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		Chapter 1

		

		“That was, like, your third scotch and soda in forty minutes,” Grace Prentiss pointed out to her husband, who sat sprawled in his brown leather recliner, the short highball glass gripped in his right fist. “Do you really think getting snockered is going to help?”

		

		“It can’t hurt.”

		

		Jeff Prentiss lurched up out of the chair and headed for the kitchen to refill his glass. He looked back over his shoulder at his wife and gave her that naughty-little-boy-with-his-hand-in-the-cookie-jar grin of his and shrugged.

		

		“Drunk, sober…nothing’s going to change what Jack said to me this afternoon, now is it?”

		

		Grace tossed her honey-blonde hair back over her shoulders—a habit of hers when she was nervous—and took a big sip of the white wine in her glass. She was plenty nervous right now.

		

		She had poured the wine for herself when Jeff had arrived home from work on this Friday afternoon and suggested that they could both use an end of the week cocktail.

		

		He had gone on to say that a drink wouldn’t hurt, because he had something serious he wanted to discuss with her. He had then proceeded to tell her about his meeting with Jack Ingram, his boss, who had unexpectedly called him into his office just before the end of the day to go over the latest figures for Jeff’s sales territory.

		

		Much to Grace’s shock, the news from their meeting had been nothing short of catastrophic--Jeff’s figures were so anemic that his job was now hanging by a thread. Jack, the western states sales manager, had given him one more sales trip, starting next Monday morning, to start bringing the totals up to acceptable levels or face immediate termination.

		

		Jeff came back into the front room, a fresh drink in his hand. Grace noticed that this one was very dark. Clearly, it held a lot more scotch than it did soda.

		

		“Are you going to be able to turn this around?” she asked him point blank as he flopped down into the recliner again. “Should I be looking for a job--just in case, you know…you get…fired?”

		

		“Yeah, right,” Jeff snorted derisively and took a sip of his drink, “that B.A. of yours in Art History is just what they’re looking for in this tight job market, babe. They’ll snap you up right away when you show ‘em that useless sheepskin!”

		

		Grace had another large sip of her wine and tried to stay calm. Jeff could be a sarcastic, slightly mean-spirited drunk sometimes, when he overdid it with the booze. It was one of his least attractive qualities.

		

		“I waitressed all through college, smart ass!” she finally shot back at him, barely managing to keep her own temper under control. “I wouldn’t have to use my degree to find work. I bet I could land a job in a restaurant in just a day or two.”

		

		She drew herself up, all five foot, three of her, and looked down her pert little nose at him as she went on to say, “I always made great tips--and those were mostly cash in my pocket. I wouldn’t have to declare much of it on our taxes, so it would go a long way toward paying the bills around here if you were to suddenly find yourself collecting unemployment.”

		

		Jeff made a dismissive gesture with his hand and hit his scotch again, hard. He shook his head.

		

		“We’ll lose every goddamned thing we’ve got if Jack gives me the axe, hon. Trust me. We haven’t owned this brand new house you wanted so badly for even a year yet, so there sure as hell isn’t any equity to borrow against if we suddenly get tight on money.”

		

		He gestured around the tastefully decorated room. “Plus, this whole place was bought and furnished on a little down and a little a month. If I have to go on unemployment, it might take me as much as a year in this lousy economy to find another job as good as the one I’ve got now…one that will pay the freight on your new car, this house, our student loans, all this furniture, the credit card bills…”

		

		His voice trailed off. Seeming to consider what she’d said about the waitressing job, he suggested with a smirk, “Maybe instead of slinging hash again, you should get a gig as a nude dancer. You’ve always been a real hottie, babe. With tits like yours and the spectacular little body that goes with them, you might make us some real money!”

		

		Grace, who had always been slightly embarrassed by her striking build and her stunning good looks, drank the rest of her wine in one gulp and slammed the empty glass down on the coffee table. She glared at her drunken husband for long moments and then turned on her heel, headed for the hallway that led to their bedroom.

		

		As she left the room, she turned her head and snapped back over her shoulder at him, “I’m going to read for a while. If all you can do is make lewd comments about my boobies, then I see no reason to continue this conversation.”

		

		“Aw, Gracie, don’t be that way,” she heard Jeff call after her. “I was just trying to lighten the mood a little, you know?”

		

		Lighten the mood, my foot! I don’t see what making raunchy remarks about my big boobs has to do with saving our house. Honestly, Jeff, why can’t you be more serious? If you don’t buckle down and work harder, we really could lose everything we own!

		

		She slammed the bedroom door behind her. Grace was genuinely terrified of losing everything for which they’d worked and saved. She was also kicking herself for selfishly taking the last year off from looking for work to concentrate on getting the new house and yard just the way she wanted them. And, as angry as she was about her own actions, she was even madder at Jeff for slacking off so much on his job.

		

		The next day was Saturday, and Jeff busied himself for most it with preparations for the upcoming trip to the northernmost part of his sales territory. He took his company car in to the dealer to be serviced, picked up his laundry at the dry cleaners and sorted through it—taking his time deciding which of his suits and sports coats to pack. Then, when he was finally happy with his wardrobe selections for the trip, he sat down at his desk and began to organize his paperwork.

		

		Grace found it heartening to see him take such a business-like approach to a sales trip for a change. Often in the past, her husband had spent the day before one of his trips at the local country club, getting drunk with his golfing buddies after they’d finished their eighteen holes.

		

		He usually didn’t bother to pack or get his paperwork organized until just before he rushed out of the house on Sunday morning. On most recent trips, he had been content to just throw everything together at the last moment and sprint out the door, late for his departure, as usual. Grace had long suspected that his chronic procrastination and lackadaisical attitude toward his job were big contributors to his lack of sales production of late.

		

		That night, Jeff grilled up some thick, juicy rib-eye steaks for dinner. As they sat down at the dining room table with a nice bottle of Merlot to accompany the excellent meal Grace had put together around the steaks, she commended him on his new work ethic.

		

		“Well, I gotta’ get serious, pet,” he told her, his normally playful face somber for a change. “Jack was adamant as hell during that ass-chewing he gave me yesterday. If sales in my territory don’t improve, and I mean substantially, and in a hurry, I’m history.”

		

		Grace felt her tummy turn over at that prospect. Both of them had grown up in lower middle class families. Neither of their parents had been able to complete college, as she and Jeff had. If the bottom fell out of their current life, there wouldn’t be any rich relatives stepping forward with the offer of a loan to help them weather the storm. They’d simply be—as Jeff had put it last night—screwed!

		

		Grace drank some more of her wine and hoped fervently that her husband would come through for them. She could wait tables again and put up with the leers from men and pats on her cute little behind in return for tips if she had to, but she sure as hell didn’t want to. And, as for giving up their beautiful new three bedroom, two and a half bath home in the suburbs to move back to the same sort of dumpy apartment they’d shared after they’d first gotten married, Grace was dead set against that too.

		

		We both worked hard to get where we are now. I busted my butt waiting tables, doing odd jobs, and took out student loans to help pay for my schooling, just like Jeff did. And we scrimped and saved our money, and stayed in that dump we rented for the first two years we were married in order to scrape together the down payment on this place. Damned if I want to go back to square one, bankrupt, and start all over again!

		

		“Goodnight, babe,” Jeff said. He sounded drowsy and ready to nod off.

		

		He had climaxed inside her a few moments ago, and he now rolled over onto his side to go to sleep, just as he always did after they made love. Grace kissed him on the cheek and lay back, deep in thought. As usual with her, she felt too alive and wide-awake after they’d had sex to go to sleep right away, as Jeff always did.

		

		Their love making had been good, as it normally was. Jeff had started out by kissing her big, sumptuous breasts, and had sucked her sensitive little pink nipples until she was very wet and ready. He’d then gotten between her thighs and ridden her to what had been a sweet release for both of them.

		

		They always made love on the night before he left on one of his sales trips. He would be gone over a week on this one, and they had both felt the need to connect--in the most basic and intimate way a man and wife could connect--before he left.

		

		With the ominous do-or-die aura hanging over this particular swing through Oregon and Washington, the sex tonight had seemed more important than ever. They had clung together during the final seconds of their coupling, both of them very much in love but terrified about their future. The unspoken fear that the next time they were together in bed like this, Jeff might not have a job anymore, seemed to haunt them. It had lent a bittersweet, almost desperate quality to their union tonight.

		

		God, but I hope he does well on this trip. Jeff’s boss, Jack Ingram, is a nice enough guy, but he’s all business when he has to be. He’ll do what he threatened to do—he’ll fire Jeff in a heartbeat if things don’t pick up pretty soon.

		

		Grace tossed and turned for a long while before sleep finally claimed her. She knew that part of Jeff’s recent lackluster sales performance was probably his own fault.

		

		Truth be told, her handsome hubby was a lazy sort, when you got right down to it. He tended to depend on his boyish charm and easy likeability to get him through, rather than on hard work.

		

		But she also had to admit, this situation wasn’t totally Jeff’s fault--the economy was lousy! She just hoped that he hadn’t waited too long to try to get his territory back on track…

		

		Jeff’s company provided, burgundy-colored Ford Fusion rolled out of the driveway promptly at nine the next morning. If everything went as planned, he would be in Medford, Oregon that evening, all checked into his hotel room and ready to make his first sales call at nine on Monday morning.

		

		Grace waved to him from the garage and smiled what she hoped was an encouraging, ‘go-get-‘em, tiger’ smile. She glanced wistfully around at her surroundings as he drove away.

		

		She loved her nice new house with the big front yard she had just gotten into the shape she wanted, after months of work in the flowerbeds in front and in the backyard. She looked at the shiny blue Prius in the garage and reflected on how good it felt to have a new car instead of the old beaters she’d always driven up until now. She realized in that instant just how much she liked her life just the way it was and how desperately she wanted to keep it that way.

		

		Work hard, Jeff! Be charming; close sales, get them to sign on the line!--she thought those positive, encouraging clichés to herself, and then willed them down the street toward his car, as it grew smaller in the distance.

		

		When the phone rang an hour later, and the caller ID read “Jack Ingram”, Grace wondered why Jack was calling their home number. Didn’t he know that Jeff would be well up the road by now, headed for Oregon? Why hadn’t he tried Jeff’s cell phone instead?

		

		With that in mind, when she picked up the receiver moments later on the fourth ring, she greeted him with, “Hey, Jack, you missed him by an hour,”

		

		“That’s okay, beautiful,” Jack Ingram’s deep, jovial voice came back to her. “It’s you I really wanted to talk with.”

		“Me?” she responded, slightly mystified. Why on earth would he want to talk to her?

		

		“Yes, there’s something I wanted to discuss with you, Grace. I wonder if we could possibly get together for lunch today, so the two of us could chat a little. How would that work for you?”

		

		“Uh, well, I don’t see why not,” Grace replied, still hesitant and feeling completely in the dark about what Jack could possibly want to speak to her about.

		

		She and Jeff had attended a few social gatherings hosted by Jack and his wife, Kinsey. The company Christmas party was held every year at their lavish home, as was the poolside barbeque for employees in celebration of the Fourth of July.

		

		But that was about it. It wasn’t like they were close friends or anything.

		

		Why would he want to meet with me now?

		

		“Will Kinsey be joining us?” she asked.

		

		“That won’t be possible today, I’m afraid. She’s at her folk’s place down in Houston with the kids for a weeklong visit. So it will just be you and me for lunch.”

		

		“Okay, where did you have in mind?”

		

		“Why don’t you drive out to our place? I’ll grill us up some salmon for lunch. How does that sound?”

		

		“All right,” she answered after a long pause, still slightly mystified as to what the devil this was all about. “What time?”

		

		“One o’clock is good.”

		

		Jack and Kinsey Ingram’s home was much larger than the Prentiss’s ranch-style house. In truth, it was a mini-estate.

		

		Massive white wrought-iron gates fronted the long private driveway that led past a small pond and up to the house. A fountain at the center of the pond sprayed a continuous plume of water twenty feet into the air, and it was floodlit by colored lights at night for effect.

		

		The Ingrams’ red brick house was two stories, with four massive white-pillared columns spaced evenly across the front, and it boasted over twenty rooms. The total property was probably four or five acres.

		

		Grace parked her Prius in the circular drive and went up the red brick steps to the front door. After a few moments, Jack Ingram answered her ring and greeted her warmly in the doorway. He wore a long-sleeved, collarless, light-blue shirt, a pair of tan chinos--with a festive red and white striped barbeque apron tied into place over them--and a pair of oxblood-colored loafers, sans socks.

		

		“You’re looking particularly lovely today, as usual, Grace,” he told her, as he stepped aside so that she could enter the magnificent, showplace home.

		

		She thanked him and let him lead her through the foyer, into the living room and through the slider. Once out on the patio, she saw smoke rising from the large brick fireplace with its built-in gas barbeque. The succulent aroma of grilled salmon filled the air. A nearby glass-topped table had already been set with two placemats, dishes, and silverware. Grace observed that, along with the fish, they were having macaroni salad for lunch, accompanied by a well-chilled Chardonnay.

		

		“Your house is so beautiful,” she complimented him as she accepted a glass of the wine. She noticed that his drink was a highball of some sort. A near empty cocktail glass sat on the brick shelf next to opening where the barbeque was housed.

		

		“The house’s beauty pales beside that of my guest,” Jack said gallantly and then grinned to show that he knew he was being corny. “I love that dress on you, Grace.”

		

		She wore a pretty, scoop-necked, flower-patterned sundress with spaghetti straps. A light sweater was loosely tied around her neck by its long sleeves, the body of the garment draped over her bare shoulders in deference to the early January date. It was a nice, sunny mid-winter’s day in southern California, but the temperatures hadn’t yet risen above the high sixties this early in the afternoon.

		

		Grace smiled back nervously. She still wondered what he wanted to discuss with her.

		

		“So, to what do I owe the honor of this lunch meeting, Jack?” she asked, eying her husband’s youthful, handsome boss expectantly as he tended to his salmon fillets.

		

		Jack was in his mid-thirties, roughly ten years older than Grace. He was tall, muscular, and exceptionally nice looking. Trim at the waist, with broad shoulders and dark, wavy hair, Jack cut a dashing figure in the beautifully tailored bespoke suits she normally saw him in when she stopped by the office to visit Jeff. She would have wondered how so young a man could be vice-president in charge of sales for the entire western half of the United States if she hadn’t known that Jack Ingram, Sr. owned the company.

		

		“Your timing is perfect, Grace,” he said over his shoulder, momentarily choosing to ignore her question about the lunch, and to instead busy himself with lifting their fish out onto the small platter next to his drink. “I think these are just right.”

		

		In moments, he had opened the foil packet of lightly oiled mixed vegetables that had been grilling next to the salmon fillets and distributed them evenly on their plates. Next, he doffed his apron, served the fish, and sat down opposite her.

		

		Grace tasted her food and discovered that Jack was quite the cook. She ate a big piece of the delicious salmon and several forkfuls each of the excellent macaroni salad and the grilled veggies.

		

		“I wanted to get together to talk with you about the meeting I had with Jeff on Friday, concerning his low sales figures,” Jack said after they had both had time to dig into their lunch and enjoy a few sips of wine. “I assume he spoke to you about it.”

		

		“He sure did,” Grace answered. “It’s not the kind of thing you can ignore. We’re both worried sick over it.”

		

		She took a big drink of her wine--for courage--and continued, saying, “Jeff really needs this job, Jack. He’s promised me that he’s going to redouble his efforts to move product for you.”

		

		“That’s good to hear,” he answered non-committally, and ate more of his food. He kept his eyes down on his plate, and purposely, it seemed to her, did not meet her gaze for long moments.

		

		The rest of their meal was consumed in an awkward silence. Though the food was excellent, and Grace had been hungry when she’d arrived, today’s topic of conversation had managed to take the edge off her enjoyment of what might have otherwise been a wonderful lunch.

		

		He excused himself and cleared the few leftovers from the table. After a quick trip into the kitchen to put them away in the refrigerator, he rejoined her at the table.

		

		“The thing is, Grace,” Jack said at last. “I actually should have let Jeff go a few weeks back.”

		

		Grace looked up from the table, panic in her eyes. Jack merely shrugged, had a drink of wine and then went on. “I guess he told you that his figures were in the lower third of the company sales data? Well, what I don’t imagine he mentioned was just how far down near the bottom of the lower third they actually were.”

		

		Grace’s heart began to pound and she drank all of the wine left in her glass in two nervous swallows. Jack sat back and sipped some of his own Chardonnay.

		

		“Jeff’s figures are near the very bottom third of the bottom third, Grace,” he told her, his voice sounding almost apologetic. “If you weren’t so incredibly pretty and--to use a phrase my old daddy used to employ when I was a kid, growing up back in Kentucky--built like a brick shithouse; and I didn’t want you in bed with me so badly…I’d have let Jeff go before the end of the year.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 2

		

		Time seemed to stop. Grace sat motionless on the broad patio in the bright winter sunlight, listening to tiny waves lapping against the walls of the nearby swimming pool. She could scarcely believe what she’d just heard. Her head spun, and it wasn’t from the wine she’d just gulped down.

		

		Did he just say that he wanted to take me to bed?

		

		Jack reached over to the sterling silver wine bucket and drew out the icy bottle of Chardonnay. He casually refilled her glass, then his own, and placed the now-empty bottle on the table.

		

		“You see, Grace, the difference between me and Jeff is that I actually enjoy asking for the order—closing the deal. That’s why I sold rings around everyone else when I still ‘carried the bag’ and made calls in my own territory, before I got promoted to western states sales manager.”

		

		He took a drink of his wine and said matter-of-factly, “Jeff will be gone for over a week on this trip. My wife and kids are in Texas. When I saw you a few weeks ago, at last year’s Christmas party, in that super red dress you had on, the way those huge, perfect breasts of yours bounced around when you were out on the dance floor…along with that gorgeous face and that incredible ass…I knew I had to have you. You’re the only reason Jeff still has a job with us.”

		

		Grace fought off the panicky urge to jump to her feet, run through the house, and out the front door. She couldn’t believe that her husband’s boss was blatantly, unapologetically…

		

		“So, here’s my offer,” Jack went on, ignoring her obvious discomfort, his voice as calm as if they were discussing whether or not to have another glass of wine. “You give me what I want and I’ll keep Jeff on the payroll. His sales figures still have to come up. Even I can’t keep him around forever if he continues to languish near the bottom of the charts. But I’ll do what I can to help him raise his numbers. And I’ll make you a promise to keep him around for at least another couple of quarters--as long as you come through for me in the meantime, that is.”

		

		“C-come through,” Grace managed to stammer, “what do you mean…come through?”

		

		Jack laughed easily. “Get real, Grace. We’re both adults here. You know what couples do in the bedroom. When Jeff’s out on the road, I want you to do for me what you normally do for him. You’re a big girl and you are on the pill, right?”

		

		Pill--what kind of pill does he mean? Does he think that I’m some kind of drug addict as well as a…a…whore?

		

		“Birth control pills, Grace,” he prompted her as he noted her obvious confusion. “You take the pill so you won’t get pregnant, right?”

		

		“Uh…um…yes,” she admitted at last, her reply a low, embarrassed murmur.

		

		“Good, then you won’t get knocked up. I don’t have any social diseases—I’m very careful about who I go to bed with, believe me—and neither do you, I’ll wager?” he posited confidently. “So we’re free to pleasure each other as much as we want, with no harm done, and Jeff will never know the difference. What we do together when he’s out of town will be strictly between the two of us, all right?”

		

		Grace’s head spun even worse than before. She wanted to scream at Jack. She wanted to grab the wine bottle and break it across his smugly-smiling, handsome face! She wanted to…

		

		“Come on, beautiful, let’s go inside and get more comfortable,” he said then, as he got up from the table and reached for her hand.

		

		“N-No! I can’t do what you want!” she said and quickly jerked her hand off the table before he could touch it. “I…I…won’t!”

		

		“You can, and you will,” he assured her, and his smile, as he looked down at her, was not unkind.

		

		She leaned back as far as she could in her chair but couldn’t avoid his hand this time as he placed his palm gently under her chin. Stroking the soft skin of her cheek with his thumb, he said, “You have to do this, Grace. You and I both know it. You have no choice, not if you want to keep your present life intact.”

		

		He paused and tilted her head gently upward, so that he could stare directly down into her blue eyes, and then continued in a voice that was chillingly self-confident. “Jack whined like a three year old on Friday, at our meeting. He told me all about how the two you have no savings to speak of and how you’ll lose everything you own in a matter of weeks, if I let him go.”

		

		Jack let that sink in for a moment and then added the clincher, “And if you don’t come across for me, and I mean right now…I promise you that I will fire him, over the phone, first thing tomorrow morning. And remember, I’d be fully justified in doing so; his numbers are awful, you two would have no redress at all.”

		

		Long seconds went by as he gave Grace another moment to realize just how much she was truly in his power. If he fired Jeff tomorrow, their financial nightmare would no longer be an unsettling threat looming off in the distance--weeks away--anymore. It would here…right now…tomorrow morning!

		

		If Jack did what he threatened to do, she realized with a sinking heart, in a few months’ time, she and Jeff would not be living in their beautiful new house anymore, but rather, in some dingy rat-hole of an apartment. And they’d be forced to take the bus to job interviews because her new Prius and his company Ford would both be long gone by then. The two of them would have only Jeff’s unemployment checks and her wages and tips from waiting tables to stave off total ruin.

		

		“Now, come on, Grace. Let’s go inside and get to know each other a little better. What do you say?”

		

		She shuddered and tears began to flood her eyes. She still wanted to scream at Jack, to hit him…to tell him “no” again and mean it…

		

		But, in the end, she just sat there numbly, unable to move, her cheeks wet with tears. He gently eased her up out of her chair and guided her back into the house, across the big front room, into the foyer, and up the sweeping circular staircase to the second floor. Her movements were stiff and halting, like those of an automaton. But, in what seemed like seconds to her stunned consciousness, she found herself alone in the master bedroom with him.

		

		“Please don’t do this to me, Jack,” she begged him, as soft sobs overwhelmed her.

		

		“Shhhhhh, stop that. We’re going to have great fun this afternoon and evening. I’m not going to hurt you. I intend to love you the way a woman with your looks deserves to be loved, that’s all. I’ll make you feel fantastic, just wait and see.”

		

		He was standing behind her. He moved in very close and bent low, his lips near her ear.

		

		“God, you’re such a beauty, Grace,” he whispered in the semi-darkness of the big bedroom.

		

		They were at its center. The heavy drapes covering the sliding glass door that led out onto the balcony were closed, bathing the room in the dusky half-light that managed to filter through them. Jack eased the light sweater off her shoulders and tossed it onto a nearby chair. He wrapped his arms around her from in back, nuzzled her neck, and kissed her skin lightly.

		

		“Please don’t make me do this,” she pleaded again.

		

		He paid no attention, unzipping her dress and gently sliding the supporting spaghetti straps off both of her shoulders. She watched the image of the two of them in the mirrored sliding doors of the closet across the room, and saw him lasciviously checking out her revealed cleavage as the dress’s low-cut bodice slipped away. He was peering downward at her bra-clad breasts over her bare shoulder. Her unzipped dress lay atop her arms, which were folded just under her chest.

		

		“God, what a set of tits you’ve got,” he sighed, his voice heavy with desire.

		

		She felt him move his hands downward and onto her back. Her strapless bra opened and its cups tumbled down to join the loose dress atop her crossed arms. With a tiny squeak of resignation, at his urging, she let her fall arms to her sides and the dress and bra fell to rest on the carpet.

		

		Jack’s hands caressed their way around her ribcage and he gathered a large, naked breast into each palm. He manipulated her tiny nipples slowly and began to kiss her neck again. Grace immediately felt a pulse of excitement rippling from both of her sensitive buds right down her spine and into her untouched clitoris.

		

		I shouldn’t give him the satisfaction. I shouldn’t show any reaction at all to his touch, she scolded herself. I should ignore him and let him do…whatever he’s going to do to me…and then just go home! I shouldn’t give him the gratification of letting him think that I enjoyed any part of this…this…rape he’s about to commit!

		

		But not reacting to Jack’s gentle, deft touch on her lush breasts soon proved very difficult. His lips felt warm and soft and tender on the bare skin of her neck and shoulders. And the way his tongue flicked out to tease her, just lightly, every once in a while, amid the kisses, sent shivers down her spine.

		

		She couldn’t seem to help it. His fingers felt feather-soft and exquisitely skilled as they toyed with her responsive little buds.

		

		In no time, her nipples were alive with pleasure. His fingertips caressed them in just the way she loved to be touched.

		

		She looked up and saw herself in the mirrored closet doors once again. She was now swaying mindlessly in his arms, almost as if they were dancing. She was naked, except for her wispy panties and her heels, and his handsome face was moving all over her bare shoulders and neck, kissing and tonguing.

		

		He noticed her checking the two of them out in the mirror and smiled in triumph at the image they presented. Her tiny nubs were as swollen to fullness in the center of her over-sized mounds as if they’d been stung by bees. And his fingers felt just right and oh, so exciting as they teased them.

		

		Before she could quite process what was happening, Jack began to step slowly backward, drawing her with him. In the mirror, it almost looked as if they were performing some sensual, obscene ballroom dance routine together. When he came to the big bed, he sat down on the edge of it and spun her around to face him.

		

		This brought his lips even with her jutting nipples and in seconds, the left one was in his mouth and his tongue was all over her puffed-out nubbin. As his lips sucked gently on her engorged flesh, she moaned with pleasure. She knew she shouldn’t let him see her react this way, but she couldn’t seem to help it--his mouth just felt so good!

		

		Grace’s nipples were tiny in relation to her large breast size, but they had always been ultrasensitive. Boys had been after her boobs since she’d turned twelve--she had developed much earlier than any of the other girls in her junior high class and her male classmates had noticed right away, of course.

		

		She had always tried to be a good girl, but with all of those masculine hands and lips in constant pursuit of her voluptuous chest, she hadn’t always been successful in her attempts to fend them off. Before she’d turned thirteen, she had already discovered the joys of a set of hungry male lips and a lapping tongue on her nippies. She’d quickly learned to love of that hot, sweet tug of a boy’s mouth against her tender flesh. And her craving for that wonderful sensation of a tongue’s gentle caress--which had never failed to send chills down her spine and right into the center of her womanhood--had only intensified over the years, not lessened.

		

		Now Jack seemed intent on driving her absolutely crazy with his fingers, his tongue, and his hot, moist, insistent lips. Coupled with the occasional thrilling little nip of his sharp front teeth on her swollen nubs, his oral attentions soon had her very wet. She was moaning constantly by now, and had completely ceased her weak attempts to pull away from him.

		

		On the contrary, instead of pressing her palms against his chest to push him away as she had been doing at first, she realized that her traitorous fingers had somehow stolen upward; seeking his dark, wavy hair. She was now running those fingers sensually through his locks and sighing as he nursed expertly at her swollen nipples.

		

		This wasn’t some horny thirteen year old boy, ineptly pawing at her breasts. Jack was an experienced, practiced lover who—with his extreme good-looks and his obviously well-honed bedroom skills—had no doubt made love to dozens of women over the years…and it definitely showed. Grace’s knees were soon trembling and she could feel her panties sticking to her sopping-wet slit.

		

		He might make me…he might make me come without even touching me…down there! She realized, incredulous at the idea he might be able to do that. No one had ever done that to her before.

		

		She shivered and stroked his hair even more passionately, hating herself for giving in like this but seemingly unable to stop. She was now mindlessly rolling her hips forward in a hot, needy rhythm, wishing she could touch herself as he sucked her nipples so perfectly. Her throbbing clit was swollen to fullness and screaming for release.

		

		“Let’s slip these off, darling, shall we?” he whispered. His voice sounded tight and excited as he took a second to push her away from him just slightly so that he could tug her panties down over her lush ass and drop them to the floor.

		

		“Oh, Grace! What a sweet little pussy you’ve got,” he sighed as he stared raptly at her sodden blonde bush. “Here, we’d best see to that for you. Your breasts are so spectacular that I’ve flat out been ignoring this little beauty--but we’ll soon remedy that oversight.”

		

		With that, he urged her past him on his right side and nudged her slightly, so that she was forced to kneel on the bed next to him. In seconds, he had her turned around again and over onto her back, panties pulled completely off and shoes gone, sprawled completely naked in the middle of the bedspread.

		

		Jack went over onto his stomach between her open thighs and reached up to reclaim an erect nipple in each hand once more. He squeezed and teased the firm little pods of flesh again as his tongue found her enlarged clit and gently began to caress it at the same time.

		

		“Ohhhhh! Oh, my sweet God!” Grace moaned aloud, her hips coming up off the bed all by themselves, the better to mash her swollen clitty against his marvelous tongue.

		

		Jack sucked, licked, and kissed her sex; his fingers never ceased their tender tugs at her ready-to-explode nipples. Tiny waves of pre-come excitement were soon coursing through Grace’s entire body.

		

		Her husband sometimes licked her like this, prior to their making love, and she always enjoyed it. But when she mentally compared his efforts to those of his sexy boss, she quickly realized that Jeff was clearly a novice at the sensual, provocative art of cunnilingus.

		

		Jack’s mouth was doing things to Grace’s pulsing clit that no one in her whole life had ever done before! Flutters of bliss, which grew stronger by the second, engulfed her lower body. To her amazement, her vision took on a reddish tinge as she rolled her head from side to side on the mattress and groaned with the intensity of the pleasure she now felt.

		

		She glanced over at the mirrored closet doors and saw herself and her blackmailer/lover on the bed. Her hip movements bordered on frantic as she rolled her bottom up off the mattress to press herself against his mouth. Jack’s arms were stretched upward, to tweak and tease her nipples, his lips clamped tight against her slit as it overflowed into them. The only sound in the darkened room was the lewd slurp and suck of his lips against her juicy gash and her moans of growing ecstasy.

		

		Grace felt her stomach tighten and then spasm, the way it always did when she was about to experience a really large orgasm. She whimpered and dug her fingertips lightly into Jack’s scalp, and her butt came up off the bed to mash her sopping cunny shamelessly against his mouth.

		

		“I’m coming!” she managed to gasp just before the room began to spin and she went berserk beneath him. She squealed with joy, writhed wildly about on the mattress, and wailed, “Ohhhhhh! Oh, Jaaaaccckkkkkk!”

		

		Grace came up off the bed, her body jerked, her back arched, her pelvis pressed against his incredible mouth! She whimpered and shivered and felt her pussy do something it had never done before—she climaxed so hard that a tiny spurt of clear fluid shot out of her and right into Jack’s sucking mouth.

		

		I’m squirting! This orgasm is so strong that I’m squirting!

		

		Grace had read about women who actually shot out “come” when they climaxed in a few of the women’s magazines she subscribed to, but until this very moment, she had always thought it was some kind of sex myth. Now, as she twisted and moaned and came like a wild woman on Jack’s delving tongue, she knew it to be true!

		

		“Oh, eat it!” she screamed, as a second, even hotter wave of total release surged through her.

		

		The fury of the searing orgasm seemed to burn away the last vestiges of her restraint. She bucked against him and begged, “Oh, dear God, eat my pussy!”

		

		Jack was more than happy to oblige. He kept his mouth plastered over her slit as it continued to spasm. He licked and sucked and swallowed noisily, and his fingers tugged expertly at her nipples as he drained every last pulse and twinge from her shivering body.

		

		At last, she lay limp and spent on the mattress. All she could do was sigh and gasp for breath.

		

		Oh, God, but that was magnificent! She thought, incredulous at just how sweet it had felt. I had no idea I could come like that. I’ve always thought those stories in the magazines about super-orgasms, and multiple orgasms were just that—stories!

		

		With a sigh, Jack sat up, a self-satisfied grin on his handsome, oil-smeared face. He reached down and pulled his knit shirt out of his chinos, up over his head, and tossed it onto the carpet.

		

		Grace lay back, still panting for breath. She watched absently as he undid his slacks and yanked them off as well, along with his shoes. In moments, he was back next to her on the bedspread, all of his clothing discarded. She felt something hot and stiff across her left thigh and realized immediately what it was. Glancing languidly downward, to see how big he was, her heart seemed to stop in her chest.

		

		Sweet God, that thing is huge! That’s the biggest one of those I’ve ever seen, outside of a porn movie!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 3

		

		“Do you like it?”

		

		Grace could feel herself blush. She turned away and whispered, “It’s so large!”

		

		“It’s not that big,” Jack laughed easily. He gathered her into his arms and pulled her to him. “It’s around nine inches long when it’s hard…and dear God, girl, being with you, tasting that sweet little honey-pot of yours…has me about as hard as it can get!”

		

		Grace started to say something in reply but Jack’s mouth was already on hers. Repelled by both the idea of the presence of her own…juice, on his lips and chin, and by the realization that she was kissing someone other than her husband, she attempted to draw back.

		

		But Jack was much too strong for her to push away. He held her tight against him as she struggled feebly to get away. His furry pectorals felt scratchy and rough and…she was forced to admit to herself with a sinking heart…just the way a man’s chest ought to feel against a girl’s breasts! The arms around her were iron-hard and rippled with muscle. She wondered idly how much time he devoted to working out to keep his marvelous body so toned and…hunk-like. His lips, though insistent and passionate, still felt soft and gentle against hers.

		

		After a few more seconds of the wonderful, forbidden, absolutely thrilling kiss, Grace couldn’t seem to resist any longer. She stopped struggling, moaned softly, and opened her lips to admit his persistent tongue. As soon as she allowed the slithery, sensual little snake inside to tease and excite her own tongue, she tasted her own secretions on his lips and tongue. She realized, with a start that her…pussy…juice did indeed taste as sweet as could be!

		

		No wonder men don’t mind licking us down there like that--there’s something musky and sensual about my…stuff, but it’s also sweet and very…sexy tasting, too!

		

		Jack’s lips and tongue quickly began to rekindle the recently-quenched fire in Grace’s traitorous loins. She sighed, out of both rising passion and despair.

		

		She didn’t want to be any more unfaithful to Jeff than she already had been. But somehow, her fingers seemed to have found their way back up into Jack’s hair again and she was caressing it tenderly as they continued the steamy, forbidden kiss!

		

		Her nipples pulsed sharply against his hard pectorals and her sex started to moisten anew. To make matters worse, she could feel his very large, very hard manhood pumped full against her belly. Just the thought of it pushed deep inside her—as she knew it no doubt would be in a few moments—sent a shiver of fear and guilt and….God help her…anticipation through her whole body.

		

		This is all so incredibly wrong, she reminded herself. I shouldn’t let him do any of this; and I most certainly shouldn’t be…enjoying it!

		

		But she had to admit--as she kissed the handsome, sexy, buff-bodied man who was now rubbing his chest so sensuously against her throbbing nipples--that even though she knew it was dead wrong, it still felt sweet, and somehow, so right to her. If she could have managed to ignore fact that she shouldn’t be anywhere near this man, she would have been forced to admit that it felt wonderful to be in his arms.

		

		Jack was all confidence and virility and sex appeal—Jack was all man. Jack was unbelievably…hot!

		

		The realization struck her that she had never been with anyone quite like him before. He was gorgeous and muscular and in the prime of his life, sexually. Jack was the perfect specimen of the human male animal at the peak of its powers.

		

		As he gently rolled her onto her back once more and pushed himself up off her body so that he could align his thick, lengthy member with her super-wet lips, she stole a quick glance over at the pair of them in the mirror. She, with her with her classic hourglass curves, pretty blonde hair, and gorgeous face---and him with his trim waist, broad shoulders, and stunning male looks: she recognized in that instant that they represented prime examples of physical perfection within the species. She suddenly realized that there was something almost primal about what she was feeling for Jack at that moment, something deep-seated and primitive--two healthy human animals lusting after each other’s perfection!

		

		I didn’t ask for any of this, she reminded herself in her own defense; he forced me into this bed.

		

		But she now found, to her shame, that she…wanted him. Right at that second, she wanted his big, perfect cock inside her as much as she’d ever yearned for anything in her entire life!

		

		She turned abruptly from the mirror, stared up at his handsome face, and made up her mind. Her voice raspy and urgent with desire, she whispered urgently, “Fuck me, Jack. Put it in me!”

		

		The triumphant little grin creased her lover’s face once again as he eased his prick into her juicy lips and sheathed it all the way inside her in one slow, even push. Grace moaned and took him, and suddenly felt more stuffed with cock than she ever had before.

		

		She wrapped her arms around his back and pulled his torso down onto her and his lips found hers again. Their tongues resumed their torrid duel once more as he slowly started to fuck her with his massive prick.

		

		Oh, dear God! This may be completely wrong, but it feels so good, she thought as his cock began to slide in and out slowly, teasingly. It pressed against her swollen clit with a steamy sensuality that quickly set her blood to boiling again. It’s so big and thick and hot! And he’s doing me with it so wonderfully!

		

		Grace moaned again, sucked at Jack’s tongue, and began to work her hips up off the mattress. She speared him as deep inside her as he would go as she instinctively adjusted her hip movements to match his tempo.

		

		Moments later, she wrapped her calves around his so that she could lever her pelvis up off the bed in an even more athletic fashion. She was now fucking him flat out, with everything she had. And she was beginning to revel in every thrilling, forbidden second of it!

		

		After another full minute of her tongue-lapping, hip-rolling fury, he pulled his mouth away to pant for breath and whispered, “God, what an incredibly hot piece of ass you are!”

		

		I am, aren’t I? The thought jolted her. Where is this coming from? I never fucked Jeff this well in my life! I’ve never fucked anyone this good before!

		

		“Do it to me,” she whispered breathily as she worked her hips up and down even faster. “Fuck me, Jack! You said you wanted me…well, you’ve got me. Fuck my brains out, you stud!”

		

		Jack groaned and really started to hammer her. Grace closed her eyes in pure ecstasy. She had never been so shameless in bed with a man before. It was as if her forced participation in this obscene, adulterous act had somehow freed her…she didn’t have to be prim, proper Grace Prentiss, perfect little wife and homemaker anymore. She was now the sexy mistress of her husband’s boss, forced into his bed, to act the wanton slut for his pleasure!

		

		“Oh, God, do it to me!” she begged him again as she felt her pussy start to flutter and sensed that her second enormous orgasm of the afternoon was very close. “Fuck me hard, Jack! Oh, Jesus! Fuck me deep and make me come!”

		

		Jack gritted his teeth and pounded his cock into her with fierce thrusts. Time seemed to suddenly have no meaning; there was just his deep, steady piercing of her. His savage strokes made her big breasts jiggle crazily beneath him as he slammed into her again and again. The steady “slap, slap, slap” as his pelvis smacked repeatedly into hers was the only sound in the darkened room. The only sound that is, except their guttural grunts of exertion and an occasional gasp of growing bliss.

		

		All at once, Grace’s clit felt so hot that it threatened to melt beneath his steely-hard lunges. A fireball of orgasmic fury radiated out of the pulsing bud and engulfed her. She screamed with the joy of total release as her body suddenly went rigid. Her back arched up off the bed, her breasts crushed themselves up against his chest, and his cock was thrust balls-deep into her exploding pussy.

		

		“Take it!” Jack panted. “Oh, fuck, here it is! Take my come, Grace, you hot young beauty!”

		

		The two of them clung together, a thin sheen of sweat gleamed on their locked-together bodies while shivers of out-and-out bliss rippled through both of them. Jack’s cock jerked inside her and Grace felt a torrent of semen splash up into her womb. She gasped as the hot spend purled back out of her tightly-filled pussy sheath to bathe her clit in its fiery warmth. It seemed to make her climax even hotter.

		

		“Oh, yes!” she wailed, as her orgasm intensified around his buried manhood and its fiery gusher of a payload. “Oh, Jack, there’s so much of it!”

		

		“What a hot little thing you are,” Jack marveled as he started to work his cock in and out of Grace, who continued to whimper and shudder with joy beneath him. His own face assumed a beatific smile as he pumped the last of his thick, gooey come into her clinging tunnel of flesh. “Fuck, you’re something else, you little minx! That tight little pussy of yours is unbelievable!”

		

		All Grace could do was hang on and climax. She quivered and sighed and clung tightly to Jack, who continued to ease slowly in and out of her fluttering pussy walls until his magnificent cock finally went soft inside them.

		

		When he pulled free at last, she slid back down onto the soft bedspread and lay panting for breath. She truly had never come like that before in her whole life!

		

		Abruptly, she realized that the two orgasms she had enjoyed on this bed were far and away the two biggest, best climaxes she could remember having—ever! She lay stunned by the unbelievable intensity of the blistering sexual release she had just enjoyed.

		

		Who knew that I could come like…that? She asked herself incredulously.

		

		Jack laid breathing heavily beside her and seemed to gather himself. After a minute or two, he rolled off the bed, padded into the master bathroom and returned with a towel. After drying his flaccid cock with it, he got back on the bed and softly, gently, mopped his own recent spend and Grace’s outpouring of lube from her sopping pubic fur and her smallish slit.

		

		“We managed to make a real mess, cutie,” He said with a grin, after he had cleaned them both up as best he could. “You got me so turned on that I really cut loose inside you.”

		

		He tossed the towel on the floor beside the bed, turned the covers down and guided her still limp body beneath them. Then he crawled in next to her and cradled her blonde head against his shoulder, her left breast lying against his arm and chest.

		

		“That was incredible, Grace,” he whispered, his voice soft and tender in her ear. “Thank you. I had a feeling that you’d be sensational in bed, but that was…”

		

		His voice trailed off. After another moment, he said, “I get lots of sex, Grace. I always have. I love it and I’m good at it…and I go after it.”

		

		He turned his head to face her and smiled. “But what we just did was very special. You’re one of the hottest women…maybe the hottest woman…I’ve ever been in bed with. As the kids say nowadays, you rock!”

		

		Grace couldn’t help it. She started to giggle uncontrollably.

		

		She never would have thought for an instant that she would--never would have had occasion to think of such a thing at all, before today’s weird turn of events--but she had to admit, she absolutely loved the fact that sexy Jack Ingram thought she “rocked” in bed!

		

		Because I didn’t know that I…“rocked” either! She thought. I had no idea I could be that hot!

		

		Memories of last night crept into her mind. She mentally replayed the sex she’d had with her husband--the sweet, gentle, loving man she had betrayed so thoroughly just now with her wanton behavior—and was forced to admit that the latest episode in her sex life with Jeff had been, truthfully, only so-so, especially when she compared it to what she’d just experienced with Jack.

		

		That’s the sort of sex Jeff and I have all the time. Sometimes, when I’m tired or not really in the mood, it’s not even as good as last night’s was…but it’s never much better than that!

		

		Grace realized with a start, that if she were to be honest with herself, she had never before experienced sex that was anywhere near as fantastic, as intense, and gripping as what she’d just enjoyed, here in this bedroom, with Jack; not with Jeff nor with any of the few other lovers who had preceded him, during her high school and college years.

		

		Was it because Jack had forced her? She’d read about women who enjoyed being compelled to do things by their dominating lovers—was she secretly one of those?

		

		Or was it simply because he was so good-looking, so muscular, so…

		

		Such a hunk, such a stud--that’s what he is, if only I’d let myself admit it! Grace thought as she glanced over at her blackmailer/seducer. A lot of it was probably due to the fact that he’s just plain gorgeous and so experienced and…sexy!

		

		“You’re pretty quiet over there,” Jack remarked at that moment, his eyes locked on to hers. “Are you still angry with me because I…forced you into this bed?”

		

		Grace turned her head away, a little taken aback that Jack had just put into words the exact thing that she was still trying to reason out. She tried desperately to get her thoughts straight.

		

		She was angry at being forced to cheat on her husband! That was for sure.

		

		And yet, at the same time, she was thoroughly ashamed of herself for the unexpected, fierce level of enjoyment the sex between them had given her. This whole experience had left her very confused!

		

		“I…I don’t know how to answer you,” she admitted at last, still faced away from him. “I don’t think that I ever, in a million years, would have strayed on Jeff, if you hadn’t…if you hadn’t done what you did, and made me do it.”

		

		She sighed. “But that was me, in this bed just now. I was the one who was screaming for you to…you know…”

		

		Her voice trailed off, and she guiltily recalled how she had shouted for him to…“fuck me deep and make me come”.

		

		She finally regained her composure moments later, and said, “I don’t know what came over me just now. I’m not like that at all. I’m really not!”

		

		Jack’s big arms snaked around her from behind and he drew her back against him, into a spoon-like embrace. She sighed as she felt his furry chest against her bare back and his hands slipped around her body to caress one of her big, lush breasts in each palm again.

		

		Grace’s first reaction was to shrug away from this intimate embrace… but she found she didn’t really want to. He just felt so good up against her!

		

		Why was that? How could that be? He was, after all, a cheat, a schemer, and a womanizing rascal. Why did he feel so nice to snuggle with?

		

		“You just think you’re not like that, darling,” he whispered in her ear. “Somewhere along the way, you’ve convinced yourself that you’re not some big-breasted, blonde-bombshell of a woman who is absolutely explosive in bed--you won’t allow yourself become that sort of a living, breathing cliché.”

		

		He lovingly squeezed her large breasts and a hot spasm of pleasure shot through them. His lips closer to her ear, he continued, “And you’re not. You really are a sweet, very nice young woman-- that’s a huge part of who you are.”

		

		He went on to add, “But that also makes up part of your allure, Grace. You are a nice kid, but beneath the surface, there’s also this firestorm of sensuality, just waiting to be tapped. Men like me sense it, and it makes them want that incredible body of yours even more.”

		

		Grace shivered in his grasp, her pussy winked open and shut as he spoke about her innate sensuality, the heat hidden away deep in her very core. She sighed.

		

		Could what he said possibly be true? Is there another side to me that I’ve always suppressed up until now, a side that yearns for wild, forbidden sex with a stud like Jack?

		

		Who was she, really?

		

		Was she the sweet, demure young woman who had made restrained, passive love with her husband last night, or was she the brazen hottie who had just fucked Jack so fiercely a few minutes ago…a sensual woman who didn’t care to have nice, sedate little orgasms? Was she really, deep down inside, a hot-pants slut of a girl whose body demanded climaxes as fiery as a bomb-burst when she came?

		

		Jack took a nipple in each hand and kneaded them expertly as he kissed her neck again. Grace gasped at her reaction to that simple touch. She wondered why it was that Jeff and other lovers in her past--who had done the exact same things that Jack was doing to her right now, literally dozens of times before--had never been able to make her feel the way he was making her feel at this moment?

		

		Because she had to admit that, right now, her pussy was suddenly well on its way to super-wetness again; her breasts were once more firming beneath the gentle stroking of his fingers. Her nipples seemed to be on fire with need!

		

		Dear God, what’s wrong with me? What is it about this man’s touch that drives me absolutely mad with lust?

		

		Grace didn’t know the answer to that and she had no time to mull the question over further, because Jack her turned over in his arms just then, and his supple mouth was on hers again. His arms pulled her in tightly against his chest, his wiry fur feeling marvelous against her aroused nipples, while his tongue began to explore her mouth once more.

		

		Oh, God, he’s going to do it to me again! One part of her confused mind thought with growing panic.

		

		Jesus, I sure hope so! Another, more basic part of her psyche was hoping excitedly at the same instant…

		

		“That’s it, my sweet little Grace!” Jack panted--a huge grin on his face. “Ride me--ride me like a cowgirl!”

		

		Grace did just that. She straddled his hips, his long, thick cock driven deep up into her slippery folds, her head thrown back in sheer bliss as her hips moved sensually up and down atop him. He had her breasts in his hands and he was squeezing her aroused nipples as he urged her on. Her whole body was keyed up and ready to come furiously again in another minute or so.

		

		Dear God, I’m so turned on! Grace thought. She still felt a tiny bit of guilt at how much this steamy, illicit sex thrilled her.

		

		When was the last time she and her husband had done it like this, cowgirl style, with her riding him? She struggled in vain to recall the last time she and Jeff had tried anything together in bed but the standard missionary position.

		

		She resolved right then and there to repeat this position with him when he got home from his trip, because she had to admit, riding Jack’s big cock this way felt wild and free and naughty and…unbelievably sexy! She loved the way it felt to have his hefty, thick manhood punched far up inside her, the way its fat girth split her open again and again. The way it stretched her lips open and mashed her erect clit against it as she bounced up and down on it felt utterly fantastic.

		

		“Oh, Jack! I’m gonna’ come again!” she whined as her orgasm came on in a fiery rush of intense spasms. “And, Jesus, is it ever gonna’ be a big one?”

		

		“The bigger it is the better, girl!” Jack laughed. His hips came up off the bed to impale the lush body that twisted and undulated on his cock. “God, Grace, you look so incredibly hot and sexy when you go off on my dick!”

		

		Grace felt that wonderful flash of heat completely engulf her again. Her vision took on the now-familiar reddish tinge, her wide-stretched lower lips fluttered around the thick, hard rod of flesh Jack speared up into her pussy continually. She screamed and her breasts jerked between his pressing fingertips as she came and came.

		

		“Fuuuuuuuuccckkkk!” she wailed. “Oh, it’s so fucking good, Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

		

		Jack rammed himself up into her as deep as he could get and unloaded. His jizz felt like a fiery geyser going off in her womb. Grace gasped at the lava-like heat of it and shivered atop his shaft as it spewed up into her. Her own orgasm redoubled as she felt his semen roil through her most intimate depths.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, it’s so fantastic!” she sobbed and melted down onto his chest as he continued to pump jet after jet up into her.

		

		God help me, her disoriented brain marveled, her body still clinging to his. This one may be even better than the last one!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 4

		

		“Mmmmmm, it’s almost five. I should get a shower and head for home,” Grace whispered under her breath, still feeling half asleep. She yawned as she looked over at the digital clock beside the bed.

		

		She had awoken several minutes ago and had just lain there for a time and watched Jack sleep, still cuddled with him. Both of them had dozed off after that last sensational bout of ride-‘em-cowgirl sex, and had slept for over two hours in each other’s arms.

		

		I should hate him for forcing me into bed with him. He’s handsome and so sexy…but he’s a real rogue, too!

		

		Grace sighed, deeply perplexed as she stared at his sleeping form. She was still upset by the way he’d forced himself upon her, but she also remembered how insanely hard he’d made her come and, at the same time, how tender and passionate he’d been when he’d made love to her.

		

		Still, it was true that he had blackmailed her into doing it with him in the first place…

		

		And I’m not that kind of girl! She reminded herself primly. Just because it was the most incredible sex I ever imagined, that still doesn’t mean I forgive him for…

		

		“Why are you staring at me like that, doll?”

		

		Grace felt herself begin to color. She realized that he had awakened at some point during the last few seconds and was now looking back at her quizzically. She slid self-consciously backward across the sheet, away from his embrace.

		

		“I was not staring. It’s late in the afternoon--evening, really. I should get a shower and go home. I need to be there when Jeff calls.”

		

		Jack just laughed and reached for her. She tried to get away, but she had to admit, she didn’t try very hard!

		

		“So, is this your plan? You’re just going to keep me here and…and have… sex with me?” Grace asked a few minutes later, as she tried and failed to sound outraged at that idea.

		

		They were in the shower together in the master bathroom. Jack had just lovingly washed her hair and then rinsed the soap out. He was now working some heavenly smelling conditioner into her long, honey-blonde locks. His touch was gentle, yet very sensual at the same time, and she felt her resistance beginning to ebb away again.

		

		“I’d love to keep you here and have sex with you all night long, babe,” he whispered as took a bar of soap and lathered up her shoulders from behind. Now that he had the conditioner worked into her scalp to his satisfaction, he let it soak into her hair while he busied himself soaping her back and down onto her butt and legs.

		

		“But first I have to get you all scrubbed up and dried off.”

		

		Grace started to protest, but he just laughed and playfully ducked her head under the spray. He washed the conditioner out and rinsed the suds off the back half of her body. When she was squeaky clean, he turned her around to face him. The shower pounded onto her back while he began to lather up the front half of her voluptuous body.

		

		“Quit that, you letch!” she sighed. Her nipples were poking out amid the thick suds and his skilled fingertips found them and began tweaking and teasing them until they were pulsing with arousal once again.

		

		God! What is it about this guy? He gets me hot in ten seconds—he knows just how to touch me and how to make my poor titties feel fantastic!

		

		“I can’t help it,” he whispered, as if he had heard her thoughts and answered them.

		

		He leaned in close and squeezed her nipples lightly, her knees going weak as he toyed with the sensitive nubs, his handsome face right in front of hers. “I just can’t seem to keep my hands off you, Grace, you incredibly sexy little beauty!”

		

		She moaned and let him kiss her again; her mouth opening for him the instant his lips touched hers. He pressed his chest against her swollen nipples, eased his arms around her and drew her into him. She could feel his thick cock, as hard as it could be, pressing up against her tummy. His hands slid down to grip an ass cheek in each palm and he began to deftly knead the taut flesh while their tongues caressed one another. During the long kiss, his hands continued to squeeze her butt and rub the twin halves of her sex against each other until her clit absolutely throbbed with renewed desire.

		

		Water pounded down over them and washed all the soap off. They continued the kiss for what seemed like forever. Grace wondered momentarily if it was possible for a girl to drown in a shower, under the pelting cascade of spray, her mouth filled with a man’s tongue, her nipples hard as two tiny chunks of granite against his chest.

		

		Eventually, Jack reached over and turned the water off. He put the hand he’d used on the shower control back on her ass cheek and squeezed both of them as he lifted her easily off the floor of the shower, his palms sliding under her butt. He did a half turn, moving their bodies away from the wall containing the shower head and faucet, and worked her pelvis around until her wet slit was right in front of his burgeoning hard on.

		

		“Ummmmm!” she moaned and joy raced through her as he pierced her inner depths again and pushed her back up against the warm, wet shower tiles. He skewered her willing body onto his rigid dick all the way up to his pubic fur.

		

		Her legs came up to cross themselves behind his butt and she clung to him as if she were climbing a tree. She kept her arms locked tight around his neck as he fucked her hard and deep against the tiles. She sighed and sucked at his tongue and eagerly resigned herself to letting him ball her brains out again…

		

		God, I’m behaving like such an utter slut, she thought and rubbed her nipples into his wet chest hair as he banged into her like a steam drill. And it feels so wanton and naughty—and, so deliciously…taboo!

		

		At six o’clock, Grace got out her cell phone and dialed her home number. She accessed the account, switched on the call-forwarding feature, and forwarded all incoming calls from her home phone to her cell phone.

		

		Instead of driving home tonight, Jack had asked her to spend the night with him; to drive home in the morning when he left for work. And Grace, to her everlasting shame, had agreed immediately. She hadn’t even bothered to kid herself anymore that she wanted to get away from Jack and go home to sleep alone.

		

		I want him, she admitted, as she put the cell down on the kitchen counter, where she could reach it quickly when Jeff called from Oregon. I’ve never come so hard or so often or so well in my entire life. And Jack was right when he said that this is between him and me. He’s not going to tell anyone about it and I’m certainly not going to either.

		

		She drank another mouthful of the excellent pinot noir he had opened for them a few minutes ago, and attempted to work up another round of righteous self-loathing over her lascivious change in attitude. No surprise--she found she couldn’t!

		

		Somewhere along the way this afternoon and evening—after their round of incredible shower sex--Grace had finally admitted to herself that she wasn’t exactly an unwilling participant in this illicit sexual liaison with Jack Ingram any longer. She could easily have gone home tonight. But she had been forced to face up to the fact that she didn’t really want to!

		

		So now here she stood, in Jack’s kitchen, waiting for Jeff to call to tell her that he had arrived in Medford and was all checked into his motel room. She sipped her wine and amused herself by watching the master of the house putter around the gourmet kitchen fixing dinner for them. As her new lover cooked, she took a moment to more carefully examine her feelings about what had happened to her today.

		

		She was surprised to find that, overall, she felt quite happy. She was still a little nervous about her new, unfamiliar role as a mistress. It was hard for her to get past the idea that she was now willingly cheating on Jeff and that, somewhere along the way, she had really begun to enjoy it.

		

		But isn’t that a big part of the mystique behind having an affair in the first place? Isn’t the thrill of sneaking around on your husband so that you can be with your lover part of the naughty, forbidden attraction of an extra-marital fling?

		

		Also, she reminded herself, this wasn’t forever. It wasn’t like she was going to leave Jeff for Jack, and it wasn’t as if she thought he was going to abandon Kinsey and his kids to run off somewhere with her. She knew he wasn’t--she didn’t want him to!

		

		This whole “arrangement” was exactly as Jack had said initially, when he’d first told her that he wanted her and that he meant to have her. This little…dalliance was strictly between the two of them. In the end, all it amounted to was hot, sweet, meaningless sex that no one else had to know about…ever!

		

		That whole libertine concept had appalled her when he’d first proposed it, but now she found, much to her shock, that she had come to agree with what Jack had said. She wasn’t going to get pregnant, she wasn’t going to catch some horrible sexual disease from him, and she wasn’t going to fall in love with him.

		

		What she was going to do was take full advantage of the most sensational sex she’d ever imagined, as often as she could this week.

		

		The realization had struck her from out of the blue after she’d emerged from the shower, after the blistering climax she’d shared with her new lover up against the wet tile. Sex with Jack wasn’t like sex with anyone else she’d ever encountered. It was so strong, so good, and so incredibly intense that it was akin to taking a really powerful narcotic.

		

		And Grace was hooked! She had realized, abruptly, that she could do this…that she could easily get away with it if she wanted to. Jeff would never know. Jack’s family would never know. No one but her and Jack would know.

		

		And maybe it would even do some good in her marriage, she had told herself hopefully. Maybe if she learned how to be hotter in bed for Jeff, the sex between them would improve so much that her new illicit liaison with Jack would come to have less appeal for her!

		

		At least that’s what she’d told herself…

		

		Dinner proved to be wonderful. Jack was in a grilling mood again, so he defrosted some pork ribs and barbequed them to perfection out on the patio. He served them along with some spicy home-fried potatoes he’d also gotten out of the freezer, and a big green salad he’d put together from some pre-packaged salad ingredients in the refrigerator. They opened a great bottle of Beaujolais to accompany the meal, and the dryness of the red wine perfectly offset the tang of the sweet barbeque sauce Jack had liberally slathered onto the meat just before it was done.

		

		After dinner, he opened a second bottle of the Beaujolais and they adjourned to the couch in the family room. Once there, they sat in the darkened room and pretended to watch a movie on the big screen television as they sipped the wine.

		

		What they mostly did, however, was make out like a pair of randy teenagers whose parents had gone out for the evening and left them alone in the house.

		

		She hadn’t bothered to put her dress back on after the shower sex was over. So she now sat next to Jack on the couch dressed only in a light robe belonging to Kinsey that he’d plucked from his wife’s closet and handed to her earlier.

		

		Grace was a bundle of conflicting emotions as she sat on the comfortable couch, absently running her fingers across Jack’s back and the terrycloth robe that represented his sole article of clothing. She still felt slightly nervous at being in a strange house, with a lover who was not her husband, wearing another woman’s robe. But she had to admit, she wasn’t nearly as panicked as she had earlier in the day, when Jack had first made his indecent proposal.

		

		And she also had to own up to the fact that--in addition to the slight, lingering uneasiness she felt at being in this unfamiliar situation--she was very excited. Right at that moment, her nipples, erect as they could be, were brushing lightly against the soft fabric of her borrowed robe as she trailed her fingertips through Jack’s hair. Little chills of arousal coursed through her whole body.

		

		Against all odds, she felt horny again. She couldn’t believe that she wanted more sex after all of the incredible orgasms she had already experienced this afternoon and evening…but she did!

		

		Her lower lips were already wet at just the prospect of feeling Jack’s big cock inside them again. She sighed and shifted on the couch and kissed his neck. That drew a contented sigh in return from her lover.

		

		He’s such a hunk, she thought as she stared at him in the flickering light from the television screen. And I’m behaving like such an out and out slut. I’d let him fuck me again right now, on the couch, if he made a move on me!

		

		Once again, Jack seemed to read her mind. He put his wine down on the coffee table in front of the couch and turned to face her. His handsome features assumed a roguish aspect in the dim, flickering light from the big screen as he reached over and took her glass from her and placed it next to his on the table.

		

		“You’re so fucking gorgeous, Grace,” he whispered, and then he undid the front of her robe and bared her breasts.

		

		His smile widened as they came into view. “These are too luscious to keep covered up, babe.”

		

		In seconds, his head dipped and he had her left nipple in his mouth, his hand stealing over to tug at her right one while he sucked. Grace moaned, leaned back against the couch, and eagerly let him do whatever he wanted to her throbbing nipples.

		

		God, but that feels nice!

		

		He changed breasts and she felt a wave of fresh arousal flood her pussy. She wondered if her daydream would come to pass--was Jack going to fuck her right here on the couch?

		

		Jack pulled her robe all the way open and eased her back against the cushions, his lips never leaving her nipple. Grace rested her head against the soft pillow next to the arm of the couch and opened her legs at Jack’s urging--his mouth hot and needy on her pulsing breasts. He slipped a middle finger into her juicy lower lips and began to finger her while his mouth alternated from breast to breast with its hot suction.

		

		“Oh! Oh, yes!” Grace moaned shamelessly as she rolled her hips up to meet his finger thrusts, her clit mashed against it. The squishy sound of it inside her slick flesh was lewd but exciting at the same time.

		

		“Should I lick it for you again, Grace, you hot little puss?” Jack asked, his voice teased her as he changed breasts yet again and lapped at the tender bud of her nipple with his rough tongue.

		

		“Y-yes!” she begged, finding that she was no longer ashamed to admit that she wanted him so much. She worked her pussy against his finger and her eyes went half closed with rising lust. “Eat it for me again, Jack, darling!”

		

		Jack straightened up and threw off his robe before he moved down between her open legs. He grinned up at her and asked, “Are you going to suck my cock off for me after I lick this little beauty for you again, Grace?”

		

		She licked her lips nervously. She wasn’t really very good at fellatio and she was way out of practice. She rarely did it for Jeff anymore. She thought back and realized that it had been well over a year since she’d given him a real blowjob--since she’d actually let him come in her mouth.

		

		“I will if you want me to,” she finally whispered. “But I have to warn you, I’m not that great at it.”

		

		“I’ll fix that soon enough,” Jack promised. He lowered himself down onto his stomach and took a trim thigh in each hand.

		

		I wonder what he means by that?

		

		And then she was too busy with moans and little tugs at Jack’s dark hair and tossing her pussy up to meet his hot, insistent tongue thrusts to worry about what he might have meant!

		

		“Just like that, honey,” Jack urged her. “Watch those sharp little teeth of yours.”

		

		Grace was on her knees, naked, in front of the couch. She had over half of Jack’s long, fat dick in her mouth and her tongue swirled busily all around it as she slowly moved her head up and down.

		

		She was trying to do it just like he wanted her to, but she was having a little trouble concentrating. Her head was still spinning from the monster orgasm his mouth and tongue had coaxed from her clit just moments before.

		

		His cock isn’t actually all that much bigger than Jeff’s, she realized as she sucked it. It is longer, but the main difference is the thickness. Jack’s is probably a third bigger around than my husband’s and maybe an inch and a half longer. I can’t remember-- it’s been so long since I actually had Jeff’s in my mouth for any length of time…

		

		Both of Jack’s hands stole down to capture a nipple. He twisted her tiny nubs lightly and Grace shivered at how good it felt.

		

		This feels so wicked, sucking the cock of a sexy man who isn’t my husband while he plays with my titties just the way I love it! I feel like such a nasty girl. And, sometimes, feeling like a nasty girl is just so unbelievably…sexy!

		

		The cell phone lying on the coffee table rang just at that moment. Grace gasped for breath as she pulled her mouth off Jack’s swollen, saliva-gleaming cock. She looked up at him and he looked at her and then both of them burst out in a gale of guilty laughter at the extremely adulterous position the phone call had caught them in the middle of. Grace struggled for control as she picked up the phone and read the ID screen.

		

		Yes, it’s Jeff, right on time!

		

		She bit her tongue to suppress her impulse to burst out in another wave of guilty giggles and--her new lover’s rampant dick still grasped in her other hand—she snapped the phone on and said to her husband in as “normal” a voice as she could muster, “Hi, honey. How was the drive?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 5

		

		Jeff Prentiss spent less than three minutes on the phone with his wife. He complained about the snow on Mt. Ashland, and about how he’d had to chain up both there and earlier, near Mt. Shasta, about forty miles north of Redding, on his way to the Oregon border.

		

		“Aw, that’s too bad, honey,” she commiserated with him. “I know how much you hate fooling with tire chains in the snow.”

		

		After he assured her that she was right about that, she went on to add, “I bet you’re beat and can’t wait to turn in and get some rest, huh?”

		

		“You got that right,” he said with a sigh. “How was your day?”

		

		Grace made a choking sound and then stammered nervously, “Uh, it was…uh, fine.”

		

		“Well, that’s good. Listen, I really am beat. I’ll try to call you tomorrow night at around the same time, okay? I should be over on the coast by then, working my way north.”

		

		“That sounds great. Love you, darling…sell lots!”

		

		As they hung up, a sigh--which revealed both his relief to be off the phone and his usual feelings of guilt over lying to his pretty young wife--escaped Jeff’s lips as he shut off the cell phone.

		

		He opened the door of the bathroom he’d retreated into to make his call home and stepped back out into his motel room. The real reason Jeff was anxious to get into bed right away sat nearby with a big smile on her faux-innocent young face. The beautiful teenaged girl was wide-eyed and excited, like she always was at the thought of being in bed with a handsome, hunky, older dude like Jeff.

		

		Wanda Hargrove was eighteen. Her hair was sandy-blonde and she wore it long, down onto her shoulders. A trendy, bright-red dye job streaked the last six inches of it. She had mischievous blue eyes and a pug nose, and pert little cupcake tits that now pointed straight at Jeff as the girl sat naked against the pillows, the covers pulled up just below her bare breasts.

		

		He smiled appreciatively as he eyed the gorgeous youngster. In a way, he was happy that she had at last turned eighteen and was now legal for him to bed whenever he visited Medford. Still, he had to admit to himself, all the sex he had enjoyed with her when she was underage had added a little forbidden spice to their past couplings.

		

		When he’d first met Wanda three years ago, outside a clothing shop that catered to teens and younger women at Medford’s Rogue Valley Mall, she’d been barely fifteen. They’d talked fashion at first, mainly about which garments in the window display might look great on her and which ones wouldn’t, and the two of them had hit it off immediately, despite the obvious age difference.

		

		There had been an undeniable sexual attraction between them as well, lurking just below the surface. They’d ended up back in his motel room late that afternoon, where they had quickly gotten naked and fucked each other silly. Ever since then, Jeff had phoned her on her cell and made arrangements to get together nearly every time he’d come through Medford.

		

		“So, you got the old lady off your back for the night, huh?” Wanda said in that sexy, little-girl voice of hers that never failed to make his dick hard.

		

		“I keep telling you, she’s not at all old and she’s very hot looking, kid,” he answered, amused as always by the slightly jealous teenager’s endless attempts to outshine Jeff’s wife in his eyes.

		

		“Is she as hot as this?”

		

		Wanda threw back the covers and proudly displayed her short, trim, perfect little body. She coyly opened her legs and showed him her shaved slit with its tiny tuft of brownish-blonde fur across the very top. She hunched her pussy up at him teasingly and then dropped her left hand down onto it and touched her petite pearl of a clit with her fingertip.

		

		“See how wet it gets for you, Jeff? Don’t you want a little of this, stud?”

		

		“You know I do, you little spitfire!”

		

		Jeff quickly doffed his boxers and jumped into bed with his tiny teaser of a girlfriend. The baggy shorts had been his last item of clothing, and soon the two of them were meshed together in the middle of the king bed. They kissed and fondled each other, their mutual excitement growing hotter by the second. Their tongues met and teased one another and Jeff’s cock was soon completely rigid up against Wanda’s firm young belly flesh.

		

		“You’re such little hottie, babe!” Jeff hissed in her ear as he broke off the kiss.

		

		Then he licked her earlobe and nibbled lightly at it. He was well aware of what that invariably did to the horny teen.

		

		“Oh! Oh, God!” Wanda whined. “Bite it! Bite my ear! Bite my nippies, Jeffy…bite my hot little ass!”

		

		Jeff laughed and turned the slip of a girl over onto her tummy and did just what she wanted. He gazed raptly at the twin moons of tight teenaged ass flesh—as ripe and round and firm as two peach halves—and then spanked both her cheeks hard with his palm.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Wanda squealed with mock outrage, and wriggled her cute butt all over the sheet beneath him. “Stop it, you nasty old man! Don’t spank my bottom!”

		

		“I’ll do more than that, you hot little puss!” Jeff growled and held her down with a hand on her left cheek.

		

		He leaned over and got a big mouthful of hard, tightly rounded buttock between his teeth and nipped at it. That drew a shriek of joyous laughter from its owner. Wanda wriggled her incredible body around beneath him and he bit down harder and smacked her on her right cheek again.

		

		“Oooooh! Stop that!” she murmured and rubbed her clit against the sheet as he continued to nibble at her butt flesh. “Don’t be so mean to your little Wanda, you evil old perv!”

		

		Jeff could see that the girl’s smallish pink slit already glistened with a thick coat of pussy lube. He switched cheeks and nipped at her right one while he continued to knead the reddened hillock of juvenile flesh he’d just stopped biting.

		

		Wanda moaned and worked her ass up and down under him as if he already had his cock in her from in back and had begun to fuck her doggie-style. He felt his dick lurch at the sight, and her tiny pussy gash pumped out yet another wave of lubricant right under his nose.

		

		“Oh, Jeffy, you make me so hot!” Wanda groaned. “Aren’t you going to fuck me? Don’t you want to slip your big old dick into my tight little puss-puss?”

		

		Jeff made a sound reminiscent of one a starving man might make at the sight of a free banquet. He grabbed Wanda roughly around the waist—knowing full well that she loved being manhandled, the rougher the better—and pushed her face-first into the pillow while he lifted her midsection upward. He arranged her body so that her upper torso was pressed down onto the mattress, her knees splayed open and her ass stuck up in the air right in front of him.

		

		“Where is it?” he demanded, as he scrambled onto his knees behind her and reached over to the nightstand for one of the condoms lined up there, at the ready.

		

		“Where’s what, you big bully?” she pulled her face up out of the pillow just enough to murmur, still intent on teasing him.

		

		“You know what, you sly little puss!” Jeff growled at her, and smacked her hard across the ass cheeks with his palm again.

		

		Wanda whimpered into the pillow and moved her butt around in a tight circle, obviously wanting another whack. Jeff obliged her. He continued to wail away with his right hand until the girl’s ass was a bright red.

		

		“It’s here!” Wanda moaned at last, her pussy so excited by his hard spanking that a long, colorless streamer of girl oil was now leaking down both her trim thighs.

		

		She reached under the pillow in front of her and handed a tube of sex lubricant back to Jeff, her face still buried. He took it, opened it quickly, and squirted a big glob of the clear goop onto the girl’s ass pucker. He tore open the rubber, rolled it onto his prick, and shot some of the slick lube onto it as well.

		

		“You want this?” he asked teasingly, and then smacked his hard, gooey, condom-sheathed cock shaft against her cleft a few times. The rigid poker of prick meat made a spattering, “schlooping” sound against her taut ass flesh as he beat it against her. “You want my big cock right up that little pussy of yours, don’t you, princess?”

		

		Wanda moaned into the pillow and nodded her head that she did. Jeff laughed and eased his dick into her from in back. He forced it into the snug, juicy tunnel of her teenaged pussy until his balls were tight against her ass cheeks. At the same time, he nudged the equally lubed-up middle finger of his left hand down into her anus, all the way to his palm, and wriggled it around.

		

		“Oooooooooh! Oh, my little bottom!” Wanda howled indignantly into the pillow, as if she were surprised. “Why is your finger up there, you nasty man?”

		

		“So I can fuck you in the ass, baby!” Jeff hissed, and started to work his dick in and out of her pussy as he spoke. “I’m going to fuck you right up that cute little butt of yours in a minute, you hot young slut! What do you think of that?”

		

		“Noooooo! Not…not back…there, Jeffy!” Wanda begged as her ass moved all around under him while he fucked her. Her pussy grabbed at him.

		

		Jeff grinned and started to hammer it into her faster and harder. He really loved to fuck Wanda! He also loved to play out this little scenario with her--they did it every time they got into bed together--it was exactly what Wanda had said the very first time he’d taken her from behind, three years ago. And even way back then, he had sensed immediately that the girl was no stranger to anal sex and that she absolutely adored it.

		

		“Take it, you little sleaze girl,” Jeff murmured after he had spent a few minutes inside her, drilling her fast and deep.

		

		He moved his right hand into position under her, to tease her clit. “Take my big cock right up that tight little hole of yours, just like you’ll take it up your ass in a minute!”

		

		He began to use the open palm of his right hand smack her clit with every word he emphasized, like “cock” and “ass”. With each slap against the sensitive little bud, Wanda whimpered and shook her bottom and shivered with delight under his driving dick and penetrating finger.

		

		“You want it, you little whore?” he muttered and smacked her again. “You want it right up your ass?”

		

		Wanda made a sound like she was being strangled and began to orgasm hard around his pistoning dick. He felt her cunt grab frantically at his prick as it slid in and out. He caught her enlarged, pea-sized clit between the forefinger and thumb of his right hand and squeezed it gently, his cock never stopping its frantic, pounding stroke into her pussy.

		

		“Ohhhhhh! Oh, fuck, Jeffy!” Wanda brought her head up out of the pillow and croaked in pure ecstasy. “I’m coming so good! Squeeze my clitty and fuck me hard, you mean fucker!”

		

		“I’ll do more than that, you hot young bitch!” Jeff promised her and yanked his dick out of her cunny as he simultaneously pulled his finger out of her butt. He quickly replaced the finger with his prick.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, it’s too biiiiiiiiiiggg!” Wanda wailed pathetically, her whole body going rigid as he filled her ass in one hot lunge into her tiny butt opening.

		

		“You’ll take it…and you’ll like it!” Jeff grunted and whacked her clit with his palm again, as he began to fuck her in the ass with the intensity of a jack hammer breaking up pavement.

		

		Wanda made a high, keening sound and shuddered under him. As he smacked his palm against her clit again, a jet of girl come shot out of her pussy slit and splashed hotly against his fingers. He gasped as her anal sheath grabbed at his cock even harder than her pussy had moments before.

		

		“Here I come,” he grunted and pushed deep inside her, despite the vise-like grip of her strong young butt muscles around him. “Take it right up your little ass, baby!”

		

		He knew that Wanda felt the white-hot jism filling the rubber inside her butt because he felt a second, even bigger spurt of come from her pussy as he teased her clit with his fingertips. She groaned loudly, as if she were about to die, and collapsed under him. He followed her down onto the bed, kept his cock buried in her ass, and then fucked the last of his hot cream down into her as she sighed and gurgled with pleasure beneath him.

		

		“Oh, Jeffy! It’s so good!” the girl whispered into the pillow. “It’s so good when you fuck my little asshole and come in me back there!”

		

		Jeff slowly pulled his spent cock out of her and peeled off the rubber. He noted that it was full of jism and sighed contentedly.

		

		Fucking Grace last night had been nice, as it always was. He adored his wife and her lush, incredible body…not to mention that gorgeous face of hers that looked up at him so lovingly as he gave it to her sweet little pussy hot and heavy and made her come.

		

		But fucking Wanda in the bunghole was something entirely different. Grace was a goddess when it came to physical beauty, and it wasn’t like she was frigid or anything. She always seemed to enjoy sex with Jeff when he wanted her—which was often.

		

		But, on the other hand, she wasn’t what he’d call…adventurous in bed, either. She never wanted anal sex and she rarely sucked his cock for him anymore.

		

		He had to go to wild and outrageous girls like Wanda for that kind of action!

		

		Jeff sighed contentedly as he flopped down onto the bed next to his young lover and turned her limp, satisfied young body over and held her in his arms.

		

		“Mmmmmm, you always do me so good,” she whispered as she smiled at him.

		

		“Can you spend the night with me?”

		

		“Nah, my ma never lets me do sleepovers on school nights or Sundays, so callin’ her and tellin’ her I was stayin’ over with my friend Gina wouldn’t work,” Wanda told him, disappointment evident in her voice. “But I did tell her that Gina and me were going to a movie tonight, so she’s not expecting me home until eleven or so.”

		

		“That’s good,” Jeff said. He glanced at the clock radio and noted that it was barely nine-fifteen. “That means we can fuck again at least once more before you have to leave.”

		

		“At least,” Wanda grinned back at him, “maybe more, if you can get it up that many times, old man!”

		

		“Who are you calling old?”

		

		“You,” Wanda flashed him an impish smile and slid downward, out of his embrace. Her tongue trailed provocatively along his naked chest and stomach. “But don’t worry. You’ve got a talented young teenaged cocksucker here to help you recover.”

		

		Jeff started to say something, but then Wanda’s mouth was on his limp dick and she sucked the whole slick-with-come thing into it and began to lick all of his sticky jizz off and swallow it. He moaned and turned onto his back and let her use her magical lips and tongue to clean him up and start to get him stiff again.

		

		She’s so incredibly cute, he thought to himself as her pretty face went slowly up and down on his firming shaft. If I didn’t know what little whore she is once you get her in the sack, I’d almost think she was as sweet and innocent as she looks!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 6

		

		Monday proved to be a very out of the ordinary day for Grace, starting as it did with another unbelievable orgasm, in the bed of a man who was not her husband. After a shared early-morning shower, during which Jack’s expert touch had worked her up into a shivering, moaning state of sexual desire again, they had ended up—wet from the shower, panting with lust--back atop the bed for another torrid coupling. That thrilling union had climaxed with her coming like crazy as he hammered into her, his huge dick flooding her with his hot, heavy seed.

		

		The rest of the morning would have felt quite normal for most couples, had the two of them been a true couple and not a pair of cheating spouses. They had gotten cleaned up once more, dressed for the day, eaten a small breakfast together in the Ingram kitchen, and shared a long hug and kiss at the front door after Jack had locked up the house and prepared to fight the morning commute traffic in to work.

		

		Once on the road back to her house, Grace kept to the surface streets, avoiding the crowded freeways. Unbidden, her mind kept replaying the events of the last twenty four hours over and over again while she drove. She thought about her actions and tried in vain to get past the fact that yesterday and last night, and this morning, for that matter, had happened—that she’d been as unfaithful as a wife could be--and that, once the sex had started, she’d loved every second of it!

		

		Well, because of what I did in bed with Jack, Jeff still has a job. That’s a positive.

		

		Grace drove through the stop-and-go commute traffic on auto-pilot. Her thoughts kept turning back to the incredible sex she’d had with Jack and she couldn’t help but smile.

		

		God, what a little tramp I was with him!

		

		She felt herself blush as she remembered how she’d sucked off Jack’s big cock last night after the short phone call from her unsuspecting husband. She felt her blush deepen as she recalled how she had, at Jack’s lewd urging, taken him in her fist, fitted his massive shaft in between her big boobs, and given him a “titty-fuck” with them as she had knelt in front of the couch, just before she’d finished blowing him!

		

		First time I ever did that in my life!

		

		She giggled aloud and took a right, her subdivision still a few miles away and the traffic now lighter as she got off the main thoroughfare. Actually, it was kind of fun, rubbing that massive thing in between my big boobies, licking the head when it popped up out of my cleavage on the upstrokes.

		

		That wasn’t the only new thing that Jack had talked her into doing for him. She felt her face color again as she remembered how she had eased a finger into her wet folds at his urging, and had masturbated her pussy while he watched her, her eagerly-nursing lips back around his rampant cock once more. She had willingly sucked him off and swallowed his large load of semen while, at the same time, she had stroked herself to a searing orgasm as he watched do it.

		

		I sure as hell never did that before either!

		

		Grace pulled into her driveway, opened the garage door, and drove inside. She sat in her car, a shiver of arousal shuddering through her body as the roll-down door closed behind her. She was remembering exactly how exquisite that orgasm had been as she had teased her clitty into a furious climax last night just as Jack had begun to spurt his hot, gooey cock-cream into her willing mouth. She had swallowed every last drop of it while he had grinned lasciviously down at her, watching her tremble through her own fiery orgasm while she gulped it down.

		

		Her nipples felt huge even now, as she re-lived the searing-hot experience. It was the first time could remember that she’d ever let a man do that in her mouth and had actually loved every second of it!

		

		God, it was just so sexy and…kinky, getting myself off in front of him while I blew him, Grace recalled, her pussy slit wet as she recalled every second of the wild blowjob it in her mind.

		

		Why did I always dislike doing that before last night? And why did I love it so much that time, when Jack made me swallow his…stuff?

		

		Truthfully, she admitted to herself now, Jack’s semen hadn’t tasted much different than the come she’d swallowed on numerous other occasions over the years. If she thought all the way back to when she’d first started “doing” things with her young suitors back in junior high, she had endured probably a few dozen mouthfuls of that hot, sometimes sour, salty stuff in her lifetime thus far.

		

		Most of the time, it had been unexpected. She’d been dutifully sucking away and the boy or young man between her lips had abruptly gone off, which had forced her to either spit it out or swallow it, depending on where she’d been at the time.

		

		Grace had always cautioned her dates not to “come in my mouth” if she’d agreed to suck it for them a little and, of course, they’d always assured her that they wouldn’t. But she’d rapidly learned that boys tended to lie when it came to that particular promise and that grown men were not much more reliable. Almost all of them had taken her seriously when she had threatened to withhold both her breasts and any future oral attentions from them if they ever did that again. A few of them hadn’t and she had simply stopped seeing them.

		

		As she thought back on it, she supposed that she hadn’t minded a big mouthful of hot, male goo most of the time. Often, both she and the boy or the man involved had been in the heat of passion when it happened and she’d dismissed it as such. She hadn’t really enjoyed it, but it hadn’t been all that terrible either…it had just been sort of yucky-tasting and inconvenient.

		

		When was the last time I let Jeff come in my mouth?

		

		She thought about that as she got out of the car. It has to have been at least a year and a half ago, she admitted, as she went through the door into the kitchen. She had sucked him a number of times since then, of course, but only to get him hard enough for conventional sex.

		

		Gees, I’ve got to start being more creative in the bedroom, she admonished herself as she realized how boring she had let her and her handsome hubby’s sex life become. She firmly resolved to be sexier for him in the future--maybe she’d buy some new lingerie? Or she could surprise him with a nice “titty-fuck”.

		

		Or maybe I should just give the poor dear a blowjob and swallow it for him and pretend I absolutely loved doing it? She thought to herself. There are probably lots of things I could do to amp up our sex life. I’ll just have to give it some more thought…

		

		The problem with thinking about such things, she rapidly discovered as the day wore on, was that—if you happened to be Grace Prentiss, and your thoughts kept turning to last night and to how to use your recent extra-marital experiences to give your husband hotter sex—those very thoughts soon made you as horny as could be. The more she remembered her scorching day and night with Jack and all of the lascivious, forbidden, wonderful things they’d done together, and she thought about how she might channel some of that naughty extra-marital experience into hotter sex for her and Jeff, the more aroused Grace found herself.

		

		By one o’clock that afternoon, she’d broke down and searched through her underwear drawer until she’d found the small vibrator she’d owned since her junior year in high school. She felt like a hopeless slut as she then slipped out of her clothes, lay on her bed, and teased her erect nipples and touched her clit lightly with the buzzing sex tool.

		

		All she had to do, she quickly found, was to replay in her mind one of the steamy sexual encounters she’d had yesterday and last night with Jack while toying with the vibrator. By three o’clock, Grace had gotten her pussy off furiously three times and had then fallen into a fitful, restless sleep atop the bedspread, still naked, her dreams filled with big, thick cocks and Jack’s handsome face.

		

		“God, what’s the matter with me?” she asked aloud in the empty house when she started awake at last.

		

		Grace got off the bed and padded nude into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Once under the hot spray, she washed her juice-smeared lower region carefully, avoiding her suddenly sensitive clitoris as much as possible, not wanting to get started masturbating again.

		

		Why do I feel like this, she asked herself? I’ve had more sex in the last day than I normally have in two or three months…and yet I still feel…

		

		Grace cut off the shower and stepped out to dry herself. How did she feel?

		

		Something was definitely different about her--that was for certain. She couldn’t seem to keep her mind off sex for more than a minute or two.

		

		And that was hugely unusual for her. Normally, she masturbated very infrequently. She hadn’t used her vibrator in months before today. Masturbation for her usually amounted to the occasional, quick clit-rub in the shower, when Jeff had been on the road for a few days and wasn’t due home for a few more.

		

		Maybe Oprah has a good guest on today, she said to herself at last, as she sternly resolved to get her thoughts off sex. She opened her closet, quickly threw on some clothes, and then made her way into the front room, where she flicked on the big screen television, hoping it might take her mind off sex for a while.

		

		Oprah’s guest for today turned out to be a spoiled movie star with addiction problems that Grace really didn’t care to hear about. She flipped restlessly through the rest of the channels, unable to find anything that seemed interesting enough to watch.

		

		The clock on the far wall said it was a quarter to five. She turned off the television and went into the kitchen to see what she could scrounge up for dinner. She didn’t really want to cook anything just for her. Maybe just heating up some leftovers would do…

		

		At five-thirty, her small dinner of leftover chicken and rice eaten and the dishes rinsed and put in the dishwasher, the phone in the kitchen rang. Grace picked it up and checked the caller ID and saw that it was Jack Ingram.

		

		I shouldn’t answer this, she chided herself. I know what he probably wants…

		

		Her heart pounded with excitement at the very thought of what Jack probably wanted! Grace pushed the button and held the phone up to her ear. Jack’s confident voice said “hello”.

		

		“Hello yourself,” she murmured. She didn’t trust herself to say more.

		

		“I’m standing here all alone in my big old house,” Jack said softly. “Why is that? Why don’t I have my cute, cuddly, hot little Grace here with me to keep me company tonight?”

		

		Grace felt her pussy clench and smiled ruefully. She felt herself begin to get wet right away and castigated herself: You knew you shouldn’t have answered! God, what a fucking slut you are!

		

		She swayed against the kitchen counter, captured a strand of her blonde hair in her hand and twirled it around her fingers absently as she whispered, “Why would I come over there again, Jack? Didn’t we already do just about all of the things two people could do together yesterday and last night?”

		

		“Not even close,” Jack growled into the receiver, and Grace felt her clit throb wildly again.

		

		Jesus! Why is he so sexy? Why do I get so…hot when he says things like that to me, the big tease?

		

		“Come on, Grace!” Jack whispered. “Why stay there all alone when you could be spending the night with me again?”

		

		Grace shivered, her nipples as erect as could be against her bra and blouse, her…her…pussy now super-wet! She leaned back against the counter in her kitchen and sighed into the phone, “What would we do tonight, Jack, if I came over?”

		

		“Everything!” he murmured in return. “Now get your beautiful ass over here. I’m so hot for you that I can’t stand it, you gorgeous, sexy bitch!”

		

		Grace gasped. No one had ever called her a “gorgeous, sexy bitch” before and it made her clitty throb even more furiously with excitement!

		

		She closed her eyes and thought to herself, God knows, I shouldn’t do this…but last night was so incredible…

		

		Then she remembered that Jack had already had her just about every way a man could have a woman--some of them more than once. What difference, she asked herself, did it make, really, if she let him do them to her again?

		

		She shuddered with pure lust, told him that she was on her way, and put the phone down. As if drawn by a magnet’s strong pull, Grace picked up her purse from the counter, heading for the door and her car.

		

		God help me! I feel like such a sleaze girl. But I want him…I want that incredible cock of his so much!

		

		Grace surprised herself as she drove across town to Jack’s place. She knew, on one level, that she was behaving like a complete and total nympho, and yet she was still able to drive normally. She didn’t let herself speed. And she didn’t let herself freak out overly much about the fact that she was willingly motoring over to totally debauch herself for the second night in a row with an avowed pussy-hound like Jack Ingram!

		

		In what seemed to her like moments—but what was probably more like twenty minutes—she was pulling through the big white wrought iron gates again, and up into the circle in front of the house. She got out of the Prius and ran up the steps and rang the bell.

		

		The front door opened and Jack stood there, empty cocktail glass in hand, beaming at her. He opened his arms and said. “There’s my golden girl! Come on in, sexy. I’ve missed you so much!”

		

		In seconds, the door was closed and locked and Grace was in his arms and he was kissing her. His tongue caressed hers. She had barely a moment to suck in a breath before he put his finished drink on a table next to the front door, gathered her into his arms, and carried her up the stairs to the bedroom.

		

		“Jesus, Grace,” he sighed as he put her down and quickly opened her blouse and undid her bra. “I kept telling myself all day that you couldn’t really be as fantastic as I remembered you…but you are!”

		

		Jack had her naked in a blink, and then he was naked too. They fell back on the bed and he kissed her once more, his hands all over her sensitive nipples.

		

		“Oh, oh, damnit, Jack!” she whined. “You know just how to touch me! You know just how I like it!”

		

		He looked up at her, just before he sucked her left nipple into his mouth, grinned mischievously, and said, “You like it hot and hard and often!”

		

		Grace moaned and let herself go, Jack’s mouth on her tit, her pussy gushing wildly. He changed breasts and ground her saliva-slick nipple between his knowing fingers as he sucked the new one.

		

		God, but he knows how to do me! What mouth he’s got! I can hardly wait for that big, thick, hot dick of his!

		

		She had barely thought about how much she’d like to feel him inside her once more when suddenly…he was. He changed breasts yet again and pushed her over onto her back, his rigid cock nudging up against her wet sex.

		

		“Oh, babe!” he sighed, as he slipped deep inside her. “Your little pussy is so tight and wet and hot!”

		

		Grace groaned and held on. She pushed her hips up off the bed, doing him. She forced the realization that she was here--with her “blackmailer”, engaged in adultery for a second night in a row, and out of her mind with lust—from her consciousness and started to fuck him back for all she was worth!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 7

		

		Jeff went north on I-5 after he completed his sales calls in the Medford-Ashland area. He was feeling pretty good about everything. It was true that he was experiencing a tiny bit of guilt, as he always did, over cheating on his wife with Wanda for, like, the zillionth time, but other than that he was okay.

		

		Okay? Hell, he was way better than okay—he’d been nothing but hot, sales-wise, this morning and afternoon. He felt totally at the top of his game!

		

		The outfit he sold for, Ingram Notions distributed lines of collectibles and knick knacks. One of them, Dazzling Dolphin Designs, makers of a bunch of nautical-themed curios and keepsake trinkets, was the newest addition to the dozen or so lines of merchandise that Ingram represented.

		

		Jeff and most of the other salesmen he knew hadn’t pushed Dolphin’s stuff much since the company had picked up the manufacturer as a client two months ago. That was because most of the sales crew, including Jeff, thought the Dolphin merchandise was even cheesier than a lot of the other stuff they already sold.

		

		But today, he had said to himself: What the hell? I need sales desperately or I’m history with Ingram. So from here on out, I’m pushing everything I’ve got…hard, even that Dazzling Dolphin crap.

		

		And damn if it hadn’t worked! Old man Hardesty had ordered fifteen hundred bucks worth of Dolphin’s little marine-themed figurines, and Mrs. Singletary at the local card and gift shop at the mall had taken a thousand dollars worth too. The four other stores he called on in the area had responded well also, to a lesser degree, since they were all smaller retailers. When the increased volume he’d picked up from the Dolphin items was added to Jeff’s normal re-order sales on his other lines, it had totaled just over sixteen thousand dollars, which meant that he had cleaned up in the Ashland-Medford market.

		

		On to Grant’s Pass, and then over to Brookings! Jeff thought triumphantly. He was smiling from ear to ear as he drove.

		

		Up the Oregon coast I go, jamming this Dazzling Dolphin crap like crazy! I’ll be in Coos Bay by eight or nine, with my dick between sweet young Lisa Leslie’s hot little lips twenty minutes after I check into my motel.

		

		“Jack, I’m really not sure about this!” Grace whispered--her voice tight with apprehension. “I haven’t done it this way in a while, and the last guy I did it with was Jeff--and he’s not nearly as…big around as you are!”

		

		Jack looked up at her. He was on his stomach in bed, in between Grace’s legs, which were pushed upward and back against her body. Her kneecaps rested just below her collarbones and her toes were up above the headboard behind her. He grinned reassuringly at her and then kissed her pussy lips again.

		

		Grace sighed. She loved that. Her clit was standing out like a tiny pink pearl at the top of her slit and Jack’s lips felt like heaven as they lightly brushed it. If only he’d keep doing that, or if he just went ahead and fucked her in the pussy, for that matter, everything would be great.

		

		But no! Her bottom was right in front of Jack’s mouth as well, and his tongue was now drawing lazy, teasing figures around her anus. He slowly eased his tongue inside and began to penetrate her ass with the tip, followed by a good two inches more of it.

		

		Grace moaned--unfamiliar flutters of a brand-new sensation rippled through her rear opening and up to her clit. No one had ever tongued her back there before! It was nasty and gross and so very…exciting!

		

		Jack rubbed her clit with his nose as he continued to tongue-fuck her in the ass. Grace shivered from head to toe, as a second, even larger jolt of unfamiliar sensation flowing through her. Jack worked his tongue deeper into her butt and began to slither it in and out like a muscular little pink snake.

		

		“Ohhhhhh, Jack, that’s so naughty!” she whined after another minute or so of the tantalizing full anal penetration and clit stimulation.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” he sighed and eased his tongue out of her momentarily. “Wait till you feel my dick back here, baby!”

		

		He rose up slightly and put his forearm across the backs of her thighs, to help hold them in place, while he used his free hand to squirt a big wad of lube into her gaped-open anal circle. He flashed a bad-boy grin up at her again and slowly worked a finger into her ass. He made sure her tight back passage was well greased with the slippery lube before his tongue came back out to lap at her clit once more.

		

		“Oh! Oh, God! That feels so wild!”

		

		Jack mashed his tongue flat against her sensitive bud and worked its rough surface up and down against it. Grace whimpered at how marvelous that felt and ground her pussy against his mouth even harder while his finger started to fuck steadily in and out of her anus.

		

		“Unnngghhhh! Ohhhhh! Oh, dear God!”

		

		“You like it, baby? You like my tongue on this hot little clit and my finger up that pretty little butt of yours?”

		

		Grace gasped. She didn’t feel the need to tell him, verbally, that she was starting to like it a lot. She figured that the way she was moaning and wriggling her bottom against him—with her eyelids slipping down into a half closed, I’m-hot-to-get-fucked expression--clearly told him all he needed to know about how it felt to her.

		

		“God, but you’re a sexy one, Grace,” he whispered as he got up onto his hands and knees in front of her. He was still holding her legs up against her chest as he moved into position.

		

		“You’re going to like getting it up the ass from me as much as you like regular fucking—just you wait and see, hot girl!”

		

		Jack’s fat cock head pushed against Grace’s greasy anal ring and she nervously sucked in her breath. She hoped that huge dick of his wouldn’t hurt her too much.

		

		He leaned forward and his increased weight against her legs pressed her kneecaps deeper into the flesh just below her shoulders. His cock head slowly mashed its way past her resistant sphincter muscle and popped inside.

		

		“Oh! Oh, God! It’s so big!”

		

		He just smiled and slipped it in deeper. Grace felt as if a battering ram had split her open in back. She moaned and tossed her head from side to side, but Jack continued to push forward gently until she felt his big ball sac pressed up against her ass cheeks.

		

		All of it! Oh, dear God, I’ve got every inch of that monster cock of his up my poor bottom!

		

		Grace trembled with fear and excitement, as well as with pure lust for her handsome lover. She’d taken a few high school boy’s and college men’s dicks up her butt before. After a lot of begging on his part, she had let Jeff fuck her in the ass a few times when they were dating and during the first year they’d been married.

		

		But Jeff and every other man she’d let penetrate her in this way had always entered her from in back, doggie-style, as she’d been on her hands and knees. Big dicked, sexually savvy, super-stud Jack was doing something brand new to her with this unusual face-to-face, anal penetration. And she wasn’t at all sure, right at this moment, that she should have let him talk her into it!

		

		“Play with your clitty, doll,” he urged her as he leaned closer and pushed her thighs open wider, so that his chest was pressed up against hers. “Diddle that hot little love-button while I fuck this gorgeous ass of yours.”

		

		Grace started to reply but then his lips were on hers and he was kissing her softly as he began to work his big cock in and out of her tight confines. As he took her, slowly and tenderly, she trembled with excitement again and let his tongue in, immediately tasting something slightly spicy and unusual.

		

		It’s my ass--his tongue was up my ass just now!

		

		She prepared to be grossed out but she quickly realized that the taste wasn’t that strong or overpowering or awful. On the contrary, to her shock, the way Jack’s tongue lapped against hers turned her on something fierce. She touched her clit with her forefinger as he’d advised her to, just the way she always masturbated in the shower at home. An enormous spasm of pre-orgasmic pleasure shot from her pussy right down into her pried-open ass sheath!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she sighed and began kissing him even more passionately, his hairy chest rubbing against her nipples as he slowly fucked her in the butt.

		

		The hot, steady friction of his well-greased rod sliding up and down inside her snug bottom felt better with each stroke. Grace put her other hand against the back of his head and pulled his mouth in tighter on hers as she began to grind her ass up to meet his thrusts, her legs waving around on either side of her thrusting lover. Her fingertip began to tease her clit a bit harder, and she sighed at how wonderful it was all starting to feel.

		

		“Unnnnghhhhhhhhh!” she murmured as her pussy clenched wildly in time with her clasping anal sheath.

		

		What is it about this man? All the times she’d tried anal sex before--she’d never really liked it very much. Now, with each fiery penetration of his big dick into her bottom, she was coming to love it more and more! Flashes of the incredible orgasms she’d had yesterday, in this very bed, gripped her consciousness.

		

		I’ve been holding back, because I wasn’t sure I wanted to let him do it to me this way, she now admitted to herself, the pulses of pleasure emanating from her well-fucked anus and her clit growing ever stronger the longer he did her.

		

		Well, to hell with that! I came over here to get fucked and now I’m getting fucked! From now on, I want Jack to take me however he wants…wherever he wants!

		

		“Do me!” Grace gasped for air as she broke off the kiss. “Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me right up the ass!”

		

		“I’ll fuck you,” Jack grunted, grinning in triumph, clearly excited by her reaction, and drove himself in all the way before sliding almost all the way back out. “I’ll fuck you silly, you sweet-assed bitch!”

		

		The two of them clung together. They sighed and moaned at the intensity of their need for one another. Jack went faster; his chest hair digging into Grace’s aroused nipples, his loins making a steady “slap, slap, slap” up against her tight ass cheeks while her finger went crazy on her pumped-up clit.

		

		Gonna’ come! Grace realized less than a minute later. Oh, God, am I ever gonna’ come?

		

		“Jaaaackkkk!” she suddenly tore her lips away from his again, moaned, and clung even tighter to him, her legs waving around wildly on both sides of her body, her toes pointed at the ceiling as he rutted relentlessly into her ass. “Oh, Jack. Give it to me! Fuck me hard, right up the ass, you stud!”

		

		Jack’s eyes rolled back in his head as he reared back and roared out his pleasure. His dick shot a white-hot stream of spunk up Grace’s clenching back passageway. She squealed with joy when she felt him go off inside her, her clit jerking under her finger, a big jet of girl jizz spattering out onto her fingertips and splashing against Jack’s six-pack abs.

		

		“Take it!” he groaned in ecstasy. His cock bucked inside the hot grip of her ass tunnel again and he flooded her with a second searing spurt of come. “Take my cream right up your tight little butt, Grace, you fucking wild woman!”

		

		Grace whimpered in sheer bliss and clung to him. She kept him close and inside her until his prick finally went too limp to stay in and her fluttering anal muscles forced him back out. She slowly lowered her legs down onto the bed.

		

		“God, that was incredible,” she sighed and smiled at him, slightly embarrassed once more by the out-and-out wantonness she’d just displayed when she’d orgasmed.

		

		“You’re what’s incredible, Grace,” he panted. “I thought you said you didn’t like anal?”

		

		Grace giggled. She could feel her neck and face coloring.

		

		“I guess it’s never too late for a girl to learn new things, Jack,” she whispered and turned her head away slightly, embarrassed by how much she’d loved what he’d just done to her.

		

		“And I’m just the guy to teach you.”

		

		You’re the one I want to learn with—that’s for damned sure! She thought. Who would have ever suspected that butt-sex could feel that fantastic?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 8

		

		“This food is excellent. Do you cook all the time when Kinsey’s home, too?”

		

		They were standing over the kitchen sink, eating an impromptu, nine-in-the-evening supper from a bunch of containers filled with leftovers; yesterday’s macaroni salad from lunch, some of the pork ribs left over from last night’s dinner, a few bites of green salad. Both were clad only in bathrobes, fresh from a long, playful shower together after their intense anal session. He laughed as he answered her.

		

		“Kinsey shoos me out of here when she’s home,” Jack said. He gestured around the fabulously appointed kitchen with his empty fork and then dipped it into the carton from a local deli and filled it with macaroni salad again.

		

		“The woman must be crazy,” Grace said with a bemused smile. “If Jeff cooked this well, I’d never go near the kitchen.”

		

		“You get special treatment here at Chez Ingram, Grace,” he whispered, setting the now empty salad container on the counter and stepping closer to her, his eyes agleam with mischief.

		

		“Oh, how so?”

		

		“Special meals, cooked by the old maestro of the grill himself,” Jack said softly, as he opened her robe and took her bare right breast in his left palm and squeezed it gently. “Special tender loving care for this glorious body of yours…”

		

		He slid his hand downward and teased her clit with his forefinger. His light touch drew a shiver and a tiny moan from her. His grin grew even wider and more wolf-like as he finished his thought with, “Special sex.”

		

		Grace sighed, her tummy full and her body hungry for more stimulation. She dropped her fork into the sink and put both arms around his neck as he began to slide his finger in and out of her suddenly very wet pussy mouth.

		

		“Special sex?” she asked, her voice a provocative purr as she tipped her head back for a kiss.

		

		“Any sex with you is special, Grace,” he murmured. “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known.”

		

		Their lips met and Grace closed her eyes. He tossed his fork into the sink with the hand he wasn’t using to play with her clit and then used it to draw her in even closer. She tasted macaroni salad on his tongue but didn’t mind a bit.

		

		Her nipples went as hard as could be against his chest and she could feel his large prick begin to firm against her belly through his closed robe. Impatient to feel his hot skin up against hers once more, she reached down and undid the tie and yanked the robe open. His cock pressed up against her tummy as soon as it was released, throbbing hotly against her bare skin. It got even harder and she shivered again with anticipation. She knew it would soon be inside her again and she couldn’t wait.

		

		Moments went by and Grace felt her sex getting positively soupy as he continued to caress her down there. She drew her mouth away from his, panting for breath.

		

		“Should we go upstairs?”

		

		“I can’t wait that long,” he whispered urgently and pushed her back a step so that he could skim off her bathrobe and then slip his own off as well.

		

		Grace felt both sets of fingers kneading her butt cheeks as they kissed once more, and then felt his strong hands slide under her ass and lift her off the floor. He sat her down on the coolness of the Corian countertop and moved in between her spread legs. His cock tip found her juicy lips and pushed forward.

		

		“Ummmmm, she sighed as he easily penetrated her very ready labia all the way with one gentle but insistent shove.

		

		“God, what tits you’ve got, babe,” he hissed and took a nipple in each hand and toyed with them as he began to move his hips in and out. He did her hard and deep as she sat on the edge of the counter. He was soon up on the balls of his feet, really ramming her.

		

		“Squeeze them,” she murmured in his ear, his thick cock feeling heavenly inside her as it pounded away insistently. “Oh, fuck me, Jack and squeeze my hot nippies!”

		

		Jack did. For several minutes, there was only the wet sound of his cock going in and out, and of her light sighs, and of his raspy breath as he gave it to her just the way she craved it: hot, hard, and deep!

		

		God, I’m going to come again, she thought as she felt her inner muscles flutter around his driving manhood. And it’s going to be a sweet one! It’s always a sweet one, no matter where my darling Jack gives it to me!

		

		“I’m ready, babe,” she whispered urgently in his ear, “ready to come. Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop fucking me, you gorgeous man!”

		

		“Little chance of that,” he assured her as he rutted harder into her slippery, hot grip around him.

		

		Just as Grace was truly on the brink, the phone in her purse rang. She drew back and flashed her lover a stricken, confused look. Her orgasm was just seconds away!

		

		Jack seemed nonplussed, as always. He grabbed for the purse, quickly found her phone and handed it to her. Glancing down at the ID, she saw that it was Jeff, and moaned in despair.

		

		She couldn’t hold back now! Jack had her quivering all over. His wonderful cock was about to drive her right over the edge again!

		

		On the other hand, if she didn’t answer it, how could she ever explain to Jeff why she’d been out of the house and away from the phone at nine in the evening on a weeknight? Reluctantly, she punched the button.

		

		“H-Hello,” she managed to gasp just before the intense spasms started in her pussy.

		

		Jack bit back his laughter as he watched her valiantly struggling not to scream out her pleasure into the phone. He continued to mash his dick in and out of her gushing-wet slit, his own orgasm clearly not far away.

		

		“What’s the matter, Grace? You sound almost like you’re in pain,” Jeff said.

		

		“N-no…I’m just…really tired, that’s all,” she lied through clenched teeth. Her breasts jerked in unison as Jack went back to squeezing them and her pussy spat out hot oil, her body shivering with lust--now fully in the grip of a furious orgasm. “I was taking a…n-naaaaaaap!”

		

		Even to her, that last statement sounded like pinched, short gasp. She started to climax harder, her tits pressed into Jack’s hands and her cunny fluttered wildly around him.

		

		“Maybe I should just call back tomorrow night, babe?” her husband said sympathetically. “I’ve had a long day too. But it was a good one--I’m selling like crazy!”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Grace moaned--her body quivering in pure ecstasy as the orgasm took full control of her. “Oh, that’s so…wonderful, darling!”

		

		“Wow! It’s great to hear you so excited about it, honey,” Jeff said.

		

		“Oh, I’m incredibly excited, believe me!” Grace gasped, her eyes closed tight with bliss as Jack started to shoot his come into her.

		

		“Well, that’s good, then,” Jeff said. “I’m glad you’re happy. I’ll call you tomorrow, darling.”

		

		“Yes! Oh, God yes—yes, yes, yes!” Grace wailed joyously, still coming like crazy. “That’s wonderful, darling!”

		

		The phone went dead and Grace tossed it onto the counter next to her and clung to Jack for dear life, both arms around his neck as he finished up inside her. She sighed and pushed her tits into his gripping fingers and worked her still-spasming pussy against his prick as its hot load gushed into her.

		

		“Do it! Oh, fuck, Jack! Do it to me!”

		

		The two of them clung together as their mutual orgasm slowly faded and then both of them suddenly began to laugh hysterically. They chuckled helplessly and held one another tight as the last of the fiery spasms died away…

		

		“You sure are in a good mood tonight, honey,” Lisa Leslie said, a last forkful of apple pie on its way to her sensual, full-lipped mouth.

		

		“That’s because I’m here with you, and because I’m selling the hell out of my territory on this trip, babe,” Jeff chortled.

		

		The two of them were seated in the diner across the parking lot from his motel. It was nine-thirty and they had just finished their meal. Lisa--who was twenty one and utterly gorgeous--was very much into handsome, glib white boys with nice dicks for her to suck off; guys such as Jeff Prentiss.

		

		She smiled at him. Her teeth were even and perfect and seemed even a brighter shade of white due to their proximity to the flawless ebony of her skin.

		

		“That’s good, right?”

		

		Jeff reached over and patted her other hand as it lay across from him on the table. He winked and said, “It’s very good. It means I can hold onto my job and keep coming through Coos Bay to buy you dinners on my expense account, sweetheart.”

		

		“I ain’t gonna’ be in this tiny burg my whole life. I keep telling you that. My shop is really taking off. If I have another big year this spring and summer, I’m definitely selling that sucker and moving to Portland or Seattle, where the nightlife is hotter than it is here in fuckin’ Coos Bay, darlin’.”

		

		Jeff laughed. “That’s fine by me. Both of those towns are in my territory as well, Lisa. We can party in Portland just as easily as we can here.”

		

		“So you say,” Lisa gave him a coy little smile. “A guy like you, Jeff--I bet you already got a girl or two in Portland and Seattle, now don’t you? Probably wouldn’t have no time at all for a little black girl who was new in town.”

		

		Her obvious fishing expedition for a compliment drew another small chuckle from Jeff. He patted Lisa’s hand again and whispered, so that only she could hear, “I’d make time for you, doll. That’s for sure. You’re too fantastic to lose contact with.”

		

		Her smile grew larger. She finished her desert and nodded toward the motel across the lot.

		

		“You ready snuggle up with me tonight, baby?”

		

		Jeff reached for the check and got out his company credit card. “I’m more than ready, darlin’.”

		

		It really would be hard to replace Lisa in a town as small as Coos Bay, Jeff thought as he sat on the bed in his room ten minutes later, and watched her get undressed.

		

		I could probably find somebody here to spend the night with, but it for sure wouldn’t be a gorgeous black girl like Lisa.

		

		For one thing here weren’t that many black families in town, from what he’d seen. He had been shocked three years ago when he’d first walked into the small curio and souvenir shop and had seen Lisa’s beautiful young face behind the counter. Her mother had started the place years earlier, but the older woman had been slowly easing into retirement, now that Lisa had finally graduated from high school and could work full time in the shop.

		

		He’d managed to talk the girl into having dinner with him that first night and had easily seduced her afterward. Even at eighteen, Lisa hadn’t been an inexperienced virgin by any means. Once back in his motel room, she had given him a heart-stopping, exquisite blowjob that first night that had kept him coming back for more every time he stayed overnight in town.

		

		Jeff grinned as he watched her unsnap her bra and toss it on the dresser. She had big, cone-shaped breasts with puffy nipples. Her skin was black and glossy, and her breast tips looked as if they’d been dipped in the darkest chocolate made. He couldn’t wait to taste them again!

		

		Lisa unzipped her jeans and let them slide down her long, pretty legs. Her wispy panties soon followed the jeans to the floor. In the dresser mirror in front of her, Jeff could see her shaved pussy lips, all furled with black folds of skin and with a bright, pinkish-red slit in the center that was already agleam with excited lube.

		

		And then there’s that ass! Jeff’s smile grew wider as he shifted his gaze back to what was right in front of him.

		

		Lisa had the sort of big, shapely, “bubble” butt you sometimes saw on black girls. Her main thing was sucking cock—she just loved it for some reason—but once in a while, when she got really turned on, she’d break down and let him fuck her in the ass. She wasn’t nearly as good at it as was Wanda, Jeff’s girl in Medford, the queen of the butt-fuckers. But the very fact that she didn’t much like it up the ass made it all the more exciting for him to try and have her in that way.

		

		By the same token, he loved to make Wanda suck his cock off and swallow his load at least once per trip. She was nowhere near as good at giving head as Lisa was, and that—coupled with the fact that she really didn’t seem to relish swallowing a big wad of hot jizz—made it great fun for Jeff to attempt to talk her into doing it for him.

		

		Got to keep these young pusses off balance, he told himself as he pulled off his tie and dress shirt while he watched Lisa get completely naked for him. Make ‘em do what you like…not just what they like! You can’t let them get the upper hand.

		

		Lisa turned and came over to where he sat on the edge of the mattress just as the last of his clothing disappeared. She smiled and leaned closer, her nipples inches from his mouth.

		

		“Want a taste of chocolate titty?”

		

		“Mmmmmm!”

		

		Lisa sighed and put her hands at the back of his head as he sucked. Jeff licked the spiky knob and bit down lightly on it and drew another hot sigh of appreciation from her.

		

		Girl hasn’t lost a thing since she was eighteen, Jeff thought as he nipped at her nipple again and nursed harder. These big, sweet puffies of hers are still fun as hell to suck and chew on.

		

		Lisa tugged at his hair and twisted her upper body. She took her right breast in her hand and slapped it against his cheek insistently as he sucked and nibbled at her left one. Jeff turned his head and sucked the offered right nipple in and bit down lightly on it as he slipped a hand out to touch her pussy. He found her aroused, big-as-a-baby’s-finger clit and began to stroke it as he sucked and chewed lightly on her nipple.

		

		“Oh, thaaas’ so good—it feels so nice!” Lisa moaned ecstatically. “Squeeze my big clitty while you suck my puffy nips, baby! Squeeze it good and make me squirt!”

		

		Jeff rolled the sensitive bundle of nerve endings fully out of its hood and tweaked it, his fingers juicy-wet from the lube oozing out from her slick folds. Lisa whimpered at how wonderful that felt and trembled from head to toe. Her tit jumped in his mouth and he bit down harder on the rubbery flesh.

		

		“Oh, fuck! That’s it, baby! Pinch my hot clitty hard and bite my tit! Hurt me just a little and I’ll come so fine for you, darlin’!”

		

		Jeff switched nipples again, his teeth digging into her soft flesh. She whined and shoved her nipple hard against his mouth as a fresh wave of pussy oil poured out of her cunt, and her clit twitched between his fingertips. He clamped down harder on the tiny cock-shaped cylinder of clit flesh and Lisa gasped.

		

		“Gonna’ come!” she murmured, and her whole body shook again. “Pull it, baby! Pull my clitty and eat my big nipple right up!”

		

		Jeff sucked half of her conical breast into his mouth and chewed lightly on it, just the way he knew she loved to have it done, while he mashed her clit between his thumb and forefinger.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Lisa wailed. A huge jet of clear, hot oil arced out of her pussy folds to splash against his fingers.

		

		The tall ebony girl shuddered and closed her eyes and came hard. Jeff tugged at her flesh and chewed softly on her exploding titty until she finally stopped moaning and wriggling and shivering in front of him a minute later.

		

		“Oh, fuck, babe! That was a nice one,” she sighed.

		

		With a hungry smile, Lisa pulled herself free of his grasp and dropped to her knees in front of him. She took his rigid dick in her right hand and ran the skin up and down once or twice. A tiny bubble of pre-come oozed out of the tip and she leaned down and licked it off with her cat-like tongue.

		

		“You got lots of hot ball juice for me to swallow tonight, babe?”

		

		Lisa didn’t wait for an answer. Her big, full, pillow-soft lips engulfed his cock head and her tongue went back to work. She didn’t stop her downward push until her lips were up against the fur at the base of his prick and then she slurped and sucked loudly, her tongue going like mad around his hot shaft all the way back up. Her head flew up and down his prick, as though she couldn’t wait to swallow what was coming…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 9

		

		Jeff cut away from the coast and back over to Interstate Five at Reedsport. He worked his way northward through central Oregon; Eugene, Corvallis, and Salem, headed for Portland that night.

		

		His luck held. He sold nearly twice as much product as he usually did in every town he worked.

		

		Jack’s gonna’ love these numbers. There’s no way I’m gonna’ get fired after this trip. I must be up at least sixty percent over last month’s figures so far and I’m not letting up. I’m gonna’ rock Portland and tear up Olympia and really kick ass when I hit Seattle!

		

		Jeff was pumped. He hadn’t worked this hard or felt this successful since his first few months out of college, when he’d originally landed this job, had hit the territory running, and had sold his ass off.

		

		He realized abruptly, as he guided the company car up the broad expanse of the interstate that it had been well over a year since he had expended this much energy on his sales calls. As he looked back on it now, he saw that he had gradually let himself become little more than an order-taker. He hadn’t pushed product. He hadn’t really sold.

		

		What he had done was schmooze with store owners during the day and then he had settled for whatever anemic orders they’d been willing to give him. His day frittered away, he’d spent his nights buying dinners and drinks for his various girlfriends on his expense account.

		

		Well, from here on out, I’m cutting way back on that kind of crap! He lectured himself sternly as he drove north. I’m still gonna’ have a good time, but I’m going to make sure that I take care of business while I’m doing it.

		

		The miles rolled by quickly. He kept his new mantra front and center in his mind as he drove: business first.

		

		He even thought briefly about not phoning Kat on this trip through Portland. He loved the things she did to him, but it could be kind of exhausting too.

		

		Maybe he should save his energy for selling on this trip? After all, Lisa had just about sucked his nuts right out through his cock last night. He’d come about a gallon in her sweet mouth that first time she’d blown him and that definitely hadn’t been the last time he’d gone off in her lush young body either…

		

		Will I even have enough energy to get out of bed tomorrow and try to sell anything if I spend tonight with Kat?

		

		He chewed on that one for another forty miles, all the way into the outskirts of Portland.

		

		Katherine, “Kat” Conroy was the oldest of the women he saw on a regular basis during his travels. She was in her mid-thirties, tall, lithely built, with smaller tits than he usually sought in a lover.

		

		But she was stunningly beautiful and her ass was to die for, and she had such long, sexy legs. Besides, when she was wearing nothing but those thigh-high black leather boots of hers and that black dominatrix mask, and she had him tied down on the bed just the way she wanted him…

		

		Jeff shuddered with excitement as he thought about that, and about the various whips and lashes and cock rings that Kat used on him. He sighed as he recalled how she’d kept him hard for what had seemed like hours on his last trip through Portland. And how she’d made him beg and whimper and plead with her to let him come inside her tight little pussy at last…

		

		Fuck it, he thought with a big smile of anticipation. I’m running way ahead of my quota and a night with Kat is too fucking cool to pass up!

		

		“Is…is all of this really necessary, Jack?” Grace asked. Her voice sounded shy and timid as could be in the silence of the bedroom.

		

		She lay on her back, blindfolded and tied down, completely naked, in the middle of Jack’s bed, her arms lashed securely to the bedposts by means of some soft silken ties. Her legs were similarly pinioned to the lower posts. She couldn’t move around at all.

		

		Grace had never felt so helpless in her life. She had never been with anyone who wanted to restrain her before, so when Jack had suggested that it might be fun to try a little light bondage together, she’d shrugged and said, “Sure, why not?”

		

		Now she was having second thoughts. She liked Jack a lot and she absolutely adored what he did to her, sexually. And she did trust him, or she would never have agreed to try this in the first place.

		

		But still…lying here as she was, unable to see anything, pinned like a butterfly to a board, she felt as vulnerable as could be and very uptight.

		

		“You are so fucking gorgeous, all naked and helpless and completely at my mercy like that, Grace,” Jack whispered from off to her left.

		

		“And you’re excited as hell, too. I can tell. Just look at how swollen with anticipation those cute little pink nipples of yours are. And your pussy! Your pussy is as wet as if I’d been licking it for an hour, and I haven’t even touched it yet.”

		

		Grace shivered. It was true. Her nipples felt huge and she could feel the goose-bumps all over her lush breasts. And her pussy was an utter lake! She felt a constant rivulet of warm girl lube running down into her ass crack from her aroused cunny lips.

		

		“W-What are you going to do to me?”

		

		“I’m going to make you come until your throat is raw from screaming out how good it feels, darling.”

		

		Jack’s voice was very near and it seemed to positively drip with sensual promise! Grace trembled on the bed and waited anxiously for him to start in on her helpless body, her heart pounding with anticipation.

		

		Something touched her clit and she shivered from head to toe. Was it his tongue…his finger…his cockhead?

		

		“Oh, Jack!” she gasped, her body jerking involuntarily once again at his feather-light touch.

		

		“You like that?” he murmured, abruptly changing tactics, slapping her clit sharply twice, with what she now surmised was his hard cock tip.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” she hissed, twisting in her restraints, her clit pulsing crazily beneath this erotic pummeling. “You know I do, you devil!”

		

		“You’re such a hot little puss, Grace,” he said softly, his tongue suddenly replacing his dick against her sensitive little bud. He ran it all around her aroused clit until she was moaning and working her hips upward as best she could, given her silken ties.

		

		“Eat me!” she begged shamelessly, knowing she sounded like the worst kind of slut and not caring a bit. “Oh, Jack, eat my pussy, please!”

		

		“Maybe in a little while,” he said as his lips abruptly vanished from her throbbing sex, his voice now coming from somewhere above her head, “after you eat me a little, sexy girl.”

		

		She felt his hot, knob-like prick head on her lips and opened her mouth eagerly, her tongue shooting out to caress his smooth firmness. He eased it between her willing lips and Grace ran her tongue all around the pulsing flesh and began to suck.

		

		“You love my cock in that naughty little mouth of yours, don’t you?”

		

		“Mmmmmm!” she groaned and pushed her head upward, seeking more of his big prick’s totally-male taste.

		

		“Oh, Grace, you’re such a nasty girl, once you get going,” he sighed, feeding more than half of his rigid manhood into her avidly-sucking lips. “Do you know that, you spectacular young slut?”

		

		Grace felt a huge spasm of ecstasy surge through her as he called her a “slut”! She gobbled his cock anxiously, loving the way it tasted, the way it felt in her mouth, the small stream of salty-sweet pre-come that leaked down onto her taste buds as she sucked.

		

		I am a slut! Jack has made me his personal little slut girl, to fuck any way he wants to fuck me—and I love it!

		

		Jack’s dick slipped from her mouth at that instant and she whined, “More! I want to suck it some more!”

		

		She heard his laugh, moving away from her, and then she felt his hard dick tip smack her clit again. A flurry of quick, sharp contractions seized her pussy lips. They winked opened and closed as a jolt of mini-orgasmic pleasure fluttered through her clit.

		

		“Oh, Jack! Fuck me!” she pleaded, writhing about in her silken ties. “Fuck me! Eat me! Play with my poor clitty!”

		

		All at once the teasing slap of his prick against her clit stopped and she felt the mattress depress even more as he moved in closer between her thighs. His hot breath blew against her juicy cunt lips and her anus, and then his tongue tip tickled her lower opening lightly.

		

		“How about this cute little ass?” his voice floated up to her from between her legs. “Doesn’t it want to play too?”

		

		His hot saliva dripped into her rear entrance, and it snapped open and closed as her pussy lips did the same, her clit throbbing hard again. Grace whimpered and pushed her hips upward as best she could, searching for his magic tongue or his sweet lips.

		

		“Oh, God! Fuck me in the ass if you want…or lick me! Do me, Jack! Just do me, you teasing bad boy!”

		

		Jack laughed, tickling her anal entrance again briefly, drawing a low moan of desire from her, before moving his tongue up onto her thoroughly engorged clit. He lapped all around the tiny pink bead and Grace bit her lower lip to keep from screaming, it felt so good!

		

		“Are you hot for my cock yet, beautiful?” he whispered, and then gave her clitty a long, sensual kiss with a lot of maddening, thrilling tongue to go along with it.

		

		“I was hot for your cock before I even got to your house tonight, you big tease!” she admitted with a gasp of pure need, squirming in rising ecstasy, as much as her restraints would let her. “Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me anywhere, anyhow you want! Make me come like only you can…you sexy bastard!”

		

		Laughter filled the room again. She felt the mattress depress as he scrambled out from between her legs and then she felt a big dollop of what she guessed was sex lube being spurted against her anus. Jack’s finger began to work the slick goo into her backdoor and Grace sighed with pleasure.

		

		He’s going to fuck me in the ass again! She thought excitedly. Well, I don’t care. It felt wonderful the last time he did me back there!

		

		A soft buzzing sound reached her ears. She felt something hard and round touch her clit and a huge flash of sensual delight coursed through her.

		

		Vibrator! She thought. He’s got a vibrator against my clitty and his finger up my bottom!

		

		Jack ran the buzzer over her super-responsive love-button and then pushed it slowly inside her overflowing lips, keeping it tight against her clitoris as he penetrated her. Grace gurgled with joy and worked her pussy against the gliding love toy.

		

		“I know someone who just loves having that little clitty of hers played with,” Jack whispered teasingly, giving her pussy an out and out reaming, his finger still doing the same to her ass.

		

		He kept up the torrid thrusting until Grace was shivering on the brink of a huge orgasm…and then he abruptly pulled the vibrator out of her clasping cunny and his well-lubed finger out of her bottom. She moaned with disappointment and implored him, “More! Fuck my pussy more with that thing, Jack! And finger me down…there, too--oh, dear God, but I’m so…close!”

		

		“I know, sweetheart,” he murmured as he slipped downward on the bed and began untying her left foot from the lower bed post. “That’s right where you should be--close, but not coming quite yet.”

		

		What’s he doing now? Grace thought, her whole body trembling with the need for release. He’s untying my foot, and now he’s retying it above my head…to the same post my hand is tied to!

		

		Jack swiftly raised the second foot and tied it to the other post as well. Now Grace was bent in two, her lower torso thrust upward, tied into place and wide open to Jack’s every whim, her legs split apart and tied above her head.

		

		“I think you’ll like this, you little fireball!” Jack whispered as he eased two fingers into Grace’s slickened anal opening and then slowly pushed the humming vibrator back into her juicy quim, taking care to keep it tight against her ready-to-explode clit as it entered her.

		

		“Ohhhhhh! Oh, fuck!” Grace whimpered, her clitty going wild. “What are you doooooing to meeeeeeeeeee?”

		

		With a low, rumbling laugh, Jack eased his fingers out of her ass and replaced them with his bone-hard prick. Grace shivered beneath him, her blindfolded head whipping from side to side as his long, thick cock penetrated her anus all the way up to his heavy ball sac. He sawed the vibrator in and out of her pussy at the same time and she screamed with joy as she began to orgasm.

		

		“Doooooooooo it! She wailed rapturously. “Oh, God! Fuck me! Fuck my ass! Fuck my hot pussy! Fuck me everywhere, you fucking stud!”

		

		Jack did just that, as Grace came like crazy around his wildly pistoning dick. He grunted with the effort it took to punch his large-bore cock in and out of her clasping anal sheath as she climaxed.

		

		“So hot and tight and slick!” he moaned, after fucking her furiously throughout her orgasm. “Jesus, Gracie…what a piece you are!”

		

		“Yesssssssss!” Grace sighed, nearly delirious with the power of her release, her orgasm not fading away, but instead seeming to build. “I’m your hot piece of ass, Jack, darling! Fuck my bottom hard, you sweet fucker!”

		

		The more Jack and the buzzing sex toy drilled her, the hotter her climax became! Totally immersed in the exquisite bursts of come-sensation crackling through her body, Grace gave herself over to it completely. Her heart was pounding, the blood seemed to boil through her veins, she was coming so hard that she was sure she was about to die—and she didn’t care. This kind of otherworldly sex was worth dying for!

		

		“I can’t hold back another second!” Jack gasped at that moment, still pounding away down into her. He groaned loudly and a huge jet of hot cock cream spurted deep into her bowels. “Take it! Take it right up that tight little ass of yours, Grace, you sweet little sleaze-girl!”

		

		The spurting deluge of steamy spunk felt like heaven. Grace gasped for breath as another streamer of semen shot into her. Her pussy clenched hard around the buzzing vibrator, a fierce ripple of pure sexual ecstasy coursing through her clit as her ass tunnel gripped Jack’s throbbing prick hard, holding it motionless deep inside her.

		

		“So good!” she managed to groan. “Oh, Jack…it feels so goooooooooood to come this hard!”

		

		Jack fired another small spurt of jism into her, and then she felt him slowly begin to soften. He kept his cock in her for as long as he could, but her bottom finally gave a quick clasp and he slipped out, along with what felt like a huge glob of come.

		

		Seconds later, Jack slid the blindfold off. He was smiling down at her happily, reaching for her foot restraints.

		

		“So, kitten, did you enjoy that?”

		

		Grace nodded that she had, too spent at the moment to say a word. Her foot came loose and she brought her leg down onto the bed. He undid the other foot and both of her hands. She lay on the mattress and rubbed her wrists where the soft silk ties had left their marks.

		

		“That was wild,” she was finally able to whisper, her voice still sounding out of breath and excited. “Being tied up and unable to see like that heightened every feeling…every touch!”

		

		Jack lay down next to her and took her in his arms. He kissed her and pressed her big breasts up against his chest.

		

		“You are definitely the hottest woman I’ve ever known,” he murmured when he broke off the kiss at last, “except, possibly, for Kinsey.”

		

		Grace looked at him, surprised that he had brought up his wife after he had just cheated on her yet again. She gave him a questioning little smile.

		

		“Why on earth are you so keen on seducing other women, if she’s so great in bed?"

		

		“You think she minds?” Jack answered her question with one of his own and then went on to explain, “Kinsey had this boyfriend, Kent, throughout high school, down in Houston. From what she’s told me, the sex between them was so incredible that she almost defied her parents by skipping college and marrying him instead.”

		Jack grinned. “But in the end, she did as they wanted, went to school, met me, and the rest is history…almost.”

		

		“Almost?”

		

		“At least three times a year, she takes the kids down to Texas to ‘see her folks’,” Jack said, his smile still huge. “But she slips away and sees Kent when she’s there, too. They still fuck like a pair of rabbits while the kids spend time with grandma and grandpa.”

		

		“How do you know that?” Grace asked warily.

		

		“Because she tells me all about it when she gets back,” Jack answered nonchalantly, with a shrug, still smiling. “She goes into great detail when she’s in bed with me…about how big old Kent’s cock is, and how great he fucks her with it…how nice his jizz tastes when she sucks him off…how hard he makes her come when he ass-fucks her.”

		

		Grace suddenly noticed that her jaw had dropped open and closed her mouth. She stared up at Jack, thunderstruck; trying to understand the unique relationship with his cheating wife that he had just revealed to her.

		

		“Y-you don’t mind?” she managed to ask at last.

		

		“Why should I?” Jack answered matter-of-factly. “I’m here in bed with you, and old Kent’s probably balling her brains out right about now down in Houston, so where’s the harm?”

		

		He winked at her and added. “Besides, it really heats things up between us when she gets back and teases me with all of the naughty things she did for him in the sack while she was there. My dick gets hard as a ball bat and we fuck like teenagers.”

		

		Grace’s head spun again. She couldn’t imagine such a thing…lying in bed with your husband, telling him what an out-and-out whore you’d been while you were away from him, and then screwing each other silly afterward, to celebrate your infidelity!

		

		“You two actually get off on her telling you how she…she…fucked another guy?”

		

		“Sure,” Jack told her. “And she gets equally hot when I tell her about my times in bed with other women too. Her pussy gets so wet that it’s like dipping my prick into a tub of melted butter when we fuck after one of our little mutual share and tell sessions.”

		

		A huge ripple of pre-come sensation pulsed through Grace’s untouched clit as she imagined Jack in this very bed with his beautiful wife, blandly telling Kinsey all about their most intimate moments during this last week. She was ashamed to admit it—even to herself—but just the thought of that made her tremble with arousal. She wanted to touch her clit, to get her pussy off right in front of Jack, but she fought off the urge.

		

		What would it be like, if he tells her? Could I ever face Kinsey at the Fourth of July party this summer, if I knew that she knew all about Jack and me and what we’ve done together this week?

		

		The thought both terrified her and thrilled her. She didn’t want Kinsey to know…she didn’t want her and Jack’s passionate fuck sessions to provide erotic titillation for another woman…and yet…on another level—she did!

		

		She thought desperately: Why is this kinky stuff turning me on so much? Do I secretly want him to tell Kinsey all about everything we’ve done…about what a slut I’ve been with him?

		

		Jack seemed to know just what she was thinking. He moved in closer and touched her left nipple lightly, sending a shockwave of sensation rocketing down into her nether regions.

		

		“Should I tell her?” Jack whispered teasingly, his eyes glittering with both mischief and lust. “Should I get her all wet and panting for sex with me by telling her all about what a hot little number big-titted, demure little Grace Prentiss is once you get her naked and in the sack?”

		

		He dipped his head and sucked her nipple, his teeth gliding over the sensitive surface as he did so. Grace closed her eyes, her clit throbbing furiously, and pushed her tit against his mouth.

		

		“Nooooooooo!” she moaned, her cunny oozing out hot lube at a fierce pace. “No, don’t you dare tell her what a tramp I really am!”

		

		Jack chuckled, her breast tip still between his sucking lips. He pushed her onto her back and kissed his way down her tummy until he came to her juicy quim.

		

		“Your cunt it absolutely flooded, Grace, darling, at just the thought of Kinsey knowing what a hot little thing you really are,” he whispered, and then ran his tongue into her sopping-wet entrance.

		

		“No, don’t tell her!” Grace whined, her ass coming up off the bed as she pushed her slickened lips against his busy mouth, tongue, and teeth.

		

		“Please don’t tell her,” she pleaded, secretly hoping that he might. “Just suck my pussy, Jack!”

		

		Grace shivered hard as he ran his slippery tongue all over her swollen-with-lust clit. “Oh, fuck, Jack! Bite it! Lick it! Suck my hot pussy and make me come again, you sexy bastard!”

		

		Jack laughed and did just as she asked, his tongue going wild, his lips sucking out her hot juice like crazy as she writhed and moaned beneath him. Her fingertips dug into his skull, pulling him in tighter.

		

		As her pussy contracted sharply, her anus did likewise, and she felt a big wad of his semen being forced out. Jack obviously noticed it too. She moaned loudly as he pushed it back inside her ass with two fingers and began to finger-fuck her sensitive bunghole while he continued his torrid oral assault on her cunny.

		

		Grace heard the obscene “squish, squish” sound of his fingers gliding in and out on the cushion of slippery jism and thought of what she must look like to Jack at this moment—tugging at his head, wriggling her torso around, pushing her hips eagerly onto his exploring tongue and his stroking fingers as she groaned in pure ecstasy!

		

		“Oh, Jack! I’m going to come!” she gasped, still imagining what a slut she must look like. “Suck it! Suck my clitty, darling!”

		

		Jack bit down sharply on her tender nubbin, pummeling it with his tongue tip and sucking as well. Grace screamed, went rigid, and then dropped, shuddering, back onto the bed as a big spurt of pussy-come shot from her clenching vagina and onto Jack’s mouth and chin.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuuuuccccckkkkk!” she sighed, climaxing wildly against his mouth, her ass clamping down hard on his trapped fingers…

		

		Big beads of sweat stood out on Jeff’s forehead. His lean body was taut with excitement.

		

		He was tied by restraints to the four bedposts, on his back, his limbs stretched tight. The veins stood out in his neck as he strained against the red rubber ball gag secured between his lips.

		

		Kat brought the cat of nine tails down sharply across his swollen-to-the-bursting-point cock and balls. He screamed helplessly beneath the painful but, oh, so exciting caress of the leather straps as they came down again and again on his genitals, the sound of his agony muted by the gag. His prick, as he stared down his writhing body at it, looked at least a third larger than it usually did when erect, courtesy of the bright red cock ring around its base. And his nut sac felt ready to explode as well, ballooned as it was inside its matching red scrotal cuff.

		

		“Mmmmmm, what a pretty cock you have, darling,” Kat purred, lowering the whip for a moment.

		

		Tall and thin and lovely as could be, Kat Conroy was dressed only in her black dominatrix leather mask and her thigh-high black leather boots with their tall stiletto heels. Her jet-black curls fell down past her naked shoulders, nearly covering her pert set of bare, milky-white tits.

		

		She leaned down, undid the ball gag, pulled it free, and then moved downward to lick all around Jeff’s obscenely inflated hard on. He groaned at how erotic that looked, and at how wonderful her mouth felt around his poor suffering dick, after all of the hard discipline he’d endured at Kat’s none-too-gentle hands over the last hour.

		

		Kat sucked his cock slowly, languidly, using lots of tongue. He whined in mindless need, dying to unload his tortured balls up into her warm, sucking mouth.

		

		Abruptly, his joy turned to instant agony--when she bit down hard on his throbbing erection and proceeded to chew it like a piece of gristly steak, almost but not quite hard enough to break the skin. He screamed with pain and writhed violently beneath her. With a cruel little smile, Kat spit his tortured prick out, straightened herself and brought the nine-tailed whip down hard across his cock and balls again.

		

		“Eeeeeyaaaaaahhhhhhhh!” Jeff wailed in torment, rising up off the mattress despite the restraints, his whole body vibrating with pain and with a perverse, unlikely pleasure.

		

		“Naughty Jeff,” Kat said teasingly, “wanting to come in my mouth. You’ll come when I say so, and not before, understand?”

		

		Jeff, whimpering, held his tongue, Kat whacking his engorged prick and balls repeatedly with the whip’s thin leather tails. After a few more moments of the cat’s sharply induced pain, he screamed, “Yes! Yes, I understand, Mistress! Oh, God, please stop! Don’t beat me so hard!”

		

		Kat gave him a stern look. She scowled and tossed the whip onto a dresser behind her, and picked up a short, stiff riding crop instead.

		

		“You pathetic little fuck!” she growled theatrically, popping the new torture tool against her palm, the sound sending a shiver of fear…and anticipation down Jeff’s spine. “You dare to tell your mistress how to conduct her business?”

		

		She leaned forward and brought the crop down sharply across his thighs, her smallish breasts jiggling on her chest with the effort as she whipped him. Jeff screamed anew--the smaller, firmer whip burned with the intensity of a thin trail of flaming lighter fluid across his legs as he twisted in the restrains.

		

		The tall, lithe woman brought the crop up even with Jeff’s erection and smacked it smartly against the taut shaft of his manhood. A wave of excruciating pain, coupled with a pulse of sensual bliss reverberated through his cock and down into his clenched nuts. Kat smiled and gave those nuts the same treatment with the crop, bringing it down across his scrotal sac with a loud smack.

		

		“Fuuuuccccckkkkk!” Jeff bellowed in pure agony. “Oh, Jesus, Kat—you’re fuckin’ killin’ me!”

		

		Kat smiled her demonic little smile again and caressed his ribcage with the tip of her riding whip, drawing a shiver of utter dread from Jeff. She tossed the implement of terror onto the bed next to him and, in one graceful movement, knelt on the mattress next to him, and then whipped her knee up over his head, straddling his face.

		

		“You think I’m putting you through hell, don’t you, lover?” she all but purred as she took one of her wrinkly labia between the fingertips of both hands and spread her pussy as wide as it would stretch. “Here, have some heaven to go along with your hell.”

		

		With that, she leaned forward and fucked her hips into his face, burying his mouth and nose in glistening, hotly-slick cunt meat. Jeff eagerly licked up and down and punched his tongue deep inside the brownish-red folds, tasting her juicy outpouring and sucking for more.

		

		God, what a sweet pussy this cruel little bitch has! She’s as juicy as can be too—she really gets off on beating the shit out of me and hearing me scream for mercy.

		

		“That’s it, you naughty, naughty boy,” Kat sighed, working her slippery cunny up and down on his defenseless face. “Suck it! Suck my clitty and swallow my hot oil.”

		

		Jeff was only too happy to do just as she wished. He sucked the reddened knob of clitoris out from its hood and ran his tongue all around it. Kat shivered and her pussy released yet another wave of warm, super-slick lubricant into his sucking mouth for him to gulp down.

		

		“Mmmmmm, you’re doing that so well,” Kat murmured, rotating her slippery twat around on his mouth, mashing her sensitive flesh down onto his tongue and lips.

		

		“I want to come now,” she sighed after another minute or so of his slave-like oral attentions, her eyes half closed with lust behind the shiny black leather of her mask. “I want to come on that swollen dick of yours and feel your hot ball jizz spurting up into me!”

		

		Jeff groaned with relief. He was desperate to shoot! All of Kat’s teasing and whipping and toying with his tortured prick and balls had him so keyed up with the need to come that he could barely stand it.

		

		Slowly, Kat slid off his wriggling tongue. She worked her long, sensuous body backward, teasing him by dragging her wet pussy across his bare chest and stomach. When she finally came to his obscenely engorged dick, she raised her perfect little ass up just high enough to notch his swollen prick tip into her dripping-wet slit. She slowly let her weight down on it and Jeff sighed as his cock slid up into her juicy warmth.

		

		“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck, yes!” he moaned in ecstasy. “Fuck me, Kat. Fuck me with the tight little cunt of yours, please!”

		

		Kat laughed. She rotated her hips around, gliding her dick in and out as her pussy walls fluttered around it.

		

		It was heaven--Jeff felt he’d died and gone straight to heaven!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” he moaned softly and pressed his pelvis upward, wanting to bury every last inch of his tormented cock deep inside her welcoming heat.

		

		“I want all you’ve got,” Kat warned him, leaning down and dragging her erect little nipples across his chest as she worked her right hand back to find the Velcro strap that would release the cock ring. “I want every last drop of your hot come up inside my pussy, understand?”

		

		She ripped the ring loose and Jeff whined as he felt the blood surging through his prick once more. Tossing the ring aside, she found the strap on the restraining ring around his ball sac and tore it loose as well.

		

		“Oh, oh, dear God!” Jeff gasped.

		

		“I want it!” she commanded him, her grey eyes as hard as stones, her sleek ass never missing a stroke up and down on his swollen manhood. “I want every last little spurt you’ve got!”

		

		“You’ll get it,” he muttered, fighting for breath.

		

		All of the feeling rushed back into his cock and balls. The sensation was so intense that he could barely catch a breath. Kat’s pussy felt incredible. It was so wet and hot and slick and…

		

		“Unnngghhhh! Oh, oh fuck…here it comes!” he managed to sigh just before the first jet of spunk erupted up into her sucking, gliding pussy.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” Kat hissed in ecstasy, and he felt her cunny ripple all around his rutting prick and knew that she was coming just as hard as he was. “That’s it! Flood it! Flood my cunt with it!”

		

		Another huge blast of semen left Jeff’s cock and he groaned with how wonderful it felt. He shut his eyes and gripped hard at the bed sheets beneath his fingers, reveling in how good it felt to finally come…at how fantastic it felt of unloose the contents of his newly freed balls up into this girl’s tightness.

		

		“So much!” Kat whispered excitedly, her hips still milking him. “So much of that hot, thick stuff I love so much up inside me!”

		

		Jeff nodded, too caught up in his own release to say another word. His nuts jerked again and again, the pleasure so intense he could barely stand it.

		

		Her pussy’s sucking me dry! Jesus, I can’t stop coming--it feels like she’s wringing my nuts out with that tight little quim of hers! It’s too much; it’s too fucking much…

		

		After what seemed like forever, Jeff’s balls finally stopped clenching and his prick began to shrivel to softness inside Kat’s pussy. He let out a deep sigh of relief as he slid out of her at last.

		

		Coming in Kat is so damned great, but sometimes it’s almost too great, he thought as she swung her knee over his groin and casually got off the bed. What she does to me is just so…overpowering.

		

		Kat went over to her walk-in closet and stepped inside. He twisted in his restraints, wishing she’d come back and release him, now that the sex was over, but knowing better than to demand that she do so. Kat sometimes took this dominatrix act of hers a little too far for his taste, and he didn’t want to risk doing anything that might set her off again.

		

		A few minutes later, she stepped back into the bedroom from the closet and he knew that it was too late to worry about pushing her into going all “super-dom” on him—she was already there!

		

		Kat was now wearing a black leather strap-on contraption around her slender waist. There was a massive, very realistically-molded plastic cock jutting out of the front of it, with an even longer, curved cock underneath; a faux prick that disappeared up into Kat’s gleaming, semen-leaking pussy lips. The thing was cleverly designed so that when the female wearer of the strap-on fucked someone with it, she was also shoving a fat dildo up into her own pussy, right across her clitty, at the same time.

		

		Jeff knew all about it, because during previous visits, Kat had fucked him in the ass with it several times before. His eyes were fixed on the cock that swayed and bounced before her as she strutted over to him dressed in the obscene harness. The last time she had used it on him, several weeks ago, the fake cock had been average size; perhaps six inches or so long and not too big around. It hadn’t really hurt.

		

		Jeff squirmed around nervously on the bed. He hated to admit it to himself—because he always felt like such a pansy-assed sissy boy when he did so—but it had actually felt damned good up his ass, stroking his prostate just right while Kat had reached around underneath him and jacked off his hard prick with her well-greased hand as she fucked him!

		

		But she’d clearly changed the front cock since his last visit…this new one was enormous!

		

		“I…I don’t want to do that this time,” Jeff said haltingly as she neared the bed.

		

		“You’ll do it, and you’ll like it, pretty boy,” Kat’s voice was hard as diamonds in the still bedroom.

		

		“N-No! No, I won’t,” he protested weakly, his eyes still locked on to the huge, incredibly fat fake prick.

		

		With her sneering little smile of domination set firmly in place, Kat undid the leg restraints, and then the hand restraints. While Jeff sat up in bed and rubbed his wrists to get the circulation going again, Kat opened a nearby drawer in her nightstand and got out a big tube of sex lube.

		

		She shot a large wad of the stuff into her palm and greased her hand up as he watched. He felt a spasm of nervous tension flutter through his stomach when he saw her oil up the thick, unbelievably long dildo as well.

		

		“I told you…I don’t want to do that this time, especially not with that monster,” he murmured fearfully, his eyes never leaving the gleaming fake erection.

		

		“Come on, baby, turn over onto your hands and knees so I can get that cute little bunghole of yours all slippery and ready, okay?”

		

		“N-no!” Jeff insisted, but nevertheless, he found himself meekly complying as she urged him over onto his side and then got him shakily up onto his hands and knees. “I told you…”

		

		Kat’s playful little tongue began to glide all around his hairy asshole, rimming it deliciously. Jeff sighed and then moaned as she shoved it as deep as it would go into his ass.

		

		I really don’t want this, he insisted to himself as she expertly tongue-fucked him. I really don’t!

		

		“Ohhhhhh! Oh, fuck!” he sighed deeply again as the tongue was replaced after a minute or two by a big glob of the cool, super-slippery lube, followed by first one, and then two of Kat’s long, thin fingers.

		

		She found his prostate and caressed it softly. Jeff moaned and worked his ass back onto her heavenly fingertips as a third finger joined the other two. The Viagra he had dropped before coming to Kat’s tonight was really working well. In rising despair and—admittedly—rising lust, he noticed that his cock was already starting to stiffen once more.

		

		“Just relax, baby,” she purred moments later, the fingers slowly easing out and the rubbery tip of the fake cock touching his gaped-open anus for the first time. “You know you want it.”

		

		Jeff gripped the bed sheet in desperation and whined like a little boy as the huge head slid past his protesting sphincter. He shivered—with revulsion, need, desire, and disgust for his own weakness—as the shaft drilled down into him.

		

		“Ohhhhh! Oh, it huuuuurrrrrrts!” he groaned loudly as she fed every last inch of it into his ass, the big molded-latex nut sac coming to rest against his butt cheeks at last.

		

		“Of course it hurts, sweetie,” Kat whispered, patting his penetrated ass lightly with her palm and then starting to fuck him hard and deep. “Bad boys like you need to be hurt, don’t you know that? They love it!”

		

		“Oh! Oh, God!” he gasped, feeling her well-lubed palm encircle his now fully erect prick and begin to jack it off as the thick cock slid up and down in him faster and faster. “Oh, my sweet fucking God, but that feels nasty!”

		

		Kat didn’t comment. She was too busy moaning out her own pleasure and driving the monster cock into him as fast as she could move her hips…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 10

		

		Friday came at last. Grace found herself standing in Jack Ingram’s doorway, his arms firmly around her.

		

		She looked up at him through teary eyes and whispered, “I’m so ashamed of myself.”

		

		Jack looked taken aback by that. He stared down at her quizzically and she could tell that he was wondering what was causing her shame.

		

		Was she now embarrassed by what a whore she’d been with him…about cheating on her husband every night, all week long? Was she suddenly humiliated at the thought of all the incredibly hot, kinky things she’d done so willingly in this house?

		

		“I’m ashamed of how much I’m going to miss what we’ve shared this week,” she explained at last, “of how much I’ve come to enjoy being your mistress…of how much I’ve needed it!”

		

		He grinned at her, relief showing on his face. “This won’t be our only time together, Grace. Jeff’s on the road a lot. Do you really think I’d give up a woman as sexy as you? We’ll find plenty of ways to enjoy each other’s company…and soon. Count on it!”

		

		Grace let him kiss her again, her mouth opening for him immediately. It was a hot, sultry kiss and she reluctantly broke it off after only a few seconds. Jack had to leave for the airport to pick up Kinsey and the kids in just a few minutes and she knew that if she continued to kiss him like this, that he’d be late getting there--because they’d be back inside the house, fucking each other like two crazy people one last time!

		

		“Will you call me?” she asked as she forced herself to step away from him.

		

		“As often as I can, whenever it’s safe,” he assured her. “I’ll stay in touch, believe me. But we don’t want Jeff getting suspicious, now do we?”

		

		“No, we don’t want that,” Grace agreed. She wiped the tears from her eyes with her palms and said, as brightly as she could manage, “You’d better go. And I should be heading home. I’ll hear from you soon.”

		

		With that, she turned on her heel and started down the steps toward her Prius. She needed to get home and decompress. She had a lot of thinking to do. She hadn’t fallen in love with Jack, but her life was definitely very different now, and she needed to sort out just what she was feeling—about Jack, about how she felt about being a mistress as well as a wife, about Jeff…about everything!

		

		Grace slept alone for the first time in five nights. Well, not quite alone. She kept her vibrator close at hand that Friday evening and used it several times during the long night when she came awake, reaching instinctively for her lover and being disappointed to find her bed empty.

		

		She was amazed at how fast she’d gotten used to snuggling with Jack, used to feeling his big cock up against her as they cuddled, at how much she missed feeling him slip it into her and fuck her to a dizzying climax. Tossing and turning the night away, with only quick, buzzing vibrator sex to satisfy her, she found that she missed Jack’s mouth on her nipples in the middle of the night too. Almost as much as she missed the impromptu pussy-licking, cock sucking, come swallowing fun that had always seemed to follow whenever she’d awakened to the touch of Jack’s lips on her breasts.

		

		Attempting to sleep in late on Saturday morning, she found sleep to be just as fleeting and elusive in the soft morning light as it had been in the darkness. She dozed fitfully, got herself off with the vibrator one more time as she fantasized about Jack plowing his big cock into her, and then finally gave up on sleep, rolling out of bed at ten o’clock.

		

		After a shower and a light breakfast, she paced around the house, missing Jack more than ever. She turned on the television, found it to be full of college basketball, infomercials, movies that she couldn’t seem get interested in, and other shows she didn’t want to watch.

		

		God, I can’t wait for Jeff to get home! She found herself thinking as early afternoon finally arrived. It’s going to be awkward, knowing how I cheated on him and trying to act normal around him and everything, but at least his being here will help to take my mind off Jack!

		

		“Well, Jeff won’t be back until Tuesday, at the earliest, from what he said last night on the phone,” she murmured aloud in the empty house. “So I guess I’ll just have to cope as best I can until then. Now that Kinsey and the kids are home, I doubt Jack will be able to slip away to see me before Tuesday, anyway.”

		

		The doorbell rang. Grace went over to answer it, wondering who that could be. It was just past two-thirty on Saturday afternoon. Maybe one of the neighbors…

		

		Kinsey Ingram stood on the front porch, tall and shapely and totally gorgeous, as usual. She wore an expensive-looking light blue jacket, a pretty white blouse embroidered with a red flower design, and a pair of tan-colored, beautifully tailored slacks. Her long, curly, raven-dark hair came just to her shoulders and looked perfect, as it always did.

		

		“Kinsey! What a surprise,” Grace blurted, surprised as could be all right but hardly delighted to see Jack’s wife standing on her front porch. What in the hell is she doing here? Has she somehow found out about…?

		

		“Hi, Grace, may I come in for a moment?”

		

		Without waiting for an answer, Kinsey breezed past her and into the living room. She sat her purse down on the coffee table and looked around the room.

		

		“What a beautiful home,” she said, still smiling. “I love the way you’ve decorated it.”

		

		Grace smiled back woodenly and closed the front door, a thousand thoughts racing through her mind all at once. Was she in trouble? Was Kinsey here to read her the riot act about shacking up with Jack?

		

		Abruptly, she remembered how he had teased her about telling Kinsey all about their week together! Had he actually done that? Was that why his wife was here, smiling and looking around the living room like an out-of-town visitor at a famous tourist attraction?

		

		After an awkward silence, Grace remembered her manners and managed to stammer, “Uh, can I offer you a drink or anything? We have iced tea, or hot tea if you’d prefer, or coffee. And I…uh…think we have some scotch and some white wine, if you’d like something stronger.”

		

		Kinsey’s extremely pretty face brightened. “That sounds wonderful, if you’ll join me? White wine is one of my favorites.”

		

		“Sure,” Grace responded, feeling as if a drink would be as welcome as could be right at the moment, “please have a seat on the couch and I’ll get the wine.”

		

		When she returned moments later with two large glassfuls of chilled pinot grigio, she handed one to Kinsey and started to take her seat in Jeff’s nearby recliner. Kinsey smiled at her and patted the couch cushion next to her with her free hand.

		

		“Come sit by me, Grace,” she urged. “We have so much to discuss…and I don’t bite, I promise.”

		

		Not wanting to start off what looked to be a very awkward, uncomfortable conversation by further alienating Kinsey, Grace acquiesced, moving over behind the coffee table and sitting down on the couch a foot away from her unwanted guest. Kinsey smiled invitingly once more and took a big sip of her wine.

		

		“Oooooh, that’s wonderful. I just love a nice white, and this one is delicious.”

		

		Grace practically inhaled her own mouthful of wine--sorry it wasn’t something even stronger in her glass. Her heart was still beating very fast and she found herself wishing Kinsey would just get on with it. She was sure by now that the other woman knew all about her and Jack, somehow, and that she had come here today to have it out with her.

		

		“You’re an incredibly beautiful young woman, Grace,” Kinsey said at last, and had another drink of her wine.

		

		After another short silence, she continued in a casual tone, “I can see why Jack was so tempted.”

		

		Grace felt her heartbeat surge into overdrive. She nervously gulped down more of her drink and stammered, “T-tempted? Why, whatever do you mean, Kinsey?”

		

		The stunning brunette laughed gaily. Grace saw that the older woman had deep dimples on either side of her mouth, making her already very attractive face even prettier and somehow, sexier, when she smiled.

		

		“Jack told me all about his week with you last night, after we got the kids to bed.”

		

		Kinsey laughed even harder and shook her head as if in disbelief. She finished the wine in her glass and then added, “Jesus, but that was hot! Some of the stuff you two did was just incendiary, Grace. I got so turned on, hearing about it, that I just about fucked poor Jack’s lights out!”

		

		She giggled and then finished with, “I’m surprised he had any come left in those big nuts of his for me, after what he told me about the two of you…you guys must have fucked almost continuously…not to mention the blowjobs and the times he nailed you in that cute little butt of yours!”

		

		Grace felt her face turning bright red. She couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. She sat as motionless as a statue on her own couch, wondering what the hell to do next.

		

		Kinsey put her empty wine glass on the coffee table and reached over to touch Grace’s cheek lightly with her right hand. She leaned a little closer and said in a soft voice, “Don’t be so uptight, hon. I had a night of absolutely incredible welcome-home sex, thanks to you. I don’t blame you a bit for what happened between you and Jack. After all, he told me how he forced you into bed that first time, by threatening to fire Jeff and all…”

		

		Grace trembled beneath the other woman’s gentle touch. She sucked in a big breath and asked in a voice that was more like a croak than a whisper, “You…you mean you’re not mad?”

		

		Kinsey giggled like a schoolgirl who’d just been told an off-color joke. “Mad? Christ, no! Why would I be angry?”

		

		She moved her sky-blue eyes—which were doubly arresting, given Kinsey’s black jet hair and suntanned complexion—down over Grace’s body slowly. Still smiling, she whispered, “How can I blame Jack for wanting you in bed with him? You’re a fucking knockout, Grace. Any man who wasn’t queer, and a lot of women as well, would be dying to make love you if they got the opportunity.”

		

		A jolt of sexual tension shot through Grace’s whole body as Kinsey said “and a lot of women as well”. The look in Kinsey’s startlingly blue eyes when she said it reminded Grace of the look in Jack’s eyes out on the patio that first day, when he’d boldly told her that he wanted her in bed with him.

		

		Grace’s thoughts immediately flashed back to the summer of her twelfth year, just before she’d turned thirteen. Her best friend at the time had been Audrey Paulson.

		

		Grace had been the queen of the class that year, as far as sex appeal went. She’d already developed breasts that a lot of grown women would have eagerly traded her for, and her butt and legs had shed their baby fat and begun to reflect the curves that would grow even more pronounced in the near future.

		

		Audrey, in sharp contrast, had still been tall and skinny. The coltish pre-teen had worshipped Grace and had been awed by her appearance. She had used every excuse she could think of to see her more mature friend naked, or semi-naked whenever they swam together that summer or stayed overnight at one another’s houses. She’d been absolutely fascinated by Grace’s big, bountiful breasts.

		

		With a tiny shiver, she remembered the night in Audrey’s bedroom when the other girl had first touched nipples with her. They had been gossiping about boys, getting undressed and into their pajamas. Audrey had asked her if she’d ever made out with a guy, and Grace had admitted that she had, on several occasions, and that the boys always tried to take things a step further. She confided to Audrey that boys always tried to cop a feel as they kissed her.

		

		“God, Grace, who would blame them for wanting to touch those big, beautiful things?” Audrey had said, staring raptly at Grace’s naked tits as she said it.

		

		The lanky girl had then shifted her gaze upward, to Grace’s eyes, as she’d whispered plaintively, “I’ve never kissed a guy. Show me how to do it, please? Come on, I know the boys all want you. Show me what to do!”

		

		And then they’d been kissing, Audrey’s erect little nipples standing out from her tiny mounds, rubbing against Grace’s own big set. What seemed like an electric charge had coursed through the half naked girls as their tongues had touched and their breasts had jerked in unison while they made out.

		

		It had been an easy jump from there to Grace’s teaching Audrey what it felt like to have her nipples licked and sucked. A few of her own young suitors had gotten that far with her already, and Grace, having just loved it, eagerly showed Audrey what it was all about, once their passionate make out sessions had heated both of their girlish libidos up to a low boil.

		

		By the end of the summer, they had found themselves in bed together a number of times, completely naked and French-kissing like crazy. They had come to love each other’s mouths on their nipples, and their fingers stroking slick little pre-teen pussies to wondrous climaxes as they kissed.

		

		Each of them had been too big a scaredy-cat to actually lick the other down there. But things had definitely been moving in that direction when school had started that fall and Audrey’s father had accepted a job in another state, permanently separating the two of them.

		

		Grace had thought long and hard about what she’d done with Audrey after her friend had moved away, and it had frightened her so much that she had carefully avoided sexual contact with other females ever since. With her looks and build, she had been the object of numerous lesbian advances over the years, but she’d always resisted the urge to venture any further down that particular path. Truthfully, part of her fear came from her concern that--based on her limited experiences with Audrey—she might end up liking it a little too much!

		

		Now, it seemed she was being tempted again. Kinsey was incredibly beautiful, and was as sexual a creature as Grace had ever met…except possibly for her husband!

		

		“Are your nipples really as small as Jack says they are?” Kinsey whispered playfully; her lips just inches from Grace’s as they sat close to each other on the couch. “That seems so unlikely, with tits the size of yours.”

		

		Grace shivered, another pulse of pre-orgasmic pleasure shooting through her as Kinsey continued to stroke the skin of her cheek lightly and stare into her eyes. She put her empty wine glass next to Kinsey’s on the table and asked softly, “Did Jack tell you that?”

		

		“Of course,” Kinsey smiled and licked her full, plump lips invitingly, her head moving closer. “He told me everything, darling. He even shared with me that your pussy juice is as sweet as honey.”

		

		Grace moaned and closed her eyes, knowing Kinsey was about to kiss her. She wasn’t wrong.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Grace sighed as Kinsey’s soft, sweet lips found hers and her tongue slipped into Grace’s mouth.

		

		She remembered all of those hot, sultry nights with Audrey--all of those steamy, girlish kisses, those innocent young orgasms.

		

		Kinsey’s anything but innocent! She realized as the woman’s other arm slipped around her and their breasts touched through their clothes and bras for the first time as the fiery kiss went on and on. She probably knows things about sex that I can only fantasize about!

		

		“Where’s your bedroom, baby?” the older woman panted when she finally moved her lips away from Grace’s at last. “I need to get naked with you! I need to suck those huge titties of yours so bad, darling!”

		

		Grace found herself too turned on to speak. She eased out of Kinsey’s embrace and got shakily to her feet, taking her new lover’s hand in hers and pulling her up off the couch too. They made their way through the house quickly, to the master bedroom, where their clothes came off in a frenzy of unbuttoning, unsnapping, tugging, and tossing.

		

		“Jesus! You have the most magnificent tits I’ve ever seen!” Kinsey said, sounding slightly awe-struck a she stared at Grace’s bared breasts.

		

		Grace felt herself blush, but managed to stammer, “Thank you. Yours are wonderful too, they’re so firm and full, and your nipples are so pink!”

		

		Kinsey wrapped her bare arms around Grace and drew her in tight, their breasts and nipples mashing together. They passionately once more, their tongues finding each other instantly, and Grace felt her pussy gushing out lube.

		

		Pushing the smaller woman down onto the bed and getting on it with her, Kinsey rolled Grace onto her back. She rubbed her tits all over Grace’s and ground her very erect little clit against her new lover’s juicy lips as they kissed. Kinsey’s own pussy lips were bare as could be, except for a close-trimmed patch of black fur across the top of her mons. She pushed her pelvis against Grace’s and drug her clit over the sodden blonde pubic thatch she found there until their two small clit-beads collided.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Grace moaned, working her cunny against Kinsey’s as she pushed her big knockers upward, seeking more of the other girl’s aroused nipples against her own.

		

		This is so fantastic…so very…hot! I’ve always sort of wanted to try this, but I was too afraid to let myself, in the past, Grace thought as the fires raged hotter and hotter in her breasts and pussy. But since I became Jack’s mistress, nothing seems too kinky…too forbidden for me to try! I know he’d love the fact that I’m naked and in bed with his wife.

		

		“God, but Jack was right about you!” Kinsey pulled her lips from Grace’s at that moment and panted, staring into her eyes from inches away. “You’re so incredibly sensual, Grace, so…passionate! You’re, like, the epitome of Sex come to life, all in one luscious body!”

		

		Grace laughed, suddenly feeling freer and sexier and happier than she ever had in her life as she looked up at the other woman and whispered back, “Oh? I thought that described you, Kinsey! Now come here and love me some more!”

		

		She slipped her fingers through the surprised Kinsey’s long, curly black locks and drew her head downward, opening her mouth to admit the other woman’s slippery tongue. The two of them writhed and kissed and licked until neither could stand it a moment longer.

		

		“I’ve got to suck these big beauties!” Kinsey gasped as they finally separated.

		

		The dark-haired woman dove on Grace’s nipples, sucking the right one hungrily, maddeningly, until Grace was moaning and tugging at her curls, drawing her lips in even tighter. Kinsey switched tits and nipped at Grace’s spiky nipple with her sharp front teeth as she sucked.

		

		“Oh, God, yes!” Grace pleaded. “Suck ‘em! Bite ‘em! Love my titties for me, you beautiful bitch!”

		

		Kinsey slipped a finger into Grace’s scalding-hot lips and teased her clit as she went back to work on the right breast. Grace whimpered in ecstasy and worked her pussy shamelessly against the other woman’s finger.

		

		“That’s it--play with my clit!” she begged. “Finger-fuck me while you eat my big boobies!”

		

		The obviously very experienced brunette worked Grace up into a frenzy but stopped just short of getting her off. When she was moaning and panting for breath and moving her hips frantically up and down under the gliding finger, Kinsey stopped sucking and moved her body upward just slightly. Her nice-sized rack dangled just above Grace’s open, gasping mouth.

		

		“How about you, hot-stuff?” she asked in a teasing voice. “Don’t you want to taste some titty?”

		

		Grace made a mewling, hungry sound and engulfed Kinsey’s thoroughly erect right nipple between her lips and began to suck eagerly at it. Kinsey sighed and pushed her mound down further into Grace’s adoring mouth.

		

		So much bigger than poor little Audrey’s were! Grace thought as she sucked and nipped at the sweet pod of flesh. And that makes them so much more fun to suck and lick!

		

		“Jesus! Jesus, baby, what a hot titty-gobbler you are!” Kinsey groaned after a few more seconds of Grace’s frantic oral attention to her breast. She pulled her right nipple out of the girl’s needy lips and shoved her left one down into them instead, her eyes half closed from the intense pleasure Grace’s mouth was giving her.

		

		“How about pussy,” Kinsey murmured after Grace had worshiped her nipples for another minute or so, “do you lick cunny as well as you suck tit?”

		

		“I…I’ve never done that before,” Grace managed to gasp as her mouth came off Kinsey’s delicious breasts.

		

		She flashed the other girl her naughtiest smile and admitted in a breathy whisper, “But I want to learn how—I want to eat your pussy, Kinsey! And I want you to eat mine!”

		

		“Oh, fuck, yes!” Kinsey hissed excitedly, beginning to push herself up off Grace’s lush body.

		

		In seconds, she had turned around and she was in the classic “sixty-nine” position. Grace was staring upward, right into her clean-shaven pink gash. Kinsey ran her tongue up and down Grace’s slit and the blonde girl shivered from head to toe.

		

		That feels so fucking good! Grace told herself. And, God help me, her pussy looks so juicy and pink and totally…edible that I can’t help myself…I’ve got to try it!

		

		Grace boldly shoved her tongue up into Kinsey’s glistening folds and sucked. Hot, sweet, slick pussy lube flooded into her mouth. It ran across her taste buds and she discovered, to her intense relief and pleasure, that Kinsey’s cunt juice was just as tasty as her own!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Grace sighed as she swallowed her first mouthful of girl nectar and eagerly licked for more.

		

		Licking pussy is wonderful! It’s as much fun as sucking cock!

		

		She sucked Kinsey’s tiny bead of clit into her lips and batted it experimentally with her tongue tip, just the way Jack had done the same trick with hers when he’d eaten her all those times. Kinsey made a sound like she was being strangled and her mouth suddenly went crazy on Grace’s own clit.

		

		Oh, God, but this is fantastic! Grace thought.

		

		That turned out to be her last really coherent thought for a while. The two women sucked and licked and nipped and fingered each other frantically for what seemed like forever. Kinsey made Grace come at least four times in rapid succession. Time seemed to stand still. There was only the taste and feel and essence of pussy…sweet, throbbing, climaxing pussy!

		

		“Enough, baby!” Kinsey managed to gasp at last, pulling away from Grace.

		

		She turned around and gathered Grace into her arms and kissed her, both their mouths gleaming with girl-oil and come. Laughing, she broke off the kiss, shaking her head in amazement.

		

		“Jack said you were the hottest woman he’s ever been in bed with—maybe even hotter than me!” Kinsey sighed, still smiling at Grace. “I didn’t think that was even possible…until I got you into bed, you gorgeous piece of ass, you!”

		

		After a few deep breaths, Kinsey went on to add incredulously, “God, but you’re a hot-pussied little slut, Grace! And I mean that in the most complementary way possible, believe me!”

		

		Grace felt herself blush slightly, but she was too aroused by what she’d just done with Kinsey to really get very embarrassed. She smiled shyly and whispered, “You’re pretty terrific yourself. Jack said he couldn’t make up is mind who was hotter in the sack…you or me.”

		

		Kinsey’s grin was enormous as she said, “Well, we’ll just have to see about that, now won’t we?”

		

		“How will we do that?”

		

		The older girl ran her fingers through Grace’s golden locks and gave her a quick kiss on the mouth. She flashed her new lover an impish smile and said softly. “My kids have just spent a week out of town. Donna is almost thirteen and her brother, Jackie, is nine. So naturally they’re both dying to see their friends and catch up on what went on in the neighborhood while they were away at grandma and grandpa’s.”

		

		She tousled Grace’s hair and gave her a saucy wink. “So, I’ve arranged for them to sleep over tomorrow night at two of their little friend’s houses and go to school from there on Monday morning. That will give Jack and me…and you, beautiful, all of tomorrow afternoon and tomorrow night to play together! We want you to come to lunch at our house tomorrow—just like you did last Sunday.”

		

		She leaned and gave Grace a quick kiss, with lots of teasing tongue, and when she finally broke it off, she whispered, “Then, when it’s all three of us in our big bed…then we’ll see who’s hot and who’s even hotter, now won’t we?”

		

		A huge thrill shot through Grace’s body. She gathered Kinsey into her embrace and murmured, just before their lips met again, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 11

		

		Grace actually had trouble getting out of bed and making it out to the Ingram’s house by one o’clock that Sunday afternoon. Kinsey had stayed until eleven the night before. And by the time she’d left, Grace had been so caught in the grip of sated exhaustion that she’d fallen into a deep sleep and had barely moved in the big bed until she’d finally stirred back to life at ten-thirty the next morning.

		

		God, what a hot bitch that Kinsey is, was Grace’s first thought upon finally awakening.

		

		She’d had a huge smile on her face as she’d drug herself out of bed and headed in to the shower. Before leaving the night before, Kinsey had showed her some techniques involving tongues, lips, well-lubed anuses, and vibrators that were probably against the law in most civilized countries. So Grace had more than welcomed the hot shower that Sunday morning, hoping that it would steam some of the soreness out of muscles that had never before been used in quite the way they had been used yesterday and last night!

		

		I really, really liked Kinsey’s bare cunny look, Grace thought as she shaved her legs in preparation for today’s tryst with the Ingrams. It’s so nice to lick, with no hair to get in the way, and it makes that cute little pussy of hers even cuter, somehow.

		

		She hesitated, razor in hand, asking herself, what will I say when Jeff sees my new look and asks about it?

		

		After thinking that over for a moment, she smiled and began carefully shaving every last pubic hair from around her mons and pussy lips. She decided she’d just tell him that she was experimenting—trying to make herself sexier and more appealing for him.

		

		He couldn’t argue with that, now could he? What man would?

		

		When she was finished, and had dried herself off thoroughly, she went back into the bedroom and picked out her sheerest pair of thong panties, her shortest skirt, and a pair of short heels. She added a pair of ped stockings and a red sweater that she intended to wear braless.

		

		No point in wearing a lot of clothes, since I imagine I’m going to spend the day pretty much naked once I get to Jack and Kinsey’s place, she thought excitedly as she got in the car to drive to her luncheon rendezvous. I can’t fucking wait!

		

		Kinsey opened the front door moments after Grace rang the bell. She greeted her luncheon guest like a long-lost sister, with a huge smile and a warm embrace, complete with a big kiss. The only thing un-sisterly about the greeting was the way she rubbed her large breasts against Grace’s even bigger ones as they hugged one another and the sensual tongue-work included in their kiss.

		

		“Mmmmmm, I’m so glad that you could join us today!” Kinsey sighed when she at last pulled her lips from Grace’s and slid an arm over the shorter woman’s shoulders. She closed the door and steered her guest through the big living room and out onto the patio.

		

		“Ahhhh, I see out delicious little treat is here right on time,” Jack said, the size of his smile easily matching that of his excited wife’s as he came over from the grill to greet them.

		

		“Treat?” Grace asked quizzically, smiling back at him.

		

		“You bet,” the handsome man answered, reaching for her and gently tugging her out from underneath Kinsey’s arm. “Both of us plan on enjoying those unbelievable tits and that sweet little pussy of yours for desert, after lunch, babe.”

		

		Before she could say a word in reply, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her passionately, his tongue pushing immediately into her mouth. Grace stiffened, keenly aware that her lover’s wife was standing right behind her, watching.

		

		But then she figured--What the hell? That’s what this little get-together is all about, now isn’t it? So she let herself relax in Jack’s strong arms and kissed him back, rubbing her big, braless breasts against his shirtfront just as she had Kinsey’s moments before.

		After what had to have been a full minute of the thrilling kiss/frenching session, Kinsey cleared her throat loudly and said with a laugh, “Hey, Romeo, don’t let our lunch burn up. You can make out with and fondle our new little playmate all you want after we eat, okay?”

		

		Chuckling, Jack slowly broke off the kiss. He reached behind Grace and pulled Kinsey in next to her. He then leaned over and gave his wife a searing, tongue-filled kiss, his right arm still around Grace, his left one encircling Kinsey. Pulling his head his lips away from Kinsey, he turned his head and slightly and gave Grace another, similar, scintillating kiss before finally stepping back away from both of them.

		

		“God, you two are so gorgeous together,” he said with a big, satisfied-looking grin and a sigh. “I can’t wait to see you both naked in the same bed…that’s going to be sensational!”

		

		Kinsey slipped her arm around Grace’s slender waist and hugged her as both women laughed at Jack’s obvious male eagerness. Grace leaned over, bussed Kinsey lightly on the cheek, and queried her host, “What’s for lunch, Jack, darling? I’m hungry…as well as horny!”

		

		He smiled broadly at that admission and replied, “Cornish game hens, and I’ve got a great Chablis to go with them, all chilled up in the ice bucket. Why don’t you and Kins have a seat at the table and get yourselves a glassful while I check on lunch?”

		

		They did just as he suggested, helping themselves to a large glass of the perfectly chilled white wine and taking a seat at the table. Jack went over to the barbeque, opened it, and turned the halved-hens over on the grill. Kinsey smiled over at Grace and she felt her clit throb lightly at the heat from the smile.

		

		This is so exciting! Grace thought to herself. Even though I’ve already been with both of them, and done everything imaginable with the two of them separately, somehow the prospect of being with the pair of them…together…is even more thrilling than I fantasized it would be!

		

		She sipped her wine and then, just to make polite conversation, asked Jack’s wife about her recent trip to Texas. Kinsey flashed a huge, conspiratorial smile and leaned closer to Grace. In a low whisper, she confided, “Well, I left the kids with my folks for the first couple of days. I told them I was driving down to Galveston to visit an old girlfriend of mine.”

		

		She went on to say, “I did drive down to Galveston, but of course there was no old girlfriend. I checked into a wonderful hotel called the Tremont House—private elevator to my suite, wet-bar in the room, marble floors, all of that good stuff—and met up with my boyfriend from high school, Kent? I know Jack told you about him, right?”

		

		Grace nodded, her interest instantly piqued. She couldn’t believe Kinsey was being so forthright about her recent extramarital tryst.

		

		“We fucked like a couple of randy teenagers for two days and nights!” Kinsey shared, giggling like a naughty schoolgirl, and then drinking some more of her wine. “Kent’s still as handsome as sin, all trim and muscular, and he’s got a dick that puts Jack’s to shame!”

		

		“No way—how can you say that?” Grace found herself gasping. Jack was huge!

		

		“Oh, I’m not putting my baby’s equipment down, not really,” Kinsey replied with a smug little smile. “Jack’s about nine inches or so when he’s hard, and he’s got a nice heft to him, too, I’ll admit.”

		

		But she gave Grace a conspiratorial wink and then added, “Kent’s is closer to eleven inches long, and it’s as big around as a can of Coke!”

		

		“Jeeeezus!” Grace murmured her eyes wide.

		

		“And you should see his balls—they’re as big as a pair of large tangerines!” Kinsey whispered. “When his cock goes off in your mouth, it’s like someone opened a hydrant!”

		

		Grace shivered in her chair and drank more of the icy Chablis. The mental image of lovely, sexy, libertine Kinsey doing all sorts of debauched things with a huge elephant-dick like the one she had just described made Grace’s cunny suddenly damp and her smallish nipples firm up inside her blouse.

		

		“So, what are you ladies whispering about so secretively?” Jack asked as he came over to the table and poured himself a glass of the wine.

		

		“About how big Kent’s cock is and how fantastic it feels when he blasts a load of cream out of those huge nuts of his and into my mouth,” Kinsey said brightly, staring up at her husband with a faux-innocent, teasing little smile on her face.

		

		Jack laughed easily and took a sip of his wine, clearly used to his wife’s little digs concerning her old boyfriend’s size. He turned toward Grace and said, “I love it when Kins goes down to Texas to see Kent. He’s a real cocksman and he always seems to recharge her batteries for her, sexually. Don’t get me wrong--she’s terrific in the sack all the time, but she’s even more horny and adventurous than usual when she gets back from a few days of getting her brains banged out by old Kent’s big boy.”

		

		Grace gave him a weak smile in return and took a big slug of her wine. She knew that Jack and his wife had few secrets from one another, but still… She was still slightly shocked to be sitting out here on this beautiful patio, sipping wine in the mid-winter sunshine, and listening to Jack praise another man’s sexual prowess with his wife!

		

		It’s a little weird. But it’s kind of kinky and…hot, too! She admitted to herself.

		

		“Kins, would you be so kind as to go in and get another bottle of this wine out of the bar fridge?” Jack asked her. “I think the hens are about done, so let’s eat.”

		

		Looking down at Grace, smiling like the cat eying the canary, he said, “I’m anxious to get lunch over with so that we can have desert.”

		

		Lunch was excellent—with Jack once again proving that he was a master of the grill. The three of them wolfed down their respective servings of the Cornish game hen, salad, and rice pilaf as they occupied themselves with innocuous conversation about the non-sexual aspects of Kinsey’s recent trip to Texas. They also discussed possible themes for this summer’s Fourth of July picnic and fireworks show, which would be held seven months from now, right in the patio/pool area where they now sat.

		

		When the meal was finished, Grace helped Kinsey clear the table, get the left over food put away, the dishes rinsed and in the dishwasher. They had consumed a bottle of the excellent Chablis before lunch and most of another one with lunch, finishing off the last of it as they tidied up the kitchen.

		

		Grace was feeling just right. Her natural inclination toward nervousness—quite natural, in view of the all-night mini-orgy she was about to participate in—was balanced out by the several glasses of wine she’d had since she’d arrived at the Ingrams’.

		

		Kinsey tossed her dishtowel on the counter and walked over to her. With a big, sexy smile playing across her beautiful face, the older woman took Grace’s hand and led her out of the kitchen, through the big house and to the stairs.

		

		When they reached the master bedroom, they stopped in the open doorway to stare in at Jack, who sat naked in the center of the bed, his back resting against the pillows piled in front of the headboard, a big smile on his face. The room was duskily lit, as it had been last Sunday, when he had first brought Grace up here after their first lunch together.

		

		“What, no hard on yet, honey?” Kinsey asked with a small laugh.

		

		“A man needs inspiration for that sort of thing, darling,” Jack said, eying the pair of them expectantly.

		

		“I think we can provide that with no problem,” his wife said, gathering Grace into her embrace.

		

		Their kiss was long and sensual, with lots of obvious tongue-action. After just a few seconds, Grace moaned softly, her nipples hardening instantly against the front of her sweater. She ran her fingers through Kinsey’s incredible mane of curly, raven-black hair and rubbed her chest against the other woman’s nice tits.

		

		Kinsey reached down and took the hem of Grace’s sweater in both hands and eased it upward. The two of them moved apart slightly, so that Kinsey could work the garment further upward, over Grace’s mountainous breasts. Their mouths separated for only moments while Kinsey pulled the sweater all the way up over Grace’s head and upraised arms and tossed it down onto the carpet.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Grace sighed, their lips coming back together and Kinsey’s hot little tongue re-entering her mouth as the other woman’s hands reached up to claim a naked breast in each.

		

		God, but she knows just how to play with them! Grace thought, her tiny spikes pulsing with joy under Kinsey’s deft fingers, her pussy flooding with lube.

		

		Wanting to return the favor, she reached behind Kinsey, her fingers seeking the hook holding the ravishing brunette’s sundress closed, undid it, and then pulled the zipper all the way down. Her lips never leaving Grace’s, Kinsey moved back a tiny bit, removing her fingers temporarily from the blonde girl’s breasts, so that her lover could pull the dress off and let it drop to the floor.

		

		Kinsey undid Grace’s abbreviated skirt and eased it off her lush little ass. The two of them now stood embracing, kissing, clad only in pairs of wispy thong panties and their shoes. Their hands had crept back upward and each of them had the other’s erect breast tips in hand, teasing and rolling them between their fingertips as they kissed.

		

		“Damn, you two are dynamite together!” Jack’s aroused-sounding voice hissed eagerly in the darkened room.

		

		Grace opened her eyes and glanced over at the bed. Jack’s big cock was more than half hard now, towering up above his large nut sac as he laid back against the pillows, watching the two of them, a leering smile on his handsome face.

		

		Kinsey pulled her mouth away and slid her hands down onto Grace’s ass. She flicked the panties off, and her hands followed them downward, gliding along Grace’s legs as the tall brunette went down onto her knees in front of her.

		

		“Oooh, you shaved it, you hot little minx!” Kinsey sighed, staring up at Grace’s now bald pussy lips approvingly. “It looks positively delicious!”

		

		Kissing the tiny, very wet pink lips lightly, Kinsey shoved her tongue upward, piercing them and wriggling it all around as it entered. Grace gasped at how wonderful that hot little wiggler of a tongue felt caressing the insides of her pussy, mashing against her aroused clit. She put her hands on Kinsey’s shoulders and worked her hips against the kneeling girl’s mouth, loving how sweet the beautiful older woman’s tongue felt up inside her.

		

		“Oh, lick it!” Grace moaned--closing her eyes again and tweaking her own nipples as Kinsey ate her pussy expertly. “Suck my clitty, you hot bitch--lap up my pussy juice!”

		

		“Goddamn!” Jack whispered in awe from the bed as he watched his hot-blooded wife’s mouth go crazy on Grace’s cunt.

		

		After another minute or so of showing off for Jack, hunching her cunny against Kinsey’s loving mouth and tongue, Grace felt her knees getting weak. She pushed her lover back away from her just slightly and managed to pant, “On the bed…let’s get on the bed where we can suck pussy together, darling!”

		

		Wordlessly, Kinsey got to her feet, and shucked out of her own panties, her mouth shiny with girl-lube. She licked it off slowly, winking at Grace as she did so. Grace’s clitty throbbed hard as she watched her lover swallow the slick juice.

		

		Grace took Kinsey’s hand and hurried over to the bed. She lay down close, but not too close to Jack, on her back. Kinsey scrambled onto the bed, facing the opposite direction.

		

		“Oh, baby, I’ve been wanting so much to gobble up this pretty little pussy again,” Grace sighed as she drew Kinsey’s shiny-with-girl-oil cunny downward.

		

		She pushed her face up into it and licked out a tongue-full of the hot, sweet juice, swallowing it loudly. Kinsey moaned and began to lick Grace’s petite slit again in return.

		

		Jack was up on his knees now, watching intently as his wife and mistress passionately sixty-nined each other. His hand was wrapped around his prick as he watched Grace push her lips up and down over Kinsey’s lust-slicked hole, thrusting her tongue into it and then lapping at his wife’s erect little clit.

		

		“That’s right, eat each other right up, you pretty bitches!” he whispered, his dick jerking in his fist. “Fuck, what a gorgeous pair of cunt-lappers you two are!”

		

		Kinsey stopped licking cunny for a moment and looked back over her shoulder at him. With a naughty grin, she said, “Feel free to jump in any time, darling. If you see something you like, shove that big cock into it, why don’t you?”

		

		More that happy to take her up on her invitation, Jack shuffled over behind his wife on his knees. He lined is brick-hard cock up with her pussy and eased it into her, Grace’s tongue lapped at his hard on as it slid inside the pink flutes of Kinsey’s cunny.

		

		Oooh, this is so hot—seeing that long, fat dick of his glide into her sweet little pussy slit is so incredibly exciting! I’ve never seen another woman getting a cock before, especially not from two inches away!

		

		As the married couple began to fuck in earnest, Grace felt like a kid in a candy store. She could barely decide what to do next! First she lapped at Kinsey’s clit, and then she dragged her tongue along Jack’s pussy-oil-slickened cock shaft as it went in and out, and finally she began to tease his dangling ball sac with it.

		

		“Jesus, that’s it—lick my hot balls, you sexy little bitch!” Jack gasped, ramming into his wife. “Suck my nuts while I bang Kinsey’s tight pussy!”

		

		Grace slid just a bit further down the bed and opened her mouth wide. She sucked Jack’s hairy, wrinkled sac into her mouth and bathed it with her hot spittle while he continued to slide his cock in and out of his wife’s juicy cunt. His balls were so big that she could barely fit them both into her mouth at once, but she finally managed it.

		

		“Ohhhhh, oh, fuck, that feels nice!” he panted. “She’s suckin’ my ball sac, Kins! What hot puss our little Grace is!”

		

		Kinsey lapped wildly at Grace’s clit and mewled enthusiastically, “Ulllllmmmmm!”

		

		God, she’s goin’ nuts on my pussy now! Grace marveled at the way Kinsey seemed to be kissing clit, sucking clit, and tonguing clit, all at the same time—the woman’s mouth and tongue felt like they were everywhere at once. What made her incredible performance even more impressive was the fact that she was still getting her own pussy reamed out by Jack’s thick cock at the same time.

		

		Grace whimpered with lust at the outrageously sweet sensations Kinsey’s frantic licking was coaxing from her pussy. She ran her own tongue all over Jack’s balls, sucking lightly at them as she did so, and basting the big sac in her hot spittle.

		

		Kinsey squealed with joy at that moment, and Grace could see the other woman’s cunny flutter wildly around Jack’s plunging cock. The vibrations from Kinsey’s ecstatic announcement of her latest orgasm reverberated through Grace’s pussy. Coupled with her lover’s still frantic tonguing, it sent Grace tumbling over the edge as well.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Grace moaned around Jack’s nut sac, tossing her pussy up off the mattress against Kinsey’s hot mouth even harder--her whole body beginning to quiver as the fierce climax seized her.

		

		God, three-way sex is so incredible! She managed that one coherent thought as she shivered beneath Kinsey’s wild tonguing. The next few moments were a torrent of red-tinged images, hot pulses of come-sensations, and feelings of utter elation about how lucky she was to have “gotten to know” the Ingrams!

		

		Before Grace could further gather her thoughts, Jack made sure that she got to know them even more intimately. Easing his nuts out of Grace’s softly sucking mouth; he slid his still very hard prick out of Kinsey’s sated pussy and fed it down into Grace’s lips. She eagerly licked all around the fat cock head, tasting Kinsey’s sweet juice all over it.

		

		Kinsey slid off to one side and watched as Jack fucked his prick down into Grace’s mouth a few times, smiling down at her as she watched Grace lick all around his gooey shaft. He then pulled free of her mouth and turned her over onto her tummy. Lining his cock up with her lips once more, he fed it slowly back into her mouth and throat, all the way up to his pubic fur.

		

		“Get the lube,” he whispered urgently to his wife as he face-fucked Grace. “Grease that cute little bunghole of hers up and get ready to eat some more pussy, darling!”

		

		Kinsey made her way across the bed to the nightstand and retrieved the tube of sex grease from the top drawer. Grace moaned softly as Kinsey pushed a big glob of the slippery goo up inside her anus and began to ass-fuck her with two long, slender fingers while Jack continued to ream out her mouth as if it were a second pussy.

		

		This is so hot! Jack’s going to fuck me in the butt while Kinsey eats me again—how wonderful!

		

		After a few more moments of the heady foreplay, Jack slipped his cock free of Grace’s sucking lips and lay back against the pillows at the head of the bed. He reached down and took her by the arms and guided her up onto his chest, and then turned her over onto her back on top of him. Kinsey got between Grace’s splayed open legs and took her husband’s hard prick in her fist. Her bright-blue eyes gleaming with lascivious excitement, Kinsey positioned the head of his huge dick up against Grace’s well greased anal star.

		

		“Let’s see how this big, thick bad boy fits up that cute little pucker of yours, darling!” she whispered as she mashed the tip of her husband’s prick against Grace’s rear entrance.

		

		Jack did the rest, taking a sumptuous breast in each hand and kneading them as he eased his fat cock tip up into her gaped-open anus from underneath her. Grace groaned, more with pleasure than from discomfort, and corkscrewed her lush little ass down onto his pressing prick meat as it entered her.

		

		Kinsey, who was already on her stomach between Grace’s open legs, slithered in closer, until her beautiful face was poised right above the blonde girl’s gushing pussy lips. She kissed the tiny bead of clit and then sucked it in and began to lick as Jack sunk himself balls-deep in Grace’s asshole from underneath.

		

		“Uhhhh! Oh, oh, God, it’s so big!” she sighed, loving the fact that Jack’s cock was back inside her after a few days’ absence--that it was so big, and that Kinsey’s mouth felt like pure heaven on her pulsing clitty! “Fuck me! Oh, Jesus, Jack, fuck me right in the ass while she licks my pussy!”

		

		Jack did just that. For the next several minutes, he pumped his stiff dick in and out of Grace’s tight backdoor as his wife licked cunny like a woman possessed. Kinsey had two fingers of her right hand buried in her own pussy, masturbating like mad as she sucked, licked, and kissed Grace’s cunny. At the same time, Jack had Grace’s erect little pink nipples between his fingers and was tugging gently at them while he banged her up the butt with hard, fast, unrelenting strokes.

		

		“Ohhhhh! Oh, fuck…it feels so damned gooooooood!” Grace wailed at last, her pussy winking hard, in time with her anal sheath, a big jet of girl-come splashing against Kinsey’s adoring mouth, and Grace’s tits jerking under Jack’s teasing fingers.

		

		Jesus, what a come! Grace thought, amazed at how all-encompassing the fiery orgasm felt as it took total possession of her trembling body.

		

		Jack gasped and drove himself in all the way, his fingers gripping her throbbing nipples hard as his cock erupted inside her ass. He groaned with sheer pleasure and pumped another huge gout of semen into her as she wriggled about and mewled happily atop his impaling prick.

		

		“Mmmmmm, how delicious your come is, baby!” Kinsey murmured as she gulped down Grace’s ejaculate, licked for more, and then began to lap up Jack’s cream, too, as it oozed out of her ass from around his buried cock shaft.

		

		“Oh, you, fuckers,” Grace babbled with delight, still coming hard. “You two are such nasty, perverted, incredibly hot fuckers!”

		

		“This has been such a kick!” Kinsey said to Grace.

		

		They were standing in the Ingram kitchen, dressed only in robes, eating late night snacks from the refrigerator. Jack was sprawled out on the big bed upstairs, asleep for the moment after an afternoon and evening of almost continuous, kinky, unbelievably pleasurable three-way sex.

		

		“We used to do this in college, when we were first dating,” Kinsey went on to explain. “Both Jack and I had some very libertine frat brothers and sorority sisters, and we used to have swing and swap, mix-and-match parties all the time.”

		

		She went over and put her fork in the sink and started to gather up the various food containers and place them back in the fridge. Smiling cannily at Grace she said, “After we got married, we stopped doing that sort of thing. Jack fucked other women when he found one that attracted him. I always had Kent waiting in the wings down in Texas for my own pleasure. And we always enjoyed telling each other about our little flings. But we’d pretty much stopped being with other people in front of each other—until today.”

		

		Kinsey closed the fridge and gathered Grace into her arms. Her blue eyes sparkling with renewed lust, she whispered, “I can see now what a mistake that was.”

		

		She gave Grace a long, heated kiss, and then whispered, “Tonight has been utterly fantastic, babe. Jack and I both want you as our steady mistress from here on out…whether it’s all three of us together, like tonight, or separately. You know, like when Jack’s at work and the kids are at school and you and I decide we need to share a little…extracurricular entertainment together during the day, okay?”

		

		

		Grace smiled and nodded her agreement. Hot mornings and afternoons in bed with Kinsey, while Jack and Jeff were at work, followed by sizzling threesomes when Jeff was on the road, or steamy nights together between her and Jack, when Jeff was out of town and Kinsey was down in Texas getting her pussy stuffed full of Kent cock—all of that sounded just about perfect to Grace!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 12

		

		Jeff Prentiss was going to be glad to get home, after this trip. Having finished up in Washington State, the journey back through central Oregon was proving to be, as it always did, boring as hell. He had a cowgirl chick in Klamath Falls that he called sometimes--when he was in the mood for her tall, lanky, ride-me hard, cowboy, action--but he’d decided to pass on her this time.

		

		He hadn’t seen his usual Seattle girl on this trip either, electing just to work like a madman and then turn in early so that he could hit it hard again the next day. Unusual behavior for him but…

		

		Truthfully, the episode with Kat had worn him out. His asshole was still sore from the reaming that huge fake cock had given it, although he had to admit, that monster dildo had really given his prostate a work out, too. He’d shot a jet of come halfway across the room when Kat had finally gotten him off with her well-lubed fist while she’d banged the holy living bejeezus out of his poor ass with that giant bunghole-stretcher!

		

		He twisted about uncomfortably in the seat. His anus clenched involuntarily, a big twinge of sympathetic pain shooting through it as he recalled that particular little adventure once again.

		

		He sighed and mumbled aloud--in the silence of the closed car as he barreled down desolate, deserted highway 197 through eastern Oregon’s high desert country, toward Bend--“Maybe I should cross Kat off my list. That bitch is sexy as hell, and she really gets me off hard!”

		

		But I think she’s about halfway around the bend, too. She’s getting so far into that BDSM shit that she’s starting to scare me. It’s true that sex with her is wild…but that wacko bitch is really beginning to make me nervous!

		

		He thought how good it would feel to get back to his beautiful, undemanding, subservient wife. It would be nice to fuck Grace again for a change; to just rut away in her tight little pussy while she stared up adoringly at him with those gorgeous blue eyes, those incredible tits of hers jiggling all over the place as he balled her…

		

		There wasn’t the same level of forbidden excitement in banging Grace as there was in fucking hot little Wanda, or the make-the-hair-stand up-on-the-back-of your-neck excitement that a session with Kat generated--that was for sure--but there was no pressure, either. He could just pound away to his heart’s content in his loving wife’s glove-tight little sheath, blow his load, and then roll over and go to sleep. And that sort of solid, mediocre sexual liaison sounded pretty darned attractive to Jeff after this strenuous trip!

		

		Hours later--when Jeff was settled into his motel room for the night, fast asleep--Grace was naked in the middle of the Ingrams’ bed. She was on her hands and knees next to an equally naked Kinsey and they were trading Jack’s once more engorged cock back and forth, informally competing to see who gave the best blowjob.

		

		Damn, she’s really good! Grace thought, watching Kinsey suck in every last inch of Jack’s big dick effortlessly, and then push her tongue out to briefly lap at his balls as he was buried in her throat before sucking her way back up the thick stalk. I don’t know if I can manage that little trick with my tongue or not. I thought I was doing pretty well just getting that entire, huge prick in my mouth and down my throat without gagging!

		

		Jack sighed as his wife’s mouth came off his cock. His voice was little more than a faint croak of excited desire as he panted, “You two are killin’ me with all of this hot cock sucking, babe! I’m about to blow…who wants to swallow my load?”

		

		“We may as well make this what they call nowadays a ‘teaching moment’, hadn’t we, dear?” Kinsey said as she smiled up cattily at her husband.

		

		She glanced over at Grace. “Here, darling, you suck his big boy for a little while. Oh, and while you’re licking and sucking…try humming a little tune as well. I’ll do the rest.”

		

		She’ll do the rest? Grace thought as she accepted Jack’s dick back from Kinsey and popped the head into her mouth. With me doing all of that—if I can remember to do all of that at once—what on earth could be left for her to do?

		

		When she reached to bottom of Jack’s thick shaft, her tongue swirling all around him as she hummed a slightly off-key tune, Grace saw Kinsey slide over, on her back, and push her lips upward to engulf both of her husband’s dangling nuts. With a little wink in Grace’s direction, the dazzling brunette began to gargle his big balls loudly in her mouth, her tongue clearly going wild on them. At the same time, she slipped a middle finger up into his hairy anus to caress his prostate.

		

		“Fuck! Oh, holy jumping fuck!” Jack cried out, his whole body jerking as if Kinsey had shoved a cattle prod up his backdoor and fired it up, instead of just a finger.

		

		Grace giggled at his reaction, his cock still deep in her mouth and throat. Kinsey kept on toying with his sensitive gland and gurgling happily around his balls. Grace stopped giggling and went back to humming the tune as she once again began to glide her lips up and down on his thick staff, licking all around it as she went, sucking hard.

		

		“Unnngghhhh! I’m gonna’ come!” Jack gasped, his whole body shaking, his eyes half closed, clearly right on the edge. “Oh, Jesus, Grace…are you ever gonna’ get a mouthful?”

		

		Grace pushed her lips back down his dick, licking and humming as she went, her tight suction never faltering. Kinsey continued to gargle away, her finger diddling his prostate unceasingly.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Jack bellowed, his dick jerking violently in Grace’s mouth.

		

		The biggest gush of hot, gooey, thick semen Grace had ever imagined suddenly filled her mouth, her throat, her…everywhere! The mammoth splash of come was so huge that her mouth couldn’t hold it all. Some of it leaked out from the sides of her sucking lips as she struggled to swallow all of it.

		

		Kinsey quit gargling, spat his balls out, and snaked her tongue out to lap at the overflow. The two of them licked and swallowed and teased Jack with their tongues until his mighty nut sac at last quit its frantic clenching and the torrid flow of spunk abated. Kinsey slowly eased her finger out of his ass.

		

		“Jesus, that was incredible!” Jack finally wheezed happily a full minute later, after his chest had stopped heaving and his cock began to shrivel in Grace’s licking, sucking mouth.

		

		She let his rapidly dwindling dick fall from her lips and instead pushed her mouth down onto Kinsey’s. Once their kiss started, she opened her lips and let the big wad of Jack’s jism that she hadn’t swallowed yet flow into the startled brunette’s mouth, pushing it along with her tongue.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Kinsey purred, clearly loving Grace’s sexy little trick with Jack’s spunk. She slid her gooey tongue over Grace’s and then swallowed most of the slippery spend.

		

		The two women kissed and passed the remnants of Jack’s come back and forth for the better part of a minute while he eagerly watched their antics. At last, he sighed, “Fuck, what pair you two are! You’re the most depraved set of absolutely drop-dead, gorgeous sluts it’s ever been my pleasure to know!”

		

		The girls didn’t acknowledge his “compliment”. They were too busy.

		

		Kinsey pushed Grace over onto her back and moved on top of her, their lips still glued together with slick spunk, their tongues dueling like mad as they kissed and kissed.

		

		Kinsey ground her aroused nipples down into Grace’s equally excited set as their frantic make out session continued. Their fingers found their way into each other’s hair and they stroked each other passionately as the kiss went on and on.

		

		After another few moments, Jack sighed, “Jesus, don’t you two ever wind down?”

		

		His wife looked up at him and smiled. She had his jizz smeared all over her cheeks and lips as she panted, “Girls don’t have to wait for their dicks to get hard again, baby. Watch and enjoy. Feel free to jump in again whenever you’re ready.”

		

		She went back to kissing Grace, rubbing her tits all over the other woman’s big set. Grace glanced past Jack, to the clock on the nightstand. It was coming up on three in the morning.

		

		Fuck it, she thought. Tomorrow’s Monday. I can sleep away half the day to rest up from tonight and still have plenty of time to get everything ready for Jeff’s return on Tuesday.

		

		She pushed her tongue back up into Kinsey’s semen-smeared mouth and wrapped her fingers around the brunette’s long, curly locks, humping her bare pussy slit upward. Kinsey moaned and pulled away, moving her body up a foot or so and then dangling her tits just above Grace’s mouth.

		

		“Suck ‘em for me, baby-girl…pleassssse?”

		

		Grace pressed her jism-slickened mouth around the jutting nipple and eagerly did just that.

		

		On Monday night, at around nine o’clock, Grace finally woke up and felt sufficiently rested to roll out of bed. She’d returned from the Ingram estate at two that afternoon, just before the couple’s children were due to arrive from school. Upon reaching home, she’d taken a long, hot shower, dried herself, and immediately fallen into bed.

		

		Her sleep had been the sleep of the thoroughly exhausted. By the time the three of them had said their goodbyes that afternoon, poor Jack had looked completely fucked out. He was smiling and happy but obviously dead-tired. Even Kinsey—exotic, spectacular, insatiable Kinsey—had looked slightly drawn and ready for a snooze.

		

		Grace, who was ten years younger than her two lovers, had been dragging as well when she’d gotten home. Her pussy and ass hadn’t really hurt from all of the attention they’d received over the last twenty-four hours, but she could definitely tell they’d had a workout.

		

		Now finally awake, Grace put on a robe and shuffled into the kitchen. She took some lunchmeat out of the fridge and made herself a sandwich, grabbing a banana to eat along with it, and a glass of milk. As soon as she’d finished the sandwich, the phone rang.

		

		Jeff, with his nightly check-in call, just like clockwork, she thought, smiling, as she read the caller ID. Sweet, dependable, predictable Jeff—I’ll have to make his homecoming a lot more exciting than usual. No bland, wham-bam, thank you, mam, missionary-position sex for my honey this time, that’s for sure!

		

		“Hey, babe, where are you?” she said, answering the phone on the third ring. “Have you missed me?”

		

		“I’m in Klamath Falls, honey,” he answered, sounding beat after his long drive. “And, God, yes, I’ve missed you like crazy, darling!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, that’s what girl likes to hear from her man,” Grace whispered into the phone, letting a little sexual purr creep into her tone. “I can’t wait for you to get home!”

		

		“Me neither,” Jeff agreed. After a moment’s silence, he added, “The trip has been sensational, sales-wise. I’m near sixty percent above quota. No way am I getting fired now, hon!”

		

		“Oh, that’s terrific news, sweetheart,” Grace gushed happily, meaning every word. “I’ll have to do something extra, extra special for you when you get home, to celebrate.”

		

		“Oh, and what might that be?” Jeff asked cannily.

		

		“You’ll see when you get here, baby boy!” she answered teasingly. “But you’ll like it—I promise!”

		

		They talked for a few more minutes and then Jeff rang off, saying he’d see her by dinnertime, tomorrow night. She smiled and put the phone back into its cradle.

		

		“Well, I have a small errand to run, and then I’ll be as ready as can be for your triumphant homecoming, my conquering hero,” she whispered aloud, heading for the bedroom to get dressed.

		

		“Hot, Sucking Coeds”, “Butt-Banging Big Boys” and “Cum-Swallowing Cuties”—I think these will do, Grace said to herself, dropping the three DVDs into her handheld shopping basket. And I’m definitely buying this, too!

		

		She dropped the long, extremely thick vibrator—molded to look exactly like a man’s actual hard penis, if the man happened to be really hung—into the basket as well. Ignoring the furtive stares of the mostly male clientele of the X-rated shop, she went up to the front counter, where a bored-looking middle-aged man sat on a stool, watching the various patrons peruse the long aisles of perverse merchandise. There were dildos, vibrators, sex lubes of differing smells and flavors, inflatable “love dolls” with gaped pussy apertures, mouths, and anal entrances; movies of every conceivable stripe—males with males, women with women, men with women, voluptuous women with whole herds of large-cocked, eager-looking men surrounding them, ready for a “gangbang”. And, finally, there were men of dubious sexuality; she-male films featuring guys with gorgeous, very feminine faces, bountiful breasts, and huge, very erect pricks to top off their unique “look”.

		

		As the man behind the counter began to ring up her purchases, Grace grabbed a big tube of clear, unflavored but, according to the label, “water-soluble, extra slick” sex lube, and added it to the pile. She was sure her face was bright red by now, as it no doubt had been for the last half hour—ever since she had first summoned up all of her courage and marched her way into this bastion of porn and perversity—but she didn’t care. She needed this stuff to pull off her plan with Jeff, so she was buying it, and that was that!

		

		I never in a million years would have had the courage to come into a store like this and buy this…pornography and these sex aids a week ago, she said to herself as she pulled out a handful of twenties and paid the bill. Being with Jack and Kinsey sure has changed me--I’m not exactly fearless now, but I’m way braver than I ever was before!

		

		“Thank you,” she said, smiling at the man as she accepted her change and the paper sack filled with her purchases from him.

		

		“Damn, this is pretty neat, at that!” Grace whispered aloud an hour later, running her old, comparatively tiny vibrator up and down her drenched-with-pussy-lube labia.

		

		She took her brand new, much larger in diameter, longer vibrator—which now shined with a heavy coating of the sex lube she’d bought along with it—and eased it into her anus. Pushing the old vibrator into her pussy at the same time, she flicked both of them on. Her eyes, as she masturbated both holes at once, were glued to the big screen in her bedroom, where one of the starlets featured in “Butt-banging Big Boys” was taking two real cocks belonging to two of her more well-endowed co-stars up her ass and into her pussy at the same time.

		

		“Oooh, fuck that hot little bitch, why don’t you, you big-dicked bad boys?” Grace whispered aloud, and then giggled, loving the way the two faux cocks felt inside her, humming away, as she plowed them in and out of both her openings while watching the girl onscreen.

		

		This is going to work out pretty nicely, on nights when I can’t get together with either Kinsey or Jack, when Jeff’s gone, Grace thought, her eyes getting heavy-lidded with rising lust as the two buzzing toys did their job and the girl onscreen wailed about how good it felt to get double-fucked.

		

		Who knew masturbation could be so much fun? All a lonely girl really needs is the proper tools and the right visual stimulation!

		

		****

		

		“So, is this the something extra you promised me?” Jeff said with a big smile, taking up another forkful of the delicious pot roast Grace had prepared for him, and then chasing it with a swallow of the perfect cabernet she’d bought to accompany it. “This dinner is incredible, babe.”

		

		“Well, this is part of my surprise…but only a small part,” Grace said enigmatically, smiling across the dining room table at her husband. “I’ll show you the rest in a little while.”

		

		He beamed at her and dug in heartily. The huge smile on his face clearly showed how happy he was to be home with his beautiful, level-headed, undemanding little homemaker of a wife…

		

		“Okay, you can come in now,” Grace’s voice called from the bedroom.

		

		Jeff opened the door and came in. The lights were off and the room was bathed instead in the soft glow coming from two large candles his wife had placed on the dresser and on his nightstand. Grace was laying in the middle of their king bed, the most diaphanous, silky, exotic-looking nightgown Jeff had ever seen her in draped over her luscious breasts and pert little ass. It was crimson, and so sheer that she might as well have been naked. She smiled up at him enticingly, and turned over.

		

		“Y-Your bush—you completely shaved your bush!” Jeff gasped when he saw her bare cunny for the first time, through the gauzy red fabric.

		

		She grinned at him like a little girl who knew she was being naughty. Slowly, tantalizingly, she drew the hem upward, showing off her new fully-shaved look. She opened her legs wider, so that he could see that her smallish pink lips were already wet and shiny with excitement.

		

		“Do you like it?” she purred, moving her upper torso slightly, so that her massive breasts, with their tiny but very erect pink nipples, rolled around fetchingly under the see-through garment. “I decided while you were away that--since you were working so incredibly hard out on the road to save us from ruin--the least I could do was to try and make myself sexier for you when you got home.”

		

		Her blue eyes gleaming with excitement, she turned toward the nearby nightstand and opened the top drawer. Turning back, she tossed the three X-rated movies she had bought onto the foot of the bed near where he stood.

		

		As his eyes grew wide from reading the lurid titles, she rushed to explain, “I bought those and watched them…several times each. All of those porn girls seem to be shaved…so I decided to see if you liked that look on me, darling.”

		

		She opened her legs even wider and rolled her hips, pushing her very wet, very pink little pussy upward for his inspection. Keeping an innocent, fawn-eyed look on her pretty face she whispered, “Well…do you, darling? Do you…like…it?

		

		“Oh, God, like that!” Grace moaned--humping her pussy hard against Jeff’s licking tongue. “Oh, honey, that’s perfect—eat it just like that, you hot baby!”

		

		Jeff was naked between her legs, licking cunny like a crazy man. He eagerly ran his face all over his wife’s juicy, hairless twat, slurping and swallowing and lapping for more of her succulent, sweet oil.

		

		Grace’s nightgown was long gone. It had vanished seconds after Jeff had torn off his clothes and pounced on her offered cunny like some sort of wild animal on its prey, after she’d teased him with her little “Do you…like… it?” question moments ago.

		

		“Oh, baby, you’re eating me so well!” she sighed, tugging at her aroused nipples, rolling her hips up against his insistent, sucking mouth. “You’re gonna’ make your little Grace come, darling! I’m gonna’ come on that naughty tongue of yours!”

		

		Jeff babbled something undecipherable into her pussy, hungrily lapping at it. She’d never seen him so turned on—not even on the night of their third date, when she had finally given in and let him fuck her for the first time!

		

		“Yesssssssss!” Grace wailed, not faking her orgasm even a little bit.

		

		God, this is great! Jeff is sucking pussy like he really knows what he’s doing tonight! And, oh, dear God, am I ever coming?

		

		What are you doing, darling?” Jeff panted, lying on his back, trying to catch his breath after his wife’s spectacular orgasm.

		

		She was on her tummy between his legs, her mouth over his upright, throbbing dick. Grace smiled at him in a way he’d never seen her smile before.

		

		“Turnabout is fair play,” she whispered, winking at him, taking his prick by its base between her thumb and two fingers and running her tongue all around his cock head. “Enjoy, sweetie—I’ve been watching those nasty porn girls do this all week now…and I think I’ve picked up a few pointers.”

		

		Jeff’s whole prick disappeared into Grace’s mouth, slowly, like a small animal trapped in a large snake’s jaws. Her tongue caressed him all the way down, swirling and teasing his hot pole of flesh. She took him all—all the way down to his hairy nut sac—and then her tongue came out to lick all around his balls as she deep-throated him.

		

		“Holy fuck!” he gasped, not quite believing what he was seeing, what he was feeling!

		

		Grace smiled as best she could with her mouth and throat stuffed with hard cock. She sucked her way back up and then ate him again, her tongue never still.

		

		Just when Jeff was sighing and moaning and shaking his head in utter disbelief at the unreal blowjob his usually reluctant little wife was giving him, Grace wet her middle finger and slipped it up his ass. She found his prostate, and began to stroke it as she picked up her pace. Jeff shivered from head to toe, his eyes suddenly as big as quarters.

		

		“Oh, oh, dear God!” he managed to croak.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Grace sang happily, humming a tune as she blew him, her tongue twirling around and around, her lips moving ever faster, the suction increasing a little with each pass.

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh!” her husband screamed at the top of his lungs, his jism rocketing out of his balls and up his cock shaft to spatter against the back of her throat.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” she hummed again, swallowing it hungrily and licking in search of more…

		

		“Are…are you sure about this, Gracie?” Jeff sounded very hesitant. “You really didn’t like doing this the last time we tried it a few years back.”

		

		“You saved us, with all of your hard work, darling.”

		

		On her hands and knees in front of him, looking back over her shoulder, love gleaming in her eyes, Grace added, “I decided that the least I could do was give you the best sex I could when you were home. I want everything to be perfect for you, darling, so go ahead.”

		

		She smiled encouragingly at him and said, “All of those porn hotties seem to love getting it this way, so I’m sure that if they can all do it, then I can get used to doing it this way, too.”

		

		With a small shrug, Jeff began to feed his lubed up cock into his wife’s very slippery-with-sex-grease ass. Grace moaned convincingly--hoping that Jeff would think what she was giving him was a huge sacrifice on her part--and opened her tiny pink star to him.

		

		God, but that feels nice! She thought as he slowly pierced her.

		

		After several sessions with her thick new vibrator, not to mention last week with Jack, Jeff’s slightly smaller, thinner dick felt absolutely great up her ass! Taking him back there was a breeze, but she was careful not to let him know that!

		

		“Oh, darling, go slow!” she begged, sounding quite believable. “You’re so big! Please do my little bottom slow and easy, or you might hurt me, darling!”

		

		Jeff did as she asked, fucking her in the ass slowly, letting her get used to having him back there. Grace drug her nipples across the bedspread and moaned, loving every second of this but not wanting her naïve husband to see just how much she loved it quite yet.

		

		“My clitty!” she sighed. “Oh, God, Jeff, tease my clitty while you do it to me!”

		

		“God, yes!” Jeff gasped, easing his finger onto her clit and toying with it, his ass moving faster and faster as he drilled her tight hole.

		

		Long moments went by. Grace closed her eyes and smiled.

		

		Jesus, but this is fun! She thought. I just adore taking it up the ass now, and my sweet Jeff is so excited!

		

		As if to confirm her thoughts, he groaned in ecstasy at that moment, “Grace…your ass is incredible! Oh, man, but I love fucking this hot little butt of yours, baby!”

		

		“Then…then…go ahead and doooooo it to me, darling,” Grace whined--her cunny fluttering as he caressed her clit and her ass heated up like mad under his hard, steady friction, “fuck me! Fuck me right in the ass!”

		

		Jeff gasped to hear such language coming from his usually staid, sexually conservative little wife. He shivered with lust and banged into her hard and deep, his powerful thrusts making Grace’s big tits jiggle all over the place.

		

		“Jesus, what hot piece you are, babe!” he sighed, really giving it to her now. “God, sweetie, I had no idea what a sexy little thing you could be when you let yourself go!”

		

		Grace moaned and shook her ass for him. She was in the zone now, loving every hot stroke.

		

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckme!” she mumbled over and over again, on the edge of a huge orgasm. “Oh, God, Jeff—fuck me right in the ass, you hot stud!”

		

		Jeff screamed and rammed himself in all the way, pinching her clit as he began to unload into her bowels. He held on tight as Grace bucked beneath him, twisting and squirming, coming hard.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” she wailed. “Oh, God, yes, fuck me, Jeff! You fuck me so good, darling!”

		

		Jeff lay back on the pillows, Grace cuddled next to him. A contented, slightly disbelieving smile played across his handsome face as he touched her hair.

		

		“I think you’d better lay off watching those porn tapes for a while, babe,” he whispered after a while.

		

		Grinning at her surprised look, he added, “I’m not eighteen anymore. If you pick up many more little tricks from those x-rated gals, you’re liable to put me in the hospital, honey. That fantastic little body of yours is damned near a lethal weapon, once you really get going!”

		

		Grace smiled up at him and kissed his manly nipple lightly. She whispered, “Oh, I think you’ll be able to handle it, Jeff, darling. You’re quite the stud. I know you’ve wanted me to act hotter in the bedroom for you—but you’ve always been too much of a gentleman to demand it.”

		

		She stroked his chest fur lightly. “But I’ve made up my mind. If you can buckle down and save everything we’ve both worked so hard for, then the least I can do is learn to be a better wife to you.”

		

		Before he could answer, she pushed herself away from him and hopped out of bed. In moments, she returned from the bathroom with a soapy washcloth and a towel.

		

		“Here, let me clean that big old cock of yours off after you did my bottom so nicely with it, and then we’ll try that cowgirl position I saw in one of those films, okay, darling?” she asked brightly, cleaning his prick carefully, rinsing it with the non-soapy end of the washcloth, and then patting it dry with the towel. “I’m just dying to ride you!”

		

		“Tonight?” Jeff looked aghast. “But, babe, you already sucked me off, and then there was that wonderful anal sex…I don’t know if I’ve got another go-round left in me tonight!”

		“Oh, I bet you do,” she said in a sultry, sexy voice he’d never heard before, as she got onto her stomach next to him and took his now clean cock in her fist.

		

		“I’ll just bet you do, darling,” she murmured as she slipped it between her lush lips and began to suck it.

		

		“Jesus! Oh, Jesus, Grace!” Jeff moaned, shivering all over.

		

		“I finally realized that there’s no point in having huge titties like mine if you don’t use ‘em, right, darling?” Grace whispered up at him, running his saliva-wet dick up and down between her bunched-together breasts, licking his cock head when it emerged from her cleavage as she “titty-fucked” him.

		

		With a pleased smile on her face as she noted how rock-hard he now was, she released his spit-slickened cock and scrambled up over his prone body, lowering her juicy slit down onto him. Grace shook her big tits for him and began to ride.

		

		“Ride ‘em, cowgirl, eh, baby?” she purred, gliding her tight pussy up and down, rolling her breasts around squeezing her own nipples as she rode and rode.

		

		“Fuck!” said Jeff, his eyes wide, looking up at his voluptuous wife as if he’d died and gone to heaven…

		

		Well, he’s not Jack, that’s for sure, Grace thought as she lay contentedly in the dark, cuddled with her exhausted, snoring man. But he’s not bad, either, and I do love him.

		

		Besides, I’ve still got Jack and Kinsey to play with when my darling boy isn’t here, now don’t I? She posited with growing contentment just as sleep overcame her. That’s one of the perks of being a mistress as well as a loving wife, now isn’t it?

		

		The End

		

		Like this little tale? Hate it? Either way, I always welcome your comments and suggestions at ckralston@gmail.com.
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