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		Chapter One

		

		New Butler

		

		Her cell phone rang and Eliza Cook answered it right away, since the caller ID showed the call came from Rafe Ronson’s cell. She glanced at the time signature on the phone and scrunched up her nose in mild surprise.

		It was barely ten o’clock. What in the world was Rafe calling her at ten in the morning on a Friday about?

		“Hey,” said the deep baritone, “what are you doing, babe?”

		Eliza smiled, slipping effortlessly into her role as Rafe’s fun-loving, coquettish mistress, and sat down on one of the stools at her kitchen’s island counter. She toyed with a lock of her long, raven’s wing-black tresses as she replied, in her sultriest voice, “Oh, not much. Grady left for the office hours ago, and I’m still just lazing around. I haven’t even showered or gotten dressed yet.”

		“I’m home, too,” Rafe confided, “taking the whole day off.”

		“That doesn’t sound much like you,” Eliza told her husband’s, boss. “Are you sick or something?”

		“No, its nothing like that, Eliza,” Rafe said.

		There was silence on the line for ten seconds or so, and then Rafe added haltingly, “The thing is, there’s this business crisis that’s flared up suddenly in New York City, which needs my immediate attention. I have to fly out this weekend, to set up some important, face-to-face meetings on Monday to deal with this whole mess.”

		Eliza scrunched up her nose again, as she realized what that might mean, asking, “What does this do to our date Saturday night? I was supposed to come over to your place at five or so, and spend the night.”

		“Yeah, well, like I said, this business thing has come up, so I’m afraid we’ll have to cancel that.”

		Eliza surprised herself by feeling…cheated by this unexpected news. Six months ago, she would have taken Rafe’s backing out of their scheduled adulterous rendezvous much differently. No doubt she would have felt relief at not having to share a bed with him tomorrow night, and been more than happy to stay home with her husband instead.

		Now, she wasn’t so sure. She realized--with a start--that she had really been looking forward to a night of hot sex with Rafe; one which would have been followed by her return home to Grady on Sunday morning, her pussy still full of another man’s spunk. Her handsome hubby would then have proceeded to ball her brains loose, excited as always at the visible proof that she had been “cheating” on him with his studly boss all night long, and anxious to “reclaim” her spectacular body as his own!

		I’m really disappointed all that it isn’t going to happen, she reluctantly admitted to herself. Rafe and I haven’t spent a night in bed together for about ten days now and…God help me…I miss it!

		She shifted around uneasily on the stool and attempted to deal with the revelation that she had come to really look forward to these illicit evenings she spent as Rafe’s mistress. When had she gotten so…comfortable with their little “arrangement”, during the many months it had been going on? How was it that she secretly found herself anxious for Saturday night to arrive; so she could once again experience the taboo sensation of Rafe’s big dick fucking her senseless?

		Eliza sighed. That was an extremely screwed up way for a girl who was supposedly “happily married” to feel, she told herself with a sinking heart.

		When did I get to like sucking Rafe’s huge cock so much? When did I start…craving it like I do--up my ass, down my throat, deep inside my pussy--like an addict Jonesing for his drug of choice?

		Fidgeting around guiltily atop the stool again, trying to get comfortable, she found, much to her dismay, that the pussy in question was already wet, just from thinking about spending the night in bed with Rafe! She shook her head, as if trying to banish all thoughts of her lover from her mind. But she found that the images of his hard body and that extraordinarily thick shaft of his entering her, owning her for a few hours, refused to go away.

		The guy’s got a tongue like an anteater, too, Eliza sighed to herself mentally, somewhat wistfully, as she had this further thought.

		He’s every bit as good or better than Grady is at eating my pussy and making me come with his mouth. And he’s great at using those big hands of his, too, on my nipples and my clit. He knows just how to touch me the way I love being touched.

		And then there was the thrilling “reclamation sex” with Grady when she got home to consider as well. They had enjoyed some of their most explosive couplings while she had teased her horny, voyeuristic hubby with the lurid details of the naughty things Rafe had made her do for him the night before!

		“Uh…I’m really going to miss not seeing you, as we’d planned,” Rafe said just then, breaking the lengthy silence and sounding as if he’d been reading Eliza’s thoughts.

		Should I be honest with him? She agonized for more long moments as she weighed just how truthful she wanted to be with her lover. Should I admit that I’ll miss being with him, too?

		After all, this shameful…“relationship” between the two of them had started out months ago as a sort of obscene barter agreement. She had—very reluctantly, at first—agreed to give Rafe a night with her in bed a couple of times a month, to use her lush body any way he pleased, in return for him promoting Grady to West Coast Division Manager at Ronson Holdings.

		As a result of this Faustian bargain, her husband had jumped from making good money to making sensational money; shooting up the corporate ladder by two full pay grades at Rafe’s company. Eliza now drove a brand new Mercedes Benz, instead of the six year old Toyota she’d been tooling around in back then, while Grady had been awarded the full use of a sparkling new, top of the line BMW sedan--paid for by the company--as part of his senior executive compensation package.

		She glanced around their house, at all of the new appliances, and at the recently-purchased expensive furniture as well. And these up-grades hadn’t been bought on the installment plan; oh, no. They’d been more than able to pay cash for them all and still have money left in their savings account, thanks to the dramatic pay increase which had accompanied Grady’s big promotion.

		Yeah, it’s been a good trade-off so far; she admitted to herself, we got ahead beyond our wildest dreams, super-fast; and all because of me agreeing to start sleeping with Rafe, which has turned out to be more of a huge bonus, not a chore, as far as I’m concerned.

		Smiling wryly, she confessed to herself mentally, I just love fucking Rafe! It’s not like I want to leave my husband for him or anything like that, but spending the odd night with Grady’s pussyhound of a boss has proven to be a real kick in the ass, both for me personally and for my marriage. I’ve learned a lot I didn’t know before about sex from my hot sessions in bed with Rafe, and had great fun doing it!

		Looking back on it, she realized that Grady’s boss had been the first man to talk her into “titty-fucking” him, coming all over her face and neck when he finally shot off. Now she and Grady also did that a couple of times a month, at least, and both of them had come to love the inherent nastiness of that little kink.

		And she had learned through that experience, and others like it, that she totally enjoyed behaving like an out-and-out slut for the men in her life, for both Rafe and Grady! Titty-fucking had been only the tip of the iceberg; she no longer had any hard and fast rules as to what she would or wouldn’t consider doing, when it came to sex!

		She sighed as she realized the debt of gratitude she owed horny, sexy old Rafe. Her nights spent learning to please him had proven to be real eye-openers!

		“I’m going to miss spending Saturday night together, too,” she found herself blurting out into the phone at last. “I was really looking forward to it.”

		After a beat or two, Rafe’s voice—which reflected his own obvious delight at this concession from her—came back immediately, “Why don’t you shower, get ready, and drive over to my place right now? We can spend the day in bed together, rather than Saturday night.”

		Have I just been…“booty-called”? Eliza asked herself the question with another wry, somewhat shocked smile spreading over her beautiful face, as she realized the answer to that question was a definite-- “yes”!

		“I’ll talk to Grady, if you want, and explain everything to him, while you’re busy getting ready and driving over here,” Rafe offered. “I’m sure he won’t mind. You’ll be home sometime this evening and I can fly out to New York early tomorrow morning. What difference will it make to Grady whether you and I get together today or Saturday night?”

		“Well, he might be trapped into fixing his own dinner for a change, for one thing,” Eliza answered teasingly, “and our boy is a terrible cook, I’m afraid.”

		Rafe laughed and retorted, “He can go out and eat. Hell, he can even charge dinner tonight on his company American Express card for all I care!”

		Eliza felt her clit throb at the thought of just showering, throwing on some clothes, and driving over to Rafe’s Brentwood mansion for a round of hot sex right now. The spontaneous nature of this impromptu tryst added an element of spice to their already illicit relationship that Eliza somehow found all but irresistible.

		“Okay, you’re on, handsome,” she whispered breathily into the phone, her pussy getting even wetter at the thought of Rafe’s thick cock plunging deeply inside it this morning, mere minutes from now. “My lips will be around that huge dick of yours within the hour, I promise.”

		She heard him suck in an excited breath before he sighed into the phone, “Jesus, Eliza, even after all these months, it still turns me on something fierce, just thinking about being with you in bed. Get that cute little ass of yours over here, pronto, girl!”

		The line went dead and she found herself listening to a dial tone. Smiling, she put the phone away in her purse and hurried into the master bathroom to get ready for this unexpected...“date” with her lover!

		

		****

		

		The drive over to Brentwood only took twenty minutes or so. Los Angeles surface streets were not very busy at ten-thirty in the morning on a weekday, even if it was a Friday.

		Eliza had made the drive many times by now. She’d also journeyed out to Malibu, to Rafe’s big beach house a few times, too, to meet him there for a night of cheating fun.

		She wasn’t nervous at all anymore as she pulled through the twin gates of his estate and stopped right in front of the two-story, Georgian mansion. Doing so felt very familiar, almost...right, even though a nagging voice in the back of her mind told her that coming over here to fuck a man other than her husband was still wrong, no matter how many times she had done it before or how normal it now felt to her!

		A smile spread over Eliza’s stunning features as she remembered the first time she’d visited this impressive house. It was to attend the company Christmas party last December.

		She hadn’t wanted to be here at all that night—Eliza hated the forced conviviality of such business socializing, with everyone dressed in their best and chatting so gaily, the office feuds and rivalries all suppressed for the night, but still hovering just below the surface—even though Grady had patiently explained to her that they had to at least put in an appearance. It would have looked terrible, he’d insisted, in terms of office politics, if they hadn’t bothered to show up at Rafe’s lavish party at all; just blown off the big boss’s invitation completely.

		So she had dutifully worn her new, azure-colored, strapless gown, purchased just for the party, that night. That dress had really shown off her big, perfect breasts, and Rafe had gone bonkers over her. Her long, jet-black hair, perfect legs, and a great ass hadn’t hurt either; that and the fact she had been so strikingly beautiful ever since she was a teenager that all male conversation generally ceased for a moment or two whenever she first entered a room had not been lost on Rafe Ronson, either.

		Her most arresting feature, she knew, was her light-blue eyes. Since she was a black-haired girl from Texas, most people expected her to have some sort of olive-skinned, vaguely Hispanic cast to her features, when they first saw her from across a room.

		But as she got closer, the first thing they noticed was Eliza’s flawless, porcelain skin, and totally unexpected robin’s egg blue eyes. The entire package--the “Eliza mystique” as she wryly thought of her effect on men--was stunning enough to stop traffic, and Rafe had clearly been quite smitten with her charms that night, alright.

		During the party, he had spirited Grady away to talk about possible promotions in the offing for him during the upcoming year. Eliza’s husband had been with Ronson Holdings for a little less than a year at that point, but he was doing a super job. Even Rafe acknowledged that.

		While the two men had been gone, Eliza had busied herself by wandering around the living room, admiring the antique furniture and the period Christmas decorations. She had finished her drink, and headed down the hallway in search of a bathroom. As she had passed by the slightly ajar door to Rafe’s study, she’d overheard him making an outrageously obscene proposal to Grady: talk Eliza into sleeping with him, and he would seriously consider her husband for the soon-to-be-open West Coast Division Manager’s job!

		At first, the young couple had been in a state of shock over Rafe’s outlandish offer. But the more they considered it, the more reasonable taking him up on it had begun to sound to them. The huge increase in pay, the perks, and Grady’s rapid rise within the organization had, in the end, proven too tempting to pass up.

		Eliza smirked as she rang the doorbell now, remembering the relatively naïve, twenty-four year old girl she’d been all those months ago, at that Christmas party. She hadn’t even heard the term “hotwife” yet—which was how she now thought of herself, since Grady knew all about the nights she spent in bed with Rafe, and was more that okay with it.

		She had not yet tried anal sex back then, either. And she’d given a barely adequate blowjob; always running to the toilet or the sink to spit out a guy’s come immediately after he blew his load in her mouth. She wouldn’t even consider swallowing it for him, as he watched; one of the things--she now knew--most men liked best about that particular sex act.

		God, I was such a baby, sexually, before I made the decision to become Rafe’s mistress! She admitted as much to herself as she waited for the butler, Hedley, to open the door for her.

		The “training course” Grady had put her through before her first night with Rafe flashed through her mind as she waited. She remembered all of those afternoons spent with her husband’s laptop, exploring porn sites, teasing her clit with the vibrator she’d bought as she watched the lewd videos; completely lost in a previously unsuspected wonderland of anal sex, facials, double-penetrations, and sex between white girls--like herself--and big, super-hung black studs.

		Still bemused by those memories, she started visibly as the door suddenly opened and a huge black butler appeared in the doorframe. She had been expecting Hedley, the elderly, stiff-backed, very English factotum Rafe had employed for years to run his household staff and cater to his every whim.

		“Where’s Hedley?”

		She hadn’t meant to speak to the handsome, ebony houseman, in his formal butler’s dark suit and bowtie—but the question had simply popped out, unbidden; such was her shock at seeing this hunk answer the door, instead of the aging British relic she’d been expecting.

		“He retired, as of last week,” the new butler said, tilting his head and looking down at Eliza, “I heard he went back to England.”

		She peered up at the new man. Even though she was considered tall for a girl, at five-nine, this guy towered over her. He stood at least six-six and, beneath that well-tailored suit and white shirt of his, he was clearly buffed and quite muscular, too.

		And Rafe’s new servant was drop-dead gorgeous, to boot! She had never been bedded by a black guy, but like almost all Southern white girls, she’d secretly fantasized about it; especially after watching all of those nasty videos, starring various white porn actresses and hunky black dudes with salamis for cocks!

		“You must be the lady Mr. Ronson is expecting,” the new butler offered diplomatically, smiling at her as if he meant it, “come right this way. If you would be so kind as to follow me, please, I’ll take you to him.’

		This new man had a deep voice; one whose timbre reminded her of Rafe’s own sexy baritone, except this one was tinged with a black, ghetto-influenced pronunciation. Eliza followed him inside, where he closed and locked the front door and led her into the nearby cavernous living room.

		She couldn’t help checking out the new manservant’s butt as she followed along behind him. It looked as tight and muscular as the rest of him!

		“Ah, I see you’ve met James,” Rafe greeted her as she came up to him, taking her in his arms familiarly.

		They kissed for over a minute, their tongues coming into play immediately, and Eliza felt her nipples getting stiff against Rafe’s chest right away. She didn’t know what the new butler, James, would make of all this. After all, she had worn her wedding set today, as she usually did when she was with Rafe. She saw no reason to leave it home, since he was well aware of her married status.

		Hedley and known, of course, what Rafe and she were up to, but he had proved to be the very soul of discretion. Eliza had always suspected the very formal butler of secretly looking down that long English nose of his at her with disapproval. But Hedley had been careful to never let on that he saw anything amiss in the obvious impropriety of the wife of one of Rafe’s top executives spending the odd night in bed with the boss.

		Would James prove to be the same--impeccably discreet? She wondered, but didn’t let herself worry about it. After all, if Rafe trusted him, she had little choice but to do the same.

		They broke off the hot kiss at last. Rafe’s hazel eyes were sparkling with lust for her already.

		“Did you call Grady, like you promised you would?”

		Rafe looked slightly offended by her question as he replied, “Of course I did. He was okay with it, never fear.”

		She hadn’t really been worried about her husband’s reaction to the slight change in plans. As Rafe had said earlier on the phone, what did it matter if she came over to fuck Rafe today or Saturday night, as far as Grady was concerned?

		“I know it’s a bit early in the day, but can I offer you a drink, before we go upstairs?”

		Eliza’s usual drink of choice was a very dry martini, but gin before noon didn’t sound all that appealing. However, she did like the idea of a little alcohol, before their sexual encounter today began.

		It never hurt to get loose. She was long past being nervous about gong to bed with Rafe. He had already fucked her every way there was for man to fuck a woman, and he’d done it dozens of times by now. But, nevertheless, a drink did sound good, before they got down to it.

		“Well, I think it’s a bit early in the day for gin,” she said to him. “What do you suggest?”

		“How about a Bloody Mary or a Mimosa,” said Rafe, pointing over at the long bar on one side of the huge living room, “James is an excellent bartender, among his other talents.”

		That delicious mixture of orange juice and champagne sounded just right to Eliza. She took Rafe’s arm and let him escort her over to the bar. James slipped behind it and stood by, ready to serve them.

		“I think I’ll take your suggestion and have a mimosa,” she said to Rafe.

		“Two of those, James, if you don’t mind,” Rafe told the butler.

		“Coming right up, Mr. Ronson, should I make just the two, or whip up a whole pitcher full, while I’m at it?”

		Rafe considered that for a moment, and then answered, “Do a whole batch, and bring a second pitcher up to the bar in the master bedroom in a little while, would you, James?”

		“Certainly, sir,” said the butler, reaching into the bar refrigerator for a chilled bottle of Dom Perignon and container of what looked to be fresh-squeezed orange juice.

		“Mmmmmm, this is so yummy,” commented Eliza, sipping the perfect mimosa when it was handed to her, just moments later. “I love orange juice, and the champagne is very welcome, too.”

		“Let’s take these with us and adjourn upstairs, shall we, my dear?” Rafe asked, picking up the mostly full pitcher and his own flute.

		“Of course,” she smiled up at him as she took his offered left elbow, daydreaming about his big, stiff cock and how she much she was going to enjoy sucking it for him this morning…

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		James Brings Another Pitcher

		

		Eliza was feeling the mimosas much more than she normally would have. She’d had only a piece of toast and a few cups of coffee for breakfast with Grady this morning, at around seven o’clock,

		It was now just past eleven-thirty and most of the first pitcher of the refreshing, inhibition-killing cocktails had rapidly disappeared. She had let Rafe remove her sweater and kicked off her shoes as they sat at the small bar in the corner of his huge bedroom suite. They sipped their drinks and made small talk, with her dressed only in a short red skirt, pink thong panties, and a low-cut white cotton top.

		“No, not yet,” she had told him when he went to remove the top as well.

		She didn’t have a bra on underneath it, having elected to wear as little clothing as possible when she’d left her house for Rafe’s mansion this morning. If he ran true to form, he fully intended to strip her naked as soon as he could manage it anyway, so why dress up?

		“At least wait until the new butler brings the second pitcher,” she said, playfully slapping his grabby hands away when he tried to slip them up under her top to squeeze her naked breasts. “We don’t want him to see anything he shouldn’t, now do we?”

		Rafe merely grinned at her and pulled her in for another passionate kiss. Just before their lips met, he whispered, “You might like it if he did. I hear from the cook he’s got a mammoth black cock, and that he really knows how to use it to please a lady.”

		A tremor of forbidden arousal rippled through Eliza’s body as they kissed. She allowed herself, just for a moment, to imagine hunky James, the new butler, naked along with the two of them, his massive dick—in her mind’s eye it was a shiny-black, obelisk-like tower of a cock--as hard as Rafe’s own impressive tool in her fist.

		God, but that would be hot…both of them drooling over me; taking turns fucking me with their huge dicks!

		Suddenly, her mind flashed back to all of those double-penetration videos she had watched. She’d never done that, of course, taken two men at once.

		But she’d fantasized about it a lot. How would it feel, she wondered, to take on Rafe and James both at the same time; to have two big cocks inside her simultaneously?

		Eliza shuddered and sucked harder at Rafe’s tongue as she pondered that question! During the past year, she had grown to love anal almost as much as she now relished regular sex.

		Both Grady and Rafe fucked her in her tight little ass all of the time. How would it feel to take two cocks at once, one up her bottom and the other up her pussy? Would it stretch her out too much? Would it hurt, rather than feel oh, so sexy and good, the way a long, thick cock felt in both of her snug little holes, separately?

		Grady’s prick was roughly the same length as Rafe’s, just over eight inches. But the older man’s was a lot bigger around than Grady’s. Her husband’s wasn’t thin by any means, but Rafe possessed a real fireplug of hard dick, once he got an erection.

		And she had come to love taking that fat prick up her ass, down her throat, or in her pussy. God, it just wasn’t right for a woman to covet a guy’s cock as much as she had come to crave Rafe’s—especially a woman who was married to another man!

		“Ahem,” James stood in the doorway, clearing his throat discreetly, carrying the pitcher of mimosas.

		Rafe sighed and drew his mouth reluctantly away from Eliza’s. He glanced impatiently over at the new butler and patted the top of the bar with his palm.

		“Here, put it here, and bring another one up in a half hour or so, alright?”

		“Very good, Mr. Ronson,” James said with a smile as he set down the fresh pitcher and picked up the nearly empty one.

		He stopped to top off their flutes with what was left in the old pitcher, and then bowed his head as he backed deferentially out of the room. Eliza watched him depart and had to fight to keep from licking her lips as she let her mind dwell momentarily once again on her fantasy about him joining her and Rafe atop that big bed across the room.

		He’s scrumptious, she thought to herself, picking up her just-refilled flute and taking a small sip. The more I see of him, the better I like him. He sure makes for a nice visual change from that old fuddy-duddy that had the job before him, Hedley!

		“Drink up, why don’t you, my dear?” Rafe said with his usual shark-like grin, toasting her with his flute.

		“Why, Rafe Ronson,” she chided him playfully, draining the rest of her drink and holding out her empty glass to him for another refill, “if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to get me drunk and have your wicked way with me!”

		They both laughed softly at her tongue-in-cheek comment and clicked glasses after refilling hers. He leaned in and whispered, “I just may be at that. You always get so…daring when you’re slightly snockered, darling. You’re hot all the time, but especially when you’re half in the bag; you’re willing and eager to try anything and everything in bed.”

		She giggled and drank more of the luscious mimosa. It was true; she got really wild in the sack when she was drunk!

		Well, fuck it, she thought, knocking back the new flute full of champagne and orange juice. Why not do just that—get shit-faced drunk? It’s not like I actually have to drive home tonight, if I don’t want to; Grady knows where I am. I’ll just call him later and tell him I’m too tipsy to drive home. He’d much rather I did that than get one of those ten-grand drunk-driving tickets, that’s for sure.

		A wave of out-and-out horniness rippled through Eliza as she let her thoughts drift back to James’s big black cock, and then to Rafe’s super-thick pussy-pleaser. That was one of the big changes she had noticed about herself of late: since she had gotten comfortable with the…arrangement--wherein it was perfectly “normal” for her to spend a couple of nights a month in Rafe’s bed--she was way more voracious in her sexual appetites, both with Rafe and with Grady, her husband.

		When she wanted cock—which was embarrassingly often, lately—she wanted it now! She stared at Rafe, her blue eyes glittering with arousal, and she found herself slowly reaching down for the zipper of his slacks.

		All of a sudden, she didn’t care whether or not James saw her naked, sucking on Rafe’s huge dick. Another shudder of pure lust gripped her and she shivered atop the barstool as she imagined just that--him walking in on them!

		Actually, she admitted to herself--that sounded downright…hot. She envisioned the handsome black butler standing by, grinning, as she sucked Rafe’s fat dick, her bare breasts proudly displayed for both men’s viewing pleasure, and her waxed-bare pussy slit weeping out shiny girl-lube while they watched her mouth bob up and down on Rafe’s lip-stretcher of a prick!

		“I don’t think I can wait any longer,” she suddenly growled at Rafe, unzipping his pants in one practiced motion. “I want to suck your cock, right now!”

		“But…but what about James seeing you?” Rafe protested weakly, not really making any move to stop her as she opened the slit at the front of his boxers and reached inside for his half hard prick.

		“I don’t care, right at the moment, what he sees, do you?”

		She leaned over and slid her tongue all around his cock head, covering it with a thick coating of her warm saliva. Rafe’s eyes abruptly went to half-mast, and a hedonistic smile crept onto his somewhat cruel lips as she engulfed his swollen knob entirely, her tongue never ceasing in its swirling trek around his glans.

		“Fuck, no,” Rafe sighed, watching eagerly as Eliza’s mouth and tongue really went to work on his rapidly swelling dick. “If he doesn’t like it, he can quit and I’ll find myself a new butler.”

		Eliza felt herself sliding into the “zone”; she was incredibly horny! Rafe’s cock felt like heaven in her mouth, and it was already leaking out a steady stream of the sweet pre-come she loved to swallow so much.

		Wordlessly, she undid her skirt, still bent over his lap, got up from the barstool and--never missing a head bob on his fat prick shaft—stepped out of it. She shucked out of her thong panties as well, while she was at it, feeling the cool, air-conditioned air of Rafe’s bedroom hit her wet pussy lips. She moaned softly around the dick she was so hungrily nursing at.

		“Here, let’s get this off, too,” Rafe murmured, reaching down and taking the bottom hem of her top in his hands and pulling it upward.

		She let his cock escape from her mouth briefly, so that he could finish stripping off the last of her clothing, and then she went right back to slurping noisily on Rafe’s hardness. He sighed once more and took one of her heavy, perfectly-rounded breasts in each palm and began to squeeze them as she continued to gobble him up.

		“Oh, fuck, Eliza…you’re so damned beautiful,” he whispered, thumbing her very erect nipples just the way she liked having it done. “Every time I see you naked, it freezes the breath in my lungs!”

		Up until just recently, Eliza had been all but immune to compliments about the way she looked. For as long as she could remember, she had always been the prettiest child, the cutest girl, and the sexiest woman in whatever room she happened to be in.

		She used to dismiss the idea out of hand that her extraordinary looks were all that special, since she didn’t really feel she’d had much to do with them in the first place. It wasn’t as if she ate right or worked out much or ran five miles every day religiously: her mama was a knockout and her daddy was an extremely handsome man.

		That was it; the secret to her success in life—extraordinary genes! She’d had to little to say about it; she just happened to look the way she looked.

		But now she had been forced to reconsider that long-held position. After all, her spectacular good looks had been responsible for her and Grady’s big leap upward in the world.

		It was undeniably true that Rafe wouldn’t be so gaga over her breasts if they weren’t so round and full. And that face of hers wouldn’t thrill him as much as it did; gliding up and down his hard on, if it was not truly gorgeous. If her ass hadn’t been so tight and didn’t resemble—as it did—two halves of a peach, had her pussy not been so pink and lovely and tight, he wouldn’t be as keen as he was on sinking this big hunk of meat into both those perfect little holes of hers whenever he got the chance!

		“Oh, you can suck me off all the way later, if you want,” Rafe panted at that moment.

		She let his cock slide out of her wet lips and smiled up at him questioningly, provocatively. He grinned back at her and said, “Right now, I want to fuck you, Eliza. Get on that bed…I can’t wait another second to feel that hot, snug little pussy of yours around my fat dick!”

		That sounded fine to her. She could barely wait for that either…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Rafe, give it to me hard,” she all but begged.

		He was naked behind her, his big cock sunk deep in her super-wet pussy. She was on her hands and knees in front of him, in the middle of the canopied, king-sized bed, thrusting her ass backward in rhythm with his powerful lunges into her.

		“I’ll give it to you, alright!” Rafe gasped, really reaming her cunny with his hard dick. “You hot little slut…I’ll fuck you until you can’t see straight!”

		“Oh, yeah, just like thaaaaaat,” she crooned as he started banging her even harder and deeper with each lunging stroke. “Fuck me just like that, babe. Make me come!”

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah, come for me, you wild bitch!” His voice was a raspy sigh of pure, animal lust.

		Eliza whinnied like a well-fucked mare and felt the muscles surrounding her pussy sheath start to tense. She was right on the brink of a massive orgasm. Rafe was balling her right up to the gates of heaven with that thick cock of his!

		She loved the way he fucked her. It was so different than the way Grady did it.

		Her husband loved her, and it showed. Even when he was balling her brains loose, there was that element of deep caring present.

		Rafe, on the other hand, didn’t love her. He just wanted to use her marvelous body for his own gratification.

		Eliza knew that and yet, somehow, knowing it only turned her on more when he took her! Over the months she had been bedded by Rafe, she had come to realize that a part of her just loved being degraded; that she got off hard when her lover did things like forcing her to take a big load of his come right in her beautiful face, and then expecting her to subserviently wipe it off with her fingers and swallow it while he watched!

		Grady also did that kind of thing to her once in a while, usually at her request. But his kind eyes usually seemed to be saying “I love you so much” even while he was “forcing” her to do nasty things for him.

		Rafe’s eyes weren’t sending her any such message when she acted like a nasty girl for him. They were too busy gloating over her total domination, showing just how much her slightly cruel lover was enjoying her degradation at his hands.

		And, somehow, that struck her as being so damn…hot!

		“Here is that other pitcher of mimosas that you…Holy jumping fuck!”

		The two startled occupants of the bed turned their heads as one and stared at the open doorway. James stood inside it, slack-jawed and shocked-looking, with a frosty pitcher of mimosas in his right hand; his eyes were bugged out of his head, like some comic-relief black actor from a nineteen thirties movie.

		“Put the pitcher in the refrigerator under the bar and get your ass out of here, right now!” Rafe bellowed, never missing a thrust into Eliza’s clinging pussy.

		She began to quiver all over. The fact that she was being watched, and by a total stranger at that, as she got ready to launch into that most intimate of acts—orgasm—did something completely unexpected to her: it really sent her clit into “overdrive” as she began to climax!

		“Oh, fuck, am I ever coming?” She screamed out the words and her pussy began to spasm incredibly hard around Rafe’s driving dick.

		“Man… would you look at that,” James sighed longingly as he stopped and watched.

		He left the pitcher on top of the bar and stood staring raptly as Eliza came furiously right in front of him. A sly smile crept onto his face and his cock began to stir to full hardness beneath his suit as he witnessed this gorgeous woman shiver and shake through her orgasm.

		Oh, shit, he’s much bigger than Rafe, she realized, glancing back over her shoulder, watching him ogle her as she climaxed.

		The thought tumbled through her head as she continued to come and come: Rafe had a really big one, but James was packing a monster dick under those stylishly cut suit pants of his—that was for sure!

		Her previous naughty thoughts about James bringing that huge black cock to join them on this bed overwhelmed her. Eliza whimpered and climaxed even harder, as she imagined the new butler fucking her in the ass while Rafe creamed her pussy, as he was doing now!

		“Jesus, what’s come over you?” Rafe’s deep voice flowed like warm honey over her trembling body. “This tight little cunt of yours just keeps going off around my dick!”

		James merely groaned as his boss said that, his hard on growing even larger behind his suit pants. He shook his head and muttered, “That sounds just right to me…she ought to come hard…she’s so fucking fine!”

		Rafe finished emptying his nuts inside Eliza and slid his temporarily spent dick out of her oozing pussy slit. She melted down onto the bedspread and turned over onto her back, still luxuriating in the afterglow of the intense orgasm.

		She didn’t even try to cover her big tits or her come-weeping gash. In fact, her legs were open slightly, so that her enraptured audience of one could clearly see those puffy pink lips, all covered in Rafe’s pearly-white spunk!

		“Oh, man, she’s incredible!” The black butler hissed admiringly under his breath as he continued to openly leer at her naked, lewdly-displayed body, his cock now as hard as it got--all eleven, unbelievably thick, inches of it.

		Even though she had come less than a minute ago, Eliza felt an unexpected second wave of horniness seize control of her once again. She smiled seductively at the handsome butler and began to tease her clitty with just the pad of her forefinger, using Rafe’s slick come as a lubricant, while James watched, clearly entranced by her other-worldly beauty, by her unabashed sensuality.

		“What the fuck…” Rafe’s surprised voice trailed off as he witnessed the raunchy spectacle of his mistress putting on a teasing peep show for his new manservant.

		A smile of understanding spread slowly across his handsome face as he leaned over Eliza and whispered, “You want him to fuck you, too, don’t you, Eliza, you hot bitch?”

		Another tremor of pre-come fury washed over her and she twisted on the bed. Looking up at Rafe, she mumbled somewhat drunkenly, “What if I do? Would you like to see that…darling? Would you like to see his big black cock going into my pussy…while you…fuck me in the ass?”

		“Holy mother of God,” murmured Rafe as he pictured that little scenario in his mind, his hazel eyes glittering with arousal, even though he had just come in her pussy moments ago. “Sweet Jesus, but you’re one hot young cunt, Eliza!”

		He looked over at James and said, “What about you…do you want to fuck this gorgeous creature while I ream out her ass?”

		James seemed to consider that for only a few seconds. Wiping his all but drooling mouth with the back of his big right hand, he said softly, “Whatever you want, boss. I’m willing to do whatever you want, when it comes to her.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Eliza’s First Threesome

		

		Rafe hadn’t gotten to where he was in the business world without being able to make quick decisions. He looked at Eliza, then back at James, and growled, “Get your clothes off and then get your black ass over here.”

		James immediately stripped off his bowtie and got out of his suit coat. In his growing excitement, he fumbled with the buttons on the front of his white shirt as they watched, but he finally got it open.

		Eliza’s breath caught in her throat as she thought about what she was doing. She was really cheating on Grady this time!

		Their little extra-marital “arrangement” concerned Rafe and her. It didn’t include her balling anyone else. How would Grady react to her being in an illicit threesome with Rafe and a hunky young black guy; one with…a huge dick?

		Maybe I just won’t tell him about it, Eliza thought as she eagerly watched James slip out of the shirt, toss it on the bar, and start to undo his suit pants.

		She took in the chiseled abs, the hard-as-rock pecs, and the tiny waist and sighed. This guy was positively yummy…there was no denying that!

		I want him, she admitted to herself, as a tiny shiver of lust rolled through her. I want to see that enormous black cock of his. I want to hold it in my hand, to lick it all over, to suck it for him!

		Another, stronger tremor of arousal gripped her and she felt her clit jerk under her gliding fingertip. She licked her lips and imagined sucking him as Rafe entered her bottom!

		Ooh, I want that, she again acknowledged, I want to feel it. I want to feel him fucking my pussy, while Rafe is deep in my ass!

		A huge pre-come spasm roared through her as she admitted those forbidden desires to herself. She was acting like a true slut now…and loving it!

		And it didn’t look as if she was going to have to wait long for her fantasies to be realized. James had kicked off his black dress shoes and tugged down his socks, leaning on the bar as he did so.

		When he straightened back up, he doffed his suit pants and laid them on the bar top next to his shirt, coat, and tie. He was looking hungrily at her as he eased his boxers down and let them drop to his bare feet.

		Holy fuck, he’s even bigger than I imagined, Eliza thought as he stepped out from behind the bar and she beheld his hard cock and gargantuan ball sac for the first time. He’s as big as those porn guys in the videos I watched…maybe even bigger!

		As James approached the bed, his prick looked even larger. It jutted out in front of him like some sort of lewd black battering ram; at least eleven inches in length and nearly as big around as a soup can!

		“That’s some cock, isn’t it, Eliza?” Rafe’s voice whispered in her ear.

		She shuddered with a combination of lust and fear as she stared, transfixed, at the huge ramrod of hard flesh. Part of her wanted to reach out and touch it, but another part of her—the component of her being that had been raised as a proud white girl in southern Texas—recoiled from it, the way she would from a menacing black snake!

		“Do you want to suck it, Eliza?” Rafe’s voice in her ear goaded her onward. “Don’t you want to wrap those pretty pink lips around it, and suck?”

		She made a little sound of pure longing as the pit of her stomach dropped away while she pictured herself doing just that!

		I DO want to suck it, she admitted to herself, oh, God, I just want to take it in my mouth and suck it so good!

		With an animal-like growl she sat up on the bed and leaned forward. James’s cock head was now mere inches from her lips.

		“Here, mama, you want a little taste of…black?” The butler’s deep voice didn’t sound as if it belonged to a respectful servant anymore; there was a much more pronounced, ghetto cast to it as he offered Eliza just the tip of his fat prick.

		She moaned and shot her tongue out to caress it. The skin was so soft, so hot, and so ebony-colored against her tongue!

		Eliza sighed and opened her mouth for him, her tongue going crazy on his cock head. James pushed forward with his hips just slightly, piercing her lips and sinking all of his thick knob into her eagerly accepting lips.

		It…it doesn’t taste any different at all! Eliza was shocked to discover that black cock tasted just like white cock as she licked at it and began to suck.

		She felt her eyes going half closed with out-and-out lust as the huge knot of flesh penetrated deeper into her mouth. It was very warm and slick with his pre-come and her saliva as she basted it with more of her spit and took it deep into her throat.

		“Oh, man, this little honey is some cocksucker,” James sighed, feeding a few more inches into her mouth and down her throat.

		“You like that, do you,” Rafe asked his employee. “You like having my girl’s lips around your dick?”

		James grunted and slid more of his unbelievably thick manhood into Eliza’s avidly sucking lips, starting to fuck it like he would a pussy. He rolled his eyes and grinned, watching her going to town on his dick.

		Eliza was beside herself with arousal. She couldn’t believe that she was actually doing this—sucking a handsome black stranger’s prick--but she was!

		It’s so hot, sucking this guy’s monster cock while Rafe watches me, she told herself, running her tongue all over James’s prick shaft and plump head as he hunched it up and down in her mouth and throat.

		He was driving about three-fourths of his massive prick into her lips with each lunge now, and her eyes were starting to tear as she blew him. She was locked in a constant battle with her gag reflex but she wouldn’t stop; she swore she’d take every inch of him that she could!

		James smiled down at her and marveled aloud, “Look at her, man. She wants my dick. This little hottie wants all of it!”

		Eliza felt a hot pre-come spasm grip her and she sucked even harder. She did want all of him, every last throat-stretching inch of his giant cock!

		“Jesus, look at her suck that thing,” Rafe murmured, clearly fascinated by the way she was going after the servant’s black dick.

		“Suck it, Eliza, suck that python of a cock,” he urged her. “Suck it while I fuck you in the ass!”

		Eliza whined as she felt him manhandle her backward onto the bed. It was all she could do to keep her lips around the prick still reaming them, but James helped her do that by putting one of his big hands at the back of her head and pushing her mouth down onto him.

		All at once, she found herself on her hands and knees in the middle of the mattress, with James kneeling right in front of her and Rafe moving in behind her. She felt the now familiar sensation of lube being squirted into her anus, followed by Rafe’s thick finger, as he spread it around inside her tight opening.

		“Ummphhhh!” Eliza groaned as Rafe’s cock entered her ass in one big lunge, splitting her open, berthing itself deep within her tight confines.

		“Oh, yeah, boss, that’s the way to fuck her asshole,” James growled, watching the thick white dick penetrate her fully. “Fuck that fine little ass, while I massage her tonsils with my prick head!”

		“Spit-roasted”, she thought--remembering her porn film lessons well--that was the proper term for what was happening to her right now. James’s hard dick was drilling in and out of her mouth and throat, while Rafe’s went in balls-deep every time into her butt.

		Eliza glanced up at the big mirror in the canopied bed’s overhead. She saw herself being double-fucked for the first time in her life and almost orgasmed right then and there!

		Oh, fuck, I look so slutty, with one huge cock in my mouth and one up my ass at the same time! She shivered and sucked James even deeper on his next pass into her lips, the head of his whopper of a cock gliding down her long white neck as she watched in the mirror.

		Oh, God, oh, God, I’m being so nasty, she complimented herself. I look like one of those porn girls now, for sure!

		Rafe reached under her and found her clit as he banged her ass. He pawed at the tiny bundle of nerve endings as he continued to ream her and Eliza almost fainted, it felt so good.

		Yes, yes, play with my clit, she urged him mentally, stroke my clitty and fuck me right in the butt!

		“Jesus, but she’s a hot one,” James panted, watching her tremble beneath him. “She acts like she can’t get enough cock!”

		“You know it,” Rafe said proudly, gasping for breath, powering his dick into her nether opening as fast and as deep as he could. “My little Eliza is one sexy bitch, once she gets going!”

		Eliza realized she was going to come again. This whole situation was just so surreal; so incredible!

		She gurgled excitedly around James’s gliding cock and sucked even harder, feeling her pussy expand and contract, along with her well-fucked asshole. Rafe wheezed and murmured, “Fuck, she’s coming already. I can feel her ass gripping me, milking my cock as I bang it!”

		“And she’s swallowing all of my big dick,” James rasped, fighting to keep from coming himself as she gave him the blowjob of a lifetime. “Fuck, dude, this bitch is unbelievable. Just look at her gobble my cock—all of it!”

		It was true. Every last inch of the young butler’s huge black rod was disappearing between Eliza’s sucking lips now, with each penetration. Her gag reflex was going crazy and she had the constant urge to choke, but she fought it off and licked furiously at the delicious cock as it bottomed out in her throat again and again.

		“Oh, man,” Rafe hissed, really pouring the meat to her ass, lighting an unholy fire back there as he tweaked and teased her clit. “Look at her; just look at this hot bitch deep-throating that thing!”

		Eliza’s orgasm seemed to increase in intensity as she heard her two lovers marvel at her cocksucking prowess. She shivered with delight, her ass sucking at Rafe’s thickness even as it pummeled her.

		“Got to fuck her,” James growled just then, leaning back, tugging his prick free of her hungrily nursing lips with an audible “pop”. “Got to have me some of this prime pussy!”

		He lifted the spasming, shaking girl up onto her knees and knelt between her splayed open legs. Without preamble, he eased his elephantine cock into her super-juicy cunt and shoved upward.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh, oh, God, there’s so much of it!” Her gasped protest was lost in James’s deep, rumbling sigh of satisfaction as he took her, and Rafe’s answering moan of pleasure as he felt the second man’s cock shaft gliding against his through the thin wall of tissue separating the butler’s dick from his.

		So stretched open, Eliza’s panicked mind told her, too much…too much hard cock!

		But Rafe and James started to fuck her in unison. Eliza was a big girl, with a lush, sumptuous body, but the two men pinned her between them and rutted up into her as if she weighed nothing.

		Oh, fuck, are they ever giving me a royal screwing?

		“Man, this is the tightest, wettest pussy I’ve ever fucked,” James sighed, ramming into her again and again.

		“You ought to try this ass,” Rafe chortled, reaming it furiously.

		“I just may do that,” James said with a grin.

		“After I cream it,” Rafe breathed heavily, fucking hard. “I may let you slide that big black dick into it, after I’ve had it first!”

		“And you’re going to get sloppy seconds when you screw this little pussy again, boss,” James promised, his handsome face contorting into an “O” expression, “because I’m coming in it right…now!”

		Eliza felt a massive jet of spunk fill her cunt just then, followed by a second, even bigger spurt as James began to empty his balls into her. The hot jism inundated her clit and another orgasm ripped through her, even bigger and more powerful than the last one!

		“Jesus,” Rafe gasped, holding onto her shoulders, burying his own dick in her ass, “she’s really coming. And so am I!”

		A second wave of warm semen started to fill her, in the bottom this time, and Eliza’s towering climax reached new heights. She threw back her head and screamed, it felt so good, and let the two men drain their nut sacs into her quivering holes…

		

		****

		

		“There, I’m somewhat repaired,” she said teasingly, a wet wash cloth in each hand as she emerged from the bathroom ten minutes later.

		Rafe and James were at the head of the big bed, smiling contentedly, leaning back against the bank of pillows along the headboard. She slithered onto the mattress between them and knelt down, taking a soft cock in each hand and washing the evidence of the sex they’d just shared away.

		“You boys really gave it to me,” she chided them, letting their cleaned up pricks flop back down onto their ball sacs. “I didn’t think that white goo was ever going to stop dripping out of me, there for a while.”

		“You are one fine lady,” James said softly, smiling at her. “I couldn’t seem to stop coming inside that snug little pussy of yours.”

		“And I always shoot a lot of jism when I come,” Rafe growled, reaching possessively for her. “Especially with you, baby. You know that.”

		Eliza tossed the soiled washcloths down onto the carpet next to the bed and let Rafe drag her nearer. She pulled away from his grasp and went down onto her stomach between the two sprawled out men.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I see some cocks that need sucking,” she murmured softly, taking one in each hand.

		The two men grinned as Eliza’s mouth began to move from one prick to the other, licking and sucking, until both were standing proud and upright in her fists. She looked up at both of them as she sucked, her tongue swiping up and down the long cocks provocatively, teasingly, until they were once again as hard as a pair of stone obelisks.

		“Okay if take that fine little ass of hers this time?” James asked his boss, his eyes never leaving Eliza’s hot, prone body.

		“I believe I would like some pussy,” Rafe allowed. “I don’t mind if you fuck her ass while I’m getting it.”

		Eliza shuddered at the thought of taking the butler’s bull-like cock up her ass. But it wasn’t a shiver of revulsion. Rather, it was one of longing, mixed with a hint of fear.

		I’ve never had one that long up my ass before, she thought, her pussy weeping lube at the mere thought of being doubled again. But I want to try it. God help me, I want to experience that!

		Wordlessly, the two men maneuvered her body into the position they wanted. Eliza ended up on her knees on the bed, with James kneeling behind her and Rafe in front of her.

		She trembled with anticipation as the black man’s thick fingers lubed up her anus once more while he nibbled lightly at her long neck from behind. Rafe kissed her, his tongue roaming all over inside her mouth, sliding against hers, and she moaned with need.

		Fuck, this is so hot! She quivered with excitement, trapped between the two lusty men’s bodies. Both of them at once; I’m going to let both of them fuck me at the same time again.

		Rafe was the first to enter her. He slid his hard cock into the hilt in her wet pussy and she kissed him harder and reveled in the feel of him, stretching her cunt out; filling it.

		James, to his credit, made sure her ass was ready for his ultra-thick cock, sluicing two big fingers into her opening with lots of slippery lube on them. She quivered in Rafe’s embrace and willed her anus to open wide as she felt the huge prick tip nudging its way past her sphincter for the first time.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she groaned into Rafe’s mouth as the humongous cock entered her anal passage fully, plowing its way inside, driving the coating of slick sex lube before it.

		“Oh, man, this little ass is tight,” James grunted as he eased another few inches inside. “I don’t know that she’s going to be able to take as much dick as I’m packin’!”

		Rafe tore his mouth away from hers and growled, “My Eliza can take everything you can give her. Shove it all in there, James!”

		Eliza’s felt her emotions ricocheting between several extremes at that moment. She was proud that Rafe thought of her as being so hot she could handle anything that came her way in bed. On the other hand, James cock was even thicker than Rafe’s and it was a good deal longer; by far the longest one that had ever been in her ass.

		And that worried her. Could she really handle it? Could she really take that monster of a prick all the way up inside her small bottom?

		“Go slow,” she cautioned James, turning her head to glance back over her shoulder at him as he relentlessly claimed her ass. “I’ve never had such a big one inside me before…back there, I mean!”

		“Just relax, baby,” he crooned back at her in that rich baritone voice of his. “This ain’t the first time I slipped my big boy up a trim white ass.”

		He grinned at her as he fed another two inches of stiff cock into her and murmured, “Never had a woman as pretty as you before, though. And that’s a fact.”

		Eliza shuddered as more cock than she’d ever imagined bored its way deep inside her butt. It just kept coming; past the point where Grady’s prick ended, even on his deepest thrusts; past the spot where Rafe’s reached when he was really drilling her ass. It just seemed to keep on going!

		Isn’t he ever going to run out of hard dick to fuck up into me? Her slightly panicked mind asked the question just as she felt his wiry pubic hair kiss her ass cheeks and realized that he was all the way up inside her.

		She had done it! She had taken every inch of the mammoth black cock in both holes now, not to mention down her throat earlier!

		Eliza shifted her weight a little, testing how it felt to be so full of hard, thick male meat. Rafe’s prick was still stuffed up her pussy and now James was buried in her butt.

		It doesn’t really hurt, Eliza realized with relief. I feel fuller than I’ve ever felt before—having James in back somehow feels different than having him in front, while Rafe fucks my ass, like its more dick—but they’re not really hurting me.

		The two men began to move at that moment, and Eliza sucked in a breath and held it, dreading the pain she feared was coming. But it never materialized.

		Moving in concert, James and Rafe pistoned slowly in and out of her stretched-wide holes; the friction felt exquisite. Eliza had come to love the sensation of a big, hard cock gliding into her tight ass tunnel, and Rafe’s fat dick was pressed right against her clit.

		“Oh, that feels so nice,” she sighed, relaxing and just letting them fuck her. “Your cocks feel so great inside me.”

		Rafe flashed his shark-like grin and whispered, “I knew you’d love it, getting doubled like this. You’re the hottest bitch I’ve ever met, Eliza, bar none!”

		“Shut up and fuck me,” she hissed, her eyes half closed in rising ecstasy, smiling back at him, “give me that big cock of yours, Rafe. Really drive it up in me!”

		He chortled and did just that. Eliza moaned and took their dual pounding joyously.

		Her pussy felt marvelous, getting reamed out by Rafe’s thickness. And her ass was now singing under James’s deep, hammering penetrations.

		She felt her orgasm building, and rubbed her very erect nipples against Rafe’s rough chest hair and mewled ecstatically as she rode the two huge cocks. This was the way to live! This was the way she wanted to be fucked—hard and deep in both holes at once!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Telling Grady

		

		Eliza didn’t walk into her Sherman Oaks home that evening until the clock was striking eight. She was bone-tired but extremely satisfied.

		Rafe and James had spent all afternoon and evening fucking her, making her come gloriously. The horny pair of men had used their fingers, their tongues, and their cock to bring her to orgasm over and over again.

		And she, in turn, had used all of her feminine wiles to milk the come from their massive balls time after time. She smiled as she remembered the parting blowjob she had given each of them just a half hour or so ago.

		Both men could barely manage a few weak spurts of come for her to swallow; they were so fucked-out. And their impressive cocks had gotten only semi-hard, no matter how skillfully she had teased them with her mouth and tongue, prior to sucking them to completion that last time.

		I fucked them soft, she thought triumphantly. I guess I showed those boys who was boss in the bedroom!

		The smile faded from her lips as she approached her own bedroom. Grady would be waiting to reclaim her body, and he’d want to hear all the details about what she’d done with Rafe today and this evening, if she knew her horny husband.

		And I am going to tell him about James, too, she resolved as she made her way down the hallway, toward the master bedroom. I’ve been nothing but honest with Grady since all of this Rafe’s Mistress business started. That’s why it’s worked out so well, up until now; honesty. I see no reason to change that now.

		Grady was sitting up in bed, reading his Kindle when Eliza entered the room. He put the electronic reader down on his nightstand and smiled up at her.

		“I didn’t know whether to expect you home tonight or not,” her handsome husband said. “Did everything go okay at Rafe’s?”

		She tugged off the white blouse, leaving her naked to the waist. Beaming at him, she got out of her other garments just as quickly and hopped into bed next to him as naked as she could be.

		“It went super,” she whispered to him, reaching out and pulling down the covers.

		Just as she had expected, Grady’s long dick was already hard with anticipation. She gripped it loosely in her fist and ran the skin up and down a few times.

		“This time was a little different,” she confessed. “Rafe’s old butler, Hedley, apparently retired and moved back to England. The new one is black. He’s young and very nice looking; big and tall and muscular, not like Hedley at all.”

		Something in her casual tone caught Grady’s ear. He leaned toward her and whispered, “Why do I sense that isn’t the whole story?”

		Eliza smiled teasingly and murmured, “He came into the bedroom while Rafe and I were fucking, doggie style on the bed. He had a fresh pitcher of mimosas for us. I don’t think he was expecting his own private sex show.”

		Grady’s hard cock jerked in her fist. His green eyes widened and he asked breathlessly, “Did he stay, and watch you two?”

		“He came in right at the finish,” Eliza explained in a soft voice, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement as she remembered how hard she’d come as Rafe had shot his first load of the day into her while James had watched. “I came right in front of him while Rafe was going off inside my pussy.”

		“Jesus, that sounds so fucking hot, somehow!” Grady’s voice was breaking with arousal as he thought of his beautiful, cheating wife climaxing like that, in front of a total strange—and a good-looking black man at that!

		“It…it was,” Eliza admitted.

		She blushed and said to Grady, “I’m afraid I led him on a little after that, darling. I lay back on the bed and played with my clitty right in front of him. I rubbed Rafe’s come on it with my finger. I masturbated in front of Rafe and James, that’s the new butler’s name.”

		“Holy fuck, baby,” he gasped, seeing that in his mind’s eye. “What did Rafe say about that?”

		Eliza felt her blush deepen as she admitted to her husband, “It really turned him on. His cock started to get hard again right away and he asked me if I wanted to fuck James too.”

		Grady gasped and sucked in a breath. He asked her in a whisper, “And did you? Did you want to fuck him?”

		Shuddering at her own boldness as she remembered exactly what she’d done, she murmured to Grady, “I asked Rafe if he’d like to see that. I asked him if he’d like to see a big, black cock up my pussy while he fucked me in the ass.”

		Eliza knew that her Grady was a closet voyeur; he really got turned on by imagining her doing all sorts of nasty things with Rafe. And he didn’t disappoint her now.

		“Did he?” Grady wheezed breathlessly. “Did old Rafe want to see that?”

		She laughed gaily and answered, “What do you think, darling? You know what a pervert Rafe Ronson is by now.”

		Grady shuddered and somehow kept from coming already as he croaked out the question, “And did you? Did you, you know, fuck him, Eliza?”

		She smiled alluringly at her husband and whispered, “More than once; and I sucked his huge black cock, too, honey.”

		“G-God, oh, God,” Grady blurted, his dick doing a little dance in Eliza’s grasp while he imagined that.

		“Would you like to hear about it?” Her voice was soft and confident, as though she knew already that poor, cuckolded Grady wanted to hear every word!

		

		****

		

		“God, it felt so big up my ass, Grady-honey,” she cooed up at him.

		Grady was balls-deep in her juicy, cheating pussy as she lay under him, working her magnificent hips up to meet his every frantic thrust. She ran her fingertips over his cheek as he fucked her furiously and murmured, “Rafe felt huge inside my pussy, and James was like a big ebony tree-trunk inside my little butt, baby. He did me so hard. So did Rafe, for that matter; those two really banged me!”

		“Ugh! Ugh!” Grady grunted as he banged her himself, rutting deep into her super-wet, super-aroused cunt. “Oh, I can see it; I can see both of them fucking you, baby!”

		“Oh, you do it better than both of them put together, darling,” she purred up at him, pulling his head down for a long sensual kiss as he rode her. “God, but you’re a sexy man!”

		Grady made a growling sound deep in his throat and raped her mouth with his tongue as he plowed her unfaithful pussy with his super-aroused cock. He was in seventh heaven; she could tell. Imaging two men fucking her at once, in both her tight little holes, was turning him on something fierce.

		His own substantial dick had never felt so full; so hard inside her as he hammered away. She loved it. She really loved when Grady fucked her furiously like this!

		“Come in me, baby,” she begged him, tearing her lips away from his, feeling her orgasm hovering closely. “Give my pussy a hot come bath, the way those two did all day long, and well into tonight, too!”

		“Take it, you naughty little ‘ho,” he gasped, his hips jerking, his dick buried deep inside her pussy, “take my come, the way you took theirs!”

		A huge jet of spunk spattered into her and Eliza felt herself coming hard as well. Her cunt grabbed at Grady and held him, milking the semen out of his big nuts.

		“Oh, God, honey, you’re really creaming me,” she moaned up into his ear as he shot wad after wad of jism into her slick cunt. “You’re spunking me just like those two did!”

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck, my nuts are on fire!” His voice was a strangled howl of pure lewd pleasure as he flooded his wife with come.

		The cuckolded husband clung to Eliza’s lush body and came and came. She sighed and orgasmed right along with him, thinking to herself that this was one of the best climaxes she’d had today!

		Grady always fucks me like such a stud when I get back from Rafe’s, she thought. God, he really drills me when he’s reclaiming my cheating pussy. And I love it; I really love the way he does it to me!

		

		****

		

		“So you’re not really mad at me, for fucking James today, too,” she asked him very sweetly.

		She was lying on her tummy, tracing lazy designs on his lightly furred chest with her forefinger, smiling up at him. Her big tits were puddled onto his belly and he was running his fingers through her long, raven-black curls.

		“No, not really,” he said with a grin. “Actually, I think it’s hot, how far you’ve come since last year.”

		Eliza wrinkled her nose at him and he went on to add, “You used to be so uptight about sex. You were so stiff and unimaginative in bed.”

		He ruffled her hair, mussing it up, and said playfully, “Now I never know what you’ll do next. I swear, every time I’m in bed with you, you seem to surprise me. Suddenly, my once demur little wife is balling men two at a time, up both holes at once!”

		Grady laughed and continued to tousle her hair lovingly, “You’re one hot mama, now Eliza. I never know what you’re going to do next.”

		She giggled with delight and kissed his left nipple lightly, saying, “That’s me, alright; wild in the sack and getting wilder by the day!”

		They shared a laugh over that and he gathered into his strong arms and brought her up where he could kiss her lips easily. Staring deeply into her eyes, he whispered, “God, I love you, Eliza. You’re so fucking pretty and so unpredictable. You keep me guessing all the time.”

		As they kissed, she was counting her blessings. She loved her life now, all of it!

		Grady and I are perfect for each other, she thought ecstatically, he is okay with anything I do sexually, even with me participating in an impromptu three-way with Rafe and James. I’m so lucky to be married to him!

		She looked up adoringly at Grady and smiled, as she thought, plus, he’s so damned good-looking, and he’s such a great lover in his own right. What more could any girl ask for?

		“What are you smiling from ear-to-ear about?” He asked her the question playfully.

		“Oh, I’m just thinking about sucking that big cock of yours until it gets hard again, and then letting you fuck me in the ass with it,” she answered breathily, batting her eyes at her husband. “Would you like that, baby? Would you like to put it deep inside my tight little butt, the way those other two guys did today?”

		Grady gave her a wolfish grin and gathered her into his arms once again. Their kiss was hot and hungry, and Eliza knew her husband’s prick was going to be up her ass very soon.

		The thought delighted her…

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Weekend With Rafe

		

		Her cell phone rang on Tuesday morning and it was Rafe again, according to the caller ID. She was smiling as she answered it.

		Last weekend had been a triumph, as far as she was concerned. And she knew she wouldn’t say “no” to a replay, should Rafe want one.

		She and Grady had barely left their bedroom all weekend long, once she’d returned from her lover’s house. He had asked for and received a very detailed description of the sexual action between her and the two other men, and the resulting whispered confession had spurred her darling husband to new heights of arousal.

		So, if Rafe wanted Round Two soon, she’d be glad to oblige. And she knew Grady wouldn’t mind either.

		“Hey, cowboy, are you back in town from New York yet?”

		“We just landed and I’m on my way in to the office,” he answered. “But that’s not why I called. What would you say to spending this coming weekend in Las Vegas with me? I have a business dinner there Saturday night that’s very important and I want to bring a date with me to that dinner; someone who will dazzle the man I’m entertaining.”

		Eliza could feel her heart pounding. It was very tempting; it sounded like a blast to go to Vegas and party the weekend away with Rafe. But what would Grady say to her being out of town all weekend?

		They had never done that before. While it was true that she had spent one Saturday night on Rafe’s yacht, anchored over off Catalina Island last spring, she had been home with Grady on Friday night and made it back home for most of the following Sunday afternoon.

		“I’m a little worried about what Grady might say,” she admitted.

		“Oh, I’ll find a way to make it right with him,” Rafe answered confidently. “He’ll understand how important this dinner meeting is to the company, as soon as I tell him who it’s with.”

		“Well, if the dinner meeting is Saturday, why are we going away for the whole weekend?” She asked the question pointedly, knowing Grady would find one night spent away from him easier to take than two.

		“Why don’t we fly over on Saturday morning? That way I could spend Friday night with Grady, at home, the way I did when we went to Catalina that time.”

		“Friday night is for you and me to enjoy, Eliza,” he answered. “I’ve got something special planned; trust me, you’ll like it as much as what we did with James the other day. And Saturday night could turn into something very…uh; I guess you’d have to say out of the ordinary, too.”

		Intrigued, Eliza purred into the phone, “Okay, if you can get Grady to go along with it, I’m in, I suppose. It sounds like great fun, actually.”

		“I’ll broach the subject to him as soon as I get back to the office this morning,” Rafe assured her. “I’m very confident he’s going to be okay with it, so much so that I want you to go shopping today and buy couple of new dresses for the trip. Why don’t you go to Neiman Marcus and put it all on that credit card I gave you a while back? Get some jewelry to accessorize the new outfits, and new shoes and a couple of new handbags as well. Like I said, I want you to knock this guy’s sock off Saturday night. Spend as much money as it takes, but be sure you look absolutely stunning this weekend.”

		Knowing such a shopping trip to the famous high-end store could easily run into thousands of dollars, Eliza found herself sucking in a very excited breath. Being a multi-millionaire’s mistress could be exciting and very rewarding sometimes, in more ways than one!

		

		****

		

		Eliza trusted Rafe’s ability to talk Grady into letting her accompany him to Vegas, but she still elected to wait until she got the go-ahead from her husband before leaving for Neiman Marcus. She thought it best to be cautious in such matters.

		It turned out she needn’t have worried: Grady called right after lunch. She snatched up her cell phone as soon as she saw his work number.

		“I guess you’ll be going to Las Vegas without me this weekend, kiddo,” he said right off the bat.

		Eliza smiled as she answered, “What did Rafe promise you, to get you to agree to that, baby?”

		There was dead silence on the other end of the phone connection. Her smile broadened as she demanded, “Come on, what was a weekend in Las Vegas with me worth? Don’t tell me you traded me for something cheap!”

		Grady laughed, but his laugh sounded more than a little guilty, as though he was a little ashamed of his behavior. He said hesitantly, “you’ve got to realize how much a round of golf at Pebble Beach goes for these days, pet. And I’ve always wanted to play that Spy Glass Hill course.”

		“What, you traded me for a lousy round of golf?” She laid on the sarcasm heavily, really enjoying teasing Grady about “bartering” her sexual favors away for something specific like this.

		“Well, Rafe is flying me up to Carmel on a private jet and putting me up at the Pebble Beach lodge. I’ve got an ocean view suite and a ten o’clock tee time Saturday morning,” Grady stammered defensively.

		“Oh, and how much is all of that costing Ronson Holdings?” She asked, still feigning anger.

		“At least five grand or over, total,” he replied, “what with the round trip jet ride, the limo that’s meeting me at the airport, the suite, meals, and the golf round.”

		Eliza snickered under breath as she said, “Only five grand for a weekend with me, buster? I’d think I’d be worth easily twice that much.”

		He laughed along with her and said, “You are, honey. I know that. But this business thing Saturday night is really important, believe me. Rafe is anxious to impress this guy the two of you are having dinner with, and no girl I know is more impressive than you.”

		Eliza finally relented and murmured, “Aw, that’s so sweet of you to say, darling. Well, I guess if it’s that important, I can go along with it, as long as you’re okay with it, too.”

		“I’m more than okay with it,” Grady answered, sounding relieved. “Go to Vegas with Rafe, have a great time.”

		“I will at that, mister,” she teased him. “I’ll make a point of it.”

		They rang off and Eliza reached for her purse. She was all dressed for the shopping trip. All she was waiting for was Grady’s approval, and now she had that, so off she went…

		

		****

		

		“This place doesn’t even look real, it’s so fabulous,” Eliza commented as the plane prepared to land, “especially at night like this.”

		Rafe looked up from some documents he was reading and gazed out the window at the bright lights of Las Vegas. He smiled at her and said, “You can say that again, honey. Every time I come here, it gets glitzier and more surreal.”

		Eliza’s eyes swept around the plush interior of Rafe’s private jet and she smiled. She had been to Vegas a few times before, with Grady. But that had been on commercial airliners.

		This was the first time she’d flown into town in a Gulfstream, to be met at the airfield by a limo and whisked away to one of the finest suites at the Bellagio. She felt a little like a movie star or a celebrity of some sort.

		Or a high-priced escort, she told herself wryly. In a way, I guess that’s what I am, when you get right down to it; a pussy for hire. While it’s true that Rafe paid a lot of money to have me occupying this seat next to him, that’s the real reason I’m here.

		She fastened her seat belt and got ready to land, as the captain’s voice directed. It felt kind of funny to be in this position--a bought and paid for “travel companion” -- but in reality, that was exactly what she was. There was no denying that fact.

		The jet rolled to a stop and the limo driver came on board to handle their suitcases. As soon as he had them safely stowed in the trunk, the long white Mercedes began the short journey to the Las Vegas strip and the Bellagio.

		Within a half hour, they were all checked into their lavish penthouse suite and their bags had been unpacked in the bedroom. The room was impressively appointed and very large, dwarfing the suite Rafe had rented for Grady and Eliza in San Diego, at the five-star, beachfront hotel back last year, when he was trying to convince her husband to trade a few nights in bed with her in return for the huge promotion at work.

		“We have reservations in the Steakhouse at seven,” Rafe said, coming over and putting his big hands on her shoulders as she stood looking out the window at the famous fountains and the lights of the Las Vegas strip. “Do you want to go down and gamble a little before we eat?”

		“I don’t have much cash on me,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him and smiling.

		“I’ll be glad to take care of that, sweetheart,” he promised her in his deep, sexy voice.

		“Okay, then I guess I wouldn’t mind trying my luck for a little while before we go to dinner,” she answered.

		

		****

		

		Rafe gave her five thousand dollars of what he called “mad money” and left her to her own devices once they were down in the large casino. He then disappeared into the area reserved for high-stakes players, after telling her to come and get him when it was time to leave for the restaurant.

		Eliza drifted over to the roulette wheel and laid down a few hundred on black. The man running the game quickly converted her hundred dollar bills into chips.

		Her heart was racing. She loved to gamble, but she and Grady had been watching their money the last time they’d been to Vegas, so she’d stuck to the quarter video poker machines and the slots on that trip.

		What the heck…it’s Rafe’s money, not mine, she thought excitedly as the wheel began to spin.

		She won. The wheel stopped on black.

		The man in charge paid her bet and she immediately moved the small pile of chips over to the red and let it ride. She won again.

		God, this is so much fun when it’s not really your money, she thought excitedly as she scooped up most of the chips and moved the remaining ones onto a specific number this time; eight black.

		She lost. Shrugging, she put several more hundred dollar chips down on the red five and waited while the wheel was spun again.

		The wheel took a while but it finally came to a stop on her number. Eliza’s heart pounded as she saw the casino employee put some different colored chips on top of her original two-hundred dollar bet.

		Seven-thousand dollars, she thought excitedly as she added up the value of the chips in her head, I just won seven-thousand dollars on one spin of the wheel!

		Eliza grabbed up her winnings and tossed a hundred dollar chip to the man running the game. He smiled at her and raised the chip toward the ceiling, showing it to the cameras hidden away in the casino’s ornate ceiling and then pocketed it.

		My God, that was so exciting! She had the thought as she crossed the room to a bar and ordered a Beefeater martini on the rocks.

		After she had finished the cocktail, she went over to the high-stakes room and found Rafe seated at a card table, playing poker with five other men. He had a huge pile of high-denomination chips in front of him.

		The present pot looked to be worth about six-thousand dollars. She held her breath as Rafe laid down his hand, showing three kings, and raked it in.

		Eliza stepped up next to him and he looked around at her. She handed him back the five grand in cash he had given her earlier and said, “I won’t be needing this after all. I just won seven-thousand at roulette!”

		Rafe beamed up at her for a moment, and then threw in the ante and accepted five cards from the dealer. He was dealt two queens, and bet a thousand on them. Two of the other players met his bet and raised him a thousand, while the others tossed in their cards and waited for the next deal.

		She licked her lips as the pot rose to over five thousand dollars in a blink and Rafe received an additional queen from the dealer. The final total was roughly seven-thousand by the time Rafe laid down the three queens and claimed the pot.

		“Stay here awhile by my side, why don’t you, love? You seem to bring me luck.”

		Eliza watched breathlessly as Rafe won, then lost, then won again. The pile of chips in front of him slowly grew until it contained over thirty thousand dollars.

		He glanced at his Rolex watch and said, “It’s almost seven. We should be getting to the restaurant.”

		As they walked arm and arm from the high stakes room, she asked, “How much are you ahead?”

		“Oh, I don’t know; thirty or forty-thousand dollars I guess. I’m pretty sure we can afford dinner, anyway.”

		She laughed and pulled him closer, whispering, “That was so much fun! I just love winning.”

		He grinned in his shark-like way and agreed, “That’s funny, so do I, pet. So do I.”

		As they found the Steakhouse and claimed their table for two, he said, “And the fun is just beginning tonight; trust me on that one.”

		

		****

		

		Dinner was fabulous. They both had small filet mignons, grilled to perfection, and petite lobster tails, which were also delicious. The wine was superb.

		It ought to have been, she thought wryly to herself. The cabernet sauvignon had cost four hundred dollars a bottle!

		Eliza was in the mood for anything as they rode the elevator back up to the suite together after finishing dinner. She had drunk two more martinis before dinner and her share of the delicious vintage wine along with the meal.

		She had thought Rafe might want to gamble some more, but he’d promised her he had something even more exciting than gambling planned for them for the rest of their evening.

		I can’t even imagine just what that might be, she thought, slightly anxious, but her pussy got wet just contemplating it. What could devilish Rafe have up his sleeve?

		Nothing was off the table when it came to sex with Rafe; that was for sure. For all she knew, he might have another huge-cocked black stud waiting for them inside the suite. Or perhaps two of them!

		He had certainly enjoyed seeing her with James last Friday. It wasn’t out of the question that he’d want to see her…perform again with another guy tonight.

		Eliza found herself smiling at that prospect. She felt the alcohol from the martinis before dinner and the outstanding cabernet she’d enjoyed with it coursing through her veins.

		She was ready. Last Friday’s little adventure with James had been great fun as far as she was concerned. If Rafe wanted an instant replay of that, or even to see her being utterly wild in bed with two other guys, along with him, it was fine by her!

		She realized that she now felt complete confidence in her sexual abilities. She could handle whatever came her way in bed; she knew it, and that was a great, empowering feeling to have!

		Grady certainly wouldn’t mind if she got doubled again tonight. Far from being angry with her for fucking another man besides Rafe last week, he had been thrilled to hear all about it.

		The sex they’d shared as she had recounted her bedroom antics with Rafe and James had been nothing short of scorching-hot! She found she could hardly wait to see what Rafe had in store for them tonight as he slid the key card in the lock and opened the door.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Brigitte

		

		A spectacularly beautiful young blonde woman sat on the couch in living room of the suite as they entered it. Rafe didn’t seem surprised at all by her presence. He calmly locked the door behind them.

		This woman was seated, so it was difficult to say exactly how tall she was, but her legs were very long and perfectly formed. She was wearing a set of barely-there red lingerie and Eliza could see her pert pink nipples through the diaphanous top easily, sitting proudly atop a pair of bountiful, perfectly-rounded, white breasts.

		“Eliza, this is Brigitte,” Rafe told her matter-of-factly, removing his jacket as he crossed the big room toward the bar. “I’ve retained her professional services for the night. She’s going to help out in the bedroom. I think you’re going to be impressed with her skills.”

		Eliza was aware that her mouth was hanging open but she couldn’t seem to close it. She kept staring raptly at the statuesque blonde on the couch, her mind refusing to work for a moment.

		He’s “retained her professional service for the night”? What the fuck is that supposed to mean? Does he suddenly think I need help in bed pleasing him?

		“Brigitte comes highly recommended,” Rafe went on to add casually, mixing Eliza a martini, just the way she liked them, on the rocks with just the slightest hint of vermouth and one green, pimento-filled olive. “She is very expensive as well.”

		When Eliza still didn’t reply, Brigitte took it upon herself to do so. She smiled over at Eliza and said, “You’re fucking gorgeous, lady. Rafe didn’t lie about that.”

		So are you, blondie, Eliza found herself thinking as she continued to stare intently at the extraordinarily confident, sexy young woman seated across the room from her. But what the hell are you here for?

		“Come, come, Eliza, take this drink I’ve made for you and relax a little,” Rafe chided her from the bar.

		He turned to Brigitte and asked, “May I fix you a little something?”

		“No, I’m good,” Brigitte said with a tiny little smile on her face, seemingly amused by the whole situation. “But your girlfriend sure looks as though she could use one.”

		“What…what are you doing here?” Eliza heard herself ask the other woman in a halting voice.

		“Whatever you want, babe,” Brigitte replied evenly. “I swing both ways. We can both work on Rafe, or you and I can put on a little girl-girl show for him, if that’s what you’d like.”

		“I’m not into girls, as far as sex goes,” Eliza blurted. Her heart was suddenly beating about a thousand times a minute.

		“That’s okay,” Brigitte assured her, “there’s still lots of little tricks we can do to please Rafe; lots of special things we can do for him…as a team.”

		“Oh, and just what might those be?” She tried to sound confident as she forced herself to saunter, rather than bolt across the room, toward the bar, where she retrieved the martini Rafe had made for her with a shaky hand and tossed down half of it immediately.

		Eliza craved the liquid courage the strong drink afforded. She gulped down the rest of it and, chewing the olive, turned to face Brigitte once again as the girl answered her question.

		“Well, let’s see. How are your blowjob skills, pretty girl? I bet they’re very good. But I could gargle and lick Rafe’s nuts while you suck his cock, or vice versa, and you can’t do that by yourself.”

		A mental picture of that flashed across Eliza’s mind and she nodded her somewhat reluctant agreement that she and Brigitte double-teaming Rafe’s cock and balls might prove sexy as hell. The girl on the couch smiled and went on to say, “And we could take turns riding it, once we got it hard. Me tongue-kissing him, or licking his nipples while you cowgirled him would be so hot; or you could make out with him and tease him while I did the cock-riding.”

		She stood up and her big breasts rolled across her chest under the sheer red teddy she wore. Eliza had to admit; this girl had quite a rack. They were as big as hers, if not bigger. And they were very pretty!

		Brigitte was also just as tall as she was. That was obvious, now that she was standing up, and her legs were long and toned and as perfect as her breasts.

		“There are lots of things we could do that would excite Rafe no end,” she murmured, slinking across the room until she was right in front of Eliza, “if you’re willing. Are you willing to do your part, pretty girl?”

		She had emerald green eyes. They were a completely different shade than Grady’s. Eliza thought they were incredible, like the rest of this girl; they were quite possibly the most beautiful eyes she had ever seen.

		As if reading her thoughts, Brigitte said, “God, your eyes are an unbelievable shade of blue. They’re so striking, especially in a dark-haired girl like you.”

		Brigitte reached out and touched her cheek softly with just her fingertips. She was very gentle, but her skin felt like fire against Eliza’s. She found herself trembling beneath the blonde’s light caress.

		“You’re so beautiful,” Brigitte whispered, staring into Eliza’s blue eyes with her mesmerizing green ones. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman who was as perfect as you are.”

		Eliza couldn’t move. The breath froze in her lungs as Brigitte continued to stroke her cheek.

		And when the girl stepped closer, so that their lips were just inches apart, Eliza didn’t step back, although all of her senses were screaming for her to do just that. Brigitte’s voice was a soft whisper as she moved even closer and murmured, “I’ve got to kiss you. I’ve just got to; you’re absolutely impossible to resist.”

		Run, run, and get away from this woman! Eliza’s mind told her.

		But she remained rooted to the spot as Brigitte slid the hand she had been using to caress her cheek behind Eliza’s elegant neck and steadied her head for the kiss. The other girl’s lips were soft, oh, so soft against hers.

		This wasn’t like kissing a man at all, a stunned Eliza thought. There was a hunger there that was both sexual and sensual, it was true.

		But there was something else, too. Eliza felt herself melt into Brigitte’s inevitable embrace, and when their nipples pressed against one another, an unbelievably powerful jolt of desire crackled down Eliza’s spine and right into her clitty!

		Seconds passed and she found herself rubbing her big breasts against Brigitte’s as her own hand came up to toy with the other girl’s blonde locks while they kissed. She didn’t know how their tongues found each other, but they did. And, suddenly, Eliza’s whole body was aflame with an unholy longing; a passion so great and unexpected it overwhelmed her completely.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she found herself murmuring mindlessly as the searing kiss went on and on.

		God, making out with her is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before, Eliza marveled.

		Her entire being felt alive with electricity; Brigitte’s tongue caressed hers, sending sparks of excitement coursing through her tall frame. Eliza couldn’t ever remember her nipples being this hard, her pussy feeling so wet, so quickly!

		“Jesus, you two are fantastic together,” Rafe sighed softly. “Let’s take this into the bedroom, where it belongs; what do you say to that?”

		Eliza floated toward the bedroom in Brigitte’s arms, as if they were dancing to music only they could hear. She soon found herself naked on the bed, her lips once again pressed tight against the blonde girl’s; her tongue snaking out to duel with her new lover’s as Rafe’s big hands roamed up and down her bare back and down onto her naked butt cheeks.

		His hard cock was against her ass and that felt so right, somehow! Instinctively, she opened her legs for him and gasped as he entered her from behind in one lunge. She trembled in Brigitte’s arms, her breasts mashed against the other girl’s as Rafe began to fuck her.

		This was heaven! His hard prick gliding up against her super-aroused clit as she made out with this dream girl felt incredible. It was just perfect!

		“Oh, God, his cock is so thick and hard,” she sighed in ecstasy as she broke off the endless kiss and gasped for breath. “You’ve got to try it!”

		Brigitte smiled coquettishly and whispered, “I intend to, darling, but first I want to suck these for a while. Would you like that?”

		The blonde girl’s mouth moved downward, hovering over Eliza’s heaving chest and an unbearably sharp, exquisite spasm tore through the dark-haired beauty’s well-fucked cunt. She shivered as she moaned pleadingly, “God, yes, suck them. Bite them. Love them for me, won’t you?”

		Brigitte’s mouth and fingers descended on her nipples and another twinge of utter rapture pulsed through Eliza’s body. No one had ever sucked her breasts this well; no one!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck,” she gasped, already hanging on the cusp of her first orgasm of the night.

		“They’re so magnificent…just like the rest of you,” Brigitte murmured, changing breasts. “God, I love them. I just love them!”

		A climax so gripping that it left her all but breathless tore through Eliza’s long body. She made a high-pitched; keening sound and clung to Brigitte, forcing her breast deeper into the other girl’s sucking mouth.

		“G-guh, oh, God, fuck me hard, Rafe,” she pleaded after she had sucked in a new breath. “Really pound me, while she sucks my tits!”

		Rafe gave out with guttural growl and rammed into her as deep as he could, over and over again. She felt him spurting into her and, improbably, she felt her orgasm deepen as her breasts jerked in unison and Brigitte’s mouth sucked even harder; her fingers squeezed down on Eliza’s nipple.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, its so goooooooooood!” Eliza wailed as the furious orgasm peaked, gripping her whole body. She was shivering in between her two lovers, babbling about how fantastic it all felt!

		

		****

		

		“God, you come so hard, girlfriend!” Brigitte said as they lay cuddled together at the head of the bed. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone orgasm as intensely as you do!”

		Eliza giggled and retorted, “It might have something to do how excited you made me. I don’t always come like that. My heart would give out if I did.”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Rafe interjected from behind her, where his naked body lay spooned up against hers. “I’ve made you come pretty hard a bunch of times myself, you know.”

		Eliza turned slightly and looked over her shoulder. Rafe was feeling sort of left out; that much was obvious.

		She was so into Brigitte and the entirely new and unexpected experience of being loved by another girl that she had been kind of ignoring poor Rafe. Reaching back, she patted his cheek lovingly and said, “You sure have, you stud you. I love the things you do to me in bed, and you know it.”

		Brigitte looked at him mischievously and added, “You’ve got an awesome cock, Rafe, from what I saw of it. I can’t wait to sample it myself.”

		The man instantly began to puff up like a peacock. He grinned at Brigitte and said, “I’ll be ready for round two soon enough. I may be twice your age but I can still keep it up pretty well for an older guy.”

		Eliza snorted out a laugh and said, “I can attest to that. Rafe has about worn me out several times when I’ve spent the night at his mansion. I was really dragging the next morning, by the time I drove home.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you sound like my kind of guy at that,” Brigitte said, batting her eyes in Rafe’s direction. “This should be a super-fun night. It’s sure starting out that way.”

		She shifted her gaze back to Eliza and said with a tiny sigh, “God, you’re so hot. I can’t keep my eyes off you, babe.”

		“How about your hands?” Eliza asked coyly. “Or those lips of yours, or that naughty little tongue; can you keep those off me?”

		“Guilty as charged, I’m afraid,” Brigitte replied, her eyes sparkling with rekindled lust as she they swept over Eliza’s naked body. “You’re just too spectacular to ignore, girlfriend.”

		Eliza felt her pussy getting wet again, even though it had been less than ten minutes since the searing orgasm she had experienced. She licked her lips and suggested. “How about I suck your breasts this time? I’ve never done that, and I’m curious…”

		“Oh, baby, you can do anything you want to me. I’m yours, and Rafe’s, for tonight, don’t you know that by now?”

		“How wonderful,” Eliza murmured, taking her luscious new blonde lover into her arms and crushing her breasts against the other girl’s as she leaned in to kiss her once more.

		Their tongues met and Eliza felt that now familiar rush of utter excitement; that heady combination of doing something that was completely taboo and wrong, coupled with the undeniable thrill of knowing that at the same time, it somehow felt so…right! Her entire body came alive as she kissed and cuddled with the sensational blonde. Eliza’s nipples spiked to their fullest in seconds, and her pussy was literally awash in lube.

		She broke off the torrid kiss and started to slide downward. Eliza’s lips bestowed a series of light, butterfly kisses on Brigitte’s neck and across her chest as they slowly descended toward that magnificent set of breasts.

		The blonde girl sighed and ran her fingers through her lover’s raven-dark curls as her lips neared her little pink nipples. The twin spears of girl-flesh jutted outward, as if seeking Eliza’s lips and tongue’s attention.

		Dear God, they’re so fucking pretty! The thought flitted through Eliza’s brain as she stared longingly at Brigitte’s very erect nubbies.

		She shot a tentative tongue out and touched the left one lightly. Eliza was instantly rewarded by hearing Brigitte moan. Her fingers tightened around the dark-haired beauty’s long locks and she tugged her head in tighter to her breasts.

		Oh, it’s so sweet! Eliza marveled at the texture and the faint hint of sweetness as her tongue laved Brigitte’s up-thrust pink knob. Her little nipples are so much fun to lick and suck!

		Her lips closed over the bud, nursing tenderly at it, and Brigitte sighed out her pleasure. She cuddled Eliza’s head close while cooing, “That’s it, babydoll. Suck them, lick them; make them feel wonderful. You know just how I want it. Do it just the way you like to have your own sucked!’

		Eliza lost all track of time. Only the sheer bliss of having her mouth on Brigitte’s sweet, forbidden flesh seemed to matter; the utter joy of nursing at the tender pink stalks and of hearing the other girl groan with excitement and appreciation. She was lost in the sensations engulfing her; lost in Brigitte’s softness, her arousal; her passion!

		“Fuck, you two are something else together,” Rafe whispered, going up onto his knees.

		Out of the corner of her eye, Eliza saw his once again stiff cock. He leaned over her and offered it to Brigitte.

		“Oh, yeah, let me suck your dick, baby,” the blonde girl moaned eagerly. “Let me blow you while she sucks my titties!”

		Eliza looked up and watched, fascinated, as the girl noisily ate almost all of Rafe’s long cock. She slurped on it as she deep-throated it, her tongue making a bump in her caved-in cheeks as she sucked it while she swirled her tongue all around it.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Brigitte sighed, pulling her lips off momentarily and looking down at Eliza. “He tastes like pussy; your pussy, darling, and it tastes wonderful!”

		Shuddering as she heard those words, Eliza sucked even harder on Brigitte’s nipple. What the sexy girl said next made her tremble even harder, “I want to eat you, sweetheart. I want to run my tongue into that tight little pussy of yours and taste that cunt honey fresh from the source!”

		Eliza came. Just the mental image of the lovely blonde girl licking her clit, tongue-fucking her pussy was enough to trigger a short, sharp orgasm!

		“God, look at this cutie coming again so soon,” Brigitte remarked in awe. “I can’t wait to eat her pussy. I bet I can make her come and just keep on coming!”

		Rafe chortled and moved away. He said, “That sounds like an excellent idea to me. I’ll fuck her in the ass while you eat her.”

		Eliza moaned louder, orgasming hard. The very notion of Rafe’s big dick up her ass while Brigitte licked her clit—and how nasty that would look—really got to her!

		“Doooooooooo it,” Eliza begged as she slid her mouth away from the other girl’s saliva-gleaming breasts. “Eat me, while Rafe fucks me in the butt with that huge cock of his, please!”

		In seconds, she found herself up on her hands and knees with Rafe behind her. She sighed as he squeezed a big glob of sex lube into her anus and spread it around with his finger. Brigitte was on her back, sliding under her, lining up her mouth with Eliza’s dripping pussy lips.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, God, that feels so…hot!” She gasped out the words as Brigitte drew her hips downward slightly, so that her tongue could penetrate Eliza’s cunt more deeply.

		The stunning blonde girl’s mouth seemed to be all over her pussy slit at once, kissing it, licking it. Brigitte’s long tongue punched up inside of her, dragging maddeningly along her clit as it slid up into her.

		“Ugh! Fuck, that feels so fine!” Eliza closed her eyes halfway and quivered as another woman licked her pussy for the first time.

		She’s so good at this, Eliza realized right away. This girl really knows what she’s doing, when it come to eating twat!

		Rafe’s greased up cock head nudged up against her anus just then. Eliza’s shivers of building ecstasy grew even more pronounced as she sighed, “That’s right; fuck me, right in the ass!”

		Never one for niceties, Rafe did just that. His long, thick cock split her tight backdoor open all the way as it disappeared into the perfect little hillocks of her butt cheeks, all the way up to his dangling ball sac.

		Eliza couldn’t do anything but moan as he began to fuck her ass like a demon while Brigitte’s tongue lapped at her clit. It felt incredible. It was one of the best sensations Eliza had ever experienced!

		Grinding her pelvis down onto the other girl’s busy tongue, Eliza began to toss her hips back to meet Rafe’s pounding thrusts at the same time. She sighed at how incredible it all felt and then noticed Brigitte’s own hips hunching up off the bed, as if seeking a cock or a tongue, too!

		Should I? The question reverberated through Eliza’s mind as she watched the juicy, waxed-bare little pink slit undulate before her. It’s so pretty…so tempting; and she is licking mine…

		Throwing caution to the wind, she dipped her head downward and pushed her tongue into Brigitte’s gleaming sex. A wonderful taste and smell enveloped her senses and she felt herself going slightly mad on the shiny pink surface.

		She licked Brigitte’s cute little clit until the girl squirmed under her and moaned. Eliza shot her tongue deep into the gooey opening and sucked out her light, fragrant pussy oil and swallowed it eagerly!

		Eating cunt is magical! The realization rang through her consciousness and she licked and sucked even more frantically.

		God, this is so fucking great! Why didn’t I do this a long time ago? It’s not like no gay girls have ever hit on me before!

		Eliza knew that answer to that: the whole idea of sticking her face in a slick cunt had always seemed so…yucky to her until this moment. She thought back ruefully to the way she used to feel about giving her ass to a guy, as she savored the feel of Rafe’s cock ravaging her butt so deliciously right now.

		And swallowing a man’s come—I didn’t used to do that either!

		But now she did, and eagerly, too; she loved the feel of a big cock exploding in her mouth as she sucked it. She had gone from dreading a big mouthful of that slippery, gooey stuff to loving it. Nowadays, she couldn’t get enough come to swallow, it seemed.

		Oh, well, live and learn, I guess, she thought as she feasted on Brigitte’s cunt, swallowing the gushing lube and licking avidly for more. Live and learn…

		All at once Brigitte’s body went rigid under her and the girl started making little mewling, whimpering sounds. She twisted involuntarily and mashed her pussy upwards against Eliza’s lips frantically.

		She’s going to come! Eliza knew it instinctively and the thought thrilled her.

		Her first foray into pussy eating was going to be a resounding success. She was going to make this lovely girl come on her tongue!

		Eliza redoubled her efforts, swiping at the ready-to-explode little button repeatedly, kissing it gently; dragging her slickened lips over it. Brigitte whined and tossed her hips upward wildly, pleadingly.

		A muffled scream echoed through the cavern of Eliza’s pussy as Brigitte went off and went off hard! Eliza gasped; her own orgasm very near.

		“Fuck, you two are unbelievable together,” Rafe rasped, fucking Eliza’s ass for all he was worth. “Eat each other; suck those pussies; lick those hot little clits, you sexy bitches!”

		His voice broke off into a groan of pure pleasure and Eliza felt him begin to spew his hot jism up her ass. It was too much. Brigitte coming so nicely, and clinging to her so desperately as she did, with Rafe blasting hot spunk up her bottom at the same time!

		“Oh, oh, God, I’m coming, too!” Eliza lifted her face away from Brigitte’s orgasming pussy began to climax herself, right along with her lovers.

		She buried her face in the spasming pussy once more and licked and gobbled until the succulent oil stopped bubbling up and Brigitte had been reduced to a quivering, cooing mass of female flesh beneath her mouth…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Saturday

		

		“Last night was really wild,” Brigitte commented, smiling over at Eliza. “Do you and Rafe party like that all the time?”

		“Well, we always really get busy when we’re spending the night together,” Eliza admitted, grinning back at her new friend. “But last night was extraordinary.”

		“You can say that again,” Brigitte agreed, pushing her sunglass up her nose until they were once again in the right spot. “God, that big dick of his really stays hard, for an older guy. He must have fucked me four or five times last night, and he did you that many times, too!”

		“He takes Viagra, or something like it,” Eliza said knowingly. “I think he’s forty-three or forty-four, and he never has trouble getting that big cock of his hard again, when I spend the night over at his place, back in LA.”

		“How often do you date him?”

		Eliza giggled at that question and shook her head negatively. She said, “No, it’s not like that. We spend the night in bed together, but we’re rarely seen in public as a couple. That would be awkward…I’m married to someone else.”

		Brigitte started. She looked around the Bellagio’s almost deserted pool area and whispered, “How does that work? Does your husband know about Rafe and you? Doesn’t he mind?”

		A sense of danger flooded through Eliza. She didn’t dare tell Brigitte about Grady’s being employed by Rafe. The professional escort lived in Los Angeles, too, from what she had said—she had just flown over for last night to party with them at Rafe’s request—and thus some of her rich…“clients” might know Rafe personally, or by reputation.

		“It’s a bit complicated,” Eliza said at last. “My husband knows that I sleep with Rafe occasionally. He’s okay with it, as long as I tell him all about it when I get home.”

		Brigitte’s green eyes gleaming with lewd interest as she leaned closer to Eliza’s chaise lounge and asked, “What happens then? Does he get mad…or is he one of those men who gets off on the thought of his wife screwing another guy?”

		Eliza felt herself blushing slightly and nodded that this was the case. She went on to add, “We fuck like rabbits as I tell him all of the naughty details. He knows Rafe personally, very well, but that just seems to make it hotter, as far as my hubby is concerned.”

		“Kinky,” Brigitte said approvingly, a big smile on her face. “I like it. That really sounds hot!”

		“Like I said, it’s not easy to explain.”

		The two striking women lay next to each other quietly for a moment. The other sunbathers and swimmers kept stealing glances at them, in their miniscule bikinis, some more openly than others.

		“I have to fly back home this afternoon,” Brigitte said at last. “I have another date tonight. You want to go to lunch and do a little shopping before I leave? They’ve got a rocking mall here, just up the street. It’s a lot like Rodeo Drive.”

		“Sounds great,” Eliza agreed quickly. She really liked Brigitte as a person, as well as a lover, and was anxious to spend some more time with her.

		She lowered her voice and asked, “How much do you charge for a date, if you don’t mind my asking.”

		Brigitte laughed and said, “Last night was worth five grand to me. Tonight will be less, only three thousand. There’s just one guy and he’s pretty much a wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am sort of a date. I’ve fucked him before, lots of times. I imagine I’ll be home by eleven o’clock tonight.”

		“Still…eight grand in one weekend,” Eliza said, slightly in awe of the girl’s earning power.

		“I don’t always do that well,” Brigitte admitted. “But I do okay for a girl from Oklahoma with just a high school education, a pretty face, and hot bod.”

		“I’m from Texas, originally, down around Houston,” Eliza confided. “My husband and I just moved out here last year, so that he could take a new job.”

		“Do you work?”

		Eliza shrugged and said, “I don’t really have to. Grady, that’s my husband, made well over three-hundred grand last year, counting bonuses, plus perks like a new BMW to drive and a company paid membership in one of the most exclusive golf and tennis clubs in LA.”

		“Wow, that’s a lot of cabbage,” Brigitte said, clearly impressed by Eliza’s revelation.

		She flashed Eliza a naughty little smile and whispered, “You ought to think about doing what I do, if you ever decide you want to go back to work part-time, girlfriend. With your looks and that body, you’d really rake it in. We could double up some nights, for a small group of guys that wanted a little girl-girl show to start the evening out with.”

		Eliza giggled and said, “That sounds like fun, really. How much do you think we could charge?”

		“It depends on how big the group is, whether it’s a seven or eight guy bachelor party or something like that,” Brigitte explained. “But you and I would net at least three grand apiece, up to as much as ten or even more, for a bunch of guys.”

		“We’d have to fuck all of them, right, I mean after we put on the pussy-licking show?”

		“Well, yeah, of course,” Brigitte said matter-of-factly, as if fucking six or seven guys, one right after the other, was no big deal to her. “From what I saw last night, you could more than hold up your end when the fucking and sucking started.”

		Eliza threw back her head and roared with laughter at that outrageous statement. When she was done, she said to her new gal pal, “I hate to admit it, but you’re probably right. I’ve come to realize that I just love cock!”

		The two smiling women looked at one another for a long moment, and then Eliza added, “I think I could get to love pussy just as much, under the right circumstances.”

		After another few seconds, Brigitte whispered, “Oh, and just what might those circumstances be?”

		“Come back to the room with me, and I’ll show you!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, suck it, Eliza-baby, suck my hot clitty,” Brigitte begged. “Fuck, you know just how I want it…just how to lick it!”

		Both women were naked on the suite’s big bed. The tall blonde was on her back, legs spread wide, leaning against some pillows at the head of the bed.

		Eliza was on her tummy, eagerly running her tongue up and down the other girl’s gleaming pink slit as Brigitte cooed and sighed out her rising pleasure. She was tweaking Brigitte’s nipples as well, as she ate her, toying with the tiny nubs, teasing them and tugging lightly on them.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Brigitte whined. “You’re going to make me come already! God, you know just how to touch me. Holy shit, I love the way you eat me, babe!”

		And I love doing it, Eliza thought to herself. Her little pussy is wonderful; so juicy, so sweet!

		She rubbed her cheeks and nose all over the steamy, pink slickness that was Brigitte’s cute little cunt, reveling in it. Her tongue slipped deep into the snug hole and it came back out coated with the blonde’s delicious cunt oil and Eliza gulped it down happily.

		“M-my clitty,” Brigitte stammered, shaking all over, “ooh, suck my clitty and make me come…I’m so fucking close!”

		Eliza was practically purring with lust as she sucked the tender bud into her lips and ran her tongue over it as she did so. Brigitte’s sensational body stiffened beneath her and she wailed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming! And, my God, am I ever coming hard?”

		The girl bucked and shivered under Eliza’s mouth, but she kept her lips glued to that hot little clit, licking it gently with her tongue as she squeezed harder on Brigitte’s nipples and clung to her writhing, almost-sobbing-with-joy lover. Brigitte squealed and moaned and babbled ecstatically as she came and came.

		“You’re the best! Oh, holy fuck, the way you do me!” She ranted out her joy and worked her spasming pussy shamelessly against Eliza’s nursing mouth.

		God, this is so hot! The dark-haired beauty thought in awe. Making this girl come is so much fun—it’s as much fun as sucking off Rafe or Grady’s big cocks and swallowing their loads. It’s as big a thrill as getting fucked really well!

		Brigitte gradually came down to earth. She wiped the tears of utter joy from her eyes and smiled down at Eliza. She said, “Thank you, God, that was nothing short of fantastic!”

		After she had partially regained her breath, she whispered, “Now it’s your turn, sweetie. Come up here and let me love you!”

		

		****

		

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, Eliza kept repeating.

		Brigitte’s tongue was all over her pussy. The blonde girl was lapping at it, teasing it, arousing it beyond all reason!

		Eliza lay in the middle of the bed, Brigitte between her long legs. She was tugging at her own nipples while the other girl ate her pussy, babbling away just as mindlessly as Brigitte had just a little while ago, when their roles had been reversed.

		“You…you’re doing it just right!” Eliza blurted, helplessly working her hips up off the bed, grinding her clitty against Brigitte’s tongue and lips, seeking the orgasm that was about to come crashing down upon her. “Oh, oh, yeah, like that. Lick me just like that, please, darling!”

		“Fuck, you two are insatiable,” Rafe’s deep voice filled the otherwise quiet room.

		He was standing down at the foot of the bed, dressed as he had been a few hours ago, when he’d gone downstairs to try his luck at poker. His slacks were unzipped and his massive cock was in his fist as he ogled them. As she watched, he doffed his boxers. He then stepped out of his shoes and pants and climbed up onto the bed with them, his fat cock hard and throbbing with his own need.

		Brigitte didn’t even look up from Eliza’s inundated gash. She merely moaned softly as he shoved himself into her pussy and began to fuck her as she ate the gorgeous snatch in front of her.

		Rafe smiled down at Eliza as he drove his prick into Brigitte over and over again. He whispered, “God, but you two are hot together. You could give a dead man a hard on, going at each other the way you do!”

		Eliza smiled back and got ready to come. She felt all of the telltale signs: her clit was absolutely pulsing with excitement, her tits jerked in unison as she tugged at her nipples. And her belly muscles were tightening spasmodically.

		“Come for me, baby,” Brigitte urged her just then, her own eyelids drooping to half mast as Rafe fucked her, hard. “Oh, he’s got such a nice one…and it’s really stretching me out, it’s so damn thick!”

		Rafe gasped and gripped Brigitte’s ass moons tighter, really drilling her. Eliza knew he must have been jacking off his cock for quite a while before sliding his dick into her blonde friend. He usually lasted a lot longer than this, and he was about to come; she could tell; she’d been fucking him for long enough to recognize the signs!

		And his long, deep thrusts into Brigitte’s pussy were having their effect, too. The blonde girl groaned as she frantically licked Eliza’s clit, clearly intent on getting all three of them off at the same time, if she could manage it.

		All three of us, coming together, like all of us were fucking together, like it was with James and Rafe and me!

		The memory of that hot threesome, plus the other girl’s expert licking and the sight of Rafe ravaging her cunt, was enough to send Eliza crashing over the top. She yanked on her nipples and groaned, “Oh, fuck, baby, I’m coming so great. Your hot little tongue feels so fine in my pussy!”

		Rafe’s excited hazel eyes glittered with arousal. He grunted and started to shoot his load into Brigitte.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” moaned the shivering blonde as she gladly took her welcome pussy pounding and shuddered through her own release…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, that’s so darling!” Brigitte pointed at an obscenely expensive blouse on a mannequin inside of Saks Fifth Avenue. “It would look so hot on you, with those killer blue eyes of yours and that black hair!”

		Eliza laughed and shook her head negatively, saying, “Yeah, but it’s, like, four-hundred bucks for a blouse!”

		“Fuck it,” Brigitte said as she grinned impishly at her new best girlfriend. “It’s not your money, its Rafe’s, and I’m sure he can afford it. He’s really rich, isn’t he?”

		“Well, yeah, he is,” Eliza said doubtfully, eyeing the shimmering, raw silk blouse adoringly.

		“What’s the problem, then?” Brigitte demanded, searching the rack of blouses beneath the display for one that was Eliza’s size. “You are his mistress, right?”

		Eliza nodded that she was. Brigitte drew forth one that would fit her and held it out towards her.

		“Take it,” she was insistent. “You and I must have fucked that old goat five times each last night, not to mention sucking his cock to get it hard again in between fucks. I got five grand for my trouble. You deserve at least a few lousy clothes out of this weekend!”

		She’s right, Eliza decided, accepting the blouse. I do deserve this and a lot more!

		

		****

		

		“Do you promise to call me when you get back to LA?” Brigitte said, staring into Eliza’s blue eyes with her radiant green ones.

		“Of course I do,” Eliza said with a grin. “I want some more of that pussy and those great tits of yours.”

		The two women giggled and Brigitte got into the waiting cab with her shopping bags and small suitcase. She turned and said to Eliza as she threw the bags on the seat and got herself buckled in, “See that you do, girlfriend. I want some more of that fantastic bod of yours, too!”

		On impulse, Eliza leaned into the cab and kissed her good bye. She felt a little awkward, displaying this much affection with another woman out on a public street, but, hell, it was Vegas, after all!

		“I gotta’ go, or I’ll miss my flight for sure,” Brigitte said, her eyes suddenly filling with tears as she stared up longingly at Eliza. “Call me, as soon as you get home, okay? Any time of the day or night is alright!”

		Eliza nodded that she would, suddenly too choked up to speak. She waved as the cab pulled away from the curb out in front of the Fashion Show Mall.

		She had really come under the spell of Brigitte and her naughty charms in the short time they’d been together, she admitted to herself. It was like experiencing a whirlwind romance—with another girl!

		I wonder how Grady will take that? She had the thought as she smiled, looking after the retreating cab, watching it until it faded from sight.

		If I know my horny, voyeuristic hubby, he’ll be more than okay with it, as long as he gets to watch the two of us in bed together…and maybe to fuck Brigitte, along with me!

		Eliza stopped and thought about that scenario. How would she feel about that, watching handsome, hung Grady and Playmate of the Year-pretty Brigitte fuck each other?

		A sly grin spread across her face as she felt her nipples abruptly getting hard and her pussy leaking lube. Apparently, she’d be fine with it, as long as she got to watch!

		It was almost four in the afternoon and time to get back to Rafe. They were meeting this Mr. Atchison at seven-thirty for dinner in Sinatra’s, the ultra-expensive restaurant inside Wynn’s, just down the strip from the Bellagio, and she had to start getting ready.

		Eliza held up her hand to flag another cab. She had to look great tonight. Rafe had made that clear, and she had a new, very expensive outfit from Neiman Marcus waiting for her in the closet back at the hotel to help insure sure she did…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Saturday Night Disaster

		

		Eliza laughed uneasily at the crude joke Atchison had just told. Rafe roared with laughter, but she knew him well enough to realize that he was faking at least part of his amusement.

		Rafe was a hard man who was utterly ruthless when it came to getting what he wanted. But he, nevertheless, had a certain roguish charm about him.

		Jim Atchison, on the other hand, struck Eliza as being rude and boorish, with no redeeming social qualities at all. He was an out and out pig.

		He even looked a little like one. The heavyset man was in his late fifties, with thinning brown hair and a very round, ugly face. He had bulging, piggy, little eyes and he had been undressing Eliza with them all evening long.

		Atchison hadn’t even bothered to try and hide his lascivious interest in her breasts. He kept caging glances at the pronounced cleavage her new red dress revealed and ogling her long legs every chance he got.

		They were seated in the plush restaurant, just finishing up a great dinner. She had knocked back a few martinis at the suite prior to meeting this “important” man--just to help alleviate her nervousness about tonight’s business dinner—and a few more at the lavish dinner house, while poring over the menu before they had finally ordered. For the whole time the three of them had been together, Rafe had fawned all over Atchison and tried to get on his good side.

		Apparently, Jim Atchison owned a large, multi-state trucking company in the Midwest that Rafe coveted. Atchison had a number buy out proposals on the table, now that he had placed his operation on the sales block, but Rafe wanted it badly, confiding in Eliza that it represented the last link in a coast-to-coast chain of trucking operations that Rafe was keen on building as a part of Ronson Holdings.

		“Boy, this little gal of yours is about the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen in my whole life, Rafe,” Atchison said somewhat drunkenly, openly leering at Eliza from across the table.

		They had drunk two bottles of a very expensive, very good cabernet with dinner, in addition to all of the before dinner cocktails. Rafe’s eyes glittered from the amount of alcohol he had consumed thus far as he replied, “Well, she’s not really mine. I just brought her along this weekend to help keep us entertained, Jim.”

		Atchison grinned at that and stared at Eliza with unabashed interest. He said, “Well, I bet she’s great at…entertaining men. She’s certainly got the build and looks for it!”

		The two men chuckled lewdly and Eliza’s stomach did a flip-flop. She had finally realized what Rafe had in mind for her tonight, back at the hotel suite, and as far as she was concerned, it wasn’t going to happen.

		She wasn’t going to fuck this guy! If Rafe thought she was, he had a surprise coming; a very unpleasant surprise at that.

		Their waiter came by the table just at that moment, and she ordered another of the after dinner brandy’s they were sipping. She downed it in three big swallows when it showed up and ordered yet another. Rafe looked at her strangely but she whispered, “liquid courage,” and he nodded approvingly and smiled.

		Eliza knew what he was thinking: she got really wild in bed when she was tipsy and that idea clearly resonated with him tonight. But she wasn’t getting drunk so she could play the whore for him with the disgusting Mr. Atchison; she needed the courage flowing her way from the liquor bottle to do something else, something which might prove disastrous but which she intended to do anyway.

		She needed the fortitude she desperately hoped the booze would provide in order to stand up to Rafe tonight, when he ordered her to “be nice” to Jim Atchison. And she fully intended to do just that!

		

		****

		

		Atchison and his new best drinking buddy, Rafe Ronson, were all over her in the limo that took them back to the Bellagio. She was forced to sit between the two men in the back seat while they pawed openly at her breasts and tried unsuccessfully to slip their hands up under the short hemline of her new red dress during the short ride up South Las Vegas Boulevard.

		She determinedly kept slapped their roving hands away while they laughed and clutched at her. Rafe seemed sure that she was going to give in and do what he so obviously wanted her to do once they got up to the suite. He even told Atchison that she would.

		“Eliza’s just being a tease, Jim,” he whispered drunkenly. “You’ll see. She’ll be a different woman, once we’re alone and in private.”

		Seething at being treated like she was bought and paid for—which she, in effect was, making the humiliation she was feeling even more intense—Eliza stomped into the bedroom and closed the door as soon as they were inside the suite. After a few moments, Rafe opened the door and came into the room as well, closing it behind him.

		“What’s gotten into you tonight, Eliza?” He demanded of her in a somewhat slurred voice, clearly showing the effects of all the alcohol he had consumed.

		She silently took her suitcase out of the closet, tossed it on the bed, opened it, and began to throw clothes into it. He stormed over to her and said, “Just what do you think you’re doing? You can’t leave now! Why do you think I brought you along on this trip in the first place?”

		He grabbed Eliza by the shoulders when she ignored him by continuing to pack her things and spun her around to face him, saying, “I doubt he’ll want much more than a blowjob. He’s too old and out of shape to be able to get it up many times tonight. What’s the matter with you this evening? I’ve watched you suck me off a hundred times; and you couldn’t wait to get old James’s big black dick in your mouth the other day!”

		Something boiled over in Eliza at the thought of being on her knees, naked, in front of Atchison--a man who thoroughly disgusted her—and sucking his dick. She growled at Rafe angrily, “If you want to see his cock get sucked so badly, you do it, for all I care! I’m not going near it—I’m going home, right now!”

		He slapped her, hard, across the face with his right hand. Eliza turned her head away, seeing stars momentarily, and then turned back and shoved Rafe as hard as she could in return.

		She was a big girl and he was taken completely off guard. In his drunken state, he tumbled back onto the carpet on his ass.

		“You little bitch,” he rasped up at her, “you’ll do what I tell you and like it, or I’ll beat the shit out of you!”

		Enraged by his attitude, Eliza turned and grabbed the heavy table lamp with both hands and swung it at Rafe’s head, just as he sat up. The weighty base of the lamp connected with his skull with a crack and he went back down, moaning and holding his skull.

		“Fuck you, Rafe,” she muttered under her breath, dropping the lamp so that she could finish stuffing her clothes into the suitcase and zipping it closed. “Just fuck you!”

		She stalked over to the closed bedroom door and flung it open. Jim Atchison was sitting on the couch completely naked, his cock half hard and in his fist.

		It’s as ugly as the rest of him, Eliza noted with disgust in passing; all twisted and red, with big blue veins under it and a head that’s as big as a small plum.

		She shuddered as she imagined that awful thing being shoved down her throat and made for the double doors of the suite in a near-trot.

		Riding the nearby elevator down to the front desk, still carrying her one suitcase, she went outside. There was a line of taxis and she motioned for the bell captain to signal for the one nearest to them to pull forward.

		After tipping the bell captain a ten, Eliza tossed her suitcase in the rear seat and piled in after it. She said curtly to the driver, “Airport, please, as fast as you can. I have a flight to catch back to LA.”

		

		****

		

		Well, I guess Grady and I are really fucked now, she thought with a sinking heart as she watched the bright lights of Las Vegas slowly disappear beneath her an hour later.

		She hadn’t had a reservation of course, but it turned out that there were a lot of flights between Los Angeles and Las Vegas, and she managed to get a seat on one of them. Eliza was flying coach. It was a far cry from the plush private jet which had transported her to Vegas just yesterday, but a lot had changed since then.

		I wonder if we’ve got enough cash tucked away in savings to pay the bills until Grady finds a new job? Maybe I should look for one, too, now that he probably won’t be making the astronomical money Ronson Holdings was paying him, she thought. I’d hate to lose the house, but that may happen if Rafe wants to be a real asshole about this and he gives Grady a bad reference after he fires him, come bright and early Monday morning.

		She didn’t have any doubts that Rafe would do just that. What was it that Grady had said about Rafe, before they had decided to enter into their little “arrangement” with his boss?

		Something about Rafe being “a good friend to have on your side and a terrible enemy to make?” Or something to that effect: Eliza didn’t remember, exactly, but it was something close to that.

		Rafe could be kind and generous when it suited him. But ruthless and cunning were words that described him well, too. Eliza had seen enough of that side of him in the last year to know. He could be really petty and mean when it suited him.

		She shuddered to think what he’d do now. Humiliating a powerful man like Rafe Ronson in front of someone he desperately wanted to impress, like Jim Atchison; daring to physically strike him in order to get away; refusing to do exactly what he wanted—any of those things were enough to incur Rafe’s full wrath.

		And she had just committed the unpardonable sin of doing all of them at once!

		Eliza leaned back in the seat, dreading telling Grady what an instant mess she had made of the comfortable, easy life they had together. She knew her husband would support her decision, or at least she thought he would.

		But he’d be devastated to learn that his high-paying, prestigious job had abruptly vanished, thanks to her actions tonight. And he’d probably act strong—like everything was going to work out fine--but deep down she knew he’d be as nervous as she was about what lengths someone like Rafe would go to in order to exact revenge…

		

		****

		

		Eliza had kept her small suitcase with her during the short flight, storing it in the airplane’s overhead bin and retrieving it once they had landed. But she didn’t leave LAX right away. Instead, she shuffled around the vast expanse of the airport terminal, thinking her situation over.

		Grady wouldn’t be home tonight. He was still up north, in Carmel, unless Rafe had called him on his cell and fired him already.

		No, he wouldn’t do that, I don’t think.

		He’d want to have the satisfaction of seeing Grady’s face when he lowered the boom on his whole life in retaliation for what Eliza had done to him tonight. Firing Grady over the phone wasn’t Rafe’s style at all.

		But racing out to the airport and flying home on his private jet was. He might already be back in town, waiting for her to arrive at her house in Sherman Oaks.

		She could imagine him, sitting out front patiently in his limo, waiting for her cab to pull up; ready to confront her! He knew Grady was out of town, too. After all, he had arranged for the golfing weekend at Pebble Beach so that Eliza would be free to accompany him to Las Vegas.

		I could have the cab take me to a hotel, I guess, she thought, opening her purse to hunt for her smart phone.

		She could use it to look up a likely hotel; not near the airport and not too close to her Sherman Oaks home either, just in case Rafe really was looking for her. And she could pay cash for the hotel room; she had plenty of that after winning at the casino last night. That way he couldn’t use his computer hacker contacts to hunt her down by accessing her credit card information via computer.

		God, I’m probably just being paranoid, she thought as she rifled through the small bag, looking for her phone. But this is Rafe Ronson I’m dealing with, a man who has proved time and again that he will stop at absolutely nothing to get what he wants. And I’d be willing to bet that getting even with me is at the top of the list, as far as the things he wants most right now!

		Eliza stopped in her tracks. She’d found the phone, but she was staring at the scrap of hotel stationary lying next to it, upon which Brigitte had written down her cell number.

		Glancing at the phone, she saw that it was eleven-thirty. Brigitte had said her “date” tonight would probably be over by eleven. And she had said she wanted Eliza to call whenever she got back into town, no matter what time that was.

		Stepping away from the crowd of passengers milling around the airport, in search of a little privacy, Eliza pulled out the phone and the written-down number and dialed. It rang four times and then Brigitte’s voice came on the line, asking the caller to leave a message.

		“Oh, hey, it’s me,” Eliza sighed into the phone, disappointed that Brigitte hadn’t answered. “It’s late Saturday night and I’m at the airport. And I’m in terrible trouble. Rafe and I had a hell of a fight and I hit him with a lamp and…and…”

		“Where are you?” Brigitte’s concerned voice broke into her rambling message.

		“I’m still in the terminal at LAX.”

		“Tell me exactly where you are and I’ll be there in thirty minutes or so to pick you up. I’ll be driving a black Mercedes. It’s a brand new SL Roadster. I’ll be the red-hot blonde behind the wheel.”

		Eliza laughed and felt her heart start to lift…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Brigitte’s House

		

		“Fuck, girl, you are one feisty lady, aren’t you?” Brigitte chortled impishly when Eliza had finished telling her about Jim Atchison, her fight with Rafe, and fleeing Las Vegas. “Could you possibly be in any more trouble?”

		Eliza thought about that and said, “I guess I could have swung that lamp a little harder and killed Rafe with it. Then I’d probably be in jail right now, charged with murder or manslaughter, at least. That would be worse.”

		The two of them broke out laughing at that bit of gallows humor and finished their drinks. They were sitting at a small home bar in one corner of Brigitte’s living room.

		The lights of Los Angles were spread out below them. Brigitte had bought a small but very comfortable house up in Topanga Canyon, on top of a hill, which overlooked the city.

		She had showed up in her sleek new Mercedes roadster at LAX in exactly thirty minutes, just as she’d promised on the phone. And they had gone directly back to her house.

		Eliza now knew how Brigitte had made it to the airport so quickly—the woman drove like a bat out of hell! Her stomach was still settling down after the rapid trip out of the airport grounds, a wild ride up the freeway, followed by a hair-raising rocket ride up the twisty canyon road, tires squealing on each corner, centrifugal force pressing her into the leather seat, and Brigitte laughing like a maniac, stomping the accelerator even harder!

		“I’d like another one of those, if you don’t mind,” she told Brigitte as she held up her empty cocktail glass. “It will take at least one more to calm me down after that car ride up the hill.”

		Brigitte got up off her stool and went around behind the bar, taking Eliza’s ice cube filled glass from her as she did so. She made another Tanqueray martini and handed it back to Eliza, saying, “I was taking it easy on you, if you really want to know. I went slower than I usually do on the way back to the house: I didn’t want to scare you, not after what happened to you in Vegas.”

		Eliza shook her head and took a big sip of her fresh drink. In the low light of the living room, Brigitte looked too young to be making martinis.

		She had finished up with her client at around ten-thirty--she had shared with Eliza during the harrowing ride back from the airport--returned home, and gotten into some casual clothes. In the process, she had scrubbed off all her make up, and now she looked like a fresh-faced young girl of no more than eighteen or nineteen. She bore only a passing resemblance to the made-up-to-perfection, professional escort Eliza had met in Las Vegas.

		“You’re staring,” she said just then. “Do I really look that different without my war paint and fancy clothes?”

		“You look adorable, like someone’s little sis,” Eliza answered truthfully, smiling at her friend.

		“I know, I look totally different without any make up on,” Brigitte said. “I get carded all the time when I buy booze at the supermarket, when I’m not all dressed up, and I’m twenty-two, almost twenty-three!”

		“You still look like an innocent teenage girl,” Eliza said softly.

		Brigitte gave her that thousand-watt smile and said, “We both know I’m none too innocent; not after that night we spent in bed with Rafe in Vegas.”

		The two very attractive women just sat staring at one another for long moments, each drinking in the other’s beauty. Eliza felt safe here with Brigitte. More than that, she felt loved!

		She also had to admit she was experiencing something else as she sat here, staring longingly at Brigitte; rising desire. Just being close to the sexy young girl was turning her on!

		God, I can’t want more sex so soon after this weekend, she admonished herself as she sat gazing into Brigitte’s green eyes hungrily. Eliza, you’re in so much trouble. How can you think about sex at a time like this?

		“How about you, girlfriend, do you look way different without any make up on?” Brigitte suddenly asked. “I’ll bet you don’t. You’re a fucking knockout all the time, aren’t you?”

		Eliza blushed. She drank more of her martini, stalling for time. She didn’t want to answer because it was true: she was a real babe from the moment she rolled out of bed in the morning until she got back into it at night.

		It had always been that way; as far back as she could remember. She’d been the prettiest child in grade school, the sexiest cheerleader on the high school cheer team by far, the young woman who stopped conversation by just entering a room. Such was the impact of her phenomenal good-looks on everyone it seemed, men and other women included.

		“Let’s see, shall we?” Brigitte offered playfully, finishing her own drink and setting it on the bar.

		She reached for Eliza’s hand and tugged her to her feet, saying, “Let’s take a shower together and wash each other’s hair. We’ll get you ready to snuggle with me in bed, pretty girl.”

		

		****

		

		The shared shower, of course, soon degenerated into more of a giggle-fest and mutual groping affair than a “let’s wash each other’s hair” thing. In no time at all, Brigitte and Eliza were soul kissing under the pounding spray, their tongues eagerly exploring one another’s mouths as their hands roamed freely over each other’s naked bodies while they kissed.

		I love this so much, Eliza marveled as she rubbed her very erect nipples against Brigitte’s. Who would have ever thought I’d be so into women, or at least this one?

		Brigitte shut the water off and pulled her mouth from Eliza’s. She was panting to catch her breath, obviously just as excited from the kissing and bare skin touching bare skin as Eliza was. Her green eyes glittered with arousal as she said, “We’re clean enough, babe. Let’s get dried off and in that bed together!”

		She’s so hot, Eliza thought as the blonde girl opened the shower door and reached for a towel for each of them.

		They were both tall girls; Eliza stood five-nine in her bare feet and Brigitte was dead even with her in the foggy bathroom mirror as she straightened up and handed Eliza a towel. Both women smiled when their images reflected in the somewhat blurry mirror.

		“Blonde and brunette perfection,” Brigitte said, only half-jokingly, “fuck, you’re beautiful, Eliza. You’re absolutely gorgeous, even without a lick of make up; just like I knew you’d be.”

		Eliza reached out and turned the blonde girl toward her and whispered, “So are you, baby. I think you’re so fucking sexy!”

		The two of them kissed for what seemed like forever, their tongues toying with each other. Eliza felt her nipples fully extended again, digging into the soft female flesh of Brigitte’s big breasts, just as the other girl’s hard nubs pressed into hers.

		They broke apart and began to dry off feverishly. Both were anxious to get into bed and taste each other once more. Eliza could hardly wait!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, just like that,” Brigitte gasped out the plea.

		Eliza was on her tummy, in between Brigitte’s long legs, feasting on the slick pink treasure between her spread thighs. She was deliriously happy, as was Brigitte. Her face was smeared with girl lube and her tongue was moving in and out of the succulent little lips before her, teasing Brigitte’s clit with each penetration and withdrawal.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God,” Brigitte whined, her whole body trembling beneath Eliza’s hot tonguing. “You’re going to make me come, baby. You’re going to make me come so hard!”

		Oh, yes, come in my mouth, Eliza urged her girlfriend mentally. I want to taste your sweetness. I want to submerge my tongue in it as your cute little pussy boils over!

		Brigitte squealed and began to shiver, as if she had been trapped outside, stark naked, in a cold wind. She couldn’t seem to get her breath and her hands shot down to clasp Eliza’s head and hold it tighter against her orgasming cunt.

		“So good,” Brigitte moaned, her eyes closing with the intensity of the sensations rippling through her body, “oh, fuck, honey, you do me so fine!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Eliza said, gulping down the warm nectar pouring out of the young blonde’s fluttering pink folds and licking for more.

		This is nirvana. Making my darling girl come is heaven on earth!

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Brigitte whined, biting her lower lip, “it’s lasting so long! You’re making me come so hard, babe!”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this?” Eliza’s voice sounded very tentative as she asked the question.

		“Of course I am,” Brigitte replied with a devilish grin. “Just relax your ass and take it like a good little slut. Rafe’s cock is really thick, just like this, and I know you loved taking it up this naughty, perfect ass of yours.”

		Eliza sucked in her breath as the huge vibrator squeezed through her anus and started to disappear up inside her butt. She held the big breath as Brigitte—who was on her stomach between Eliza’s legs now—finished pushing the long, incredibly thick hunk of plastic up into her ass.

		“Oh, fuck, that thing’s huge!” Eliza gasped out the words, thoroughly stuffed with fake cock.

		Even the big black cock belonging to James wasn’t this thick, or this long! Undeterred by Eliza’s obvious discomfort, Brigitte switched the vibrator on and started to tease Eliza’s clit with her tongue tip.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so wild!” Eliza groaned as spasms of pleasure radiated out from her clitty and spread throughout her lower body.

		“I just knew a hottie like you would love it,” Brigitte said smugly, beginning to fuck Eliza’s ass with the mighty fake cock while she lapped at her pussy.

		I DO love it, Eliza realized with a start. I love being a bad girl with Brigitte, my darling Brigitte, and I love being fucked up the ass with this monster while she eats me. I adore all of it, God help me!

		Relentlessly, Brigitte slid the buzzing toy up and down in Eliza’s bottom while she sucked and licked at her clit. The dark-haired beauty moaned and tossed her head from side to side on the pillow while she played with her own nipples. Slowly, she became used to having the mammoth vibrator violating her ass. She soon welcomed it, yanking on her tits and moaning continually as the gathering orgasm built within her.

		Casting away all pretenses of modesty or innocence, she growled, “Yeah, fuck me, fuck me right up the ass with that big thing and lick my pussy, please!”

		Brigitte gave out with an evil little chuckle and whispered, amid licks, “God, Eliza, you’re such a slut! I swear you are, girl!”

		I’m a huge slut, Eliza acknowledged mentally. I live for this kind of thing. I love it; I NEED it!

		The climax came on quickly, when it arrived, like a fireball engulfing her. Waves of utter bliss broke over her as she screamed out her pleasure. She nearly jerked her nipples from her pulsing tits as they exploded into orgasm along with her clit and ass.

		The come was exquisite in its violence, its intensity. Tears of joy were rolling down Eliza’s cheeks when she finally stopped writhing and groaning on the bed. It took her a full minute to gather in enough breath to speak.

		“Fuck, that was giant one, babe,” she croaked weakly, still recovering her strength. “Thank you, oh, thank you for that. No one makes me come as hard as you; no one!”

		Brigitte rose up and slithered up her girlfriend’s reclining frame until her lips were even with Eliza’s. She smiled down at her and whispered, “You liked that, huh? I knew you would, you nasty girl.”

		Eliza didn’t flinch at the sight of her own juices smeared all over Brigitte’s lovely face. She drew her down for a passionate kiss and pushed her tongue up into her mouth, tasting her own pussy oil and not minding it a bit.

		In fact, that made the kiss even hotter somehow…

		

		****

		

		“So, how long have you been into girls?” Eliza asked her new girlfriend.

		The two lay cuddled under the covers at the head of the bed. They were resting up in between bouts of sex, just getting to know each other better, sharing secrets.

		“I licked my first pussy when I was only twelve,” Brigitte confided. “She was older than me, fourteen, and she lived just up the street. Brenda was exclusively lesbian, but she wasn’t all that butch. She was a redhead, and very feminine and pretty.”

		“Were you well developed for your age?” Eliza wanted to know. “Did you have big knockers already?”

		Brigitte snickered, “I barely had bumps back then. But I was pretty. I had long legs, like a young colt, and a cute ass. And this long blonde hair, of course. It must have been enough…Brenda was sure crazy about me.”

		“How many times did the two of you go to bed together?”

		“Lots of times; both my parents worked, like hers did. And none of them got home before five-thirty at night. We got out of school at, like, three and it was a short walk home, so we had both houses all to ourselves for at least an hour and a half most days. We were both only children, so there were no brothers and sisters to get in the way.”

		Eliza was intrigued. She asked, “Did you stop seeing her eventually?”

		“No, not really,” Brigitte replied, “but I discovered I liked boys, too. I lost my virginity at fourteen, to the guy who was my boyfriend at the time. He was older than me, sixteen, and he had his own car. I had filled out some by then, I had titties; not as big as they eventually got, but I had ‘em.”

		She grinned over at Eliza and said, “It kind of grossed Brenda out, the thought of me sucking a boy’s cock off and swallowing his come or letting him fuck me. But she got over it. We still spent a few hours in bed with each other every week until she went away to college.”

		“That long; you maintained your relationship that long?”

		Eliza’s voice sounded incredulous. She shook her head in wonder at just the thought of that, Brigitte’s having a girlfriend on the side for all those years while she was growing up.

		“She was very good with her tongue and fingers,” Brigitte said with a shrug, as if that explained everything. “I wasn’t about to give that up if I didn’t have to. And she worshipped me.”

		Brigitte gave Eliza a knowing look as she said matter of factly, “I was the prettiest girl in my high school, maybe in all of Tulsa. I expect you know all about that.”

		Eliza laughed lightly and nodded that she did, indeed. She said, “I was the prettiest girl in south Texas, growing up. I was Homecoming Queen, Rodeo Queen, head cheerleader; you name it and I was it.”

		Brigitte smiled hugely and nodded, saying, “Me, too, I was Miss Tulsa Teen and all of that stuff!”

		The two stunning ex-beauty queens just looked at each other for a moment, each basking in the glow of fond and not-so-fond memories. At last, Brigitte asked, “I’m your first girl, right? I mean, you never even fooled around even a little, back in middle school, or high school?”

		Eliza shook her head that she hadn’t. She said, “It wasn’t like I didn’t have the chance. Looking the way I did, gay and bi-girls were coming on to me all the time. But I was never interested…until now.”

		“Why me, why now,” Brigitte asked.

		“I don’t know,” Eliza answered truthfully. “I was very tipsy on Friday night, and I’m always more sexually adventurous when I’ve been drinking a lot. And the vibe was different, somehow, with you.”

		“I’m so glad you decided to take a chance,” Brigitte murmured, sliding closer to Eliza in the bed.

		“So am I, darling,” Eliza whispered, just before they kissed once more, “believe me, so am I!”

		

		****

		

		“So what are you and your husband going to do now?”

		Brigitte asked the question. They were still in bed together, but it was morning by now.

		They had made love several more times before falling asleep, exhausted but happy, in each other’s arms. Each had gotten up and used the bathroom earlier this morning but both of them had slid right back into Brigitte’s warm and welcoming bed.

		It was as if neither could get enough of cuddling naked with one another. Even when they weren’t having sex, they were constantly touching each other, caressing taut female flesh, exploring each other’s magnificent bodies.

		Eliza had never felt like this before. She’d been excited about going to bed with a new guy, back in the day, before she’d met and married Grady.

		And being with Rafe had aroused her, as well as fucking James. But that was different.

		This was entirely new, and it both frightened her a little and intrigued her at the same time. Being with Brigitte was exciting. It felt foreign, exotic; it wasn’t like any feeling she’d ever had before.

		And yet it felt so right. Being in bed, naked, with the stunning young blonde was stimulating; there was no question about that.

		It made her pussy wet just thinking about it.

		But at the same time, it felt so comfortable. In many ways, she felt more at ease in bed with Brigitte than she did even with Grady. And they had been sleeping together for years now, both before they were married and of course, afterward.

		“Earth to Eliza; come in Eliza,” Brigitte said teasingly.

		“I’m sorry. I guess I sort of zoned out there for a moment.”

		“I asked you what you and your husband are going to do now.”

		Eliza made a face as she thought about how to answer that. Since it was a virtual certainty that Rafe was going to take great pleasure in firing Grady tomorrow, there hadn’t seemed to be any sense in keeping the whole “arrangement” thing with Rafe a secret any longer.

		As a result, she had shared all the details about her agreement with Rafe with Brigitte last night, during their various pillow talk sessions. Her new lover/friend knew all about Grady’s resulting promotion, and how great life had suddenly gotten for the couple after Eliza had agreed to start sleeping with Rafe a few times a month.

		“I guess Grady is going to start looking for a new job right away. And how that goes will depend a great deal on how big of an asshole Rafe decides to be about all of this. If he gives Grady a less than glowing reference, getting another job could take a long time and we might have to move somewhere else to do it.”

		She looked over at Brigitte and added, “We really don’t want that. We’re just getting used to living in southern California, and our house is finally just the way we wanted it, for the most part.”

		With a sly little smile, she reached out and stroked Brigitte’s hair and whispered, “Besides, I just met this incredible blonde girl that I want to get to know a whole lot better.”

		Brigitte beamed happily and cuddled Eliza’s naked body in closer. She murmured, “Don’t you dare move away—I want to spend more time with you, too!”

		Eliza kissed her new girlfriend lightly on the cheek and said softly, “We may not have any choice. We’ve been living pretty high on the hog since Grady’s promotion. We haven’t managed to save much yet, we were too busy getting the house just the way we wanted it and buying some things we’d always wanted. Our monthly outlay is pretty substantial, so I don’t think our savings is going to last long.”

		“You could do what I do for a while, just until your husband lands another job,” Brigitte suggested brightly, her eyes full of mischief as she suggested Eliza become an escort. “With the way you look and what you can do for a man in the bedroom, you’d make a small fortune, believe me!”

		Eliza started to say “no” to Brigitte’s half-kidding proposition, but then she thought about it. Would it really be any different from what she had been doing with Rafe for the last year?

		It wouldn’t mean going to bed with just one guy, like I’ve been doing, Eliza told herself.

		Then her recent fling with James came to mind. She’d really gotten off on that, and so had Grady, bless his voyeuristic little cuckold heart!

		And would I have said no to Jim Atchison tonight, if he’d been young and hunky, instead of old and disgusting?

		In a flash of realization, Eliza admitted to herself that it hadn’t been the idea of going to bed with Atchison that had made her react so negatively; it was Atchison himself, so boorish and overweight and unappealing. She thought about it for a minute, then asked Brigitte, “How many of your…‘dates’ are really ugly or grossly out of shape?”

		Brigitte, clearly taken aback by the question, thought about it a minute and answered, “Well, a few of them have been real bow-wows, truthfully, but not that many. Besides, if a guy really turns you off so badly that you don’t want to fuck him again; you always have the option of simply not calling him back to schedule a date when he leaves a voicemail. After a while he’ll get the message and quit calling.”

		I guess I could live with that…just for a few months, until Grady finds another job, Eliza thought to herself.

		She glanced over at the clock and saw that the morning was advancing. Grady would be flying in from Carmel just after lunch and she wanted to be home to meet him, to share the super-bad news with him in person, rather than over the phone.

		“I have to get ready to leave and go home pretty soon,” she told Brigitte. “Do you want to make love again before I go?”

		Brigitte flashed that big, bad-girl smile of hers and reached for Eliza, saying, “Are you kidding? Come here, baby, and let me show you how much I want you!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Homecoming, Consequences

		

		Brigitte insisted on driving Eliza home, just in case Rafe was hanging around and because she didn’t want her best girl taking a cab when she didn’t have to. Besides, it wasn’t really that far from her house in the Canyon to Sherman Oaks and she really wanted to see where Eliza lived.

		The trip normally took about a half hour, but it only took twenty-two minutes with Brigitte driving her new Mercedes. Once again, Eliza stepped from the small roadster totally shaken.

		“God, they’re going to throw you in jail until you’re an old lady if you keep driving like that,” she admonished the girl.

		“They have to catch me first,” Brigitte replied saucily, sticking her tongue out at Eliza like a teenage brat as she got out of the driver’s side.

		Rafe’s limo was nowhere to be seen. Eliza grabbed her suitcase and went to the front door, switched off the alarm, and unlocked it for them. The house looked just as she’d left it on Friday and she breathed a sigh of relief.

		“This is really nice,” Brigitte said, coming in and looking around. “I see where all that money went. I love your new furniture and just look at that kitchen!”

		“Yeah, real granite countertops and backsplashes, the latest in refrigerators, genuine marble floors, a Jenn air indoor grill, a double-oven, restaurant-style stove, the newest, most expensive model of convection oven, plus the best microwave on the market—we didn’t miss much, when it came to spending money,” Eliza said half-proudly, half-ruefully, glancing around her recently remodeled kitchen.

		She turned to Brigitte and said, “Can I offer you a drink?”

		“No, I’m good,” she responded with a grin, “maybe next time I’m here, you’ll have time to show me the bedroom. I’d love to see that.”

		Smiling, Eliza took her in her arms and kissed her, saying, “I’d love that too, angel, but Grady should be home in less than an hour. I intend to tell him all about you, eventually, but not right off.”

		She made a sour face and continued, “We have other thing to talk about this afternoon, like how I got his ass fired from Ronson Holdings and what we’re gonna’ do about it. Sexy tales about hot blondes sharing a bed with me will have to wait for happier times.”

		“Yeah, I get that,” Brigitte replied sadly. “On top of the mess you two are in, it wouldn’t do to have him come home early and catch us in bed together.”

		Eliza gave a tight little laugh before saying, “No, under normal conditions, that might have been great fun. But today isn’t a good time to spring that kind of a surprise on him. Today is for serious talk, I’m afraid.”

		“Call me, soon,” Brigitte implored her, staring into her blue eyes. “I’ll be uptight until I hear from you, Eliza. I’m so hung up on you!”

		Despite the gravity of the situation she found herself in, Eliza’s heart lifted momentarily when she heard her lover say that. She whispered, “I care about you, too; so very much!”

		The two women kissed. Both had tears in their eyes when they finally separated and Brigitte started for the front door.

		As she neared it, she turned and whispered back to Eliza, “Call me. I’ll be on pins and needles until I hear from you.”

		She opened the front door, stepped through it, and closed it behind her. Eliza had followed her new friend back into the front room. She went over to the window watched her drive away.

		Feeling sadder than she had felt in a long time as the small Mercedes disappeared down the residential street, and very nervous about the coming talk with Grady, she went back into the rec room and fixed herself a martini. She was still slightly hung over from last night in Vegas and the drinks she’d had at Brigitte’s house before they’d gone into the bedroom to make love for what was left of the night.

		The martini seemed to help. It smoothed out the rough feelings from her night of overdoing it in Las Vegas and at Brigitte’s. She made herself a second one when that one was gone and settled in to wait for Grady.

		It was past one-thirty and she knew he’d be home soon, full of golf stories and happy as a kid with a new toy. Then she’d send his life crashing down around his ears and they’d talk about what to do next.

		She wasn’t looking forward to that at all. Nursing the martini, she started thinking about how she’d break the news to him that he was about to be unemployed…

		

		****

		

		Eliza heard the garage door sliding up at two. She sighed, finished her martini and went over to the small bar to pour another from a small pitcher she had made of the potent cocktails, which sat on the top shelf of the small, apartment-size refrigerator.

		“Hey, babe, are you home yet?” Grady’s cheerful voice rang through the entire house from the kitchen.

		He had no doubt seen that her car was parked next to his in the garage, but that didn’t really tell him anything. Rafe had picked her up Friday in his white limo and they had ridden out to the airport together.

		“In here, darling,” she called, taking out a short cocktail glass full of ice cubes from the refrigerator’s small freezer compartment. “Do you want me to make you a Chivas and soda? I’m having a martini.”

		“Sure, that’d be great,” he said, stepping into the rec room, still toting his travel bag.

		Her heart stopped when she saw him. Grady was so handsome, so tall and athletic looking, so full of life and fun.

		She hated that she was about to spoil everything for him, but it had to be done. He had to know had happened, and why.

		Quickly, she made the cocktail and sat down on the couch. He ditched the overnight bag and joined her, drawing her in for a big kiss that lasted the better part of a minute.

		“Did you have fun in Vegas?”

		She responded right away but she avoided answering his question, instead asking him in return, “Did you; how was Pebble Beach? Was it everything you expected it to be?”

		“God, yes,” he said enthusiastically, “it was gorgeous, just gorgeous. The greens were perfect and the view had to be seen to be believed.”

		He took a big cut of his cocktail and went on to say, “The Lodge was incredible and the food and the room were both out of this world. I know it cost old Rafe a small fortune, but it was so worth it.”

		Perhaps he noticed the wooden quality of her smile; perhaps he picked up on her underlying mood, but the grin faded from his handsome face as he asked once again, “How about you; did you enjoy Vegas?”

		Eliza took a deep breath and plunged ahead. Experience with the “arrangement” had taught her the best way to proceed in awkward situations like this one was to get it all out there right away.

		“The first night was fun,” she started in, taking another big sip of her martini. “I won some money in the casino, a lot of money, and we had a really great time in the bedroom.”

		She paused to sip her drink nervously again before continuing. “I’ll tell you all about it later, once I get Saturday night out of the way. That was a disaster, I’m afraid; a total and complete disaster.”

		Grady’s happy-go-lucky face grew instantly serious. He sat forward on the couch and drained his scotch and soda, waiting for her to go on.

		“I knew Rafe wanted me at the big dinner with Jim Atchison for some reason, but I didn’t figure out why it was so important to him to have me there until late in the evening. We’d all been drinking—a lot—and Mr. Atchison got handsy with me in the limo going back to the hotel. So did Rafe.”

		Her husband suddenly looked uneasy. He glanced away and then looked back and asked, “What happened next?”

		“It was pretty clear by the time we got back to the suite that Rafe wanted me to have sex with Atchison, as a way to help seal the deal.”

		Grady looked really guilty now, as if he had known about it all along and Eliza was suddenly furious with him!

		“What…did you know that was going to happen?”

		“I…I suspected it might,” he finally admitted in a soft voice after long moments had passed.

		“You suspected that Rafe was going to try and whore me out as part of a business deal, and you didn’t even mention it to me?”

		“Well, I didn’t really know for sure,” Grady stammered, now looking completely guilty, as if he had known.

		“Why in God’s name didn’t you say something, Grady?”

		Instead of answering, her husband got up off the couch abruptly and stepped over to the bar. He made himself another drink, with almost no soda this time, and took a big slug of it before turning around to face her.

		“Would it have made any difference?” He asked defiantly. “You’ve been playing the whore for Rafe for a year now. And you fucked that black guy a couple of days ago, just for fun.”

		Eliza reacted as if Grady had just slapped her across the face even harder than Rafe had last night. She leaned back on the couch and stared at her husband.

		After about a minute had ticked by—the longest minute of Eliza’s life—Grady asked, “Well, did you do what Rafe wanted? Did you sleep with Atchison?”

		“No, I didn’t,” Eliza’s voice was a low growl of anger. “Have you ever seen Jim Atchison? The man is an animal. He’s boorish and rude and ugly, too!”

		“I’ve met him,” Grady said noncommittally, suddenly sensing that something was very wrong. “He’s a little hard to take, I’ll admit.”

		“Did you want me to fuck him?” Her voice cracked like a bullwhip as she asked the question. “Did you want me to suck him off and swallow his come?”

		Grady didn’t answer. He looked down at the carpet instead.

		“Well, I didn’t touch him,” Eliza rushed to add; “I stormed into the bedroom as soon as we got back to the suite and started to pack up my stuff and come on home.”

		Real concern etched Grady’s face as she said that. He gulped down another big slug of scotch and then asked nervously, “How did Rafe take that?”

		“He came into the bedroom after me and closed the door,” she told him. “He told me all Atchison expected was a blowjob. He was like you…he seemed to think that would be no big deal—to a whore like me!”

		Grady groaned; seeming to sense what was coming next. He asked in a voice that was barely a whisper, as if he was now expecting the worst, “What did you do?”

		“Rafe slapped me, hard, right across the face, when I absolutely refused to have anything to do, sexually, with Jim Atchison. So I pushed him back. I knocked him on his ass.”

		Eliza finished her martini. She was glaring at Grady as she said, “He threatened to beat the shit out of me if I didn’t come across for Atchison, and so I hit him in the head with a table lamp. I really knocked him for a loop.”

		“Oh, fuck,” whispered Grady, downing the rest of his scotch in two gulps.

		“I grabbed up my bag and got out of there before Rafe could recover and come after me,” she finished. “I caught a cab to the airport and flew back home.”

		Grady poured himself another glass of scotch, not even bothering to replenish the ice cubes or to add any soda. He chugged it down as she watched.

		“I think you can expect to get fired tomorrow,” Eliza finished in a soft voice.

		After what seemed like an eternity, he said, “Oh, yeah, I think you can count on that.”

		

		****

		

		“Okay, I can understand your not wanting to do anything sexual with Atchison,” Grady said late that night in the darkened bedroom. “The man reminds me of a water buffalo and a nasty one at that.”

		They were lying stiffly in the bed late that evening, not touching. This was unusual behavior for them, but things had been ultra-tense between them ever since Eliza’s revelations in the rec room this afternoon.

		“But did you really have to hit him with the lamp?”

		The question seemed to float out there in the darkness. At last Eliza said, “Well, I was really scared, and I was as angry as I’ve ever been in my life at the way Rafe was behaving toward me. So, yeah, I felt like I had to hit him, to keep him from coming up off the floor after me and doing what he threatened to do—namely, beating the shit out of me.”

		Silence lingered between them. After what seemed like forever, Grady said, “Well, I think that tears it. I can’t feature a guy like Rafe taking that sort of thing lying down. He’s probably lost the Atchison deal—which he wanted in the worst way—and he got humiliated, by a woman, in front of a man he was trying to impress. There’s no way a guy like Rafe Ronson going ignore that, babe; no way in hell!”

		

		****

		

		Monday morning proved Grady right, in spades. Expecting the worst, he drove Eliza’s leased Mercedes sedan into work after parking his company BMW out in the driveway.

		By nine-thirty in the morning, two men from Ronson Holdings drove up and one of them got out and strode over to the parked car. He opened it with a key, got inside, and drove away.

		Grady pulled into the empty garage a half hour later, and got out, with a cardboard box he’d taken into work today—just in case—loaded with all his personal stuff under one arm. He looked like he carried the weight of the world on his shoulders as he trudged listlessly into the kitchen and sat the box down on the table.

		“It was as bad as it could get,” Grady said in a voice completely devoid of emotion. “He let me go with no severance pay, and no explanation, other than saying “talk to that bitch of a wife of yours and you’ll know why I’m doing this”. Oh, and he’s not going to give me bad reference. He’s going to have Personnel give prospective new employers my job title, the dates I worked there, and no reason for my dismissal. And they’ve been instructed to answer any questions about Ronson Holdings rehiring me with an emphatic ‘under no circumstances’, and let it go at that.”

		He shrugged helplessly and finished by saying, “I’m fucked, when it comes to finding another job. That kind of a non-reference is like saying I was a total screw-up and that I was fired for cause, without really saying coming out and saying that.”

		“You were a star with that company,” Eliza replied hotly. “They can’t get away with that. You can sue them.”

		Grady smiled ruefully and said, “Yeah, I guess I could, if I had a few million to spend on legal fees and could wait forever for the case to be decided. Rafe knows I can’t do that and, besides, he has a big legal department at his disposal if I want to try.”

		“Shit,” Eliza whispered softly, “we really are fucked, aren’t we?”

		“Looks that way, babe,” Grady said bleakly.

		The two of them stood staring forlornly at each other across the kitchen for a long minute. Then Grady seemed to pull himself together and said, “This morning, I’m going to call that headhunter who recruited me for the job at Ronson; maybe he can help.”

		

		****

		

		The search firm proved to be a dead end. Excited at first to get Grady’s updated resume via email, showing his spectacular rise to the top as West Coast Division Manager at just thirty-two years of age, the recruiter called back after checking Grady’s reference with the company and said that there wasn’t much he could do.

		He asked Grady what he had done to piss the folks over at Ronson Holdings off so badly, but Grady declined to tell him, of course. Contacts with two other headhunting firms ended up the same way; with no leads and no promise of any future help.

		By late that afternoon, both Eliza and Grady were feeling very low about their prospects for keeping the house. The web seemed empty of jobs which excited him; he had sent his resume out on a few anyway, but expected to get no replies. Rafe’s reference, or rather the lack of one, was a real job-killer; that was for sure.

		“Listen, how about having a drink and calling it a day,” Eliza asked her husband as the clock crept toward six. “I’ve made one of your favorites for dinner and I’ve got a naughty story for you that is sure to perk you right up.”

		“Oh, really,” he sighed, smiling up at her from his desk in the spare bedroom they used as an office, “I really doubt that any story featuring Rafe and you is going to do much for me after today.”

		“I think this one will,” she said enigmatically. “Dinner is about ready and afterward, its story time in the bedroom.”

		

		****

		

		“Holy fuck, she’s a blonde and she’s gorgeous?” Grady’s voice sounded incredulous.

		Eliza smiled knowingly and started jacking the skin up and down on his hitherto soft dick. She leaned over and licked all around the head and looked up at him as she whispered, “She’s as pretty as I am, and she’s totally hot! Her name is Brigitte and you’ve got to see her to believe her.”

		“And…and you…made it with her?” Grady’s voice sounded shocked, like what she had told him was too good to be true.

		“Not just once, but all night long,” she assured him in her sexiest tone as she licked at his cock head teasingly again. “Rafe kept fucking us, of course, and that felt great, but I was so into Brigitte and she was so into me--that Rafe’s big dick just seemed like icing on the cake.”

		“Oh, man, that sounds so hot!” Grady sighed happily, smiling broadly.

		Eliza’s heart lifted. It was the first real smile she’d seen on his face since yesterday afternoon, when she’d told him about what had happened in Vegas …

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Eliza’s Big Decision

		

		By Wednesday of that week, a sense of despair had taken root in the Cook household. It was obvious to both of them by now that Grady was probably going to be in between jobs for the foreseeable future.

		He had searched everywhere on the web he could think of and called all of the headhunters that conceivably might do him any good. Dozens of resumes had been mailed and emailed out, all to no apparent avail. All he could do was mope around the house and wait for someone to call or contact him on the computer.

		That meant they were probably going to lose the house. Not right away, it was true; there was a few thousand left in savings and Eliza still had the money she’d won in Vegas hidden away for an emergency, or to use when things got really tight.

		“Why don’t you go out and play a round of golf, just so you can relax a little?”

		Grady snorted derisively and put down the newspaper he had been reading. He looked up at her from his easy chair in the living room and said, “You know Rafe has cancelled my membership at the club by now.”

		“There are lots of public courses,” Eliza insisted.

		“It’s too expensive,” Grady said. “We can’t afford it; we’ve got to save every dime we can. Everything is still going out and nothing is coming in.”

		He gestured at her with the newspaper and finished with, “This will be the last one of these I get for a while. I cancelled it yesterday, to save money, so it’s going to stop being delivered any day now.”

		Eliza nodded stoically and went into the kitchen. Living like a pair of paupers amid comfortable surroundings really sucked.

		She looked around at the elaborate room and sighed, thinking, we could have gotten tile countertops and backsplashes, instead of granite, and saved thousands of dollars. But no, we had to have the very best.

		Running her fingertips over the hard, smooth surface wistfully, she had the further thought, you can’t eat granite. And we could have made a couple of house payments, plus a few lease payments on the car, for what we spent on this fancy stove and refrigerator, and still had money left over!

		Her cell phone rang and she picked it up off the island counter located in the middle of the big kitchen and looked at the caller ID. It was Brigitte!

		She was about the only bright spot left in Eliza’s life right now. Her new best friend called at least once a day, and they’d spend some time laughing and chatting on the phone. Brigitte’s cheery voice was like a breath of fresh air, as far as Eliza was concerned.

		“Hey,” she said into the phone as she answered it.

		“Hey, yourself, pretty girl,” Brigitte echoed. “What’s new?”

		Eliza gave a big sigh and said, “Nothing good, I’m afraid. Grady is getting more depressed by the day, and I can’t say that I blame him. There is absolutely nothing happening on the job front. We paid bills yesterday, and watching our savings dwindle down so quickly is utterly chilling; as you can imagine; neither one of us slept very well last night.”

		There was a moment of dead silence and then Brigitte said haltingly, “I might be able to help. I know you said no when I asked if you’d consider doing what I do for a living.”

		Eliza’s heart started to pound. She wondered where her friend was going with this!

		“I’ve got a gig Friday night; a bachelor party. I need a second girl to work with me, because there’s going to be, like, a dozen guys at the party.”

		Eliza leaned against the island for support. She was now holding her breath, waiting for what came next.

		“Anyway, I just got off the phone with Suzy, the redhead I usually double with for parties and she’s already booked for Friday. So I have to find someone else.”

		Neither of them said anything. Eliza chewed her bottom lip nervously. What would Grady say? She’d have to tell him, if she did this. There was no way that she could think of to keep what she contemplating doing a secret.

		“How…how much would I make?” She stammered the question into the phone.

		“These guys are really well off. Most of them are professional baseball players or recently retired players, who are now sportscasters or the like. All of them are flush, so I’m charging them fifteen grand for the party. You’d get half.”

		Seventy-five hundred dollars for one night’s work, Eliza marveled. But I guess I’d be earning it!

		W-What would I have to do?” She heard herself whisper.

		“Well, we’d start off by stripping for them, until we were both buck naked. And then we’d play with each other a little, to get them in the mood. Then we’d do them, all of them, as many times as they wanted, any way they wanted. Anal, blowjobs, straight sex, double penetrations—they’d expect us to do it all for fifteen grand.”

		Eliza thought that over. She could do all that, easily. She’d done most of it for Rafe at one time or the other, plus a whole lot more!

		“Oh, and one other thing, kitten,” Brigitte went on somewhat hesitantly. “This is going to be a bareback party; no condoms. Everyone, including you and me, has to get tested by tomorrow, for STD’s and like that.”

		“T-Tested…STD’s…what’s that even mean?”

		“Sexually transmitted diseases, sweetie, like gonorrhea, syphilis, AIDs, you know the drill,” Brigitte said matter-of-factly. “Barebacked parties are rare, because of all the bad stuff that’s going around out there. It’s another reason I’m able to charge so much for the party.”

		“I’ll call you back in a little while with my answer,” Eliza said after another long pause. “I’ll have to talk to Grady about this first. There’s no way I can stay out all night without telling him what I’m up to.”

		Brigitte thought for a minute, and then suggested, “You can tell him I called and invited you to a spa weekend in Palm Springs, my treat. We could slip out of town and drive down there Saturday morning, after the party Friday night. That way he wouldn’t ever have to know. I’d be glad to pay for the spa day and the suite for Saturday night. It would be worth it, just to have you all to myself for even one night again…hot stuff!”

		Eliza giggled when Brigitte called her “hot stuff”. Slowly, the smile left her face.

		“No, that sounds like fun, don’t get me wrong,” she sighed into the phone. “But I think Grady deserves to know the truth about this…‘new career’ I seem to be embarking on. That’s the only way the two of us managed to stay sane throughout the whole Rafe thing. Sometimes, honesty really is the best policy.”

		

		****

		

		“What?” Grady’s voice was at the same time incredulous and angry. “You and your pal Brigitte are going to do what Friday night?”

		“We’re, uh, going to…uh…‘entertain’ some guys at a bachelor party for a lot of money,” Eliza said, her eyes lowered, her heart once again pounding.

		“The fuck you are!” Grady thundered, leaning forward in his chair, the veins standing out in his neck, he was so pissed off at the notion of his wife becoming a…whore!

		Eliza swallowed hard and blurted, “It’s not so different from what I did for all of those months with Rafe. And I’m going to get cash out of it this time, not a fucking new range or a granite countertop!”

		Before he could even reply to that, she added, “And we can use the money. Don’t tell me seventy-five hundred dollars wouldn’t help right now.”

		“I can borrow some money from Dad, or even from Jay, if I have to,” Grady insisted.

		That was true. Grady’s dad, Gene, was a retired multi-millionaire. He owned a huge plumbing concern down in Houston and Jay, Grady’s older brother, ran it for him, now that he was retired. They both had a lot of money.

		But normally, Grady would have been very reluctant to ask either of them for a loan. His dad had always dreamed of both boys working in the business he had so painstakingly built up. But Grady had shunned his offer and gone into the corporate world instead after finishing college, as though being in the plumbing business was beneath a guy with an MBA.

		Eliza sensed that both of them, Gene and Jay, had resented Grady’s decision, though both had pretended to be delighted at his success with Ronson Holdings; the huge promotion and the incredible income. She guessed that they’d be happy to loan Grady some money, now that he had been disgraced and was almost broke.

		But at what price? They might not charge him any interest for the use of the money, but he would have to put up with their sideways, pitying glances for the rest of his life.

		No, Grady would rather cut off his right hand than ask for a loan from his family under normal circumstances. But he was suddenly more than willing to do it now, to stop her from whoring herself out for cash!

		Dammit, Eliza told herself angrily, this is my decision, too! It’s my life, and I’ll do this if I want!

		“I’m going to that party Friday night with Brigitte,” she announced sternly. “You’d better get used to it.”

		“The fuck you are!” Grady insisted, still mad as he could be at the very thought of Eliza doing this.

		Her daddy had always accused her of being bull-headed at times. This, apparently, was one of those times!

		Eliza crossed her arms over her big chest and stared defiantly at her husband, saying, “If you force me to, I’ll leave. I’m pretty sure I can stay with Brigitte for as long as I want.”

		Grady looked stricken at the idea of her leaving him. He said in an anguished voice, “God damn it, Eliza, don’t do this. I’m begging you!”

		The desperation evident in his voice tugged at Eliza’s heart. She said gently, “Look, it’s mostly my fault that we’re in this mess in the first place. At least let me try and help out in this way, just until you find another job.”

		“Another job,” Grady echoed hopelessly, “that could take a year or more, and we might have to move all the way across the country again to do it!”

		“I really don’t want to do that,” Eliza told him truthfully. “I’m getting to where I like living in southern California. I don’t want to move again, not even back to Texas.”

		Grady ran his hand through his blond hair and let out a breath, saying, “Fuck, it’s going to be hard enough to land a new job, without you insisting that we stay here, too.”

		His exasperation showing, he blurted, “Don’t you get it? I’m being blackballed by Rafe, that bastard! It’s going to take a miracle for me to find another job soon, especially around here, where Rafe’s company casts a big shadow.”

		Eliza thought of Brigitte, about how lovely she was, how soft and cuddly. She loved kissing her; she loved…loving her!

		She didn’t really want to move far away, clear across the country. Eliza didn’t want to risk losing what she had with Brigitte, she realized abruptly.

		Looking around at her perfect house, thinking about the perfect life she had been living until Saturday, it suddenly hit her that she didn’t want to give that up without a fight, either!

		God, I AM bull-headed, she thought. I want everything to be perfect again, even though I know it won’t be!

		She got to her feet and crossed the living room to where Grady sat in utter despair. Tenderly, she touched his hair, his cheek with just her fingertips.

		“Listen,” she said softly, “I still love you, so much! I don’t really want to leave you, you big doofus. Let’s try this for a while and see how it goes. Maybe I won’t like doing it at all. Can you live with that?”

		Grady looked up at her with tears in his blue eyes and murmured, “I don’t know if I can stand it. God help me, Eliza, but I just don’t know if I can.”

		She smiled down at him and said, “Come to bed with me. I’ll make you feel better, I promise. I’ll make you feel fantastic!”

		

		****

		

		Grady was fucking her hard, very hard, and she loved it! She knew he was still angry at her decision to go to the party with Brigitte. She knew he was envisioning strangers doing to her exactly what he was doing now come Friday, and it incensed him.

		But she knew Grady. It also turned him on, somewhat, to imagine his wife’s spectacular body being violated over and over again by men she didn’t even know, simply because they had paid a lot of money for the privilege of doing just that!

		“Fuck me, baby,” she crooned softly into his ear as he rutted down into her. “Fuck me, just the way all those guys are going to on Friday. Come in me, they way they’re going to!”

		Grady shivered as if someone had just shoved a cattle prod deep in his ass and flicked it on. He screamed at the top of his lungs and started to shoot jet after jet of come into her gripping pussy, bellowing, “Take it, you little whore. Take my hot load!”

		Eliza started to climax as well. She clung to Grady as he filled her and murmured, “That’s right, I’m your little whore. And I’ll always be yours, no matter how many other men I fuck.”

		Grady gasped and began to cry. His tears rained down on her cheeks, but his dick, she noticed, stayed rigid inside her!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The Party; Eliza Turns Her First Tricks

		

		“Oh, man, this is going to be the best money I ever spent!” Jose Martinez, shortstop for the Los Angeles Dodgers, sighed when Eliza and Brigitte sauntered into the hotel suite.

		“Fuckin’ A, would you look at these two,” marveled Rod Bowen, the recently retired Dodger outfielder and now a network sports color man, “they’re a pair of goddesses, I tell you, dude; goddesses!”

		Eliza was wearing the ill-fated red dress Rafe had bought her to wear in Vegas, to the dinner with Jim Atchison. She was wearing it because she wasn’t particularly superstitious when it came to jinxes; she looked fantastic in it, and it had cost five-grand, besides.

		Brigitte also looked incredible in the blue satin evening gown she had on. Her blonde hair was piled up on her head and her big breasts were on display, courtesy of the dress’s plunging neckline.

		“Ladies, this is the guest of honor,” Bowen, who was an ebony shade of black, said smoothly, gesturing toward a young man Eliza recognized, Ellis Cooper, the National League’s Most Valuable Player last year.

		Young Mr. Cooper’s handsome face had been visible all over the place for months, on billboard ads, on TV ads, on magazine covers. He was about twenty-four or so, magnificently muscular, with a small waist, broad shoulders, powerful arms, cornflower-blue eyes, and bright blond hair, which he wore cut very short.

		He was gorgeous. And he was getting married to beautiful girl next weekend. It had been all over the news.

		“Hey, how are you, ladies?” The sports idol’s voice was soft and almost shy-sounding as he asked the question.

		Eliza almost expected him to blurt, “Aw, shucks, I’m really excited to meet you, ma’am”, as she shook hands with the young ballplayer.

		Glancing around after meeting Ellis, she saw that about half of the dozen or so men in the room were as black as Rod Bowen. She suddenly felt glad that she had fucked James, Rafe’s hung-like-bull-elephant butler, when she’d had the chance.

		At least she wouldn’t be as nervous as she might have been when she was called upon to suck this many black cocks and give them each a pussy ride. She was nervous enough as it was!

		Brigitte had mixed her some martinis earlier at her house, as they were getting ready for tonight’s party. So she had a bit of liquid courage coursing through her veins. She hoped it would be enough.

		“How about some music, boys,” Brigitte suggested just then. “It’s time to get this party started.”

		Two of the nice-looking young men sprang to their feet and fired up a nearby sound system which consisted of an MP3 player that had been fitted with two small external speakers. The song was, of course, some hip-hop thing—not really Eliza’s favorite music to dance to—but she started moving her feet and wriggling her hips anyway, as did Brigitte.

		There was a round of whooping and catcalls from the men as the two Playmate of the Year-pretty women began to shimmy and shake for them. As they had discussed doing at Brigitte’s house as the got dressed, Eliza slowly unzipped her blonde lover’s gown, and then turned, so that Brigitte could do the honors with hers.

		“That’s the way to do it, you hot young mamas!” One guy yelled enthusiastically.

		“Yeah, take it off,” shouted another one.

		“Take it all the way off,” bellowed another.

		Eliza and Brigitte smiled at one another coyly and eased out of their dresses. Each wore only a frilly black bra, a garter belt, and sheer black panties underneath.

		Brigitte had patiently explained--as she’d helped Eliza into the old-fashioned garter belt and the wispy-thin black stockings—there was no sexy way to strip out of pantyhose in front of a leering crowd of men. Garter belts, on the other hand, were another matter entirely!

		Eliza had to admit as she stood nearly naked in front of the excited, shouting group of young men, she felt very sexy in the garter belt. She watched as Brigitte bent over and unhooked a stocking and slowly rolled it down her long, perfect leg.

		She bent over and did the same, much to the men’s delight. They undid the second stocking and stepped out of their high heels and kicked the hosiery free of their feet. Brigitte stepped over to Eliza, reached around behind her, and undid her bra.

		She did the same to Brigitte. The men in the room sucked in a collective breath as the bras fell away and the women’s marvelous breasts were fully revealed for the first time.

		“God, you’re a honey!” Brigitte said in a stage whisper, letting her bra fall to the carpet and taking Eliza in her arms.

		“So are you, baby,” Eliza answered breathily, crushing her naked tits into Brigitte’s as they embraced.

		Eliza’s bra lay on the carpet too. All that the two women were wearing now was the skimpy panties and their garter belts when their lips met and their tongues began to dance with each other.

		“Fuck, but that looks hot!” A man’s longing-filled voice murmured.

		“God, if that doesn’t give you a woody, nothing will,” another sighed.

		Eliza heard them, vaguely, but all of her attention was focused on the girl in her arms. Brigitte was just so sexy!

		All around the kissing couple, clothes began to fall onto the carpet. Eliza looked out of the corner of her eye to discover that Rod Bowen had a very impressive cock.

		It wasn’t quite as big as the one James, the butler, possessed but it was nice and thick, and long enough to really fill a girl up! She looked out of her other eye and saw that Jose’s brown prick was sort of short but incredibly big around; a real pussy-stuffer!

		But it was Ellis, the guest of honor, who was the real surprise. Not only was this kid male model good-looking, he had a cock that could give James a run for his money!

		Yum, yum, thought Eliza, breaking off the kiss and surveying the nice assortment of hard dicks which now surrounded her. Maybe I’m going to like being an escort after all. I’ve got to admit, this evening looks as if it might turn out to be great fun!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, man, just look at those two hotties going after each other’s pussy!” A man’s voice, choked with obvious arousal, croaked out the words.

		Eliza barely heard him. She was on top in a classic “sixty-nine”, gobbling Brigitte’s cute little slit while Brigitte ate hers eagerly.

		Having all these horny young guys watching makes what we’re doing even hotter, somehow, Eliza realized. And, God knows, it was hot enough to start with!

		“Jesus, look at those two fine asses!” Another man with a ghetto accent sighed. “Are you sure these two little mamas said anal was okay?”

		“They’re both more than alright with it,” a voice Eliza now recognized as belonging to Rod, the party’s organizer, answered smugly. “You can fuck both these hot bitches in the butt tonight, if you want to, my man!”

		“If you can get it up that often,” another man’s razzing voice added, and the whole room exploded into nervous laughter.

		“Are you kiddin’,” the other man asked. “Anyone who can’t keep a hard on around these two is secretly gay, dude!”

		“Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” another man joked.

		The crowd moaned derisively at the old joke and the laughter returned. Eliza did her best to tune it all out: Brigitte’s sweet little pussy had all of her attention.

		She was about to come, right in front of a dozen strangers, and she wanted to make sure that Brigitte got off as well. Eliza didn’t want to be alone in orgasming so publicly for the first time!

		

		****

		

		“I see our little show had the desired effect,” Brigitte said, kneeling in the center of the big room. “You all seem to be good and hard.”

		Eliza knelt right next to her, still catching her breath from the exquisite orgasm she’d just shared with her girlfriend while all of the men looked on. Her skin was tingling with excitement as she stared around the room at the row of very erect pricks her and Brigitte’s “performance” had inspired.

		“Would you boys like us to suck ‘em a little, before we take care of the guest of honor?” Brigitte asked in her soft, sexy voice.

		The room exploded in a chorus of wildly earnest male voices as the men began clamoring to have their cocks sucked by two such beautiful women. Brigitte turned and told Eliza with a knowing little grin, “See, guys are so easy to please! Just remember to keep it sloppy and slurpy, with lots of spit. Most men just love that kind of a blowjob.”

		Eliza wasn’t worried about doing a great job. Both Rafe and James had been very impressed with her oral skills. And Grady was crazy about the way she sucked him off.

		I guess this isn’t supposed to be a full blowjob anyway, she told herself nervously as she walked on her knees to the spot where Ellis, the guest of honor, sat on the couch, following Brigitte’s lead. The blonde girl pointed a the man seated next to Ellis on his right, Eliza’s left, and said, “Start with him, honey, and I’ll do the guy to Ellis’s left. I’ll meet you around on the other side of the room, and we’ll trade off. That way everyone gets his cock sucked by both of us, to get things rolling the right way.”

		“What about poor Ellis?” Eliza said, looking up at the incredibly hunky young ballplayer with a coy smile. “After all, it’s his party.”

		“Oh, he gets special treatment,” Brigitte said, smiling as well. “But he’s got to wait for it. We’ll take care of his guests first and then lavish all of our attention on Ellis, don’t you worry, girlfriend.”

		With that Brigitte moved over to the man on Ellis’s left and took his hard black dick in her fist. She smiled up at him and whispered, “Hold on to your hat, baby, I’m about to make this huge cock of yours feel so good!”

		She bent at the waist, her big tits resting on his thighs and sucked in the head of his prick. Brigitte let a mouthful of saliva she must have been saving up cascade down his hardness and then followed it downward with her sucking lips.

		“Oh, fuck, you weren’t kidding about making it feel good, darlin’,” he sighed with contentment as her head started to bob up and down and her tongue made indentations in her hollowed cheeks as she swirled it round and round. “Goddamn, you can really know how to suck a cock, honey!”

		Well, so do I, Eliza said to herself as she moved over in front of the guys seated on the right of Ellis.

		He had a nice cock, not huge, not too small, and it stuck up proudly above his big nut sac. She smiled at him and, heart hammering, she leaned down and licked his prick tip.

		I guess it’s really true, all cocks DO taste the same, she thought as she easily took all of him into her mouth and throat, licking the hard shaft all over as she did so.

		The man, who was white, groaned at how nice that felt and she began to suck harder…

		

		****

		

		“Some of these guys are really hung,” Eliza whispered to Brigitte when they met up on the other side of the room a few minutes later.

		“I know, girlfriend, I know,” Brigitte replied with a saucy wink, “more fun for us, when we start to fuck them pretty soon.”

		She traded places with her raven-tressed friend and leaned into the cock Eliza had just finished sucking. Looking up at its Hispanic owner, Brigitte whispered, “Such a nice one, so fat and long!”

		The good-looking Latino who owned the cock in question grinned and then gasped as the fantastic blonde’s mouth engulfed him, just as the brunette goddess’s had been doing a moment before. Brigitte gave him a good sucking, not enough to quite get him off, but enough to excite him thoroughly.

		Eliza had her mouth full of a humongous black cock by then, eagerly bobbing up and down on it. This one reminded her of James. He wasn’t quite as long, really, but he matched up fine, as far as being thick went, and his dick head was huge. It really stretched out her throat, the deeper it went.

		“Oh, Jesus Christ, girl,” the cock’s owner wheezed delightedly, “you two are something else again, when it comes to giving a blowjob!”

		Eliza would have smiled, if her lips hadn’t been stretched around the man’s massive penis. Instead, she gave him an extra little lick and sucked even harder.

		The man moaned and put his catcher’s mitt sized hands on her head and urged her to take him all the way up to his huge balls. She did it, just barely, gagging and choking, but still sucking gamely.

		“Oh, man, I want to shoot a load in that hot little mouth of yours later, baby,” the black man whispered.

		“I’d be so into that,” Eliza assured him, letting his swollen dick slip from her saliva slickened lips, a subservient smile on her beautiful face. “You can shoot that hot stuff of yours wherever you want tonight, as far as I’m concerned, baby; down my throat, up my pussy, or even in my tight little bottom!”

		The grinning man shook his head and laughed, “You’re unbelievable. You’ve got to give me your number. I’d like to hire you for a private all-night session next weekend.”

		“Would you want both of us, or just me?” Eliza inquired, moving on to the next guy.

		Before she stared sucking the cock now in front of her, the last man said, “I doubt I could keep up with both of you, baby. So I’d like to make a date with just you, if that’s alright?”

		Eliza thought about that for a second and then said, “It sounds great, I’ll make sure to give you my number before the party’s over.”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, my God, he’s so fucking big!” Eliza gasped as Ellis fucked her.

		“I know, isn’t he fun?” Brigitte asked; her green eyes bright with mischief and excitement.

		She was on her hands and knees, next to the rutting couple, watching as the guest of honor nailed Eliza to the carpet again and again, his huge cock sinking into her tight little pussy all the way, each time he thrust down into her.

		All the other men seated around the big room were sitting forward in their chairs, watching her getting fucked. Their cocks were as hard as the one that had been breaching her relentlessly for a couple of minutes now, just as it had rammed deep into Brigitte’s snug little snatch before hers.

		“That’s it, kid, fuck that hot little pussy!” A male voice said just then.

		“Really give it to her,” another urged.

		“Cream her, Ellis, blow your load up that little twat,” said another.

		“Yeah, and I’m next,” still another male voice said, “I’d take sloppy seconds in a pussy as fine as that one any day of the week.”

		They’re all going to fuck me, one right after the other, Eliza realized.

		The thought panicked her for a moment, but then she relaxed and just accepted that it was going to happen. After all, that’s what she and Brigitte were here for, to fuck all of these big cocks until they refused to get hard anymore; to empty all of these semen-laden nut sacs!

		God, this kid sure can fuck, she thought staring up at his handsome face. His huge dick feels so nice inside me.

		“Do you want to do that, baby?” She suddenly whispered to him, reaching up and caressing his smooth cheek as he balled her frantically. “Do you want to fill my tight pussy up?”

		Ellis moaned and she felt his gliding cock jerk within her. She closed her eyes and clung to him as he stared to come inside her.

		Her own orgasm was incredible, and it started as soon as the boy unleashed his awesome load of jism up her pussy. She trembled and called out his name and held him tight as he pumped his wad into her clasping cunt.

		They didn’t even give her time to catch her breath. Ellis had no sooner pulled out than another long, thick prick as driving down into her sopping pussy.

		She opened her eyes and found out that it was Rod Bowen’s dick deep inside of her. Eliza smiled up at him and said simply, “That’s the way to fuck me, Rod. Fuck me good!”

		

		****

		

		The party was in high gear by now. Brigitte had a cock up her ass and one up her pussy and she was sucking a third guy as she rode the other two fat pricks. Eliza was being triple-teamed, too, a first for her.

		She had already blown two men, and two more had creamed her cunt after Ellis and Rod. Still another guy, Jose Martinez, the shortstop, had come in her ass while she was busily sucking a friend of his back to hardness.

		Everywhere she looked, there were stiffening dicks. It was going to be a long night.

		Most of these guys were young and really in shape. She bet they could fuck all night, when they had two gorgeous girls like her and Brigitte to inspire their lust.

		Eliza mentally shrugged her shoulders and got ready to get fucked some more. The guy in her pussy had a really nice dick and he was doing her great.

		She was going to come again soon. She was going to come all night long!

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Grady Meets Brigitte

		

		“Babe, is okay if I spend the rest of the night at Brigitte’s house?” She asked the question into her cell phone, standing in Brigitte’s kitchen, nursing a martini.

		Her hair was still wet from the shower they’d taken together when they’d gotten here a half hour ago, and she was wearing a heavy terrycloth robe Brigitte and lent her. The shampooing had been very necessary; a couple of the guys’ come had dried in her hair, after she’d jacked them off all over her face and tits.

		It was four in the morning. She hadn’t really wanted to call Grady so late, but he’d insisted before she’d left the house at six that night that she call him whenever she got finished with the bachelor party, no matter what time it was, just to let him know that she was safe and all right.

		“Yeah, I guess,” Grady said, sounding tired and relieved to hear her voice once more. “Did it go okay?”

		Eliza glanced over at the big pile of hundred dollar bills on the kitchen table and said, “It did. They gave us the fifteen thousand, plus a hundred each as a tip, so they must have been happy with us. That’s eighty-one hundred dollars for us.”

		Grady didn’t say anything to that. She rapidly changed the subject from how much cash she’d just made whoring herself out to how glad she’d be to see him in the morning, “I can’t wait to hold you again, to feel your arms around me.”

		“That sounds good to me, too, honey,” Grady still sounded a bit distant, like he was having trouble adjusting to the idea that a dozen total strangers had just spent the entire night fucking his wife in every hole she possessed.

		Some of them had fucked her more than once. And most of them had fucked her in both holes before the party wound down, including the prospective groom, Ellis Cooper. She blown him as well, swallowing all of his come eagerly.

		He, along with several of the other guys, had gotten her cell number before the party broke up. She had chastised him a bit before finally giving it to him, saying, “Hey, you’re supposed to be getting married next week.”

		“I’m getting married, I’m not dying,” he’d said as he grinned boyishly at her. “Don’t get me wrong, the girl I’m getting hitched to is great in bed. But I’ve never met anyone who compares to you, Eliza. You’re so special; I’m going to want to fuck you again. I just know I am.”

		“Listen, I’m beat,” Grady said at that moment, jerking her attention back to the present. “I’m going to bed now. I’ll see you in the morning. I’m glad you’re okay.”

		The line went dead before she could tell him about the surprise she and Brigitte had for him in the morning. On the way back from the hotel tonight, they had decided that Grady deserved something really extraordinary for being such a good sport about her decision to do the party with Brigitte.

		Oh, well, I guess he can wait until morning to be surprised, Eliza thought, putting her phone away in her purse, along with her half of tonight’s money.

		“How many of those guys did you end up giving your phone number to?” Brigitte’s voice called to her from the bedroom.

		“Five, I think, maybe six,” she shouted back, finishing her drink and placing the empty glass on the table.

		She made her way quickly through the house, to the master bedroom. Brigitte was naked on the bed, her blonde hair all dry and feathered out across the pillow behind her head.

		“Six, that’s pretty impressive, for a newbie,” she said as she smiled invitingly up at Eliza and held out her arms.

		“Do you think they’ll really all call me for a date?” She asked the question as she shrugged out of the robe and got on the bed with her best girl.

		Brigitte laughed and nodded that they would as she said, “God, yes, of course they will. You were so hot tonight, babe. All of those guys were just raving about you.”

		“They were raving about both of us,” Eliza insisted, cuddling in tight with Brigitte.

		“I’ve dated half of them before, so I know them a little. You’re brand new on the escort scene, honey. I’d be shocked if a few more guys who attended tonight’s little party didn’t get your number from the lucky boys who have it and make dates with you, too.”

		“Why would they do that?” Eliza insisted, smiling.

		“Because, silly, you’re irresistible. They all want to make love to you again.”

		She grinned and whispered, “I want to make love to you again.”

		“Well, what are you waiting for? I’m right here in this bed with you!”

		The two women kissed and Eliza felt her somewhat sore pussy lubing up instantly. She might have been able to tell a male lover “not tonight, I’m just too tired, too sore.” But not Brigitte; never Brigitte—she was never going to say no to her!

		

		****

		

		“Suck it, you little minx,” Brigitte pleaded mindlessly. “Just like that; suck it hard, just like that!”

		Eliza’s face was awash in girl come and she loved it! She was on her belly, between Brigitte’s legs, licking for all she was worth; swallowing her girlfriend’s sweet, steamy outpouring, sucking her little clitty!

		“Oh, fuck, nobody eats me like you do, baby!” Brigitte whined, thrashing about helplessly on the big bed beneath Eliza’s determined oral assault.

		She was going to come, and come spectacularly, any second now. Eliza knew the signs. The young blonde’s tummy muscles were rippling wildly, and her pussy slit was opening and closing, winking like a fluttering eyelid.

		“G-Gonna’ come,” Brigitte gasped, suddenly quivering from head to toe. “Oh, God, I’m going to come so great!”

		Seconds later, the blonde began to shake uncontrollably and her fingernails dug into Eliza’s scalp. Brigitte was wailing out her intense pleasure, her hips rolling involuntarily, her cunt mashing up against Eliza’s mouth and tongue as she came and came!

		I love this, Eliza thought happily, I love making my baby come. I just love it!

		

		****

		

		Eliza woke up naked in Brigitte’s arms. That was among her favorite ways to wake up.

		Looking over at the digital clock, she saw that it was almost ten in the morning. She leaned forward and kissed Brigitte lightly on the mouth, tasting her own pussy oil that had dried on the other girl’s lips.

		Brigitte started away, saw who it was kissing her, and nestled in closer. The two girls made out for a full minute before breaking apart.

		“It’s nearly ten o’clock. By the time we get dressed and ready to go, it’s going to be eleven, sleepyhead,” she said, giving her lover a hard time.

		“Well, we didn’t really get to sleep until five-thirty or so,” Brigitte countered, stretching out her long body. “I need more sleep than that.”

		“Let’s go sleep with Grady,” Eliza suggested mischievously, “he’s going to love that, I bet.”

		“Do you really think he’ll like me?” Brigitte asked the question worriedly.

		Eliza laughed and replied, “Of course he’s going to like you, you big goof. Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately?”

		She broke out into a fit of giggles, and then finished with, “Grady’s a man. Every man goes gaga over a red-hot blonde with big green eyes, long legs, and big tits.”

		“I don’t know,” Brigitte answered, still sounding a little anxious, “after all; he’s got a pretty hot brunette that he’s been sleeping with for quite a while.”

		“Do you think any man is going to turn down sleeping with both of us?”

		Now it was Brigitte’s turn to laugh, and she did. When she had control of herself again, she said, “No, not really.”

		The two of them got out of bed and raced each other to the bathroom.

		

		****

		

		“I hope this works out like we thought it would,” Brigitte said as her car came to a stop in the driveway.

		“Don’t worry, it will,” Eliza assured her, opening the passenger door. “You look like a teenage boy’s wet dream in that outfit. How’s he supposed to resist you?”

		Brigitte was wearing a black satin tank top, with no bra under it, beneath her light jacket. Her long legs ended in a matching pair of incredibly tight short shorts made of the same shiny satin material, and she had on set of wedge sandals which made her well over six feet tall.

		Her long blonde hair was worn loose and shiny, and her make up treatment today highlighted her green eyes. For lipstick, she had chosen a bright crimson color that really accentuated her lush lips and seemed to scream, “Wouldn’t you like to find these wrapped around your cock, baby?”

		She got out of the low slung Mercedes and closed the door. The two tall girls walked up the drive arm and arm, Eliza still wearing last night’s sexy red party dress and the tall high heels.

		Unlocking the front door, she turned off the alarm and called out, “Grady-honey, I’m home, and I’ve brought along someone I’m dying to have you to meet.”

		Grady came stumbling out of the hallway leading to the bedroom and stopped dead in his tracks when he saw the two beauties standing next to each other in his living room. Eliza grinned and said, “This is Brigitte, darling. Brigitte, this is Grady.”

		“Holy fuck, he’s handsome,” Brigitte said after a half a minute of staring.

		Grady didn’t say anything at first; he just broke into a huge smile. Finally, he murmured raptly, “You’re as gorgeous as Eliza. I’ve never met another woman I could truthfully say that about. I never thought I would.”

		Brigitte turned and beamed at Eliza, saying, “I know what you mean. Isn’t she amazing?”

		Grady nodded that she was. He seemed too taken with Brigitte to say anything more at the moment.

		Eliza took the initiative. She stepped over to Grady and kissed him for a full minute, reveling in the way his body felt against hers, the way he looked, the way he smelled; all manly and clean from his morning shower.

		“You know the way I used to tell you, in bed, all about the things Rafe and I got up to the night before, when I’d sleep with him?”

		Grady nodded, looking at Brigitte, his handsome face turning slightly red. He was obviously embarrassed that his wife had mentioned sleeping with Rafe in front of a girl who--after all--he had just met.

		Eliza pressed on anyway, ignoring her husband’s discomfort, “You couldn’t really decide if you wanted to hear in detail about my…uh…‘dates’ as an escort or not. Well, I find that I’m just dying to tell you all about last night’s bachelor party, and the naughty things I did.”

		She flashed her husband a bold little wink and went on to say, “But I thought we’d do it a little differently this time. As a reward for letting me be such a bad girl last night, both Brigitte and I want to take you to bed while we tell you all about it.”

		Grady’s mouth dropped open. He stared over at the vision of blonde loveliness that was Brigitte and stammered, “W-What do you mean?”

		“I mean that I’ve decided you deserve a huge treat, darling,” Eliza whispered back.

		Her striking blue eyes were dazzling with mischief as she added, “So we’re both going to fuck you. We’re both going to suck that fabulous cock of yours today; while we tell you how bad we were last night, with all of those other guys!”

		Grady looked as if he might faint dead away. Brigitte came to his rescue, crossing the living room and taking his right arm while Eliza took his left.

		They led him down the hallway and into the master bedroom. In moments, they had stripped off all of the clothes he wore, and seconds later, they were both as naked as he was.

		“What a nice cock!” Brigitte sighed, staring at Grady’s very hard erection longingly.

		“I told you he had a great dick,” Eliza said proudly.

		She looked at Grady, who was flat on his back on the bed in between them, and said, “We started the evening off by stripping each other naked to music. Then we put on a little girl on girl exhibition for the boys, to make sure their cocks got good and hard.”

		“Since we’re already naked, the stripping part is out,” Brigitte whispered, touching Grady’s dick tentatively for the first time, and then wrapping her fist around it.

		“Would you like to see what we did, honey?” Eliza asked him coyly as Brigitte slid the skin on his cock up and down slowly.

		Grady moaned and nodded his head. He was clearly too turned on to speak coherently!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Eliza, Brigitte, Grady—All Night Long

		

		The two gorgeous women made out with each other passionately, their big breasts flattened against one another’s chests. Eliza made sure Grady saw the bulge her tongue caused inside Brigitte’s cheek as they soul kissed one another.

		He moaned and she was afraid he’d come right then and there. Grady was just inches away from them, his shocked eyes opened wide; taking in every caress, every cuddle and kiss between the two stunning women.

		“Jesus, sweet Jesus,” he kept on muttering under his breath, “you two look so hot together I can barely stand it!”

		Eliza broke off the kiss and moved back slightly, taking Brigitte’s big knockers in each hand. She turned toward the hovering Grady and asked in low, breathy whisper, “Aren’t these amazing? Don’t you just love how pink her nipples are?”

		Grady made a tiny gasping sound and nodded his head that he did. She leaned down and licked the left one, turning his way again to whisper, “They’re so sweet, baby. Her nubbies are so sweet to suck. Would you like to see me do that?”

		A huge shiver gripped Grady’s entire body and she was sure he was his cock was going to shoot off. But, somehow, he held out, and so she sucked Brigitte’s left nipple into her mouth and began to nurse noisily at it.

		“Fuck!” Grady rasped, shivering again. “I’ve never seen anything so sexy in my entire life!”

		Changing nipples, Eliza promised him softly, “Oh, baby, you haven’t seen anything yet!”

		

		****

		

		Grady rocked back and forth, his blue eyes bugging out. Eliza and Brigitte were “sixty-nining” each other less than a foot away from him. He groaned constantly as he watched his wife lick the blonde girl’s magnificent pussy slit while Brigitte licked hers.

		The poor man seemed well beyond words by now. His dick looked so hard you could have used it to drive nails; his breath was coming in short gasps, and his nuts were so tight in his wrinkly sac that he looked as if he’d been swimming in an icy lake.

		The two girls came just then and Grady had to fight for control. His prick jerked wildly of its own accord as he watched the two long, perfect female bodies writhe and shake through their mutual orgasms.

		Eliza was panting, trying to catch her breath as she said to him, “That’s what the guys at the bachelor party’s cocks all looked like, too, after we finished up our little show last night, darling. Do you want to see what we did next?”

		Grady merely bobbed his head, clearly too aroused to trust his voice. The girls crawled over to him on their bellies.

		“I told her to keep it sloppy and slurpy,” Brigitte shared, with a big smile.

		“There were a dozen guys there, counting the guest of honor, the guy who is getting married next weekend,” Eliza explained.

		“We saved him for last,” Brigitte said.

		“I started in on the guy sitting to his right and Brigitte took the guy on his left,” Eliza offered.

		“They were all professional baseball players, either active or just recently retired, so they were all hunky and in shape,” Brigitte added.

		“And they were all colors, brown, black, and white,” Eliza said.

		“So were their cocks,” Brigitte blurted.

		“We sucked them all,” Eliza told her husband, batting her eyes teasingly at him as she said it.

		“Just like this,” Brigitte murmured, lowering her head onto Grady’s dick and taking every last inch of it into her lips and throat.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Grady wailed as the stellar blonde began to suck him.

		Eliza giggled like a naughty six year old and watched delightedly as her friend gave her husband head. She waited about a half a minute, and then tapped Brigitte lightly on the shoulder and said, “Hey, don’t be such a hog. I want to suck it, too, before he comes!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I can hardly wait,” the blonde sighed as she released Grady’s throbbing boner.

		She looked up at him and said with a smile, “I love come. I’ll swallow every drop you can give me, sweetie when the time comes.”

		Grady made a strangling sound. Eliza was blowing him now, using all of the little tricks she had picked up during her months with Rafe, as well as all Grady had taught her about how he liked having his dick sucked.

		“I think he’s about ready,” Brigitte whispered, putting her cheek down right next to Eliza’s as she bobbed her head on her husband’s prick.

		The raven-haired girl rolled her eyes and sucked harder, her tongue going wild on Grady’s dick. He threw back his head and roared.

		The split second before his come shot out, Eliza pulled her mouth from his cock and shoved it over towards Brigitte’s mouth. With a little coo of thanks, the blonde girl took it deep again, laving it with her own tongue.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Grady groaned; starting to come in Brigitte’s sucking mouth.

		“Swallow it all, you naughty girl,” Eliza urged her friend, eye glittering with arousal as she watched Grady empty his balls into Brigitte’s mouth for the first time ever. “There’s going to be a lot of it. My Grady always comes hard!”

		“Fuck, it feels so incredible,” Grady gasped, watching the stunning blonde girl suck him dry and swallow his big load eagerly.

		“She’s almost as good at this as me,” Eliza said proudly.

		Getting back up on her knees, she kissed Grady as he continued to come in Brigitte’s mouth. She knew he could taste her female lover’s pussy juice on her lips and tongue but that didn’t seem to bother her horny husband at all!

		

		****

		

		“This is what we did to Ellis Cooper, after we had sucked all of his friends until they were good and hard,” Eliza explained as Grady slipped his once more stiff cock into Brigitte’s pussy for the first time while Eliza watched.

		“Ellis Cooper, this year’s MVP?” Grady said excitedly. “You fucked Ellis Cooper last night?”

		“Several times, darling,” Eliza admitted to her husband with a grin. “I even let him fuck me in the ass. And he has a huge cock. It’s much bigger than Rafe’s!”

		Grady groaned and powered his own hard dick into the juicy pussy beneath him. Brigitte’s big tits jellied and shook as he drilled her, while Eliza beamed happily at the pair.

		“He fucked Brigitte first, just like you’re doing now,” his wife said, scooting closer and teasing his earlobe with just the tip of her naughty tongue as he banged his prick repeatedly into the other girl.

		“That big-dicked young stud made me come so fine,” Brigitte murmured up at Grady, “just like you’re going to, if you keep giving it to me just like that.”

		Grady gasped and looked over helplessly at his wife. Eliza smiled back and him and whispered, “Its, okay, darling; I hope you make both of us come a lot tonight. I want you to!”

		Grinning with relief, as if he couldn’t quite believe his good fortune, he concentrated his efforts on Brigitte’s unbelievable body. He fucked her harder, making her big tits jiggle and shake, his loins slapping noisily against her thighs as he whipped his rigid dick in and out of her snug little hole.

		“Oh, God, he’s fantastic,” Brigitte moaned over to Eliza, “thanks for sharing him with me, babe!”

		“Isn’t he great?” Eliza’s voice was filled with pride as she looked up at Grady and said softly, “I love him so.”

		Her husband beamed back at her and fucked Brigitte even faster. The blonde girl whined and bit her lower lip.

		“I’m going to come,” she sighed, “oh, fuck, Grady’s cock is going to make me come so fine!”

		Eliza’s blue eyes gleamed with arousal. This was even better than she had imagined it was going to be.

		It was epic. It was pure sex for sex’s sake!

		“Oh, oh, it’s happening!” Brigitte shrieked, her whole body shaking with the power of her release.

		“Fuck her, darling,” Eliza whispered, her fingers buried in her own juicy cunt as she watched her best friend come on her husband’s rapidly gliding cock, “oh, fuck her good…for me!”

		Grady banged the young blonde hard until the last tremor of ecstasy had faded away. He slipped his still very hard prick from her sated pussy and gasped, “What did you two little hellions do next last night?”

		Eliza lay down on her back next to Brigitte and held out her arms to her husband as she said, “Why, then that naughty Ellis fucked me until he came in my cheating little pussy, darling!”

		With a moan, Grady moved over between his wife’s spread legs and sunk his rigid dick all the way into her sopping cunt lips. He sighed at how warm and slick she felt as he began to fuck her, just like he had Brigitte.

		Eliza sighed too and wrapped her arms around him. He felt so nice in her juicy cunt. She had been right on the edge of an orgasm from frigging her own pussy as she watched Grady and Brigitte just now, and he seemed hell-bent on finishing the job for her.

		“Oh, baby, you fuck me so wonderfully,” she whispered in his ear as he banged down into her.

		“You two look so hot together,” she heard Brigitte’s amused voice nearby.

		Turning her head, she saw that her best girlfriend had rolled over onto her left side and was watching them fuck. Brigitte’s was near enough to kiss, so she did, drawing the light-haired beauty in with her right arm and mashing her lips onto the other girl’s as Grady rutted into her.

		“Fuck, you two are unreal,” he panted, never missing a stroke into Eliza’s almost liquid-feeling cunt sheath. “Don’t you ever get enough?”

		Eliza broke off the kiss and smiled up at him. She shook her head that she didn’t and murmured, “No, we don’t seem to. Just ask all those guys who were at the party last night!”

		Grady imagined that--these two glorious bodies taking on man after man, insatiable and always ready for more cock—and started to come. Eliza felt his jism filling her, and came right along with him…

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Eliza chanted, her eyes nearly closed, Brigitte on her stomach between her legs, her pretty face buried in her gleaming pink folds, the blonde girl’s tongue plunging deep, and then withdrawing to lick Eliza’s swollen clit, “just like that, babygirl. That’s the way to eat my pussy!”

		Grady’s green eyes were glittering with excitement as the watched the two women making love. He was up on his knees behind Brigitte, powering his once more hard cock into her tight little ass while the girl lapped and sucked at Eliza’s twat.

		“Eat it,” he gasped, fucking hard, “eat that little cunt right up!”

		Brigitte mewled happily as he toyed with her clit while he fucked her and ran her lips all over Eliza’s slickness. She was going to come again soon, from Grady’s hot ass fucking and from the way he was touching her clit while he did her, and she clearly wanted to take Eliza over the top with her!

		“Ooh, darling, isn’t her ass fine?” His wife murmured in his direction just then. “Isn’t snug and tight and perfect?”

		“Just like yours,” he panted in reply, grinning hugely, “Brigitte’s butt is a carbon copy of yours, babe. And I love fucking them both!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you look so hot when the two of you fuck,” Eliza sighed, stroking Brigitte’s long blonde hair affectionately. “Do her good, honey—make her come again.”

		Grady grimaced, clearly having a hard time not coming right away in Brigitte’s sumptuous ass, and continued to pound away. Eliza smiled encouragingly up at him, her own orgasm growing closer.

		“Jesus, you two are so beautiful together,” Grady rasped between clenched teeth, fighting the urge to shoot his seed into Brigitte’s tightness. “I can’t believe I’m in bed with both of you.”

		“All night long, darling,” Eliza sighed, her climax starting. “Oh, God, we’re going to do our best to please you, all night long; any way you want us!”

		

		****

		

		“What do you want to do now?” Eliza asked Brigitte.

		It was nearly midnight. They had taken a break for dinner, had a few drinks, and taken a shower together.

		They hadn’t bothered with clothes, even bathrobes, after they’d dried each other off. Grady seemed totally relaxed around Brigitte now, as if they were old friends or old lovers.

		Back in bed, lying on either side of Grady, Brigitte said, “Let’s take turns sucking our boy’s cock until it gets hard again.”

		“What then?” Eliza asked.

		Brigitte turned her mischievous, thousand watt-smile on Grady and whispered, “I don’t know. But I expect we’ll think of something!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Where Do We Go From Here?

		

		“What time did Brigitte go home?”

		Grady sounded thoroughly beat. Eliza didn’t blame him; the two of them had fucked him endless times last night and well into this morning.

		“She left about six-thirty, I think,” Eliza said. “She has a kitty at home that expects her breakfast by seven. Her name is Annabelle. She’s got long white fur and bright blue eyes and she’s adorable. I met her when I stayed over with Brigitte when I got back from Vegas and was afraid to come home.”

		There was a long silence, and then Grady said, “My balls feel like one of your new boyfriends used them for batting practice.”

		Eliza snorted with laughter and reached over and tousled his blond hair, saying, “And whose fault is that? That naughty cock of your just wouldn’t stay down last night!”

		Grady grinned over at her and answered, “With you two naked and in bed with me? A guy would have to be dead not to keep getting a woody!”

		She turned over on her stomach and slid over to him, still naked and smiling as she reminded him, “Brigitte and I would have been happy to play together without you for a little while, to give you time to rest.”

		He turned onto his side and grinned at her again, “I seem to recall you did that several times. You looked so hot together that I kept getting hard just watching you.”

		“Pervert,” she teased him, reaching for his now very soft cock, “you couldn’t seem to take your eyes off my girlfriend and me.”

		“I think that thing is officially dead for a while,” he said with a satisfied sigh, “you two killed it last night.”

		“We’ll see about that,” she murmured, sliding down to give her husband’s limp dick a kiss. “It may have more life in it than you think, darling.”

		Eliza slid the head into her mouth and began to suck, her tongue circling round and round. Grady moaned and whispered, “God help me…”

		

		****

		

		Eliza’s handsome hubby sounded more pained than ecstatic ten minutes later, when he shot two very weak little spurts of come into her climaxing pussy. Grady shuddered and moaned, “Okay, that’s definitely it. My poor nuts are completely drained!”

		Giggling, Eliza patted his cheek lovingly and whispered, “Well, it’s your own fault. You just couldn’t seem to keep your hands off Brigitte and me last night, you naughty boy!”

		Grady sighed and pulled his spent dick out of her gooey hole. He rolled off her body and onto his back.

		She got right up and put a robe on, beaming down at him. He grinned back at her and asked softly, “Where are you going, babe? You’ve got way more energy than me; I just want to lie in this bed all day and recharge my batteries.”

		“I’m going into the kitchen to fix my baby some breakfast,” Eliza said, cinching up the robe. “Something with lots of protein, to help fill those big balls of yours up again. And I’m also going to check my voicemail, to see if I got any calls. I had the phone in my purse, on the kitchen counter last night in the silent mode.”

		She bent and gave Grady a quick kiss on the cheek and said, “I didn’t want to be disturbed. I had important business to attend to in this bedroom last night.”

		“You girls sure took care of business last night all right,” he called after his wife as she disappeared down the hall. “I’m dead, dead; I tell you…fucked to death by two gorgeous, sadistic women!”

		

		****

		

		When Eliza brought the breakfast tray in a half hour later, Grady was dozing. She smiled down at him and pushed the mattress gently with the bottom of her house slipper.

		He started awake; his blue eyes looking tired and slightly red as they shot open. She waited for him to scoot back and prop himself up against the pillow and the headboard before she set the tray down over his lap.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, ham steak, eggs, hash-browns, toast, orange juice and coffee,” he murmured, looking very pleased, “all my favorites.”

		“Enjoy,” she urged him as she watched him dig in enthusiastically, sitting down on the side of the bed next to him.

		He ate several bites, chased them with the orange juice and asked, “Well, were there any important messages?”

		Eliza bit her lower lip before answering hesitantly, “I…I have a…date on Wednesday night, and another on Friday, if I want them.”

		A queasy look settled over Grady’s face as he asked, “Who with, do I know them?”

		“You might,” Eliza couldn’t quite bring herself to look at her husband as she said softy, “Rod Bowen called about Wednesday, and a guy named Billy Watson wants me to call him back about Friday night.”

		“Rod Bowen used to be the center fielder for the Dodgers, until he retired a few seasons ago. He does color now, for Fox I think,” Grady said woodenly. “He’s black, too, as I recall.”

		“He’s very handsome,” Eliza said, keeping her voice even and unemotional. “And he has a nice cock. He’s very polite and seems to have good manners. I fucked him twice at that party. And I gave him a blowjob as well. I swallowed it all for him.”

		Grady groaned and let his knife and fork slip out of his fingers. He looked away, saying, “I remember Billy Watson, too. He was with Boston for a while before being traded to LA. He’s a cocky little bastard, from what I’ve seen on TV.”

		“He’s not nearly as sweet as Rod,” Eliza agreed. “Plus his dick is smaller, and he’s white, as if that made any difference.”

		“Did he treat you girls okay at that party?”

		“Yeah, but he’s very full of himself, you’re right about that.”

		She turned to face Grady and said, “It will be six-thousand dollars for us, if I agree to both dates. And we can use the money.”

		Neither of them said anything for a full minute. At last, Grady sighed and asked, “Do you want to do this, Eliza? Do you really want to go ahead and say ‘yes’ to both of them?”

		“I may as well,” she answered softly, not wanting to hurt Grady any more than she already had. “Rod is a sweetie, and the other guy is okay. He’s just young and a little brash.”

		Grady picked up his knife and fork once more and resumed eating. He didn’t look like he was enjoying his meal nearly as much as he had before. His appetite seemed to have been diminished, for some reason.

		Eliza got to her feet once more and went down the hallway. She had to call Rod and Billy back to confirm their dates.

		

		****

		

		“Do I look okay?” Eliza asked the question for the third time this evening.

		Grady shook his head and muttered, “Of course you do. You’re fucking gorgeous, as usual.”

		“You don’t sound very happy about it.”

		“Why should I be,” he answered shortly, “when you’re all dolled up for another guy?”

		Eliza put her forefinger under his chin and said softly, “Remember, this is just sex, the way it was with Rafe. You’re the man I love, the man I want to spend the rest of my life growing old with.”

		“I know,” Grady sounded genuinely apologetic, “Don’t forget to call me from the hotel when you get there. I want to know that you arrived safely.”

		She nodded her head that she would, slipped into her wrap, and picked up her purse from off the bed. Eliza was wearing the same azure gown she had worn to the fateful Christmas party at Rafe Ronson’s estate. Her black hair was piled up on top of her head in a stunning “up-do”. She was wearing a diamond earring and pendant set which accentuated her long neck, and she had on a pair of Jimmy Choos with four inch heels.

		Catching a glimpse of herself in the bedroom mirror as she turned to exit the room, she had to admit, she looked stunning. She was no doubt going to be the prettiest woman in that hotel lobby tonight. Eliza knew she didn’t look like a very expensive escort meeting a client; she looked more like a movie star attending a Hollywood premier.

		

		****

		

		“Listen, do you have a date tonight?” She spoke the words into her hands-free cell phone set up in the Mercedes while she drove down the four-oh-five freeway toward Beverly Hills, where she was supposed to meet Rod at seven-thirty, in the bar of the Beverly Hilton.

		“No, I’m just planning on watching a movie and going to bed,” Brigitte answered.

		“You’re going to think this sounds crazy, because it is, kind of,” Eliza said, “but would you mind going over to my house and…uh…babysitting Grady tonight?”

		“What?”

		“You know, keep him occupied, maybe watch that movie with him,” Eliza suggested, “or suck his cock and take him to bed. You know, keep him busy?”

		“Are you nuts?”

		Eliza sighed and said, “I have a date with Rod Bowen tonight, at the Beverly Hilton. I’m supposed to spend the night with him in a suite. Grady insists he’s okay with it, but I know he’s not; not really!”

		“Oh, I get it,” Brigitte said, “you want me to distract him; keep him happy at home while you’re out earning a little money.”

		“Yeah, that’s about it,” Eliza admitted. “I’m sorry about calling you like this, at the last moment. But this idea popped into my head just now. Grady doesn’t know a thing about it.”

		Brigitte laughed gaily and said, “Oh, this sounds like fun. Okay, I’ll do it, and gladly.”

		A very relieved Eliza heard her add, “Grady’s a real honey of a man. I’ll be happy to spend the night with him, whenever you want.”

		“Hey, don’t enjoy this too much,” Eliza kidded her friend. “I want my husband back in the morning.”

		“Like I could take him away from you even if tried,” Brigitte chortled merrily. “See you in the morning. Have fun tonight!”

		

		****

		

		“Hey, babe, I’m here,” Eliza said into her cell phone twenty minutes later. “I just thought I’d let you know that I got here okay.”

		Grady sounded really on edge as he said, “That’s great, I’m glad everything’s going alright so far.”

		She smiled, seeing Rod over at the entrance to the cocktail lounge, waiting for her. He was nicely dressed, in a very expensive-looking blue blazer, grey slacks, and black turtleneck sweater.

		“Listen, I’ve arranged a little surprise for you tonight, to make this evening go a little smoother,” she said into the phone, waving at Rod.

		“What…what did you say?” Her husband’s voice sounded confused. “Someone just pulled into the driveway.”

		“See you in the morning, darling,” she whispered, thanking her lucky stars for a friend like Brigitte. “Have fun.”

		She put the cell phone in her purse and made her way across the lobby to where Rod stood waiting for her. Eliza smiled up at the tall ex-ballplayer and said, “Well, don’t you look nice tonight?”

		“I’m meeting the sexiest woman in LA for drinks and an incredible evening. You think I’m going to show up looking less than my best?”

		“Come on, let’s have that drink,” Eliza said, taking his arm and leading him into the bar. “I can’t wait to get started. I was so hoping you call me…”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, baby, suck it!” He groaned out the words.

		It was an hour later, and they were both naked in the plush suite. Rod was sitting on the edge of the king bed and Eliza was on her knees in front of him, his big cock sunk all the way into her sucking lips.

		Slowly, she pulled her head back and let the magnificent black hard on slip momentarily out of her mouth. She cooed up at him, “Do you want me to stop, or would you like me to suck you off all the way, and swallow it for you, to start the evening out?”

		“Oh, man, I’m like the drunk with a hundred dollar bill in the liquor store—I don’t know where to start, darlin’, it all looks so tempting!”

		She giggled coquettishly and her tongue shot out to tease his fat cock head again. Running the lively little pink digit down the shaft, she gave his big balls a thorough licking, looking up at him adoringly with her big blue eyes all the while.

		He sighed as she did that and murmured, “I’ve got to fuck you, Eliza. I want to slip my big black cock up that pretty little pink pussy of yours right now!”

		“Ooh, I was hoping you would,” she murmured, getting to her feet so that she could climb past him onto the bed. “I can’t wait to feel that huge thing deep inside of me again.”

		“Get on your hands and knees, baby,” he urged her, turning around and joining her on the bed. “I want to start out doggie style, so I can see that fine ass while I fuck you!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, anything you want, darling,” she answered in a low, hungry voice. “I’m totally yours to do with what you like. I’m here to please you.”

		“Oh, fuck, you’re such a hottie,” he sighed happily as he entered her very wet pussy. “And, Jesus, but you’re tight!”

		“Fuck me,” she urged him, looking back over her shoulder at Rod, “fuck me good, baby, and make me come!”

		His handsome face broke into a big grin as he began to do just that. That big dick of his plowed into her depths again and again, while the two lovers moaned and sighed out their growing pleasure…

		

		****

		

		“Best three grand I ever spent,” Rod said with a smile as he counted out the last hundred and laid it on the bed the next morning. “I don’t care how much you charge, Eliza. You’re so worth it.”

		Eliza smiled up at him and moved under the covers to his side of the bed. She reached up and unzipped his slacks and took out his limp cock.

		“Here, let me give you a little something to remember me by, until we see each other again,” she said softly as she sat up on the edge of the bed and began to suck him off.

		“Fuck, you’re incredible, lady,” he sighed, taking a heavy breast in each palm and squeezing them lightly as her head flew up and down his rapidly hardening dick.

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Settling In

		

		Eliza was humming along with the car radio as she drove home from the Beverly Hills Hilton on the four-oh-five. It was ten in the morning, so traffic was minimal.

		She was very happy. She’d had a marvelous time in bed with Rod last night, and this morning. He’d been a perfect gentleman, and he seemed so taken with her!

		Affectionately patting the purse holding Rod’s three grand, plus a hundred dollar tip, Eliza swung off the freeway at the Sherman Oaks turn off and drove toward her house. Sure enough, Brigitte’s sleek black roadster was still parked in the driveway. She pulled past it and into the garage.

		Grady and Brigitte were not in the kitchen. She tossed her purse on the table and hung her wrap on one of the kitchen chairs.

		They weren’t in the living room, either. Making her way down the hall, she slipped into the master bedroom.

		There they were. Eliza smiled as she stared at the bed.

		Her husband and her best girlfriend looked so peaceful, sleeping together. Brigitte’s arm was thrown over Grady’s bare chest as he lay on his back.

		Blonde perfection, she told herself as she unzipped her gown and stepped out of it, kicking off her high heels. Those two could pose for magazine covers, they’re so gorgeous. And they look so sweet, sprawled out together like that.

		As soon as she was naked, like the pair in the bed, Eliza made her way over to the couple and eased under the covers beside them. Brigitte’s eyes opened and she smiled at Eliza as she said softly, “He slept like a baby last night, after I blew him once and fucked him a couple of times. I don’t think he even missed you.”

		Eliza laughed and Grady started awake. He smiled at her sleepily and said, “Hey, babe, you’re home. How did everything go last night?”

		“Oh, pretty well I think,” Eliza replied with a smirk before adding, “I gather everything went fine here, too?”

		Grady started to answer and seemed to realize that he had another naked woman draped across his chest. He blushed and grinned guiltily at his wife.

		“We…uh…we…” his voice trailed off as he searched for words to describe what he and Brigitte had done last night.

		She reached out and mussed up his hair, saying, “You fucked like a pair of horny rabbits and then fell asleep in one another’s arms. That’s obvious, dear. Did you enjoy yourself with Brigitte?”

		“Uh, well…yeah, I did,” Grady admitted sheepishly.

		He turned and looked at Brigitte and finished with, “She’s great. You know that.”

		Eliza beamed at her slightly guilty-looking hubby and said, “I do. And I was the one that asked her to come over. She did mention that, didn’t she?”

		“Yeah, but I wasn’t sure I really believed her;” Grady told his wife. “Most girls would never do that.”

		“Well, I guess I’m not most girls,” Eliza said simply.

		She scooted closer to Grady and reached down to find his dick. It was gooey and sticky with Brigitte’s pussy juice and her husband’s come.

		“Get this thing hard,” she admonished him. “I want to ride it. Don’t you want some reclamation sex this morning?”

		He grinned at her happily and started to firm up as she stroked him. He said, “I believe I do at that.”

		After a moment, he added, “And I want to watch you with Brigitte, too, babe. That never gets old.”

		“Pig,” Eliza teased him. “I guess it’s true, what the feminists say: all men are pigs!”

		“Oink, oink,” Grady snorted in agreement.

		

		****

		

		“That was a lot of fun,” Eliza commented as they watched Brigitte drive away a few hours later.

		The pair was standing on their front porch, arms around each other’s waist. They both waved as Brigitte’s car disappeared down the street.

		“Is she going to come over Friday night, too?” Grady asked teasingly.

		“I’m guessing she has a date that night herself, cowboy,” she said, turned to face him. “You’re just going to have to get along the best you can without having your hand held.”

		“My hand wasn’t what she held, most of the time, babe,” he kidded her.

		“Pig; all men are truly pigs,” she said, sticking out her tongue at him.

		“I have a good use for that little tongue,” he replied with a grin. “Come back inside and I’ll show you.”

		“Do tell,” she answered saucily and followed her husband back inside.

		

		****

		

		Grady and Eliza settled quite easily into the new lifestyle they found themselves living. Some nights, usually weekend night, Eliza got dressed up and went out on “dates” with her growing list of “clients”, usually for the whole night, sometimes just for a few hours.

		The money rolled in steadily. They stopped worrying about paying the bills.

		Grady even leased a second car, a BMW just like the one he had when he still worked for Ronson Holdings. A lavish Caribbean cruise that spring was discussed and the reservations were made. Eliza continued to shop for clothes at Nordstrom and Neiman Marcus. The savings account grew and grew, and there always seemed to be plenty of cash for attending Laker games and dining out at expensive restaurants.

		Grady joined another country club. It wasn’t quite as prestigious as the one he had belonged to before, but the golf course was first rate and the tennis courts and pool area were among the best in southern California.

		Sometimes, he spent the night at Brigitte’s or she came over to their house. The two of them always got together whenever Eliza had an all night hotel date and Brigitte was free.

		Brigitte and Grady developed a real friendship, along with a sexual yen for each other. The funny part was Eliza didn’t feel threatened by the growing closeness between her hubby and her best friend at all.

		She was growing closer to Brigitte herself at the same time. The three of them became inseparable, going to dinner together at least once a week, sleeping together more often than that; going to Laker games as a trio.

		Eliza was like the big sis Brigitte had always wanted and never had until now. And Grady was her best male friend. She called them both all the time--whenever she had news, a crisis to resolve, she needed help, or advice about something—scarcely a day went by when one or both of them didn’t spend an hour on the phone with her, gossiping and giggling, trading jokes or just hanging out.

		Grady played a lot of golf. He networked, still looking diligently for a new job, but didn’t get uptight about finding one right away these days.

		For her part, Eliza had never been happier. Grady didn’t seem to give a thought anymore to her sleeping with three or four other guys during a given week and, she usually very much enjoyed the variety offered by fucking different men.

		It was true that all her dates didn’t go perfectly—the occasional fatty or obnoxious guy slipped into the mix once in a while, and she found herself sucking the cock of a man she normally wouldn’t have given the time of day to, or fucking a real asshole—but there was a ready remedy for that. When a guy proved to be less than fun for her to date, she simply didn’t call him back when he phoned her for a second go-round.

		After four months, they had over fifty grand in the savings account and all of their bills were paid well ahead. They closed out the balances on all of their credit cards and started dealing in cash exclusively.

		The Cooks’ credit rating shot upwards and they were constantly getting new credit card solicitations in the mail. The companies raised the limits on their old cards dramatically but they usually didn’t have occasion to use them, unless they were charging airline tickets or booking suites for the mid-week getaways that they and Brigitte sometimes indulged in.

		Grady actually got two job offers during the fifth month but he ended up turning both of the companies down, after discussing the pros and cons of accepting their offers with Eliza. Neither seemed quite right for him; one required too much out of state travel and the other sounded like a real sweatshop environment—too many grueling hours for not enough money.

		The two of them gradually came to realize that they liked the life they were living now too much to change it. The lifestyle they were enjoying was so effortless, so much fun, that neither one of them wanted to anything else.

		“I know I can’t keep doing this forever,” Eliza said, as they were discussing the second job offer. “My good looks won’t last much past thirty.”

		Grady laughed and shook his head, “You worry too much. Hell, your mother could probably make a great living as an escort if she wanted to and she’s well into her forties!”

		Eliza laughed and said, “Let’s keep my mom out of this conversation, if you please. You know what I mean. Guys aren’t exactly falling all over themselves to pay three grand to sleep with a girl who has crow’s feet around her eyes, or saggy tits, or an ass that’s beginning to droop.”

		She thought about what she had said for a moment, and then added, “Besides, we were going to start a family by the time I was thirty.”

		Grady sat back and considered that, and then answered, “You’re right, of course. We can’t go on living like this forever.”

		They lapsed into a companionable silence for a while and then Eliza grinned and said, “In a way, it’s too bad we can’t. This sort of life is terrific fun. I’m having a great time; aren’t you?”

		Her husband chuckled and said, “Yeah, I have to admit I am.”

		He looked over at her and said softly, “I’ve gotten to love it when you come home from a date with a new guy and you tell me all about it, especially when it was really hot.”

		She flashed him a guilty smile and said, “I know what you mean. I love it, too. Having great sex with a stranger and then having great sex with you as I tell you all about it the next day, what could be more fun than that?”

		The just sat grinning at one another for a long minute; Grady at last broke the silence by adding, “What we’ve come to share with Brigitte is great, too. God, she’s so great to hang out with, to have as such a big part of our lives.”

		“I know,” Eliza agreed, “I can’t imagine my life without her.”

		She smiled at Grady and admitted, “I love watching you two together. I don’t get jealous at all. As a matter of fact, it really turns me on, seeing you fuck her or watching Brigitte give you a blowjob.”

		“I bet you don’t enjoy it as much as I do, watching you eat her pussy or suck those fantastic tits of hers,” Grady sighed wistfully.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I love that too,” Eliza murmured, thinking about how much she liked licking Brigitte’s cute little slit, especially while Grady was ogling the two of them from nearby while they played.

		Another long silence went by. Eliza said at last, “So, I guess we’re okay for now? I’m going to continue being an escort for the foreseeable future.”

		Grady nodded, “I think so, babe. I’m having too much fun to stop just yet, as long as you’re still okay with doing it.”

		“I’m very okay with it,” Eliza answered eagerly. “I really love it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Grady Creates His Own Job

		

		One Tuesday, a few weeks later, Grady came home from the country club and found Eliza in the kitchen, just finishing up a late lunch. As she was putting her dirty dishes in the sink, he ambled over to her and said, “Sit down at the table, baby. I’ve got something I want to talk to you about.”

		Picking up right away on his underlying excitement, Eliza dried her hands and went over to the kitchen table and sat down. She waited expectantly as Grady pulled out the chair across from her and joined her.

		“You know how I’ve mentioned Pete Radizwill before from time to time,” Grady began. “He’s part of my usual Tuesday morning golf foursome at the club.”

		She nodded. Eliza remembered Grady mentioning Pete several times before. He was the scion of a very wealthy industrialist. Pete didn’t seem to do much except party and play golf, from what Grady had said about him.

		“Well, Pete’s a nice guy, for a shiftless lay-about,” Grady said. “He’s fun to hang out with and he’s a pretty fair golfer.”

		Again, she nodded. He plunged ahead, saying, “Well, anyway, one of our regulars, Phil Huxley couldn’t make it today--something about visiting relatives from out of state staying with him—and so Pete brought along this old buddy of his from college, to play in Phil’s place.”

		Grady shrugged and said, “You’d never take Pete for a Stanford graduate, but apparently he is. I wonder how big a building his daddy had to donate to Stanford to keep old Pete in school.”

		Eliza smiled and he smiled back at her and continued on with his story, “This new guy’s name is Gary Singer, Doctor Gary Singer, and he was a roomie of Pete’s for a while, when they both were getting their undergraduate degrees. Gary stayed on at Stanford and got an M.S. and PhD, in Computer Science, as well as an M.B.A in accounting. Pete came back to LA and screwed around, spending his daddy’s money and playing golf.”

		Grady leaned forward and said, “Gary’s not near the golfer Pete is, but he’s as smart as two whips. One of the things he developed up at Stanford was a piece of software that will revolutionize accounting for small businesses. If Gary’s product does everything he claims it will, half of the businesses in America will want to buy it.”

		Eliza’s ears perked up. She hadn’t seen Grady this excited about anything since he’d gotten the big promotion at Ronson Holdings.

		“He knows it’s worth a fortune but he doesn’t want to sell the rights to it for peanuts and stand by while some other guy makes millions,” Grady said.

		“Pete may be lazy as hell, but he’s a good friend. He thought of me immediately and arranged this morning’s meeting between me and Gary, thinking I could help him form a company and market his software himself. Babe, both Gary and I could get stinking rich; if this works out the way I think it will.”

		“What do you want to do?”

		“Launch a corporation, contact a good attorney to protect the intellectual property rights to Gary’s software, and market this program nationally—hell, world-wide--when we’re ready,” Grady said, his green eyes glowing with excitement.

		“How would you start?”

		Grady ran his hand through his blond mane and said, “Well, first we’d find the right attorney, give him all the details and get him started on filing the paperwork to ensure that we’re fully protected. Then I guess we’d need an office, with a very small staff to start out with; maybe we could get by at first with just a secretary/receptionist, Gary, and me.”

		“How much would all of that cost,” Eliza wanted to know.

		“Ten, twenty grand, I guess,” he said, his eyes pleading with her to say yes.

		“Brigitte and I have both got some money tucked away for emergencies,” Eliza said with a smile, “and she’s been talking about investing some of it. She’s younger than me, but she’s figured out that she can’t go on being an escort forever, either.”

		“That sounds great, because Gary is long on brains but short on money,” Grady exclaimed, “and I can’t think of two investors I’d rather deal with than you girls!”

		

		****

		

		Eliza broached the idea of becoming an investor to Brigitte and the young blonde immediately said she was in. The two women rounded up twenty-five thousand dollars to fund the tiny start up company and Grady found a nice, upscale-looking but affordable office right in Sherman Oaks, just off Ventura Boulevard, less than five miles from their house.

		Next he hired a very competent young woman named Sarah to man the phones and do whatever else they needed done around the office. Sarah was about Eliza’s age, twenty-five, and she was young woman who had always thought of herself as being very attractive.

		The poor girl seemed a little crestfallen when Eliza and Brigitte stopped by the newly opened office one day to take Gary and Grady to lunch. The two women hadn’t really dressed up but their jaw-dropping beauty still made Sarah, who was cute little redhead, feel hopelessly drab and unattractive, compared to them.

		Gary, of course, quickly became infatuated with Brigitte. He was out of shape and scholarly in his demeanor but that didn’t stop the thirty year old computer geek from falling head over heels for the statuesque young blonde.

		Brigitte, for her part, thought Gary was “cute”. She loved the way he was completely gaga over her, and followed her around the office like a puppy. She joked to Eliza as they drove home from the lunch that if Gary had a tail, it would wag whenever he saw her.

		“I’ll bet his cock wags, at that,” Eliza said.

		A thought struck her and she said to her young friend, “Don’t you go getting involved with Gary. We need him to remain clear-headed and at the top of his game, not all love-sick and mooning around over you!”

		Brigitte rapidly proved she didn’t take Eliza’s advice in all things. She went to dinner with Gary later that week, promptly seduced him, and showed him the night of his life in bed that night.

		

		****

		

		“God, I can’t believe you did that,” Grady said sourly to Brigitte at brunch on the following Sunday. “Now the poor guy can’t talk about anything but you, and how wonderful you are, you brat!”

		Brigitte giggled and drank some more of her mimosa. She and Eliza and Grady were sitting on the patio of the country club Grady belonged to, under the shade of an umbrella which sprouted upward from the middle of the round table.

		“Oh, come on, every guy deserves at least one night of ecstasy in his life,” she said to Grady. “I’ve given you enough of them. And so has Eliza, for that matter.”

		“That’s completely different,” Grady insisted. “I’m used to it. I’ve been married to a sex goddess for years now. You blew poor Gary’s mind.”

		“That’s not what I blew,” Brigitte retorted.

		The three friends all laughed at that retort. Eliza whispered, “I bet he was flabbergasted by that blowjob.”

		“He was,” said Brigitte smugly. “I think he wanted to marry me, right then and there. He’d had other blowjobs before, no doubt. But never one as good as I always give guys I really like.”

		“I’ve experienced a few of those myself, I’m happy to say,” Grady commented wistfully, as if remembering just how good that head had been. “And they are terrific, I have to agree.”

		“Better than mine?” Eliza asked the question in a light-hearted manner.

		“Oh, no, you don’t,” Grady answered his wife with a sly grin. “We’re not going there. Both of you are sensational in bed, and that’s all I’m going to say on that subject.”

		“Good save,” Brigitte said, smiling sweetly in his direction, “you just spared yourself from having to sleep out on the couch for a week.”

		“I’d never do that,” Eliza assured the pair, “he’d probably just go over to your house and sleep in your bed, and this bad boy doesn’t deserve a treat like that when he’s been naughty.”

		The three of them were still laughing as the waiter brought the check for brunch.

		

		****

		

		The attorney Grady hired promised to expedite things as much as he could. It would still take a while to be awarded full legal protection for the software, but Grady explained this would be okay, because it would take some time to set up the marketing channels he wanted to establish and to ready the software for mass distribution.

		In the meantime, Eliza and Brigitte kept busy with clients, bringing in more money and managing to have a great time while doing so. They were the star performers at several more extremely lucrative bachelor parties, which led in turn to a number of famous, wealthy individual clients who were more than happy to pay three-thousand dollars for the privilege of spending the night with each of them in some swanky hotel suite.

		Grady had gotten over any jealously he might have felt concerning his wife’s new vocation. He waited eagerly for her to return home from dates and regale him with her latest naughty escapades with the rich and famous.

		Spending the occasional night with Brigitte while Eliza sucked and fucked various big time movie stars and ballplayers for outrageous amounts of cash was fantastic, too. All in all, he was quite happy with his life and the way things were going.

		He got to sleep with two of the most gorgeous, sexually talented girls in Los Angeles on a regular basis—sometimes with both of them at once--the company he and Gary had started was poised for take-off, and he was getting richer all the time. What was not to like?

		Gary, on the other hand was growing antsier by the day. He was by now hopelessly in love with Brigitte but she wouldn’t seriously consider his numerous proposals of marriage.

		She treated him to an all night session in her bed from time to time, which made him want to be with her all the time even more desperately. But she stubbornly remained “on the market”, unattached and fancy-free.

		“You know, you’re being cruel to him, leading him on this way,” Grady told her, after a particularly torrid fuck he had shared with his blonde friend.

		Eliza was spending the night with Rod Bowen at the Beverly Hilton again—something she did at least twice a month, every month—and Brigitte had come over to watch a movie with Grady and keep him company. Naturally, they had ended up in bed together when the movie was over and she had given him another round of sweet, sweet sucking and fucking that had lasted for well over two hours and had left them both breathless and completely satisfied.

		Now they were sitting up in bed, just cuddling and talking, as they usually did when they were together. Brigitte had described last night’s overnight visit by Gary in detail and that had in turn led to Grady’s comment.

		“I really like Gary,” she sighed. “I like him as a person, as a man. And I just love fucking him.”

		She giggled and went on to say, “It makes him so happy. He’s never had a girl like me make love to him before. It just floors him to find himself in bed with a blonde bombshell type.”

		“I’ve gotten to know him pretty well over these last months,” Grady insisted. “After all, we work together every day. He’s crazy about you. Other than software and the company, you’re all he talks about, Brigitte.”

		“I think about him a lot, too,” Brigitte responded. “I might even consider marrying him for real, if I didn’t do what I do for a living. He’s so cute and so nice, and he’s becoming a much better lover. He has a very nice cock and I’m teaching him to eat my pussy just the way I like having it done.”

		“He’s never going to be as good as me at it,” Grady offered teasingly.

		“Nobody is quite as good as Eliza and you, honey,” Brigitte replied, playfully running her fingers over Grady’s chest hair. “You two are my favorite lovers ever, bar none, especially the two of you together.”

		A frown crossed Grady’s lips. He said, “It would just kill Gary to think of the two of us, together like this, in bed.”

		“I know,” Brigitte agreed. “And it would hurt him just as much to find out that his dream girl is actually a very expensive hooker, by profession. That’s why I have to keep him at arm’s length.”

		She grinned impishly and moved her toying fingers up to Grady’s cheek, patting it affectionately as she added, “Most men couldn’t take having a call girl for a wife. You’re an exception to that rule, sweetie, and I love you even more for it.”

		“Well, Eliza didn’t start sleeping with Rafe until we’d talked it over and thought about it for a while,” Grady said philosophically. “And that joint decision lead directly to what she does now.”

		He reached out and took Brigitte in his arms, saying, “And how can I second-guess that, since that was the reason I met you.”

		“I guess that’s true,” Brigitte whispered as Grady leaned over to kiss her, his big cock stirring to life once more against her belly. “And I’m so glad that happened, believe me, darling.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Triumph

		

		Gary’s software product was launched and became an instant, unqualified success. The small production facility Grady had picked to manufacture their company’s CD’s had to add a third shift and run around the clock to keep up with the sales demand.

		The ease of use and accuracy of the accounting software was praised everywhere from the Wall Street Journal to Time Magazine. Gary and Grady were photographed smiling and shaking hands--Gary in his white lab coat and Grady in a custom-tailored bespoke suit which had cost eight-thousand dollars—on the cover of Forbes business magazine.

		Retailers couldn’t keep the product on their shelves and Amazon and other websites did a land office business as well. New orders kept pouring in and Grady was forced to lease additional office space for the fledgling company. Sarah now had two assistants, just to handle the volume of phone calls and emails.

		The four of them, Grady, Gary, Eliza, and Brigitte, became rich practically overnight, and they just kept on getting richer as the days rolled by. The girls cut down drastically on their client load, turning down far more dates than they booked.

		Eliza kept Rod Bowen and a few others, guys she really had become fond of spending the night with as active clients, and stopped taking new referrals entirely.

		“Why don’t you quit all together,” Grady asked her, anticipating her answer before she even gave it.

		“Because I like doing it too much to give it up entirely,” she admitted; her eyes downcast, her cheeks turning rosy with a blush of embarrassment.

		She waited a few beats before she looked up knowingly at her husband and said, “And I think you’d be disappointed if I stopped doing it completely right away.”

		Eliza crossed the kitchen and put her fingers on his cheek, saying softly, “You still love it when I come home from a night with Rod or one of the others and tell you all about it, don’t you? Plus, it gives you an excuse to spend the occasional night with Brigitte, all by yourself. Don’t try to tell me you wouldn’t miss that!”

		Now it was Grady’s turn to act embarrassed and he didn’t disappoint her. He stammered, “Yeah, it’s true. I get really excited, thinking about other men being in bed with you and all of the nasty things you do for them.”

		He grinned sheepishly and admitted, “And I do like spending the night in bed with Brigitte; what man wouldn’t?”

		The married couple smiled at each other for long moments before Eliza shrugged and whispered, “Look, me being a part-time call girl is exciting. Both of us love it. We probably shouldn’t, but we do!”

		“We’ll have to be careful about our pictures being taken together and splashed all over the gossip rags,” Grady mused aloud. “I’m already getting interview requests concerning the origins of the company, and who put up the initial funds to start it. People are interested. The press always wants the inside story on a big winner that seemingly comes out of nowhere to conquer the market.”

		“Yeah, I talked to Brigitte yesterday and she said that she had a message on her answering machine from some guy who said he was writing a freelance article that he hoped to sell to Baron’s or some other financial magazine. He wanted to interview her, concerning her involvement with the company. She deleted the message without calling him back.”

		“We should have handled setting up the corporation better, but I never thought we’d be in this situation. I’d hoped the company would be a success, but I guess I never really thought about what it might be like if it became the phenomenon it is,” Grady offered ruefully.

		After another moment of silence as both of them considered that, Eliza said, “We’re going to have to clue Gary in about everything. I hate to do it, but it turns out he’s the one who has been talking to the media about how we started out. He’s so naïve, I guess he doesn’t question how two girls in their twenties, with a single Associates degree between them, came up with enough cash to launch a business.”

		“Yeah, I guess we’ll have to at that,” Grady agreed grudgingly. “It will break his heart, I think, when he finds out about Brigitte’s job, and about where the seed money really came from to start the company, but it has to be done.”

		“Yeah, even as successful as we are, bad publicity could still hurt us,” Eliza said sadly.

		

		****

		

		They had invited Gary over for dinner Wednesday night, to tell him all about Eliza and Brigitte’s pasts as gently as they could. They didn’t invite Brigitte, fearing that having her there would have made telling Gary even more awkward.

		Neither of them was excited about breaking a nice guy’s heart. They shuffled silently around the house on Sunday, and didn’t say much to each other before Grady left for the office on Monday morning. They were both dreading Wednesday’s dinner, that was for sure.

		Just when Eliza thought she couldn’t be any more bummed, Grady came home Monday night and dropped a bombshell in her lap. He hurried in from the garage and the first thing he said was, “We’re invited to have lunch with Rafe Ronson tomorrow at Spago’s. He’s reserved a table for one o’clock.”

		“What one earth would we want to have lunch with him for?” Eliza demanded.

		If there was one person she hoped never to see in person again, it was Rafe. She had done her best to forget all about him, after that fateful weekend in Vegas.

		“He didn’t say, but he was most insistent that we be there when he phoned me on my cell from out of the blue this afternoon,” Grady said, taking off his suit coat. “He claimed he was going to make me an offer I couldn’t refuse, and he wanted you there, too.”

		“An offer you can’t refuse, just like in The Godfather,” Eliza muttered under her breath, “that somehow fits, knowing Rafe the way I do.”

		“Come on, let’s have a drink,” Grady said, leading the way toward the rec room bar. “I could use one and I bet you can, too.”

		

		****

		

		They decided to attend the luncheon meeting with Rafe. Grady and Eliza agreed that it was better to know what Rafe was up to than it was not to know, so they went.

		Grady wore one his most expensive new suits, and Eliza had on a very flattering but very conservatively cut suit from Nordstrom. It was made of cream-colored linen and featured a high neckline, just like the sky-blue blouse she wore under the suit did. Even the hemline was less than daring, falling right above Eliza’s knees.

		The Cooks looked well-heeled but not flashy when they pushed open the door to the world-famous restaurant at precisely one o’clock and searched around for Rafe. They saw him seated at a table for four and joined him.

		“Grady, Eliza,” Rafe said, getting to his feet and extending a hand.

		Grady pulled out Eliza’s chair and saw to it that she was seated comfortably in it, pointedly ignoring Rafe’s offered handshake. He sat down next to his wife, across the table from his old boss and said, “We’re here. Now what do you want, Rafe?”

		“Why don’t we have a cocktail before we order lunch,” Rafe said smoothly, choosing not to call attention to Grady’s refusing to shake his hand, or to the barely concealed hostility towards him the younger man was exhibiting.

		He turned toward Eliza and asked, “Are martinis still your favorite, my dear?”

		She nodded curtly that they were and Rafe said to the hovering waiter, “A Beefeater’s martini over ice for the lady, with one olive, a Chivas and soda for her husband, and I’ll have a Knob Creek, on the rocks, if you please.”

		“I’ll say it again, Rafe; what do you want?” Grady asked as the waiter went to fetch their drinks.

		“I’ve been reading about this little start up company of yours,” Rafe answered with a patronizing smile.

		“My partner and I just turned down an offer of one-hundred million for it from one of the bigger software providers,” Grady said.

		“Very impressive, I’m sure,” Rafe commented, the smarmy little smile still in place. “But I think you’re still going to be interested in what I’m proposing.”

		The drinks came and each of them had a sip of their respective cocktails. Rafe set his down on the table and said, “I’m willing to offer you a substantial percentage of Ronson Holdings to come back and be my right hand man; Senior Vice President of Operations, for the whole company.”

		“There are no senior vice presidents in your company,” Grady responded, drinking more of his scotch and soda.

		“There weren’t, until now,” Rafe said with his smile turning cunning and shark-like. “I’m offering you the chance to run it all, with my approval, of course.”

		He turned to Eliza and said, “I’d want you back, too, as part of the deal. It will be the same arrangement as before, a few nights a month.”

		“Oh, come now, Rafe,” Eliza said dismissively, “don’t tell me you couldn’t find anyone to replace me in all these months.”

		“None that I liked half as much as you, Eliza,” he said, his deep voice sounding sincere. “Oh, a couple looked promising enough. There was a tall redhead from Alabama with a sensational build and an utterly gorgeous face. She was eighteen and very enthusiastic in bed.”

		He flashed the shark-like grin again and added, “But none of them excited me the way that you did…that you still do. Just looking at you still gives me a hard on, girl!”

		Eliza waited a half a minute, savoring her cocktail as well as what Rafe had just admitted, before answering, “Well, I’m afraid you’re going to have to handle that yourself, Rafe, or have one of your new little friends do it for you. I’m never sharing a bed with you again, under any circumstances.”

		His face clouded with anger, he turned to Grady and said, “This is a chance to make some real money; half of that hundred million is chickenfeed, compared to what I’m offering. Isn’t that worth doing whatever it takes to get?”

		“No, it isn’t,” Grady answered calmly, “at least it isn’t worth that to me; not anymore.”

		Rafe looked surprised at that answer. He leaned back and thought about it.

		“Besides, offering me a big chunk of Ronson Holdings is like the steamship company offering the first officer the captaincy of the Titanic, right after it struck the iceberg, from what I’ve been hearing on the street,” Grady said.

		When Rafe looked stunned by that statement, Grady went on to say, “Pearson has been a disaster in my old job: the West Coast Division is now hemorrhaging money. And the trucking company has proven to be a colossal mistake as well; it’s losing money even faster than the rest of the company, from what I hear.”

		“We can turn it around,” Rafe insisted vehemently, his reply a low whisper. “Between us, we make Ronson profitable again in a year or so. I know we can!”

		“Sorry, Rafe, but my answer is no,” Grady said, finishing his drink and putting the empty glass on the table.

		He looked over at Eliza and said, “Do you really want to have lunch with this loser?”

		Beaming back at him, she finished her drink as well and got up to leave. She took her husband’s offered arm as he stood up and said, “No. let’s have lunch somewhere else, just the two of us. I’d like that so much, darling.”

		“Thanks for the drink, Rafe,” Grady said cordially. “Enjoy bankruptcy court.”

		“Wait, wait, you two can’t just leave like this!” Rafe was also out of his chair, following the retreating couple across the restaurant.

		As they stepped out onto the sidewalk, Grady released Eliza’s arm and turned to face Rafe. He said, “Oh, and by the way, I owe you this is for hitting my wife in the face that time in Vegas.”

		The punch came out of nowhere and lifted Rafe Ronson clear off his feet and spilled him onto the sidewalk out in front of Spago. He lay there, moaning, blood running out of both nostrils as the Cooks turned and walked away arm and arm, toward their parked car.

		“Aren’t you ashamed of hitting a guy who is so much older that you?” Eliza admonished her husband, grinning like a loon, she was so happy.

		“A little, but he deserved it,” Grady answered, grinning back. “Nobody lays a hand on my Eliza and gets away with it—nobody!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Gary Faces Reality

		

		“Some of this is going to be really hard to hear,” Grady began haltingly. “But it’s very necessary that you do hear it.”

		The delicious meal Eliza had prepared for them was over and they were nursing brandies in the living room. Grady and his wife were sitting on the couch and Gary Singer occupied the easy chair where Grady usually sat.

		A wary look had crept onto Gary’s round face. He leaned forward in the recliner and took a stiff drink of his brandy.

		“Haven’t you ever wondered where two girls as young as Eliza and Brigitte got twenty-five thousand dollars?” Grady asked the question rhetorically, not expecting an answer. “Neither of them even has a job, as far as you knew.”

		“Uh, well, I just supposed that their families had money,” Gary said.

		“My mama and daddy have a small cow ranch in Texas, and Brigitte’s dad works the oil patch,” Eliza said, “there’s no money there, to speak of.”

		“I guess we’d better start by telling you about how Grady came to be West Coast Division Manger for Ronson Holdings,” Eliza went on quickly, before she lost her nerve.

		“It all started at the company Christmas party…”

		

		****

		

		Gary looked as if he was in shock when Eliza finished speaking ten minutes later. He sat slumped in the recliner, his eyes glassy; a dazed look on his face.

		After a few moments, he sputtered out the question, “And both of you girls are still active, as escorts, I mean? Even now, when all four of us are rich?”

		Eliza looked at her husband, who sighed and said, “Listen, this next part is even harder to say than the first part was. But you’ve got to understand, all of this was in place before I even met you, long before we formed the company.”

		Gary finished his snifter of brandy in one nervous gulp. He slunk into the recliner even further, as if awaiting a blow.

		“It was sort of hard for me at first…when Eliza made her decision to become an escort,” Grady said haltingly. “Brigitte and she were sleeping together, and they let me join them.”

		He looked at his business partner beseechingly and blurted, “How could I turn them down? How could any man turn his back on the chance to be with both of them, to watch them together, and then to join in; I ask you?”

		Gary didn’t answer. He didn’t even move.

		Grady said, “Anyway, on the night of Eliza’s first solo date, Brigitte came over to sit with me. Eliza had asked her to.”

		He gave Gary an apologetic shrug and said, “We had a few drinks, watched a movie, and then went to bed together. Eliza didn’t get home from the hotel until the next morning, so Brigitte spent the entire night.”

		He hastened to add, “It wasn’t like we hadn’t slept together before, when Eliza was with us. And she knew all about it.”

		Gary’s stare shifted toward Grady’s wife. After a few more awkward seconds had ticked by, he asked, “And you were okay with that?”

		Eliza said softly, “I was more than okay with it; I asked her to do it. I didn’t want poor Grady to be alone that night, and I knew she’d take good care of him.”

		Gary shook his head in wonder and echoed woodenly, “Take care of him.”

		“Well, she did,” Eliza insisted. “Listen, the three of us are like family. No, that isn’t quite right; most family members don’t fuck each other.”

		Gary actually grinned at that bit of attempted humor on her part. Then his face resumed its shocked, tortured look.

		“We had to do this; let you in on everything,” Grady explained. “We had to make you realize that we can’t afford to have curious reporters digging through our private lives, making inquiries. A scandal could still hurt the company; I don’t care how good the product is or how widely it’s been accepted.”

		“Yeah, you’ve just got to be more careful about what you say to the press in the future,” Eliza cautioned him. “Mine and Brigitte’s finances won’t stand up to close scrutiny. Our pasts could be uncovered too easily. “We have too many high-profile, wealthy clients who’d recognize us if our pictures were all over the front of The Enquirer.”

		Gary nodded that he understood, but he didn’t look happy about it. He just sat, staring off into space sadly, as if a lifelong dream had just been vaporized before his very eyes.

		“Brigitte really cares for you,” Eliza said at last, in an effort to comfort him a little. “She said she might marry you, if she wasn’t who she is. She thinks no man would want to marry a hooker, no matter how high class her clientele is. And I guess she’s right.”

		After another half minute had gone by, he raised his head and asked, “How about Grady? He doesn’t seem to have any problem with what you’ve done…what you’re still doing, apparently!”

		Grady’s handsome face colored. He couldn’t look at Gary as he admitted, his voice sounding very reluctant, “I get off on it. I’m a bit of a pervert at heart, I guess. Nothing turns me on as much as Eliza coming home from one of her dates and telling me exactly what she did that night, as we make love. She calls it reclamation sex.”

		Again, Gary nodded as he thought about that. After a long pause, he said, “Yeah, I can kind of see that, I guess. That would be really hot…in a kinky sort of way.”

		No one said anything in answer to that. The embarrassed silence dragged on until Gary Singer said, “You’d have to be totally confident of your relationship to do that, of course; no jealousy at all.”

		“That’s the secret,” Eliza said, snuggling up to Grady on the couch, kissing his cheek lightly. “That’s the secret to making a relationship like ours work; total honesty and a lack of jealousy.”

		“It’s something I’d have to think about,” Gary admitted. “I don’t know if I could do that with Brigitte. I’m too crazy about her to share her.”

		“Maybe not, but maybe so,” Eliza advised him. “Think about trying it out; give the whole idea a chance. Don’t say no so quickly.”

		

		****

		

		Eliza’s cell phone rang on Friday morning. She had a date with Ellis that night, so she snatched it up on the second ring.

		She really liked fucking Ellis, so she hoped it wasn’t him, canceling out on her rendezvous with him for some reason. The screen said it was Brigitte, not Ellis, and she answered it eagerly.

		“I know you’re busy tonight, but do you have a date yet for Saturday?”

		The question caught Eliza off guard. She answered, “No, not yet; why, what’s up, is there a bachelor party or something?”

		“No, nothing like that,” Brigitte said.

		Her voice sounded excited, somehow. She went on to say, “This is much more important than that. Can you and Grady come over here tomorrow night for dinner?”

		“I guess,” Eliza said warily, sensing that there was a lot more to this phone call than a dinner invitation.

		“Gary came over last night,” Brigitte went on to say softly. “We talked for hours. He told me what you’d said to him on Wednesday night and about how you advised him to think it over carefully.”

		Eliza’s heart started beating faster. She asked, “And did he? What did he decide? What did he say?”

		“He’s still not sure he could stand living like you and Grady and I do. That’s where Saturday night comes in.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Well, I’ve invited him to dinner and to spend the night. And I want you and Grady to do the same.”

		Eliza’s head spun as she considered what that might mean. She stammered, “What…what exactly did you have in mind, you little scamp?”

		“A four-way,” Brigitte breathed excitedly, “you could fuck Gary and I’d fuck Grady and they could both watch as the two of us played together. It’s the only way I could think of to see if Gary is going to be happy living with me!”

		Eliza’s heart skipped a beat. She had never actually been with another man in front of her husband. Sure, she had told him all the details of her now numerous trysts with other guys, but he had never actually witnessed her sucking another man’s cock or seen that hard cock being hammered into her body!

		“Let me talk to Grady about it,” she said into the receiver. “I’ll get back to you, soon. I promise.”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know about this,” Grady said that night when she had told him about Brigitte’s call and about her idea for Saturday. “If it didn’t go well, it could cause real problems within the company. I mean, I’ve got to work with Gary every day.”

		“All of the problems would be coming from his end, I’m assuming,” Eliza said to her husband. “After all, you worked nearly every day with Rafe for all those months I was seeing him.”

		“Yeah, but like you pointed out, that was different,” Grady hedged nervously. “I never actually watched you with him, you just told me about it later. And Rafe rarely brought you up at work, or made mention of…uh… your relationship. From what you’ve said, Brigitte’s plan is for you to fuck Gary right in front of me, while I fuck Brigitte.”

		Her voyeuristic hubby looked chagrined as he admitted, “I’m not sure how I’d react to that, truthfully. It might be easier for me to hear about rather than to see.”

		Eliza laughed. She took Grady in her arms and held him, looking up into his face, and said softly, “You big wuss. You love to hear about all sorts of guys doing all kinds of things to me--and me doing things to them in return—but you’re nervous about seeing it in person?”

		Again, she giggled before saying, “It’s only Gary, for God’s sake, and he’s such a nice guy. I think fucking him would be kind of fun, because it might help Brigitte so much. But I’m hardly all aquiver at the thought of balling Gary Singer! What are you afraid of?”

		Sheepishly, after a long moment, Grady said, “Nothing, I guess. Tell Brigitte that we’ll be there.”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this?”

		Brady asked the question of Gary as he and Eliza were standing the front room with his business partner. They had just arrived at Brigitte’s Topanga Canyon house and were waiting for her to serve them the round of before dinner cocktails she had just slipped into the kitchen to make.

		“Hell, no, I’m not sure of anything,” Gary admitted with a guilty little smile. “I’ve been going back and forth on this all week in my mind. First I’m okay with trying it, and then I’m not.”

		Eliza smiled encouragingly at him and said, “Just relax; it’s not like we don’t all know each other. Everything will be fine, trust me.”

		Brigitte returned with the two drinks, plus one for her. Eliza noticed, as she took a sip of her martini, that Brigitte had used the opportunity to top up her own cocktail. She was as nervous as her new beau about tonight, obviously.

		“Are you sure you’re ready for Eliza?” Grady asked Gary the question slyly, taking drink out of his scotch and soda. “She’s quite a handful in bed, I’ll warn you.”

		Gary swallowed hard and began to turn red at the very thought of bedding such an exotic creature; and right in front of his intended and her husband at that! Eliza took pity on him and said confidently, “Gary will do just fine. Brigitte says he is quite the cocksman, I’ll have you know.”

		Grady just laughed and slapped his partner on the back playfully, saying, “”I’ll bet he is. Enjoy her, pal, she’s incredible.”

		

		****

		

		“Let’s all get naked, shall we?” Brigitte made the suggestion once they were all in the master bedroom after dinner.

		All four of them had consumed a lot of alcohol, both before dinner and with it. Brigitte had opened two bottles of an excellent Chablis with the salmon she had served and they had both disappeared. Dinner had been a raucous affair, with lots of double entendres and ribald kidding back and forth.

		Gary had seemed slightly uneasy but Brigitte, Grady, and Eliza had been totally comfortable together. The risqué aspects of the coming evening’s event seemed to add spice to their dinner conversation, while the good doctor was clearly not used to situations such as the one he found himself in tonight.

		“We should start out with you and me putting on a little girly show for the boys,” Eliza said to Brigitte. “That should start the evening off right.”

		Again, the three of them were naked way before a somewhat shy Gary. They had their clothes all the way off while he was still slowly removing his shirt and undershirt.

		“Come on, let’s help him,” Eliza told Brigitte playfully.

		“He’s just a little nervous,” Brigitte said apologetically. “This is his first mini-orgy, after all.”

		Eliza undid the belt to Gary’s slacks while Brigitte unzipped them. Gary squirmed and tried to get them to stop, He said, “I can do it.”

		“I know,” Eliza said, going down on her knees in front of him, sliding his pants down to his shoe tops. “But this is more fun.”

		She helped him out of his shoes and socks and reached up to slip his boxers down past his knees and let them fall; leaving Gary’s much bigger than average dick and balls to dangle right in front of her surprised face. She grinned up at him delightedly and took his soft prick in her fist and said, “God, such a big, thick one!”

		Eliza glanced over at Brigitte, who was smiling proudly at her. The kneeling brunette said chidingly, “You said he had a nice cock. You didn’t mention it was huge!”

		Brigitte giggled and watched as Eliza licked at the head. Gary went as rigid as if a cold blast of air had just hit his naked body.

		“Wow, pal, great cock,” Grady said, clearly impressed as his wife sucked the head into her lips and he saw her tongue circling around it, making a dent in her hollowed cheeks.

		“Oh, oh, I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” Gary sighed, staring down raptly as Eliza dropped her hand away and started to give him a blowjob.

		He gasped as she took in every bit of his soft nine and half inches and ran her tongue all over him. Looking up at Grady, he asked nervously, “This doesn’t piss you off, does it; seeing her suck me like this?”

		Grady took a few seconds before answering. He did seem mesmerized by the sight of Eliza’s lips going slowly up and down his business partner’s rapidly firming dick shaft.

		“Strangely enough, no,” Grady murmured, clearly enjoying finally seeing Eliza in action with another guy, instead of just hearing about it.

		His own substantial cock started to stiffen right away as he watched, and his breathing became more rapid. Eliza smiled up at him like a naughty six year old that had been caught doing something her daddy had forbidden her to do.

		The three on-lookers had been watching the torrid cocksucking exhibition for nearly a full minute, when Brigitte suddenly said, “Hey, you were supposed to eat my pussy, babe, not suck my soon-to-be-fiancé’s big cock!”

		Eliza released the fat tool reluctantly, giving it a final little kiss right on the gleaming tip. She smirked at asked Brigitte, “Why, are you afraid he’ll like my blowjobs better than yours?”

		“You bitch,” Brigitte said to her girlfriend teasingly, “come up here and get on this bed with me.”

		Laughing, Eliza got to her feet and took Brigitte into her embrace. Their lips met and Gary sucked in a breath, mumbling, “Fuck, but that’s hot!”

		“You know it, buddy,” Grady sighed, watching the two sensational women make out feverishly for a few more seconds before they finally broke apart and climbed onto the big bed together. “Come on; this never gets old, trust me on that.”

		The two naked men clambered onto the bed on either side of the girls, who had gone back to swapping spit and tonguing each other as their hands moved up and down their naked bodies.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Grady-honey, he’s got a really nice one,” Eliza moaned contentedly as Gary slipped his enlarged cock into her for the first time.

		Grady, who was already balls-deep in Brigitte’s tight, juicy little cunt by then, grinned over at her and said simply, “Enjoy him, baby; relax, as it turns out, I’m not at all jealous. It seems I just love seeing you get fucked and suck cock.”

		He turned and gazed down at Brigitte adoringly and continued, “Besides, it only seems fair. This little girl and I are having a ball, as usual.”

		Eliza grinned at him and tossed her hips up to meet Gary’s enthusiastic thrusts into her own filled-up pussy. She whispered to her partner, “And how about you, cutie? Are you feeling uncomfortable with all of this?”

		The young scientist sighed and gave her a shit-eating grin as he admitted, “Oh, hell, no, this is incredible. All of us doing this together is a huge turn on, as it turns out!”

		“My man, isn’t he cute?” Brigitte gushed out the words, moving her hips effortlessly in time with Grady’s lunges.

		“He is,” Eliza agreed, smiling up at the man fucking her and then running the tips of her fingers over his cheeks. “And he’s a real cocksman, too.”

		“Better than me?” Grady demanded the answer melodramatically, smiling all the while.

		Eliza laughed and said, “Not better, just different. And you know I’ve come to enjoy having a little variety in my sex life!”

		The four friends kept on fucking as they shared a laugh together…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Gary and Brigitte were married that fall. The best man and maid of honor were the Cooks, Grady and Eliza.

		It was a lavish wedding, costing well over a hundred-thousand dollars. Brigitte’s ring set was worth a cool quarter of a million. Her dress and shoes had run another thirty thousand and their honeymoon in the South Pacific lasted a month.

		Grady paid for their trip, as a wedding present. He and Eliza met the newlyweds in Hawaii upon their return from the other islands and they all shared a five-star beach bungalow for another week.

		They played mix and match in bed every night so that one bedroom was used only solely for clothing storage and as a changing room. The four of them went for long walks on the beach together and made love under the stars. Sometimes Grady fucked his wife; sometimes he lay a few feet away with Brigitte while Gary and Eliza made love

		

		****

		

		Rafe Ronson proved himself a canny businessman. He didn’t go broke. He jettisoned the trucking company at a heavy loss, and consolidated his remaining holdings, getting rid of unprofitable operations, shrinking the once vast company to a smaller, profitable one.

		But he was making just over a million dollars a year now, not hundreds of millions, so the Bel Air mansion had to go, along with the fleet of cars. A bitter man, he now lived in an upscale condo community in North Hollywood and drove himself to work everyday in his new Mercedes sedan, the butler and the chauffeur being long gone, along with the white limo.

		He saw Grady and Eliza at the country club once in a while, along with Brigitte and Gary. Grady had managed to get accepted for membership once again, despite Rafe’s attempts to blackball him.

		It seemed that a young man on his way up in the business world and his glamorous wife’s desires carried far more weight with the admissions committee than did a washed up has-been like Rafe Ronson’s.

		Eliza still spent the occasional night with Rod Bowen and Ellis Cooper a few times a month, along with two other guys she really enjoyed going to bed with. She didn’t charge them anymore, feeling bad about taking their money now that she and Grady were so rich.

		Ironically enough, Brigitte had quit tricking before Eliza did. It turned out that she and Gary wanted to start a family right away, so they did.

		

		****

		

		“This seems really odd,” Grady said, looking over at Gary as he gingerly slid his hard dick into Brigitte.

		Gary grinned and said, “Go ahead and give it her like you normally would. You won’t break her and you won’t hurt the baby.”

		He was already fucking Eliza lustily, just the way he knew from long experience she liked it. Grady patted Brigitte’s round little tummy with his palm and began to bang down into her pussy.

		“Her twat feels just as tight and slick as it usually does,” Grady told his wife and his best friend. “But still, it feels weird to be making love to a pregnant woman.”

		“Oh, you silly man,” Brigitte laughed. “Come on; give it to me like you always do. It’s not like Gary has stopped fucking me, now that I’m going to have a baby. And the doctor said it was all okay, even anal, if we’re careful.”

		Grady picked up his stroke, going deeper and pushing in harder. He shrugged and said, “Well, I guess this is good practice, for when Eliza is in this condition.”

		“Not right away,” Eliza sighed, loving the way Gary was fucking her. “I want a few more years of fun before we finally settle down.”

		She smiled over at her best girlfriend and said, “My girl is more of a homebody than I am, it turns out. But I love her anyway.”

		Brigitte reached out and took Eliza’s hand, holding it as they pleased their men. Something very special passed between them, as it usually did when the two women touched, and Eliza felt totally at peace. She loved Brigitte and Gary almost as much as she loved Grady.

		She cherished what the four of them now shared together, hoping it went on forever. Tears came to her blue eyes when she thought about that, their kids playing together, the four of them sneaking away for “special” weekends like this one.

		Their shared future seemed bright, very bright…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		Many of the streets and other southern California landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, few condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use usually slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. If, however, you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.
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