thought you’d like this,” she whispered, slipping onto a barstool, his view of her nearly naked breasts now blocked by the top of the bar. “How about that drink, before we move on the main part of the evening’s…entertainment?”

		

		“God, Eliza, you’re a vision in that negligee,” he gasped, pushing her already-poured martini across the bar to her, his eyes never stopping their worshipful sweep of her body and face.

		

		“Thank you,” she said dismissively--as though it was not out of the ordinary for her to be drinking cocktails while sitting nearly naked with a horny older man who was little more than a stranger to her--taking a big sip of her drink.

		

		They continued to stare at each other as the moments ticked by, drinking their drinks. After a few more seconds, he grinned and shook his head admiringly.

		

		“You’re bolder than I thought you’d be,” he offered at last. “You about blew me away last night, when you phoned. That little trick of sucking Grady’s cock while you arranged this evening with me gave me a woody that took a full half-hour to go away.”

		

		“Grady’s took much longer than that,” she smiled back teasingly, “and he had a lot of help from me. The poor boy just kept getting hard, thinking about me being with you tonight.”

		

		He finished his short drink in a gulp as she mentioned …“being with you tonight”, and splashed his glass full of Knob Creek again. She tipped back her martini and drained it was well, offering her empty glass for a refill from the small pitcher he’d made while she had been in the bathroom, changing into her negligee.

		

		“Did you really promise to tell him everything that happens between the two us tonight?”

		

		“I did…and I intend to do just that,” she admitted, as she continued to smile seductively at him, actually beginning to enjoy herself, the gin starting to take effect, loosening her tightly coiled nerves up as the warm glow of it spread through her scantily clad body.

		

		“Jesus, that sounds so--kinky,” Rafe muttered, his face showing envy for the strong sexual bond Grady and Eliza shared.

		

		“Maybe a little,” she acknowledged, tipping down some more of the smooth gin martini, “does it bother you, knowing that he’s going to hear just how bad I was with you…how naughty a girl I’m going to be tonight?”

		

		“How naughty are you going to be?” Rafe’s asked in a flirty tone that was, at the same time, almost a growl of pure desire. His hazel eyes were aglow with anticipation.

		

		Eliza quickly downed her second martini and stood up on the barstool, reaching for the pitcher, raising her breasts up above the bar’s surface as she did so for Rafe to stare at unabashedly once again. She shook them for him slightly as she poured her martini glass full again, and sat down slowly, teasingly.

		

		God, but she was shocked to find that she absolutely loved behaving like this with Rafe! She’d never showed her lush body off in so shameless a manner to a man before, not even to Grady, and she found it little short of thrilling.

		

		And her brazen exhibitionism was making her wet. She could feel her pussy lips rubbing together as she twisted her bare ass against the warm wood of the stool top. They were positively juicy!

		

		“Damn, but you’ve got great tits,” he sighed, going up onto his tiptoes to stare at her breasts through the sheer lingerie.

		

		“These old things…they’re just bags of fat, really,” she said with a taunting giggle, shaking them again for him, even more provocatively this time. “Like I told you that time we went to, uh, lunch together, titties are mostly just fat.”

		

		“Well, I love to watch your particular…fat jiggle,” he grinned at her, drinking more of his Knob Creek as he continued to stare with unhidden interest at her big chest.

		

		She drank the third martini down in two big gulps, her heart pounding, realizing that the time had finally come to get this little rodeo started. Reaching down, she pulled the black wisp of a garment up over her head and tossed it casually on the carpet.

		

		“Come on over to this bed with me, and I’ll give you a closer look at them, darlin’,” she crooned to him, sliding off the stool and sashaying across the room to the bed in slow, sexy gait, now as naked as she could be.

		

		Eliza lay back on the big bed, in its center, and held out her bare arms to Rafe invitingly, her heart hammering with excitement. She looked up and was started to see the big sheet of mirrored glass that made up the underside of the elaborate canopy which covered the bed.

		

		She giggled at the sight of her own naked body laid out so seductively on the bed and said to him, in a low, throaty whisper, “Why, Rafe, I think you’re a bit of a bad boy yourself, having that mirror mounted up there like that!”

		

		He put his empty glass on top of the bar and crossed the room quickly with that sensual, cat-like stride of his. Rafe Ronson’s eyes were ablaze with lust.

		

		Eliza shivered with anticipation—with what an out of character bad girl she was about to be--as he joined her in the middle of the bed, and wrapped his arms around her naked body, crushing her big breasts against the soft cashmere of the grey sweater her wore under the blazer. The jacket vanished as they rolled about atop the big bed, kissing passionately, her hands stripping it from him and tossing it on the carpet.

		

		She stopped making out with him just long enough to tug off the sweater, leaving him naked to the waist. Eliza sucked at this lively tongue as she undid his pants and he kicked out of the loafers.

		

		Easing the slacks off, she glanced down at his nearly bare body as she continued to kiss him. For a guy in his mid-forties, Rafe Ronson was in good shape.

		

		He had lots of curly, dark hair on his upper torso, across a chest that was more impressive naked than it was when cloaked beneath one of his expensive tailored suits. It looked like he hit the weight room religiously, as well as doing an unreal amount of sit-ups—his abs could have belonged to a very in-shape thirty year old!

		

		And then there was that more-than-impressive cock of his! It was already making a big bulge in his one remaining article of clothing, his baggy boxer shorts.

		

		Eliza impatiently yanked them down, revealing his hard prick in all its glory. It was even bigger than she remembered it being from first time she’d seen it!

		

		A flutter of desire rippled through her naked body as she admitted to herself that she wanted to suck it again. She wanted to feel that fat column of male flesh stretching her lips open to their fullest once more.

		

		But tonight, she told herself, it would force open more than her mouth, it would also bull its way up into her wet pussy. That rigid hunk of muscle would berth itself deep inside her slickened depths--God knew how many times--this evening and into the night she was going to share with Rafe, in this very bed.

		

		She shuddered, gripped by an unholy tremor of pure desire. Eliza Cook, nee Crowley, was shocked to discover that there was a part of her psyche which could barely wait for that to happen, for that big, forbidden cock to be deep inside her!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Cheating Equals…Ecstasy!

		

		Eliza let the thick cock glide in and out of her sucking lips, splashing it with waves of her warm saliva, her tongue also circling its thick circumference, laving it from the hairy base up to the fat knob. It was leaking a steady stream of delicious, sweet pre-come fluid, and she swallowed it greedily, and sucked for more. She did all of this while Rafe was licking her pussy at the same time, with the same fervor she was lavishing upon his swollen cock.

		

		She was lying on top of him in a “sixty-nine” position, something Grady and she had not got around to trying yet, but something she had seen numerous times on the porn videos she now watched incessantly. She decided she really liked performing oral sex this somewhat naughty, intimate way!

		

		Rafe was proving to be a true master with his tongue and lips, easily as good as or better than her sweet husband when it came to licking and kissing a clitty. And having his big cock in her mouth while he ate her was pure heaven.

		

		She pushed her lips downward all the way, choking slightly as his long dick triggered her gag-reflex. Ignoring it, she licked at his big nuts with her lively tongue. He moaned into her depths and lashed at her clit with his own tongue to show his appreciation of her ability to lick his balls while she blew him.

		

		Eliza vowed to try this on Grady, too, as soon as she got home. She didn’t think the things she was learning from her first time in bed with Rafe were going to turn her horny husband off. On the contrary, knowing that his boss had shared them with her first would only enhance the experience for her hopelessly voyeuristic, oh, so sweet Grady!

		

		“Ungh, um, ugh,” Rafe grunted up into her pussy as her tongue continued to go wild on his balls, his cock driven deep into her throat.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she hummed a little tune, something she had seen one of the porn sluts do in one of the videos—its title had something to do with the “ultimate blowjob”—that she had viewed, and she continued to lick at the fat gonads as she deep-throated his buried dick meat.

		

		“Oh, God, you’re even better at sucking a cock than I thought you were!” Rafe gasped, pulling his mouth away from her pussy momentarily.

		

		She murmured happily around his dick and drew in her tongue once more, switching to giving him a slurpy, more conventional blowjob. Her lips were now gliding up and down his prick shaft once again, her tongue resuming its swirling caress of his slick staff, and its ceaseless polishing of his cock head. She gulped down more of his tasty pre-come and lapped for more.

		

		He gasped into her pussy and redoubled his own efforts on her clit. On a whim, she had shaved off her remaining “landing strip” of black pubic fur as she’d gotten ready for this little rendezvous with her new lover tonight, leaving her whole pussy as bare as a baby’s. His tongue wriggled from one end of her smooth pink folds to the other, seeking her sweet juices. He swallowed the harvested lubricant noisily, and hearing him gulp her pussy juice down so eagerly set her tummy to fluttering with excitement once again.

		

		Oh, God, he’s going to make me come, Eliza thought, gobbling dick like a crazy girl. My first adulterous orgasm is going to come from Rafe eating my pussy…something I wouldn’t even consider letting a man do to me just a few short weeks ago!

		

		The familiar spasms started to gain strength in her stomach muscles. She sucked hard on Rafe’s cock and dug her fingernails into his ass cheeks, pushing her exploding clit against his lapping tongue.

		

		“Ungh, oof, ah, oh, gah,” Eliza babbled mindlessly, her pussy clenching wildly around Rafe’s ever-moving tongue.

		

		He gulped loudly, and she knew that he was swallowing some more of her come as her body shivered against his mouth. She thought, Oh, God, he’s eating it…he’s sucking down my hot pussy juice!

		

		Another, stronger fireball of exquisite release mushroomed through Eliza’s whole lower body. She moaned in utter ecstasy and mashed her clit even harder against her older lover’s mouth and tongue.

		

		Oh, fuck…it just feels so great; she thought as she wrung the last tiny twinge of come sensation out of her satisfied pussy and sucked at his firm flesh. Oh, sweet Jesus, I want him to come, too. I’d love to swallow a big load of his come as he lapped up mine!

		

		“Go ahead, come in my mouth,” she begged, letting his log-like cock slip out of her lips for a moment, as she lay panting for breath beneath him. “I want it…I want to swallow it for you again!”

		

		“In a little while,” he gasped, drawing his shiny-with-come face from her pussy, a big grin of triumph on that face, “right now, I want to fuck this sweet little cunt of yours for the first time.”

		

		“Oh, oh, yes, whatever you want,” she assured him. She barely noticed the obscene word…“cunt” as he uttered it, pushing up onto her hands and knees--those knees proving to be a bit shaky, from the intensity of the orgasm she had just shivered her way through--unbelievably excited at the prospect of having his fat cock inside her pussy for the first time. “How do you want me?”

		

		She thought for a moment; about how crazy her husband always got when she fucked him reverse cowgirl style. He loved to see her perfect ass going up and down, his cock disappearing into her from underneath.

		

		I bet Rafe would like seeing that, too, she assured herself, not waiting for him to speak, quickly moving forward and centering his rampant cock dead-center in her juicy pinkness.

		

		“How about doing it this way, cowboy,” she asked him teasingly, smiling seductively at him back over her shoulder as she let her weight down onto his hard on, “how about me riding this thick big boy of yours with my hot little pussy?”

		

		I’m actually doing it…I’m fucking another man, Eliza realized as she came all the way down onto him, and felt him bottom out inside of her. She didn’t know how she’d end up feeling about this later, when she had time to think about what an out-and-out slut she was being tonight with Grady’s boss—but right now, it felt marvelous!

		

		“Ugh, oh, oh, God, you’re so wet and so tight!” His voice was a strangled croak of delighted surprise as she began to ride him, slowly and sensuously, as she had taught herself to do it, from watching all of those girls in the porn videos, and from practicing the sensual reverse-cowgirl position several times with Grady.

		

		She slowly picked up speed, her hips corkscrewing down onto him, her big breasts rolling around as she moved. Realizing that he could see them in the mirror overhead, she reached up and took one in each hand and teased her own nipples to full erection once more as she closed her eyes and shamelessly rode his stiffness.

		

		“Oh, fuck, you look so damned sexy when you play with those cute nipples of yours while you ride my cock,” he moaned, his hips coming up off the mattress in time with her lunges down onto him. “Christ, you look like Sex itself!”

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, I’m glad you like me, darling,” she purred, really getting into putting on a show for Rafe, “because this big old cock of yours feels so nice inside me that I want to ride it all night long!”

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God, you’re everything I dreamed you’d be,” he sighed, fucking upward, into her warm depths eagerly.

		

		“Oh, Rafe, give it to me hard,” she murmured, tweaking her aroused nipples more insistently, leaning back into his thrusts, having to act only a little bit now.

		

		He really did feel good up inside her needy pussy! His thick cock felt just right, filling her so completely, his hot skin pressed against her aroused clit tightly as she moved up and down on him.

		

		Oh, God, forgive me. Grady, but it feels so great to fuck like this; so wantonly, so naughtily—just to fuck for the fun of fucking!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, your big cock feels so good up inside me, Rafe,” she whispered again, softly, meaning it, really banging down onto him hungrily, as if she couldn’t get enough of his thick hardness.

		

		Rafe hung on and plowed upward, berthing his magnificent prick deep inside her dozens of times. She felt her clit expanding, and tugged harder on her own swollen-to-absolute-fullness nipples.

		

		She mewled excitedly after a few more moments of the exquisite thrill of her older lover’s cock sliding against sensitive love bead, “I’m going to come again—your hard prick is getting me off just as sweetly as your tongue did!”

		

		“Yes, that’s a good little bad girl,” he gasped, clearly fighting not to shoot off inside her clinging wetness himself. “Let me see you come for me, Eliza. Get that tight little pussy off for me; let me watch you orgasm while if fuck you, baby!”

		

		“Ugh, oh, here it comes,” Eliza grunted, shivering atop his buried cock shaft. “Oh, God, is it ever a big one!”

		

		She moaned deeply and felt her pussy grab at the thick intruder piercing it so deeply. Clamping down hard on her nipples, she closed her eyes and groaned as the fiery spasms seized control of her…her…cunt once again!

		

		Oh, fuck, this old lecher is making me come so hard…again, she marveled quivering atop his prick.

		

		Eliza yanked at her nipples and ground her pussy down against his cock, mashing her exploding clit against his rigidness, coaxing even more glorious twitches of orgasm from her impaled quim. God, why does it feel so good to fuck him?

		

		She asked herself the question as she came and came. Is it because I shouldn’t be with him at all? Is it because he’s not my husband? Or is it because Grady knows I’m doing this with…him?

		

		It really didn’t matter. All that mattered was the searing orgasm that his big cock was coaxing out of her spasming cunt. God but she ate this up—she held on and came for what seemed like a full minute on his thrusting, impaling prick, loving every second of the illicit thrills coursing through her climaxing body!

		

		Slowly, as the intensity of the pulses decreased, Eliza released her death-grip on her own tits. She sighed with deep satisfaction as she felt her lover stir beneath her. He kept his cock buried in her inner depths, but somehow struggled up onto his knees behind her, pushing her breasts and face into the bedspread as he did so.

		

		“Oh, God, I’ve got to fuck this gorgeous ass next,” she heard him whispered urgently, and then felt the glob of sex lube penetrating her anus, followed by his big finger. “I want to shoot my first load of the night up this perfect little ass of yours!”

		

		He’s found the Astroglide, she told herself, and he wants to fuck me…back there, too!

		

		“Do you like anal?” He asked her hopefully as he greased her nether opening up, working his still very hard cock around in her pussy, slipping a second finger up her ass.

		

		It felt so nice, the way he was fingering her hot back hole and stroking her more conventional opening with his cock. His prick kept mashing against her sensitized clit so…so teasingly.

		

		She couldn’t remember feeling this alive, this ready for sex—not ever!

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” she hissed as he continued to touch her just way she craved it. “Oh, God, I love it. Slip your big cock in my ass, and really give it to me!”

		

		When did I become this horny girl? When did I start wanting to be so bad in bed for this man?

		

		She felt the thick cock leave her pussy and the fingers slide out of her well-lubed asshole. Rafe set the head of his swollen dick against her gaped-open bunghole and gently push forward.

		

		“Oh, damn, go slow,” she urged him as she felt the fat cock head punch through her resisting anal muscles, “Grady’s is just as long as yours, but it’s not as thick, not nearly as thick!”

		

		“Jesus, you’re tight,” he gasped, her anal sheath fluttering wildly around his cock as he penetrated it slowly, “are you sure you can do this? I don’t want to hurt you.”

		Eliza dug her fingernails into the bedspread and pushed backward with her hips, driving another inch or two of Rafe’s rigid pole into her ass. She sighed, “Oh, God, it’s a big one. But I want it…I want to show you how bad I can be for you!”

		

		Rafe grunted and drove the rest of his long prick into her all the way up to his pubic mat. She felt it, all scratchy and rough, nestled up against her butt cheeks and breathed out in relief.

		

		It hurts worse than Grady’s did that first night he did it to me this way, but I did it! I proved to Rafe—and myself—that I can ass-fuck with the best of them!

		

		“Ungh, give me a second to get used to it,” she murmured.

		

		Her ass really burned, far more than it did when her husband took her this way. She wondered absently how those porno girls managed to take those really huge ones up their butts.

		

		“Here, this will help,” he whispered, inserting two fingers into her wet pussy and beginning to fuck her with them, while holding his buried cock still, in her stretched open ass.

		

		He found her g-spot and massaged it with his fingertips, while the main part of his fingers glided in and out across her throbbing clit. Suddenly, his cock felt nicer in her bottom--those magic fingers of his were doing the trick!

		

		“Ooh, that feels so good,” she sighed, working her ass involuntarily back against both his prick and his massaging fingers.

		

		“Just relax, and let old Rafe take over from here,” he urged her, increasing his finger strokes into her juicy quim as he began to gently fuck her in the ass. “Holy God, but you’re tight—you’ve got the cutest, snuggest little butt I’ve ever fucked, Eliza!”

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, your taking over sounds great to me,” she whispered in rapidly-growing bliss, “you sure seem to know how to please a girl with that big cock of yours—no matter what hole it’s in!”

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Giving Rafe Everything

		

		“Oh, God, yes, fuck me in the ass!” Her voice was a growl of pure arousal, husky with the need to come yet again.

		

		Eliza was on her back, the upper half of her torso up against the big pillows that lined the headboard, the lower half of her long body stretched out on the mattress, legs jack-knifed in half. She glanced upward, her vision tinged by a haze of red that seemed to permeate it, and saw her long legs on ether side of the thrusting Rafe, her toes up against the bedroom wall just above the top of the headboard.

		

		Rafe was still fucking her ass, but he had rearranged her spectacular body after he had made her come yet again, drilling her bottom from in back, and playing with her clit and g-spot. She had gasped at the intensity of that orgasm, her first ever dual clitoral and g-spot orgasm. It had been coupled with a hellaciously sharp spasm of sympathetic joy from her deeply penetrated ass as she went off for him.

		

		She had come and come, the towering climax seeming endless, but Rafe had managed to hold off, rutting away inside her “forbidden” hole like some powerful sex machine. He had kept fucking her butt and toying with her twin erotic triggers until she had nearly passed out from the intensity of her pleasure.

		

		Then he had moved her limp, wrung-out body into its current position and pushed easily into her gaped-open rear entrance once again and started fucking her as if he had never stopped. It hadn’t felt like much at first, but the old familiar feelings had returned surprisingly fast, building and increasing as he urged her to play with her right titty as he fondled her left nipple and used his free hand to toy with her clit again as he balled her asshole.

		

		“Ungggh, fuck me hard,” she urged him, squeezing her own nipple firmly as his cock flew in and out of her stretched-open anus, “oh, fuck, that’s it! Really ram my ass full of that big cock of yours!”

		

		Rafe was sweating, delirious with the need to shoot off in her tight butt. His eyes blazed with an unholy fire as he claimed her proud body again and again in this nastiest of ways.

		

		“God, you’re something,” he wheezed, reaming her ass out furiously, “you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever fucked!”

		

		She bit her lip and tossed her long, raven hair about. Eliza was in the zone. She had never been fucked like this, so powerfully, so deeply, so urgently…she hadn’t even known that people fucked like this in real life—she thought such couplings were the stuff of porn movies!

		

		“G-Gonna’ come,” she gasped, “oh, fuck, Rafe, you’re going to make me come again!”

		

		“Me too, beautiful,” he panted driving his cock into her relentlessly, “I’m going to cream that unreal ass of yours this time!”

		

		“Do it,” Eliza begged him; “I want to feel you fill me with that hot stuff of yours. Sweet Jesus, but I need to feel it shooting into me!”

		

		He pummeled her clitty with his fingertips, her super-juicy pussy splashing out lube as he teased it expertly. His cock pistoned in her ass, setting off sympathetic spasms in her violated anal sheath, which merged with the pulses of joy emanating from her well-massaged clit.

		

		All at once, her magnificent tits clenched in time with her clasping ass and pussy, so sharply that it nearly jerked the nipple she was playing with from her fingertips. A sheet of white-hot, orgasmic fury totally engulfed her body, and she screamed, “Oh, I’m coming, oh, God, am I ever coming?”

		

		She heard Rafe gasp—the same sound he had made that first day, when they’d gone to lunch at Spago, and she’d blown him in the back of the limo, came rushing back to her—and his thick, hot spunk began to rocket up her ass, just as it had jetted into her mouth on that day. The waves of warm, heavy fluid felt just right as they coursed up her tight anal passage and oozed out onto her spasming clit as he continued to fuck into her ass.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so hot…and there’s so much of it!” She moaned out the words, her whole body still quivering as he emptied his nuts into her, his cock driving in and out of her clasping, gooey anal sheath.

		

		I’m coming so hard, as he shoots off inside me, she told herself, still struggling to get a decent breath, I always come when Grady fucks me back there—but not like this!

		

		Was it because it was Rafe, or was it the thickness of his cock? Or was it just the taboo nature of their coupling that was making her go off so strongly, as she had before, when he’d first slipped that fat log of his up her cunny?

		

		She didn’t know. All she knew was that she was enjoying this illicit sexual rendezvous much more than she ever dreamed she would. Eliza couldn’t wait for the next round to begin!

		

		****

		

		As it turned out, she didn’t have long to wait; Rafe suggested a dip in the hot tub together, and she saw nothing wrong with that. After a quick stop in the shower, to sluice the copious globs of semen out her asshole, she hopped in the roiling water next to him, gratefully accepting the flute of champagne he offered her.

		

		“This is so nice,” she complimented him, as she sipped the glass of perfectly-chilled Krug Champagne Grande Cuvee, “Grady and I thought about getting one of these for the back patio.”

		

		“I have one outside, by the pool, and this one for more…intimate use,” Rafe said as he toasted her and clicked rims.

		

		“We sure got intimate a few minutes ago,” she smiled shyly at him, remembering how hard she’d come from his fat cock up her ass both times he’d done her that way.

		

		“Yes, anal sex is one of the most intimate acts as couple can perform,” Rafe agreed, sipping some of his champagne. “And you do it exquisitely, just like you fuck in the more conventional way.”

		

		“Why, thank you, kind sir,” she whispered to him, moving closer on the seat below the roiling water, “I just started having that kind of sex not long ago; anal, I mean. I didn’t even know you could do it facing each other; I thought the man had to be behind you.”

		

		“Either way is a treat with someone as beautiful as you, Eliza,” he said with a devilish grin. “The view of your back, with that spectacular ass of yours, and those long, perfect legs, is an incredible turn on. And being in front, seeing that gorgeous face and those great tits…bags of fat--excuse me--is a fantastic aphrodisiac as well.”

		

		They both laughed at his use of the term “bags of fat”, and drank more of the fantastic champagne. She whispered, “So, did I do it okay, considering I haven’t had much experience with anal sex, yet?”

		

		He laughed and drained his champagne flute, reaching for the chilled bottle which sat a few feet away, in an ice bucket. As he refilled his glass, and hers, he said, “You were superb, Eliza, as you were with your mouth, and that sweet, tight little pussy of yours.”

		

		She grinned with relief and drank some of the delicious champagne. His face became serious as he asked, “Why did Grady tell me you weren’t up to snuff in bed?”

		

		Thinking quickly, Eliza said, “Well, maybe he didn’t want to share me, at first. And he just said that so that you wouldn’t want me.”

		

		“Well, I guess I can’t blame him for that,” Rafe agreed, thinking about it. “God, if I had a woman like you, I’d guess I’d want to keep you all to myself, too.”

		

		She giggled and drank more champagne, before teasing him, saying, “You guess…I thought you were this dynamic, take-charge kind of man. What aren’t you sure about, when it comes to me?”

		

		“I’m forty-four; you’re only what--twenty-three or so?” Rafe asked with a somewhat chagrined expression. “A girl as young, as vital as you are; you might kill me, having sex with you every day. Spending a night like this one with you, or a whole weekend, once in a while is better for me; let Grady carry the main load of pleasing a sensual, sexy creature like you on a day-today basis.”

		

		Again, she laughed. Her voice was almost a purr of pleasure as she spoke, “Oh, I don’t know…you’ve done a masterful job so far.”

		

		She leaned over and finished her champagne, placing the empty flute on the edge of the Jacuzzi, and threw both arms around his neck playfully. Eliza whispered in his ear as she nuzzled it with her lips and teased the lobe with her tongue tip, “As a matter of fact, I bet you’re ready for some more…fun and games right now.”

		

		He moaned and turned his head, putting his own empty glass down and taking her nude body in his arms once again. They kissed and his tongue darted into her welcoming mouth, her big naked tits against his furry chest once more.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, I thought so,” she whispered, breaking off the kiss for just a moment to reach down and find his once again hard cock beneath the bubbling water.

		

		She stroked it lightly and he groaned with rapidly-rising passion. He murmured, “You can thank Viagra--and you being the most beautiful, desirable woman I’ve ever held in my arms--for that.”

		

		“Well, I guess it’s not such a bad thing to be thought of as beautiful after all,” she said with a tiny smile, and stroked him a bit harder as she kissed him once again, her tongue invading his mouth this time.

		

		God, I’m behaving like a real slut, but I don’t care, she thought as her body heated up once more to a low boil, I’m just dying to feel this big thing inside me again, in any hole Rafe wants to put it in!

		

		They kissed with real ardor for what seemed like forever. Eliza felt her nipples expand to fullness again against her older lover’s broad chest. And even in the hot water, she sensed that her pussy was more than slick enough for him to shove his thick cock right into its welcoming lips.

		

		“Come on, let’s dry off and get back in the bedroom,” Rafe said in a voice that left no doubt as to his need for her.

		

		He stood up in the tub, his big cock swollen with lust for her, and reached for a towel. As he grabbed the big white terrycloth rectangle, he stepped from the tub and threw the towel over his shoulders.

		

		“Here you go,” he grunted, bending and fishing Eliza from her seat as if she weighed nothing.

		

		He stood the giggling girl on the mat next to him and took the towel and quickly dried both her and himself off. Then he surprised her once more by picking her up and carrying her into the bedroom and tossing her on the bed.

		

		“Ooh, you must be in a hurry, darling,” she cooed at him, smiling, her lush body laid out for his pleasure, her arms held up to invite him to claim it as his once again, the way they had been at the start of the evening.

		

		“Oh, I am,” he assured her, getting on the bed with her, no clothes to slow him down this time.

		

		He took her in his arms and kissed her eagerly again, his tongue plunging right into her accepting mouth. She rubbed her erect nipples against him as they kissed, enjoying the feel of his manly pelt of chest fur against them.

		

		“Baby, these are the finest tits in all of LA, maybe on the whole west coast,” he growled as he broke off the kiss a minute later, and pounced on them hungrily.

		

		“Oh, suck them, Rafe, darling,” she mewled happily as his lips engulfed the left one and his fingers gripped the right one just the way she loved it.

		

		They may be just bags of fat, but he sure knows how to make them feel divine, Eliza thought as she luxuriated in the feel of his avid mouth on them, his knowing fingertips.

		

		She twisted and turned beneath him, pushing her aroused tits up into his hot, demanding mouth until her untouched pussy lips were overflowing with sex lube. Her hips hunched up off the bed of their own accord, her cunt seeking his cock.

		

		“Fuck me, Rafe,” she begged him, “stick that huge dick of yours in me, please, I need it…now!”

		

		“God, you’re one hot woman,” he breathed excitedly as he rearranged his body atop hers and pushed his harness deep into her juicy folds, “fuck, I don’t think I’ve ever been in such a wet, slick pussy!’

		

		I am wet and slick, she acknowledged to herself, beginning to work her hips up off the mattress in time with his thrusts down into her. Oh, fuck, it feels so great; to get it like this…hard and deep and fast; from a man who just wants to fuck me, who is crazy to fuck me, a man that I shouldn’t even be with in the first place!

		

		She told herself that Rafe’s cock was fantastic as she screwed him royally, her arms tight around his neck, her pussy open to his frantic lunges. This was perfect. This was sex for sex’s sake—no love or forever promises; just hot and nasty fucking!

		

		Eliza dug her heels into the sheets and pushed upward. She loved it like this. She knew Rafe was going to blast another big load of come deep inside her soon, and she welcomed it. She wanted to feel him to pump her full of his slick, hot jism…everywhere a bunch more times before morning came!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Home: Grady

		

		Well, I sure hope he can take it, like he promised me he could, Eliza thought somewhat worriedly as she sat and waited for the garage door to clank downward and close completely behind her Camray. It was the next morning, Monday. And it was right at nine o’clock.

		

		Because I did everything he wanted.

		

		She and Grady had talked about her first night with her new lover at length, during Saturday night and all day Sunday, before she had departed for Rafe’s mansion at four-fifteen, anxious to get there at five and to be right on time.

		

		She had been.

		

		She got out of her car now and took her small overnight bag inside the house with her. The kitchen was empty. She sat the bag on the kitchen table and made her way through the house until she came to the master bedroom.

		

		Grady was asleep, the sheets and blankets a twisted mess around his naked body, as if his sleep had been a fitful one. She didn’t blame him there. It must have been excruciating for her darling husband, lying here by himself last night; imagining her and Rafe together, in bed.

		

		Eliza slipped out of the sweatshirt she had pulled on over at the mansion just a little while ago. She hadn’t bothered with a bra this morning, and discarding the sweatshirt left her nude to the waist. Easing down her jeans, she kicked out of the flats and the ped socks, leaving her dressed only in some full, “grandma” briefs, instead of the thong panties she normally wore.

		

		There was a reason for that; a promise to Grady that he had specifically asked her to fulfill for him--and one that she had, somewhat reluctantly, agreed to keep.

		

		“Hey, sleepyhead, I’m home,” she whispered to him as she slid into the tangled bed sheets next to him.

		

		“Oh, babe, I’m so glad you’re back,” a befuddled Grady looked up at her, his eyes full of concern, and relief, now that she was finally home.

		

		They looked at each other for long moments, neither wanting to be the first to bring up last night. At last, Eliza took a deep breath, praying that this would come out as well as she hoped, and said, “It went great. I think…no, I’m sure that he was more than pleased with the way I…uh…performed for him.”

		

		Grady’s voice was little more than a croak as he stammered, “Did you…I mean, did he…did he want to do…I mean…did he want you to…?”

		

		She smiled shyly and nodded her head that he had. “He…he took me just the way we thought he would…in every hole…and in all of them more than once.”

		

		Her cuckolded husband looked utterly tortured at that confirmation of his worst fears…and excited by it at the same time. He focused his gaze on her breasts, and saw a faint, red mark next to her left nipple.

		

		“W-What’s that?” He demanded.

		

		“Rafe has sharp teeth,” she explained in a low whisper, “and he really liked my big titties. He sucked them a lot, and he nipped at them; sometimes I guess he got a little carried away.”

		

		“Did he…hurt you?”

		

		Eliza replayed the whole night and this morning quickly in her mind. A fond smile flickered across her lips before she murmured softly, “No, he didn’t do anything I didn’t want him to do.”

		

		Grady looked stricken at that comment. But she noticed that his cock, beneath the twisted sheets, was as hard as it could get.

		

		She moved the sheet away and took him in her hand. As she began to stroke his hardness gently, she thought, yeah, I was right. He and Rafe are almost identical in length, but Rafe’s prick is a lot thicker.

		

		“It hurt, the first time he shoved that wide cock of his up my butt,” she teased him, knowing instinctively that her voyeuristic husband would love this intimate disclosure, “but I got used to it right away. It felt awesome, after I did. Rafe is really good with his fingers, and his tongue. He made my pussy feel like heaven as he fucked me in the ass with that big, thick cock of his, darling.”

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Grady moaned, his dick jumping in his wife’s gentle grip, as he clearly saw that in his mind’s eye; his sweet--until recently--innocent Eliza getting fucked in the butt by a huge dong, while its leering owner toyed expertly with her clit!

		

		“Shall I tell you all about last night, from the beginning?”

		

		He trembled, obviously torn between wanting to know what had happened between his boss and his wife last night, and not wanting to know. Grady thought for long moments, his hard dick still in her ministering hand, when he seemed to notice the panties she still wore.

		

		“Did you…did you…do as I asked?” His voice was a strangled plea, as if half of him hoped she had, half of him couldn’t take it if she had.

		

		“Yes, want to see?” She whispered the words, letting go of his cock to use both hands to whisk the heavy garment off her ass and down her sleek legs.

		

		A huge mass of pearly-white semen oozed out of her newly shaved-bare pussy lips. The come was Rafe Ronson’s, freshly delivered from his big cock and massive balls at around six this morning. She had a matching wad of male goo streaming out of her ass; she could feel it. Rafe had pumped that one into her at around four this morning, both of the illicit lovers waking from a sound sleep and attacking one another, his cock ending up deep in her ass once more as he fucked her to yet another blistering orgasm.

		

		She scooted around on the bed so that Grady could see that…creampie, too. He stared, aghast, at the evidence that Rafe had blown one big load, at least, up Eliza’s recently virgin ass, as well.

		

		“And my mouth still tastes of his come,” she whispered to her husband, managing to look, at the same time, proud of how wanton with her new lover she’d been, and guilty about it. “I sucked him off just as I was leaving for home this morning, and swallowed it for him.”

		

		Grady groaned. He whimpered as if she were beating him with a whip. His whole body shook with emotion; with lust, as he gasped, “Oh, Eliza, you little whore—you did everything with him!”

		

		She giggled guiltily and took him in her arms, trying to comfort him. Nuzzling him close, she whispered, “I did. I even let him fuck my titties last night, while I pushed them together for him. He lined the trough they made with sex lube and fucked in between them like a madman. When he came, he shot it all over my neck and tits, and in my mouth. It was terrific fun—I’d never had a guy do that to me before!”

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God,” her husband groaned, imagining that, seeing Rafe Ronson pumping big ropes of white spunk all over his wife’s neck, her face, her breasts as she eagerly pushed her big, greased-up tits together for him to rut his huge load into!

		

		“Come on, get yourself a little of what Rafe got all last night and this morning,” she urged him. “Fuck me; slip that big cock of yours right where his was not an hour ago. Ride my pussy on top of his big…creampie!”

		

		Grady reacted as if she had driven a cattle prod up his butt and flicked it on. He pushed her roughly onto her back and set the head of his rigid cock against her jizz-smeared pussy lips.

		

		“Oh, God, you’re so…hot and gooey inside!” He made the comment as he drilled the full length of his super-erect prick into her.

		

		“It’s his come,” she informed him matter-of-factly. “He’s like you, babe, he’s got big balls. He really fills a girl up when he shoots in her, no matter what hole he’s in!”

		

		Her husband seemed to go a bit crazy at that blithe comment. He fucked her even harder and deeper, his rhythmic stabs into her womb squishing big globs of Rafe’s cock cream out of overflowing pussy lips. It slid down her ass crack, where it joined the thick curds of her new lover’s semen which was oozing steadily out of her violated rear hole.

		

		Grady’s balls dragged through the small river of sticky goo as he fucked her, having the effect of making him even more insane to penetrate her. He banged her furiously, his nuts sticking and breaking free of the stream of spunk his fierce fucking was dislodging.

		

		“Oh, oh, Eliza, you’re so full of his come!” Grady rasped, drilling her even more fiercely.

		

		He pushed his tongue into her lips and recoiled as he tasted his rival’s jizz for the first time, clinging to the roof of his wife’ mouth. Grady Cook shivered with revulsion, with the stark realization Rafe Ronson had actually claimed his woman in every hole she had last night. But didn’t pull his tongue out of her recently defiled mouth; he simply kissed her more passionately and rammed his cock into her faster and deeper.

		

		Oh, God, he’s as good a fuck as Rafe, when he gets wound up like this, Eliza marveled.

		

		She loved the way Grady was balling her. She just loved it!

		

		“Oh, Grady, darling, that’s right; fuck me, cream me, just the way Rafe did so many times last night and this morning!” She broke off the kiss and whispered the teasing words into his ear as he crammed her full of his cock, and it had the desired effect: it was like misting jet fuel onto an already roaring fire!

		

		“Ungggh, you little bitch, you cheating, little cunt!” He raged, fucking her like a wild man.

		

		Oh, fuck, it feels wonderful to get it this way from my sweet Grady! Man, am I going to come hard, the way he’s fucking me—oh, God, it’s so good!

		

		She clung to him as he screamed out his humiliation…his joy as he came inside his cuckolding wife’s soupy cunt. Eliza came right along with him, moaning as huge jets of come filled her already full pussy, forcing out wads of Rafe’s spunk, along with her husband’s.

		

		It felt marvelously naughty and depraved! It was mesmerizing, in its pure nastiness, and Eliza found she reveled in it!

		

		“Oh, fuck, Grady, you’re making me come even harder than Rafe did!” She gasped out the obscene compliment and felt him lurch into her again, depositing a final spurt of hot cream deep inside her cheating pussy.

		

		****

		

		“And he fucked you in the ass again?” Grady seemed incredulous at the older man’s staying power and pure horniness.

		

		“I know, I was so surprised,” Eliza grinned at him, “that was the third time he’d had me anally, and it was four in the morning! But that didn’t slow him down; he fucked my poor ass like a young stallion and shot another bucketful of come back there!”

		

		Grady was hard again. He had fucked her two more times after that first, frantic coupling, in between naps and cuddling, and more of the story of last night and this morning.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, babe, you are quite the stud, yourself,” she sighed, taking his once more hard cock into her hand again.

		

		She grinned approvingly at his big boner and bent to drag her tongue across it as she fisted it slowly. Eliza told her man admiringly, “Rafe had Viagra, or some such thing to help him along last night—he sure managed to stay hard a long time, and got stiff again real quick after he came…especially for a guy his age.”

		

		Grady smiled proudly down at her as she sucked his cock. He sighed, “I don’t need that shit yet, honey, not with a super-hottie like you in bed with me, telling me what a bad girl she’s been with another guy. Unlike old Rafe, I’m not even thirty yet.”

		

		Eliza stopped blowing him for a moment and commented, “I’d hate to see you on Viagra. You’d wear my pussy and my ass out in a year!”

		

		He laughed as she began to suck him in earnest. Reaching down, he stopped her quick head bobbing movements gently with his palm.

		

		“Talking about that fine little ass of yours…”

		

		She let his hard cock slip from her wet lips and smiled. “You want to do it to me the way he showed me last night, with us facing one another?”

		

		Scrambling into position, she spread her long legs wide for him and touched her toes against the wall above their headboard, the way she’d learned to do it last night at Rafe’s. Her asshole was still slightly more gaped open than usual, and it was shiny with Rafe’s escaping come and the sex lube he’d used to grease her up for him early this morning.

		

		“Push it right in,” she urged him, holding out her arms invitingly, “I’m still plenty lubricated back there from his come and Astroglide.”

		

		Grady’s eyes gleamed with an unholy thrill as he fed his hard on into her this new way. She moaned as he filled her nether hole with cock, and held him tight as he began to fuck his naughty wife in the “wrong hole”.

		

		Wordlessly, the young couple loved each other for long minutes. Grady could last forever, now that he had all but drained his big nuts into her. And Eliza had discovered that one of her favorite things was fucking…in either hole.

		

		And I love having a big cock in my mouth now, too, she thought, wriggling her tongue against Grady; loving the way he felt deep in her ass, thinking about Rafe, and how great his enormously thick one had felt as well.

		

		She wondered how soon after the first of the year Rafe would want to spend another night with her in bed. Eliza purred at that thought, riding Grady’s cock effortlessly, daydreaming of another fabulous night with Rafe, followed by any number of magical days and nights in bed with her loving husband—gloriously reliving her latest cheating tryst with his boss!

		

		The future stretched out, bright and promising for the two of them, as long as she continued to please Rafe with her body and her hotness in bed; and Eliza suddenly didn’t have any fears about her ability to do that. She had transformed herself into this sensual, sexual creature she was now—and she liked the result!

		

		She reveled in her new status as…hot Eliza. Fucking Grady effortlessly, in perfect rhythm with his thrusts into her ass, she gripped him tighter and dreamed about many more mornings like this, after many more nights in Rafe’s bed.

		

		Yes, the future for the Cooks looked bright, indeed!

		

		The End

		

		(Of Bartering Eliza. Look for Bartering Eliza II, sometime in 2015, on Amazon)

		

		

		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 and south Texas landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		

		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
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