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CHAPTER ONE 


MEETING TEMPTATION

 Carson Stanley glanced up nervously at every passenger that came down the aisle. So far it looked as if the flight had been lightly booked, from the sparse number of people on the plane as the time for their scheduled departure neared. Or at least that was what she was counting on. 
 God, I hope I get away with this, she kept thinking, I travel so rarely, and I really enjoy looking out the window at the countryside we’re flying over. Why didn’t I think to book myself a window seat in the first place on my flight back home? 
 She gave herself another little mental kick in the pants, chalking up her lack of planning to her relative inexperience with cross-country travel. Here she was; twenty-nine years old and the mother of two small children, and she’d only flown four times in her entire life, even if you counted the two cross-country flights on this trip! 
 At that moment, a steady flow of late-arriving passengers began to stream into the cabin and worked their way down the aisle, toward the rear of the plane, where Carson sat in her illicitly-appropriated window seat. As the airplane gradually filled with more and more people, her heart sank, 
 She looked back out the window wistfully, at the tarmac of Chicago’s O’Hare Airport, just knowing that she was about to lose the seat she was sitting in and be forced to move back over into the middle seat, the one for which she was actually ticketed. Sure enough, a polite-sounding male voice asked, “Excuse me, ma’am, but I think you’re sitting in my seat?” 
 Carson turned and looked up and saw that the voice belonged to the single most gorgeous man she had ever seen in her whole life outside of a movie theater; up on the silver screen. He stood in the aisle looking down at her expectantly. 
 The man was in his thirties, tall and extremely well-built—she could see that even though he was dressed semi-formally in a nice sports coat, a checked shirt, and tan slacks—and he had the bluest eyes, not to mention the most handsome face and charming smile she’d ever experienced. This Adonis-come-to-life, who was patiently smiling down at her, waiting for her to vacate his seat, had teeth so white they belonged in a toothpaste commercial, was perfectly barbered, with stylishly-cut long blond hair, and a set of shoulders so broad they were guaranteed to draw a second look from any woman under eighty! 
 Carson Stanley knew she was what most guys considered a real hottie; with the kind of figure most of them fantasized about. Getting her way with men was second nature to a girl who possessed as many curves as she did, so she resolved to try charming its rightful owner out of this seat.   

Maybe I can work this cutie a little, she thought hopefully, staring up at him, tossing her long, strawberry-blonde hair back over her shoulders and stopping just short of batting her stunning hazel eyes at him. She was very tall for a woman, at five-ten, and extremely voluptuous, with big knockers, a small waist, and an ass which bordered on being too large, but was saved by its being so well-rounded and shapely. 
 “Uh, oh, I’m sorry,” she said, effortlessly projecting the “helpless maiden” aura she was shooting for, undoing her seat belt, then gathering up her purse and her carry-on bag from underneath the seat, “the plane seemed to be half empty for the longest time, and I was so hoping to see a little more of the country as we flew over it. I’m in the middle seat, actually.” 
 “Please, stay where you are,” the man relented, clearly won over by her stellar looks and the flirtatious way she was staring up at him, as he opened the overhead storage bin and hefted his carry-on suitcase upward and into an empty space. 
  “I fly all the time,” he explained, “so looking out the window at America lost its charm for me a long while ago. On top of that, I’m really beat today, so I’ll probably end up dozing for half of this flight anyway. Please take the window seat, with my compliments…Mrs.….?” 
 He was staring down at the modest wedding set on her left hand. She beamed up at him happily and said, “Mrs. Stanley, I’m Carson Stanley, and thank you ever so much, mister…?” 
 Sliding down into the middle seat and stowing away a thin-line leather briefcase beneath it, he said, “I’m William Cypress. It’s always a pleasure to meet such a lovely and charming young lady, Carson. May I call you Carson?” 
 “Please do,” she said, still smiling hugely at him. 
 God, he’s even better looking close up! He’s absolutely perfect, like a male model or an actor, or something. 
 “So, do you live in Portland, Carson?” 
 “No, I live down in the other end of the state, in Medford, Mr. Cypress. I’m flying back from Ohio. I was Maid of Honor at my youngest sister’s wedding last weekend.” 
 “Please, if it’s alright for me to call you Carson, then you simply must call me William, or Will, for that matter, okay?” 
 “Sure. Will it is, then,” she agreed, still slightly lost in those gorgeous blue eyes of his. “Do you live in Portland?” 
 “No, I’m down by you, in Ashland.” 
 She laughed, as if that explained everything. “I see. So, are you an actor, or a director, or something?” 
 Ashland, she knew, was the home of the world-famous Oregon Shakespeare Festival. It was a tiny, artsy-crafty town of about twenty thousand, located just thirteen miles south of Medford, where Carson and her husband lived. Medford was your typical small Oregon city, much like Bend, Corvallis, or Eugene.  
 Ashland, on the other hand, was unique. It was nothing short of charming, and had an almost magical feel about it; a tiny jewel of a place, replete with bookstores, quaint bars and restaurants, shops which featured the work of local painters and sculptors, wood-carvers, jewelry makers, and clothing designers. It was a latter-day hippie haven, full of actors, intellectuals, long-haired musicians, and other pot-smoking dreamers. 
 Carson and her husband, Ben, often went down to Ashland for the day during the spring and summer months, sometimes splurging and buying tickets to see one of the plays. They were always excellently produced and invariably featured the finest actors from around the country who hadn’t yet been discovered by Hollywood or Broadway.  
 What had started out back in the nineteen-thirties—like most nearby residents, she knew the Shakespearean theater story by heart--as a tentative foray into regional theater was now an economic powerhouse in the southern part of her state, annually selling over four-hundred thousand paid admissions each year. And, like most people who lived in or near Ashland, she was proud of the Festival’s continuing success and of its prestigious national reputation. 
 She asked her seatmate again, in a knowing voice, as if she’d figured out his secret, “So, actor or director, which are you, handsome?” 
 He grinned and shook his head negatively, indicating he was neither. “Actually, I’m an artist by profession. My work was just shown at a gallery in New York City, and now I’m on my way home.” 
 “Oh, my, a show in the Big Apple; are you famous? Should I know you?” she asked with genuine excitement. 
 Still grinning, he leaned down and retrieved the slim leather flap briefcase he had stowed under the seat in front of him. The case looked new and Carson noticed it was made by Coach, which meant it was expensive and that the leather was real. 
 “I feel like an idiot, showing you this; like I’m bragging or something. But I must confess, I’ve just been dying to show it to someone, ever since I bought it yesterday at a newsstand,” William said as he opened the case and took out a copy of this week’s Time magazine.  
 He opened the issue to a page in the Arts section and there he was, standing in front of an oil painting--featuring a gorgeous nude woman reclining on a bed with mussed up sheets and blankets all around her—standing in a gallery, dressed in the same sports coat he was now wearing. Carson took the offered magazine from him and quickly read the short article below the picture. 
 The snippet of a story said that the New York showing of Oregon newcomer William Cypress’s work had been “a triumph” and that his paintings, especially several daring nudes, had gone for “impressive sums”, and that art lovers could probably expect “big things from this
young artist in the future”.  
 Carson looked up from the magazine and said, “Wow, I’ve never met anyone who was famous before--this is such a thrill!” 
 William Cypress blushed charmingly and said, “Well, I think famous is probably stretching it a bit. But at least the show was a hit and I’m now making enough money from my work to live comfortably; to afford the occasional plane ticket to New York City, for example, without sweating the cost.” 
 The flight attendant’s voice came over the plane’s public address system just then, announcing their immediate departure for Portland, Oregon. She urged everyone to buckle their seat belts and to stow all purses and other personal items away in preparation for take off. 

****

 Just imagine, me, meeting a famous artist, Carson thought as she watched her seatmate snooze, it’s really exciting. And he’s such a hunk, to boot! 
 His head was back against the headrest of his slightly reclined seat, but it was drooping to the right, toward her left shoulder. She sighed; just looking at him close up like this, watching him sleep, was such an intimate act. 
 He was devastatingly handsome! There was no debating that. 
 She smiled raptly at the sleeping man, imagining what it would be like to wake up with that face next to you on the pillow every morning. She had to admit, the very thought of that made her sort of…wet, down there. 
 And, as she moved her eyes downward and focused on her own rather prodigious chest, encased in the little red halter top she had donned this morning, she could see her nipples poking out prominently against the crimson fabric of the top and the barely-there red bra she’d chosen to wear underneath it. She also had to admit, their semi-erect state wasn’t due solely to the plane’s air conditioning. Just daydreaming about being in bed with a cutie like Will was enough to get her going a little, given her current…situation.

 Carson was a highly-sexed girl. She always had been. 
 And being away from her husband, Ben, for a whole week now, had taken its toll. She had packed a small vibrator with her, and had used it to obtain relief four times since leaving home, usually just before she went to sleep at night, in the privacy of the tiny bedroom she’d occupied at her sister’s small rental house in Dayton, Ohio. 
 But vibrator sex was just a band aid, as far as Carson was concerned. She craved her handsome hubby’s crushing embrace; the feel of his scratchy chest hair up against her aroused nipples, the sensual excitement of his big cock easing down into her… 
 Jesus, I’d better cool it, or I’m going to have to head into the bathroom and slip that vibrator out of my purse for a little more…relief soon! 
 Glancing around furtively, to make sure no one was paying any particular attention to her suddenly semi-aroused state, she was shocked to discover that William Cypress was now fully awake and staring right at her breasts in the low-cut halter. He smiled, blushing just slightly, and whispered, “You caught me in the act of peeking! I’m sorry, but I have a professional interest in the human body. I paint a lot of nude women, you see. And your breasts are some of the nicest ones I’ve ever seen.”  
 Now it was Carson’s turn to blush, and she did. She said sardonically, “I can switch seats with you, if you’d like, since your desire to ‘see the sights’, so to speak, seems to have returned.” 
 He chuckled softly at her little joke and said, “Some views are more gorgeous than others. And I can see those two rather breath-taking…sights of yours just fine from this seat, Carson.” 
 She reached over and placed her forefinger under his chin. She then raised his head gently with her finger until he was staring at her face instead of down into her bountiful cleavage. 
 “I’m up here, if you want to talk to me. Those two big girls of mine don’t understand a word you’re saying and they’ll never give you a reply.”  
 They both laughed at that, and he
straightened up in his seat. After a moment, Will asked, “So, what do you do in Medford, Carson?” 
 “I’m a checker at the local Albertson’s supermarket,” she told him, “so I spend my days ringing up groceries and shoving them into bags for people. And I spend my nights riding herd on my two little ones. Jamie is six and hell on wheels, and her little brother, Ty, is three and seems intent on following in his big sister’s footsteps as a natural-born hell raiser.” 
 “What does your husband do?” 
 “He owns his own garage downtown,” she replied proudly. “He has two mechanics working for him. They specialize in foreign cars, mostly German; Mercedes, Audis, BMW’s…that sort of thing.” 
 “Sounds like a nice little family--a nice life,” William commented. 
 “It is. I guess we’re pretty much your typical working class family; doing okay, trying to get ahead and save up enough money to put the kids through college some day.” 
 William stared at her intently when she finished speaking. After a long pause--during which he unabashedly went back to looking down her halter top and then leaning back slightly in his seat so that he could see her long legs in the walking shorts she was wearing along with the top—he said, “You sound like someone who might like to earn a little extra money for the family coffers. Have you ever considered doing some figure modeling, you know, part-time, I mean?” 
 Carson’s hazel eyes went wide. She stammered, “What’s a…figure model?” 
 He grinned, his handsome face taking on a somewhat wolfish cast. “It’s modeling in the nude, for an artist, in this case; for me.” 

Lying around naked in front of this hottie? Carson asked herself, flabbergasted at the very thought of doing that. No damn way!

 “Uh, I don’t think that sort of thing is for me,” she said, smiling apologetically. “For one thing, my body isn’t perfect enough for…that kind of modeling, or any other sort of modeling, now that I think about it. Plus, I doubt my husband, Ben, would let me.” 
 “Well, I pay my models a hundred and twenty-five dollars an hour for nude work,” he said matter-of-factly, “so you might want to consider it; you know, talk it over with him?” 
 He leaned back against his headrest again and said, “I’m going to try and get some more sleep. Wake me up when we get to Portland.” 
 A hundred and twenty-five bucks an hour, Carson thought excitedly, Jesus that sort of hourly rate really could put some cash in the kids’ college fund in a hurry, at that! 
 “Uh, William…Mr. Cypress…how many hours a week would posing for you entail?” she asked quickly, before he could go back to sleep. 
 “I don’t know--ten or twelve at least,” he said, a blue eye slowly creeping back open. 
 Then the other eye came open as well. He stared at Carson as if he was seeing her for the first time. 
 “It could easily be more, if your schedule will allow it. You’re incredibly beautiful and your body just screams ‘sex!’ With your coloring and that striking hair of yours, plus those wonderful breasts, I might want you for more than one painting. I could imagine myself painting you in different poses, different settings. We might end up spending a lot of hours together over the coming months, Carson--should you and your husband decide that your posing for me is alright. Please do talk to him about it.” 
 Then William Cypress closed his eyes again and leaned back further into the rest behind his head. In less than a minute, he was asleep once more. 
 Maybe I should do that, talk it over with Ben, she thought, turning and looking out the window again, for that kind of money, maybe I should at least consider it. 
 She looked down at the green and brown squares of landscape drifting past below her, puffy white clouds obscuring her vision every once in a while. As she watched as Middle America passed by far below, she thought about super-hot, super-sexy William Cypress regularly seeing every inch of her naked body in the near future. 
 Carson shivered; a tiny smile of anticipation flickered across her lush lips at the mere idea of doing…that!

 



CHAPTER TWO


A POWERFUL ATTRACTION

 “You’ve got to be goddamned kidding me!” Carson told the girl at the ticket counter, who was smiling apologetically back at her. 
 “I’m sorry, ma’am, but we’ve had to bring in another plane, all the way from New Mexico, and your flight arrived late anyway, so we’ve been forced to cancel this evening’s six o’clock to Medford. The rescheduled flight will leave promptly at nine in the morning. We’re sorry for any inconvenience the delay might cause.” 
 Carson continued to glare at the girl with undisguised animosity. The airline employee merely handed Carson a piece of paper and in the same I’m-so-sorry tone of voice, said, “The airline is paying for your stay tonight at the Airport Red Lion Hotel. There will be a shuttle bus leaving in a half hour; to give you time to retrieve your luggage.” 
 Still fuming over this unexpected monkey wrench in her travel plans, Carson turned sharply on her heel and almost ran into the next person in line—William Cypress. 
 “Whoa, what’s your hurry?” he asked her, holding up both hands as he dodged out of her way. “They haven’t even started the baggage carousel yet, so there’s no baggage to retrieve. Hang around a minute, until I get my pass for a night of untold fun at the Red Lion, and I’ll join you.” 
 Carson grinned, in spite of herself, at his lighthearted tone. “Okay, I’ll wait right over there. I have to call my husband and tell him not to go to the airport tonight to pick me up as planned; that I’ll be back in the morning instead.” 
 “Okay, this won’t take a minute,” William said, moving up to the counter. 
 Stepping off to the side of the long line of people waiting for their overnight chits for the Red Lion, Carson pulled her cell out of her purse and hit the speed dial. After a few rings, Ben’s deep voice said, “Babe, nice to hear from you. I’m getting ready to head out to the airport in a little while. I’ve got Midge coming over to watch the kids while I’m gone.” 
 “Cancel Midge,” Carson sighed into the phone, “I’m stuck in Portland for tonight. There was some sort of mechanical problem with our scheduled plane, so they’re bringing in another one from God-knows-where, but it won’t get here until, like, three in the morning, so they’re putting us up at the Red Lion tonight. I’ll be flying out at nine, or so they just promised me.”   
 Ben’s answering sigh of frustration came back over the phone. “Well, at least they’re springing for a nice hotel.” 
 He paused for a moment and then added in a sexy, growling whisper, “It’s a damned shame I’m not there with you. We could have ourselves quite a time in a fancy room like that, especially after being apart from you for a week…if you get my drift, sexy.” 
 Carson giggled like a schoolgirl and absently curled a strand of her long, strawberry blonde hair around her forefinger as she whispered into the phone, “You better believe it, studly. I’m so fucking horny…if you get my drift?”   
 Ben laughed loudly. “God, do I ever, babe! I’m really disappointed you’re not coming be back tonight.” 
 He dropped his voice to a low whisper, no doubt so the kids wouldn’t overhear, and said, “I’m seriously tired of jacking off, honey. Net porn only goes so far, if you know what I mean?” 
 Carson giggled again and whispered back, “yeah, I do at that. The batteries in my vibrator are about worn out, darlin’. But don’t worry; I fantasized only about you while I used it. I’m a little jealous, you know. At least you’ve had your pick of all of those naked bimbos on the web to ogle while you whacked off; while I’ve had to make do with just memories.” 
 The two of them shared another laugh over that and then Carson said, “Don’t worry about picking me up in the morning. I’ll call Josie or Midge or someone. I know you’ve got a lot of cars in the shop to get out this week and, besides, I don’t trust these fuckers at the airline anymore, anyway. They say we’ll be out of here by nine in the morning, but who knows?” 
 Across the way, the baggage carousel started to turn. Carson said, “Hey, our baggage is starting to be unloaded. Talk to you in the morning, honey. I’ll call you when I get back to the house.” 
 Ben said goodbye and she flipped her phone closed and put it back in her purse. William Cypress strolled up just then and offered her his arm. 
 “Shall we? I think I see my bag coming down the chute already.” 
 “Oooh, I see one of mine, too!” Carson said excitedly, dragging him along as she hustled toward the carousel. 

****

 “Well, this is an unexpected pleasure and very nice treat,” Carson said, toasting William with her glass of cabernet. 
 They sat across from each other in a booth in the Red Lion’s Pacific Grille restaurant. On the short bus ride from the airport to the hotel, William had gallantly offered to buy her dinner, and Carson had eagerly accepted. 
 “It’s not every night I find myself in a nice restaurant, eating a steak dinner and sipping a good glass of wine with a handsome, internationally famous artist,” Carson said, elaborating on her earlier toast. 
 “Well, I think ‘internationally famous’ might be pushing the envelope more than a bit,” William told her modestly, smiling nevertheless. “Hell, ‘famous’ is probably overstating the case, for that matter. It was just one small write up in Time, after all.” 
 “Nonsense,” she said, cutting off a piece of her top sirloin. “They do read Time magazine in Europe, I’m sure, so ‘internationally famous’ isn’t such a big stretch.” 
 “Remind me to buy you dinner more often,” he said, toasting her back with his wine glass. “We artists are a notoriously vain bunch, you know. Just keep telling me how famous I am and I’ll be glad to keep you well-fed, indeed.” 
 She laughed softly and ate another piece of her steak. It was excellent, and the wine he had selected provided the perfect accompaniment to it. The scenery across the table from her was quite spectacular as well: William Cypress was even more gorgeous in the soft light of the restaurant than he had been on the plane this afternoon. 
 “I really hope you’ll give careful consideration to my employment offer,” he said just then, staring at her expectantly. “The more I look at you, the more I want to paint you.” 
 After checking into the hotel, Carson had done away with the halter and shorts outfit in favor of a pretty sundress. And she’d fiddled with her hair a bit and put on just a little more makeup as well before meeting Will in the restaurant. 
 She felt herself blush as she asked him teasingly, “Oh, but only with no clothes on, right? You can’t picture me in a frilly dress or maybe in some sort of sexy black lingerie outfit? Just nude…that’s the only way you see me?” 
 He grinned. “Those other ideas aren’t bad, but I do a lot of nude female figure studies, and with that face, that hair, and that body? It would be a crime against Art not to paint you in the nude, Carson. You have a fantastic figure and I can’t wait to see all of it, unveiled in my studio.” 
 Carson’s blush grew in intensity. She could feel her face coloring more deeply. 
 “I’ve always thought my hips were too wide. And, frankly, since having two kids, my butt isn’t the tight little thing it was when I was eighteen.” 
 William laughed and drank the last of his wine. He reached for the bottle of Hogue Cellars cabernet he’d ordered with dinner and refilled his glass, topping off Carson’s as well. 
 “None of us stays eighteen forever, Carson. And I’m not interested in painting perfect asses or flawless bodies anyway. It’s the tiny imperfections in her face and figure which make a model interesting. It’s the: ‘I’ve
had two kids and I’m still hot as hell’ aspect of that wonderful build of yours that makes your body such a rich subject to explore.”  
 She felt a rush of excitement as he called her “hot as hell”. Did he really think that about her? Was it possible this incredibly good-looking man thought she was still that …hot?” 
 “You really think I’m sexy?” she asked haltingly, shamelessly seeking even more praise for her luscious body. 
 “Oh, please, Carson, no fishing for compliments allowed,” he chuckled, digging into his own steak once more. “You’re an extremely beautiful, extremely desirable young woman in the prime of her life. You’re a walking, talking Playboy Playmate fantasy come to life, and you know it. Now eat your dinner and let’s go see what the lounge has to offer. It’s much too early to go to bed.” 

****

 This is so wild! Carson thought excitedly. I feel like I’m out on a date with a movie star, this guy is so fantastic-looking! 
 She glanced over at her companion for the evening seated at the bar next to her and smiled happily. William was playing the keno machine next to the one she was playing. His eyes were alive with fun as he watched the numbers land on the screen, waiting to see if he’d won anything. 
 Over the next few hours, neither of them won much, but they played until ten-thirty, drinking, laughing, and talking as they sat at the machines. Carson learned that William had been a southern California boy originally, and that he had two college-professor parents, who had raised him to pursue his interests, wherever those interests might lead him. 
 And she further learned that he’d tried male modeling on a dare while in college and had, from there, discovered painting. He’d thought at the time that he could draw better than some of the artists he had posed for and, after enrolling in a few art classes; it had turned out that he’d been right. 
 His living in Ashland had come about as a result of his parents’ love of great live theater. They’d had to practically drag young William up north the first time, during the summer when he’d still been in high school, to see the plays with them. But gradually he, too, had fallen in love with the perfect little town, the wonderful theaters, the magic of the plays and the setting in which they were staged. 
 When he’d sold his first paintings, he’d moved up to southern Oregon from Los Angeles and never looked back. He’d had to settle for a studio apartment at first, but he now owned a small property outside of Ashland. It apparently featured an old barn, which he’d rebuilt into an artist’s studio and which stood right across what had once been the barnyard from the three-bedroom farmhouse he now occupied all by himself. 
 “I actually share the place with a cat named George, but I doubt he’d see it that way,” William admitted with a grin. “I get the definite impression that George thinks the place is his, and I’m merely there as a sort of live-in servant, to fill his water bowl, keep him fed and pet him when he feels like being petted.” 
 Carson laughed, “I can identify with that. We have a cat and two dogs at our house and they act the same way. The dogs are people-friendly, but the cat, Mr. Bojangles, is sure that he runs our house, we are all his servants, and that the dogs are just a minor annoyance.” 
 She finished up her drink after completing the description of her domestic life. He offered to buy another round, but she shook her head, saying, “No, I think I need to turn in now. That was a long airplane ride for someone who is not used to flying, and we’ll need to be up by six-thirty in the morning, if that flight really leaves on time and we want to get to the airport two hours before it supposed to take off, like the airlines suggest.” 
 He nodded, and signaled the barman for his bill. After paying it, and leaving the man a nice tip, she walked Carson back to her room. 
 “Well, tonight has been super,” William told her as they stood in front of her door. “I don’t usually luck into making such a charming, gorgeous acquaintance on my travels.” 
 She laughed and answered sarcastically, “Oh, tell me another story, Uncle Remus! A guy who looks the way you do—I bet you meet a real honey every time you go anywhere, and she ends up throwing herself at you.” 
 He grinned and said, “It’s not like that at all, unfortunately. It is true that I was fortunate enough to meet you on this trip, Carson, but you’re not exactly
throwing yourself at me, now are you?” 
 She surprised him by putting her hands on his lapels and stared up at him longingly for just a moment before she said, “That’s only because I’m married and happen to love my husband, Will. If I was still a single girl, we’d be inside my room by now, naked, and in bed together, fucking the holy living hell out of each other!” 
 He started at that, his blue eyes going wide. With a teasing little laugh, she stepped away from him and opened the door to her room with her key card. 
 “Good night, babe,” she whispered in her very sexiest voice as she stepped inside and peeked back out the cracked-open door at him. “Sleep tight. I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 Then she closed the door, locked it, and let out a big sigh. Carson got ready for bed, still chuckling softly to herself over the way she had shamelessly teased the devastatingly handsome William Cypress just then. 
  She thought he’d probably deserved it.  A guy that good-looking had probably left dozens of disappointed girls in his wake over the years, mooning over him, wondering if he’d ever call them again after he’d had his way with them.  
 Once the lights were off, she got the vibrator off the top of the nightstand--where she’d put it as she’d gotten her nightgown out of her suitcase--and turned it on. For long moments, she debated mentally: Ben or Will; which one do I want to Jill my pussy off to tonight?

 At last, feeling only slightly disloyal to her sweet husband, Ben, she whispered in the darkness, as she began to lightly stroke her clit and her very wet pussy lips with the buzzer, “Oh, Will, you sexy baby. That’s the way…that’s the way to lick my cunny, darling!” 
 



CHAPTER THREE


RIDE HOME

 The shuttle bus left the hotel parking lot for the airport promptly at seven the next morning. William Cypress was the last traveler to board it, just barely arriving in time to grab the seat she had saved for him. 
 Carson--who was wearing yet another brief halter top, a new pair of black walking shorts and sandals--smiled over at William and asked, “Overslept this morning; did we?” 
 “Yes, as a matter of fact, we did,” he confessed with a rueful smile. “I went back down to the bar and had a few more drinks after I left you last night. I wasn’t sure I could sleep, after that little tease-attack you sprang on me in the hallway, outside your room last night. I was pretty sure I’d just lay there in my bed, tossing and turning, thinking about what you said before you closed the door in my face.” 
 She giggled mischievously and said, “Oh, come on, Will, I was half drunk and just having a little fun with you.” 
 He grinned at her and shook his head. “Fun for you, maybe, you little minx; but it’s not every night a girl who looks the way you do tells me that if she wasn’t married, I’d be spending the night in bed with her. That sort of mental picture would give any man a sleepless night—guaranteed!” 
 They both shared a chuckle over that, and then they were at the airport once more, getting off the bus, checking in luggage, and getting re-ticketed for Medford. When they had all of that accomplished, and were through the security line, Will bought both of them breakfast. 
 “May I offer you a lift home when we get back to Medford? I left my car at the airport, so it’s no trouble.” 
 Carson thought of her conversation with Ben last night on the cell phone, during which she’d told him she’d catch a ride with Midge or someone. She didn’t really have a way home lined up yet. 
  Why not accept a lift from Will, since he had offered one so graciously, she asked herself, adding impishly, besides, he’s a lot better looking and more fun to hang out with than Midge! 
 “Well, if you’re sure it’s no trouble, sure, I’d like that very much,” she told him. 

****

 It was nearly nine-thirty when the plane--a commuter jet much smaller than the one that had carried them from Chicago to Portland--finally left the ground. By eleven o’clock that morning, they were standing in the terminal in Medford, Oregon, waiting for their luggage to be unloaded. 
 Eleven-thirty saw the two of them rolling their bags up to a very old but perfectly restored Ford Mustang convertible out in long-term parking. Car aficionado Carson pegged it right away as a nineteen sixty-eight Shelby GT 350 convertible that had a custom candy-apple red paintjob, with two thick white racing stripes down the hood and the back deck, twin air scoops built into the hood, as well as a from-the-factory roll bar behind the bucket seats. The top was black, as was the interior, and everything on the car looked to be either perfectly preserved or carefully restored to its original condition. 
 “Wow, would my husband ever love this?” Carson asked, her eyes lighting up as she admired the Mustang. 
 “I thought you said he was more of a German car guy,” William said, unlocking the car and quickly putting the rag top down. 
 “He is, but that doesn’t mean he doesn’t appreciate one of these American old muscle cars when he sees one, especially when it’s in this kind of shape,” she said, running her fingertips admiringly over the red paint of the passenger’s door. 
 “Took me six years and thousands of bucks to get it this nice,” William said, as he finished fiddling with the top on this beautiful spring day, got in, and started the car. “I found it under a tarp, in a barn in Kansas, seven years ago. It didn’t look much like this, back then.” 
 The exhaust was a throaty rumble that frankly made Carson’s pussy start to moisten, just listening to it growl. She smiled and hopped inside. 
 “Did you do all of the restoration work yourself?” 
 “All that I could, but I’m no master mechanic, and I paint naked girls and landscapes for a living, not cars, so I had a professional who specializes in restorations shoot the paint when the time came.” 
 As they headed out of the parking lot, Carson was grinning from ear to ear. She was a car girl through and through, having been raised by a daddy who had loved automobiles and tinkering with them. And, of course, being married to Ben, whose whole life revolved around cars, as a mechanic who owned his own repair shop didn’t hurt either. And besides that, this particular vehicle was a blast, just to ride in! 
 A startled expression suddenly flickered across William’s handsome face and he turned his head toward her as they came to a stop at a traffic light and asked, “Would you mind me making a quick run out to my place before I take you home? I just remembered; I had a Fed Ex shipment scheduled for this morning, so it should be there by now, sitting on my porch, right out in the open.” 
 He went on to add, “I was supposed to be home last night, until the airline screw up, so I should have been there to receive the shipment in person this morning and put it away in my studio, in the barn, as soon as it came. It’s nothing anyone would steal, I don’t think, but it is about a grand’s
worth of oil paint and other supplies supplies. I save a little money by ordering in bulk and having it shipped to me like that.” 
 “Oh, sure, that’s fine with me; I don’t have anywhere I’ve got to be right away. I’m not working today and the kids are already in school,” Carson said. “Besides, I wouldn’t mind seeing your studio layout. I really do intend to talk to Ben seriously about that modeling thing…if I can work up the courage to actually do it, and if he says yes.” 
 He gave her a big smile--clearly encouraged by the fact that she had at least decided to talk over his offer with her husband--and swung the Mustang onto Biddle Road, heading west. When he reached Table Rock Road, he took it, Interstate Five being right up ahead. As they reached the interstate, he chose the south onramp, heading for Ashland. 
 “Where is your place, exactly?” she asked, having to raise her voice, since the wind was now tearing through the open-topped car at sixty-five miles
per hour, once they were out on the freeway. 
 “It’s about two miles north of Ashland, back towards Talent, right in between Talent and Ashland, actually,” William said. 
 A few minutes later, they swung off the freeway and got over onto West Jackson Road, which featured a number of small county roads winding off it and into the farmsteads and orchard land that made up this part of the Rogue River Valley. Within minutes, they pulled up in front of William Cypress’s house. 
 “This is great,” Carson said, glancing over at the big red barn, and then at the nicely landscaped yard surrounding William’s tidy little three-bedroom home, with its dark shake roof, neat white paint, contrasting black shutters, and two car garage. 
 “Its home,” William said, shutting off the Mustang right in the middle of the barnyard area in between the house and the barn. “Ah, there it is.” 
 He walked over to the house’s front porch and retrieved a large package from the welcome mat outside the front door. Returning to the car, he said, “You wanted to see the studio; well, it’s over this way. I’m going to put my supplies inside and lock it back up, and then I’ll run you on home.” 
 Very curious to see a for-real artist’s studio, she got out and followed him over to the barn. He unlocked a door and stepped inside, and she followed along behind him. 
 The first thing she noticed was that nearly all of one side of the old barn’s roof had been cut away and a dramatically large Plexiglas skylight fixture had replaced it, filling what would have normally been a dark place with tons of unexpected natural light. Then she walked over and stared at a small area which looked just like a stage set. It contained an old dresser, with a nineteen-hundreds style wash basin and water pitcher atop it. An old-fashioned double bed with an ornate brass headboard--plus several other vintage props which served to make that corner of the barn resemble a bedroom from out of another century--completed the layout. 
 “That was the backdrop I used in some of my most successful figure paintings,” William commented, coming over to stand beside her. “I talked a local girl, who is a grade school teacher, of all things, and who therefore must remain nameless, into posing for me for that series of paintings.” 
 He looked at Carson and smiled, saying, “You know type of thing I mean, young Victorian lady removes her garments before getting into her nightgown; bends over to wash her face in the basin, gets totally nude before donning flannel pajamas—that sort of stuff.” 
 “And those sold well?” she asked.  
 “Oh, yes, the signed, “limited edition prints of that series are really moving well and the four original oil paintings went for thirty to forty thousand dollars each.” 
 “Geez, you must really be raking it in, Will,” Carson said, very impressed by those numbers. 
 “Well, you must remember, when I was first started selling regularly, I was only able to ask seven or eight thousand for a painting; and the galleries charge an unknown artist a much stiffer commission than they do artists who have a following.” 
 “How stiff is stiff?” she asked. 
 “Fifty percent of the sale price,” William answered, unable to keep the bitterness out of his voice. 
 His handsome face brightened, however, as he went on to add, “But now that I’m getting to be better known, they’re willing to take less. I’m at twenty-five percent with the gallery that arranged my recent New York show. And I sold one large seascape there that I did over on the Oregon coast last summer for forty-one thousand dollars; so that was a nice payday, all by itself.” 
 Carson nodded, slightly dazzled by those numbers. She thought to herself, No wonder this guy can afford to pay his models hundred and twenty-five bucks an hour, plus driving that restored Mustang of his, and to buy that cute ranch house and equip this studio so nicely! 
 She thought about lying on that nearby bed, naked, and making that kind of money for doing it. She wondered how that would feel, and if she could really bring herself to do that. 
 Would I be too nervous to pose as naked as the day I was born? And would Ben allow me to do it, even if I could work up the courage to try it? 
 A thought hit her, and she turned to William and said, “You know what? I am going to ask my husband if he’d be okay with me posing for you. But I just realized something.” 
 “What’s that?” William asked, smiling at the notion of her accepting his offer. 
 “Well, I might be able to convince Ben,” she said uncertainly. “And I might be able to work up the courage to actually do this.” 
 She gave him a tiny little, slightly-embarrassed, smile and then admitted, “But what if--after I go through all of that trouble and get him to say yes and psych myself into getting naked for you--you take one look at me in the nude and say something like, ‘Ah, gee, Carson, I didn’t know your tits were that droopy, or your butt was that big!’ What then?”   
 William grinned at that idea but then he seemed to realize that she was dead serious. He rushed to reassure her, saying, “That’s not going to happen. Remember what I said before; it’s the flaws that make a model interesting.” 
 “Yeah, so you say,” she retorted. “But what if my bod turns out to be a little too…flawed?” 
 He considered that for a long moment and then said, “Okay, just to set your mind at ease, why don’t you go into that dressing room right over there, behind that door, and strip for me? Come back out here, lie down on the bed, and I’d be happy to give you a professional, unbiased opinion of your potential as an artist’s model. Then when you approach your husband, you’ll at least be confident that if you are able to convince him to let you pose for me, you’ll actually have the job guaranteed to you.” 
 Carson gulped. She thought about that for long moments, and realized William was right. 
 If I can’t bring myself to strip for him now, what would be different about doing it in the future, after I’ve wheedled Ben into letting me pose for him? If I can’t talk myself into taking my clothes off in front of Will right now, how am I ever going to become a nude model? 
 After another full minute of mental debate, she said, “Okay, but no funny business, right? You’re not going to touch me or anything like that, are you?” 
 Will grinned again and said, “I don’t bite, Carson…unless you specifically ask me to.” 
 She laughed nervously at his little joke and so did he. Then she screwed up every last ounce of her courage and walked over to the dressing room and went inside. 

****

 “There’s a robe hanging on the back of the door,” Will called to her from outside the closed door. “You can wear that out onto the set, and then slip it off when you’re ready to pose for me.” 
 “I see it,” Carson said, her voice sounding shaky and very nervous. “I’m almost ready.” 
 The door opened a minute later and she padded out, barefoot and stark naked underneath the large white terrycloth bathrobe which must have belonged to Will at one time, because it was two sizes too big for her. She stepped onto the set; feeling spooked enough to jump right out of her skin, had he said “boo” to her just then. 
 “Okay, Carson, you need to force yourself to breathe normally,” he told her, smiling reassuringly after seeing how nervous she was. “Just calm down and relax; this is only a quick test run, after all.” 
 He went on to say as she got nearer to the bed, “I’m going to have to change the whole set around before we do any work together. I see you in a more contemporary setting, not the eighteen-nineties. We’ll get a more modern bed and bedroom set in here, and do away with those curtains from bygone days in favor of something more contemporary.” 
 His calm, steady voice had the effect of quieting her nerves a bit. When he saw she was past the point of imminent hyperventilation, he whispered, “Okay, Carson, why don’t you just slip off that robe and lie down on the bed, okay?” 
 “O-Okay,” she stammered, her heart hammering as she undid the tie and let the robe drop to the floor, quickly scrambling onto the bed. 
 “Very nice, now just lie back and relax,” William said encouragingly, stepping just a little closer, eyeing her naked body impassively, assessing it. 
 He said, “Now, turn over onto your side for me, won’t you, facing me?” 
 She did as he asked, keeping an arm over her exposed nipples at first. Then, she slowly let her arm fall away, baring them for his inspection.    
 “Good, those breasts of yours are so lovely…just as pretty as I knew they’d be,” he told her reassuringly. “Now, why don’t you cock that right leg for me at the knee, so that I can see your thighs, and your mons better, dear?” 
 “Wha…what’s a…mons?” she mumbled, feeling her face going red. 
 “Your pussy, Carson, to be crude about it,” he said with a small chuckle. 
 “Oh,” she gasped and really felt her face turning a brighter shade of red as he said that. 
 But she did as he asked, cocking her leg at the knee and putting her foot flat on the bedspread so that her vagina was more prominently displayed. He frowned and asked her, “Would you consider having that area waxed clean, if I paid for it? A great many girls nowadays have adopted the totally bare look, and since you’re supposed to be a modern girl in this series of paintings…?”  
 He let his voice trail off. She gulped and could feel herself going beet red now. 
 “I…I don’t know,” she said, thinking about it. “I don’t much care, myself, whether I’ve got...fur down there, or not. But I’d really have to explain that one to Ben, my husband!” 
 William laughed softly and nodded that he understood. He said, “It has got its benefits, though. Most men love to lick a bare pussy, Carson; there’s something very sexy about the look of a pair of smooth lower lips—especially a really pretty set of lips, like yours. And a lot of guys really go wild when their wives or girlfriends first opt for the bare look; so there’s often more conventional sex, too, between them and their partners, if you know what I mean?” 
 Carson laughed, in spite of herself. She was starting to relax a little, even with the unfamiliar sensation of being nude in a stranger’s presence.    
 “Well, Ben and I have a pretty active sex life to start with, but I guess a bit more never hurts, right?” 
 “Sure,” he agreed, still staring unabashedly at her lower lips. He said, “It’s really going to be great in your case. You really do have a very pretty…mons, Carson. I can’t wait to paint it. It’s a shame to cover it up, even though that strawberry-blonde bush of yours is rather magnificent to see, if a fellow prefers the furry look.” 
 She grinned somewhat bashfully but nevertheless managed to ask, “Which look do you prefer, Will?” 
 He smiled back at her and said, “When a girl is as naturally sexy as you are, Carson, I could definitely go either way.” 
 She giggled and started to relax even more. He motioned to her and said, “Turn over now, and let’s see that famous behind you’re so worried about, shall we?” 
 Carson sighed and did as he requested. She said, facing away from him, “See, it is way too big, right?” 
 He didn’t say anything. After a moment, she went over onto her back and turned her head to stare up at him questioningly.  
 William Cypress was beaming down at her. He said, clearing his voice, which had suddenly gone all husky-sounding, “I’d say it’s a damned near perfect ass, Carson. That’s one of the nicest butts I’ve ever seen. Now, get up and put your clothes on and I’ll run you home, okay?” 
 Smiling with relief, she got off the bed quickly, scooping up the robe as she did so. His comments about her butt had not only served to quiet her fears about it being too large—but they’d accomplished some something else as well. 
 Carson felt herself starting to get really wet! She glanced down quickly and saw that her nipples were now fully erect, too! 
 Standing naked in front of a hottie like William Cypress and having him talk about how nice her ass was and how much he liked it was turning out to be enormously arousing. She knew she should hustle back into her robe, to hide her nakedness from this relative stranger, and yet...she didn’t! Lingering nude in front of him for longer than she had to, letting him ogle her, was really turning her on!   
 A thought struck her and she vocalized it, letting her hand holding the robe slide downward, still gripping it but making no move to put it back on, she said, “If I’m going to be naked around you all the time when I’m modeling, why bother to cover up at all, right?” 
 “R-Right,” he said; his voice still sounding husky with desire as he shifted his weight slightly as he continued to stare at her naked body. 
 Carson glanced down quickly again—at her would-be employer this time--and saw that William Cypress was now sporting the granddaddy of all hard ons beneath those stylish slacks he was wearing! Another huge rush of excitement shot through her! 
 He does think I’m sexy, after all! She thought triumphantly. He wasn’t just saying it--that massive woody of his pretty much tells the whole story! 
 Smiling triumphantly, she sauntered slowly over to the changing room and went inside. As she walked away from the young artist, she waggled her ass just a tad more than she needed to; dragging the robe on the floor behind her and feeling very good about her body all of a sudden. This nude posing stuff was kind of fun at that! 
 She couldn’t wait to get home and tell Ben all about it. As she slipped back into her clothes, she decided that she wouldn’t tell him quite everything, though. 
 Carson knew already that she’d leave out the part about William having sprung serious wood just from looking at her bare ass, or the part about him having a real honey of a cock, from what she had seen just now. Nor was she going to mention that she had gotten as wet as she could be from seeing handsome William Cypress with that huge boner. 

I’m definitely not mentioning that part! She was smiling as she reveled in the memory of how hard he had gotten at the sight of her naked body, and how impressive his erection had looked behind those slacks. 
 There was no doubt about it: Will was a real hunk; and his cock had looked as if it might be just as impressive as the rest of him! 
 



CHAPTER FOUR


HOMECOMING – CONVINCING BEN

 Will dropped Carson off in front of the old house she and Ben had bought six years ago, the year their little girl had been born and they’d decided that--now that there were children in the picture--they needed a place big enough to raise a family in. 
 The house they’d wound up buying had been built in the late fifties. It was small, really, just three not very large bedrooms, a living room/dining room area, a kitchen, and one bathroom, originally. When they’d finally saved up enough money to add the nice, roomy new bathroom off the master bedroom two years ago, it had seemed to Carson and Ben that they were finally getting somewhere in the world. 
 She waved to Will from the front porch as he drove away, unlocked the door, and then wheeled her suitcase into the front room, closing the door behind her. After looking askance at all of the kid’s clothes strewn around the front room, the toys that had been left all over the floor, and one of the big, roomy plaid shirts her husband preferred tossed casually onto the back of his recliner, Carson sighed deeply, and began to tidy up the place. 
 “Welcome home, Mommy,” she muttered under her breath as she picked up the toys, carried them down the short hallway to Ty’s room and unceremoniously dumped them into the big, homemade wooden box in the corner of the room, featuring a faded painting of a circus clown with the word “toys” stenciled beneath it ages ago by one of its previous owners. 
 Carson went through the rest of the house methodically, putting things away, gathering dirty clothes, folding up discarded newspapers and stacking them neatly in a pile over by the fireplace hearth in the front room, next to the kindling Ben used to start fires on cold nights. Satisfied that the place once again looked as if humans lived there, and not a pack of wild animals, Carson wheeled her suitcase down the hall to the master bedroom and unpacked it; clean clothes hung up in the closet or put away into various dresser drawers, and dirty ones tossed into the hamper. 
 After she had hoisted the now empty suitcases back up into their vacant spot on a shelf in the walk-in closet, she sat on the bed and called Ben’s garage. He answered on the fourth ring and she said, “Hey, I’m home, I’m unpacked, and the house now looks as if the tornado missed us, instead of like it came right through our front room. And my suitcases are all put away.” 
 She paused for a beat and then added, “Wanna’ fuck?” 
 Ben’s deep voice rumbled over the phone as he chuckled at that. He said, “You bet, lady. When does all the fun start?” 
 “I’m thinking as soon as possible after dinner tonight, handsome,” she told him, smiling hugely. 
  “If it’s okay with you, I’m going to call Gina and see if she’d like two little sleepover guests tonight. Then I’m going to take the kids to the park for a while after they get home from school, spend a little quality mommy-time with them; to make sure they know that I’m really back and that I love them--the little beasts! And then if she’ll agree to it, I’m going to dump them off over at Gina’s so that they can terrorize her place with their cousins tonight, instead of running wild at home, interrupting our adult reunion time in the bedroom.” 
 “That all sounds primo to me, babe, but you’ll owe Gina big-time if she agrees to do that for us,” Ben said, “since its Wednesday and she’ll have to get our kids to school on time tomorrow as well as ride herd on them tonight.” 
 “That’s true,” Carson said, “but she’s easy. You know my cousin; if we offer to buy her and Deke some tickets to that big country music concert next month at the Armory and agree to watch their kids for her that night in return, she’ll be happy.” 
 “I guess that pair of tickets would be sixty bucks well spent at that, honey,” Ben said, “a cheap price to pay for a night of ecstasy in bed with my newly-returned bride.” 
 Carson laughed and said, “You can bet I’m as ready as I can be for that, babe. I intend to do things to you that would make a twenty-buck-a-trick hooker blush, I’m so horny!” 
 He roared once again with delighted laughter and said, “I’ve got twenty, and I’ll be glad to leave it on the top of the dresser once the fireworks are all over, you red-hot mama, you!” 
 After another shared laugh over that, Carson said, “I’ll go to the store and get something special for dinner, and I’ll see you about six, okay?” 
 “Make it five-thirty,” Ben said. “I’m too horny to wait until six.” 
 He hung up and Carson put the phone back in its cradle on the nightstand next to the bed, smiling. She hadn’t lied: she was just as randy as her husband was, and could hardly wait for him to get home! 

****

 Carson served dinner that evening in her ratty old bathrobe. Ben wanted to see what she had on underneath it, but she fought off his attempts to peek, telling him that if he did, he’d want to forgo dinner altogether and just carry her off into the bedroom right then. 
  She went on to say, “After I got the kids over to Gina’s, I spent all afternoon cooking us this nice dinner, so you are, by God, going take the time to eat it, darling, before you eat me!” 
 Ben did manage to gobble up a generous serving of the pot roast, potatoes, carrots and the still-warm-from-the-oven French bread she put in front of him that evening. And he drank two glasses of the nice cabernet she poured for each of them during the meal, too. 
 But he ate and drank quickly, as if she was actually the main course he was hungering for and he couldn’t wait to get to it. And that was fine with Carson.  
 She was just as anxious to get into the bedroom as Ben was. As a result, the table got cleared and the leftovers put away in record time as soon as dinner was finished. 
 The dishwasher had been barely closed and started when Ben came up behind her, put his big, bear-like arms around her, and whispered, “Enough of this domestic bliss, baby, let’s fuck!” 
 She giggled as he swept her long body up into those strong arms, carried her through the house, and into the bedroom. Once there, he set her back on her feet and proceeded to make short work of her robe. 
 “Holy hell, babe, where did you get that outfit,” he asked her, mesmerized by the tiny, pretty much transparent black lace lingerie set she wore underneath the robe. 
 “I bought it to surprise you with, when my sis and some of us other girls in the wedding party were out shopping one day at Victoria’s Secret for some sexy lingerie she could take along on her honeymoon,” Carson said, putting one hand on her hip and rolling it to a stop, striking a lingerie model’s pose. “Do you like it?” 
 “I’ll show you how much I like it,” Ben growled, all but tackling her as he wrapped his arms around her once again and pulled her down onto the bed with him. 
 And then for the next few minutes, he was all over her and she was all over him. Carson got his plaid shirt off, baring his big, thickly-furred chest while still kissing him passionately. He had just as good luck with the sheer top to her new outfit, and she moaned hungrily as she rubbed her very erect nipples against the lush black pelt of hair on his upper body while they made out. 
 God, but I love my sweet Ben, she thought as she felt the bushiness of his full black beard against her chin and cheeks while their tongues dueled, he may not be male-model pretty like Will Cypress, but he’s big and strong and oh, so hot in his own way. He’s all man, and he’s all mine! 
 She stopped running her fingers across his back and up into his short-cropped black hair and instead moved them to the front of his body, caressing his chest hair and then down his furry tummy to his belt. Pulling her mouth away from his, she whispered urgently, “Let’s get these jeans off, baby, so I can feel that big dick of yours in my hand!” 
 Carson worked as she spoke, unbuckling the belt, unbuttoning the button holding the pants together, and then moving the zipper downward. He rose up a bit for her and she jerked the jeans down over his hips and then pushed them downward nearly to his feet. 
 “Ooooh, somebody’s glad to see me,” she cooed as her fingernails teased his very erect penis through his jockey shorts. 
 “Get it out, babe,” he pleaded, “I can’t wait to feel your hand around my cock.” 
 Carson yanked his shorts downward, over his hips and to his knees. Ben’s long, fat, seven-inch prick sprang free and then waggled to a stop atop her husband’s big nut sac.  
 “Only my hand?” she teased him, “not in my mouth?” 
 Ben groaned as she got him in her left fist and began to gently stroke his hardness up and down. He grinned at her and said, “In your mouth… inside your pussy…hell, I’m so horny I might even have to put it up that big, sweet ass of yours tonight, Sonny.” 
 Carson grinned back. Years ago, Ben had taken to using just the last part of her name and making it into “Sonny” sometimes. He was the only person who had ever called her that, so it was a very special nickname to her. 
 “It’s all yours, baby,” she told him, sliding downward on the bed, until her mouth was even with the head of his dick. “I’m so horny, I’ll let you fuck me anywhere you want, I’m so anxious to feel this big, fat fucker inside me again!” 
 With that, she leaned forward and ran her tongue all around the head of Ben’s prick. He sighed and she dropped her fist away from it and swallowed half of his length as she pushed her wet lips down onto him. 
 “Oh, suck it for me, baby!” He sounded so ecstatic at the feel of her lips around him that she pushed all the way forward, swallowing the totality of his thick cock, right down to his kinky pubic fur, while running her tongue all around the shaft. 
 “Yeah, oh, fuck, yeah, Sonny,” Ben sighed as she slowly pulled her mouth back up his throbbing length, still tongue-loving him as she went. “Man, I can’t even tell you how much I’ve missed this, babe!” 
 Carson reached down and tugged impatiently at her sheer panties, then scissored her legs, kicking them off entirely. She was so wet already she hadn’t wanted to take a chance on staining the expensive little thong with pussy juice. 
 She went back to sucking Ben’s cock for another minute or two, and then slowly pulled her mouth off and whispered, “How about this, darling? Didn’t you miss this hot cunny of mine?” 
 As she spoke, she rolled him onto his back and then got up onto her knees, throwing her left leg over his torso. She reached down and took his wet, saliva-slick penis in her hand and then lowered her juicy cunt down onto it an inch at a time. 
 “Oh, fuck, but that little thing feels super-hot and slippery tonight!” Ben sighed with pleasure as his sexy wife’s pussy ate his cock right up. 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, that’s what I’ve been missing so much for the past week!” Carson growled with satisfied lust as her ass came to rest on his thighs, his big dick buried all the way up inside her. 
 “Fuck me, Sonny,” he urged her. “Ride ‘em cowgirl!” 

“Yeehaw,” she cried out with mock cowgirl fervor, starting to move her hips up and down, doing what he’d begged her to do just a moment ago—fucking him. 
 She leaned down and dangled her big titties against his mouth teasingly. After a second, he reached up and caught the right one and stuffed her nipple into his mouth and began to suck it as she rode him. 
 “Oh, oh, yeah, that’s right, baby,” Carson sighed in rising ecstasy, closing her eyes, “suck mama’s titty while her pussy sucks this big boy of yours.” 
 They’d made love every way there was to do it over the years, many times. But it never got old, as far as Carson was concerned! 
 Ben was all she really wanted. He was so masculine, so sexy, so all man! 
 It was true that William Cypress was gorgeous, educated, and charming. He rang her chimes in a way that Ben never could. 
 But Will was mostly a fantasy. Ben was real, and he was in her, and he was loving her right now just the way she had been day-dreaming about it ever since she had flown out of town a week ago!    
 “God, but I love you,” she whispered in his ear just as she felt herself getting ready to come a few minutes later. 
 “Same here, Sonny,” he groaned, fighting to keep from orgasming before his wife did, “same here.” 

****

 “I had an interesting experience on the flight home from Chicago,” Carson shared with her husband as they lay together at the top of the bed, resting in between the bouts of welcome-home sex. 
 She glanced over at him, admiring his big, furry chest and his ruggedly-handsome, bearded face. Running her fingers through the thick pelt of curly black hair on his chest, she said softly, “The guy sitting in the seat next to me was from Ashland.” 
 Her smile got bigger as she continued her tale, “He turned out to be a famous painter by the name of Will Cypress. Will was on his way home from some big, la-de-dah show featuring his paintings in New York City. It was written up in Time magazine and everything—he showed me the article!” 
 “That sounds very cool,” said Ben, smiling at her good fortune, his eyes urging her to tell him more. 
 “Well, anyway, I guess I asked him what kind of pictures he painted and he told me some seascapes, some landscapes, but mostly he paints nude women,” she went on, gauging her husband’s reaction carefully as she spoke. 
 Ben laughed easily and made the envious comment: “That’s a good gig to have, if you can get it!” 
 She smiled back at him and added, “It was already getting hot when I left for Chicago yesterday morning, so I was wearing some shorts and a halter top on the plane.” 
 Ben’s answering smile slowly faded and it was obvious that he was thinking about what she’d just said, envisioning his voluptuous wife in a halter, her lush breasts almost uncovered. He asked, “Which top were you wearing?” 
 Carson hoped she wasn’t blushing as she answered, “The red one.” 
 Ben grinned and nodded that he knew which one she was referring to. He said, “This artist guy must have gotten quite a show, babe, if he was sitting right next to you on the plane.” 
 He reached for her bare breasts and hefted them like a pair of luscious, ripe melons. Ben said with a leer, “You really show off these big jugs of yours, when you have that top on!” 
 She giggled naughtily and nodded that she knew she did, saying, “That’s what Will said. As an artist who specializes in the naked female body, he said he knows a righteous set of boobies when he sees them!” 
 Ben chortled and said, “Hell, honey, you don’t have to be a famous painter to recognize a how great a set of knockers you’ve got. Half of the guys in this town think my wife has the finest pair of tits they’ve ever laid eyes on!” 
 Carson felt her face flushing. She said, trying to keep her voice modest-sounding, “Oh, shut up! They’re not that special!” 
 “Well, you’ll never convince me of that,” he sighed, leaning into her. 
 In seconds, her left nipple was in his sucking mouth once more and his hand was stealing under the covers to find her jizz-smeared pussy as he nursed. Carson closed her eyes, ran her fingers absently through her horny husband’s hair, and just enjoyed the moment… 

****

 “A hundred and twenty-five bucks an hour--that’s what this guy offered you to pose in the nude for him?” Ben’s voice sounded incredulous. 
 It was as if he was proud of that offer and a little insulted by it at the same time. And his voice sounded vaguely disbelieving as well. That was a lot of money: his shop only charged a hundred and ten dollars an hour to work on Mercedes and Beemers! 
 “Of course in order to earn it, I’d have to be buck naked, most of the time,” Carson informed him again. “But that is a lot of money! That’s why I told him I’d at least mention it to you.” 
 She had left out the part about Will having already seen her in the nude. And of course, she hadn’t mentioned how hard the handsome young artist’s big cock had gotten as he’d stared lustfully at her naked body today! 
 Ben lay back on the pillows and thought about that for long moments, considering what that much additional money might mean to them. At last he said, “We’d be able to afford that new swing set for the kids, for the backyard. And we could put some away for a rainy day.” 
 He glanced over at her and asked, “And he promised there’d be no funny stuff while you’re…uh…posing for him?” 
 “Of course not,” she shot back guiltily, remembering how wet her pussy had gotten out in that barn this morning, when she’d been naked in front of Will, as well as how spiked her nipples had become! “What kind of girl do you think I am, Ben? Don’t you trust me, after all these years?” 
 A wolfish smile spread over her husband’s lips as he said, “It’s not you I don’t trust, Sonny. It’s this artist guy!” 
 Before she could even answer, Ben was all over her again, kissing her tits, touching her clit with his big, gentle fingers; his hard cock pulsing against her thigh as he nuzzled her. When he had her panting for more sex—which didn’t take long—he eased her up onto her hands and knees on the big bed and took her from in behind this time, doggie style. 

Three times in a couple of hours, she thought, impressed with both her husband’s ardor and his staying power. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was on Viagra, or one of those! 
 She didn’t care if he was: Ben was really laying the wood to her! Carson’s big breasts bobbled and shook with the power of the big man’s randy thrusts, and his thick cock was gliding in and out right over her clitty every time! 
 I could get used to this; she thought approvingly, her pussy already beginning to contract already around Ben’s flying cock. If just talking about—fantasizing about—me posing nude for Will is having this effect on our love life; I can hardly wait to see what my actually doing it is going to spark…if Ben ever agrees to let me go that far! 
 



CHAPTER FIVE


INTERVIEW – DECIDING

 “Hey, this is Carson,” she said into her cell the next morning, when she called the number on the card Will Cypress had given her. 
 She started to add that her husband wanted to meet him, just to assure himself that everything was on the up-and-up with his modeling offer, but before she could speak again, Will’s voice cut her off, asking, “Hey, yourself, what did that husband of yours say about my proposal?” 
 He sounded excited, as if he could hardly wait for her answer. Carson smiled, liking that a lot: it meant that he was still anxious to hire her, very anxious! 
 It never hurts to have the upper hand when you’re dealing with a man, she thought to herself before she spoke again, especially one who is as handsome and self-assured as Mr. William Cypress! 
 “Well, Ben wasn’t too crazy at first about the idea of his wife getting naked for another guy,” she offered, toying with her eager “suitor” shamelessly and enjoying every second of it. “But he is thinking about that hundred and twenty five an hour, and what it might mean to our family.” 
 “That’s something, I guess,” Will said, sounding a little disappointed that she hadn’t called to accept his offer outright. 
 Deciding she had teased him enough, Carson abruptly dropped the coy coquette act told him in a no-nonsense tone, “Ben wants to meet you, to tour your studio, to reassure himself that everything will be professional and above-board between the two of us; no funny stuff, no fooling around…just modeling, okay?” 
 Will pounced on the opening she had just provided him, saying eagerly, “When does he want this meeting to take place?” 
 “How about the three of us getting together tomorrow evening,” Carson proposed. “I get off early that day from the market, and Ben is his own boss, so he can leave work any time he wants.” 
 “Fine, I’d like to take you two to dinner first, so that Ben can get to know me a little, before we drive out to my place and I show you around the studio. How does that sound?” 
 “I’ve already seen your studio,” she reminded him coyly. 
 “And I’ve already seen you,” Will countered, flirting just as hard with her as she was with him; she could almost see his leering grin as he spoke, “remember?” 
 She felt her cheeks turning red and whispered, “Vividly.” 
 A delicious little thrill raced down her spine as he replied, “So do I, Carson, believe me. You have one of the most spectacular bodies I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to…paint you!” 
 Her clitty throbbed as he said the word “paint” and she could have sworn he’d had something entirely different in mind when he’d said it. With some difficulty, she pushed such thoughts to the back of her mind and asked, “Where do you want to meet for dinner?” 
 “Larks in the old Ashland Hotel is usually good,” Will suggested. 
 “We’ve never eaten at that one, but we’ve tried the Larks in Medford, at the hotel that used to be the Red Lion,” Carson said, “on our last anniversary. They’re both owned by the same outfit now. The Larks in our town was kind of pricey, but the food was great.” 
 “Don’t worry about how much it costs; the evening’s on me. I like their restaurant in Ashland,” Will responded. “I eat there at least a couple of times a month.” 
 “Oh, not much of a cook, are we?” Carson queried him teasingly. 
 “I’ll have you know that I’m a great cook,” Will shot back good-naturedly, “but I get tired of eating alone, or with just my cat for company.” 
 Carson scoffed, “A guy who looks like you do…and who can cook? I can’t believe you’d have much trouble attracting female dinner companions most nights, if you really wanted to.” 
 There was a pause, and then Will said, “I’m very…particular about the girls I spend time with, Carson. You’ll learn that, if you take this job I’m offering you.” 
 She thought about that and concluded: With a man as handsome as you are; I can believe that. A guy like you can afford to be choosy. But, since you’ve probably got your pick of all the girls in southern Oregon, you must really be persnickety, if you often elect to pass on all of them! 
 After saying as much to him, there was another pause, and then he answered, “I never said I’m a monk, Carson—It’s just I’m very discriminating about whom I sleep with!” 
 They shared a laugh over that, and then he said he’d meet them at six-thirty this Friday night at Larks, in Ashland, and that he’d be looking forward to it. Before he could close out the conversation however, Carson cautioned him: “I didn’t tell Ben I’ve already been to your studio and that I gave you a preview glance at my naked…assets! See that you don’t mention it either, if you want this meeting to go alright!” 
 He assured her that he understood completely and the conversation ended. When it did, Carson noticed that her heart was beating much faster than normal. 
 She was very excited about this unusual, somewhat risqué opportunity to earn extra money. But she was exceedingly nervous about it, too! 
 I’m already lying to Ben, and I haven’t even started this…job yet! But my not telling him about my previous trip out to Will’s studio isn’t really that bad. Is it? 
 She told herself that it wasn’t. And she hoped it was the truth. 
 But then there was the problem of being naked around the stunningly handsome Will Cypress practically every day, if her husband agreed to her taking this modeling job. She was still the same highly-sexed girl she had always been, after all, and the artist she’d be naked around was nothing short of…yummy to look at. 
 What if he came on to her--would she be able to resist? After all, in this job she’d already be completely nude and lying on a bed. 
 Could she really trust herself around a hot guy like the ultra-hunky Will? She loved Ben with all her heart…but Will was so exotic…so different from her husband! 
 She didn’t want to cheat on Ben; not for a second. But she couldn’t help remembering the way her clitty had throbbed just now when the artist had said the word “paint”, during their just-concluded phone conversation. 
 Carson couldn’t seem to shake the feeling that he’d really meant “fuck” when he’d used that word. And she couldn’t deny how…excited that thought had made her, either. 

****

 The night of the appointed dinner rolled around almost before she knew it.  She and Ben had hired Becky, the precocious thirteen-year-old neighbor girl from next door, to baby-sit the kids for them that evening, so they’d be able to arrive down in Ashland right on time. The couple walked into the venerable old hotel building at six-thirty on the dot and strolled into the restaurant, Larks, arm-in-arm, where they found Will Cypress already seated at a table, waiting for them. 
 He rose to greet them and Carson was surprised to see that Ben and Will were exactly the same height, six-foot, two-inches tall. She had always thought of Will as being taller, due to his more slender build. 
 But, seeing them standing right along side each other for the first time, she realized that she’d been wrong. Ben’s body was simply broader, not shorter. 
 The two men’s choice of clothing for this evening, however, couldn’t have been more different. Will was casually but elegantly attired in a fancy, heavily-embroidered, off-white Mexican guayabera-style shirt, a nice pair of tan slacks, with a pair of expensive-looking, brown leather sandals on his bare feet. Ben, on the other hand, was wearing a fairly new pair of blue Levis, white trainers, and an untucked, short-sleeved plaid shirt she had bought for him recently at J.C. Penney’s. 
 Carson herself had on the same sundress she’d worn out to dinner with Will up in Portland. She was slightly embarrassed about showing up in the same dress she’d worn that night, but it was new and it was one of the nicest ones she owned. The stunning young mom didn’t have that many new dresses, so she’d finally decided that this one would have to do. 
 “I’m delighted to meet you, Ben,” Will said; smiling easily and shaking her husband’s offered hand. “I understand from Carson that you have your own auto repair shop up in Medford, and that you specialize in German cars.” 
 “I’m pleased to meet you, too, Will,” Ben said, eyeing the other man closely, no doubt noting how buffed and tan he was, and how “put-together” he looked. “I’m told you make your living painting pictures of naked titties.” 
 Will broke into gleeful laughter at that comment and clapped Ben on the back, “I never heard it put quite that way before, but I guess when you’re right, you’re right!” 
 That sly quip on Ben’s part served to break the ice between the two men quite nicely. The three of them sat down, had a cocktail, and began to talk easily together, as three old friends might have, while they perused the menu. 

Larks was filling up rapidly, but that was understandable. The hotel which it was a part of was just steps away from the Oregon Shakespeare Theater complex. Carson knew there were two plays being presented tonight, just as there always were during the spring season, one in the indoor Bowmer Theater and one outside in the modern recreation of an Elizabethan Playhouse. Each theater was located just across the nearby plaza; so the restaurant would soon be packed with hungry play-goers.  
 Ben ordered the New York steak; Carson opted for the offered pork chops, and Will stuck with the fish, which tonight proved to be a fillet of wild-caught, Alaskan salmon. He selected a bottle of Nicolas Feuillete Brut Rose to be served with dinner, since he was having fish and they were each having a different type of meat, observing sagely that champagne went well with everything.  
 Dinner, when it came, was delicious, and the champagne was easily the best Carson had ever tasted. During the meal, they discussed her impending career as a figure model. 
 The resulting conversation was a little strained at first, but then the cocktails and the champagne began to work their alcoholic magic and the atmosphere at their table had loosened up considerably by the end of dinner. Ben seemed to grow more comfortable with the idea of this charming, devilishly handsome man seeing his wife naked on practically a daily basis. 
 “You’ve never, uh…had anything…to do with one of your models?” Ben asked Will somewhat hesitantly as they waited for the check to be brought to the table. 
 Will smiled cannily and replied, “Never with any of the married ones, anyway.” 
 He swung around in his chair and offered them his back to stare at as he asked, “See any wings back there, Ben? I didn’t think so.” 
 Turning around to face them once again, he admitted, “I don’t claim to be some sort of angel or monk, and it’s true that some of the lovely girls who’ve modeled for me have proved to be very willing bed partners. But I know Carson is married, so it will be strictly business between her and I, of that I can assure you.” 
 He smiled wryly and added, “Besides, now that I’ve seen you in person, I’d be a fool to try anything with your wife. You’d no doubt wipe the floor with me!” 
 Ben smiled back and said modestly, “Yeah, I am pretty strong, I guess.” 
 Thinking about that, he noted, “But you seem to be in pretty decent shape yourself, for an artist.” 
 Will returned waved a dismissive hand and said, “Oh, I try to hit the gym as often as I can, and I watch what I eat. But you look like you could lift an engine block right out of a car all by yourself.” 
 The three of them laughed at that remark and finished their excellent champagne. When the bill came, it was nearly three-hundred dollars—since the champagne alone had run over sixty bucks--but Will insisted it was his treat when Ben offered to chip in. 
 “Besides, it’s a tax-deductible expense,” he said, laying down his American Express card on the tray. “The purpose of this dinner meeting is, after all, to persuade you to let Carson pose for me.” 

****

 “This is some ride,” Ben said enviously, running his fingertips over the Mustang’s custom paint job. 
 “It took a lot of years and a considerable amount of cash to get it looking like it does,” Will answered proudly. “This is one of the nicest Mustangs in the US. It’s been featured in a number of car enthusiast magazines.” 
 “It’s a beauty, that’s for sure,” Ben said, nearly drooling as he eyed the low-slung convertible. 
 “Hey, I’ve got an idea,” Will said, impulsively tossing his car keys to Ben. “Why don’t the two of you drive it out to the house? I’ll take your car and you can follow me.” 
 Ben reached in his pocket and took out the keys to his small Mercedes sedan parked just down the lot from the Mustang and gave them to Will, his eyes never leaving the Mustang. He and Carson got in, while Will found the right Mercedes by depressing the key fob and waiting to the headlights to blink in response. He walked over to it and slid into the driver’s seat.  
 The drive out to Will’s place was a short one of less than five miles, but Ben clearly enjoyed every second of it. He beamed as he drove along in the throaty-sounding Mustang, reveling in the way it handled and in its neck-snapping acceleration. 
 “You love this thing, don’t you?” Carson asked him about halfway out to Will’s. 
 “What’s not to love?” Ben answered her with a grin. “This car is just about perfect!” 
 His smile slowly faded as he asked her, “Are you really sure about this whole modeling thing, Sonny? This guy seems okay, but I mean…you’d be completely naked with him for hours!” 
 “Not with him; around him,” she corrected her husband, smiling slyly. “There’s a huge difference!” 
 They both laughed, but it was a nervous, tension-filled sort of laughter. They were still smiling when they came to a stop in Will’s barnyard minutes later, but their smiles were merely masks, covering the uneasiness both of them still felt about her taking her clothes off for money. 

****

 “Well this is it,” Will said; sweeping his hand expansively around the interior of the old barn. “This is where the magic happens.” 
 There were several finished paintings strewn about the place, awaiting crates and packing for eventual shipment. Ben eyed them pensively. 
 “You show it all when you paint a girl, don’t you, partner?” 
 Several of the model’s waxed-clean pelvic regions were on full display, as well as their bare nipples. Will shrugged and said, “That’s precisely what those girls looked like in the nude. I paint what I see, and people seem to like it.” 
 He went on to say proudly, “I seem to have stumbled onto a whole new sub-genre of nude painting: I call it ‘erotic realism’.” 
 He looked over at Carson and said, “Your wife is a voluptuous, extremely beautiful woman. Both men and women will be thrilled to see tasteful, artistic renderings of a woman like her…au naturel, as the French say.” 
 “Au naturel…naked, you mean?” The French words sounded especially foreign coming from big, burly Ben, and the word “naked” sounded more like “nekid”, the way he pronounced it. 
 “As the day she was born,” Will agreed, smiling at first at Carson, and then at her husband. 
 The three of them just stood there for long moments. Then Ben looked over at a nearby painting and said softly, “This gal’s pussy lips are gleaming like she’s ready for some cock!” 
 He looked over at Will and said, “I mean…she looks as if she was really turned on when you painted this.” 
 Will shrugged and said, as tactfully as possible, “Just look at her nipples; they’re jutting outward like two tiny pink spears. That’s because she was supposed to look turned on: after all the title of this painting is ‘A Woman Aroused’. It sold for over fifty thousand dollars to a collector in New York, and the signed prints are selling briskly, too.” 
 “Fifty thousand bucks,” Ben repeated wistfully. “Man, that’s a lot of tune-ups! No wonder you can offer Sonny a hundred and a quarter an hour to pose for you!” 
 “Sonny?” Will asked, clearly confused. 
 “That’s what I call Carson at home, Sonny,” Ben explained. 
 Nodding his understanding, Will said, “Well, I think Sonny’s worth every dime I’d be paying her. Just look at her! She’s spectacular, and I’d bet she’ll be even more unbelievable with her clothes off.” 
 Carson was thankful to Will for remembering not to mention he’d already seen her with her clothes off, and in this very room. She still hadn’t brought up her impromptu audition for the nude modeling job with her husband, and she was pretty sure she wouldn’t be revealing it to him in the near future. 
 “Would she have to shave her bush completely off, the way this gal did?” Ben asked just then. 
 “Some girls elect to use a razor, but most of them decide on a full Brazilian bikini wax,” Will answered matter-of-factly. “Waxing provides a cleaner look. Shaving can raise ugly bumps and cause ingrown hairs—not a pretty sight at all.” 
 Ben grinned at his wife and asked playfully, “How about you, Sonny? How would you feel about being bald down there?” 
 She felt her face reddening as she answered him jokingly, “The real question is: how would you feel about me looking that way?” 
 When Ben said, “I guess we’ll find out, now won’t we?”  
 Carson knew at that moment that she was going to be naked in this studio very soon! Her husband was actually going to give her the go-ahead to do this! 
 She didn’t know if that was a good thing or not. All she knew was that it was definitely going to happen, and the very thought of taking her clothes off again for Will stole her breath away! 
 



CHAPTER SIX


POSING…AND MORE 

 It was Tuesday morning; the week after the dinner meeting at the Lark. Carson was struggling to calm her nerves in the small dressing room before going out into the studio to strike a nude pose in front of Will—for real--for the first time. 
 She was totally naked beneath her robe. With her newly-waxed pussy lips, she felt even barer than she had the last time she’d done this, during her impromptu “audition”! 
 Oh, well, I’m as ready as I’ll ever be, I suppose, she thought as she finally worked up the courage to open the dressing room door. I may as well get this over with! 
 Will was waiting for her at his easel, which had been set up right beside the newly redecorated bedroom set. Instead of the antique furnishings featured in the old setting, a contemporary-looking queen-size bed now stood where the old double bed had been. This new bed had been fitted out with a plush bedspread made of a pink and crimson brocade fabric, plus matching throw pillows up by the headboard. 
 The rest of the dark wood bedroom furniture matched the bed frame, looking very contemporary and modern. She smiled nervously at Will and awaited his instructions. 
 Today he was wearing a painter’s smock which came down to his knees over his clothes, but she could see he wore another pair of brown slacks and the same leather sandals he’d had on at dinner last Friday night, sans socks. They were visible beneath the flowing smock.  
 She favored him with nervous smirk and said teasingly, “You should be wearing a black beret, too, Will. It would really complete your outfit.” 
 Will smiled briefly at her small attempt at levity, and then motioned her toward the bed. He watched as she went over to it and stopped, looking back at him questioningly. 
 “First off this morning, we’ll need to get you properly arranged,” Will said, keeping his voice very professional and reassuring. “Why don’t you lose the robe and lie down on the bed, if you please, Sonny.” 
 Carson started at the sound of her nickname on Will’s lips. No one but Ben had ever called her “Sonny” before. 
 She decided that she didn’t really mind her handsome new part-time employer using that intimate name as well, as she untied the robe with shaking fingers and eased it off, leaving her totally nude in the presence of her new “boss”. After all, Will would be seeing her just as naked today as Ben ever had; that should carry some rights and privileges with it. She reasoned that he should be able to call her “Sonny”, too, if he wanted, 
  She got onto the bed on her hands and knees and flipped over onto her back. Her pussy felt somehow even more exposed, with its familiar covering of pubic hair gone; she felt he could see all of her, somehow, and her heart was pounding in her chest. 
 “Man, that’s one cute little pussy,” Will sighed in open admiration as he stared down at her pelvis. “Its even prettier than I thought it would be. I can’t wait to capture your body’s incredible beauty and sexiness on canvas, Sonny!” 
 “You’ll have to forgive me, but I’m as nervous as I can be,” Carson murmured as she felt herself blushing, her embarrassment deepening as her slit started to lube itself as she realized this very desirable man was unashamedly ogling her most intimate charms. 
 “Relax; you’re gorgeous,” Will said dismissively, a big smile still on his face as he stepped closer to his nearby easel and picked up a paint brush. 
 “Now, turn over onto your side, facing me,” he urged her; all business now. 
 She did as he asked and he frowned slightly as he concentrated on getting her body just the way he wanted it, saying, “Cock your right knee a little, so that I can see that sexy little pink furrow of yours more clearly, Sonny. Push out those fabulous knockers and hold your stomach in just a bit. Can you do all that?” 
 Carson tried to comply with his directions. What she did apparently pleased him, because he said, “That’s perfect.” And then he started to paint, using quick, sweeping strokes on the empty canvas
in front of him… 

****

 They broke for lunch around noon and Carson got off the bed, put her robe back on and came around to look at what he’d accomplished so far. She was immediately impressed with his undeniable talent as a painter. What she was looking at was, at the same time, very realistic and yet very creative. 
 The girl on the canvas was her, but it really wasn’t. Will had managed to make her face in the painting just a shade more beautiful than it was in real life, and her body looked far more perfect than she knew it to be, and yet, somehow, it was still…her! 
 “What do you think?” He queried her expectantly. 
 “Well, it’s a gorgeous painting, but it’s not really me,” she answered him truthfully 
 He laughed and said, “Don’t sell yourself short, Sonny. That’s exactly how you look in the nude; to me, anyway.” 

 She turned toward him and said, “But it’s not really true to life. My face isn’t quite that flawless and my titties are that big, but they’re not as round and perfect-looking as you made them out to be in this picture. And my legs aren’t quite as nice as that, either, when you get right down to it.” 
 “Everyone’s a critic!” He answered jokingly, shaking his head. “Come on; let’s go over to the house and I’ll demonstrate how good I am in the kitchen, since you don’t seem to think much of my abilities as a painter.” 

****

 “This is awesome,” Carson said, after swallowing a big bite of the delicious grilled cheese, avocado, and roast beef sandwich he had just fixed for her. 
 “The secret is in selecting just the right cheese to bring out the flavor of the other ingredients; that and slicing the beef as thin as you can get it when layering it on the sandwich,” Will answered modestly, drinking a sip of the cabernet he had poured them to accompany lunch. 
 “Where did you buy this roast beef?” 
 “I bought the roast from Safeway and I cooked it myself, but the real trick is in the preparation. I have an old Dutch oven I bought at a garage sale years back. Using a premium cut of meat and slowly roasting it at a relatively low temperature; that’s the ticket, if you want the beef to come out really tender.” 
 She nodded as she continued to wolf down his delicious creation. Whatever he had done to get this beef just right had certainly worked: this was one of the best sandwiches she’d ever eaten in her whole life! 
 “You may have missed your calling after all,” she commented, taking a big sip of wine. “I think you could have had a great career as a chef, if you hadn’t elected to become a painter.” 
 “Maybe,” he agreed amiably, as the smile on his handsome face gradually morphed into a little leer. He was now staring unabashedly at the cleavage created as her bathrobe hung open when she leaned over the kitchen table to take another bite, “But a chef’s work is a lot harder—hot, sweaty kitchens and all that—and it simply can’t compete with the scenery I’m surrounded by in my current job.” 
 She felt herself blushing slightly and had trouble meeting his gaze. Then she reminded herself that he’d just spent the last two hours gazing at everything she had to offer, and she lifted her eyes boldly up to meet his. 
 “You really like ogling naked girls, huh?” She asked him the question teasingly as she popped the remainder of the sandwich into her mouth, rolling her shoulders a little, causing her large breasts to jiggle around provocatively under the half-open robe. 
 “When the naked girl in question looks as good as you do, you bet I do,” he whispered earnestly, not smiling at all now. “God, but you’re a sexy woman, Sonny! Ben’s a lucky man.” 
 There was a moment of silence between them, and then she said, changing the subject just slightly, but not entirely, “I was looking at some of the other models in your completed paintings this morning, while you took a bathroom break. I think I’m older than most of them were when you painted them.” 
 He took a sip of his cabernet and nodded his agreement as he answered, “Probably, but you exude a certain natural, earthy… sensuality that most of them will simply never attain, I don’t care how old they are.” 
 Carson laughed, slightly embarrassed by his comment and not knowing quite how to deal with that embarrassment. She finished her own wine and answered, “Oh, do I now? And just when did you become aware of this mysterious…sensuality of mine, Will?”  
 “From the very second I first laid eyes on you,” he admitted with a shrug. “The moment I saw you on that airplane, I knew I wanted to get to know you; to paint you if I could.” 
 She laughed again and said, “And just how well do you want to ‘get to know’ me?” 
 He shocked her to her very soul when he smiled and whispered, “If you weren’t married, I’d want to get to know you as well as a man can come to know a woman, Sonny!” 
 She felt her nipples spiking beneath the robe and her pussy was suddenly growing very wet again as she thought about what he had just said. If it was really true, how long would it be until he’d be making a move on her?  
 And how would she react if and when he did? After all, Will was the very definition of a really hot guy, and she had always been more than a little bit attracted to him, she had to admit! 
 An intense feeling of relief spread through her as Will got up from the table at just that moment—effectively breaking the gathering tension between them--and began gathering up the lunch dishes in a business-like manner, saying, “Come on; we’ve got to get back to work. The light will be gone before we know it.” 

****

 He began cleaning up his brushes at a quarter to two, saying the light had changed too much to continue. Sonny stretched, got off the bed, and put her robe back on. 
 Will said, “I won’t be needing you tomorrow; I plan on spending the day filling in the details of the bedroom and the bed itself before we continue our work together. How does Thursday look for you?” 
 “It’s
fine,” she said without hesitation, “I don’t start my shift at the store until four in the afternoon that day. Then I work until closing time.” 
 “When is that?” 
 “Eleven,” Carson said, “I only work one late night shift a week, if I can help it; and Thursday’s it for this week.” 
 “Brutal hours, for a woman with small kids,” Will commented, shaking his head in wonder. 
 “Ben is home by six most nights, and the girl next door watches them until then, on the nights I have to work.” 
 “Still, a schedule like that must wear you out some weeks,” Will ventured as he finished tidying things up around his easel. 
 “I’m used to it,” she answered with a shrug. “I’ve been working in retail forever, ever since I got out of high school.” 
 “You deserve some more excitement in your life, Sonny,” he said softly, stepping nearer to her. “You’re so…vivacious and fun to be with. I’ll remember that night in Portland, at the hotel, for as long as I live. We had such a good time, just laughing and talking and playing those stupid Keno machines in the bar.” 
 She chuckled and said, “I’ll always remember that night, too. That whole evening was a kick in the ass. I’m almost glad that plane broke down now, even though it really pissed me off at the time.”  
 They were standing less than a foot apart and Will surprised her by suddenly reaching out and pulling her body into his for a hot embrace. His lips were on hers in moments—almost before she knew it was happening--but she didn’t hesitate; her mouth came open in an instant for him, inviting his tongue inside. And an absolute firestorm of passion rippled down her spine as their two tongues collided and then began to explore one another. 

This is so wrong! Carson told herself even while she was so willingly going along with Will’s advances. This isn’t fair to Ben, and I love him so much!

 But she didn’t break off the searing kiss; far from it. Instead, she clung to Will even tighter, her nipples fully erect under the robe, her pussy suddenly transformed into a veritable lake of desire by their torrid embrace! 
 And when Will slowly eased that robe open and pushed it from her shoulders as they kissed, she didn’t try to stop him. On the contrary, she released her own grip on him so that he could slide the bulky garment completely off and let it fall to the floor. 
 She now found herself naked in his arms. And she loved it! 
 Will’s lips felt like magic against hers, as she’d always known they would. The two of them were standing on the set, right next to the bed, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world to her when he moved them over to it and pulled her down on it with him. 
 The two of them rolled around, still kissing passionately for the next few minutes and, somehow, his smock and shirt were suddenly gone; the naked skin of his waxed-bare chest was right up against her throbbing nipples. She reached down and undid his belt and unbuttoned his slacks. 
 And then there were only his boxers between his body and hers; and she felt his hard cock under them, straining to be free. In moments, it was, and it was in her fist and she realized with a start, how incredibly thick and long it was! 

God, he’s hung like some kind of porn star! She thought, breaking off the kiss so that she could glance down at the pulsing monster she now held in her hand. 
 Fuck, I bet that thing is at least nine inches long! Carson told herself in amazement. And I always thought of Ben’s prick as being way thicker than most guys’, but Will’s is much bigger around than my husband’s! 
 She hadn’t exactly been a virgin when she’d met Ben; not by any stretch of the imagination. Carson had been sexually active since she’d been twelve. 
 Hell, she’d seen her first dick when she’d barely been four. She and the little boy next door had spent many an afternoon playing “doctor” together. 
 Carson had started getting her titties when she’d been barely eleven, and of course the boys in her middle school class had noticed immediately. While all of her girlfriends were still flat-chested, she’d had a pair of budding mounds. 
 Her boyfriend, when she’d been twelve, had begged her to let him suck those rapidly-growing young breasts of hers, and at last she’d given in and let him do just that. She, in turn, had been so aroused by feel of his inexperienced but eager lips on her sensitive nipples that she hadn’t hesitated to return the favor on his smallish cock. 
 He’d been so excited that he hadn’t lasted long between her amateurish lips, and soon she’d been gulping down her very first mouthful of boyish spunk. The word had rapidly gotten around school that curvy young Carson Bennett wasn’t just spectacularly built for her age; she was one of those girls who were…hot for cock! 
 She thought back on her early reputation now—throughout middle school and high school--as she slowly toyed with Will’s massive prick while sucking suggestively on his tongue. The depressing realization that she hadn’t changed much in the last seventeen years crept over her, and she abruptly let go of Will’s hard on and moved her head back, so that his tongue slid from her mouth.   
 “I…I can’t do this!” She stammered, angry at herself; at Will, at the sudden revelation that--at her core--she was still little more than the slut she had been in her youth!  
 She pushed him away; placing her palms flat against his well-developed chest and shoving persistently. “I’m married, Will! Ben trusted me to do this; to be naked with you! And just look at me; rolling around on this bed in the nude with you on my very first day as a model!” 
 To her surprise, Will suddenly looked as guilty as she felt. He said, “You’re right, of course. I…I shouldn’t have kissed you the way I did!” 
 The two of them just lay looking at each other for long moments. At last he said, “I promised myself I’d keep my hands off you, you being a married woman and all.” 
 The awkward moments crept by, until she asked him softly, “Has this sort of thing ever happened before, with your married models?” 
 His handsome face started to color as he admitted, “More often than I’d like to admit, I’m ashamed to say. I can’t seem to keep from wanting to touch…wanting to caress, a body as lovely as yours, Sonny!” 
 He reached out and stroked her left breast hesitantly, and a shudder went through her. She let out a little gasp and whispered, “I’m just like you, Will. I always have been--I like men! But I’ve been true to Ben, since we’ve been married. This is the first time I’ve ever done anything like this.” 
 “It can’t have been easy,” Will sympathized, “looking the way you do. Guys must come on to you all the time.” 
 “I’m used to it, I guess,” she answered ruefully. “But somehow it’s easier, when I’m standing behind my checkout stand at the supermarket and I have all my clothes on!” 
 She glanced down and saw his super-hard cock still throbbing with arousal just a few inches away from her hand. Carson ached to reach out and touch it again and it was all she could do to deny herself that pleasure. Her eyes swept up and down his lanky, muscular frame, and she noted once more how well-defined his abs were, how chiseled his pecs looked, now that she was naked and in bed with him. 
 “I guess that’s my excuse, too,” Will sighed wistfully, staring down at her bare, gleaming-with-excitement pussy, and then up at her very erect nipples. “Seeing you in the nude all day today…it really got to me.” 
 He drew in a deep breath and added, “But I should have known it would. There’s no excuse for me coming on to you the way that I did; I’m supposed to be a professional.” 
 Flashing her a wry look, he said, “This isn’t very professional of me, is it?” 

No, but it sure has been sexy and fun! She thought to herself, staring wistfully again at his six pack abs, his tight, muscular ass cheeks; and most of all, at that incredible cock!   
 “We’re both going to have to learn to control ourselves, if I’m going to keep on posing for you,” she said, sliding off the bed with great reluctance. 
 “I’m sure we can do that,” Will said; attempting to cover his naked prick with his hand as she continued to stare down longingly at it. “I’ll just have to be careful to keep this thing in my pants from here on out.” 
 It was so big that even his long, slender fingers couldn’t quite hide it from her view. The massive cock head was poking out over the top of them; all plum-like and pulsing with desire for her and looking positively…delicious! 
 Carson let herself imagine it sliding into her eager mouth, her tongue all over it; a steady stream of oily pre-come oozing from the tip for her to coax out and swallow. She just knew, somehow, that Will’s lube would be sweet and succulent and… 

Stop it! She admonished herself as she forced from her mind all such lascivious thoughts about sucking the handsome artist’s huge cock. I’ve got to quit giving in to my…urges, or I’m going to wind up right back in that bed with him!

 Steeling herself, she bent and snatched up the robe and slipped it on once more. Then she hurried across the studio to the dressing room and shut the door securely behind her. 
 



CHAPTER SEVEN


DID YOU WANT TO?

 Dinner that night at the Stanley house turned out to be an odd affair. The kids acted normally enough—yammering on and on as usual about school and what had happened to them during the day—but tonight they seemed to sense that their parents were barely listening to their chatter. This only made them louder and more insistent at the dinner table, as if vying for their mom and dad’s attention. 
 Ben had asked his wife how everything had gone today when he’d arrived home, clearly eager to hear all about her first nude modeling session, but unable to bring it up because of the proximity of their two little ones. And they certainly couldn’t discuss it during dinner. 
 Afterwards, all four of them adjourned to the living room, as they usually did, and watched a program that both the kids and their parents enjoyed. When the two young Stanleys were at last safely tucked in their beds at eight o’clock, Ben gathered her into his arms. 
 The suddenness of his movement and its similarity to the move Will had made on her this afternoon in the studio startled Carson. She shivered in her husband’s embrace as she remembered that unbelievably hot kiss with her new part-time employer and what had happened afterward. The thing that unsettled her most was the memory of what had almost happened and how close she had come to cheating on her beloved husband, the man who was now holding her body next to his. 
 “Let’s not watch television in the front room tonight,” Ben whispered. “Let’s go into our room instead and talk about today!” 
 She gave him flirty smile and teased him a little by saying, “There’s really not much to talk about, I’m afraid. I spent most of the morning just lying around on a bed and made nearly four hundred bucks for doing it. What else is there for me to say?” 
 By way of an answer, he grinned, took her hand in his, and nearly dragged her down the hallway and into their room. After making sure the door was securely locked, he turned to her and whispered, “It’s how you felt when you made
that money I want to hear about!” 
 Eyes gleaming with excitement, he asked, “Come on, level with me, Sonny. How was it, laying there naked, showing a stranger everything you’ve got to show him?” 
 Carson felt her face flush as she answered, “It was really no big deal. Oh, sure, I was plenty nervous at first, but that passed soon enough.” 
 She started to move away from Ben, but he stopped her by taking her wrist lightly. Sweeping her into his arms again, he murmured, “I bet you secretly got off on doing it, didn’t you, baby? I bet you liked showing off that great body of yours!” 
 His wife giggled and replied coyly, “Maybe I did, a little; every woman likes to think of herself as being attractive to men, I guess.” 
 “And, was Will…attracted?” He asked, not letting go of her, his smile slowly turning into a leer. 
 Carson thought about holding Will’s stone-hard cock in her hand this afternoon and--smiling playfully up at her husband--she replied wryly: “Oh, I think you could safely say that he was very attracted!” 
 “He’d have to be gay not to be,” Ben murmured, pulling her in even closer, “and Will didn’t strike me as being gay.” 
 Something about the crazy look in Ben’s eyes when he said that captured her attention. She didn’t think he was jealous, as she had feared he would be. 
 No, that isn’t it at all, she realized excitedly. He’s aroused! My Ben is turned on by the thought of what Will and I may have…done today!  
 “How…how do you know he was attracted?” Ben pressed her just then. 
 I need to test my little theory out, she thought, her own excitement growing by the second. Let’s just see if I’m right! 
 “Well… for one thing, he got very hard behind those nice slacks he always wears, darling,” she said in a teasing whisper. “Several times throughout the morning, I noticed he was sporting serious wood while he was painting me.” 
 Ben gasped as if she had just kneed him in the balls. But instead of looking hurt by her naughty little revelation, he looked even more intrigued by what she had just said! 
 “Has he got a big cock?” Ben asked, seemingly before he could stop himself. 
 The image of Will’s whopper flashed through Carson’s mind and she smiled slyly as she said, “Oh, it’s big alright, baby. I could see that.” 
 “I-Is it bigger than mine, do you think?” Ben stammered, obviously excited, rather than apprehensive that this might be the case. 
 Carson couldn’t help it; she laughed. As she did so, she told her husband, “There’s no doubt about that, darling! That guy’s hung like a fucking mule; I could tell!” 
 “Holy shit,” Ben murmured excitedly, pawing at her clothes, his big hands suddenly all thumbs as he envisioned his wife naked with a man possessing a porn star-sized dick! 
 “Here, let me do that,” she admonished him gently, turned away from him and unbuttoning her blouse. “I don’t want you to tear it. I just bought this last month for the trip out to my sister’s wedding.” 
 In seconds, she was as nude as she’d been with Will today and sprawled out on their king size bed. Ben was right behind her, yanking off his shirt and jeans, along with his jockey shorts. 
 “Wow, you’re already so damn hard, babe,” she teased him, staring down at his fully engorged manhood, “what’s the occasion?” 
 “My wife spent the morning showing off her bare little pussy to another guy today,” he all but growled, reaching for her, “that’s enough to turn any man on!” 
 His kiss wasn’t like Will’s had been this afternoon at all. Ben’s was rougher, more demanding. Her clearly aroused husband was more like a rampaging bull in search of a hot rut than a suave, sophisticated lover! 
 But right then, Carson didn’t mind a bit. She was hungry for cock; she had been all afternoon, after she and Will had rolled around naked on that bed together and they had stopped just short of making love! 
 She found Ben’s rampant hard on with her hand and fisted it eagerly. It wasn’t quite as long or as thick as Will’s had been, but it would more than do!  
 That was for sure… 

****

 “Oh, fuck, fuck, Sonny,” Ben gasped as she all but ate his cock up, her tongue all over it and his balls. “You’re hot as a pistol tonight!” 
 That was true. She was hot as a pistol; much, much hotter than usual! 
 She couldn’t seem to get the image of Will’s magnificent prick, of his unbelievable body out of her mind! Carson absolutely devoured her husband’s big dick, secretly wishing it was Will’s, God help her! 
 “Oh, fuck me with this fat cock, baby,” she huffed out the words as she finally let it slip from her mouth, her hazel eyes shining with lust. 
 “In a second,” Ben panted, pushing her over onto her back and diving between her spread legs. “First, I want to eat this bald snatch of yours a little.” 
 He moved his mouth a bit closer to her swollen-with-arousal pink lips and muttered, “Jesus, Sonny, you’re like a fucking waterfall tonight!” 
 She knew her husband’s lewd description was accurate: lubricant was pouring out of her cleft like crazy, and her clit was throbbing to beat the band. She wriggled her lush hips up at Ben and begged him, “Eat me, baby! Eat my hot cunt…make me come!” 
 She didn’t have to ask twice. Ben’s tongue and lips were all over her weeping twat in seconds, sending pulses of intense pleasure all through Carson’s inflamed body. 
 Mindlessly, not caring what Ben thought, she captured her up-thrust nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and began to tweak them sharply as he ate her pussy. 
 “Ummmmmmmmm,” she moaned as the searing pangs of pure delight roared through her body, growing closer together and sharper by the second. 
 “Oh, Ben, I’m going to come already,” she whined. “You’re going to make me come so fucking hard!” 
 All at once, she started to shiver as if he had left the window open in the middle of January and an icy wind was flowing over her naked body. Twisting and moaning, Carson threw her hips up off the bed and yanked at her nipples, shrieking at the top of her lungs about how good it was! 
 Ben straightened up and thrust his hard cock all the way into her with one mighty lunge, lying down on top of her as he did so, kissing her with his cunt-juice-shiny mouth, to help muffle her passionate outburst. She didn’t care about the taste of her own pussy on his lips. She held him tight and mashed her spasming breasts up against his furry chest and sucked hard at his tongue as she continued to come and come around his hammering cock! 
 The kids, one part of her brain realized, Ben was probably worried I’d wake them up with all of that screaming! 
 The good mom/rational parent portion of her consciousness was worried about that, too. But the down-and-dirty-girl part of her was too turned on to care! 
 All she knew was that Ben’s gliding; pistoning cock seemed like the answer to a prayer just then. Carson wrapped her arms around her rutting man even tighter and whipped her ass up to meet his frenzied thrusts down into her slickness. 

****

 “We haven’t fucked like that in years!” Ben sighed, looking over at his wife with something like awe. “You were totally wild and out of control tonight, Sonny.” 
 He gave that thought a moment to sink in, and then demanded, “What really happened out at that barn today?” 
 She felt herself slowly turning red but she didn’t say anything. Ben gave her a lopsided smile and promised, “Come on; you can tell me. I promise I won’t get mad. I give you my word.” 
 His wife was torn. She suddenly had the urge to come entirely clean with her husband about the events of the day; to tell him the whole truth. But in the end, she found herself still reluctant to do that, so she remained silent. 
 “Don’t you know that you can trust my word, after all these years you’ve known me?” 
 She gave him a hesitant little smile and said, “I really want to believe you, darling, but I still remember the beating you gave George Foster, that time when we were all drunk out at the fairgrounds at that dance, when he got a little fresh with me.” 
 He laughed and said, “That was different.” 
 “How was it…different?” 
 Ben’s face clouded over and he said, “Well, for one thing, we were a lot younger way back then, and I was drunk.” 
 He flashed her a canny look, and then admitted, “And besides, I’d heard all about George having dated you back in high school. I knew about you two going steady for a while, so I knew he must have fucked you at least a couple of times…and I guess I was jealous that he had!” 
 Ben hadn’t gone to high school in Medford. His family still lived in Bend, Oregon, almost two-hundred miles away and he had moved into town a few years after he’d graduated from high school. It wasn’t until then that he’d first met Carson. 
 “I never made any secret of my past love life,” she reminded him. “You knew I’d fucked a lot of guys, back in high school and afterward, when I first got out on my own. I used to be quite the…adventurous girl, back then, and I never tried to hide that fact from you.” 
 “Yeah, I know that,” he sighed, thinking back. “It used to drive me crazy, when I first moved here and started getting serious about you; wondering which of the guys around town that were our age had been…with you, and which ones hadn’t!” 
 She gave him a dismissive little smile and said, “All that’s ancient history now anyway, honey. I’ve never cheated on you and you know it.” 
 “I know you haven’t,” he said softly, “but it always sort of bothered me; knowing you’d sucked some guy’s dick off, back in the day. I’ve just never said anything about it before.” 
 Carson didn’t know how to respond to that, so she didn’t. It was true; she’d given lots of blowjobs and ridden numerous guys’ cocks before she’d met Ben. 
  She hadn’t been ashamed of it, really. She’d always just put her former wildness down to being a hot-blooded girl who liked to party! 
 And she had told Ben all about her past, when they’d first started dating. He’d elected to fall in love with her and marry her anyway, so she hadn’t really given it much thought until now. 
 “You were really jealous of all those guys in my past?” She asked him the question incredulously. 
 “Yeah, I used to be,” he admitted with a long sigh. 
 “But now you’re okay with it?” She asked him, curious as she could be about what had caused this abrupt change in her man’s attitude. “Why?” 
 He stared over at her and asked her, “Remember when we were joking around about me watching net porn while I whacked off, when you were away at your sis’s wedding?” 
 She nodded, remembering that clearly. He shrugged and said, “Well, I did jerk off while watching some of that stuff a couple of nights.” 
 He vaulted out of the bed naked and padded across the bedroom to retrieve the laptop computer from its resting place; a small desk in the corner of the room. Settling back into the bed next to her again, he asked, “Have you ever heard the term…‘hotwife’?” 
 “What the hell is a hotwife?”  
 He opened the laptop and turned it on. After a little while, it booted up and he typed in the term “hotwife”, all one word, she noticed, on Google. 
 “Here, read it for yourself,” he said, handing her the laptop. 
 “Holy shit,” she breathed, after clicking on the webpage’s definition of the unfamiliar term. 
 She read that a hotwife was a woman who was happily married, but was free to fuck around with other men whenever she felt like it, with her husband’s full permission. Her jaw dropped open as she read further that such a married couple was likely to have what the definition described as “reclamation sex” when she returned home and told her cuckolded husband all about how naughty she had been with the other guy! 
 “And the thought of that…me in bed with someone else really…turns you on?” 
 Ben pulled back the sheet and exposed his throbbing hard on, saying, “Something fierce! So, tell me the truth, what did you and Will get up to today, besides all that posing and painting?” 

****

 “And it was bigger and thicker than mine?” Ben asked the question, clearly having trouble believing what she had just said. 
 “Oh, God, yes, sweetie,” Carson said breathlessly, taking a quick break from sucking and tonguing her husband’s incredibly hard cock. “It was the biggest one I’ve ever had in my hand; that’s for fucking sure!”  
 “Bigger than old George Foster’s prick was, back in high school?” 
 Carson laughed and said, “Yours is way bigger than George’s was, babe. His was short and not all that thick, come to think of it. Why do suppose I dumped him all those years ago?” 
 Both of them chuckled at that comment and Carson went back to licking Ben’s prick. He sighed and asked, “But nothing really happened today, between you and Will, other than him kissing you and you fisting his hog?” 
 “Just what I told you,” she confessed, kissing his saliva-gleaming cock head right after she spoke. 
 “But you wanted it to go even further between you two, didn’t you, Sonny?” 
 A shudder of nervous excitement rippled through the strawberry-blonde as she thought about that. Glancing up at her husband again, she decided to tell him the whole truth at last. 
 “Fuck, yeah, I wanted more,” she boldly admitted, jacking Ben’s cock skin up and down sensually. “Will’s was the biggest, prettiest one of these I’ve ever seen!” 
 With that confession of how she’d really felt today, the two of them fell on each other like a pair of randy high school sweethearts. Before Carson knew what happened, Ben was all the way inside her once again and they were fucking as if there was no tomorrow. 
 She loved it! Carson Stanley just loved this wild new direction their sex lives had taken! 

But I wonder where all this will lead us?  The wary thought flitted crossed her mind as Ben busily screwed her brains out and she held on for dear life. 
 



CHAPTER EIGHT


A NEW UNDERSTANDING

 “You seem chipper as hell today, Sonny,” Will remarked on Thursday morning of that week. 
 “Ben and I had a great night in bed, not only last night, but the night before as well,” Carson explained with a teasing little smile. 
 “Well, that’s enviable,” Will commented; making sure all of his painting gear was in its proper place before they started in today. “Having a great love life is bound to send anyone’s spirits soaring, I guess.”  
 Boldly, Carson doffed the robe and took her place on the bed. It amazed her how much easier it was to get naked in front of Will this time than it had been during their first session together.  
 Their steamy nude make out interlude on this very bed seemed to have removed the last of her inhibitions. After all, she had now seen that great body of his without a stitch of clothing covering it; she had even held his massive cock in her hand. 
 With some difficulty, she pushed the thought of how unbelievably hot that had been from her mind for the moment and said, “It looks as if you spent a lot of time working on the background yesterday.” 
 “Yeah, I got a great deal done on Wednesday,” Will said, picking up his pallet of colors and a brush. “I think we can mostly finish up this painting today, if we’re lucky.” 
 Were going to be done so soon? Carson thought disappointedly, I feel like we’ve barely gotten started! 
 “Hey, where did that frown come from?” Will asked; his brush poised over the canvas. “What happened to the ‘come hither’ look that graced those sensual lips of yours during our last session?” 
 “I guess I’m missing my hundred and twenty-five bucks an hour already,” she replied truthfully, the pouty look still on her face. 
 Will laughed and said, “Oh, I’ve got lots more modeling work planned for you, Sonny. I have whole series of paintings in mind featuring that lush body of yours, so don’t you worry about a lack of work.” 
 Carson perked up at that news. She tried to recreate the sexy, come-here-and-fuck-me look her face had displayed during their last session. 
 “Now that’s more like it,” Will complimented her. “Stick out those beautiful breasts a little more and suck in that tummy. Perfect; that’s just perfect, Sonny. Hold that pose!” 

****

 He fixed another superb lunch for them at around noontime; roasted chicken sandwiches instead of beef today. They ate the lunch and split a whole bottle of Chablis as they did so. 
 Then they cleared the table and got ready to go back to work. Carson’s eyebrows lifted in surprise when she noticed Will get several ice cubes out of the refrigerator’s freezer compartment and put them in a small bowl just before they left the house for the barn, but she didn’t say anything to him about it. 
 As soon as she was naked again and had settled into her pose on the bed however, he sat the bowl containing the ice cubes on the nightstand next to her and reached into his pants pocket, drawing out a tube of personal lubricant; the kind used for anal sex. She felt her eyes widening at the sight of that and couldn’t stop herself from asking, “What’s that for?” 
 Will’s handsome face reddened and he said in soft voice, “We…uh…I need you to…uh…lube up your…uh…pussy lips, Sonny. Then we, that is, you, need to touch your nipples just lightly with one of these ice cubes before we can proceed.” 
 She just stared up at him blankly; her mind refusing to process what he’d just directed her to do. Still mystified, Carson finally asked, “Why on earth would you want me to do…that?”  
 Will shifted his weight uneasily from foot to foot as he stared down at her, his face still red. He stammered, “As your husband...as Ben noticed the other night; the girl in my other painting’s nipples were erect and her uh…pussy was quite wet. She looked as if she was ready to have sex; and that’s the way I want to pose you in this painting as well.” 
 “Oh, I get it,” Carson said, relieved she finally understood what he wanted. “The sex lube and the ice cubes—to make my nippies spike—they’re necessary to make me look all aroused and everything as you paint me.” 
 “Exactly,” Will said, breathing a sigh of relief, clearly glad that she now understood what the lube and the ice were for. 
 He cut his eyes toward the small bowl of ice cubes sitting on the nearby nightstand and urged her, “Take one of them and get your nipples ready, after you use the lube, of course, so that your…uh…lips look properly shiny.” 

He’s so impossibly cute when he’s slightly flustered, Carson thought. She found tall, sophisticated Will Cypress to be even sexier when he was a little off balance and not as sure of himself as he normally was. 
 She smiled up at him and whispered tantalizingly, “I know a much more fun way to achieve the same result.” 
 He blanched as if she had just tasered him and admitted, “That’s always been my preferred method in the past as well. But since you’re married...” 
 All at once, it hit her! Will had fooled around with all of his past models; that’s how the girl in that painting’s nipples had gotten so erect: Will had sucked that girl’s tits before taking up his paint brush that day! 
 “Did her pussy get that wet, just from you sucking her boobies?” She now boldly asked the blushing artist. 
 “N-No,” Will confessed, “I…I used my tongue on her a little as well—down there--right before I painted her.” 
 A moment passed between them. And then she said in a sexy whisper, rolling over onto her back and holding out her arms to him, “Well…I guess as long as it’s all in the name of…Art!” 
 Will stood rock-still for another moment, as if his body had suddenly been rooted to the phony bedroom carpet. His cock grew instantly hard beneath his smock—that much was apparent by the huge bulge it made under the free-flowing garment—and his blue eyes were open wide. But still he didn’t move! 
 “What about your husband?” He managed to croak out the question at last. 
 “He knows,” she assured him. “Ben knew that I meant to fuck you today. And he’s more than okay with it.” 
 The next few minutes were a blur. Will was suddenly as naked as she was, and they were entwined in an embrace so hot it threatened to catch the bedspread beneath them on fire! 
 Will sucked her magnificent tits until she was moaning and yanking on his long golden hair, begging for more. And then he ate her pussy. 
 Oh, fuck, did he ever eat her pussy! She came once, twice, three times in rapid succession as he lapped and sucked and ran his tongue all over her clit, when he wasn’t busy plunging it deep inside her and wriggling it around! 
 Then his magnificent cock was in her mouth, and she found that by tilting her head back and relaxing her throat muscles, she could get nearly all of it inside. Carson sucked it expertly for a while; then kissed his balls for him and sucked each of them lovingly while she tongued them. 
 “Oh, oh, fuck, Sonny,” he gasped. “You’re incredible--no one has ever sucked me the way you do!” 

He’s so dreamy! She told herself as her lips moved slowly up and down his towering cock once more as her tongue went wild on it. I could suck his big dick all day long, if he’d let me.

 But Will had other ideas. Just at that moment, he panted, “Got to fuck you; got to feel that hot little pussy of yours around my cock!” 
 Carson was on her back in moments, and Will was kneeling between her spread legs, his huge cock head nudging her open. She gasped, “Oh, go slow, please! Ben’s thick, but he’s not as thick as you are and he isn’t quite as long!” 
 Will proved to be a masterful lover. He eased his massive dick into her slowly, kissing her and sucking at her tongue as he claimed her for the first time. 
 Carson whined with arousal and just the slightest bit of fear. He was just so big…there was so much of him! 

Never had a cock this huge before, she marveled as he filled her to the brim with his throbbing, pulsing male meat; stretching her open, running his mammoth dick all the way down into her. 
 “Oh, oh, fuck,” she sighed as she felt his balls press against her ass cheeks and realized she had all of him deep within her. 
 “You’re so hot inside,” he murmured into her ear, “so incredibly fucking tight and slick!” 
 Carson merely gave a little shudder and whispered, “Fuck me, Will! Oh, God, I need it so bad! Please fuck me hard and deep!” 
 For what seemed like forever, he gave her just what she needed. Carson lost count of how many times she came on Will’s gliding, pussy-reaming cock. 
 That beautiful thing stretched her out; it filled every centimeter of her insides with pumping, rippling prick meat in a way she had never been opened before. After he had made her come twice in the missionary position, he turned her over, onto her hands and knees, and took her doggie style until she was screaming and shivering and orgasming again like a crazy woman! 
 Then he flipped over onto his back and had her ride him, cowgirl style; and ride him she did! Her pussy pistoned up and down his majestic length until she began to shake and quiver through one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever experienced.  
 In the end, she was panting and crying out for him to; “Cream me! Oh, fuck, Will, I want to feel you come inside me!” 
 He rolled her over and simply drilled straight down into her once more. Carson felt her big tits jiggle and jelly with each penetration. 
 It felt as if they might be shaken loose from her twisting, cock-hungry body by the force of his dynamic thrusts. But she didn’t care! 
 Nothing mattered anymore except his marvelously hard prick and having it deep inside her. Carson shut out everything and concentrated on what he was doing to her, and how insanely good it felt. 
 She arched her long body off the mattress and impaled herself on his driving prick, screaming, “Oh, oh, fuck, am I ever coming?”  
 Will’s growl of sublime pleasure filled the old barn, merging with her own ecstatic wail of release. She felt him gushing into her, and nothing, absolutely nothing had ever felt as wonderful! 

****

 “I guess we’re well on our way to losing the light for today,” Will said, a lazy little smile on his face as he stroked her long, strawberry-blonde mane. 
 They were lying on the pillows up at the top of the bed. Minutes had passed since their mutual, fiery climax, and now they were just lying there, smiling at one another, luxuriating in the warm afterglow of the perfect, taboo sex they had just shared. 
 “Are you available tomorrow?” He asked her, breaking the easy silence that had grown up between them. 
 “Am I available for more fucking or for more posing?” 
 They both laughed and then he said, “For both, I hope; how is your schedule?” 
 “It would normally be one of my days off, but I’m working a half-day shift tomorrow, as a favor to a girlfriend of mine who wants half a day off so she and her husband can get out of town early for the weekend. She’s trading with me; she’ll work half of one of my shifts next week.” 
 “Can you be here at ten?” 
 “Let’s make it nine,” she said, reaching down for his soft cock. “I want at least an hour more of this big boy tomorrow, before we start the modeling session.” 
 “That sounds wonderful to me,” he said, instantly agreeing, as his prick began to stiffen up in her hand. “But why wait till then? We’ve got a few more hours before you have to go into the store today. And since the light is already just about gone…” 
 She smiled and slipped down on the bed until her mouth was even with his rapidly hardening dick. Just before she opened her lips for him, she murmured, “Sounds great to me, darling: you know I want this gorgeous thing inside me again as many times as I can get it!” 

**** 

 They took their time on this second go-round. Gone was the white-hot urgency which had characterized their love-making at first; replaced by an easy confidence that everything was going to be great between them. 
 There was no panic this time; no fear she would suddenly change her mind, as she had the first time they’d gotten naked together on this bed. She sucked him slowly, reveling in the way he tasted, his sheer mass, the beauty of his hard cock and the way it fit inside her mouth, now that she had grown used to its size. 
 He sighed and ran his fingers through her hair as she blew him, and she thought about sucking him off all the way; about swallowing a big tummy-full of his spunk. Part of her would have loved to have done that, and she was sure he wouldn’t say “no” to one of her steamy blowjobs. 
 But she decided to save that for Friday morning. Right now, she wanted to feel this monster inside her once again, fucking her right up to heaven’s gates! 

**** 

 “Do it hard!” She urged him. “Really give it to me with that huge dick of yours!” 
 They were in the man-behind position once again and Will was ramming his thickness into her juicy folds so hard it made her dangling titties shake wildly with each lunge. But he felt so good inside her that she wanted even more—she wanted to be ravaged. She wanted to feel herself being absolutely pummeled by his incredibly thick, incredibly long manhood. 
 Will huffed and puffed and really started to pound it into her. She moaned at how wonderful that felt and worked her hips back to meet his every plunge into her almost liquid depths. 
 “Oh, that’s the way to fuck me!” She sighed in gathering bliss, her pussy contracting wildly around his spearing cock. “Oh, yeah, deep and hard…that’s the way I love to get it from you, Will-darling!” 
 He reached under her and grabbed her left nipple, squeezing it in time with his hip thrusts. A fresh wave of crackling electricity seemed to pulse down her spine from her spasming tits and right into her clit as his prick mashed into it. 
 “I…I’m gonna’ come,” she gasped just then. “Oh, Will, you hot fucker! You’re going to make me come again!” 
 He pinched her nipple a little harder and sped up his already frenzied lunges into her jizz-filled pussy. She gurgled with pleasure, unable to form words, her head threatening to explode. 
 Oh, God, this guy’s a terrific fuck! She told herself, hanging just on the edge of total release. Just like I knew he’d be! 
 “Oh, damn, Sonny,” he gasped, his cock jerking inside her, “you’re just too hot inside…too tight!” 
 She felt the first jet of come spattered up into her seconds later. Red waves of pure ecstasy tinged her vision as the hot spunk backwashed onto her clit atop his driving dick and she found herself lost in utter bliss. 
 “Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, oh, my fucking God, what a come!” She screamed out the words as her cunny went wild around his cock, milking it, sucking the last of the scalding fluid out his balls and into her depths. 

****

 “Today was so hot, I can barely believe it,” she said, nuzzling her cheek into his bare chest. “I’ve got to take a shower now, and get home so I can get changed and drive out to the store on time.” 
 “Tell me again how this whole ‘hotwife’ thing works,” he said, stopping her as she started to get out of bed. 
 “Look it up on Google,” she advised him, “and you’ll know as much about it as I do.” 
 She got out of bed and finished with, “Apparently, some men really get off on the idea of their wives cheating on them with really hot guys. It’s a rush for them--being married to someone who’s so sexy…so desirable to other men.” 
 Shrugging, she said, “I guess—after what we did today--my Ben is one of them. We’ll see how he reacts to the reality of the situation. Daydreaming about it and actually experiencing being a cuckold are two different things.” 
 Just before she walked toward the bathroom at the back of the barn, she said, “We’ll see if he’s really happy about what I’ve done with you today. He used to want to beat the shit out of guys just for looking at me the wrong way!” 
 Will’s eyes got big as she said that and Carson almost laughed at his alarmed reaction. Her Ben was a big, physical man. And she wasn’t kidding a bit about how jealous he used to get… 
 



CHAPTER NINE


FACING BEN

 Her long shift at the supermarket that afternoon and evening seemed to go by so much faster than usual. It was almost as if she was floating on a cloud of post-coital bliss as she stood behind the cash register and rang up people’s grocery purchases. 
 Whenever she felt tired, all she had to do was focus on how wonderful Will’s big cock had felt inside her pussy today, and her spirits began to soar once again. Several of her regular customers had even commented on how happy she looked today. 
 It wasn’t until the end of her shift neared that her euphoria began to ebb. Her thoughts moved from Will and his marvelous prick to Ben and how he would take the news that he was now officially a cuckold! 
 At eleven o’clock that night, she rang out her cash drawer and closed her check stand down. After turning the drawer in to her supervisor, she clocked out and made her way across the all but empty parking lot to the old Audi Ben had bought for her two years ago. 
 It looked its age, but ran like a top, thanks to hours of tinkering and a mostly new engine, provided free of charge by her mechanic husband. Medford was pretty much deserted at this time of night, and it wasn’t a big city metropolis to start with, so she was home in mere minutes. 
 As usual, the front of the house was dark as she pulled up into the driveway, except for a nightlight in the bathroom for the kids—should they need to get up to use the toilet in the middle of the night. She opened the bedroom door, expecting to find Ben sound asleep, since it was nearly eleven-thirty. 
 Instead, he was sitting up in bed, an anxious, excited look on his face. She closed the door and locked it out of habit, taking off her sweater and tossing it on a nearby chair. 
 “You’re up late,” she commented, undoing her blouse’s buttons and then starting to wriggle out of her jeans. 
 “Tell me about today, Sonny,” he said without preamble, his normally deep voice sounding a bit higher than usual, tense with excitement. 
 She finished getting undressed and slipped on her pajamas as he watched. Carson quickly went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth; then returned to the bedroom. 
 “Well, it was a long shift,” she said, getting into the bed next to him, “but it went okay. There was nothing unusual about it.” 
 “Not the store,” he growled, clearly amused by her teasing attempt at diversion, grabbing her and drawing her body into his, “I want to hear all about today with… Will!” 
 She agonized about how explicit to be in her revelations. Ben obviously wanted to know all about what had happened out in that barn, on that big bed. 
 But just how much did she really dare tell
him? Would he be able to handle it, if she revealed all of what had truly happened out in Will’s studio today?   
 “Well, I was naked,” she began, trying to gauge his reaction. 
 He gave her an impatient look. She smiled teasingly and added, “And, after lunch, I found out just how Will had gotten his model’s pussies so wet in those paintings you saw.” 
 Ben’s eyes widened and he looked as if he was about to jump right out of his skin! She reached over and found his cock beneath his jockey shorts, and sure enough, it was already as hard as a two-by-four. 
 “It turns out, he’s a very naughty boy, when it comes to fooling around with his modeling subjects,” she whispered, easing the elastic of her husband’s shorts down until his big prick sprang free. 
 Ben groaned and closed his eyes as she hooked the stretchy waistband under his large nut sac and began to gently stroke his erection in her fist. She leaned closer and kissed his cheek as she murmured, “He’s still a very naughty boy!” 
 “W-What did you two do today?” Ben’s voice sounded tortured, as if she were crushing his balls in her fist, rather than toying with his cock. 
 “Should I tell you…everything we did?” She asked, still teasing him mercilessly, whispering in his ear as she showered it with tiny kisses, and then slowly began to lick tantalizingly at his lobe. “Should I tell you just how bad a girl I was with handsome Will today, Ben, my love?” 
 Ben’s dick jumped in her hand so hard she thought it was going to leap right out of her grip. He groaned, “Tell me! Tell me all of it, please!” 
 “I did everything you can imagine, darling,” she admitted, releasing his cock so she could unbutton her pajama top and pull it off. “I was a very bad girl with him!” 
 He shuddered slightly at those words, and at the feel of her big knockers brushing his bare chest. His eyes shot open to their fullest and he demanded, “Did you…did you suck his cock?” 
 She eased out of her pajama bottoms and whispered slowly, “Yeah, I did. I didn’t think it was going to fit in my mouth at first…he’s so huge!” 
 Ben gasped as if she had just dug her fingernails into the tender flesh of his prick. He groaned out the question, “How…how big is it?” 
 “It’s thicker than yours, darling,” she sighed into his ear, reclaiming her husband’s cock once more with her fist. “And it’s longer, too!” 
 Poor Ben shivered again at that news and bleated, “How much longer?” 
 She kissed his cheek and murmured, “I really had to tilt my head back, as I sucked it, in order to take all of him down my throat, baby!” 
 Ben gave out with a sound that was somewhere between a whimper and a sob. His big body quivered as he asked, “Did you…you know…suck it until he came in your mouth? Did you swallow his load for him, you hot little cunt!” 
 Carson wasn’t at all put off by his calling her a cunt. Instead, she found she was shocked by how much she was enjoying playing this nasty new game of fuck-and-tell with her voyeuristic hubby!  
 Because she knew her man; Ben didn’t sound the least bit angry at all
about what she had done today, much to her relief--he was eating this whole scene up, just as much as she was! 
 “I was going to,” she went on in the same breathy whisper, “but he wanted to fuck me too badly, darling. He wanted to shove that big old cock of his all the way into my tight little pussy.” 
 Ben groaned as if she had just doubled up her fist and hit him squarely in the nuts. His eyes widened once more as he looked at her pleadingly for more details. 
 “We must have fucked for an hour or more, all told,” she told him with her hazel eyes coyly held open, projecting an aura of wide-eyed innocence. “He banged it into me doggie style, and did me cowgirl, and then reverse cowgirl, and missionary, of course.” 
 “Did he…did he…come inside your pussy?”  
 Carson emitted a guilty-sounding giggle and said, “Oh, God, did he ever! And his balls are even bigger than yours, babe. He comes in gushes…lots
of hot, pussy-filling gushes, when he goes off!” 
 Ben gave a strangled cry and manhandled his cheating wife over onto her back. In seconds, his hard dick was in her all the way up to his nuts and he was fucking her frantically as he breathed, “Take it! Take my hot cock; just the way you took his today!” 
 He was really rattling her bones with his hard fucking. And she loved it! 
 She absolutely adored the way her hubby was reclaiming her, battering her with his flying cock; really hammering it into her juicy confines. Carson wrapped her arms around his back and hung on for dear life as he continued to ream out her pussy. 
 God, twice in one day; from two different studs! She thought in rising ecstasy. I could get used to this; I really could. 
 Because Ben wasn’t just fucking her; he was fucking her great! His thick cock was right up against her clit—the way Will’s had been this afternoon—and while it didn’t go in quite as deep as her lover’s had; it went in deep enough. 
 “Oh, you hot baby,” she sighed into her husband’s ear as she got ready to come for the first time that night. “That’s it--fuck me like wild man! Fuck me as hard and as deep as you want…the way that naughty Will did today!” 

****

 Morning came too early, as it always did. The clock radio went off at six and Carson sighed. 
 She was shocked to discover Ben already awake and sitting quietly on the side of the bed, rubbing his forehead as if he was suffering from a hangover. Leaning over and putting a comforting hand on his broad back, she whispered, “Is everything alright, babe?” 
 As he turned to glance at her, his bearded face looked deeply pained. The anguished expression quickly vanished, replaced by a tight little smile. 
 “Last night was very hot,” he rumbled in his deep baritone. “But I find that I’m having second thoughts this morning.” 
 Carson felt her heart clutched in the icy grip of sudden fear. He blurted, “I don’t think I want you to do anything but pose today, honey, if you see Will. Can you promise me that?” 
 “Uh, yeah, sure,” she mumbled, completely caught off guard by this abrupt change in attitude on Ben’s part. 
 The sex they had enjoyed together last night had been nothing short of amazing. Truthfully, it had been even better than what she had shared yesterday with Will--because she loved Ben with all her heart--while the sex with Will had been just an exciting, forbidden dalliance, as far as she was concerned. 
 “I…I thought you were okay with…what I did?” 
 He grimaced once more and said, “I thought I was, too, sweetie. But I woke up this morning feeling really jealous. At first, I just wanted to get up, get dressed; drive out to his place and tear his fucking head clean off!” 
 She blanched, imagining her bear-like husband doing just that, but then Ben smiled ruefully and said, “I know; that would have been pretty crazy behavior on my part, as turned on as I got last night when you told me all the details about you and him being in bed together.” 
 He let out a deep sigh and admitted, “I really feel fucked up inside, babe! I guess I’m still working my way through this.” 
 The two of them just looked at one another for long moments. At last, Carson said, “I never would have done what I did yesterday if I thought you didn’t want me to; you’ve got to believe that!” 
 He held up his hands and said, “I know. I know; I encouraged you to cheat on me with Will. This is mostly all my fault; me with my stupid ideas about you becoming a hotwife and all.” 
 She gave him a wry smile and said, “You can’t put the genie back in the bottle, Ben. What’s done is done. Will has already fucked me, several times, and nothing’s going to change that.” 
 He winced as she said it, and then whispered, “I get that. I know it. Yesterday happened…for real!” 
 Ben opened his eyes and said, “Just give me time to work through it some more before anything else happens between you two. That’s all I ask.” 

****

 Things were very subdued around the breakfast table at the Stanley house that morning. Even the kids seemed to sense something wasn’t quite normal between Mommy and Daddy, although nothing was said aloud. 
 They ate their morning meals quickly, almost silently, and gathered up their backpacks filled with school work and their lunches. Ben gulped down his food as well and got out his car keys. 
 “I’ll see you tonight, Sonny,” he said as the kids ran out the door and got in the car so he could drive them to school. 
 “Remember what I said about giving me some time to adjust,” her husband said, as soon as they were alone. 
 “I will,” Carson answered with a weak little smile. “I can even cancel out on Will today, if you want me to do that.” 
 “No, it’s alright if you go out there,” he said quickly, “but just posing, please; no more funny stuff.” 
 “You can count on me,” she said as he closed the door. 

****


But is that really true; can he count on me? Carson asked herself that question as she emerged from the shower ten minutes later. 
 She’d just shaved her pits, legs and pussy carefully, knowing full well that Will would be seeing them soon. And she had noticed how stiff her nipples had gotten, how sensitive they’d become, whenever she had imagined the handsome artist gazing at her naked body once again. 
 Now that she and Will had been intimate—and it had been some of the best sex she’d ever had in her life—she knew that it was going to be doubly hard to abstain
when he reached for her naked body today. She shivered as she imagined his handsome face down between her thighs, licking and kissing her most private parts until he had her moaning for his magical cock once more! 
 And she had promised Will that she’d fuck him again this morning when she’d last seen him. How was she going to deal with his bitter disappointment, when she explained to him that it wasn’t going to happen? 
 Carson hurried into her clothes, not really too concerned with what she wore, knowing she was going to be naked shortly after she got to where she was going this morning. She decided that an old pair of walking shorts and a lightweight, short-sleeved, sweater blouse would do, and pulled them on quickly; not even bothering with a bra. 
 As she got dressed for the drive out to Will’s, she thought more about the situation she currently found herself in. She still loved Ben without hesitation: that was a given. 
 But she had really, really enjoyed being in bed with Will yesterday! If she was being totally honest with herself, she had to admit that! 
 She had never given cheating on her husband a second thought until he’d given her the green light to do so. It was only after he’d confessed how exciting the idea of her becoming a hotwife sounded to him that she had gone ahead and fucked Will. 

What do I want to do now? Carson asked herself the question as she finished getting ready and snatched up her car keys. 
 I’m Jonesing like crazy to be in bed with Will again, she confessed to herself, but I don’t want to screw things up with Ben, either! I want for my marriage, my family to survive this little…adventure! 

****

 The drive out to Will’s place didn’t take long at this time of the morning. Medford didn’t have much of a rush hour anyway, and by almost nine, most of the people who had to be at work by then were already there. 
 She stopped out front, on the county road, just as she was about to turn into his driveway. There was a strange car parked in the barnyard; a green Ford Taurus. 
 The door to the barn flew open just then and a young woman rushed out in tears. She leaned against the top of the Taurus for a moment and the dark-haired beauty’s composure seemed to desert her completely. She cried, full-out, as if her heart was breaking. 
 After a while, she wiped her eyes on the sleeves of her blouse and got into the Ford. Instead of turning into Will’s driveway, Carson put her own Audi back into gear and went down the road a quarter of a mile and then made a U-turn. 
 She passed the Taurus as it was headed back towards Ashland and she realized that she recognized the girl behind the wheel. She had been the model for one of Will’s previous works; the one called “A Woman Aroused”! 
 Hadn’t he said that she was a local schoolteacher? Carson asked herself as they two cars passed each other. She must have taken the day off from school. I wonder what was so important about seeing Will that would cause her to do that, so close to the end of the term? 
 



CHAPTER TEN


BACKSLIDING

 When Carson reached the driveway this time; she turned in and pulled to a stop in the barnyard in the precise spot where the Taurus had been. Locking her car, she made her way over to the barn and opened the door. 
 Will was standing at his easel, his face pensive; big hands hanging loosely down at his sides. He looked up and saw her and broke into welcoming smile, saying, “Ah, Sonny, you’re here right on time; just what I needed to brighten my day.” 
 “What did she want?” Carson asked him the question straight-out as she approached Will. 
 “Oh, you saw Paulette, then?” He inquired, his smile fading into a slight frown. 
 Moving across the studio to stand in front of Carson, Will gathered her into his embrace. As he leaned down to kiss her, he murmured, “She wanted what you’re going to get this morning. I had to tell her that our time together was finished, now that I’ve moved on and found you, and that she should go back to her fiancé. She was very upset.” 
 She stepped back out of his reach and said, “Well, you may have to call Paulette back after all. Ben is getting cold feet as far as my fucking you goes, and I promised him that we’d stop…being with each other in that way until he’s okay with it again!” 
 Carson sighed and completed her bad news: “So I’m afraid it’s modeling only from here on out between us, Will. At least for now; until Ben tells me otherwise.” 
 At first, Will looked aghast at this unexpected turn of events. But he surprised her with his ability to shake it off almost immediately. A neutral expression returned to his handsome face as he stepped over to his easel, apparently all business now. 
 “Okay, let’s get started then,” he said in a voice that he was obviously struggling to keep totally neutral, taking up his color pallet and brush. “The light is almost right. It should be perfect by the time you get undressed and on the bed.” 

****

 Once she was in position, he spent an hour dabbing at the canvass and then stepping away from it to get a different perspective on what he’d just done. At last he nodded, as if satisfied with what his creation thus far, and said, “I have to get the ice cubes from the house, and the tube of lubricant before we can proceed. Just relax on the bed; I won’t be a moment.” 

This isn’t going to be nearly as much fun as it might have been, Carson thought sulkily as she watched him step out into the bright sunlight from the barn.  
 She looked down at her bare nipples and then her pussy and sighed. Alone in the empty studio she murmured aloud: “Will’s lips would have felt so hot on my nippies today! And his tongue on my clit would have made me as juicy as I could be down there, without using a drop of that lube!” 
 In a few minutes, Will was back with the small bowl in one hand and the tube of sex lubricant in the other. He put them both down on the nearby nightstand and stepped back expectantly. 
 The artist favored her with a rueful little smile and said, “This isn’t quite the way I had envisioned this happening, but let’s get to it, shall we?” 
 Carson sat up on the bed, dangling her legs off the side of the mattress and reached for an ice cube. She held it to her right nipple and shivered, saying, “Damn, that’s cold! 
 “But it’s having the desired effect,” Will remarked. Her nearly flat nipple was reacting to the stimulus of the icy cube, elongating right before their eyes. 
  “Do the other one and then lube yourself up, down there,” he advised her, “and then hit them again with the ice just before you resume the pose.” 
 Carson did as he instructed. Her bare pussy lips were shiny with lube and her nipples were fully extended as she lay down and got back into the now familiar position. 
 “Good, very nice,” Will said, taking up his brush. “That’s it, Sonny, look as if you want to fuck me, even though we both know that can’t happen, at least not today.” 
 She tried her best, letting her eyelids droop until they were half-closed as she smiled provocatively up at him. Glancing down at her nipples, she was disappointed to see them receding back into her areolas already. 

God, my tits are going to be half frozen by the time we’re done today! She told herself disappointedly, reaching once more for the chilling ice cube. 
 Her eyes traveled downward to her pussy and she sighed as she realized that it didn’t look quite “right” either! She had seen her own thoroughly-aroused twat enough times over the years to recognize that the way it looked right now was merely shiny, not truly aroused. It didn’t have that puffy and “ready-for-cock” look, the way it did when she was actually turned on! 
 “Have you used this…method much before?” She asked Will, letting the doubt creep into her voice as she finished icing up her breasts. 
 “A few times,” he answered, his brush hovering over the canvass, “I prefer the ‘other’ approach. It yields far more realistic results.” 
 “You can say that again,” Carson sighed, the frustration she was feeling evident in her tone. “My nipples are nearly back to normal size already and my pussy just looks all… greased up, not excited and ready to fuck!” 
 Will sighed and put the brush down. He put his hands on his hips and stared down at his model, asking, “Well, what do you suggest?” 
 Carson thought long and hard about that. At last she said, “Take off the smock and your pants, darling. And your boxers too, while you’re at it.” 
 Will’s blue eyes went wide. She grinned up at him and said, “Hand me that rag. I’m going to wipe this goo off my pussy and you can take those ice cubes away as well.” 
 She licked her pouty lips and whispered, “We’re going to do this the old-
fashioned way. I got really wet sucking your cock yesterday, and my nippies got huge!” 
 “But…but you said you promised Ben,” Will reminded her. 
 “I promised him I wouldn’t fuck you today,” she said, fudging the truth just a little bit as she took the rag from him and started to wipe her lower lips clean of the lube.  
  “I didn’t say anything specifically about not sucking your big cock now did I?”  
 Actually, she had promised her husband that there wouldn’t be anything going on between her and Will today except her posing for him. Well, she supposed sucking the artist’s cock as he worked went way beyond a model’s normal duties, but she guessed she’d just let that slide for now… 

****

 “Oh, oh, God, Sonny,” Will huffed, reluctantly drawing his stiff prick free of her sucking lips and stepping back over to the easel, hastily picking up his brush. “Your mouth is incredible. And that tongue of yours: it never stops!” 
 “Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, returning to her pose automatically, “I love sucking that big horsecock of yours, baby. It makes me so…horny!” 
 “So I see,” Will whispered, staring down at her jutting nipples and her utterly awash-in-lube pussy lips. 
 He painted quickly as Carson smiled up at him, looking as if she was expecting that massive cock of his to be slipped inside her at any moment. She ran her tongue over her lips again, so they shone, ready and eager for more hot sucking, just like her pussy now looked primed and waiting for cock!    
 Will shivered with undisguised lust as he stared down at her reclining body and painted like a demon. His brush was flying over the canvass now. It was clear that he wanted to catch every nuance of her aroused state while it still held her in its powerful grip.    
 “I don’t know what my old college professors would say about this particular…method of achieving realism in my paintings,” Will sighed wistfully, as he painted. “But I love it. And it sure seems to work!” 
 “It has its definite strong points,” Carson breathed, her hazel eyes never leaving his throbbing manhood. “I think I need another little taste, Will darling!” 
 “Fuck, what a good idea!” Will said, putting the brush down and hurrying back over to the bed. 
 He stood next to the mattress and began fucking it down into her more than willing mouth once more, treating her moistened lips precisely like he would have a pussy. She moaned at how good he felt gliding into her mouth and down her throat, and at how sweet the steady rivulet of pre-come lubricant flowing out of his cock head tasted as it coated her busily-licking tongue.  

****

 They worked like that for another hour, when Will at last announced the painting was finished. She knew she should get up from the bed and don the robe once again, now that the session was over. But she didn’t. 
 Long experience with men had taught her that Will desperately needed to come soon. She was surprised he had lasted as long as he had! 
 “Come here, and let me take care of that for you, darling,” she coaxed him with a breathy whisper, staring pointedly at his throbbing manhood as she patted the mattress next to her. 
 “Oh, God, thank you,” he sighed as he knelt on the bed and she started to blow him in earnest. “I need it so badly!” 
 Carson used her left hand to cup his big nuts lovingly and manipulate them as she sucked. Will moaned and closed his eyes, saying, “Holy fuck, Sonny, nobody gives as good a blowjob as you do!” 
 She was in heaven. She wanted to do this for him; she wanted to taste his come splashing into her mouth! 
 The glorious feeling of pleasing him as no one else could seemed to grow and grow as her lips moved in and out on his magnificent cock. Her nipples spiked to fullness and his fingers were drawn to them. 
 She moaned as he started to twist and tweak them as she avidly sucked him off, sending little pulses of absolute ecstasy shooting down her spine and into her overflowing pussy. Carson’s clit was singing and she wanted nothing more than to taste Will’s forbidden nectar! 
 All at once, he shuddered and said, “Oh, fuck, get ready! It’s…it’s…HERE!” 
 A super-big splash of his hot cock cream inundated her mouth and she swallowed immediately, letting the head of his dick slip further into her throat as she did so. Will felt the action of her working throat against his imprisoned, spurting cock and groaned, “Jesus, Sonny, you’re incredible!” 

So much, she thought dreamily as she swallowed the second big mouthful of the warm male pudding, so much jizz for me to gulp down!”

 She’d known there’d be a lot, but its sheer volume was still a surprise. Carson licked and swallowed for the better part of a minute, while Will gasped and held on to her nipples for dear life. 
 “There, is that better, sweetie?” She finally asked him the question as she smugly let his spent cock fall from her jizz smeared lips. “Is that what you wanted; because it’s sure what I wanted!” 
 Will stayed silent for a moment, and then he pushed her over onto her back. Easing between her spread legs and down onto his stomach, he said simply, “My turn.” 
 His tongue was all over her clit and it felt so good Carson almost swooned at the sensation! Then the wriggly digit was working its way deep into her flooded pussy, drawing out her juice so that Will could noisily swallow it! 

I shouldn’t let him do this, she kept telling herself as he licked and sucked. 
 But she made no move to stop him. She couldn’t bring herself to do that: his mouth felt too sensational on her needy cunt and she was almost as desperate to orgasm as he’d been.   
 Long moments slipped by as Carson cooed and wiggled around on the bed. Will took his time eating her, savoring her sweetness, clearly reveling in the slick warmth surrounding his gliding tongue! 
 She felt her orgasm coming on, slowly building. Mindlessly, she grabbed two big handfuls of Will’s golden hair and pulled his lips closer, moaning and sighing. 
 “Get ready, Will-darling...it…it’s going to be a…huge one!” She groaned out the warning, working her pussy up off the mattress in time with his frantic licks. “Keep doing that! Oh, fuck, please keep doing…thaaaaaaaat!” 
 Waves of exquisite sensation pulsed from her well-licked bud up into her breasts. She pinched her own nipples and shivered through the careening ride to ecstasy! 
 “Oh, yeah,” she hissed, orgasming furiously, “I need it, baby! I want to come and come on your hot tongue!” 
 Will seemed more than happy to oblige, keeping his mouth plastered to her spasming slit, gulping down her juice, lapping at her clit until she could stand it no more. Carson whined, “Oh, that’s enough, darling! I’m so sensitive down there right now!” 
 As she spiraled down from heaven, fighting to catch her breath, he moved his mouth away from her pussy lips and grinned at her. The lower part of Will’s handsome face was smeared with shiny fluid and his golden locks were standing out away from his head—thanks to her gripping them at the height of her climax—but he looked as happy as she felt. 
 “That was great,” she purred at him. “I needed that so bad!” 
 “It was the least I could do after that sensational blowjob you gave me,” he sighed. “I came so hard that I thought I was going to drown you, there for a second.” 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, I just loved swallowing your come,” she cooed, remembering how thrilling it had been to gulp down the hot, thick goo while he moaned and told her how good it felt to come in her mouth. “I just adored it!” 
 “I’m glad to hear it,” he let out a long breath as he answered her. “At least we can still do that.” 
 He got to his knees and came up even with her. Lying down on his left side, he cuddled her body to his, crushing her big breasts against his waxed-bare chest. 
 Their kiss was soft and gentle, now that both their libidos were satisfied for the time being. She didn’t mind the taste of her own pussy on his lips or tongue a bit, and he didn’t seem to care that remnants of his own come still clung to her tongue and the insides of her mouth as the passionate soul-kiss went on and one. 
 Breaking off the steamy kiss at last, he rolled away from her, retaining her right wrist and pulling her with him off the bed. He gestured proudly toward the easel and said, “Let me show you how it turned out, and get your opinion of it.” 

God, I wish I really looked that fantastic! Carson thought, staring raptly at the stylized image of her Will had created. 
 The woman on the canvass was gorgeous, just gorgeous! She was so sensual, so ready for sex! You could tell what she wanted just by looking at her thoroughly aroused body!   
 Carson was glad just to have been a part of it… 
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN


MAKING THINGS RIGHT AT HOME


It was just a blowjob, Carson kept telling herself, feeling guilty as sin as she drove away from the barn a few minutes later. And I let him eat my pussy at little!

 What difference did it make? She had given dozens of blowjobs to guys before she had ever met Ben, and she’d had her pussy licked a bunch of times too; by those same guys! 

But you weren’t married then, she admonished herself as she swung her car up on the freeway and headed north for Medford. 
 Carson sped along the freeway, keeping up with the traffic flow, wrestling with her conscience as she drove. She’d really needed that orgasm, she told herself over and over again. And so had poor Will! 
 She felt awful about breaking her word to Ben in that moment of weakness, but she had. And there was no denying it. 
 I guess I could just go ahead and lie to him, like I did about getting naked for Will before I even asked him if I could go ahead and be a nude model! 
 One lie was just as bad as another, when you got right down to it. Carson shook her head as if to clear it and sighed. 
 This whole situation was so fucked up! She realized abruptly that she was just as mentally messed up as Ben was! 
 “We’ve got to talk about this,” she told herself aloud as she breezed along the freeway. “We can’t go on the way we are, and that’s a fact!” 

****

 She nearly called in sick to work that day, but in the end, she went in as scheduled. Carson found that she did some of her best thinking behind the check out stand at the store. 
 The job had become so routine to her over the years that she could ring up groceries, smile at the customers, and still zone out completely. It was actually relaxing in a way; being on autopilot like that. 
 Carson realized that she had to confess to Ben that she’d had sex with Will again today. Her lover/boss had mentioned starting a new painting next week, and if she took the assignment, she was going to be naked again with him for at least a few hours a day very soon.   
 They were bound to end up in each other’s arms! She colored as she realized how deeply attracted to him she actually was. 
 God, he’s so fucking handsome, she thought to herself, with a body that just won’t quit, and that beautiful, huge dick…and the way he knew just how to use it to please a woman… 
 Carson let out a sigh of longing, and the old lady she was waiting on asked, “Dear, are you feeling alright?” 
 She just smiled and said that she was, and went back to ringing up the woman’s green beans. They were on sale this week for eighty cents a can… 

****

 Carson ate a hastily-made sandwich when she got home that night. She had worked until nine and then driven straight to her house. 
 Ben was in bed, probably watching television or reading, and the kids were fast asleep. She was confident her husband had fed them at six, just like he always did, and had both of them tucked in bed by eight. 
 She’d thought about the current, hopeless situation she found herself trapped in throughout the entire time she’d spent at work. During her shift, Carson had vacillated between having it out with Ben and just letting things slide. On the short drive home just now, she had finally made up her mind to admit to him exactly what she’d done today and confess that she’d probably do it again—or something even worse—if she posed nude for Will again next week! 
 It was going to be traumatic, telling Ben that she couldn’t trust herself around Will, but there it was. She simply couldn’t go on like this, giving in to her naughty impulses and then lying to Ben about it afterward… 

****

 Just as she’d predicted, she found him lying in bed, reading a fishing magazine. He looked up as she entered the room, smiled, and asked her: “So, how was your day?” 
 “Fine,” she answered noncommittally, quickly shedding her clothes and getting into her pajamas, “how was yours?” 
 “We booked six new jobs today, so we’re gonna’ be busy as hell next week,” he said, sounding happy about the amount of work his shop was doing. 
 She went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth, after first removing the last of her make up. After a quick check of her appearance in the bathroom mirror, she turned out the light and went back into the bedroom. 
 Her heart started pounding as she got into bed next to her burly husband and turned to face him. He sensed that she was looking at him and put down his magazine expectantly. 
 “I…I sucked Will off today,” she blurted the incriminating words out all at once, as if she stopped and thought about it, she might waver in her resolve. “And I let him eat me until I came too!” 
 Ben’s rugged face went suddenly white at this news and he groaned as if she’d just whacked him in the nuts with a board! He sighed and said, his normally deep voice rising almost to a whine, “Aw, Sonny, you promised me you wouldn’t do that, if you went out there to pose today!” 
 Tears sprang to her eyes as she answered, “I know I did. And I wasn’t going to let him touch me, but…” 
 She hastily explained all about the ice cubes and the sex lube smeared on her pussy lips, and how phony it had looked. And she told him about the teacher’s visit to the barn right before she got there, and how Will had admitted to sucking the girl’s tits and eating her pussy just before he’d painted that graphic portrait of her that Ben had seen during their visit to the studio. 
 When her husband still didn’t react to anything she’d just said—he just lay there and continued to look hurt and somewhat stunned at the thought of her cheating on him yet again—she rushed ahead, letting him in on the fact that Will had fucked all of his models over the years. She told him how Will couldn’t seem to keep his hands off them, and they couldn’t seem to keep their hands off him either! 
 “I’ll kill that motherfucker,” Ben growled, clearly so angry he could barely speak. “I swear I will!” 
 Carson couldn’t look her husband in the eye as she said, “What happened with Will today was probably more my fault than it was his. I suggested he let me suck his dick.” 
 Ben looked even more crushed by this news. He whispered, “Oh, Sonny, how could you? You know you promised me that you wouldn’t!” 
 She started crying softly again as she said, “I know I did! And I didn’t mean to; you’ve got to believe me!” 
 Her injured husband just watched her sob helplessly for a few seconds. Then she sniffled out the words: “But the session was going so badly! And…and…I’ll admit it! I was so horny for him…that I…I couldn’t seem to help myself!” 
 She started to bawl even harder and sobbed that she was: “nothing but a cunt, a cheating cunt, who didn’t deserve his love!” 
 Ben let her cry for a few more seconds and then swept her into his big arms, saying: “You’re not a cunt, baby. It’s all my fault, for urging you to cheat with him in the first place!” 
 The two of them clung together for the better part of a minute, Carson sobbing into the shoulder of his tee shirt while he held her shaking body in his arms. Then he stroked her hair and whispered, “I love you more than ever, Sonny, for being woman enough to tell me the truth about today. It’s going to be okay; you’ll see.” 
 Carson didn’t know how that was going to happen--everything was so fucked up! 
 She sobbed those words out to Ben and he whispered, “It is going to be alright. We’re going to make it alright…together!” 

****

 “You’re sure you don’t love him?” Ben’s baritone whispered softly, hopefully. 
 Carson smiled ruefully at her husband and snuggled tighter into his big chest as he held her. They were both still clothed, he in his shorts and tee shirt, she in her pajamas, and they lay together at the top of the bed. 
 “I love only you, you big lummox!” She murmured; so in love with him that she could barely stand it. 
  After a few seconds had gone by, she admitted, “But I won’t lie to you. I have trouble resisting that huge dick of his. And he’s so fucking handsome; when he comes on to me…” 
 She sighed and confessed again, “I guess I’m nothing but a round-heeled little slut after all; I can’t seem to say ‘no’ when a super-hunky guy like Will puts the moves on me!”    
 Ben laughed lightly and mussed up her long strawberry locks as he said, “You’re not a slut; not really. You’re just hot-blooded.” 
 He grinned and added, “I guess I can’t complain about that: it’s a big part of what attracted me to you in the first place!” 
 His smile softened as he said, “I didn’t want some Polly Pure type to share my bed with me every night for the rest of my life. No, sir; I wanted a red-hot sex queen. And I sure got one!” 
 “Maybe a little too red-hot,” Carson admitted ruefully, smiling back at him. 
 A small movement below the covers caught her eye and she reached down to find his cock as hard as it could be underneath his jockey shorts. She smiled playfully at him as she slipped the waistband down and hooked it under his nut sac, and then began to fist his hard on slowly as she looked at him. 
 “What’s all this?”  She asked him with mock-seriousness. 
 “I…I was thinking about you sucking him off today,” Ben confessed, his face growing red behind his big black beard. 
 He twisted beneath her stroking fingers and sighed, “God…what’s wrong with me? How come the thought of you doing that with turns me on as much as it pisses me off?” 
 She cuddled up against him as she continued to tease his dick with her fingertips and whispered, “Relax darling, you know some guys are aroused by the thought of their wives cheating on them with another guy. It’s just hard for you to accept the fact that you’re one of them, I guess.” 
 He looked at her and asked hopefully “And it doesn’t make me a wimp in your eyes; the fact that his wanting you arouses me, instead making me want to punch him out, the way most husbands would?” 
 Carson grinned and let go of his cock momentarily, so that she could unbutton her pajama top and slip it off. Then she raised her ass up off the mattress, so that she could skim off her pajama bottoms as well. 
 She then whisked his shorts down past his knees and got ready to mount him, cowgirl style. As she did so, she whispered, “Not a bit. I think it’s hot as hell that you get turned on thinking of me with Will! It’s a little bit kinky, I’ll admit that…but I find it oh, so thrilling as well!” 
 Her wet pussy ate his rigid length up an inch at a time until she was sitting on his groin with his whole fat cock jammed up inside her. She could feel it, throbbing and pulsing with lust as she leaned down and dragged her erect nipples over the thick black fur lining his chest. 
 “I want to start doing this again with Will next week,” she murmured as she fucked him slowly, “and then I want to rush right home and tell you all about it!” 
 Ben groaned but she felt his dick jerk inside her. She smiled knowingly as she added, “Would you like that, baby? Would you like having some more sloppy seconds next week?” 
 Her husband moaned helplessly, but before he could answer, she kissed him. Her tongue descended into his mouth to caress his as she moved her hips up and down faster and faster, his thick cock gliding into her right across her clit… 
 



CHAPTER TWELVE


WILL AND CARSON

 That weekend proved to be absolute heaven for Ben and Carson. They couldn’t seem to keep their hands off one another, and things just seemed to fall into place for them, as far as spending quality time with each other went. 
 On Friday afternoon, Gina, Carson’s first cousin, asked them from out of the blue if they’d be okay with her and her husband, Deke, taking the kids camping with their little ones this weekend, so that the youngsters could keep each other company up in the mountains. The Stanleys were quick to accept this totally unexpected offer of a weekend free of their two beloved--but time and attention consuming--kids. 
 Carson then called the store and was able to trade days and hours around with a couple of the other employees, meaning she didn’t have to go into work at all that weekend. And Ben’s shop wasn’t normally open on Saturdays, so that wasn’t a problem. 
 They talked about using this windfall of free time together to go somewhere on an overnight trip Saturday night, but quickly rejected that idea. The only place they ended up wanting to go was into the bedroom, and the results that yielded were little short of spectacular. 
 They made love like a pair of newlyweds. Ben’s big dick was in Carson’s hand, her mouth or her pussy seemingly all weekend long. 
 She even let him put it up her ass once. And they hadn’t done anal in months! 
 But she loved him so, and she wanted to cater to his every desire in order to prove it to him, now that he knew she was fucking Will as well. So, late Saturday night, she ended up on her hands and knees, with his greased-up cock driving far up into her sumptuous bottom. 
 “Oh, God, I’d forgotten how big your thick cock feels up this hole,” Carson sighed as Ben slowly ass-fucked her. 
 “We should do it this way more often, Sonny,” he suggested hopefully, in rising ecstasy. “Your pussy is tight, but your ass is even tighter!” 
 “You bet it is,” she moaned as she felt him sink his fat cock into her butt once more, “so go slow, you beast! Don’t you hurt me, or I won’t let you do this ever again!” 
 Ben laughed but he nevertheless slowed up his eager thrusting a bit. He patted her rounded ass cheeks with his palm and whispered, “You know you love it, Sonny!” 
 She was down on her elbows in front, so she could use her forefinger to tease her clit while he reamed out her butthole. She didn’t really love it, but she had to admit: it was starting to feel okay! 
 “Shut up and fuck me,” she moaned, feeling the first tremor of pleasure ripple through her pussy and up into her stretched-open ass. “Fuck me good, baby! Bang it to me; right up the keister!” 
 Her husband chuckled and did just that… 

****

 “Well, are you ready to strike a new pose this week?” Will asked her as she came out of the dressing room in the roomy bathrobe Monday morning and joined him on the stage set. 
 “I guess I am,” Carson smiled up at him and let the robe slip off her shoulders and down onto the carpet. 
 Will sighed longingly as he looked at her naked body and said, “God, Sonny, you’re so damned beautiful I can barely believe it! 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, that’s what a girl likes to hear,” Carson breathed out heavily as she stepped into his arms. 
 Will may have been completely surprised by her move, but his arms nevertheless came up automatically to press her nude body to his chest. They kissed and Will’s tongue was in her mouth immediately. She felt her nipples boring into his chest, right through his knit shirt, and her pussy was instantly wet with her need for him. 
 “Let’s fuck now, handsome,” she murmured as they broke apart after at least a full minute of the hot soul kiss. “We can work later, when the light’s better, can’t we?” 
 Will’s blue eyes went wide as he asked, “What…what happened this weekend?” 
 “Ben and I fucked a lot,” she told him reaching down and extracting the bottom hem of his shirt from his slacks, “after I told him about the blowjob Friday, and you eating me until I came.” 
 “Why…why did you do tell him about that?” Will protested as the shirt came up over his head, and then off completely, and she began to undo his trousers. 
 “I can’t lie to Ben very convincingly, darling,” she admitted to him as she unzipped the slacks and let them fall around his ankles. “That’s just not me; not really.” 
 “What did he say when you confessed to blowing me?” 
 Will kicked out of his sandals and she doffed his boxers, leaving him as naked as she was. Suddenly freed of the under shorts, his massive cock sprang out and her hand was around it as soon as it appeared. 
 “He was hurt at first,” she said softly, stroking his manhood to full hardness as she stared up at him, her eyes begging him to fuck her. “But his pervy nature soon got the better of him and we were fucking like a pair of randy teenagers as he thought about me sucking this big cock of yours and swallowing all of that hot, gooey come.” 
 Will gasped as she said that and his dick jumped in her fist. He leaned down and whispered in hear ear, “I’ve got to have you now, Sonny! I’ve been dreaming about fucking you again ever since I last saw you!” 
 “I’m as wet as I can be,” she murmured back, leading him over to the nearby bed by his hard prick. “So let’s fuck, cowboy!’ 
 There was no foreplay needed today. They were so hot for each other that neither of them could wait a second longer. 
 Will’s huge cock slid into her wet pussy easily. She moaned as he filled her, thinking, Fuck, but I love this! Ben is thick and long, but Will is even thicker and longer; his cock perfect—it’s all I can take comfortably. I wouldn’t want one that was any bigger! 
 “Fuck me,” she whispered when he was inside her all the way up to his big nuts, “Oh, God, I need it so bad!” 
 Will grinned down at her as he began to stroke in and out, saying, “I thought you said that Ben and you did this all weekend.” 
 “We did,” Carson smiled up at him encouragingly, “but I just love to fuck! And besides, you’re not Ben and he’s not you; different cock, different technique.” 
 Will nodded that he understood what she meant and increased his pace. Carson sighed with pleasure and began to fuck him back, rolling her lush hips up off the bed to meet his every thrust. 
 “Feels so good,” she mumbled, “your cock feels so nice inside of me; I just love it!” 
 “Your pussy is exquisite, Sonny,” he breathed out heavily, watching her big tits bounce and jiggle about on her chest with each lunge; “these are exquisite!” 
 He craned his neck downward so that he could suck her left nipple into his lips as he continued to plumb her depths with his lengthy cock. She closed her eyes at how good that felt and caressed his naked back while he hammered down into her. 

God, can this guy ever fuck? She had the thought as he increased the pace yet again, really starting to power his cock into her. 
 She groaned out her pleasure and rolled her hips even faster, as he changed nipples. Carson knew she was going to come, and come spectacularly any second now, even though they’d just started! 

Sex with Will is just so…hot! She told herself as her tummy began to contract and her pussy became even more aroused. Sex with Ben is wonderful, too. But this is special!

 Part of its attraction, she knew, was that it was so fleeting. Will had apparently fucked all of the girls who had modeled for him and she was just his current model; so she and her handsome painter were just two ships passing in the night, as far as he was concerned. 
 Carson remembered the young brunette running out of this barn a few days ago, in tears because her time with Will was over. She thought: the end of my time with him will come too. So I may as well enjoy it while it lasts!

 Her pussy began to spasm wildly around Will’s pistoning cock and her clit started to really throb! It was happening…her climax was here! 
 “Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming,” she whined out the news; writhing around beneath him as the glorious feeling took total control over her body. “And it’s so damned goooooooooood!” 
 Will’s blue eyes rolled back in his head just then and she felt his come jetting into her, spurt after steamy spurt. She shuddered and held him tight as he drained his nuts into her, relishing every hot drop of spunk as she shivered and shook in ecstasy beneath him! 

****

 “I’m wondering…am I going to get paid for today, starting from nine o’clock this morning? That was when I got here,” Carson asked him teasingly, running her fingers through Will’s long blond locks. “And if I do, doesn’t that make me more of a whore than a figure model, charging by the hour for the use my body for sexual purposes?” 
 Will laughed and said, “If you were going to charge for your sexual favors, Sonny, that magnificent body of yours would be worth a hell of a lot more than one-twenty-five an hour!” 
 Intrigued by that notion, she grinned and asked him, “How much would I be worth, do you think?” 
 He thought about it a moment and said, “In New York, Chicago, or San Francisco, a girl who looked like you; who could fuck like you, could charge thousands of dollars a night, for a sleepover session at a five star hotel. Perhaps you could get as much as two-thousand dollars for a quick visit to a guy’s room.” 
 “Damn, maybe Ben and I ought to consider moving to big city!” Carson joked. 
 He smiled and stroked her cheek with just the pad of his forefinger as he said, “You wouldn’t be happy anywhere else but here, in this valley, darling. You’re as much a part of this country as the trees and grass. That’s part of your magic.” 
 “Magic, huh,” Carson murmured, drawing him in for a kiss, “do I really have magic?” 
 “You do,” Will sighed, just before their lips met. 
 They took their time on this go-round. Will kissed her until she was cooing and running her fingers through his long blond hair, sucking at his tongue as though it was his cock. 
 He waited until she was really turned on before he stopped kissing her mouth and slowly kissed his way down onto her heaving breasts. Will was in no hurry as he teased them with his lips and sucked lightly at her jutting pink nipples. 
 “Oh, oh, God, bite ‘em,” she pleaded, writhing around on the bed, shoving her big tits into his face, “suck them hard! Finger my pussy and make me come again, please!” 
 Still he hung back, nipping at her sensitive little buds teasingly and sucking them lightly, driving her crazy with desire. He withheld his hands from her throbbing clit, and that made Carson hunch her hips up at him suggestively as he continued to tease her breasts. 
 “Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck, Will-darling,” she moaned, nearly out of her mind with the need to orgasm again. “My clit…please play with my clitty!” 
 Will chuckled and sat back on his knees, his mammoth cock throbbing at full attention. He looked slyly down at it and whispered, “And what about me? Doesn’t this deserve some attention, too?” 
 Carson scrambled onto her knees and dove on his prick, engulfing every inch in her descending mouth hungrily, her tongue lashing at its sensitive flesh as she eagerly sucked it for him. Now it was Will’s turn to moan, and he did, tugging at the long strawberry strands of her hair as she moved her head up and down his towering hard on. 
 “Jesus, Sonny,” he sighed in total bliss, “you really know how to suck a cock, don’t you, baby?” 
 “Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Carson murmured by way of an answer, her lips flying up and down Will’s long prick, her tongue never stopping its hot caress.  
 He gave her another minute, then eased his dick out of her mouth, saying: “That’s enough for now. I’m just aching to fuck you again, Sonny!” 
 “How do you want me this time?” Carson asked in a raspy-with-need voice; her hazel eyes aglitter with excitement and undisguised lust. 
 “Like this, I think,” Will answered; getting down onto his left side on the bed and drawing her to him, “cock your left leg, so I can get it all the way inside you.” 
 Carson went over onto her right side and hurriedly bent her leg at the knee, opening her already spunk-filled cunt to him. She sighed deeply as he scooted over and drove his rigid cock into her depths. 
 It felt so damn good to be filled with his pulsing manhood once again! Carson moaned and rubbed her big breasts against his chest, reveling in the feel of her very aroused nipples gliding over his waxed-smooth pecs as he started to fuck her for the second time that morning. 
 “You fit so tightly inside me,” she murmured as they ground their bodies together. 
 His cock was touching her cervix with each thrust and it gave her a tiny twinge of pain to be penetrated so deeply, but she didn’t care. She wanted him to fuck her hard and power himself into her as far as he could reach. 
 Carson hungered to be pounded by his long, thick cock! She closed her eyes and gurgled with pleasure as he reamed her pussy out, jamming his impressive tool into her again and again. 
 “Oh, fuck me, Will-darling,” she murmured. “Fuck me hard and deep and make me come. Shoot your hot come into me; flood me with it!” 

****

 They were lying together at the top of the bed, their bodies lazily intertwined. Will was toying with a strand of her hair and she was teasing his bare chest with just her fingernails. 
 “That was incredible sex, both times,” he said, smiling appreciatively at her, “I’m glad it’s okay with Ben for us to be together like this again.” 
 “Me too,” she sighed, grinning back at him. “It’s doubly rewarding for me, you know. I get to fuck you—and as you say, that’s incredibly fun and exciting—and then I get to go home tonight and tell Ben all about it as he fucks me senseless!” 
 Will laughed and said, “That is a doubly good time, at that. You’re a lucky girl.” 
 He drew her closer to him and whispered, “But I’m not complaining. Both Ben and I are lucky guys as well, to be sharing someone as special as you!”  
 They just stared rapturously at one another for long moments; then Will said, “Hey, when we get done with this series of paintings, I’m considering doing some stuff based on Greek Mythology; individual portraits of the gods. I’m thinking of using you for Aphrodite, the ancient goddess of love.” 
 “Oh,” Carson said with delighted little smile, “would I get to wear a costume in that one, or would I be nude again?” 
 “Well, the costume would be brief,” Will cautioned, grinning back at her. “Aphrodite was quite a babe, the most voluptuous, and the most sensual of all the Greek goddesses; so naturally I thought of you.” 
 “Show me what she looked like,” Carson urged him, intrigued by the idea of being portrayed as a goddess on canvass. 
 Will leaped off the bed and went over to fetch his laptop for atop the desk in the office portion of the studio. His fingers flew across the keyboard and in no time, he was carrying the laptop over to her, pointing proudly at the screen. 
 The woman in the picture, who wore a set of diaphanous garments which barely hid her breasts and covered her legs only slightly, did look at lot like her, Carson had to admit. She was tall and she had one hell of a figure, and the artist’s rendering of the ancient goddess featured a mane of reddish-blonde hair. 
 “I could pose like that,” Carson told him proudly. “And my titties are at least as big as hers.” 
 “Let’s see if they are,” Will said mischievously, pulling the bed sheet down off Carson’s large mounds, a leer on his handsome face. 
 “I think they are at that,” Will admitted, “but I think I need a closer look, just to be sure!” 
 He placed the computer on one of the nightstands and got back into bed with her, his big cock already half hard again. Leaning down to “inspect” her right breast critically, he sighed and she soon felt his lips descend on it once more… 

****

 Dear Will insists on paying me for my time, even when I’m sucking cock or fucking him and not really modeling. And though he assures me that I could earn a lot more than a hundred and a quarter an hour to fuck someone, I’m very happy with getting paid that amount for fucking Will! 
 And Ben would be ecstatic to hear about all she and her handsome lover had done today--she was sure about that! 

What could be better? She asked herself the question as she drove into the grocery store parking lot and shut off the Audi’s engine. 
 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


SOMETHING DIFFERENT

 She still felt a bit like a whore; accepting money for what amounted to fucking Will all morning instead of doing any actual modeling. But if he insisted on paying her for her time…well, what could she do? 
 Carson had already decided she’d take the money. She was in no position to turn down a hundred and a quarter dollars an hour, now was she? 

Not really, she told herself pragmatically as she got out of her car and locked up, heading into the supermarket to work her shift. 
 It went by quickly again, her mind drifting back to the barn this morning, Will’s perfect body, and his unreal cock. She was so lucky, when you thought about it; getting paid to indulge herself with her handsome lover. 
 And tonight—when she told Ben about everything she had done with Will this morning—that would be great too! She just knew it! 

****

 “Why didn’t you try letting Will ass-fuck you today, Sonny?” Ben asked her the question teasingly when they were naked together in bed that night. 
 “No fucking way!” Carson shot back, giggling at the very idea of taking Will’s mammoth dong up her bottom. “He’s too big! Hell, I shouldn’t even let you have me back there; you’re probably too big—you’ll probably ruin me, eventually!” 
 He cuddled her nude body tighter against his own and caressed her ass lovingly as he said, “But you are going to let me do that to you right now if I really want to, aren’t you, baby?” 
 She laughed and pretended to push him away, knowing she couldn’t. And that she wouldn’t, even if she could, as she said, “Maybe I will…let you fuck me in the ass tonight, you big brute…if you were to sweet-talk me just right!” 
 He joined her in laughter and then all the laughter stopped as his lips met hers. She sucked on his tongue, remembering how she’d done the exact same thing to Will this afternoon; right before they’d shared that first torrid fuck! 
 A hot thrill shot through her as she realized again just how lucky she was. Not only did she get to fool around with oh, so handsome, oh, so studly Will Cypress; she got to fuck her macho husband too, as she recounted every sin she’d committed with Will earlier in the day! 
 “Don’t you want to know what I did do with him today?” She asked in a teasing voice as she broke off the sensual tongue-sucking. 
 “How many times,” he rasped, breathing hard already, “how many times did you let him fuck you today?” 
 “Threeeeeee,” she drew out the word, knowing that it would drive Ben crazy. “And I sucked his cock, too!” 
 “You cheating little slut,” he grinned as he said the words, crushing her naked tits up against his hairy chest. “Did you let him come in your mouth and swallow it all for him too?” 
 “No,” she admitted teasingly, rubbing her nipples against his thick chest hair, “but I would have…if he’d wanted me to!” 
 Ben growled and flipped her over onto her back. His formidable dick was already as hard as if it had been carved out of a hunk of granite as it throbbed against her belly. 
 “I want to fuck your naughty little pussy for a while—just like he did today--and then I want your ass!” 
 “Anything,” she hissed, reaching down and taking his steely dick in her hand to line it up with her needy cunt, “I’ll always give you anything you want, darling! Don’t you know that by now?” 

****

 Ben was really nailing her up the butt tonight! Her whole big body quivered and shook every time he took her, her massive tits jellying wildly as they hung down nearly to the bedcovers while she was up on her elbows and knees. 
 It hurt a little, he was so big and he was fucking her so hard. But Carson didn’t mind. 
 She smiled as he lanced his stiff prick into her, sensing how much he was enjoying her butt tonight. And besides, she was diddling her clit while he reamed her asshole out and that was feeling her hotter and hotter by the second. 
 “Oh, Ben-sweetie,” she moaned theatrically, just to tease him a little more, “you’re really giving it to me tonight!” 
 “Didn’t Will fuck you this hard today?” 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, yeah, I guess he did,” she sighed, coyly drawing out the words, “but he was in my other hole, the one that’s made for fucking!” 
 “They’re both made for fucking, if you’re me,” Ben chortled happily, drilling his cock into her tight butthole even deeper. “And don’t you ever forget it!” 

I won’t, darling, she thought to herself as the blessed friction from her husband’s thick cock heated up her ass in time with the scorchingly-hot feelings her own finger was igniting in her clit! I think I could grow to like ass-fucking as much as you do!


****

 She had a rare early shift at the store the next morning, starting when the store opened at six o’clock. But Will called her cell phone during her mid-morning break and left a message that he still wanted to see her when she got off that afternoon, even though the light in the studio would be shot by then, as far as working on the painting went. 

Naughty boy, she thought somewhat smugly to herself as she drove over to his place at three o’clock that day, he just can’t seem get enough of my hot little pussy, now can he?

 Will was excited to see her that afternoon, but not solely for the reason she was expecting. He greeted her warmly as she stepped into the barn, but instead of pawing at her clothes right away and urging her out of them, he instead sat her down on the bed, saying, “I sent some color photos of that first painting I did of you to my agent, and he showed them to a gallery owner, to see if they wanted to handle the sale.” 
 He paced excitedly around the set and continued with: “To make a long story short, the gallery owner said that they definitely did, and he’s shown those photos I took to several prospective buyers.” 
 Will looked at her and said, “A collector in Japan, a very rich man I’m told, was entranced with our painting. He’s offered the gallery a hundred grand for it, Sonny; a fucking hundred grand!” 
 She drew in her breath and smiled, as excited as he was to hear about a painting of her, selling for that kind of cash! Will was beaming at her. 
 “As the pitchman on the late-night infomercials says: ‘but wait, that’s not all!” 

 Carson sat on the edge of the bed and stared up at him expectantly. He said, “My initial idea was to do another painting of you--in the nude of course--in a different pose. You know, showing off that lush body of yours from a different angle.” 
 His handsome face colored a little as he said, “The collector, the Japanese guy, wants another painting, too, but he wants something…special; something unique.” 
 A cloud of doubt passed over Carson’s face as she asked, “What do you mean, he wants something…unique?” 
 “He’s got no qualms about me making a deal for signed, numbered collector’s prints of the first painting that he bought,” Will said. 
 The artist took a deep breath, and then sighed, “But he wants for the second painting to be exclusive to him. He wants the original work hanging in his private collection--for him alone to enjoy--and my agent says he’s more than willing to pay for that privilege.” 
 Carson thought hard about that, and then asked, “But wouldn’t that kind of arrangement cut way down on your profits as an artist? Doesn’t the sale of the numbered prints figure prominently in how much you make off a painting?” 
 Will nodded that it did. He replied, “The collector is well aware of the economics of the business, too. That’s why he’s willing to go as high as a million dollars for the one-only painting of you that he wants me to do for him.” 
 “A million dollars for a picture of…me,” she whispered incredulously, aghast at the notion that someone would pay that much for a nude picture of her!  
 But a closer look at Will’s face told her that he wasn’t entirely leveling with her. His eyes had a somewhat sheepish cast to them: he looked excited, but sort of wary, at the same time; as if he was keeping something from her. 
  “What are you not telling me about this, Will?” She made the question sound more like a demand as she voiced it. 
 Will Cypress’s handsome face began to color. He looked more than a little uncomfortable as he admitted haltingly, “He…the collector, that is, actually wants two paintings for his million bucks.” 
 She started, saying, “He wants two paintings?’ 
 The artist nodded. He said, “In the first one, he wants to see you getting…getting fucked, Sonny. And he was specific about what he wants to see: the guy fucking you has to have a big dick!” 
 As she drew in a sharp breath—just thinking about posing for an obscene picture like that—Will went on to say hurriedly, “And in the second one, he wants to see your pussy oozing come; like the guy who was fucking you has just finished up inside of you.” 
 “Fuck that!” Carson said angrily, after thinking about it for scant seconds. 
 She had two little kids at home! What if they were ever to see that picture of their mom acting like a…a whore on canvass? 
 Her eyes flashed with defiance as she told Will, “Get yourself another girl, buster! I agreed to pose nude for you; not act like a whore, for the entire world to see!” 
 She snatched up her purse and started for the door in a huff. The idea, that Will would ever think that she would even consider… 
 “I was thinking of offering you and Ben fifteen percent of the million, if you agreed to do this,” Will called after her. 
 Carson worked with numbers all the time in her grocery checker job. It was true that most of the time she just punched the numbers into a machine—an electronic cash register—and it did all of the real computing. 
 But that didn’t mean she had completely lost the knack of doing percentages in her head. Fifteen percent of a million dollars was…one-hundred and fifty thousand
bucks! 
 As Ben would no doubt have said, that sum represented a whole shit-load of engine tune-ups! 
 “You said your husband has a big dick,” Will called out, in a softer voice this time. 
 She had stopped in mid-stride as she neared the barn door. Now she turned and looked at Will, who went on to say, “I was thinking of using Ben for the guy in the picture; that way you wouldn’t have to…to…fuck someone you didn’t know.” 
 The idea was so preposterous she almost laughed out loud. Her big, burly Ben was no artist’s model! 
 He was macho and hairy and…and… 
 Still, the idea of having his cock inside her while Will stood right next to the bed, painting away…that struck her as being very exciting, somehow! 
 “He’s not gorgeous with his clothes off,” she said hesitantly, “the way you are, for example.” 
 Will chuckled at that and said, “I thought about doing the honors myself, but that would be too cumbersome, watching myself fuck you in a mirror; then jumping up from bed and painting a bit; then hopping back in bed.” 
 He shook his head at the sheer unfeasibility of the idea, saying, “That blowjob you gave me the other day while I painted you stretched my patience to its very limits, I’m afraid.” 
 He saw that she was still thinking about it; using her husband as a model. Clearly encouraged by the fact that she hadn’t stormed out of the barn yet, he went on to say, “I wouldn’t have to show Ben’s face, you know, just his cock and some of his body.” 
 “What about my face?”  
 She was still thinking about her kids, her family. What if somebody she knew was ever to see those two paintings? 
 Will laughed and said, “That’s pretty much the point of the whole exercise, isn’t it, darling? Apparently, this Japanese fellow thinks you’re the loveliest, most sensual creature he’s ever seen. That’s why he wants to see that spectacular body of yours with a big cock in it!” 
 He stepped closer to her as he spoke. He finished with, “That’s why he wants to see the proof that you’ve been well and truly fucked in the second painting!” 
 Carson had to admit; now that she’d had time to think about it, the whole notion of posing for an obscene picture like that was more than a little thrilling, as well as being dangerous. But--as long as no one but some collector in far-off Japan ever saw it--what did she care?   
 “You said the girl in those first two paintings didn’t resemble the real you much, anyway,” Will reminded her, reaching out to embrace her. “I could make the next two paintings even more stylized, as far as the face went.” 
 She felt herself being swept up into his strong arms. Then his lips were on hers before she had time to think about it, or about lewd paintings, or anything else! 

****

 They didn’t even make it back across the barn to the bedroom set. Will fucked her right there, on the studio floor, steps away from the exit door. 
 Carson felt wild, thinking about the pictures; about the thrill of posing for them! She found, as soon as they were naked together, that she was just as horny for Will as he was for her! 
 They did it doggie style, and missionary, and with her riding him. She came what seemed like a dozen times. And still she craved more of his magnificent cock; his wild fucking! 

I wonder what Ben will say, she thought as Will gasped and started to unload in her minutes later. 
 She felt her own orgasm enveloping her and she moaned as she clung to him fiercely and absorbed his entire load. She wondered, idly--as she stroked Will’s long blonde hair and came and came on his gushing cock--what Ben would say about it… about all of it? 
 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


BEN

 Her husband didn’t beat around the bush, once they were alone in the bedroom and the kids had been safely tucked away in their beds for the night. He barely waited for her to pull off her clothes, and before she could even reach for her pajamas, he was on her! 
 Ben laughed mischievously as he flung her nude body onto the bed and then pounced on it while she was still bouncing up off the mattress. Carson giggled and made a big show of trying to get away but, of course her struggles quickly proved to be useless. 
 “How many times,” he asked as he pinned her to the bed, holding her wrists in his big hands, his face hovering just above hers, “how many times did Will slide that big old dick of his into you today, Sonny?” 
 “Lots,” she intentionally teased him with her saucy reply, “and God help me, I loved every one of them!’ 
 Ben chuckled and whispered that she was a shameless slut. Then he kissed her and his tongue slid roughly into her mouth, seeking hers. 
 She felt his cock, already hard and insistent against her bare thigh, and knew it would be inside her before long. Carson loved that idea! 
 I did fuck Will all afternoon long today, she thought, and I did enjoy every single minute of it! 
 She guessed she really was just an unrepentant slut, deep down inside. Strangely, that thought didn’t bother her nearly as much as it had a few days ago. 
 Ben doesn’t think any less of me for being ready and willing to go to bed with another guy, as long as I rush right home and tell him all about it, she said to herself as she reached down and took a firm hold of her husband’s throbbing dick. And Will sure is happy about what an easy piece of ass I’ve become! 
 She asked herself what she thought of herself; a girl who regularly fucked a lover in the afternoon and her own husband a few hours later. Carson decided she thought it was sexy as hell; that she was sexy as hell, even though she still thought it a little weird that she was actually starting to feel proud of the fact! 
 “I want your cock inside me, baby,” she growled up at Ben as she broke off the kiss and arranged herself underneath him. 
 “Just like you wanted old Will’s, this afternoon?” He asked, his eyes gleaming with arousal at the thought of another man’s dick sliding into her numerous times earlier today. 
 “Yeah, just like that,” she answered him boldly. “You know me, sweetie. I’m always hot for cock!” 
 For a second, she thought Ben was going to lose it and come right then and there, without even entering her; he shuddered so hard when she had said that. But he didn’t. 
 Instead, he moved over a bit and rammed his stiff manhood into her all the way up to his big nuts and proceeded to give her wet pussy a pounding. Carson moaned with delight and wrapped her arms around his neck as he pummeled her. 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, that’s the way to fuck me, baby,” she cooed up into his ear. “Hard and deep, just the way Will did today!” 
 Ben sighed at that thought and redoubled his efforts. His prick was now flying in and out of her juicy depths, and both of them were murmuring and nuzzling their bodies against one another as if they couldn’t make enough contact; as if his cock couldn’t be in her deep enough, as if they just couldn’t get enough of each other! 

****

 “No fucking way!” Ben insisted adamantly. “I’m not fucking you in front of Will! And I’m sure as hell not posing for any painting!” 
 Carson laughed at his sputtering vehemence and whispered tantalizingly once more in his ear, “A hundred-and-fifty grand, baby…just think of what we could do with all of that money!” 
 Ben fumed and shook his head “no” once more. She giggled; he looked so cute when he was like this; wildly excited by the very notion of what she had just proposed, but too uptight to own up to it. 
 “What are you ashamed of?” She chided him, toying with his soft, gooey dick. “You’ve got a honey of a cock. I’ve always told you that.” 
 He grinned, in spite of himself, and said almost bashfully, “I bet I couldn’t even get it hard; not if somebody else was watching. And especially if that somebody else was Will!” 
 She chuckled softly at his reluctance and whispered, “I’ll just bet you could…especially if I was encouraging you with my mouth and tongue while Will watched.” 
 Ben’s whole body stiffened as he thought of that. She could see the thought intrigued, rather than repelled him, so she said, “I’ll tell you what. Let’s try it this weekend as a sort of trial run; what would you say to that?” 
 “T-Try what?” He stammered. 
 “You, and me, and Will, naked and in bed together,” she breathed out huskily, growing excited herself at that mental image. 
 Ben gasped and his cock started to get hard again almost instantly. She smiled and said softly, “I could let you both fuck me, one right after the other. And I could suck both of your cocks, too! Would you like that, baby? Wouldn’t you like to see me in action with him?” 
 Her husband’s prick looked as if it was about to explode, he was suddenly so excited by the prospect of witnessing all that! She wanted to touch it, but she was hesitant to do so; afraid it would start to ejaculate immediately. 
 “Come on, darling, just tell me what you’d like to see,” she murmured softly into his ear. “And I’ll make it all happen this weekend…right before your very eyes, I promise!” 
 Ben trembled as if his naked body had been trapped outside in a cold November wind storm. She took a chance and wrapped her fist around his super-hard erection and stroked it gently, as she offered, “I’d suck it for him, if you wanted me to, baby. I’d suck it until he came in my mouth, so that you could watch me swallow it all.” 
 “G-Gaaawwwwwdddd Almighty,” Ben groaned, clearly fighting to keep from coming at the very thought of that. 
  “I’d suck yours, too, if you wanted,” she continued to tease him with her mesmerizingly soft voice, “so that he could see me gulping down one of your big, hot loads, baby!” 
 Ben began to quiver uncontrollably beneath her stroking fingers and she realized he was about to come. She lowered her head quickly into place. Her lips had just replaced her fingers on his twitching cock when it began firing volley after volley of his hot semen upward, straight into her throat… 
  “Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said as she swallowed and then swallowed again, her tongue tracing maddening circles on his spurting prick head while she continued to eagerly suck every last drop of juice out of his clenching balls and down it as he watched… 

****

 “Would you really do all that?” Ben’s voice sounded small and uncertain in the darkness of their bedroom later that night. “All that you said earlier, I mean?” 
 Carson snuggled closer to him and ran her fingers through his curly chest fur. They had fucked once more, when he’d gotten hard again, and then they had dozed off in each other’s arms, with her shutting off the lights just before falling into a deep sleep. 
 “Would I suck off both of your cocks, you mean?” 
 Ben didn’t answer, but his sharp intake of air told her that her question had been right on the money. She smiled in the darkness and whispered, “You bet I would, and a whole lot more, too!” 
 Silence descended over the bedroom for a long minute, and then Ben asked, “What do you mean by ‘a whole lot more’?”  
 Carson thought about that before replying. She really wanted it to happen—the more she thought about it—all of it; the paintings, the money, and especially this weekend’s mini-orgy with Will and Ben! 
 “I really meant it when I said I’d do anything you wanted to see me do,” she said at last. 
 “Will’s really got a big one?” Ben asked, knowing that he did but clearly wanting to hear her describe it again. 
 She gave out with an obscene-sounding chuckle and said, “Oh, yeah; his dick is pretty impressive, babe!” 
 Again, there was a long, protracted silence. At last he asked, “Have you ever let him shove that huge cock of his up your sweet little ass?” 
 Carson shivered at that thought. Will’s prick was so damn thick, not to mention long! 
 He hadn’t ever brought up anal and neither had she. The image of his super-cock plowing its way deep into her butt sent tremors of dread pulsing through the strawberry blonde. 
 Still, she had to admit, there was an element of wildness about such thoughts that excited her as much as they terrified her! After all, Will had proved himself to be a real cocksman…and she was coming to love Ben’s fat cock up her ass… 
 “D-Do you want to see that?” Her voice sounded unsteady in the darkness. “Would it really turn you on, to see one that big being driven up inside my ass?” 
 Ben grabbed her hand and thrust it downward, against his cock. The damn thing was as hard as a fencepost! 
 “What do you think, Sonny?” He growled just as she heard the sound of the drawer in his nightstand being thrust open and him feeling around in the darkness for the tube of sex gel. 

****

 “Oh, oh, God, that’s it!” Carson crooned in ecstasy. “Fuck my ass hard, just the way Will’s gonna’ do it this weekend while you watch us, babe!” 
 She was on her hands and knees in the pitch-black bedroom and Ben was right behind her, his big cock gliding in and out of her lubed up asshole. Since he had already come a couple of times already tonight, he was able to last and last. 
 But Carson wasn’t complaining. So far, she herself had orgasmed twice since Ben had started butt-fucking her long minutes ago. 
 He was getting better and better at playing with her clit just the way she craved it, and tugging at her sensitive nipples, while he rutted in and out of her tight back hole. She felt her pussy starting to contract again and knew she was going to experience yet another massive climax in just moments. 
 “Ummmmmmmmm, baby, you fuck my ass so great!” She moaned out the complimentary words and Ben chortled. 
 “I’m going to want to do this next weekend, too, while Will fucks that hot little pussy of yours at the same time,” Ben promised. 
 The very idea of that—of being double-penetrated like some porn girl—made Carson even hotter. She bit her lower lip to keep from crying out in her rising excitement, and pushed her butt back even more enthusiastically against Ben’s hammering cock. 
 “Would you like that, Sonny?” He murmured, fucking hard, sounding nearly out of breath. 
 She snorted like a filly in heat and ground her jiggling titties down against his toying fingers. A sharp spasm of blissful sensation shot from her breasts down to her clit, where her husband’s big fingers stroked the tiny bud with just the right amount of pressure. 
 “How about Will’s cock up your ass, and mine in your pussy, would you like that even better, baby?” Ben quizzed her. 
 Something seemed to detonate inside Carson’s brain as he said that and a mental image of it flashed across her mind! She felt her tits jerk in time with her pussy clenching, and her asshole grabbing at his reaming cock! 
 “Ugh! Ugh! Oh, God, I’m going off so fucking hard!” She gasped and began to shudder under his furious butt-fucking. 
 Ben groaned again loudly and she felt his cock erupt inside her anal depths. The molten jizz felt so sweet in her ass channel, just as she imagined it would this weekend, as Will and Ben traded off in her bottom! 

****

 “You want to do what on Saturday night?” Will’s voice sounded incredulous on her cell phone the next day. 
 “If you want those million dollar paintings to happen, that’s what it’s gonna’ take,” she assured him. 
 “But…but…why?” Will’s astonished query back came over the phone. 
 “Because my Ben is a perv, I guess,” Carson answered lightly, as if she found her husband’s kinky ways endearing and cute somehow.  
 There was only a shocked silence from Will’s end, so she thought she’d best explain further, saying, “Ben’s afraid he won’t be able to…perform, when it comes time for us to pose for you, for the painting.” 
 After another long pause she elaborated, in an exasperated tone, “Look, that Japanese guy isn’t going to want to see a picture of a big, limp dick drooping down across Ben’s nuts, with him just lying there behind my juicy pussy, is he?” 
 Will laughed uneasily and finally admitted, “No, I don’t guess he is at that.” 
 “Well, Ben’s afraid that’s all he’s likely to get,” Carson told him. “So I suggested a little trial run this weekend, with both of you there, so he can reassure himself that he can hold up his end of the deal.” 
 Will sighed and said, “I guess I get that part, but how does that lead to a three-way orgy?” 
 She laughed disdainfully and said, “I know you, Will Cypress. If I’m there naked, getting fucked right in front of you; you’re going to want to join in on the fun, admit it.” 
 After at second, Will sighed and reluctantly confessed, “I guess you do know me, Sonny; I have to admit, you’re probably right about my reaction!” 
 Just before she broke off the connection, she said, “And besides, it’s only right that I should get something out of this little ‘audition’, too.”  
 Will’s amused voice came over the phone, asking, “Oh, and what might that be, pray tell?” 
 “Two of my favorite cocks to play with…all night long,” she answered smugly. “See you for dinner at seven, at your house, on Saturday night.” 
 She disconnected the cell phone and dropped it into her purse so that she could concentrate on her driving as she headed into work… 
 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


WEEKEND AT WILL’S—DINNER

 They talked young Becky from next door into spending Saturday night at their house, after first making up a story about driving over to Bend for the wedding of one of Ben’s  cousins. The downside to this arrangement was that they had to pay the teenager fifty bucks for the night, and they had to pack an overnight bag, just as if they really were going out of town for the weekend, instead of just making the short drive down to Will’s place outside of Ashland. 
 Carson would have thought that because Ben had met Will once before--at the dinner they’d all shared just before the studio tour, and because her husband was well aware she and Will had been fucking for days on end by now—that Ben would be less nervous at the prospect of being around Will the second time. She would have been wrong. 
 The closer they got to Will’s place that evening, more uptight Ben got and the more silent he seemed to grow. At last, as they turned down the country lane leading to the old farmhouse, she asked him, “Hey, are you okay?” 
 “Yeah,” he grunted, staring straight ahead, as if the deserted country road they were on was a thoroughfare teaming with traffic and he had to pay strict attention to his driving. 
 They turned into Will’s driveway and Ben pulled the car to a stop in the middle of the barnyard. The lights were on in the house and Carson saw Will’s black and white cat sitting on the porch swing, watching them get out of the car. 
 The skittish cat had vanished underneath the porch by the time she and Ben stood at the front door, ready to knock. The door swung open before they could do so and Will stood inside it, beaming out at them. 
 “Ben, Carson; I’m so glad you could make it,” Will offered the greeting, which sounded somewhat inane, as if this was a regular dinner party and not the start of an all-night sex session between the three of them. 
 “Can I get you a drink?” Will asked as they stepped inside and he closed the door. 
 “B-Bourbon, if you’ve got it; just ice, no water,” Ben blurted, so nervous he could barely get the words out. 
 “A glass of white wine for me, please,” Carson said, a little concerned that Ben would topple over any moment, he was so visibly uptight. 

God, he’s so on edge! She thought as she sought to control her own rising panic; if he didn’t manage to calm down, Ben was going to make this whole night into a disaster for sure! I thought he’d mellow out once we got here, but I guess not.

 Will vanished into the kitchen and returned moments later with a cocktail glass full of ice and bourbon for Ben, a glass of chilled white wine for Carson, and frosty mug of beer for himself. He handed the glasses to his guests and said, raising his mug, “Here’s to a lovely, fun weekend!” 
 Ben clicked rims with his host but said nothing, drinking down the dark liquid inside his glass in three big gulps. Will’s eyebrows rose slightly at that, but he said nothing. He just took a quick sip of his beer for sociability’s sake and reached for his guest’s empty glass. 
 “Let me get you another,” he suggested, taking the glass and turning for the kitchen again. 
 “Go easy on that stuff, darling,” Carson cautioned her obviously distraught husband as soon as Will had left the room, “will you?” 
 “I can’t help it, Sonny,” Ben admitted in a panicked-sounding whisper, “I’m nervous as hell about tonight, or can’t you tell?” 
 “Getting drunk isn’t going to help,” Carson insisted. “It will only make things worse. Most men have trouble maintaining a reliable hard on when they’re three sheets to the wind!” 
 Will re-entered the room at that moment with Ben’s refreshed drink, saying, “Dinner is almost ready. I thought we’d eat in the dining room tonight. The table is already set.” 

****

 “I suppose you’ve already guessed that Ben is a bit nervous about tonight,” Carson said, helping herself to a large slab of the delicious looking roast beef on the platter in front of her. 
 “So am I, if you want the truth,” Will said, looking as if he wasn’t worried at all about tonight. “But I’m confident it will go fine, once we get started.” 
 Ben had a deer-in-the-headlights look on his bearded face as he looked first at Will and then at his wife. Will smiled back and took a portion of the beef for himself. 
 He told his nervous guest, “Hey, there’s nothing to worry about, Ben. I’ll admit it’s a little disconcerting at first, sharing a woman with another guy. But I suspect you’ll soon get over your nervousness.” 
 “Y-You’ve done this sort of thing…before?” Ben managed to croak out the question. 
 “Not since college,” Will answered lightly. “An old roommate of mine and I did three-ways more than once, with different girls; when all of us were really drunk or stoned, usually.” 
 Will laughed and said, “One of the ladies we ended up partying with was supposed to be my date for the evening, and a couple of them started out the evening with Brad—that was my old roommate’s name--but I had joined them in bed by morning. We only had a one bedroom apartment with two double beds, you see, so everything was pretty much out in the open when either of us had overnight guests.” 
 Ben smiled stiffly, imagining that, and dug into his meal. Clearly encouraged by his nervous guest’s positive reaction, Will elaborated by saying, “One time, it was actually the girl’s idea, if you can believe that! It seemed she’d done that kind of thing more than once, with an old boyfriend and one of his friends, and she’d decided that she liked it.” 
 “She must have been some girl,” Carson commented wryly, taking a sip of the outstanding red wine Will had poured for them with dinner. 
 “Oh, she was at that,” Will said with a knowing chuckle. “She was a little brunette, with big knockers and a great ass.” 
 He stared off into space for a moment, a huge smile of remembrance on his handsome face. Then he sighed and said, “She was…enthusiastic about three-way sex, I guess you’d have to say. That first visit was part of a whole series of overnight stays she made at our place during that school year.” 
 Ben shook his head at the thought of that and said, “I never went to college. I’m a little sorry I didn’t now, after hearing a story like that.” 
 “Hey,” Carson said with a smile, “you can make up for lost opportunities tonight, if all goes the way it should, buster!” 
 The three of them shared a weak-sounding chuckle at that thought and Will toasted her with his wineglass. Ben joined in and she was relieved to see that the alcohol and Will’s nonchalance about this evening’s scheduled entertainment seemed to be gradually loosening her man up. 
 “What about you, Sonny,” Will asked her just then. “Is tonight a first for you as well?” 
 She smiled wryly behind her wineglass and said, “It is at that. I had lots of experiences, with different guys before I met Ben—he knows all about that—but I always kept them separate; one man at a time.” 
 “Well, then, here’s to new experiences,” Will said, raising his wineglass in a toast. 
 The Stanleys clicked rims with him, Ben a little reluctantly. But he did it; drinking a big slug of the wine afterward. 
 “Sonny said you were quite the cook,” Ben said, returning to his beef with gusto, as if he was more than glad to put thoughts of what was still on tap for the evening behind him for the moment, “and I have to admit; this roast is great!” 
 “Slow cooked in a Dutch oven,” Will told him, “that’s the secret.” 
 Ben nodded and drank some more wine… 

****

 Their host didn’t offer dessert when everyone was through eating, but instead drew a small blue pill from his shirt pocket and rolled it across the table towards Ben, saying, “Viagra; I know you’re still a young man, but Sonny says you’re apprehensive about erection problems occurring later on. This will cure them, I promise.” 
 Ben blustered that he: “didn’t need no pill to keep his dick hard”.
But Carson noticed he surreptitiously downed the Viagra with his final sip of wine as they all stood up from the table.  
 After the dishes had been put in the dishwasher, the leftovers had been consigned to the refrigerator, and the after-dinner brandy had been consumed, Will led them out of the house and across the barnyard to the studio. 
 “I thought, since the real reason for tonight’s little experiment is the two of you posing for a painting next week,” Will said, snapping on the lights and adjusting them the way he wanted them, “that we might as well utilize the same bedroom setting we’re going to be using for that.” 
 He turned to Ben and said, “There are three bathrobes hanging in the dressing room. Why don’t you and Sonny slip into two of them, and when you’re finished getting undressed, I’ll do the same?” 
 After all the alcohol, Ben looked a little more relaxed but he still didn’t speak. He did, however, let his wife take him by the hand and lead him into the nearby dressing area. 
 When they returned in less than a minute, wearing only the robes, Will hustled past them and into the changing room. He rejoined them on the bedroom set shortly, where they all stood like bathrobe-clad mannequins beside the bed, not speaking to one another as the seconds ticked by. 
 “Well, this is just silly,” Carson finally said with an exasperated giggle as she doffed her robe. 
 Nude, she got onto the bed and slid over until she was in the middle. Will walked around to the far side and when he got there, he eased his own robe off and lay down beside the voluptuous strawberry blonde. 
 Ben looked as if he was about to have a coronary as he watched the two of them, but he somehow used his shaky fingers to undo the terrycloth tie and let his own robe fall to the carpet. He scrambled onto the bed next to his wife, still shivering with nervousness, his cock as limp as could be.


 Carson didn’t really know what to do next. She had been telling the truth at dinner: she had never been in bed with two men at once before in her life. 
 I think I’ll start out by kissing Ben and playing with his cock, she told herself nervously. I don’t want to kiss Will first, because it might make Ben jealous as hell and start a fistfight between the two of them! 
 That was pretty much the last thing she wanted. Paying strict attention to her husband at first seemed like the safest bet to her. 
 “Come here and let me love you a little, baby,” she purred to Ben, moving over a little closer and kissing him lightly on the shoulder. 
 He scooted closer to her and she mashed her lips to his passionately, eyeing his still limber cock out of the corner of her eye as she eased her tongue into his mouth while they made out. All at once, Ben’s fat prick started to swell to firmness and she relaxed a little. 
 She didn’t know if it was the Viagra or her seductive powers, but Ben was clearly starting to unwind a bit. Carson could feel it as she made out with him; as she leaned one of her big tits against his side and reached over his big body to take his stirring-to-life cock in her hand. 
 Ben gave a little involuntary growl as her fist closed around it and she began to stroke it a little while she continued teasing his tongue with hers. Carson’s nipples started to get hard and she dragged her right one along his body tantalizingly as she increased her hand speed up and down his now rapidly hardening dick. 
 All at once, she felt Will’s shaft bump up against her ass and she trembled with excitement as she realized that he was already as hard as Ben! She hunched her butt backward a little, caressing him with her ass cheeks while she continued to make out with her husband and toy with his cock. 
 Two men at once, she told herself somewhat disbelievingly; I’ve got them both as hard as they can be now and soon they’re going to fucking me with these big dicks!  
 She waited until she was sure Ben was nearly beside himself with arousal before breaking off the kiss and rolling onto her back between the two men. As soon as she moved into this new position, Ben could see Will’s hard cock for the first time. 
 “Holy fuck, Sonny, you weren’t kidding!” He gasped, eyeing the big, thick hunk of male meat with obvious envy. “Old Will has a got himself monster prick there; that’s for sure!” 
 Will laughed softly and said, “Yours is plenty big enough, Ben. I can’t wait to capture it on canvas as it fucks this hot little pussy of Sonny’s!” 
 Ben laughed and answered modestly, “Well, it ain’t nearly as big as yours, but it does get the job done.” 
 “You can say that again,” Carson sighed, reaching out and gathering Will’s prick into her right hand as she kept her left one around Ben’s. “I love getting fucked by both  of these big boys!” 
 She stroked them in concert, her fists rising and falling on their rigid staffs. The motion made her big tits jelly and shake on her chest, and she noticed that both men were keeping a careful eye on that! 
 “Well…don’t just lay there,” she urged them in a provocative whisper. “Suck ‘em, why don’t you, boys?” 
 Neither Ben nor Will said anything. They just pounced on her nipples, Will’s mouth on the right one, Ben’s on the left. 
 “Oh, oh, fuck, it feels so weird to have ‘em both sucked at once, by two different guys!” Carson sighed happily, pushing her big breasts upward, wordlessly imploring the two men to suck them even harder. 
 Will and Ben gobbled and sucked and nipped at her tender flesh for long moments. She felt her pussy boiling over with hot lube and found herself wishing that one of them would just go ahead and fuck her! 
 Both of them were holding back, clearly reluctant to be the one to make the first move on her needy pussy. Ben stopped sucking her nipple the same time as Will did, and the two of them now just stared at each other across the expanse of her heaving chest. 
 “I…I want to see that big dick of yours inside her!” Ben finally admitted at last in a raspy voice, deferring to Will. 
 “You don’t have to ask me twice,” Will answered her husband with a leering smile on his face, scrambling up onto his knees and moving in between Carson’s spread legs.  
 “Do you want it, Sonny?” He teased her in a soft voice, grabbing his massive cock by the base and gliding the head all around her gushing slit. 
 Carson whimpered and said, “Fuck yes, I want it! I want both of them, yours and Ben’s, all night long!” 
 Ben and Will grinned in unison at that statement, and then Will eased his cock down into her juicy depths until his big nut sac rested against her ass. 
 “Jesus, that’s a lot of cock!” Ben sighed, watching his wife getting fucked by another man for the first time. 
 “You’re telling me?” Carson murmured, reaching up for Will as she winked over at her husband reassuringly. 
 A huge grin creased Ben’s bearded face and she knew in that instant that everything was going to be just fine tonight!  
 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


WEEKEND AT WILL’S—THE MAIN EVENT

 “Oh, oh, God, aren’t you two ever going to get tired of fucking me?” Carson panted—her voice raspy from all the ecstatic screaming she’d been doing--as Ben pulled out of her soupy cunt and Will immediately took his place. 
 “I doubt it, honey,” Ben chortled happily, looking over at Will as he fitted his mammoth hard on into Carson’s gaped-open pussy and
slowly slid it in all the way up to his huge nut sac. 
 The two men high-fived each other and Will started to really pile-drive his large-bore cock down into her spunky lips. His lusty fucking soon had her moaning again with renewed passion and tossing her wide hips up to meet every thrust. 
 Ben looked on, seemingly still fascinated by the sight of Will’s huge prick lancing in and out of his wife’s overflowing slit. Each of them had creamed her once so far this evening, and she had sucked them both to completion as well. 
 Her husband reached over for the big tube of sex lube which lay on the bed and toyed with it while Will banged away once more. Carson shuddered as she thought of that—knowing just what Ben was contemplating--one big cock up her ass while the other was busily fucking her pussy! 
 I knew they were going to try double-fucking me before the night was over, she told herself, Ben as much as promised me that when he agreed to this weekend! 
 Part of her looked forward to it. But she had to admit; part of her didn’t! 
 What if it’s just too much cock for me to handle? She asked herself worriedly. After all, Ben and Will both have big, thick cocks. And Will has never even been up my ass before, let alone with Ben reaming out my pussy at the same time! 
 She knew she was going to find out exactly what that felt like pretty soon, because Ben was already reaching over towards her ass, and the next thing she felt was a big wad of the slippery gel being squirted into her backdoor. Carson moaned as her husband capped up the tube and then proceeded to lube up her rear entrance using one of his big fingers. 
 “Are you ready to double her up with me, partner?” Ben asked Will. 
 The handsome artist nodded, his face going serious as he replied, “I’m ready, but go slow and be careful not to hurt her. I haven’t done this since college and not too many times even then.” 

That candid admission didn’t make Carson feel any more confident about what was about to happen to her butt! Will added further fuel to that fire by adding, “My ex-roomie’s cock wasn’t nearly as big as yours either. So go slow.” 
 Before she even had time to worry about that clarifying statement, Will reached down and pulled Carson onto his lap as he sat back on the bed, being careful to keep his cock driven well up into her pussy. Ben scrambled into position behind them and a quick glance back over shoulder revealed to her that her husband’s hard prick was now as well lubed as her asshole. 
 She wrapped her arms tightly around Will’s neck and braced herself for what she knew was coming. Ben’s cock head bumped up against her anus and she bit her lower lip and held on tight. 
 “Just relax, Sonny, I’m not going to do anything we haven’t done lots of times before,” Ben’s voice was suddenly in her ear. 
 He pushed forward slowly and she felt the ring of muscle surrounding her anus slowly parting and his smooth, domed head forcing its way inside of her. She gasped and trembled against Will’s hairless chest as more and more of the fat intruder slid up inside her backdoor. 
 “Oh, fuck: its so biiiiiiggg!” She moaned out the protesting words as Ben glided all the way up into her, his nuts coming to a stop up against Will’s, which were mashed up against the thin strip of flesh separating her pussy from her anus. 
 “Shhhhhh, now; you’ve got it all,” Ben cooed into her ear. “How does it feel, sugar?” 
 “L-Like I’ve got two huge tree trunks shoved into me!” She sighed, giving Will a baleful stare as she described exactly what it felt like to double-fucked by two thick cocks like theirs! 
 “That’s odd,” Will commented wryly, “feels great to me; a little snug, perhaps, but still great. How does it feel to you, Ben?” 
 “It’s unbelievable, Will,” Ben chortled happily. “I can feel your cock up inside her pussy, resting right against mine!” 
 “That sounds too gay for me to even risk commenting on,” Will laughed, “let’s double-fuck her together!” 

Oh, what a pair of nasty boys, Carson told herself as the two men began to saw their wide cocks in and out of her stuffed-open holes. 
 She felt as if she had been pried open to her absolute limits, but she was relieved to discover that it didn’t hurt, really! It was a bit uncomfortable at first, but Will’s cock was right up against her clit, and Ben’s was starting to feel as nice as it usually did up her bottom. 
 The three of them clung together and slowly, Carson began to move her lower body in time with their thrusts. She sighed at first, and then moaned, not in pain, but in growing arousal. 
 “Oh, man, she’s one hot woman,” Will grunted as he fucked her pussy faster and faster. “You’re a lucky man, Ben!” 
 “Don’t I know it,” her husband panted, powering his dick into her butt, matching Will stroke for stroke. “She’s everything a man could want!” 
 Carson loved the way they were talking about her, praising her, as they used her lush body for their mutual pleasure. She felt her pussy getting even wetter and Ben’s dick was gliding up and down in her ass now; the friction of his girth moving in her stretched-open asshole was getting to feel so hot…so nice!” 
 “Ummmmmmmmm, I think I could get to like this,” she murmured into Will’s ear after a few more moments had gone by. 
 She leaned forward once again and kissed Will for the first time while Ben was watching. Far from feeling threatened by seeing another man kissing his wife while he fucked her ass, Ben clearly appeared to be even more turned on by it! 
 Carson felt his cock jerk in her asshole as her husband whispered hotly, “That’s right, Sonny; kiss him! Kiss old Will while we double-fuck you!” 
 After a few more seconds, she broke off the searing kiss and whipped her head around as far as she could, saying, “Now it’s your turn, baby; your turn to kiss me while Will fucks me right along with you!” 
 As their lips met, a lightning bolt of excitement rocketed down her spine and into her pelvis. She moaned and sucked at her husband’s tongue while she rode them both. 
 This was forbidden, way-off-limits sex; sex like she had only fantasized about occasionally before tonight! Carson felt her tits throb against Will’s chest and her asshole close around Ben’s pistoning cock. 
 Her whole body felt alive with taboo sensations! She realized that she loved Ben, not only because he was her soul-mate, but because he had found it within himself to give her this…this…experience of a lifetime! 
 Ripping her mouth off his she gasped, “Oh, fuck me, you two! Fuck me in both holes at once and make me come!” 
 Ben and Will chuckled evilly and proceeded to do just that… 

****

 “No more,” Carson all but begged as Ben pulled out and Will started to take his place. 
 She was looking back over her shoulder pleadingly. Carson was on her elbows and knees on the mattress’s edge and Ben and Will were standing behind her. 
 After making her come like a wild woman with the torrid double-fucking they’d just given her, the two men had withdrawn their hard cocks without coming in her. Wordlessly, they’d maneuvered her onto her hands and knees while they had tugged her over to the side of the bed. 
 Ben had ass-fucked her first—hardly a new experience for him--while Will had looked on, his own fully erect prick in his hand. He had stroked it absently, to keep it good and hard, as Ben had huffed and pulled and really reamed out her tender ass some more before firing several huge wads of spunk into it. 
 Carson had been toying frantically with her clit while Ben had exploded into her butt, coming again right along with him. But now Will was taking her husband’s place, his dick shiny with a fresh application of sex gel. 
 “N-No, let me catch my breath first, at least,” she pleaded, watching wide-eyed as Will set the head of his mammoth dong against her gaped-open, spunky asshole. 
 “I can’t wait, Sonny,” he said softly as he eased it into her tight confines, “I’ve been dreaming about this for weeks now. I’m so big that I didn’t think you’d ever let me have you back here.” 
 He was pushing his strong hips forward as he spoke, lancing over half of his long prick into her gooey back opening. She gasped and shuddered underneath him, but he kept on pushing until all of him was sheathed deep in her ass…deeper than anything had ever been before! 
 “Oh, man, she’s so tight!” Will whispered to Ben conspiratorially. “What an ass!” 
 Carson groaned into the bedding as the two men chuckled and Will slowly withdrew until just the imposing head of his huge cock remained inside her bottom. He patted her lush bottom lovingly as he slowly filled her with burning 
prick once again, saying, “Goddamn, but you’re a great fuck, Sonny; whichever hole of yours a man finds himself inside of!”    
 She whined and turned her head toward her husband, who was staring at the spectacle of Will’s cock claiming her ass again and again. She frantically began pummeling her own clit with her forefinger as she gasped up at Ben, “Is this what you wanted to see, baby? Do you like seeing Will’s monster prick up my ass?” 
 Ben gave her a wicked little smile and nodded that it was. He said in a low voice, as he gazed at Will’s girth entering her once more, “It sure is, Sonny! God, you look so hot getting fucked up the ass by that big old cock of his!” 
 An illicit thrill shot through her as her husband said that. She moaned and whispered, “But he’s so wide, baby! He’s really stretching me out!” 
 Again, Ben smiled and she noticed that his own fat cock was slowly getting hard again as he watched her being skewered on Will’s. He said, “Take it, Sonny! Take your butt-fucking like a good little slut!” 
 She bore down on her clit and rubbed her sensitive nipples into the rough bedspread, flashing him a naughty little smile as she promised, “I will. I’ll be glad to take all you boys can dish out…all night long!” 
 Ben sighed and slowly scrambled up onto the mattress on his knees. He moved around until his half-hard cock was right in front of her lips before he urged her: “suck it, baby. Suck my dick clean for me and help get it ready again!” 
 Carson didn’t say a word as he reached down and grabbed a handful of her strawberry blonde locks and pulled her head back. She just opened her mouth for him and let him feed his long cock into it slowly! 
 “Fuck, but she’s a sexy bitch,” Will murmured approvingly as he watched Ben fuck down into her mouth while he kept reaming out her ass. 
 “She’s the nastiest, Will,” Ben agreed, sighing as her tongue caressed him; cleaned him while her lips sucked him. “I’m just beginning to fully appreciate what a really down and dirty girl she really can be, when she want to!” 

****

 “Oh, oh, fuck, that feels so filthy!” Ben hissed as Carson ran her tongue all the way up his ass. 
 She was lying on her tummy, between her husband’s legs. Will was lying right next to Ben at the head of the bed, and they were taking turns letting her suck their cocks, lick their balls, and tongue their asses! 
 “But you like it, right?” Will asked his partner in crime for the night. 
 “Fuck, yeah, I like it!” Ben grinned over at him. “Thanks for teaching her how to do this just now.” 
 Carson herself was “in the zone”. She couldn’t seem to get enough fucking, whether it was up her ass, down her throat, or in her pussy! 
 Whatever her two guys asked her to do tonight; she’d do for them without even thinking about it. Will had told her to lick his asshole a few minutes ago while she’d been giving both of them head and she’d done it immediately. 
 Ben had gasped when he saw her tonguing Will’s ass, but then he’d surprised her by asked her to do his as well! Now she couldn’t seem to get enough of the men’s naughty holes, or of shoving her wriggly tongue deep inside each of them. 
 They’re both making sounds I’ve never heard a guy make before! She thought as she rimmed out Ben’s bottom. And that’s got me so…hot to please them! 
 She rubbed her fully erect nipples against the rough bedspread as she went from one man to the other. And she hunched her pussy against it too, her slit oozing lubricant and male come, from earlier in the evening, as was her asshole! 
 I’m such a slut! She reveled in her own nastiness. I love being such a nasty little whore for my two boys. I just love it! 
 “Suck his cock off again!” Will commanded her. “Run one of your fingers up his ass and massage his prostate while you blow him!” 
 Carson, needless to say, had never done that before in her life. But she found she was eager to try it! 
 She gobbled up Ben’s cock and slipped her long middle finger up her husband’s saliva-slick asshole. Ben groaned and closed his eyes as he croaked, “Oh, babe; that feels incredible!” 
 Will slid down the bed and flipped over onto his belly as he spread her thighs open wider. He began to lap enthusiastically at her clit, ignoring the fact that it was bathed in a huge coating of his and Ben’s spunk. 
 Carson went crazy as she felt that! What he was doing was doing to her jizz-filled pussy so disgusting…so nasty…so downright sexy she could barely stand it! 
 Ben’s eyes flew open as he started to fire jet after jet of semen down his wife’s throat. He saw Will licking her pussy and a grin slowly spread over his bearded face as the sheer depravity of the act fully dawned on him. 
 “Fuck, man, you’re a wild guy to party with,” Ben sighed as he contentedly emptied his balls into Sonny’s sucking lips and he watched her shudder through still another massive orgasm at the same moment. 

****

 “Oh, yeah, oh, yeah; just like that!” Carson cooed as Will hunched his prick up her ass while Ben rammed his up her pussy. “Oh, fuck, it feels so good!” 
 The three of them were at the foot of the bed. Ben and Will were standing up and Carson’s long body was suspended between them, being totally ravaged by the men’s once again hard dicks. They were tossing her statuesque frame around like it weighed nothing. 

Oh, Jesus, Jesus, I’m going to come again! Carson thought dreamily, clutching Ben’s big neck tight, rubbing her nipples against his chest fur as he and Will thrust upward into her. This is fantastic! I just can’t seem to get enough of their big cocks!

 “Man, this is some great fucking!” Will gasped as he buried his prick once more in Sonny’s ass. “The three of us are going to have a blast together next week, doing those two paintings, brother!” 
 “You said it, Will,” Ben wheezed, fucking for all he was worth. “I still can’t believe we’re going to do this every day soon!” 
 Carson just smiled and hung on for dear life. She couldn’t believe it was going to happen either, but apparently, it was…   
 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


THE PAINTINGS

 “I can’t believe we’re really going to do this,” Carson told her husband as they drove out to Will’s on Wednesday morning of the following week. 
 She looked over at Ben, who was wearing a pair of sunglasses, cargo shorts, a luau shir, and whistling a happy tune under his breath. He looked as if he didn’t have a care in the world as he drove along in their Mercedes, the windows down, the radio playing. 
 Carson reached over and turned the song on the radio down a few notches. She said, “I also can’t believe you’re the same man who drove me out here last Saturday night, either. You were so nervous, I was worried that you were going to crap your pants!” 
 Ben laughed and said, “What’s to worry about? I’m going to spend part of the day in bed with my wife and Will’s going to paint us. What’s the big deal?” 
 Carson giggled and moved over closer to him as she whispered, “The big deal is that he’s going to want to fuck me, before the morning is over; while you watch!” 
 Again, Ben laughed unconcernedly and said, “Who’s going to be content with just watching, lady? I fully intend to join in the fun.” 
 He grinned at his wife and added, “So you’d better be ready to take on two dicks at once again, before the day is over, sweetie!” 

****

 “Great! Just like that,” Will said, directing them with his hands as he stared down at the bed and its occupants. 
 “Wait, Sonny’s pussy isn’t quite wet enough,” Will observed at that moment, frowning. 
 “I know how we can fix that,” Ben suggested, releasing her from his bear-like embrace and turning her over onto her back instead. 
 Will grinned and knelt beside the bed. He began to lick the strawberry blonde’s waxed pussy lips as her husband proceeded to feast on her nipples. 
 “Oh, no fair,” Carson sighed happily. “I’m going to be wetter than wet, if you two keep that up!” 
 “Nothing wrong with that,” Ben chortled, changing nipples. 
 “No, that’s just the way I want you to be for this painting,” Will agreed, kissing her clit lightly for a moment, instead of licking it. 
 “B-But I’ll get so…horny!” Carson protested weakly, as she gave out with a heavy sigh of rising pleasure.   
 “Just wait until our lunch break,” Will advised his aroused model. “Ben and I will be glad to take care of that little problem for you then, love.” 

****

 “Oh, oh, fuck but that feels wonderful!” She gasped as Ben’s cock entered her pussy from behind a few minutes later. 
 “Just hold that pose, that facial expression included, Sonny,” Will directed her. “That’s perfect!” 
 “This is harder than I thought it was going to be,” Ben carped good-naturedly, holding still inside her with obvious difficulty. “She’s so juicy and ready to fuck, that I’m having a devil of a time not doing just that!” 
 “We all have to suffer for Art’s sake,” Will admonished his friend, his brush flying over the bare canvas. “Don’t move; either one of you!” 
 The conjoined couple on the bed sighed in frustration, but they didn’t move, just as Will had told them… 

****

 “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Carson growled, about to come like a banshee. 
 Will was in front of her, hammering his cock into her pussy, and Ben was behind her on the bed, his own prick sliding in and out of her gripping asshole. She was in Seventh Heaven and she had been for nearly twenty minutes or so. 
 At precisely noon, Will had called a lunch break. But instead of the three of them trooping over to the house together to eat something, the painter had rapidly shed his clothes and joined them on the bed. 
 Will’s cock had been hard enough to break diamonds with as she sucked it while Ben fucked her to an exquisite climax as she’d done so. Then it had been Ben’s turn to get a blowjob while Will had done the honors with her pussy. 
 Now, they were sharing a fiery three-way fuck, with Will in her cunt and Ben rutting away in her ass. She mewled at how fantastic that felt and got ready to orgasm yet again. 
 “Okay if I come in her ass, Boss?” Ben asked Will playfully. 
 “Hell, yes,” Will answered, fucking her pussy like a man possessed. “That’s what they designed showers for! She can take one while I make us some lunch, and then we can all gobble it down and get back to work while the light is still good.” 
 Carson shuddered, poised on the brink of yet another magnificent climax. It all seemed so open and natural between the three of them, after Saturday night. 
 And she just loved it. She did! 
 “Oh, oh, fuck, Sonny, what a tight little pussy you’ve got!” Will whispered as his gigantic prick bucked once inside her and began spewing a huge load of hot semen into her depths. 
 She wailed out her joy as she came right along with him, while Ben growled in her ear, “Here’s another little something for you, baby!” 
 His dick exploded inside her ass and his steamy offering filled her anal lining just as Will’s filled her pussy! She couldn’t think of a better way to orgasm! 

****

 “Hurry up and eat those,” Will advised them as he put the chicken sandwiches he’d just made down on the kitchen table in front of them. “The light is fading even as we speak!” 
 “He’s kind of a slave-driver to work for, isn’t he?” Ben made the tongue-in-cheek comment as he took a big bite of his lunch, looking over at Carson. 
 “I tried to warn you,” she smiled back at him, picking up her own sandwich. “Modeling for Will isn’t all fun and games.” 
 “Eat, eat, you two,” Will chided them with mock anxiousness. “Remember the light!” 
 All three of them chuckled and took a big sip of the white wine he’d served them along with the chicken breast sandwiches. They were all dressed in nothing but bathrobes and just the tips of Carson’s long locks showed evidence of the quick shower she’d just taken. 

****

 “That’s it for today, I’m afraid, kids,” the light is gone,” Will told them at two-fifteen. 
 He began to dutifully clean his brushes and put away his other painting tools for the day. Ben
pulled his hard cock out of Carson’s wet pussy and asked, “What do we do now?” 
 She pushed him onto his back and whispered, “Oh, I’m sure we’ll think of something. Will and I always do, when we’re all done with painting for the day!” 
 “I’ll just bet you do,” Ben sighed as his wife began to lick his cock head while Will watched; his brush cleaning chores momentarily forgotten. 
 “I’ll be with you in a minute,” Will said as he beamed a huge smile of anticipation over at the married couple. “Please do go right ahead without me.” 
 “We’ll miss, you, baby,” Carson purred, moving her tongue gradually lower, now licking all of Ben’s pussy juice-covered shaft. “But I’m sure we can think of something to do until you can join us.” 
 She smiled at her husband across his furry tummy and said, “I’ve got plenty here to keep me amused.” 
 Ben chuckled as she began to suck him, looking over at Will. He said, “I’d hurry with those brushes, if I were you, partner. This is too good to miss!” 
 Will muttered to himself as he increased his pace, glancing frequently over at the hijinks going on nearby as he worked… 

****

 “Well, what do you two think?” Will asked them as all three of them stood staring at the completed painting a few days later. 
 Ben rubbed his beard thoughtfully and just continued to gaze at the spectacle of his wife being fucked by a huge cock from behind as she spooned with a burly guy whose face was conveniently just out of the picture. He grinned at Will and said, “My cock isn’t quite that big; thanks, bro!” 
 Will laughed and said, “Cock size aside, how do you like it?” 
 Carson sighed, “This one looks a lot more like me than the other ones did. I’m glad that Japanese guy isn’t going to hang it in the Louvre or someplace famous like that, where a lot of people will see it!” 
 “No worries there,” Will assured them. “I’m told that our collector is very adverse to publicity. He’s a more Scrooge-like
character; keeping his treasures to himself so that he can gloat over them in private.” 
 “Sounds about right for us,” Ben commented, studying the painting. “Hell, if folks in Medford found out about Sonny posing for a painting like this, we’d have to sell the shop and everything else we owned and move to Timbuktu or someplace like that.” 
 The three of them laughed and then Will said, “We can start on the second painting tomorrow, if that works for you, Sonny?” 
 “I can be here at nine. And I don’t go in to work until four tomorrow.” 
 Ben looked at them and said, “You sure you don’t need me until later in the week on this one?” 
 “Not really, but you’re welcome to drop by and watch,” Will said to him with a grin. “You can help me…‘clean my brushes’ after the painting is all done.” 
 Ben laughed and said, “I just might do that, partner. Would you like that, Sonny?” 
 “Mmmmmmmmm, very much,” she sighed putting her arms around Ben’s neck. 
 They shared a long, intimate kiss and then she said to Will, her arms still around her husband’s thick neck, “Do you think we have time for some fun right now?” 
 “Jesus, Sonny, do you have to even ask?” Will sighed, peeling her away from Ben and kissing her himself… 

****

 Ben didn’t come out the next day, after Will had explained what he had in mind for the final painting in the set that the Japanese collector had commissioned. They’d all had a great time in bed on the previous day, each of them fucking Carson numerous times before the Stanleys had to get home to their kids. 
 But there’d been no touching since then, not even at home between Ben and his wife after the kids had been tucked in for the night. They were strictly adhering to Will’s orders. 
 And Will himself didn’t touch Carson either, after the next few days of painting were done; much to Carson’s displeasure. It was as if she had been suddenly transported back to Ohio again, to her sister’s cramped second story guest bedroom, and left to the artificial thrills of her vibrator! 
 Finally, on the fourth day of the posing sessions for this painting, Ben was in attendance, all naked and ready, his big cock hard and willing as he looked on over Will’s shoulder. Will was painting in the nude, his own cock as rigid at his paintbrush handle. 
 “Should I fuck her now?” Ben inquired anxiously of Will. 
 “Oh, yeah, really give it to her, my friend,” Will urged him with a grin, “and I’ll be right behind you!” 
 Carson’s
lusty body had been posed spread-eagled on the bed all week. Today, she felt her pussy lips lubing up nicely as she anticipated getting fucked in rapid succession by her husband and Will. 
 Ben didn’t disappoint her. He stepped over onto the set and knelt between her legs. 
 “Are you ready for a big creampie in that hot little pussy of yours, Sonny?” He asked her with a smile as he set the head of his hard dick against her juicy lips. 
 “Oh, man, am I ready!” She assured him, holding out her arms to her husband.  
 Will had left the easel entirely. Instead, he was standing behind Ben, stroking his big cock absently; grinning at what he was seeing. 
 “Ugh! Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck, that’s it!” She gasped out the heated words as Ben began to pound himself down into her. 
 Will beamed and clapped Ben on the shoulder, saying, “That’s the way to fuck her, pal. Really give it to her!” 
 Ben redoubled his efforts, slamming his manhood into his wife’s gripping pussy, reveling in how hot and slick she felt around his plunging cock. He didn’t last long, but then, he didn’t have to! 
 Carson was so primed to fuck that she came thirty seconds into his furious assault on her pussy; and then came again right along with her husband as he unloaded deep inside her. She tossed her head back and forth and murmured, “Oh, so much come! Do it, baby; fill me up!” 
 As soon as Ben finished shooting, he got up and Will took his place. The artist looked back at his friend over his shoulder as he entered Carson and said, “Fuck, man, you really let her have it; she’s already as full of spunk as she can be!” 
 Ben didn’t reply. His satisfied smile said it all. 
 Will banged it into her hard, making Carson’s big tits shake with each thrilling lunge. She moaned and wrapped her arms around Will and urged him softly, “Oh, that’s it! Fuck me, fuck me hard! Come in my hot pussy, please!” 
 The horny artist didn’t last long either. After only three or four minutes of athletic fucking, he threw back his head and said, “Take it, Sonny! Take a big wad of spunk from me as well!” 
 Carson wailed as the first huge jet of come rocketed down into her. She gripped Will tighter and threw her pussy up onto his cock, coming as hard as he was. 
 When Will finally finished spurting into her and slowly pulled out, Ben said incredulously as he stared down at his wife’s inundated pussy lips, “What a load of come that is!” 
 “It’s great, but we need a bit more, I think,” Will said smiling, looking over at Ben. “Are you ready again?” 
 Ben didn’t even bother to answer. He had been stroking his cock as he’d watched Will ball his wife to another mammoth orgasm. 
 He got between her knees again and shoved his hard prick into her all the way. Carson sighed and said with an illicit chuckle, “Anything for Art, I always say!” 

****

 “Fuck, wait until you see this, Sonny!” Ben chortled as he looked on over Will’s shoulder while the man’s brush flew over the canvas. “What a load of jizz! Your pussy looks like a picture of one of those waterfalls in Yosemite!” 
 She smiled up at her husband and said, “That’s what the guy in Japan wanted to see, remember?” 
 “Hold still,” Will cautioned her. “I’m almost done. You can see the final results soon enough.” 
 “Man, you made it look so real,” Ben marveled; staring at the painting as it took shape. 
 “Lots and lots of pearlescent shades of white; that’s the secret,” Will said, not turning around; busy with putting the finishing touches on the canvas. “It’s the same as painting a seascape, when the sun is behind a breaking wave. Semen, when it first emerges from a woman’s pussy, is pearly white. It’s only after a while that it becomes colorless and nearly transparent.” 
 “I’ve never noticed,” Ben said. “My main concern has always been getting it inside that pussy in the first place!” 
 Both men laughed and Will kept right on painting… 
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 “Well, here’s your check and here are all the keys,” Will said, handing the envelope to Ben, as well as a keychain containing the keys which fit the house, the barn, and the Mustang. “I hope you’ll enjoy the place as much as I have, and the Mustang.” 
 “We’ll take care of both, I promise you,” Ben said, a catch in his deep voice. 
 “I’ll be back around Christmas time, and for the month of August,” Will said. “They say Paris is unbearable in August; nothing but tourists and heat. The French all leave for the month, if they can afford it, and they have somewhere cooler to go.” 
 “Medford isn’t exactly a balmy place in August either,” Carson reminded him, tears in both eyes. “It can get pretty warm.” 
 “I know, but it’s better than Paris, from what I hear,” Will said, smiling fondly at her. “And besides, I doubt I could go any longer than August without seeing you, cutie.” 
 He looked at Ben and said, “No offense meant, buddy.” 
 “None taken,” Ben assured his friend, giving Will a bear hug and clapping him on the back. 
 Stepping back, Ben said, “We’ll be looking forward to your visits, both of us.” 
 He winked at Will and added softly, “Those three-ways are downright addictive!” 
 Will laughed and said, “Aren’t they, though? I’m sure I’ll have fun in Paris, but you can bet I’m looking forward to Christmas break and to August!” 

****

 You could have knocked them over with a feather when Will Cypress called them both out to his house several weeks back and announced that he was temporarily moving to France, Paris to be exact--to fulfill a life-long dream of being a painter there--and asked them how they’d like to take care of his place for them while he was gone. Stunned by the sudden proposal, Ben had asked, “But what about our house in Medford?” 
 “You could rent it out, if you wanted to,” Will had countered. “I’m not taking any furniture, just my painting supplies and my clothes, so you could just go ahead and move in.” 
 The couple had seemed dubious until Will had said, “Use whatever of my furniture you want to and store the rest of it in the barn. And you could drive my Mustang, too, as well as feeding and looking after my cat.” 
 After discussing it, Carson and Ben had decided that they would rent out their little place in Medford and move into Will’s much bigger farmhouse while he was gone. The kids, they had decided, would love it, and their own animals would get along well enough with Will’s black and white cat, George. 
 In addition to the large windfall they were getting from posing for the two paintings for the Japanese collector, the rent on their place would easily make their mortgage payments and—since Will’s place was all paid for—they could live at his house virtually for free! The kids could stay in the same school easily enough, because Ben and Carson would have to drive up to Medford every day to go to work, so they could drop them off and pick them up, just as they had done before when they were living in town. 
 The cab driver honked his horn impatiently and Will kissed Carson goodbye and shook hands once again with Ben. They watched him tuck his long frame into the rear seat of the cab and then it pulled out of the long driveway, headed for the airport. 
 “Paris, who’d have ever thought he’d just up and move to Paris?” Carson said, watching the cab depart. 
 “I guess all painters want to try Paris,” Ben said philosophically. “I’d have never guessed it a few months ago, but I’m sure going to miss that guy.” 
 “You’re going to miss him?” Carson kidded her husband, elbowing him lightly in the ribs. “What about me? I’m going to miss that huge cock of his something fierce!” 
  Ben laughed and said, “You’re just going to have to make do with mine, until Will gets back at Christmas time, baby.” 
 “I might look around for someone else before then,” she teased, smiling up at her husband. 
 “Not in this little town,” Ben said confidently. “Will worked out great, because he knew enough to keep his mouth shut; but some local hick? Hell, we might as well take an ad out in the newspaper saying: ‘for a good time, call Carson Stanley!’ and you know
it.” 
 “Ashland’s very close to this place,” Carson reminded him, “and some of those theater people are only here for a few months. One of them might prove to be…discreet.” 
 Ben thought about that for a moment and a sly smile crept over his bearded face. He put his arm around his wife, walking her toward their new house and said, “You can’t ever tell about something like that, Sonny. You just might be right!” 

The End

 




AUTHOR’S NOTES

 All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, and other southern Oregon locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them. 
 Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.  
 That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection. 
 Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way. 

CKR




Table of Contents
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen
Chapter Fourteen
Chapter Fifteen
Chapter Sixteen
Chapter Seventeen
Epilogue


cover.jpeg





